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Crew-Saders’

A surprise to the man who thinks socks are just And, fortunately for the man who has more im-
socks. The “Crew-Sader®"’ by Interwoven stays portant things to think about, the *‘Crew-Sader®"”
up, doesn’t bunch at the ankles. It's town or is a stretch sock—one size fits all. Try a pair. It

country perfect hi-bulk Orlon® acrylic and nylon.  may be your first. It won’t be your last. $1.50 pair.

Xnterwoven:

THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS




By sports cars?
Wake up and live.
Go see your hometown BMC
dealer for the down-to-earth
facts on all sports cars.
9 Compare!
MOO”StrUCk " Compare BMC warranties and
parts and service facilities with
all other makers.
Compare prices, models, colors,
: power and performance
wx as most sports car experts
R already have. See for yourself
why there are more BMC sports
cars on the road than those
of all other makers combined.
Then sell yourself
with a test drive.
You'll be sold for keeps!
Day and night.
Night and day.

MG MIDGET/MGA 1600 Mk. lI/AUSTIN HEALEY 3000 Mk. II/SPRITE

Going abroad? Have a BMC car meet you on arrival. Write for details,.
Products of The British Motor Corporetion, Ltd., makers of MG, Austin Healey, Sprlte Morris and Austin cars.
Represented In the United States by Hambro Automotive Corporation, 27 West 57th Street, New York 19, N. Y.




“Pure, innocent
water.
What a setup.”

< “Wolfschmidt,
Iwouldn’t do this with
any other vodka.
You’ve got taste.”’
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“Canyou
squeeze me
in?”

"~ pRoDLCTOFUSHY

100 GRAIR KEVE ‘

“Crazy Water.” (Water never tasted this good before.)

Delicio_us water. Cool water. In fact— Crazy Water (Wolfschmidt vodka, water, ice, lemon squeezed in}. Wolfschmidt has the touch of taste that
makesit possible.The subtlestamp of genuine old world vodka.Water never tasted this good before.What's that? You don’t like water? Now you will.
GENERAL WINE AND SPIRITS CO., NEW YORK 22. MADE FROM GRAIN, 80 OR 100 PROOF. FRODUCT OF U.S.A.
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PLAYBII.I. TAKING OUR CUE frog_q,] the ad-

agency “idea board” on this
issue’s cover. we herewith slip into the argot ol Madi-
son Avenue to sock home our message, Playbillwise.
But before we go into our hard-sell. high-impact pres-
entation, permit us to fill you in on the background of
our big picture, cireulationwise: Latest figures show
that rLaveoy has now reached a single-issue high of
1,410,000 paid copies. And. if we may pause [or a word
to our sponsors. that figure represents a bonus ol more
than 150,000 copies above our advertising guarantec.

Now, let’s run this issuc up the old flagpole. This
month, to keep the gain line zooming, the lellows here
at the shop have come up with an especially exciting
package. First (and that's the subliminal slogan for this
issue), we've added an entirelv new  leature — the
Playboy Interview. To see if the idea had any bite, we
threw it into the lion’s den and chose as our hrst sub-
ject that conutroversial trumpet genius, Miles Davis.

Another first, timelinesswise, is Wall Street in Crisis,
an inside appraisal of America’s stock market upheaval
by pravsoy’s billionaire financial consultant, |. Paul
Getty. When the financial cookie began to crumble in
one of the wildest selling sprees since 1929 we
learned, through an AP wire dispatch, that he was
buying at the peak ol the panic sell-off. Although we
had another Getty article scheduled. we knew our
readers would want the beneht ol his amazing market
sense while the issues were hot. So we cabled him in
London with a request for this special analysis on the
Wall Swreet crisis. Getty, the world’s vichest private
citizen, responded just as we hoped he would.

We flash over the hinish line hirst again with Stivling
Moss: A4 Nodding Acquaintance with Death, a saga ol
one man's incredible spirit, stamina and skill, grip-
pingly told by rraveoy’s automotive expert (and Moss'
close friend). Ken W. Purdy. Although he has gathered
information on Moss for vears, Purdy actually wrote
most ol the story between visits to Moss’ bedside i a
London hospital where the great racing driver was re-
covering [rom his second near-fatal smashup. As the
deadline for this issue loomed. the problem of getting
this timely story from Purdy’s home in Sussex to our
printer in Chicago became a race in itsell. With only
10 hours 1o go, Purdy made his final corrections, drove
the 76 miles from Sussex 1o London’s airport. found a
Chicago-bound plane and persuaded one of the pas-
sengers, a charming voung ladv. o act as our courier.
With her help, the story arrived — just in time.

The words “Horror!”™ “Terror!™ and “Thrilling!”
are as much a part ol the ad game as the three-martini
lunch. But they are also the names of a few ol The
Bloody Pulps, those likably lurid dime novels for
which whole forests were leveled and upon which a
whole generation of American vouth was hairraised.
Thumbing his way back through the pulps’ ragged
pages and rugeed prose, Charles Beaumont. our master
ol memorabilia, now treats us to another ol his nostal-
gic¢ tours ol the notso-long ago. When not digeine into
the past lor LAy oy, Beaumont has [ound time to write
70 television plays and 10 [ull-length motion pictures.
Among his TV aredits arve scripts for Thriller: Dick
Powell Theater: Have Gun, Will Travel and Twilight
Zone (lor which he, Rod Serling and rraveoy con
tributor Richard Matheson shared an Emmy). His
movies include The Brothers Grimm: The Intruder:
Burn. Witch. Burn: and several others awaiting release.

Since September is prime time for saturating the
college market, we offer the lollowing three-way cam-
pus pitch: Our annual Pigskin Preview in which our
own Anson Mount, one of the highest scoring football
prognosticators in magazine history, shrewdly prophe-
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sies which way the ball will Dounce this season;
our equally sapient Back lo Campus lashion preview,
ficlding Irontrunning outfits for lall: and The Sound
of Hirsch, an outrageously witty story by 29-year-old
rravioy freshman Leonard Michaels. The campus
characters in Hirsch are based, says Michaels, not on
real people but on monkeys that he observed while
working as a pari-time zookeeper during his own col-
Iege days at the University of Calilornia.

With Hey. Look at Me!, a haunting tale ol a writer’s
need [or recognivion. we introduce another pLAVBOY
newcomer, Jack Finnev. But Finney himself needs no
attention-grabbing slogan: a former adman and major
magazine contributor, he is also the author ol lour
best-selling novels (Five Against the House, The Body
Snaicher, The House of Numbers and Assault on a
Queen), all of which were purchased by Hollywood.
Another frst. and startling, too. is The Next Sound
You Hear, Morton Hunt's razorsharp report on the
tape-recording ricks of the broadcasting trade, Hunt,
a New Yorker regular, became concerned with the
slash-happy attitude of some audio editors after an
mterview he gave to a newscaster was aired as il it
were a live conversation with two others.

In the arca ol continuing campaigns, we present the
second part of James Jones” forthcoming battle novel,
The Thin Red Line (which Scribner’s will publish in
hardcover this fall), and also the third segment of
Shepherd Mead's hilarious How to Succeed with
Women Without Really Trying.

With apologies 1o the buttondown boys, we've also
included in our September presentation a pleasantly
unbuttoned sativical salute 1o their art —seven pic
torial spools ol well-known advertisements. Add o all
of this owr Playmate of the Month, The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy After Hours, the latest on drink
and fashion . . . we could go on ad infinitum. But. basi-
cally — hitting the high spots — that’s the whole big ball
of wax, as they say at the agency.
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Everybody's cutting out. .. back to school in sharp new Blades, long and lean with narrower-than-narrow 13 cuffless bottoms!
And dig the hidden pocket bit. You can’t see 'em but they're there. Zipper by Talon. In Corduroy, Muted Plaids, Cords, Twills. ..
and other washable fabrics, $4.95 to $10.95 at swingin’ stores. ..or write H.L.S g 16 East 34th Street, New York City 16.

;;s blade slacks
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get the beat!



Like when is a suit more than a suit? When it's the All-Star Combo, the one boss outfit you gotta have
when you get back to school. Wear the natural-shouldered jacket, reversible vest and traditional Post-Grad
slacks in a single solid-sender combination. For an entirely different look, flip the vest over to a muted

1-2-3-4...you’re off and winging in the



plaid't_hat matches the beltless, cuffless Piper slacks. Just ad-lib as you go along and man, you've got it

made at any session! Zipper by Talon. The 4 pieces, superbly tailored in Black, Loden or Navy Reverse
Twist, [l $39.95 at swingin’ stores—or write H.l.S 16 East 34th Street, New York City 16, New York.

l!ls 4-Piece Combo Suit




You'll take solo honors in this bulky I<n|t zip-front jacket whether you'r
Laminated to foam and Acrylic it warmth. Det

by Talon. Willow, White Sand, Mahog y, Black, $25 at swingin’

ing a date back home.

> ) comfort. Zipper
stores or write H.1.S 16 Ea qt 34th St., New York 16.

make the scene! I :-w' Mt.Hood Jacket




DEAR PLAYBOY
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WOMANIZATION WRAP-UP
I immensely enjoyed The Womaniza-
tion of America, and would like to add
my deflated yen's worth to the general
fund. Much of what is wrong with the
women of America is the direct result of
what is wrong with the men ol America.
The American male is abysmally igno-
yant of the lact that genuine strength
is rooted in objectvely defined values
and a full and mature sense ol identiy,
rather than in money, split-level town
houses or extravagant automobiles. I
have yet to find a woman who does not
resent the childish attitudes and the
olaring lack of respect displayed by the
typical American male toward the fe-
male. These attitudes on the part of
the male, however, siem from his im-
maturity and his lack ol respect for him-
sell. The average American male srows
up as unaware of female virtues and
vitlues as does the jungle savage. To this,
add the fact that he reaches maturity
to the tune of that reverent saw of
Puritanism, “If you play with yourself,
yowll go crazy.” Ignorance and guilt
are the two most potent contributors
to the erosion of masculine values.
Nicholas Carter
Sherman Oaks, Calilornia

After skimming through your June
issue o gel idea of what was
available, I first dug the women and
then proceeded to The Womanizalion
of America. When 1 had covered the
thumbnail biographies of the eight
panelists, it scemed obvious that you

S011

had selected six experts and thrown in
two weirdies for kicks. Mailer had dem-
onstrated that he was no longer o be
taken seriously, and King had demon-
strated his asinine qualitics on a TV
show that wallowed in asininity. Having
approached the Panel in this spirit. I can
only say that I was astounded. Mailer
and King were the only two men on
the Panel with anything to say; the other
six just cluttered up vour pages. The
insights offered by Mailer and king were
almost enough to make up for the dis-
appointing and disturbing  quality of
the rest of the article. 1 say almost
because nothing they could say could

mitigate the feeling of pity aroused by
poor little Mort Sahl's comments. Gee
whiz, 1 sure do hope he finds a nice
girl real soon.
John T. Gossett
Indianapolis, Indiana

In a society like ours in which there
is a chaotic diversity of child-rearing
methods, [amily  structures, economic,
social, educational and political view-
points. conflicting public and private
images, values and norms, it would be
foolish to hope that the masculine and
feminine roles be simple, clear and har-
monious. Indeed, the main idea con-
veved by your interesting discussion is
the prevalence of confusion, not just be-
tween men and women or within indi-
viduals with confused sexual identities.
but even among scientists who are trying
to understand the probleni. Do not con-
fuse external signs of manliness or wom
anliness (which, like lashions, vary with
times and places) with the inner posture
toward life and people that actually com
prises true masculinity and true feminin
ity. We are all jammed into social molds
for masculinity and femininity that ig-
nore our individual natures. What mat-
ters is that the individual can still
become happy and strong within the
limits imposed by social training.

Burt Wetanson
New York, New York

I read pravooy regularly. According to
vour illustrious Panel. 1 am encroaching
on a male domain. Do [ desire to be a
man myselfz Do 1 harbor hidden desires
for members ol my that 1
satisfy by viewing their bodies posed in
seductive positions? Or, couldn’t my rea-
son for reading your magazine be be-
cause [ just happen to enjoy the cartoons
and jokes and find the stories [resh and
original? Is my boyiriend effeminate be
cause he does not mind my reading the
magazine? Or, is he a normal, healthy
male who enjoys reading with me and
considers your magazine to be ol a qual-
ity that is masculine enough to appeal
to him but refined enough lor mez Am
I a domineering, masculine woman who
wishes to control men and proves it by
entering the cold, cruel world ol busi-
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Only young men need apply.

Any man with hair is welcome to
try these two important, new Yardley
hairdressings.

But we made them specifically for
young men.

Both are designed to keep hair
casually controlled...the way young
men (and young women) like it.

Both work to insure good looking
hair for years to come. They give you
all the benefits you should expect of
a modern hairdressing, help control
dandruff and condition scalp, encour-
age moisture-retention with special
emollients that help fight the drying

10 effects of showers and shampoos.

And because we know that young
men’s hair usually comes in one of
two types, we've made a special prod-
uct for each:

Yardley Hair Control Cream is for
thick, energetic hair. This non-greasy
formula has just enough lanolin to
groom lightly but firmly.

Yardley Hair Control Lotion is for
fine hair that won’t stay put. It has an
imperceptible fixative that adds oil-
free body to young hair.

Of course, if you only feel young
you might want to use one of these
new products.

We won'’t stop you.

nessz Or, am I a girl who works so that
1 can buy linens, pots and pans while my
boviriend buys the furniture that we will
nced when we get married? I think your
Panel 1s wav oft base. Of all the married
couples 1 know, only one husband could
be called “henpecked.™ In fact. it seems
to me that most girls do not want 2 man
thev can lead by the nose. I have never
known a girl who resented being a girl
alter she passed the tomboy stage. 1 like
being a girl because I like the way boys
who like givls wreat givls who like bovs.
Valerie Meredith Hughes
Macon, Georgia
pPLAYBOY'S editor will have consider-
ably more to say aboul womanization,
the drift toward an asexual society and
PLAYBOY'S own plilosophy come Decem-
ber.

RE COVER
Where is the [amous pLavsoy rabbit
on your Junc¢ cover?
Larry Miller
Lawrence, Kansas

The June cover is very apropos and
very intriguing: where is the rabbit hid-
ingz Certainly he isn't bashiul.

Perry Martinson
KEAM
St. Clouwd, Minnesota

TERRIBLE. PUT THE RABBIT BACK.
HENRY ALFORD
NORTH HAVEN, CONNECTICUT

If the June cover is held upside down,
the bikini knot forms the rabbit head
with its two ears. Correct?

Tom Rost 111

James Petersen 1V

Cedarburg, Wisconsin
Correct.

Stop flattering yourselves on the cam-
oullaged vabbit on your June cover.
Mother dear, 50 last March, spouted it in
a matter ol seconds.

Arthur Axelman
North Miami Beach, Florida

“RYE” REPORT ON GROVE
About the story by Walt Grove (A
Father's Gift): the world is lousy with
imitators ol Salinger; theyre coming in
the goddamn’ window, I can just se¢ old
Walt with a copy of Catcher in his hand.
That kind of crap just about kills me;
it really does. I might have enjoyed it
more, but Christ, I mean, who remem-
bers the guy in second place — and Grove
is. by a couple baskets of talent (he
probably clips his crummy fingernails
onto the goddamn lloor, too).
Bill Stewant
Akron, Ohio

Walt Grove's story, A Father's Gift,
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FPortefine, on the Italian Riviera, ay interpreted by artice Arthur Tapler

“The World Agrees On ‘Gilbey’s, please’” because this smooth, dry, flavor-
ful gin makes a world of difference in a drink. Taste why the frosty-bottle gin is
a favorite in America and throughout the world. And remember...GILBEY’S

is the best name in Gin and Vodka. Gilb ey’s Gin
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YOUNG MAN beats his

way up without fuss or folderol—

is tough to the core—yet has a warm spot for his collection of
Cricketeer Baollantyne sportcoats. Now see him toke off with
this new one: A hunk of fine Scottish tweed, woven in shodes
of the moor and the sky . . . ond tailored discreetly (os

Cricketeer daes)—without frills or gimmicks. The new crop of
Ballantynes, in a selection of sky/moor blends and other robust
shadings . . . In upright, traditional patterns. $45.00 Other
Cricketeer sportcoots from $39.95 to $60.00 At your favorite
store or write:

CRICKETEER & TRIMLINES ®

200 Fifth Avenue, New

is a priceless piece of writing. I never

enjoved anything in PLAYBOY more.
Robert L. Goodman
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

DIVERS OPINIONS
Classilving the lile-forms pictured in
the excellent undersea color photos in
June's Scuba Gear and Scuba Dear is a
challenge. The plant life visible appears
to be mostly ribbon kelp with some
wrack (vesiculosus). The speared fish is
apparentlv a centrarchid of the species
Lepomis, unless there are more than three
spines on the anal fin. The young mer-
creature pictured wearing the gear is a
primate, artificially amphibious, obvi-
ously mammal, of the family Hominidae,
species sapiens, most likely a female of
recent maturity and it makes my mouth
water. Would you please print its name?
Hugh Downs
New York, New York
It gol away before we could make a
positive identification, Hugh.

On behalf of our members. T wish to
thank you for your pictorial on scuba div-
ing. Our [riends have now stopped ask-
ing, “What kind of nuts take up diving?”

Ralph A. Myvers, Secretary
Atlantic Skin Diving Council
Washington, D.C.

LAMB STEW
Don’t look now, but it appears that
Thomas Mario’s camel drivers in his
June Aladdin’s Lamb article have heen
on hashish too long. Shish means skewer
and kebal meat, not vice versa.
C. Buddy Carls
Los Angeles, California

Difficult as it may be to do justice to
Arabian and Near Eastern cuisine in a
relatively short article, your Thomas
Mario made a valiant attempt indeed in
June's  Aladdin’s Lamb. One error,
though: the Arabic word shish means
skewer and kebab meat, not the other
way around. Morcover, a hint of garlic
added to the yogurt-and-cucumber salad
(known as jajugh in some communities)
will do miracles for the already magnif-
cent taste of this salad.

Ramez J. Ghazoul
Mosul, Iraq

Tom Mario obviously shished when he

should have kebabed.

ON THE TOWN HOUSE

I thought you would be interested to
learn that last year we took a few steps
beyond the artistic conjecture of your
Playboy Town House (May 1962) and
actually ercated a rotating round bed.
It was displaved in our window and was
well received. Actually, we had created

College men: For free Back To School Clothes Guide this bed to indulge one of our discrimi-
with correct dress for any campus, write Cricketeer. nating art patrons. He thought it wml‘Id
®Reg. U. S. Pat. Office be a great idea to enjoy his art while
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THE CIGARETTE WITH THE NEW MICRONITE FILTER

tefines away harsh flavor..
refines away rouglh laste...
Jor the muddest taste of all/
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T HE FINER THE FILTER,
© 1762 P. lenllard Ce,
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A whiskey Sour is an absolutely magnificent drink if
you just remember three simple things... Lemon makes a
Sour sour. Sugar makes a Sour sweet. And Old Crow makes
a Sour great.

Please. This is not commercial puffery. Kentucky
bourbon—especially Old Crow—makes Sours behave! The
fresh lemon is a headstrong fruit. It tends to
swamp any whiskey but bourbon. It isn’t ex-
actly compatible with the smoky taste of Scotch.
But it respects the natural inborn character of
Old Crow Kentucky bourbon—just as people do.

Only rhyme can properly express our feelings on the
excellence of a Crow Sour:

To improve your cocktail hour
Use Old Crow for your whiskey Sowr!

0Old Crow makes other marvelous mixed
drinks, too. And the simplicity of Old Crow
with “branch” water is classic.

Of all the bourbons of Kentucky, more peo-
ple prefer light, mild Old Crow 86 proof to any
other. It's that good. Tonight, try historic...

Light-Mild 86-Broof

Kentucky Bowbon

CROW SOUR—2 tsps. sugar, 4 tsps. fresh lemon juice, 2 oz. Old Crow
Shake with ice until chilled, Strain into glass. Garnish with cherry.

14 14e owo crow DISTILLING CO. FRANKFORT, KY. KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY, 86 PROOF

he was in bed. To do this conveniently,
we came up with the notion that his
[avorite collection could be displaved on
stands around the bed. Then he could
sit up in the bed and, by rotating 1t a
few inches at a ume, be could move
from one painting to another and in-
dulge his great interest in a most lux-
urious way.

Norman Dine

Norman Dine Sleep Center

New York, New York

After all kinds of adventures of my
own, and after 40 years of skillfully and
deftly waking girls through houses — you
have given me proof (The Playboy Town
House, May 1962) of this one truth,
which I have always protested and pro-
claimed: There can be darned much
p;tckt:(l into density, and urban ease, and
comfort, and play for the playboy — all
bewween fieldstone rustieity and evening
clouds, goldened over the skylight, right
in the midst ol town. I have lived and
worked on four continents, from the
Cape to the South Seas and from Erzu-
rum to the Orinoco Valley, but | believe
you people have done everything for
the cosmopolitan palate on those 25
[eet of a city lot. And it can be refresh-
ing to all glands, it is a biorealistic
model for all existence of surprises and
calm. At least the architect has not at
all put in any Sodomic or Gomorrhic
perversions, which are always expected by
the Paradisians beyvond the suburbs and
ascribed, wholesale, to the City. Its cli-
mite-controlled. speckless, dustless merits
are now lor the first time possible in
history. I don’t think fire and brimstone
are at all ahead of this offering. Fireproof,
it surely is, and cozily noiseprool with
heavy concrete ceilings and double-glaz-
ing. Multiaspect anchorage is the nicest
of mooring and, of course, a rolating
bed is the playmgest return to panoramic
nomadism, and unforgettable fun  at
that.

Richard J. Neutra, F.ALA.
Architect and Consultant
Los Angeles, California

AUTO SUGGESTIONS
I have just read and thoroughly en-
joyed Ken Purdy’s I7.0.B. Detroil in your
June issue. I would like to express ad-
miration for an excellent article; 1 found
particularly satislying his  words ol
warning to the foreign-car enthusiast.
Frank Mannone
Detroit, Michigan

Re Purdy's F.O.B. Delroil, one recalls
his superh Hypnosis picce; Purdy has ob-
viously become an accomplished practi-
tioner. Anyone who can sell a story
composed of motor-magazine capitula-
tions, leavened by the entrails ol glossy
Detroit brochures, and do so at the



There’s still nothing newer than wool...in sport jackets

WHAT'S COOKING FOR FALL? Fraternity house socials, of course! Campus get-
togethers call for lamb shish kebab in the fireplace...and handsome wool
sport jackets for the male attire. Naturally aristocratic wool lends prestige to
college wardrobes. Resilient wool thrives on a diet of long, hard wear...bounces
off wrinkles...excels in appearance. Fashion leader for fall will be deep-
throated colors in subtle, muted patterns. [Hustrated: matural shoulder three
button jackets in new Americana pa;térns. Left, "Blue Spruce” gun club check.
Right, "Sea Moss” muted riping. Short, regular, long and extra long. Both in
sizes 35 to 46. Each about 8 .ik#‘abrrcé-by, Kent. Styled by LOUIS GOLDSMITH INC.

. Nothing outperforms natural wool loomed In America.

/

SWEATER AMD SKIRT BY RENART
For additional information, write American Wool Council (a division of ASPC), Dept. WW-1262, 1270 Avenue of the Americas, New York 20, N, Y.
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Fortunately, for those of us who know and appreciate good jazz, there were
recorded the outstanding performances of some of jazz's greatest stars. The
works of Holiday, Henderson and Goodman are a must for any solid jazz
collection. Today's modern recording methods make it possible to add to
your collection the outstanding intergretations of modern jazz artists — more
and more of which are offered to Club members every month! As you can see,
from the records shown here, there is an outstanding selection of the old
and the new, that will help you to begin rounding out your jazz library.

By joining now, you can have your choice of ANY SIX of the 48 records
shown on these two pages—up to a $33.88 retail value—ALL SIX for $1.89.
What's more, you'll also receive a hi-fi/stereo test record—absolutely FREE!

TO RECEIVE 6 RECORDS FOR $1.89—mail the attached postage-paid air-
mail card today. Be sure to indicate whether you want your 6 records (and all
future selections) in regular high-fidelity 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 records from every field of music. These selections are
fully described in the Club Magazine, which you receive free each month.
You may accept the monthly selection for your Division . . . or take any of
the wide variety of other records offered in the Magazine, from all Divisions
. . . or take no record in any particular month. Your only membership obliga-
tion is to purchase six selections from the more than 400 to be offered in the
coming 12 months. Thereafter, you have no obligation to buy any additional
records . . . and you may discontinue membership at any time.

FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY. If you wish to con-
tinue as a member after purchasing six 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 list
price of $3.98 (Classical $4.98; occasional Original Cast record-
ings somewhat higher), plus a small mailing and handling charge.
Stereo records are $1.00 more.

MAIL THE ATTACHED POSTAGE-PAID AIR-MAIL CARD to receive

AS A NEW MEMBER YOU ARE INVITED TO TAKE

of these $3.98 to $5.98 records

:]89

RETAIL VALUE
up to $33.88

REGULA

HIGH-FIDELITY

6 records — plus a FREE hi-fi/stereo test record — for $1.89.

Al

IMPORTANT NOTE: Stereo records must be played only on
a stereo record player.

This remarkable 7° record

| permits you to check the
; performance of your rec-
ord player, regardiess of
the type you own.

or STEREQ

FREE if you join now

TEST RECORD
FOR HI-FI AND STEREO MACHINES

Cobesbia Rrcod Cluk
TEST RECORD

R

FOR
ONLY

if you join the Club mow and

agree to purchase as few as 6

selections from the more than
400 to be offered during the
coming 12 months

More than 1,500,000
families now belong
to the world's
largest record club

COLUMBIA B 'r(,}

sin &
soul’

GERRY
*MULLIGAN
-

QUARTET
what

and his
f Orchestra at

NEWPORT

Sketches
of Spain

COLUMBIA

3 MILES
i DAVIS

Oscar is there 6Bl
Brown, Jr. RECORD . to say? "
CLUB Cpeh )
167. Watermelon 67. Also: I'm in the 133. My Funny Valen- 131. Meet B.B., Eve-
Man, Sleepy, Afro- Terre Haute Mood for Love, Easy  tine, Just in Time,  ning in Paris, Lester
Blue, etc. Indiana Street, Laura, etc. plus 6 more hits Leaps In, etc.

56. "Exquisite . . .
glitters throughout™
—Playboy Magazine

250. Freddie Free-
loader, Flamenco
Sketches, etc.

| QUINTET
298. Love For Sale,

Awful Lonely, On the
Rlamo, etc.

THE PLATTERS

Encore of Golden Hits

341. Whisper Not, 1
Remember Clifford,
1l Wind, etc.

343.344. Two-Record Set
(Counts as 2 selections—
write one number in each
box.) Here's the famous
1938 Jazz Concert fea-
turing Harry James,
Count Basie, Teddy Wil-
son, Gene Krupa, Lionegl
Hampton, Cootie Wil-
liams, Bobby Hackett
and many others. (Not
available in stereo)

MODERN ART

CARNBETS &
JAZZ CONCERT

BENNY GOOOMAN
THE FAMOUS 1934 CMNEGIE

ALY

Kiddio - The Same One
Endlessly - 9 More

31. Aiso: So Close,
Hurtin' Inside, So
Many Ways, etc.

LIONEL HAMPTON
SOFT VIBES,

288. Mox Nix, Jubi-
tation, Like Some-
one in Love, etc.

WHO'S WHO IN THE

SWINGING SIXTIES
THE MANY SOUNDS OF LAZE TODAT
*DAVE *LOUIs
BRUBECK ARMSTRONG

*MILES DAVIS

*LIONEL HAMPTON
* DUKE ELLINGTON and
[CoLTsmia] many more
229. Rlso: Lambert,
Hendricks and Ress:
Carmen McRae; etc.

1. Also: Great Pre-
tender, Enchanted,
Magic Touch, etc.

OMGINAL SOUNDTRACK

348. This is "'unj-
que."—Hi Fi Rev. (Not
available in stereg)

134. Also: Stairway

to the Stars, Once
in a While, eic.

MAYNARD FERGUSON | RSl

BOY WITH LOTS OF BRASS

i

The Song Is You - & Foggy Day
len mare

Horace Silver
Quintet

ER'S BLUE

: bW
|
R |
|Coumaal Ky g

ORIGINAL SOUNDTRACK

296, Also: The Lamp
is Low, You'd Be So

Easy to Love, etc. availa

297. To Beat or Not
to Beat, etc. (Not

165. Nite, Take the
“A" Train, Mood In-
digo, 7 more.

340. “It swings, it's
full of excitement."
—Oownbeat

347. “The leading
trombonist of jazz"

ble in stereo) —Ralph ). Gleason



COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB

now offers new members Memorable Performances by Legendary

Jazz Artists from
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Time Further Out

The

BROKEN HEARTED MELD
ETERNALLY « MIS'
9 MORE

\-)b' N Quartet
52. Take Five, Three 53. Blue Shadows in 79. Also: Moonlight 232. Pultin’ on the

to Get Ready, Every- the Street, It's a inVermont, Whatever Ritz, American Pa-
body's Jumpin®, etc. Raggy Waltz, etc. Lola Wants, etc. trol, 12 in all

THE MODERN JAZZ LIVE IT UP! CANNONBALL CANNONBALL'S
| | |ovarter| | JOHNNY SHARPSHOOTERS
: L | MATHIS . ol ]

A A ARV

P& 1 | cowmm

95, Odds inst To- 5. Also: Johnny One 294, Stars Fell on  295. Jubilation, If |
morrow, Skating in Note; Hey, Look Me Alabama, Limehouse Love Again, Fuller
Central Park, etc. Over; efc. Blues, Wahash, etc. Bop Man, etc.

2B5-286-287. Three-Record Set (Counts as 3 selec-
tions — write one number in each box.) *She was
a singer of jazz, the greatest female jazz singer
of all time, a great interpreter, a great actress and
the creator of a style that in its own way, is as
unique and important to jazz as the styles of Louis

ANDRE PREVIN| EANDRE PREVIN

Armstrong, Charlie Parker and Lester Young. To-
day, if you sing jazz and you are a woman, you
sing some of Billie Holiday. There's no other way
to do it. No vocalist is without her influence. All
girl singers sing some of Billie, like all trumpet
players play some of Louis. She wrote the text.”
—Ralph J. Gleason (Not available in stereo)

A Touch of =
Give My Regards
Elehetee To Broadway

. JHE
FLETCHER
HENDERSON

THE MUSIC
OF OUKE
ELLINGTON
50. Splitude, Perdido, 51. Sound of Music,
1t Don't Mean a Too Darn Hot, Take

A A A A A B A A A A A A A VA
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Thing, 9 more Me Along, 7 more
“Hottest New G [T ELLINGTO | MINGUS AH UM M P Y
AN ceeer, S ELUNGTON, i STORY
VYT Nl sing ctincron [l i f0 e
HENDRICKS ¢ 4 AStudy

in Frustration

THE
FLETCHER

.~ HENDERSON
! STORY

ROS

291. Everybody’s 288, What Am 1 Here  292. Willow Weep For 293_ Includes: Gun- 346. Goodbye Pork
Boppin', Charleston For, Happy Anatomy,  Me, Solitude, Where slinging Bird; New Pie Hat, Pussy Cat

Alley, etc. Caravan, etc. or h'hen. 6 more. Now, Knew How; etc. bues, etc.

281-282-2B3-284. Four-Record Set
(Counts as 4 selections—write one
number in each box.) “#axak ... A
superb collection of Henderson
sides . . . there is a tremendous
amount of jazz history wrapped
up in this set. There are also
some of the most exciting big-
band sides ever recorded.”” —
Downbeat (Mot available in stereo)

THE

AHMAD JAMAL
WASHINGTON M

HAPPY MOODS

[ARGO]

Billy B:;tr Suzarine -
eight more -
Vi | m_

40. Without A Song, 299, Dark Eyes, John  81. Lida Rose, If 1 96. I'll Never Stop 345. Autumn Leaves,

m;s Heart of Mine, Henry, Greensleeyes, Were a Bell, Runnin’ Loving You, For All New Rhumba, Way = AR AT AT .:

lve hits in all Soul Mist, etc. Wild, 9 more Wwe Know, 8 more Down, Trio, etc.
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MANY ZERO KING STYLES AVAILABLE IN BOYS® SIZES.

None of those ersatz pipe-in-mouth
types for Thomasina. She’s been sav-
ing herself for someone who gives as
good as he gets, (In a snowball fight,
for instance.) Someone who wears a
‘First Down’ coat by Zero King. Of
course, Walter doesn’t really have the
blood of Nanook in his
veins. But he does have

ZERO KING

PRICE SUIGHTLY HIGHER WEST OF THF ROCKIES.

WHAT I .
LIKE ABOUT YOU,
WALTER, IS THAT
YOU'RE SUCH A
WARM, OUTGOING
PERSON.
A REAL

a warming 1009 wool plaid lining un-
der that fine cotton corduroy front he
presents to the world. Plus a bulky knit
shawl collar to ward off chills. And he
feels even cozier when he remembers
what he paid for all this outgoing as-
surance. Only about $45. B.W. Harris
Mfg. Company, Park
Square, St. Paul 1, Minn.

princely Purdy word rate, rates the title

[ Genius.
ol Genius i

Los Alwos, California

Though the owner of an XK 150
Jaguar. I read your article F.O.B. Detroit
with an open mind, and I have to admit
I was quite disgusted.

James A. Wilson
Durham, North Carolina

BOOK BIND
Al Morgan’s article, The Greal Paper

Chase, in the June issue, was a delight
to my myopic publisher's eyes. He de-
bunks bestseller lists and claims so ex-
pertly it might be suspected that he once
had a hand in the buildup. I don’t ob-
ject to the power and the pressure — I
just don’t like phony claims, and
Morgan’s piece adds to the ammunition
available to shoot at the claimants. So
congratulations on another bull's-eye.
My own book, The Rogue of Publishers’
Row, has racked up an excellent sale,
more than 20.000. but never has made
any bestseller lists, so here in the oflice
we call it our best non-best seller.

Edward Uhlan, President

Exposition Press

New York, New York

CONGRATULATIONS ON AL MORGAN'S ““THE
GREAT PAPER CHASE.” HOWEVER, THERE ARE
A FEW ERRORS CONCERNING “POEMS FOR
THE JOHN" PUBLISHED BY OUR COMPANY. IT
WAS NEVER SUBMITTED TO AXNY OTHER PUB-
LISHER, AS KANROM, INC., WAS PUBLISHING
TWO YEARS PRIOR TO “POEMS FOR THE
JOHN.”" THE ONLY AD REFUSAL WAS FROM
OUR FAVORITE MAGAZINE, PLAYBOY. IT
15 TRUE THAT WE BID NOT SELL 250.000
COPIES. AS OF MAY 18T, IT IS CLOSER TO
200,000. WE HAVE HAD A NUMBER OF OTHER
HITS THAT HAVE OUTSOLD THE BEST-SELLER
LISTS. "JOKES FOR THE JOHN" HAS SOLD
100,000 COPIES IN FOUR MONTHS. OUR CUR-
RENT MASTERPIECE, “THE JFK COLORING
BOOK,” 15 AT PRESENT OUTSELLING ANY TWO
BEST SELLERS COMBINLD.

JACKIE KANNON
ALEXANDER A. ROMAN
KANROM, INC.

NLEW YORK, NEW YORK

ADVISOR ADVISED
We are disappointed in the advice
The Playboy Advisor {May] gave to the
young man who was inquiring about his
superiority. In a man-woman relation-
ship, there are two people, not just one.
Therefore, not denying a man’s right to
his masculine pride, you must realize
that women also have feclings ol pride
and jealousy. Obviously the man in
question is not considering her leelings.
If he prefers to sustain the relationship,
his main problem is his own ego.
Cassandra Kelly
Pawi Cobhb
Havre, Montana
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THE CLEAN WHITE SOCK

They think you're wacky but they always think you’re right. That's because you’re “clean white sock”;
the convincing way you have of doing what you please. Adler socks are your favorite because they
go along with you on anything. Here all feet wear the Adler SC shrink controlled wool sock. $1.00.

n D [ ER THE ACLER COMPANY, CINCINNATI 14, OHIO 1N CANADA: WINDSOR HOSIERY MI LLS, MONTREAL
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WINTHROP

MEN'S SHOES /3962 Style Award Winnar

WEATHERGRAINS: from
our Modarn Living Wardrobe. Newly
deluxe for business or pleasure,

these long wing tip brogues are
handsomely hand-stained to a
rich elegant finish. Very “today”
in deep brown cashmere grain or,
if you prefer. .. black cashmere
grain. Both with plush

full leather Tining.
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There is absolutely no use for the loop on this Creighton shirt!

Except in the locker room (othletes love if). So will you. All Creighton Shirts have plus
detoils like the bock collor button to keep your tie stroight . . . ond the box-pleoted
bock for trim fit and comfort. The toiloring is decidedly noturol shoulder with single

needle sleeve construction . . . o further mark of quolity found in oll Creighton Shirts.

CREIGHTON SHIRTMAKERS
303 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 16, N.Y. MUrray Hill 3-5740

Al Abraham & Strous [oll stores): Reynolds-Penland, Dallas; Doyton Co., Minneapolis; or write
us for the Creighton retoiler nearest you.

I would like to take exception to your
response, in the May Aduvisor, to the guy
seeking support for his one-way atu-
tudes (it's OK for him to date other
girls, but he can't stand to have his not-
quite-steady girl date other men). At
the very least, your oncword reply,
which apparently condoned his position,
needs to be expanded. The gentleman
admitted that intellectually he finds his
position untenable. Emotionally, how-
ever, he reacts quite differently, and he
feels obliged to be “honest” about his
emotions. The only recourse, he be-
lieves, is cither for the girl to make the
concessions and accept him “for what
he is" or for him to remove himsell
from the situation. There is another
answer. The mere admission that cer-
tain emotional reactions are unjust 1s a
significant first step, but one cannot af
ford to stop there. The intellect is con-
tinually being called upon to guide the
emotions, for the greater good of so-
ciety and of the individual. When this
suidance takes the form of mere repres
sion, it is least effective —and most
uncomfortable. But when this conuwol is
clfected through understanding one's
emotions and gently arguing with some
ol their unreasonable demands, over a
period of time, it is discovered that the
emotion itself subsides. In this o the
emotion in question appears to be basic
jealousy, an insccure feeling on the
part of the man that the pleasure of his
company cannot stand comparison (o
that of his competitors. Or perhaps he
still helieves in the sacredness of sex, an
illusion that rraysoy is helping 1o dis-
pel. In any event, this technique of
controlling emotion through insight
and understanding is equally effective
whether the problem is on¢ of climi-
nating prejudice or one ol pacifying the
unjust demands of the cgo (or id, actu-
ally). I hesitate to direct such a serious
note to a magazine dedicated to play.
However, unless our intellect asserts a
little more control over our ¢motions in
the social (and political) sphere, there
may soon be nothing left to play with,
and no one to do the playing.

H. R. Ahrens
San Diego, California

e,

That loud Dblast you recently heard
was not that of a supersonic jet but the
spontancous laughter of vour [emale
readers upon reading The Playboy Ad-
visor's agreement that several girllriends
are permissible for the questioner but
not several boyfriends for his “steady.”
Shades of ye olde double standard.

Gladys Austin
Omaha, Nebraska

Did you really think thal rvLAYBOY be:

lieves in a single one?



difference!
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I‘" = pOCkETSthe slickest slacks in town! Four pockets right where you want ‘em... high
up and flush at the waist. Inside waist adjustment and ultra slim legs. . . wide variety of fabrics,
completely washable. Step out of the ordinary into Hi-Pockets, the great new slacks by Amblers.

i UNION MADE .b

BIG YANK CORPORATION = 350 FIFTH AVENUE, N.Y.1 « MANUFACTURERS OF PADDLE & SADDLE SPORTSWEAR



Exclusive! /

“Top Brass’ Medicated Hair Dressing
...now in 3 custom formulas!

WITH MEDICATED INGREDIENTS TO FIGHT DANDRUFF

Regular, for most men and most kinds of hair.

. NOTAIY

FOR MEN WHO NEED EXTRA CONTROL OF UNRULY HAIR

NEW FORMULA Sy

‘'TOP BRASS'

NOTTA3H

FOR MEN WITH GREY OR GREYING HAIR

NEW FORMULA

"TOP BRASS Ll

WITH MEDICATED INGREDIENTS TO FIGHT DANDRUWUFF

NOTIAZIY |

New!Blue formula for white, grey or greying hair.
Counteracts yellowing. Great for blond hair, too.

Decide Now! Which of these medicated formulas is right for you? Chances are if
you’re over 25, you're losing your hair! But why rush things with an unhealthy scalp?
“Top Brass’ helps keep your scalp healthy while it keeps your hair neat. It’s medicated to
fight dandruff and it moisturizes to stop dry scalp with no greasy build-up! e revion, we.
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Fm' a long time now. the publicity-
public relations industry has been re-
viled as a totally dispensable puff
dispensary serving no  other [unction
than to balloon the corporate image to
Larger-than-life size. The time has come
to sct aright. We have found
flackerics to be veritable [ountainheads
ol catholic and cornucopic information.
Via publicity releases. lor example, we've
gleaned the following little-kuown [acts
of modern lile: The Air
France contatns a mythological beast,
the hippocampus. U.S. jutomotive engi
neers first incorporated four-wheel brakes
m their designs in 1923, The Interna-
tional Correspondence Schools’ colors
are purple and gold. All 1906 Mercedes
were painted red. In 1960, the brewing
industry produced 94.547.000 barrels of
malt beverage., or the equivalent of 30
billion [2-ounce bottles. Dutch New
Guinea recently issued a 25-cent stamp
bearing the picture of o Volkswagen
truck. The brilliant scarlet colors of the
British Redeoats and Continental Armies
were made Ivom dye extracted from
Indian Lic; the lac, a tiny parasitic insect
found on certain types of plum trees in
India, Burma and Siam. 1s the source ol
all shellac. The Movieland Wax Muscum
contains. among other immortils, cilow
tiakeoffs of Jean Harlow. Rudeolph Val-
cntino, Charley Chase, Brigitte Bardot.
William Farnum, aund the ever-popular
Tony Perkins. The soot over Chicago
rains [rom the sky at the rate of 71 tons
per sauare mile a month. The gases pro-
duced by burning money are nonpoison-
ous and nontoxic. December 21 s
National Flashlight Battery Inspection
Day. Ireland has 85 packs of hounds —
divided among two staghound packs, 32
loxhound, 41 harrier packs, and several
groups ol foot beagles. But the Legion
ol Ment for the most inlormative re-

things

insignia of

lease we've received to date must go to
the Lincoln Center for the Performing
Arts’ public relatons staff, which re-
cently issued an cight-page description
of the scats to be mstalled i its Phil
harmonic Hall. From it, we learned the
following: The seats will be 22 inches
wide; the backs of the seats will be 1934
inches high from the seat surfaces to the
tops of the backs. The height from the
floor to the top edges of the scats is 1714
mches: the armrests are 13 inches long.
The sliced polvarethane used in the
arm padding measures 54 inch in thick-
ness on the tops of the armrests: the back
cushions (214 to 214 inches thick) are
to be made of reconstituted foam. The
scat cushions vary from 3 o 5 inches.
Twenty percent of the underside of cach
scat will be perforated by six 2-inch
holes. An average ol 1.6 yards of fluoro-
chemically wreated cotton back mohair
pile [abric per seat will be used. The
back and seat cushion covers can be re-
moved by means of zippers supplied by
the Serval Slide Fasteners Co. of Flush-
ing. The letters and numerals identily-
ing the seats are 34 inch high. and
printed in black on clear plastic circular
discs (114 inches in diameter for seat
numerals: 118 inches for row lewers).
The same alphabet design will be used
on the 115 by 4-inch bronze-hued metal
name plaques to be placed on the backs
that have been endowed: en-
dowments for seats run Ifrom 51000 to
S5000 — a price per seat we can readily
understand i view ol the time, effort
and salaries that must have gone into
prepaving the release, and the fact that
the seat designs involved Max Abramo
vitz, architect: Don Wallance, industrial
designer; Bolt, Beranek & Newman, the
Center's  acoustical  consultants;  the
laboratories of Collins & Aikman, which
worked six months to develop lour spe-

of scats

cial harmonizing shades of gold for the
seat American Scating, which
manufactured the covers: the aforemen-
tioned zipper company: rescarch  libs
that the seat extensive abrasion
tests: and the fums of Chermavelf &
Geismar  Associates amd  Lustie  and
Reich, who were graphic consultants on
the design of the alphabet and numer-
als. We can only liken its structural
metamorphosis to the manner in which
our own comlortable desk chair becomes
absolutely uninhabitable whenever we
have to plow through the morning's
chest-high pile of publicity releases.

COVCrs:

¥
gave

Cushy job offer spotted in the “Help
Wanted” column ol the New Haven
Journal-Courier: “BosoM PRESSER wanted.
Only experienced need apply. Call MA
1-8986."

Minutemen and bomb-shelter outhit-
ters take note: The Jatest civilian
Browning Gun catalog includes among
its listings ol more conventional Are-
arms a sporty new equalizer called the
F. N. Browning Semi-Automatic Rifle,
equipped with such handy accessories as
a flash hider (for nocturnal foraging?), a
bayonet with scabbard and —as an op-
tional extra for an additional $23.75 —
the latest word in tastelully desiened
grenade launchers.

A recent Wall Sireet Journal item an-
nounced that a Chicago motel will open
a “hrustration room™ where guests may
purge their pent-up hostilities by de-
molishing houschold bric-a-brac against
a brick wall. We suggest that this enter-
pristng inn’s missing a good bet in not
also stocking its cubicle with spleen to
vent, wigs and lids o flip, rockers 1o o
off, steam o let off, collmrs to ver hot

25
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Give him

a Ferrari

and a
Paper:Mate
pen

3;

@1961, THE PAPER MATE CO. PAPER MATE and CAPRI, REG, U, S. PAT. OFF,

TROUSERED BY GORBIN

theman who put natural shoulderson trousers
C UNSUF ¥
\ Sl

CAVALRY TWILL

Corbin tailors a fine twill of good character, Rugged
in appearance, yet gentle of hand, it is of 1009% wool
worsted. A “Jack-of-all-trousers,” Cavalry Twill can be
worn with an odd jacket, sportshirt, or sweater, Cut in
the Corbin manner with pleatless fronts, these trousers
come in select colors, such as Classic Tan and Deep
Olive. At the stores you would expect, or write: Corbin
Lid., Dept. W, 385 Fifth Ave., New York 16, N.Y.

under, gaskets and stacks to blow, hor-
nets and wet hens to get madder than,
and a generous supply of rope for people
who are fit to be tied.

-

Sign posted on the bulletin hoard of
an expatriate’s Paris bookshop: spEciAL-
IST IN THE PSYCHOSOMATIC CONTINUUM
WISHES TO MEET PARISIAN GIRL FOR INTER-
ESTING EXPERIMENTS IN APPLYING THE LAW
OF ENTROPY TO THE DISCREPANCY BETWEEN
THE SEXES. Scrawled below in a feminine
hand: “The hell you say.”

L]

Recently we were roused from the
catatonic stupor induced by late-night
TV fare as a stentorian varicty show
m.c. introduced a pianist who pro-
ceeded to announce his first number as
the theme music from Judgment at Nur-
emberg. It wurned out to be a tnkly,
effervescent affair with about as much
depth as a kiddie pool. Recognizing the
commercial bonanzas left untapped by
this lyricless lied, we offer the follow-
ing verses to the composer with our best
wishes for a quick trip to the top ol the
Top 20, and a suggestion that he add an
appropriate rock-'n’-roll beat.

Oh, be my Nuremberg baby;

You're my hinda Kinde and I don't
mean maybe.

I get a storm lrooper’s bool out of you

Though you're 13 and I'm 52.

Heudi, Heidi, Fleidi, Ho

Heiudt, Heidi, Heidi, Ho

When we found love in a Berlin
bunker

You were pushing junk for a Prussian
Junker.

After you said that you'd be mine

I was really living high off the Schwein.

Heidi, Heidi, Heidi, Ho

Heidi, Heidi, Heidi, Ho

Now our love must wait for a while

Cause the War Crimes Commission
has brought me to trial.

With my General Staff baton and my
groovy armband

I'm ready for love, but I've got 1o take
the stand.

Heidi, Heidi, Heidi, Ho

Heich, Heidi, Hewdi, Ho

Tell the gang at the Hofbviu to have
one for me;

1t's pumpernickel and Wasser till I'm
set free.

Field Marshal Rommel, you kept the
Panzers too long.
5
From the classified section of the Seat-
tle Times: “Dandy young 2 bdrm. ramb-
ler for the ‘young at heatr.” ™
.
PLAYEOY, we were gratified to learn
the other day, continues to play 1ts
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Ha‘ve you noticed
how many
young presidents
smoke cigars?

Why do presidents, prime ministers and princes smoke cigars? One reason: they're usually under pressure. And nothing
relaxes the pressure like a cigar. Or gives more enjoyment. President or not, the man who enjoys cigars enjoys life.

Cigar Institute of America, Inc.
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No denying the added presence a matching vest exudes. Be-
speaks an lvy background, heightens your financial status by
at least two tax brackets. And a reversible vest confers special
elan. It soberly matches the coat and trousers when you are the
hard-driving, no-nonsense executive. On the town it reverses
to an uninhibited gold or firehouse red. Not to mislead you,
there are other makers of vested suits.
It just happens that the smartest ones
carry a label that says PBM. What

do the initials stand for? Good taste.
PEM CLOTHES, PRODUCT OF PINCUS BROTHERS-MAXWELL, 200 FIFTH AVE.. NEW YORK 10, M. Y.

unigue part in maintaining the morale
of the American fighting man. In a
direct order [rom the commanding officer
ol Fort Chalfee. Arkansas, a detachment
ol recalled reservists was informed that
the decoration of hving quarters during
inspections  would  hencelorth  consist
exclusively of suitably sedate [amily snap-
shots. Touring the barracks on inspec-
tion day, the CO surveved the gallery
of filial photographs with increasing
satislaction — until his eye fell upon a
large framed color portrait adorning the
locker of a smiling private: one ol
rLAYBOY'S Playmates of the Month, in-
scribed as lollows in a feminine hand:
“Be a good soldier. Sonny, and Inirry
back to us here at home. Love, Granny.”
-

Prool that the most mundane ol
memoranda can furnish an  occasional
1ota ol unintentional amusement is ol-
lered in i routine program-change notice
issued to television editors by Minne-
apolis WITCN-TV. We quote it in full:
“cancrr: Her Fivst Romance. INSERT:
Emergency Wedding.” The memo didn’t
state whether these were cpisodes on
Shotgun Slade.

-

In this age of uncertainty, it's com-
lorting 1o be reminded that our national
security is in capable hands. Sign tacked
in an elevator at Forcign Aid headquar-
ters  in Washingron, IM.C.: DEFENSE
PROCEDURES FOR ELEVATOR NO. 1. TAKE
SHELTER — PICK UP WARDENS FROM ALL
FLOORS AXD TAKE TO THIRD TLOOR. RETURN
TO LORBY. NOTE: IN CASE OF ACTUAL EMER-
CENCY, ELEVATORS WILL NOT OPERATE.

.

Reporting a dance-hall fire, the Beau-
mont (Texas) Enterprise stated: “The
owner of the dance hall, Elphege Son-
nier, was asleep in the second-fioor living
quarters when the fire broke out and
had to jump from a widow to save him-
self.”

.

Latest entry in our Anthology of Aptly
Yclept People: a Time news-desk distaffer
named Minnie Magazine.

-

Our man on Madison Avenue reports
this latest vartation on the status theme.
Scen heading north between 54th and
55th Streets: a young executive type,
impeccably uniformed and carrying an
attaché case ol Mexican leather. Hand-
tooled in the center of the usual intricate
scrollwork was the painstakingly Gothic-
lettered word “umel”

Alter notable success with such bio-
graphical dictionarics as Who's Who in
America, Who's Who in the West, Who's
Who in American Politics and Who's
Who in American Colleges and Universt-
ties, we wonder why the Who's Wha
people decided to change the preposition
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An outstanding selection of 'S
Stereo Tapes—at Club Plan Savings!

Wellington's Victory The New £y H TIME OUT
BEETHOVEN ANDRE *../ THE DAYE BRUBECK QUARTET
. By 6 T o
QSR 0% e I KOSTELANETZ Peg O My Hearf
ANTAL DORAT] ."“'""“:"'"" Deep Purple

Tenderly
9 More
[Eouaminial
29, Also: Sabre Dance,
Mam'selle, etc.

London Spmphony Orch

] s Cannons & Muskets Sound”™

11. “*He is champion of  22.
recordings!"-MNeviswh.

Original Soundtrack

’ER:“..;M.... Recording

8. Complele academy 24.°
Fward winning score

7. Do-Re-i, Laendler,
Maria, 17 in aH

40. Battle Hymn of the
Republic, Dixie, etc.

“It soars and it
swings."'—Flayboy

Ideal for stereo.”
—High Fidelity

BEETHOVEN FRAMK
SYNPHOIES Ko. 4 and § l:m'{ii AS A NEW MEMBER YOU MAY HAVE
’ Q HELL BENT “Z;-ml
FOR LEATHER
- Hil h‘H:cn ‘lf;,"— Hv!nauﬁiﬂgnsu
[ENEETIIY ! hd‘ﬂ Gesse '@ é"?tﬂkﬂ
M Il ubec!
Privp k) i S

10. Also: The Hanging
Tree, Rawhide, elc.

RACHMANINOFF

I5. “No better needbe
sought —Atlantic

21, Also: Don Elhwotl,
Gerry Mulligan, etc.

of these 55.95 to $9.95 steree 4-tra|:k tapes

LERNER & LOEWE

Camelot

RicHAND BIJR‘Iuh
"‘" AhDR[WS{\‘T
o n;ﬂ Origieal H

P Sy j

6. Complete score. “A

BERKSTEIN-ERTREMONT

FOR ONLY RETAIL VALUE up to $29.85

if you join the Club now and agree to purchase as

few as 5 selections from the more than 150 to be
offered in the coming 12 months

Wit
M. ¥. FHILHARMONIC

19. '*Gorgeous colors.™ 28, *'Packed with rovedy

25, 13 top stars in 14
classical and pop hils

ORFF: CARMINA BURANA
THE PHILADELPHE ORCHESTRA
Aslsiis md chernt
DRMANDY canducting

16. ““Superb...besl re-
cording.""—Wash. Post
REX HARRISOMN

JULIE ANDREWS
MY FA!R LADY

ia
Al‘—) CRICIHAL

cas1
| RECORDING
|34
- [Comimmma]

5. 'ﬁ:e Rain in Spain,
Show Me, 16 in all

LES BROWN
BANDLAND

triumph."—Kilgallen —Hi Fi Review gusto.""—High Fidelily
RAY CONNIFF F"DWHT!LE' tmt@ 'show Tivel [ ‘Vsmc ALONG

his orchestra rercvraro Bl | &2 oo | [T

and choruy STRINGS ’s |DORIS ™, ,

GDNﬁEﬂT mtation m DAY /3

2z 'm Always Chasing 34. Also: The Boy Next 3.

Rainbows, 12 in all Door, Bewitched, etc. Moon, etc. boney, Say 5i Si, efc.
LEEN FARRELL [ TSI oF e BAcH:
EILEEN TA ORIENTALE Gicts'!'aﬂssenue
PUCCINI ARIAS wIZET
Sketches MADAME DAVID cm“ H|GN§G||'B
of Spain BUTTERFLY : CARROLL
- LA BOMEME " and bls
g Drchestra
[Eaimmmia] (Hewy)

27. " Exquisite,glitters
throughout."—Flayboy

18. ""A super soprano.’
—The New Yorker

HERE AT LAST is a convenient method of
acquiring, sys[umaticall¥ and with expert
guidance, a stereo tape library of the music

ou enjoy most—at truly remarkable savings!
%he selections shown here are typical of the
wide range of entertainment you'll be offered
each month — every one reproduced with all
the flawless clarity and brilliance of modern
pre-recorded stereo tape!

By joining now, you may have your choice
of ANY THREE of the outstanding 4-track
stereo tapes shown here — up to a $29.85
retail value — ALL THREE for only $5.98.

TC RECEIVE YOUR 3 PRE-RECORDED STEREQ
TAPES FOR ONLY $5.98 — simply fill in and
mail the coupon today. Be sure to indicate
which Club Division best suits your musical
taste: Classical or Popular.

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the
Club’s staff of music experts selects out-
standing selections for both Divisions. These
selections are described in the Club Mag-
azine, which you receive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selection for
your Division . . . or take any of the wide
variely of other tapes offered to members of
hoth Divisions in the Magazine . . . or take
NO tape in any particular month.

Your only membership obligation is to pur-

ST g

46. Caravan, In a Per- 8.
sian Market, 9 more

Easy 1o Love
s mone

FUTIEY PLSINE $50%0 SURTS
47. Isle of Capri, Si-

Also: How High the

a1. A Wonderful Guy, !
Love Paris, 12 in all

4. Moonhight Bay, Ava-  13.
Ton, 16 hits in all

“'Fabulous scund.™
—Washington Post

“A glittering per-
formance...""-Billboard

Chase 5 tapes from the more than 150 to be
offered in the coming 12 months. Thereafter,
you have no further obligation to buy any
additional tapes . . . and you may discon-
tinue your membership at any time.
FREE BONUS TAPES GIVEN REGULARLY. If you
wish to continue as a member after purchas-
ing five tapes, you will receive — FREE — a
pre-recorded bonus tape of your choice for
every three additional selections you buy!
The tapes you want are mailed and billed
to you at the list price of $6.95 {Classical
$7.95; occasional Original Cast tapes some-
what higher), plus a small mailing and
handling charge.
SEND NO MOMEY — just mail the coupon
today to receive 3 tapes for only $5.98.

Hgw Recording
NIGHT TRAIN
BUDDY MORROW
and his Crchestra

48. Rib Joint, With a  20. ™
Song in My Heart, elc.

SEND.NO MONEY—mail coupon to receive 3 tapes for $5.98

IMPORTANT NOTE: All tapes offered by
the Club must be played on 4-track stereo
play-back equipment. 1f your tape record-
er does not play 4-track stereo tapes,
you may be able to convert it simply and
economically. See your local service
dealer for complete details.

COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB

Terre Haute, Indiana

Bach
Organ
Favorites
E. Power
Biggs

o) |

45. Too Darn Hot, Be.
witched, 43 hits in all

.perfect in
steren. "—ngh Fidelity

30. Afsoincludes: April

in Paris, etc.

35. “Rich,

sound.’

bellowing
"—Hi Fi Review

I COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB, Dept. 403-4
Terre Haute, Indiana

I accept vour special off>r and have circled
at the right the numbers of the 3 tapes I
would like to receive for $5.98, plus small
mailing and handling charge. Enrell me in
the following Division of the Club:

[] cLASSICAL [] POPULAR

I_understand that I may select tapes from
either Division. 1 agree to purchase five se-
lections from the more than 150 to be of-
fered in the coming 12 menths, at the list
price plus small mailing and handling charge.
Thereaflter, if I decide to continue my member-
ship, I am t0 receive a 4-track pre-recorded
bonus tape of my choice FREE for every three
additional selections I accept.

e T e W e S S

Nome....ccneen T
(1les m: Print)
I Address. ... cc.ienniennass tessratsessrmasssasanTen
] e T o Zone....State. ...

APO, FPO addressees: write for spccm! offer 300

CIRCLE3 !
Numeers: 1
2 15 29 :
3 16 30|
4 18 a1l
s 19 34 ;
6 20 35|
7 21 40l
g 22 asl
9 24 46 =
10 25 47
1 27 a8}
13 28 |
]

& *"Columbia,"* @. "*Eple,"”" (E) Marcas Reg. @ Columbla Records Distribution Corp., 1902
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| WOOL WANTS YOU to wear only the best.
Pure wool, naturally. The great traditional
with the newest advance: the permanent
trouser crease that will never cease*

Wear a Traditional suit by Timely Clothes with permanently creased
trousers. [t’s the natural shoulder suit with authentic cut and
styling, and the wool trousers look fresh pressed day after day.

D)k

( m'aéi)

TIMELY [ CLOTHES
THE PURE WOOL SUIT WITH PERMANENTLY CREASED TROUSERS

NEW YORK: Brooklyn, Gary's Men’s Shop; Endicott, Alexander Harvey; Niagara Falls, Wales, Ine.;
Huntington, House of Schwartz, Lid.; New Rochelle, 1. B. Cohen, Inc.; Endicott, Sha piro’s Men’s Shop;
Port Richmond, Hatches Town and Country, Inc.; Rochester, MeFarlin's; Utica, Webl's Men's Shop.
CALIFORNIA: Glendale, Mullen & Bluett; Huntington Park, Mullen & Bluett; Pasadena, Mullen &: Bluett;
Indio, Bob Williams Men'sWear,; Inglewood, Mullen & Bluett; Los Angeles, Mullen & Bluett; San Diego,
Bill Thurston’s Men’s Shop; Pomona, John P. Evans, San Luis Obispo, Wickenden's; Santa Ana,
Jackman's. cONNECTICUT: Danbury, Hartwell-Brady Co. New JERSEY: Englewood, Law, Inc.; Hackensack,
Law, Inc.; Paramus, Law, Ine.; Passaic, Joseph Adler Men's Wear; Trenton, Wineberg's Dept. Store.
PENNSYLYANIA: Ghambersburg, Laird’s Men's Skop; Harrishurg, Rateliff & Schwartz; Indiana, Leon’s;
Johnstown, Dulck’s Men'’s & Boys' Shop, Philadelphia, Jackson & Moyer. TENNESSEE: Memphis, Lery's.

*CERTIFICATION MARK THE WOOL BUREAU, INC., 360 LEXINGTON AVENUE, NEW YORK 17, NEW YORIK.
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where
there’s smoke...

the;e’s ng’:).kedl‘)oned pqddle
port irts by ... saddle

COLOR-CUED to a hazy softness, these not-quite- S T
charred tones come in a handsome group of long
sleeve knit and woven shirts...a wide range of
styles and patterns with implicit attention to de-
tailing. Shirts about $2.95. Also, see the fine col-
lection of Paddle & Saddle outerwear, from $10.95.
At your favorite men’s store or write:

PADDLE & SADDLE SPDRTSWEAR = DIVISION OF BIG YANK CORPORATION » 350 FIFTH AVENUE, N.Y. 1

in the title of their latest lexicon of lumi-
naries: IWho's Who of American Women.
-

In Cleveland’s court of common pleas.
a convicted housebreaker recently grected
his penal fate with exhilarant expecta-
tion — until the court clerk hastencd to
correct the judge who had just sentenced
him to five years in the Ohio State
University.

THEATER

Of-Broadway looked very big last
season — if vou counted noses onstage
instead of out front. A hundred-odd
hopefuls— most of them very odd. indecd
— hustled exuberantly in and gloomily
out of the little bandboxes that nestle
self-consciously 1 the side streets ol
Manhattan. Their misguided ventures
lolded week after week with the regu-
larity and dramatic interest of sheep
jumping a lence in an  insomniac’s
vigil. Still, the season did have its livelier
entries — and those still around we here-
with celebrate.

Off-Broadway's  funniest  swatch of
theatrical flimflam is Arthur L. Kopit's
Oh Dad, Poor Dad, Mamma’s Hung You in the
Closet and FF'm Feelin’ So Sad. A man-eating
Mamma, a cateating piranha fish, a
couple of carnivorous potted plants, a
well-stuffed and embalmed corpse (Dad's)
and a fancy casker are a few of the un-
settling items in this example of the
Theater of the Absurd at its absurdest.
Director Jerome Robbins is chielly re-
sponsible for keeping the avant Guignol-
cry from palling. and Barbara Harris
(former first lady of Scecond City and
winner ol the New York Drama Crivics
Poll for the most promising new actress
of the year), cast as a beatific Bopeep
with lupine lechery in her heart, gives
the year's brightest performance  on
either end ol Broadwav. At the Phoenix,
334 East 74th Sureet.

Daviedd Ross” production ol Rosmersholm
is it potent and perceptive vevival ol the
play that marks Henrik Ibsen's progres-
sion [rom the social drama to the psycho-
logical. Nancy Wickwire gives a brilliant
perlormance as Rebecea West, the chilly
“new woman' who is not as mmmune o
love as she thought she was. Under these
auspices Thsen, even 75 years alter his
ume, is sull a contemporary in the
living theater. At the Fourth Street The-
ater, 83 East 4th Street.

Once again burlesque —or a reason-
ably vulgar, Hesh-colored tintype of the
same — is  thriving in the antiseptic
reaches of New York with the nostalgic
This Was Burlesque. As mi.c. of these raffishly
redundant ceremonics, Miss Ann Corio
—an eminent stripper turned historian
of the vanishing Art Form — contributes



our cups runneth over

We hoped to let you know what a winning
breed of competition car Sunbeam Alpine
is by putting all the trophies it has won into
the car and taking a picture.

But, as we have said, our cups runneth
over—even with the windows rolled up.

Frankly, we were surprised. Our Alpine
is an extremely roomy car. It has big, deep-
cushioned seats, six-footer leg room, an

“East P.0.E. Slightly more in west. State & local taxes, delivery charge, if any, hard top, wire wheels, white walls optional, extra.

accommodating rear seat for children or
parcels, extra-wide lockable doors, too. Yet
Sunbeam Alpine will not hold all the tro-
phies it has won in only 3 years of proving
itself against any and all comers. Over 163
awards—and the record is not complete.
We're particularly proud of Alpine’s 1st
at the Le Mans 24-hour Grand Prix: an aver-
age of 91 mph for 2194 miles, at 18 miles to

the gallon, for the Index of Thermal Effi-
ciency Cup. And at the Riverside (Cal.)
Grand Prix, where Alpine bested D, E and
G, and all Class F entries.

Sunbeam Alpine, track champion, super-
lative road car, and only $2595 p.o.e.* Qur
cups—indeed, our cup—runneth over.

SUNBEAM ALPINE

Going abroad? Ask your Rootes dealkr about our overseas delivery plan.

A BETTER BUY BECAUSE IT'S BETTER BUILT BY RODTES MAKERS OF HILLMAN/SUNBEAM/SINGER/HUMBER
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Today's fashionable men have it even better than Sir Walter . . . as they step
" out in the Napoli by Raleigh. Tailored to one button perfection from a variety

of the season’s newest imported fabrics. A bold new %
step for men of advanced taste. At better stores M—{—i—LEIG] [

. T i Al R
everywhere from $69.50. Or write to Raleigh DY RALEIGH
ClDlhes, 915 Bmadway' New York 10' W= YOI’k. DESIGNED BY AMORE PACE

informative comment, informal comedy
and considerable form of her own in
demonstrating her dexterity with  bra
strap and garter. Her girls are structur-
ally unimpeachable but never as naked
as the day they were born. Unrestrained
by maidenly modesty, four baggy-pants
top bananas pour on the slapstick. the
blue jokes and the unnew jokes that still
sound good. Nothing against the girls,
but it's the comics who provide an au-
thentic tribute to the great days of
burlecue. At the Casino East, 2nd Ave-
nue and 12th Street.

Brecht on Brecht gives us a Iragmentary
but fascinating portrait ol a rebel and a
genius. Scenes  lrom Bertolt Brecht's
plays, a scattering of his poems, his
songs and his sardonic observations on
pertinent issues of our time are thought-
fully proffered by six actors perched on
stools. The songs, written with Kurt
Weill, are incomparably delivered by
Weill's widow, Lotte Lenya. A hine cast,
which originally included Eli Wallach,
Anne Jackson and Viveca Lindlors, is
subject to change as the months go on
— but then Brecht 1s a man lor all sea-
sons. At the Theatre de Lys, 121 Christo-
pher Street.

The Hostage, Brendan Behan's Hiber-
mian vaudeville act, is as outrageously
funny in the Village as 1t was in the
West End or uptown, and pcrh:lps Just
a bit less disciplined — which does no
harin at all, at all. Behan's boozy imper-
tinence, his potshots at politics, religion
and the sorry state of the world make
i point as often as they miss one, and
the gaps are plugged with a spate of
rowdy horseplay guaranteed o disirm
even the most defiant non-Irishman. At
One Sheridan Square, West 4th Sueet
near 7th Avenue.

Nothing goes as well as an old Cole
Porter score, and Anything Gees oflers one
of his best, padded with some choice
pillering Irom the composer’s repertoire.
It is possible 1o balk at the libretto; 28
vears is time enough to make any musi-
cal-comedy book sound archaic despite
modern improvements. But who can re-
sist a lively reprise of You're the Top,
I Gel a Kick Out of You and Blow,
Gabriel Blow? At the Orpheum, 126
2nd Avenue.

In Childhood, the second ol three
one-act plays collectively entitled Plays
for Bleecker Street, 1 hornton Wilder draws
a magic circle that, lor a moment ol sheer
enchantment, links the secret world ol
three children with the remote limbo of
their well-intentioned  but  uncompre-
hending parents. This 1s the wise and
tender Wilder of Our Town. Infancy,
in which two adult actors impersonate
importunitte babies in their swaddled
pt‘rulnbuialm‘s. is only amusing, and
Lust, which has to do with Si. Francs
of Assisi, must be counted a miss. Still.
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armed to the teeth

A lot of battles have been

won or lost in a clothes closet.

Arm yourself. Choose an
impeccably tailored suit from

our Surretwill® or Synton® group,
or a distinguished sportcoat & slack
combination. Any questions?

'-9 Write to Rose Brothers Inc.,
275 Seventh Ave., New York 1

Dressing for daily battle is
serious business. (To say
nothing of the night!)

You know what you're doing.
The trick is to look it.

Rose Brothers can help.

Rely on our elegance in styling and
fashion in fabrics
when you sense a crisis coming.

ROSE
BROTHERS

Suits, Sportcoats and Slacks sold in America's Finest Stores

one out of threc is not bad batting in
the theater league. At Circle in the
Square. 159 Bleecker Street.

The Second City company that tucked
New York in its pocket last fall isn’t all
present. and accounted for in its new
review, Alarums and Excursions. Still on
hand, however. are Alan Arkin (may his
tribe increase) and such inspired literates
as Howard Alk. Andrew Duncan and
Eugene Troobnick who, with some acerb
assistance [rom newcomer Anthony Hol-
land.  maintain  the group’s enviable
standard of wit, social satire and upper-
cchelon clowning. At the Square East,
15 West 4th Sereet.

MOVIES

Jules Dassm and Melina Mercouri,
director and star of Never on Sunday,
have sone to old sources for their new
film, Phaedra. The story is out of Euripides
by way of Racine, but way out. In the
classic. Phaedra [alls for her stepson, who
isn't having anv. Seeking revenge, the
spurncd Lidy tells her husband that his
son 1s alter her, and all Hellas breaks
loose. In the Dassin version. Phaedra
(Mercouri), the wile of a rich Greek ship-
owner, ad the youth (Anthony Perkins)
have a heetic hassle in the hay, thus lous-
ing up the legend. Death comes o both,
but not soon cnough to save this hit-and-
myth. There are more Attic attitudes
struck here than a Greaan could urn;
even the dialog is thickly coated with old
Greege. As il this weren't enough, Dassin
couldn’t resist taking pictures ol his star
from every angle in every sort of dress;
we have no wish to malign Melina, but
the mty poses would make Harper's
bizarre. Dassin himsell plays only a bit
part, for which one may give thanks.
Pert Tony Perkins is not the man 1o
make the Mercouni rise. The one solid
acting job is turned in by Ral Vallone,
as the husband — but how thin can you
slice Vallone?

-

Hemingway's Adventures of o Young Man,
stitched together [vom several of the
master’s stories, is very much in earnest.
The Nick Adams of those tales is the
voung Hemingway belore (and without)
the bull. Nineteen-year-old Nick, mal-
content in Michigan, hits the rvoad, and
the road hits back with some scaring ex-
pericnces. World War 1 is on, and he
volunteers as an ambulance driver in
[taly, gets wounded and, making his
farewell o mechanized arms, lalls into
the arms of an Italian nurse. Some ol the
episodes have solt centers, and the Tech-
nicolor lends a touch of tinsel; but in
the main, A. E. Hotchner's script keeps
faith with Hemingwav, and Manin Riu,
a good director, has gotten the best from
a good cast. Arthur Kennedy as Nick's



The new narrow silhouette...tapered LEVI§’

LONG...LEAN...RUGGED... new Levi's 13's are tapered down to
thirteen inches of slimness at the bottom. Tailored in smart and
sturdy all-cotton CONE corduroy. No belt, no cuffs, no extra bulk.
In manly shades of antelope, loden, black or sand. See Levi's 13's
in boys’ sizes 6 to 16, $4.98; men's waist sizes 26 to 36, $5.98.

LEVI'S FAMOUS “SLIM FITS” (left) in all-cotton CONE corduroy!
Plenty dressy for school and leisure wear — plenty rugged for sports
or work. Available in the same sizes, colors and prices as above.

OTha mame LEVI'S Is regislered In the LS, Patent Dffice and cencles garment made cnly by Levl Strausz & Co_, S8 Battary Street, San Francisco 6
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ADVANCE IN RECORDED
MUSIC SINCE THE INVENTION
OF TILE PHONOGRAPH RECORD

MONOsSTEREQ..#398:

This is the cleanest, widest range of “laboratory-pure” sound ever devised. record-
Ing the same music you have loved for years. No record library can be considered
complete without this fabulously new 4:35 series. Anyone can hear the difference!
(You couldn’t be satisfied with less.)

IF THE BIG BANDS
WERE HERE TODAY
VOLUME 2

IF THE BIG BANDS
WERE HERE TODAY
VOLUME 1
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RECORD DEALER OR WRITE

PARKWAY

1405 LOCUST ST.,
PHILADELFHIA 2, PA,

ARE _-ON CAMEO /PARKWAY

CAN BE PLAYED ON ANY
LONG PLAYING RECORD PLAYER.
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THE BIG “ONES

father, Dan Dailey and Fred Clark as
theatrical types, Philip Bourneuf as a
newspaper editor, Ricardo Montalban
and Eli Wallach as lulians provide a
classy collection of cameos. Paul New-
man, plaving a punchy pug. wrns what
might have been a ham’s holiday into a
moving portrait. Even Richard Bevmer
(Nick) manages to shine intermittently:
as the son he also rises.

Gigot (the producer must have thought)
couldn’t miss. Give Jackie Gleason the
role ol a poor slob. To pile on the pathos,
make him a mute, then swrround him
with adoring amimals and a charming
child. Set it all in Paris and vou've got
those quaint-type streets to swroll in.
Why, vou could cast your Uncle Ulrich
in the lead and millions would melt. But
the shoo-in is on the other foot. Music,
mise en scéne, tiny tots make Jackie look
2ood, but when he's out there on his own
— parodying the mourners at a funeral,
lor instance — he merely skewches where
i Chaplin would score. The story —
Gleason’s idea scripted by John Patrick —
moves slowly when it moves at all. It's
about this jeered-at janitor, persecuted
by people, loved by cats and kids, and
the big agonies his big heart gets him into.
Gleason takes credit for the music — and
he can have it. Gene Kelly takes credit
for the direction, what there is of it
Jackie's a practiced pro, but—on the
evidence — as a mime, he’s more adipose
than adequate.

-

Croshy and Hope have put the show
on the road again — this time The Rood
fo Hong Kong. It’s vears since they went o
Singapore and Morocco and Rio, and
their new script, by Norman  Panama
and Melvin Frank, might have been
buried undereround the whole time,
moldering instead of maturing. The plot
has the pair, as happy-go-unlucky as
ever, conning their way around Asia
until they get involved in a spy ring
headed by a mad genius who's planning
it rocket-try for the moon, and they
end up in the real Luna Park. Sense
would be senseless in a Road picture,
but gags are indispensable — and here
they are phew and [ar bewween. Hope
hobs around as always, but Bing, sad to
say, has lost his bong. He looks like the
arandpa he is, which makes the inanity
inappropriate. Joan Collins is on hand
as a sceret agent; Robert Morley is a
massive  mastermind:  and  Dorothy
Lamour does a briel guest shot that
isn’t brief enough. The pearl in this
clammy oyster is an unbilled appearance
by Peter Sellers as a Hindu physician.
I'he scene where he diagnoses Hope's
strange illness makes the rest of the
pPicture see-sick.

-

Jules and Jim, third film of France's

Frangois Truffaut, was as well received
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will Jantzen spoil Paul Hornung 2

How can we take the time to be so proud of Paul, when our primary duty is to
sell all these sweaters ? Well, the two go together: the greatest football player
of 1961 and the finest sweaters of 1962. Note that these are all zipper cardigans;
very logical. Many men like to fasten sweaters quickly and at various eleva-
tions. The zipper cardigan is the answer. Frank's is $16.95, and is hand wash-
able. Bob's is $19.95, Ken's is $22.50; both 100 percent worsted wool. All three
styles are available in many colors. We suggest that you look for yours now.

3 i *
- SPogrs cLVU®

»

ol the professional basketball champion
Celtics; k Gifiord, who returned 1o the New York
foolball Glants aller laying oH a year; Ken Venturl, pro-
Tessional goller. That's Paul with his picture in the paper.

Jantzen

sportswear for
sportsmen

Janizen Inc., Portland 8, Oregon
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BEEFEATER

the imported
English Gin that

doubles your
martini pleasure

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

Unequalled
sinece 1820

BEEFEATER GIN

94 PROOF « 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS

40 KOBRANO CORPORATION « NEW YORK 1, N. Y.

here as his first, The 400 Blows, so the
importers have picked up the dropped
stitch — his second film — Shoot the Piano
Player. Il No. 2 is not comme il faul. at
least ivs comme il Truffaut. sparkling
with the freewheeling fireworks of this
crazy young talent. Adapted from Down
There, a novel by American  David
Goodis, it reflects the New Wave's ven
for Yankee veges. This is a Bogart-type
film, set in Paris, al:out a silent. sexy
caf¢ pianist with a past. Girls go for him,
and one of them almost straightens him
out; then he tangles with his brothers,
who are crooks, and, after some kidnap-
pings and killings, he ends up back at
the bistro. The story is just one more
spillover from Spillane, but it was worth
doing for its nuance value: we wouldn't
have believed there was a [resh way lelt
to film a bedroom scene with tease and
sympathy. Truffant’s trouble is an embar-
rassment of reaches: he keeps trving to do
evervthing at once, and never really sets
a style. (A hood says: “If that's not true,
may my mother drop dead.” Quick [lash
ol his mother dropping dead. Funny,
sure — but there goes vour serious scenc.)
With pintsize Charles Amavour as the
pianist. Marie Du Bois as his devoted
dame, and Michele Mercier as a plushy
poule, Piano Player flashes fancy wills
and action.

RECORDINGS

Twenty-five years ago, the Interna-
tonal Ladies’ Garment Workers’ Union
put on a musical revue. Today, Pins and
Needles (Columbia), reprised by a smiall
eroup of talented performers, shows very
clearly why it was the surprise hit of its
cra. Though nothing dates move quickly
than a topical revue (sociopolitcally,
Pins and Needles was topical in the ex-
treme), Harold Rome's words and music
hold up neatly. The album is at its
best when Barbara Streisand, a comedi-
enne who will be a top name belore
long, renders Doing the Reactionary and
Nobody Makes a Pass al Me: the lormer
fits beautilully into the Age of the Bir-
cher; the latter, a wallllower's lament, is
timeless.

-

Art Van Domme Swings Sweetly (Colum-
bia) plucks accordionist Van  Dimme
hom the [amiliar surroundings of his
quintet and plunks him down in the
middle of an outsized, heavily strung
studio bhand. Although the total clfect
is not always salutary, Van Damme's
artistry is unfailing throughout a session
that encompasses |1 still-tasty chestnuts
and a lovely new ballad, Darrylyn.

The Bobby Timmons Trio in Person (River-
side), recorded at the Village Vanguard,

DANGER

DANGE

PARFUMS CIRO
PARIS - NEW YORK




Ban-Lon “Viking”"

Nothing carries you farther, more fashionably than these hand-
some Ban-Lon knits (I100% nylon). One size fits all. $1.50 pair.
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W hat does Scotland’s mood y chmate have
to do with Ballantine’s snmny—lighl flavor?

Scotland’s climate is an odd combinatlion of weather con-
ditions, There are periods of fine rain and hanging mists.
Overnight it clears and a dazzling sun bathes the land. Some-
how. this climate has a beneficial effect on Ballantine’s
sunny-light flavor.

At Dumbarton. oaken barrels of Ballantine’s lie racked in
the aging sheds. Heavy mists from the nearby River Clyde

mingle with rolling zephyrs from the Highlands, wrapping
each barrel in a gentle blanket. Slowly the whisky “breathes™
through the barrel, taking something, giving something.

The end result is Ballantine’s characteristic sunny-light flavor
...never heavy or brash. nor so limply light that it merely
teases your taste buds. Just a few reasons why: The more
you know about Scotch the more you like Ballantine’s.

BOTILED IN SCOTLAND » BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY « 65 PRODF » PoORTID By~ 21" Brands, Fuc. ny.C.



flourishes the funktional leanings of
pianist Timmons. The Timmons tempi
are generally unhurried, with Bobby
leaving Ron Carter’s bass and Al Heath's
drums behind to soliloquize the Gordon
Jenkins-penned Benny Goodman sign-
off, Goodbye. Timmons’ own opus, Dat
Dere, is used as a tag line on both sides.
.

Tammy Grimes (Columbia) has us
bugged. The girl really has no voice; she
sounds like a cross between Eartha Kite,
Mildred Nawwick and Tallulah Bank-
head — but she can s¢ll a song, by God.
On hand are a carchall of offbeat, corn-
ball, lachrymose and laconic ditties: all
have been adroitly tamed by Tammy.

Tricky Lofton, a superlative trom-
bonist whose talents were first appraiscd
and praised here in a review of Groove
(Playboy After Hours, Scptember 1961),
heads his own aggregation on Brass Bog
(Pacific  Jazz). With considerable aid
from fastrising trumpet man Carmell
Jones, bassist Leroy Vinnegar and a
four-man bone choir on side one, Lof-
ton leads the troops expertly through a
serics of energetic and  imaginative
Gerald Wilson arrangements. Auxiliary
slide man Lou Blackburn’s presence on
side two acts as a spur to Lofton’s
vigorous attack.

.

Spotlight on Jacy Parker (Verve) is a fine
vinyl debut for the pianist-vocalist. Miss
Parker sticks to evergreens in the main,
and it proves to be a mutually profitable
associition. Performing with her night-
club trio augmented by trumpeter Ernie
Roval, Jacy uses an ungimmicked ap-
proach to a lyric; her embellishments are
infrequent and generally pertinent. For
a small sampling of Miss Parker at her
best, we suggest My Ship, a standard
with a difficult melodic line that gives
Jacy no trouble at all. And, as a bhonus,
her piano work is highly respectable.

.

Shelly Manne and guitarist Jack Mar-
shall have wrung absolutely the last drop
of stercophonic hanky-panky from Sounds
Unheard Off (Contemporary). With Mar-
shall usually carrying the melodic ball,
Manne's sonic strength is the strength of
10 as he employs (without the dubious
benefit of overdubbing) 27 — count "em —
27 percussion instruments that range
Irom an Aflrican thumb piano to a Loo-
Jon, to a piccolo Boo-Bam, to a rice-
covered snare drum. In this context, the
dozen oldies on tap have been so brightly
refurbished as to be barely recognizable.
A solid-gold glockenspiel to Mr. Manne
for a listening-is-believing tour de force.

Swinging singer Buddy Greco suc
cumbs  happily to schizophrenia on

Alligator
goes
with you
everywhere

Alligator Samthur® extra fine cotton gabardine, distinctively styled and in your
favorite colors, $22.95. With zip-in luxurious acrylic pile warmer, $35.75.

You'll always look your best in an Alligator coat! Available in smart styles and
colors in fabrics of the finest all wool worsted gabardines, finest colorful wools, finest
yarn dyed multicolor cottons in gabardines, poplins and woven patterns—also blends
of natural and polvester fibers—all water repellent—and waterproofs, too.

See America’s most wanted coats, from $11.95 to $70.75 at better stores everywhere.

e >

< igatovr
Q) THE BEST NAME IN ALL-WEATHER COATS AN RAINWEAR
The Alligator Company « St. Louis, New York, Chicago, Los Angeles
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unmistakably himalaya

A pullover to face the campus week or the country weekend

with the natural comfort and aplomb that only natural wool

can give . . . the Barnstormer is Himalaya-styled with wily

restraint and spiced with subtle overtones of color.

In Red, Turk Blue, Royal, Black, Olive Heather, Charcoal Green,
Limerick Green, Autumn Brown, Winter Brown. Sizes: S, M, L, XL.

About $16.00 at: Bloomingdale's, New York City / Henry's, Wichita / Godchaux's, New Orleans / Polacheck's, Milwaukee /
Levine's, State College, Pa. / Wm. H. Wanamaker, Philadelphia / Filene's, Boston / The Regiment, Boulder / Jacobson’s,
Michigan / Bachrach's, Decatur / Raleigh Haberdashers. Washington, D.C. / Judd's, Allentown & Easton / Varsity Shop,
Fayetteville / The Shetland Shop, Athens, Ga. / Gano-Downs, Denver.

Jointly sponsored with the American Wool Council. WJ-262.

h’m alaya Sportogs, Inc. 1239 Broadway, New York 1

Nothing outperforms natural wool knitted in America

Buddy and Soul (Epic). The first side finds
Buddy in familiar surroundings — a rock-
ing band behind him — as he high-gears
his way through a hali-dozen uptempo
delights, with top honors going to Come
Rain or Come Shine and After the
Lights Go Down Low. But the flip lace
[eatures a poignant and romantic Buddy
(really a revival ol an earlier Greco)
caressing the likes of But Beautiful and
‘Round Midnight.
“

Digging Coleman Hawkins' Good OId
Broadway (Moodsville), we were re-
minded of how delightiul it was to hear
a melody for a change. The Hawk's
respect for a melodic line was mnever
more apparent than here. in a run-
through of eight show tunes ranging
[vom Roberta’s Smoke Gets in Your Eyes
to The Man That Got Away from A Star
Is Born. Tommy Flanagan. an excellent
pianist. displays his wares with much
aplomb at the head of a rhythm section
that provides felicitous company for a
brilliant, and apparently ageless. Bean.

.

Back Door Blues: Eddie “Cleanhead” Vinson
(Riverside) is an unpretentious package
of Mr. Cleanhead hard at work at
what he does best — blues shouting. A
powerlul plus for this outing is the back-
ing of the Cannonball Adderley Quintet,
whose I[renetic exuberance matches the
Vinson vitality note for note. Included,
too, are a pair of instrumentils to which
Eddie adds his alto. The Vinson voice,
however, is the album’s raison d’étre.

-

The haunting musical themes that
were woven into the fabric of the 1959
Cannes Film Festival are offered as con-
temporary fare by the Vince Guaraldi
Trio on Jazz Impressions of Black Orpheus
(Fantasy). Acwally, only side one 1s
tiken up with the movie’s themes. Side
two consists ol a quartet of non-Orpheus
items, including the Mancini Oscar-
winner Moon River. But the Black Or-
pheus ofterings alone are well worth the
price of the LP. Adding considerably to
Guaraldi’s piano, Monte Budwig’s bass
and Colin Bailey's drums can be hyp-
notically Brazilian or crisply presto.

-

Among all the fledgling chirpers
hatched recently, Lorez Alexandria still
rates as one of the best. Deep Roots (Argo)
is an accurate aural presentation of her
capabilities. With an unobuusive trio
for backing, Lorez walts her way through
a thoroughly satisfying set made up for
the most part of standards. The items
are as disparate as Nature Boy and Softly
As in a Morning Sunvise; all are taken
tenderly in tow by Miss Alexandria.

The Straight Horn of Steve Lacy (Candid)
is, of course, the soprano sax, a wood-
wind that few blow better than Lacy, its
most ardent advocate since Bechet. Lacy



1s @ cerebral sax man — avant-garde, but
nuither effete nor obtuse. The six selec-
tions are from the pens of Monk, Bird
and Cecil Taylor and demonstrate ad-
mirably the range of Lacy’s instrument
and the scope of his imagination.

-

Hommer and Nails: The Staple Singers (Riv-
crside) presents what is casily the most
exciting new vocal group we've heard in
a long tme. It's gospel — pure, pulsating
and commercially untainted. Roebuck
Staples and his children, Mavis, Cleotha
and Purvis, make up the quartet, with
Mavis handling most of the solo work.
The four engender all the unfeutered
cmotion of an all-out revival meeting.

DINING-DRINKING

“It takes a Jot of audacity and beliel
to make a place like this come true,” said
singer Bobby Darin in an onstage tribute
to his employer during his closing show
at Chicago’s glittering new Schora Inn
(3939 N. Mannheim). The owner of all
that audacity — and the $7,000,000 Sa-
hara — is Manny Skar, whose Iriendship
with big-time hoodlums stirred up so
much negative publicity in the Chicago
press that the Sahara's liquor license was
threatened just belore opening night,
But the really big news for the local
populace is that the Sahara’s Club Gigi
15 the first major talent tent to rise in
the Windy City since the demise, in
1960, of the Chez Paree (which now
houses part of rLAYBOY's burgeoning
office force). Lushly decorated, Club Gigi
reflects the neo-Vegas atmosphere of the
rest ol the Sahara, a veritable UN of
imported furnishings. Other major at-
tractions: a gold-toned Celebrity Bar
stocked with cocktail waitresses out of
the Arabian Nights: a sumptuous red-
and-gold Sultan’s Table dining room
with sorolling violinists and a 25-loot-
tall “arbor tree” complete with artificial
grapes and moss; a huge heated swim-
ming pool: and a coffec shop built
around a large gold cup. The supper
club’s 280-seat capacity is small by Vegas—
AMiami Beach standards — so small that it
scems unlikely to support such high-
priced names as Darin, Jack E. Leonard,
Vic Damone, Joe E. Lewis, Shecky
Greene, Tony Martin and Ella Fituzger-
ald, all of whom have been booked for
the room. Skar is not scared by the prob-
lem, however; the payoff, he says, will
come lrom the Sahara’s 276 plushly fur-
nished rooms (at $16-524 per) and from
i huge convention hall he plans to add
next year. Minroring Skar's own confi-
dence, brash Bobby Darin was a nifty
choice as Club Gigi's opening act. De-

RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., N.Y.

great straight!.. on the rocks. Martini & Rossi imported
vermouth is so nice on icel Easy to make, easy to take,
it's the drink for sophisticated people. Martini & Rossi sweet
vermouth is a mustissimo for Manhattans, too. Mmmmm!

SWEET OR EXTRA DRY

IMPORTED VERMOUTH

MARTINIz ROSSI

1's m VERMOUTH
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livering two weeks of his usual Darin-do
to SRO crowds, he made no secret ol the
fact that his singing voice, never too €x-
tensive in range, was suffering from re-
current throat trouble. (“Cancer,” he
explained cheerfully, after one particu-
larly bad coughing spell) But his
rhythmic body English and shoot-from-
the-hip wit were on target all the way.
(To the possible annoyance of some of
his fans, movie star Darin often came
close to doing a parody of singer Darin’s
cool shouldershrugging style) In the
patter department, Darin was at his
sharpest during his closing-night show
when  his  successor, romund  Jack E.
Leonard, and owner Skar shared a ring-
side table. Trading zingers with Leonard
(‘I've always wanted to do a double,
Jack, but in your case, it would be a
triple”), Darin nearly reduced the acid
ad-libber to a malevolent mumbler, On
the bill with Darin for the Sahara open-
ing was master mimic George Kirby, who
broke up the crowd, the band and Darin
himsell. With top names, a shiny new
supper club and a sun-bright marquee
that out-beacons Chicago’s nearby OHare
Airport (which is two minutes away by
car), Skar’s chic Sahara may well become
a Midwestern oasis for the international
jet set.

Time was when a restaurant-bar could
get by on good food, name-brand booze
and some inoflensive music. No more,
however; today, it's the gimmick. And
Hollywood’s The Phene Booth (H0)11 Sunsct
Strip) has two major ploys going for it.
During weekday lunch hours — 12:30-2

and the cocktail hour which tees ofl at
5:30, owner Rod Roddewig ofters an un-
dress parade of peignoir pals clad in the
latest and the least in lingerie (and
sportswear on occasion) that moves
among the tables. Appetites thus whetted
evidently require little in the way of
varied sustenance; there are only four en-
trees on the lunch menu and only one for
dinner — New York Cut steak with salad,
whipped potato, vegetable, garlic bread,
dessert and coffee (51.95). For those who
can take time off from their ogling, there
are hot hors d'ocuvres from hibachis
scattered about the 10-stool bar. The sec-
ond gimmick takes over in the late hours
when an intertable phone system a la
San Francasco's Library (Playboy After
Hours, December 1961) goes into opera-
tion. Ground rules are the same: just
pick up the phone at your table, tell the
operator which Alexander Graham belle
vou're interested in, and she'll make the
connection {whether you do is your prob-
lemj. The decor 1s dark wood panel-
ing set off by bright red linens and a
gaggle of antique telephones. The boite’s
phone-booth—shaped entrance is open
11:30 aat. to 2 an., Monday through

WOMAN. SHE WAS BORN FOR SQRROW
DANNY SMALL

UAJ 14004 / UAJS 15004

UAJ 14001 / UAJS 15001

A PRODUCT OF UNITED ARTISTS RECORDS
729 SEVENTH AVE - NEW YORK 19, N.Y.




Friday: 6:30 r.ar. to 2 aar. on Saturday.
Sunday, you'll have to do your phoning
Irom home.

BOOKS

James Baldwin's new novel, Another
Country (Dial, $5.95). is serious. painful
and full of salty language. Baldwin's
intense concern for his characters fires
this book and gives it a compelling qual-
ity. At first he seems to be mainly inter-
ested in Harlem Negroes, particularly
the young and the talented who, as rep-
resented by Rufus Scott. have been re-
duced by our sodiety to inarticulate [ury.
But Baldwin moves on, not only to
other Negroes like Rufus’ sister, Ida, but
to white men and women as well:
Vivaldo Moore, who becomes Ida’s lover;
Lric, an actor, a white Southerner, a
homosexual; and Richard and Cass
Silenski, a writer in the process of being
commercialized and a woman learning
to live with a man without integrity. It
is, indeed, another country that Baldwin
maps out, a country [ull of lury and
torment. The weight ol the city is
“murderous.” ““The rain poured down
like a wall. Tt struck the pavements with
a vicious sound, and spattered in the
swollen gutters with the force of bullees.”
The fury is in the prose —and it is in
the charvacters as well, Ida will never let
Vivaldo forget that he is white and she
is black. “All you white boys make me
sick. You want to find out what's hap-
pening, baby, all you got 1o do is pay
your dues.” Rage is at the very root of
their sexual lives. The “happiest” sexu-
ality in the book is that between FEric
and Yves, a French boy. And yet, even
in the midst of his happiness Eric real-
izes that on the day Yves no longer
needs him, he (Eric) will become again
a victim of that army of lonely men who
had used him and who had submitted to
him; to become “. . . the receptacle of
an anguish which he could scarcely be-
lieve was in the world.” This book is nof
a cry of rage; it is the articulation of
that rage —and that is its achievement.

-

What doces one owe to his fellow crea-
tures and in what coin should it be paid?
Is it possible to give to another with-
out giving up some private, tncommit-
ted part of oneself? These questions for
our time¢ provide the theme of Philip
Roth’s first full-length novel, Letting Go
(Random House, $5.95). Gabe Wallach
is a likable, intelligent college LEnglish
instructor with a faculty for becoming
enmeshed in other people’s  troubled
lives. He suffers, as a minor character
phrases it, from an “inordinate guilt
about the other fellow” — an unhappily
manried couple, the divorcee who be-

THE NATURAL GENTLEMAN

“YPRE PLAIN IN DRESS AND SOBER IN YOUR DIET"... . an admirable
bit of 18th century advice, from Lord Lyttleton. Look to your own

diet, and trust to the Daroffs, creators of ‘Botany” 500 clothing, for your
unpretentious manner of dress. § ‘Botany’ 500 Natural Shoulder clothing
is unaffected, unobtrusive. . . designed with an absolute absence of pad-
ding or any form of trickery. The clean candid lines of Natural Shoulder
suits, the mtegrity and character of the fabrics, are undeniable evidence of

the fabled “Personal Touch™ of the Daroffs. Suits, $69.95™ [\'cst includch.

‘BOTANY’ 500

tailored by DAROFF
of Philadelphia

( The Cradle of Freedom in Menswear )

For the name of your nearest ‘BOTANY" 500 dealer write: H. Daroff & Sons, Inc.,
2300 Walnut St., Phila. 3, Pa.(a division of Botany Ind.)* Slightly higher in the West.
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POLYEST

¥ The touch of ski excitement in

4 sportswear...for everywhere!

Marshall Ray adds continental dash to the big, new ski look in this pile-
lined. afterski coat. Ruggedly styled with sueded shoulder yoke and elbow patches
plus action-pleated back and button-off belt, this coat is a performance wonder. It's
tailored of a Fycron polyester and cotion gabardine that breezes through the out-
doors wrinkle-free. Fabric performance certified by United States Testing Company.
Water-repellent Svl-Mer® finish. Olive, sand, black. Sizes 34-46. About $35.00. At fine
stores everywhere. For store nearest you, write Marshall Ray Corp., 1014 Empire
State Building, New York 1, New York.

BEAUNIT FIBERS, Division of Beaunit Corporation, 261 Fifth Ave.. N.Y. 16, N.¥. ¥ycron is the registered trademark for Beaunit's polyester fiber.

comes his mistress, his lonely father —
but out of his attempts to deal with
them in a coolly reasonable way come
only broken relationships, violations of
fecling, death and deprivation, until
finally he understands the importance
of just “lewting go.” Through the vir-
tosity of his dialog and a wittily ob-
servant eye. Roth gives his characters
life and swvle, but the heavy documen-
tation of their Jewish and Catholic
backgrounds and of university life seems
more of a burden than their limited per-
sonalities can bear. His people’s nervous
systems are complicated, but shallow:
they have plenty of feelings but dare
not allow themselves the luxury of pas-
sion. To the author and his hero alike.
these lives, like so many in contemporiry
fiction, scem to be not so much tragic
as merely messy.

-

Jack  Kerouac has written another
novel. The title 1s Big Sur (Farvar, Straus
& Cudahy, $4.50), which is how the reader
can tell it from his previous novels. This
time Jack (that’s the narrator) is back in
San Francisco. or nearby in a cabin in the
woods. The cabin is all goopy and wow
and Zenish, and while he's there Jack
writes a poem to the sea: “You billion
veared rock knocker . . . Big [riggin
shoulders on that sonolabitch.” But Jack,
40 years old and sell-designated King of
the Beatniks, is sort of lonely, so he
heads back to town and gets crocked.
This makes him still more depressed.
His old chum Cody, the guy who was
called Dean Moriarity in On the Road,
decides to ease Jack through this wying
period by fixing him up with Cody's own
mistress. which is o Lar-out mystic bhikku
“identification”™ scene between pals, il
you dig. But Jack finds the girl mother
ing a child and “the child is up on bed
with us tgging at her shoulder just like
a grownup jealous lover wryin to pull a
womiin off another man (she being on
top indication of exactly how helpless
and busted down I've become and here
it is only four in the afternoon).” The
missing g on “'tryin’ is apparently not a
typo, as gs are left off throughout the
novel. Also, every sentence in it is sepi-
rated from the next by a dash. — Like
this. —In any event, it's back to the
woods again for Jack, along with the
obliging mistress, the nuisance child
and some stray odd friends, until finally
a “big bliss” settles down and all is OK.

The Two Susons (Random House, 54.95)
by William (Don’t Go Near the Waler)
Brinkley is the saga of Jason Hightower,
red-blooded, hot-hormoned magazine re-
porter, most of whose life is spent trying
to make time. The magazine's research
staff being handy, our amorous hero is
soon researching two susceptible girls at
once (when do they ever find time to



edit on those magazines?). Both happen
to be named Susan: the avantgarde
divorcee who is happy to participate in
i no-strings-attached biological-urge ar-
rangement  and  the wholesome  type
with & “no banns, no bed” philosophy.
Week after week Jason manages to avoid
having his concurrent mistresses mect,
though this involves putting his apart-
ment  trysts  on an  arrival-depariure
timetable that would make the directors
of the New York, New Haven & Hart-
ford green with envy. Though the tale
aps along at a hively clip for a while,
1—like Jason—runs out ol sweam belore
the rather kookie windup involving dou-
ble lLatherhood. But in one ol his lun-
niest, if not most relevant, cpisodes, Mr.
Brinkley manages 1o pull olf the most
dazzling vypographical coup since Tris-
tram Shandy — two facing pages filled
with almost nothing but a variation on
a four-letter word meaning sexual inter-
course. It may succeed in taming the
word — il not the act — forever.

Pelbam Grenville Wodehouse, chron-
icler chronic of the lives and times of
young gentlemen ol leisure known as
Egos, Beans and Crumpets, was born in
1881. He caught on soon alter the wrn
ol the century and has been going at an
alarming rate ever since with novels,
plays and short stories, a jolly number
ol which have graced our pages. For all
these years, it is now revealed, he has
also been up o something else — writing
leteers. His lLatest book, Author! Author!
(Simon and Schuster, $4.50) — previewed
by PLAYBOY in January 1962 — consists of
missives written by Waodehouse o a
friend, one W. Townend, and [reshly
annotated by recipient and sender. All
bearing the inimitable P.G.W. touch,
they range through people he knew and
books he wrote, houses he lived in and
pets he had. money he made and moncy
he lost, books he read and books he
wrote. Wodchouse, at 80 still [ull of
Eeos, Beans and Crumpets, here olters
his own prolessional apologia lor con-
centrating on the lessweighty matters ol
life: “Mine, I protest, are historical
novels. Nobody objects when an author
writes the sort ol things that begin,
‘More skilled though 1 am at wiclding
the broadsword than the pen, I will set
down for all 1o read the tale ol how I,
plain John Blunt, did follow my dear
licce to the wirs when Harry, yelept
the Oith, sat on our English throne.” So
why am I not to be allowed to set down
for all o read the tale of how the Hon.
J. Blunt got bued five pounds by the
magistrate at Bosher Street Police Count
for disorderly conduct on Boat Race
Night?" Why not, indeed?

.

John Braine is in the unusual position

of having written a relative-rags-to-coni-

“TRADITIONALS”

Wembley's choice for her well-dressed
young man—a group of ties in subdued
colors . . . blacked browns, shadowed
greens, the color of late-autumn ivy. They're
called *'Traditionals.”” A Wembley tie makes
any suit look better because the Wembley
Color Guide® shows you how to harmonize
your suits and ties. $2.50
Other Wembley ties up to $7.50

Al fine stores everywhere.

.

wembley

the tie with the COLOR GUIDE®

49



PLAYBOY

THE P parative-riches novel, Room at the Top,

which was better on film than on paper. o ’
Should a movie be made ol Life at the Top elne el I S
(Houghton-Mifflin, $4.50), his continued

SUIT IS study of the aireer of lusty Joe Lampton,

MBITION it will be ouch and go. There's a part L [
A for Miss Signoret in it. but it's doubtful

(am-bish’en) N. (L. ambitio. pp. of il even the newest of New Wave direc-

&mbin-- see ambient) 1. strong desire to tors would be able to surmount the
succeed or (o achicve something, as fame. sundbar ol clichés Mr. Braine has here

A ; : ]
power, wealth, ete. 2. the thing so desired. piled up. Joe is now 10 NG LS '11“""'{([ O ’
Susan Brown, daughter of Industrialise
Brown. (One of the wroubles with this

book is that it's more Brown than

Braine.) He works lor Brown, despises

himsell for doing so, but wants power. eer 6\())
Susan. unbeknownst to Joe, thrives on

an occasional extramarital jaunt with
best Iriend Mark: Joe, making do with
love of his l‘our:yc:lr—old d;lugll_t(_-r. Bar- A I‘reastﬂ'e Of l)[ﬁ)asz{re
bara, stays shakily on the straight and -

narrow until he sights Norah, young all-
woman reporter for the local newspaper, fi‘Om HO”GHd IO /16‘)’6’ .’
happily widowed the vear before, who
hates Joe (as all women quite sanely
seem .I.Oj. I_ml nh_n_c.‘\ L"['“j'".) su'c.(.mfll_)h FHH)‘ aged.
to his uncouth charm. Then we have :
separations.  revelations  about  whose Natural carbonation (mtj‘.
daughter Barbava veally is, and an un- Brewed to
happy happy ending. It's the kind of
thing that gives sequels  their bad
reputation.

Heineken’s exclusive

old-world formula.

-

As rravsoy readers have had ample
cause to know and appreciate for the
past seven years, Herbert Gold has been
a bright spot on the American literary
scene. Now, in The Age of Happy Problems
(Dial, 54.95), he brings together a spir-
ited collection of reports on the America
he cherishes and  despises, loves and
dreads. (The title is phrase-lifted from a
TV 1)1‘0(1!!(;(:1’ who once told him: “No,
Mr. Gold, I don't think vou understand
what we want. We want happy stories
about happy people and happy prob-
lems.”) Included are three memorabilia
from these pages — his essays on the Beat
Mystique  (February 1958), Greenwich
Village (September  1960) and  Reno
(June 1961). Making allowances lor oc-
casional spurts of overwriting, the reader
will find Gold in them there frills.
Herb's miterests lead him [rom art to
divorce, from Cleveland to Haiti. from SPECIAL OFFER
Sherwood  Anderson to Sloan Wilson,
Anyone can sroynu’n- a young man head- and in every case he can be counted on
ed for success. The look of your clothes for a nugget ol original insight in a
For Full [Li_,rdl‘il':'l‘~_;;il'|; ::Iil:“?il:i;'?._i(t"' = glittering setting consuucted by an au-
a luxury blend of wool and Orlon*. Au- thentic word virtuoso. Although, like
thentically styled, natural shoulders, de- many collections of magazine articles,
tailed with hook vent. lap seams. edge this one does not quite have all one
stitching. To retail about 330, o T W s
For more information or the name of might wish for in the way ol cohesive- money orderto S. M. D. Co.,
vour nearest Hardwick dealer, write: ness as a book, The Age of Happy Prob- Dept. P, P. O. Box 1580,
o pon E hortlie Rbar. lems offers a happy solution to the N.Y.17,N. Y.

problem of inspecting the veins of non- IMPORTED
) ficion that this front-ranking young nov- P [/
mﬁ elist has been exploring in recent vears. eln en s
%W!M e All in all, its well up to the Gold
5 J stmdard. HOLLAND BEER
Y

GEN. U.S. IMPORTERS:: VAN MUNCHING & CO., INC., KEW YORK. K.Y

=

Handsome Heinceken’s
glasses (one shown above),
imported directly from Hol-
land, are now available at a
special price: 6 for $4.00.
Allow about 3 weeks for
delivery. Send check or

CLEVELAND, TENN,
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I have been a widower for three years,
look back on my marriage as having
been a very happy one, and feel the loss
of my wife with a sorrow that I believe
will always endure. I tell you this so
you won't think me heartless or shallow
when you read what follows. Although I
was happily married, I have come to
enjoy my bachelorhood and am not look-
ing for a wile, though I am not in prin-
ciple averse to remarriage. 1 find ample
feminine companionship, of varying de-
grees of intimacy, and 1 think that for
me, at this juncture in my life, variety
provides the ideal spice for my days and
nights. My problem is a couple with
whom my late wife and I had been very
friendly. They are compulsive match-
makers. 1 have little in common with
them except the past. They invite me to
dinner almost weekly,  usually  with
eligible girls. T've yet 1o meet one there
who was not intelligent, warmhearted,
cultivated, attentive, pleasant — and sex-
ually about as interesting as a board
fence. I'm no sex fiend, but I must ad-
mit that sexually unstimulating girls
bore me; for conversation I prefer the
company of men. How do I get out of
these invitations gracefully and without
a residue of hurt feelingss—W. H.,
Louisviile, Kentucky.

Next time you'rve inviled, ask if you
may bring a guest and take along the
sexiest chick you know. Repeat, if neces-
sary, with a new girl each time, until the
cure is effected.

W o are the advantages and dis-
advantages of buying preferred stockr—
M. A., Jr., St. Louis, Missouri.

Owners of preferred stock get prefer-
ential treatment over common stock-
holders in that they have prior claim
against the assets of the company in case
of liquidation, and have the right to
receive a fixed dividend before any divi-
dends are paid to owners of the com-
mon. On the other hand, preferred
stockholders generally have no voting
privileges in company affairs, and usu-
ally won’t gel more than the stipulated
dividend even if the company becomes
a top bonanza.

M)' girl and I were invited to spend a
long weekend in the country with a mar-
riecd couple who lives there. We found
that a third couple had also been invited.
Sunday (the servant couple’s night off)
our host suggested we go out for dinner
so his wife wouldn’t have to do any more
cooking. It seemed courtcous to agree it
would be fun to eat out — which we did,
at a charming country inn with not-so
charming prices. What with drinks and
dinner and brandy after, the check—

sans tip — came to $70-plus. I suggested
we split it three ways, the other male
guest agreed, but our host insisted on
picking up the entire tab. The next day,
on the way back to town, the girl I was
with wondered aloud whether I was
wrong in suggesting the split, rather
than gallantly reaching for the check.
She felt pretty sure I should have paid,
or split it with the other visitor, then or
later, but that definitely our host should
not have been the one to pay. 1 thought
— and still think —she was wrong, but
I'm not completely certain.—]J. D., Cin-
cinnati, Ohio.

As host, your friend had the preroga-
tive of calling the mealtime tune. You
were correct in making a verbal offer to
divoy the tab —and also corrvect in ac
cepting his generosity. (There’s nothing
more awkward than an afterdinner who-
pays debate.) Your next move is to re-
pay him in kind by inviting him and his
wife to dinner in a reslaurant where
the cost of living it up is equally high.

T wice in the past month I've been in
the embarrassing situation of being of-
fered a drink I did not want by the
managements of restaurants I regularly
frequent. The first time, I was asked if I
would name a bottle of wine of my
choice —and I didn’t want any wine.
Second uime, 1 was offered an after-
dinner liqueur or brandy which I did not
want. I refused with all the courtesy at
my command and with profuse thanks,
but have the distinct impression that I
caused hurt feelings — or created a dis-
appointing impression of being un-
worldly. How can such a situation be
handled with ease and goodwill>—H. C.,
New Orleans, Louisiana.

If youw're f[ortunate enough to be of-
fered wine for free again, and don’t wish
to accept, you might try a white lie that
could be the truth and that any boni-
face will not only understand, but will
appreciate as a mark of knowledgeability
and sensibility. Say, “We'd be delighted
and it’s most generous of you, but we
had quite a few cocktails before dinner
and a fine wine would be wasted on us
now. Another time, we’d be pleased and
honored.” As for the brandy or liqueur,
it is casiest to accept, and perfectly
proper to order something mild, such as
cicme de menthe frappé, if you feel you
don’t want anything more potent. Be
sure lo ask that the drink-offering owner
join you. You may be sure that if youw're
dining téle-a-téte or scem rapt in
intimate converse, he'll gallantly decline.

L« vear I logged 102,612 miles in a
T-bird while making my rounds as a

The MERCURY

Silk Label Series. Model 224-2,
3-Eye Custom Classic in
Bumished Brwn or Black Calf.
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smartness of
PORTO-PED Shoes!
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Traditional fabric
PIRIDE - MAIR K

belt masterpieces by Paris

Paris® teams up flannel-like "Box Cloth™
and natural grain cowhide embellished
with a square po]i.-lwcl buckle to create a

gmart traditional efect. Style 389, $3.50

ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA—*TM. ANOTHER FINE PRODUCT OF KAYSER ROTH

enough to make a fellow feel light-headed!

Headgear of breathin' brushed pigskin. Lightweight, glove-soft, water-repellent. And
it wears as well as it looks. Dirt and stains brush off. Rumple-proof, too. Roll ‘em up,
they won't wrinkle. Sporty Borealis (left), $9.95. Tourist (right) for top down enthusiasts,
$4.95. Choice of colors at leading clothing departments. Get one—be light-headed!

BREATHIN' BRUSHED PIGSKIN® BY WOLVERINE ROCKFORD, MICH.

traveling salesman. I say this is a record.
Am I right? — B. K., Louisville, Kentucky.

No. A driving Frenchwoman named
Frangoise Lecol passed the time from
July 22, 1935 to July 26, 1936 shuttling
her I5-hp Citroén back and forth be-
tween Paris and Monte Carlo, racking
up a grand total of 248,548 miles in the
process. This roll-your-own record has
never been surpassed.

T his may sound like a goofy problem,
but it's got me bugged. I'im nuts about
a new girl, but whenever I try to kiss
her, her eves cross as my [ace approaches
hers, I bust out laughing, she gets teed
off and the evening's ruined. What do
you recommend? — S. ik Los Angeles,
California.

Tell her to close her eyes before you
lean over lo hkiss her, close your ouwn,
douse the light first — or do all three.

Whm is bridle-path etiquette for
overtaking other equestrians going in
the same direction?—M. H., New York,
New York.

Overtaking others should be accom-
plished at the same gait they are viding
(fast trot overtaking slow trol, for ex-
ample) or just one gait faster (canler
overlaking fast trot). You should alert
the other rider that he is aboul to be
passed, by some comment as “May T
ride on through?” It is definitely
boorish — and dangevous — to  overtake
at a much faster clip (for example, pass-
ing a walking horse al full gallop). On
the other hand, if yow're bored, you can
always give the other horse a rousing
thwack across the rump with your rid-
ing crop—accompanied by some such
comment as “Scram.” or “Oops!” or
even “Yoicks! —which should clear the
track but may resull in mud in your eye
from flying divots lofted by the hooves of
the fleeing cveature. This is genevally
considered unsporting, lowever.

I'm switching away from traditional
Ivy but don't want to loock West Coast
sharp or Broadway Continental. What is
the correct cuff width for tapered slacks
that are pleatless, have diagonal pockets,
but don’t look skintight or extreme? —
T. M., New London, Connecticut.

For the average young man’s figure, 16
inches, otherwise, 17 inches.

This summer I went on a charter cruise
(no crew) with a close [riend and his
new wife. He had to interrupt the vaca-
tion to plane back to his office for a day.
About the time we expected him back,
the tender of the yacht club where we
were lying on a guest mooring came out
to pive us the message that my friend
had called and said he’d have to spend



the night in town because weather had
grounded his return flight. We didn‘t
doubt it: within an hour it was pour-
g, with much thunder and lightning.
It was very cozy and intimate in the
close quarters below; we were burning
@ candle to save the bauery and —to
put it euphemistically — romance took
the helm. It was clear and bright in the
morning, but my conscience wasn’t. My
friend showed up in time for brunch
and the rest of the cruise went well
superficially, but I had a nagging leel-
ing he gradually wised up to the indis-
cretion that occurred while he was awav.
Nothing was said, but I felt that scarch-
ing looks were exchanged. I've avoided
this couple in the weeks since. Yester-
day, the wife called me at my office —
the first time we talked alone since that
night — and said she was sure I shared
her feelings of guilt and remorse, but
that I was making matters worse, and
arousing suspicion, by shunning our
erstwhile socializing. I was saved, lor
the nonce, by a two-month business trip
to Latin America —a wonderful last-
minute reprieve which made it possible
to say my auf Wicderschens by phone.
But this thing hangs over me and I
don’t know what my future course
should be when I return. You may think
me a louse, but I maintain that there is
no reason for me to give up a meaning-
ful friendship because of one night of
unrcason — which I cant find it in my
heart to completely regret. How do I
handle this mess on my return? — P. G,
San Francisco, Calilornia.

Dan’t carry your remorse code too far
— unless yow're getting some kind of re-
verse pleasure out of punishing yourself.
Remember, it's often belter to feel ve-
morse for what you've done than to feel
regret for what you failed to do. Re-
member, also, the words of a fine old
ditty: “It takes two to tango.” If the
wife can lwe with this memory, you
can, too. Better yel, forget il: if you
and your friends can stay friends, then
do so. If it doesn’t work out, you can
coolly cool it unltil the relationship fades
away just as surely as your feelings of
guilt are bound {o.

I'rn having trouble keeping my rather
large collection ol LPs in order. The
unsatisfactory method I've been using
involves separating the records into jazz
and classical. The jazz is then divided
into such categories as instrumental,
vocal, cool, combos, big bands, soloists,
ctc. None ol this works: there are 100
many borderline cases or wo many cases
where there’s a multiple choice of cate-
gories (how do you classify that fine old
album called Jazz at the Hollywood
Bowl, with Louis, Ella and a dozen
other top stars?). As for classical records,

Whatever you wear—you'll find just the right Morpul socks to make any
outfit shine. Look for the famous Morpul name on every pair of socks
you buy. Morpul stands for an exclusive patented sock construction that
makes the top stay up, always. You'll find Morpul comforttop socks
in quality yarns and a full range of colors at favorite stores. Or write
to Morpul, Incorporated, 350 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, New York.

morpul

ACTION & CUFF SOCKS
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The man in 417 will soon be seeing his favorite girl in person. And
he's ready for fun with clothes from the *417” Collection. He's wear-
ing a three-button, placketed front striped sport shirt and cardigan
sweater. Waiting are his six-foot-long muffler and striped ties. Van
chele.erli‘s “417"dA1]—American Collectior\!( features most school luI:OI-
ors. Like other dress and leisure wear in Van Heusen's “417" Collec-

tion, they're available wherever fine men’s wear is sold. I]y VAN HEUSEN

EXPRESS YOURSELF

with the ORIGINALITY of Rooster ties

REMICK'S OF QUINCY » HUGHES & HATCHER, Pittsburgh » FRANKENBERGER'S,
Charleston » JACOBSON'S, Michigan « JERREM'S, Chicago and other fine stores. 2.50

ROOSTER CRAFT, INC. 10 E,. 40TH STREET, NEW YORK

I've tried major categories (opera, sym-
phonic, etc.) and minor categories (con-
certos. suites, sonatas, etc.). Then, under
these categories. the arrangement is al-
phabetical by composers. But how do
vou classify a Toscanini disc with the
works of five composers on it, none of
whom is as significant (to me) as the {act
that it's a Toscanini performance? —
J- U., Burbank, California.

The only workable system for rapid
and accurale disc location involves the
keeping of a card-index file cross-
referenced for litle, composer. conductor,
arlist and individual compositions. Keep-
ing such an elaborate file up to date is
usually more trouble than i’s worth.
We much prefer the more casual ap-
proach of leafing through records
assembled  in  generalized  groupings
(classical, jazz. vocal, ete.) and playing
whatever happens to strike our fancy at
the moment. Favorite LPs for cocktail
and dinner background music can be
kept in a sepavate stack and in a spot
where they will be veadily accessible.

T his summer, while returning from a
vacation in Europe, T enjoyed a very
pleasant  shipboard romance with a
voung lady named Diana. Lately she
called to say that she has just moved
into an apartment here in New York.
Now, for the life of me, I can’t remem-
ber her last name or the address she
gave me over the phone. I'm most anx-
tous to sec her again, but how can [
find her? — R. K., New York. New York.

Ii sounds to us as though subcon-
sciously you really want lo ditch this
dish, R. K. But since you insist that the
spark remains, we'll try to help you find
a detour around your mental block. We
assume thal you know the name of the
ship on which you both sailed (you do
remember that, don't you?) and that you
probably vremember her cabin number.
Even if you recall only the former, you
can call the cruise line, explain your
problem, and from them learn Diana’s
surname. Next, gel im touch with the
phone people and ask if they have a
new phone listing under her name —
even if she's a Jones girl you shouldn't
have any difficulty in locating your right
number, learning her address, and re-
establishing relations.

All reasonable questions — from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette
—will be personally answeved if the
writer includes a stamped, sclf-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago 11, Hlinois. The most
provecative, pertinent queries will be
presented on these pages each month.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: MILES DAVIS

a candid conversation with the jazz world’s premier iconoclast

The technical and emotional  bril-
liance of the trumpet played by Miles
Dauis has made him one of the most pro-
vocative influences in modern jazz. We
spent lwo days with Miles not long ago
in his rather unusual five-story home, a
converted Russian Ovthodox Church on
West 77th Streetl near the Hudson River
in New York City. Miles was between
gigs at the time and we accompanied
him on lis vestless daily home rouline,
asking questions at propitious momenls
while he wovked out in his basement
gymnasium, made wveal chops Ialian
style for his family, took telephone calls
from jellow musicians, his lawyer and
stackbroker, gave boxing lessons 1o his
three sons. waftched TV, plucked out
beginner's chords on a guitar and, of
course, blew one of his two Martin
trumpets. running up and down the
chromatic scale  with  searing  speed.
Spending time with Miles in the refuge
of s own home. and secing him sur-
rounded by the activities and people he
loves, it was hard to veconcile this reality
with his sometimes flinty and truculent
public posture. It was on this facet of his
personality that we fust queried him.

pLaYBOY: Linked with vour musical re-
nown is your reputation for bad temper
and rudeness to vour audiences. Would
vou comment?

pavis: Why is it that people just have to
have so much to say about me? It bugs
me because I'm not that important.

ai

I don’t pay no attention to what crilics
say aboul me, the good or the bad. The
toughest critic I gol is myself...and I'm
too vain to play anything I think is bad.”

Some critic that didn’t have nothing else
to do started this crap about I don't an-
nounce numbers, I don’t look at the au-
dience, I don't bow or talk to people, I
walk off the stage, and all that.

Look, man, all T am is a trumpet
player. T only can do one thing — play
my horn — and that’s what’s at the bot-
tom of the whole mess. I ain't no enter-
tainer, and ain’t trving to be one. I am
one thing, a musician, Most of what's
said about me is lies in the first place.
Everything T do, I got a reason.

The reason I don’t announce numbers
15 because it's not until the last instint
I decide what's mavbe the best thing o
play next. Besides, if people don’t recog-
nize a number when we play it, what
difterence does it maker

Why | sometimes walk off the stand is
because when it's somebody ¢lse’s turn to
solo, I ain't going to just stand up there
and be detracting Irom him. What am I
going to stand up there for? 1 ain’t no
model, and I don't sing or dance, and I
damn sure ain’t no Uncle Tom just to
be up there grinning. Sometmes | go
over by the piano or the drums and
listen to what thevre doing. But if I
don’t want to do that, I go in the wings
and listen o the whole band until it's
the next wurn Llor my horn.

Then they claim [ ignore the audience
while I'm plaving. Man., when I'm work-
ing, I know the people are out there.
But when I'm playing. I'm worrving
about making my horn sound right.

“In high school I was best in music classon
the trumpet, but the prizes went lo the
boys with blue eyes. I made up my mind
to outdo anybody white on my horn.”

And thev bitch that T won't talk to
people when we go off after a set. That's
a damn lie. T walk plenty of times if
everything's going like it ought o and I
Ieel right. But if 1 got my mind on some-
thing about my band or something else,
well, hell. no. I don’t want to talk.
When I'm working I'm concentrating. 1
bet you if 1 was a doctor sewing on some
son of a bitch’s heart, they wouldn't
want me to talk.

Anybody wints to believe all this crap
thev hear about me. 1t's their problem,
not mine. Because, look. man, I like peo-
ple. I love people! I'm not going around
telling evervbody that. I trv to say that
my way — with my horn. Look, when 1
was a bov. 10 vears old, 1 got a paper
route and it got bigeer than I could han-
dle because mv customers liked me so
much. I just delivered papers the best 1
could and minded my business, the same
way | plav my horn now. But a lot of
the people I meet now make me sick.
PLaYBOY: What tvpes ol people do vou
find especially irritating?
pavis: Well, these people that's alwavs
coming up bugging me until they get
me to act like this crap they heard.
Thev ask vou things, vou say what vou
think, and if it ain’t what they want to
hear. then something's wrong with vou
and they go away mad and think vou
don’t like them. | ber 1 have had that
happen 500 times. In this last club 1
plaved. this newspaper reporter kept
alter me when 1 told him 1 didn’t have

“I don’t dig people in clubs who don’t pay
the musicians respect. You ever see any-
body bugging the classical musicianswohen
they are on the job and trying lo work?”
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no more to say. He wasn’t sausfied with
that. After the next set. he come up
again, either drunk or plaving drunk,
and shoved into me. 1 told him to get
the hell out of my way, and then he was
fine — he went right out and wrote that
But he didn't rell how it happened.

And I'm mad everv time I run into
the Jim Crow scene, 1 don't care what
form it takes. You can’t hardly play any
where you don’t run into some of these
cats full of prejudice. T don’t know how
many I've wold. “Look, vou want me
o talk o you and voure prejudiced
against me and all that. Why'n't you go
on back where you're sitting and be prej
udiced by voursell and leave me alone:™
I have enough problems without trying
to make them leel better. Then they go
oft and join the rest saving I'm such a
big bastard.

I've got no plans of changing what 1
think. I don’t dig people in clubs who
don’t pay the musicians respect. The
average jazz musician today, il he's mak
ing it, is just as trained as classical musi
cians. You ever see anvbody go up
bugging the classical musicians when
they are on the job and trving to work?

Even in jazz — vou look at the white
bandleaders — il they don't want any-
body messing with them when  they
are working, you don’t hear anybody
squawking. It's just il a Negro is in-
volved that there’s something wrong
with him. My troubles started when 1
learned to play the trumpet and hadn’t
Iearned to dance.
pLAYBOY: You feel that the complaints
about you are because of your race?
pavis: I know dumn well a lot of it is race.
White people have certain things they
expect from Negro musicians — just like
they've got labels for the whole Negro
race. It goes cear back to the slavery
days. That was when Uncle Tomming
got started because white people de-
manded it. Every little black child grew
up seeing that getting along with white
people meant  grinning  and  acting,
clowns. It helped white people wo {eel
casy about what they had done, and were
doing, to Negroes. and that's carried
right on over to now. You bring it down
to musicians, they want you to not only
play your instrument, but to entertain
them, too, with grinning and dancing.
pLaYeoY: Generally speaking, what are
your feelings with regard 1o race?
oavis: | hate to talk about what I think
of the mess because my friends are all
colors. When 1 say that some of my best
friends are white, 1 sure ain't lying. The
only white people 1 don’t like are the
prejudiced white people. Those the shoe
don’t fit, well, they don’t wear it. I don’t
like the white people that show me they
can't understand that not just the



Negroes, but the Chinese and Puerto
Ricans and any other races that ain’t
white, should be given dignity and re-
spect like everybody else.

But let me straighten you—1 ain’t
saving I think all Negroes are the salt of
the earth. It's plenty of Negroes I can't
stand, too. Especially those that act like
they think white people want them to.
They bug me worse than Uncle Toms.

But prejudiced white people can'e see
any ol the other races as just individual
people. I a white man robs a bank, it's
just & man robbed a bank. But il
.N(rgl'n or a Puerto Rican does it, it'’s
them awful Negroes or Puerto Ricans.
Hardly anybody not white hasn't suf-
[ered from some of white people’s labels.
It used to be said that all Negroes were
shiftless and happy-go-lucky and  lazy.
But that's been proved a lic so much
that now the label is that what Negroes
want integration for is so they can
sleep in the bed with white people.
It's another damn lie. All Negroes want
15 to be Iree to do in this country just
like anvbody clse. Prejudiced white peo-
ple ask one another, “Would you want
vour sister to marry a Negro:” IUs a jive
question to ask in the first place —as if
white women stund around helpless if

some Negro wants to drag one oft to a
preacher. It makes me sick to hear that.
A Newro just might not want your sister.
The Negro s always to blame af some
white woman decides she wants him. But
iv's all right that ever since slavery, white
men been having Negro women. Every
Neero vou see that ain't black, that's
what's happened somewhere in his back-
cround. The slaves they brought here
were all black.

What makes me mad about these la-
bels for Negroes is that very few white
people really know what Negroes really
feel like. A Jot ol white people have
never even been in the company of an
intelligent Negro. But you can hardly
meet a white person, especially a white
man, that don’t think he's qu:lliiil:(l to
tell vou all about Negroes.

You know the story the minute you
meet some white cat and he comes off
with a big show that he's with vou. It's
10,000 things you can talk about, but
the only thing he can think ol is some
other Negro he's such close [riends with.
Intelligent Negroes are sick of hearing
this. I don’t know how nuiny times difler-
ent whites have started talking, telling
me they was raised up with a Neero boy.
But I ain’t found one yet that knows
whatever happened to that boy after
they grew up.
pLaveoy: Did you grow up with any white
boys?
pavis: 1 didn’t grow up with any, not as
[riends, to speak of. But I went to school
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with some. In high school. I was the best
in the music class on the trumpet. 1
knew it and all the rest knew it — but all
the contest hrst prizes went to the boys
with blue eves. It made me so mad I
made up my mind to outdo anybody
white on my horn. If 1 hadn’t met thatr
prejudice, I probably wouldn’t have had
as much drive in my work. I have
thought about that a lot. 1 have thought
that prejudice and curiosity have been
responsible for what I have done in
IMusIC.

PLAYBOY: What was the role of the curios-
ny?

pAvis: I mean I always had a curiosity
about trying new things in music. A new
sound, another wav to do something —
things like that. But man, look, you
know one of the biggest things that
needs straightening up? The whole com-
munication system of this country! Take
the movies and TV. How many times
do you see anybody in the films but
white people? You don’t dig? Look. the
next movie or TV you see, you count
how many Negroes or any other race
but white that you sec. But you walk
around in any city, vou see the other
races — I mean, in life they are part of
the scene. But in the films supposed to
represent this country, they ain’t there.
You won't hardly e¢ven see any in the
strect crowd scenes — because the studios
didn't bother to hire any as extras.

Negroes used to be servants and Uncle
Toms in the movies. But so much stink
was raised until they quit that. Now you
do have some Negroes playing feature
parts — maybe four or five a year. Most
of the time, they have a role that's special
so it won't offend nobody — then it's a
big production made like that picture is
going to prove our democracy. Look, 1
ain’t saving that people making films are
prejudiced. I can’t say what [ dont
know. But I see the films they make, and
I know they don't think about the
trouble a lot of colored people find with
the movies and TV.

A big TV network wanted to do a
show [eaturing me. I said no, and they
asked me to just look at a show leaturing
a bigmame Negro singer. No, I ain’t call-
ing no names. Well, just like 1 knew,
they had 18 girls dancing for the back-
ground —and every one ol them was
white. Later on, when I pointed this out
to the TV people, they were shocked.
They said they just hadn't thought
about that. I said I knew they hadn’t
Nobody seems to think much about the
colored people and the Chinese and
Puerto Ricans and Japanese that watch
TV and buy the things they advertise.
All these races want to see some of their
own people represented in the shows —
I mean, besides the big stars. I know I'd



leel better to see some kids of all races
dancing and acting on shows than 1
would feel about mysell up there playing
a horn. The only thing that makes me
any different from them is 1 was lucky.

This black-white business is ticklish to
try to explain. You don’t want to sce
Negroes every time you click on vour set.
That would be just as bad as now when
you don’t see noboedy but white people.
But if movies and TV are supposed to
refllect this counury, and this country’s
supposed to be democratic, then why
don’t they do it? Let’s see all kinds of
people dancing and acting. 1 see all
kinds of kids downtown at the schools of
dancing and acting, but from what I see
in the movies and TV, it’s just the white
ones that are getting any work.

Look. man, right in music you got the
same thing happening. | got this album,
Someday My Prince Will Come, and you
know who's on the jacker cover? My
wile — Frances. | just got to thinking that
as many record albums as Negroes buy,
I hadn’t ever seen a Negro givl on a
major album cover unless she was the
artist. There wasn’t any harm meant —
they just automatically thought about a
white model and ordered one. It was
my album and I'm Frances' prince, so
1 sugeested they use her for a model,
and they did it

But it am't all cases where white peo-
ple just didn’t think about the other
races. 1t's a lot ol intended discrimina-
tion, right in music. You got plenty of
places that cither won't hire Negroes, or
they hire just one that they point out.
The network studios, the Broadway pit
bands, the classical orchestras, the film
studios, they all have color discrimina-
tion m hiring.

I tell you why I [eel so strong about
the communication system. I never have
[orgotten one time in Europe this nice
old man wld me how in World War 11,
the Europeans didn’t know what to
make of Negro troops. They had their
picture of this country from our maga-
zines and movies, and with a very lew
exceptions like Pops Armstrong and Joe
Lowms and  Jesse Owens, they didn'e
know about any Negroes except servants
and laborers.

pLAaYBOY: Do vou feel that vour views are
shared by most Negroes? And Puerto
Ricansz And Orientals?

pavis: 1 can’t speak lor them last two.
I'm in no position, 1 just know what 1
personally [eel for them. But 1 know that
pretty nearly all Negroes hardly have
any other choice about how they fecl
They ain’t blind. They got to see what's
happening. It's a thousand big and litle
witys that you run into the prejudices of
white people. Just one thing — how long
have Negroes been looking at immi-
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grants coming into this country and
can’t even speak the language, and in
the second gencrations, they are in places
the Negroes haven't got to yet.

Look, not long ago this big magazine
had this Southern truck driver saving
he'd carry sandwiches if they let Negroces
cat in them Marvland highway restau-
rants, But where he wants to eat ain't
my point — I'm talking about what he
said. He said, “You give them a finger,
they take an arm™ and a lot more. You
dig? When it comes to human righs,
these prejudiced white people keep on
acting like they own the damn franchise!
And. man, with the world in the mess
i's in now, we trying to inHuence on
our side all them Alricans and Arabs
and Indians and Chinese . . . You know
two thirds of the people in the world
ain’t white? They see all this crap with
Negroes and supposed to feel white peo-
ple really think any different about
them? Man, somebody better get straight!

Another thing — there was no upset
about them restaurants not serving Ne-
grocs, until it was an African they turned
away. You think every Negro in the
country don’t see what it says? It savs
that we been here 100 vears, but it wasn't
no mess until they put out an Alrican
that just flew over here on a jet.
PLAYBOY: Do you, in vour position as a
Lunous Negro, meet prejudice?
pavis;: 1 told vou, someway or other,
every Negro mecets it, 1 don’t care who
he is! Look, man, I sent for an clectrician
to fix something in the house. When he
rang the bell, | answered and he looked
at me like 1 was dirt, and said. 1 want
to sce the owner, Mr. Davis.”” When I
said, “You looking at him,” the cat
unned beet red. He had me figured as
the porter. Now he's mad and embar-
rassed. What had 1 done to him but
called to give him work?

Thit same week, I had seen a lot of
them West Point cadets, and in a bar [
asked why there was so many ol them in
town. Man, I just asked the cat a ques-
tion and he moved up the bar and didn’t
speak! But then somebody recognized me
and he got red as that clectrician. He
came trying to apologize and saying he
had my records. I told him I had just
paid enough taxes to cover his free ride
at West Point, and I walked out. T guess
he's somewhere now with the others say-
ing I'm such a bastard. It bugged me so,
man, I wasn't worth a damn for two or
three davs. It wasn’t just him ignoring
me I was thinking about, but in two or
three years, Gregory, my oldest boy, may
be doing some Army time. How am I
supposed to feel about him maybe serv-
ing under this cat?

Then take this tour I made — Frances
and I had train reservations to Califor-

nia. But this clerk I showed my identifi-
cation to, he took it and looked at me
just like the West Point cat. When he
said he had to check with somebody else,
I asked him what was the trouble. You
know he had the nave to wll me 1
might have forged it! Ain't no need of
me telling you what I told him, nobody
would print it. But we went to the amr-
port and took a plane. I'm spending my
money, the railroads are broke, even
this son ol a bitch’s job’s in trouble, but
all he can see 1s I'm black, so it's all
right to insult me. Bad as 1 hate to iy, |
ain’t been on a wain since, because |
haven't met Jim Crow on the airlines.
PLAYBOY: In your ficld, music, don't some
Negro juzzmen discriminate against white
MuUsICLs?

pavis: Crow Jim is what they call that
Yeah., It's a lot of the Negro musicians
mad because most of the best-paving jobs
go to the white musicians playing what
the Negroes created. But 1 don't go lor
this, because 1 think prejudice one way
is just as bad as the other way. I wouldn't
have no other arranger but Gil Evans -
we couldn’t be much closer il he was my
brother. And I remember one time when
1 hired Lee Konitz, some colored cits
bitched a lot about me hiring an olay
in my band when Negroes didn’t have
work. T said il a cat could play like Lec,
I would hire him, 1 didn’t give a damn
il he was green and had red breath.
PLAYBOY: Do vou find that being the head
ol your band adds to vour problems:
pavis: Fronting & band ain’t no fun. A
lot of people don’t understand that
music is business, it's hard work and a
big responsibility. 1 hate to even think
what all Pve been through to play my
horn, and still go through. 1 put every-
thing I've got into it. Even alter a good
rchearsal, I feel empty. And you add to
playing your instrument the running of
a hand and you got plenty ol problems.
I got my own family, and the guys that
work for me, and their Families to think
about. On one tour, I had this white
woman in Kansas City meet me when 1
came off the stand and wanted me to
come to her table with her and her hus-
band lor a drink. 1 told her T didn’t
like 1o do that, and she hollered, “They
said you're like that!™ I felt like throw-
ing down my horn and kicking it. But 1
saidd to mysell 1 was going to uy and
educate at least that one couple. So |
went over and talked to them.

1 told them an artist’s first respon-
sibility wais to himsell. I said il he kept
getting upset with what other people
think he ought to do, he never would
get too far, or he sure wouldn't last. 1
tried to make them see how I had worked
all my life to play myself and then to
get a band worth people paying to hear.



Scene from the Paramount release, ""HEY, LET'S TWIST"”

Swing out in clothes that make
you the star of the show, wher-
ever you go. You'll beat the
drums for these Brookfield
styles—because they give you
that upbeat look—whatever the
beat—Ivy, Jivey or Cats. Tradi-
tional lvy, if you want to play it
straight. Jivey one-button and
two-button Continentals. And, if
you're on the Cats wave length,
see Brookfield's Twist sport
coats and Orbit suits with de-
tachable belts (worn full belt,
half belt, no belt). What a combo!

AOVERMISED 1N
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BOYS AND STUDENTS CLOTHES
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I said that a lot of times when people
in a club wanted to talk to me, I needed
to be worrying about something about
my band. They said they understood. I
hope they did.

PLAYBOY: You have been quoted as not
being in favor of jazz concerts. Why?
pavis: Nobody can relax at concerts, the
musicians or the pecople, either. You
can't do nothing but sit down, you can't
move around, you can’t have a drink.
A musician has to be able to let loose
everything in him to reach the people.
If the musician can't relax, how's he
going to make the people feel what he
feels? The whole scene of jazz is feeling.
ptaYBOY: Do you now ever indulge in
jam sessions?

pavis: I wish there was some jam ses-
sions to sit in. But there ain’t none left —
at least not in the big cities. 1 used to sit
in some great ones around St. Louis
and in Brooklyn, Illinois. We would
blow sometimes clear up until the next
afternoon. When I go back there now,
I sit in with a little blues band. They
have the [ecling.

PLAYBOY: You've won all the trumpet
polls. After yourself, how would you
rank others?

pavis: After me! Hell, it’s plenty great
trumpet players don’t come after me, or
after nobody else! That’s what I hate so
about critics — how they are always com-
paring artists . . . always writing that
one’s better than another one. Ten men
can have spent all their lives learning
technical expertness on their Instru-
ments, but just like in any art. one
will play one style and the rest nine
other ways. And il some critics just don't
happen to like a man's style, they will
knock the artist. That bugs the hell out
of musicians. It’s made some damn near
mad enough to want to hang up their
horns.

Trumpet plny(‘rs, like anybody else, are
individualized by their different ideas
and styles. The thing to judge in any
Jazz artist is does the man project, and
does he have ideas. You take Dizzy — he
does, all the time, every ume he picks
up his horn. Some more cats — Clark
Terry, Ray Nance, Kenny Dorham, Roy
Eldridge, Harold Baker, Freddic Hub-
bard, Lee Morgan, Bobby Hackett—a
lot of them. Hell, that cat down in New
Orleans, Al Hirt, he blows his ass oll,
too!

PLAYBOY: Is there any special reason you
didn’t mention Louis Armstrong?

pavis: Oh, Pops? No, why I didn’t men-
tion him is because | was talking just
about modern-jazz players. I love Pops,
I love the way he sings, the way he plays
— everything he does, except when he
says something against modern-jazz
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music. He ought to realize that he was
a pioneer, too. No, he wasn't an influ-
ence of mine, and I've had very liule
direct contact with Pops. A long time
ago, I was at Bop City, and he came in
and told me he liked my playing. I don't
know if he would even remember it, but
I remember how good I felt to have him
say it. People really dig Pops like I do
myself. He does a good job overseas with
his personality. But they ought to send
him down South for goodwill. They need
goodwill worse in Georgia and Alabama
and Mississippi than they do in Europe.
PLAYBOY: To go back a moment, you ex-
pressed a sharp dislike of critics. Are
there other reasons besides their com-
paring musicians?

pavis: Well, aside from that, I ger sick
of how a lot of them write whole col-
umns and pages ol big words and still
ain’t saying nothing. If you have spent
your life getting to know your business
and the other cats in it. and what they
are doing, then you know il a critic
knows what he’s talking about. Most of
the time they don't

I don't pay no attention to what
aritics say about me, the good or the
bad. The toughest critic I got, and the
only one 1 worry about, is myself. My
music has got to get past me and I'm
too vain to play anything 1 think is bad.

No, I ain't going to name critics |
don't like. But I will tell you some that
I respect what they write -— Nat Hentolf,
Ralph Gleason and Leonard Feather.
And some others, I can’t right off think
of their names. But it ain’t a long list.
PLAYBOY: Are there any particular places
or clubs that you don’t like to play?
pavis: There are plenty I won't play! 1
won't take a booking nowhere in the
South. I told you I just can’t stand Jim
Crow, so I ain’t going down there in it
There’s enough of it here in the North,
but at least you have the support of
some laws,

I won't play nowhere I know has the
kind of audiences that vou waste your
breath to play for. I'm talking about
tllL‘lll l'..‘,‘&])(_‘llsl_'-il(.ll‘olllll O[ilys dliu. use
music as a background for getting high
and wuving to show off to the women
they brought. They ain’t come to hear
good music. They don’t even know how
to enjoy themselves. They drink too
much, they get loud, they got to bhe
seen and heard. They'll jump up and
dance jigs and sing. They ain’t got no
manners — don’t pay their women no
respect. What they really want is some
Uncle Tom entertainment if it's a Negro
eroup on the stand. These are the kind
will holler, “Hey. boy, play
Georgia Brown!" You supposed to grin
and play that. I hate to play in a place
full of those kind of squares so bad that

Sweet

il there wasn't nobody else to play to,
I'd invest in some more property and
just stay home and collect rents. I can’t
stand dumb-ass people not respecting
the other customers that have come to
hear the music. Somerimes one table
like that has bugged me so that when 1
get home or to my hotel, 1 walk the floor
because 1 can't sleep.

I told you I ain't going to play no-
where in the South that Negroes can’t
come. But I ain't going to play nowhere
in the North that Negroes don’t come,
It’s one of two reasons they won't, either
because they know they ain't wanted, or
because they don’t like the joint's reg-
ular run of music. Negroes ain't got
as much money to throw away in night
clubs as white people. So a club that
Negroes patronize, you can figure that
everybody that goes there comes expect-
ing to hear good music.

Ptayeoy: What is vour opinion of the
jazz audiences in Furope?

pAavis: European audiences are generally
more hip about the background of jazz
than most of the fans here. Some cats
hardly heard of here are big record
sellers in Europe. In this country, it's
more following of personalities. You
want to hear somcthing funny? One
club-owner friend of mine said a lot of
people pay their money to come where
I'm playing just because they want to
see me — they heard I'm so bad. Ain’t
that a bitch?

But this country has a lot of great
fans. You know, they appreciate what
you're trying to do, and that inspires a
musician to give his best. I know some
Americans  that don’t stop with just
knowing jazz, but that even {hink just
like musicians.

PLAYBOY: Do you plan another European
tour soon?

pavis: Maybe. 1 like to play in Europe
every now and then, but I don't like to
spend no more time out of this house
than I can help. Jack Whittemore, my
booking agent at Shaw Artists, schedules
me so 1 don’t stay long on the road. I
like to have time at home to be with my
kids and Frances, and to just think about
things — like worrying about the people
running this Govermment maybe slip-
ping and getting us into another war.
But 1 like them Kennedy biothers —
they're swinging people.

PLAYEOY: Would 1t please you if the
image ol you changed, that pcople (luit
regarding vou as a tough puy?

pavis: Well, nobody wants to be always
accused of something he ain't done. But
people that want to think that, it's their
worry, it ain't mine. I'm like I am, and
I ain’t planning to change. I ain’t scared
of nothing or nobody, I already been
through too much. I ought to be dead

from just what I went through when I
was on dope. I aint going around any-
where urying to be tough and a racist.
I just say what I think, and that bugs
people, especially a lot of white people.
When they look in my eves and don't
see no fear, they know it's a draw.
PLAYBOY: Have vou always been so sensi-
tive about being a Negro?

pavis: About the fivst thing I can remem-
ber as a litle bov was a white man
running me down a strect hollering
“Nigeer! Nigger!” My father went hunt-
ing him with a shotgun. Being sensitive
and having race pride has been in my
family since slave days. The slave
Davises played classical string music on
the plantations. My father, Miles the
first, was born six years after the Emanci-
pation. He wanted to play music, but
my grandfather wanted him to be more
than an entertainer for white folks. He
made him go to Northwestern to be a
dental surgeon. My father is worth more
than 1 am. He's a high-priced dental
surgeon with more practice than he can
handle — because he's good at his busi-
ness — and he raises hogs with pedigrees.
It's a special breed of hogs with some
funny name I would tell you, but I
never can remember it

PLAYBOY: You're said to be one of the
financially best-off popular musicians. Is
this correct?

pavis: Well, 1 don’t have any access to
other musicians’ bankbooks. But 1 never
have been what you would call poor.
I grew up with an allowance, and I had
a big newspaper route. [ saved most of
what I made except for buying records.
But when I first left home as a musician,
I used to spend all T made, and when I
went on dope, 1 got in debt. But after
I got enough sense to Kick the habit, I
started to make more than I needed
to spend unless 1 was crazy or something.

Now I got a pretty good portfolio of
stock investments, and 1 got this house
—it’'s worth into six figures, including
everything in it. My four Kids are com-
ing up fine. When the boys get in from
school, 1 want you to see them working
out on the bags in our gym downstairs. 1
keep mysell in shape and teach the kids
how to box. They can handle them-
selves. Ain't nothing better that a [ather
can pass along.

Then I got my music, I got Frances,
and my Ferrari — and our friends. I got
everything & man could want — if it just
wasn't for this prejudice crap. It ain't
that I'm mad at white people, 1 just see
what I see and 1 know what's happen-
ing. I am going to speak my mind about
anything that drags me about this [im
Crow scene. This whole prejudice mess
is something you would feel so good if
it could just be got rid of, like a big
sore eating inside of your belly.
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A PRETTY. PINK-CHEEKED English nurse
pushed him into the room: he was rid-
ing a high-iacked, old-fashioned-looking
wheelchair, a small man, heavily mus-
cded, laughing. sliteyed. It was his 46th
day in the hospital. and for 38 of those
days he had been unconscious, or semi-
conscious. or in ammnesia, but he was tan
and he looked strong. The left side of his
face was raddled with rough, red scirs
all around the eye, as if someone had
been at him with a broken beer bottle.

“That was a lunny story, boy, in your
last letter,” he said, “that story about
the clam-digg . what's this, what's
this>” An enchanting gamine thing in
[aded levis, red-brown hair and diok
glasses was handing him an envelope.
her photograph. I like that!” he said.
“Put it over there, stand it up. you've
met, you two, this is Judy Carne?”

We had met. He stared an her, smiling,
as if he could pull himselfl out of the
wheelchair with his eves, He grabbed her
wrist. “Did you sce The Daily Skeich
yesterday?”™ He turned to me. “Did you
see that, boy? We were sitting in the
garden, this bloke poked a telephoto
lens over the wall, the bastard was 20
yards away, Judy was brushing a bread
crumb off my chin when he shot it, "an
admirer’ the caption said . . . "

“I like that,” Miss Carne said. * ‘Ad-
mirer!” ”

“Are you suing?” he said.

“I can’t,” she said. “I'm going to Hol-
Ivwood tomorrow.”

He smiled again. He looked much as
he had when 1 saw him [our days belore
he went off the course at 120 miles an
hour and slammed nto a wall at Good-
wood: the 40-odd stitches had been taken
out of his face: the lelt cheekbone,
stufled full of support from inside. didn’t
betray that it had been shattered, and
his nose didn’t really look as if it had
ever been broken, much less broken
cight times. His bare lelt foot lay im-
mobile on the wheelchair rest. His leg
was bandaged. but the plaster cast was
on the window-sill. sliced in two. There
were marks on the pink top ol his head.
He looked beat up but whole. What he
could move, he did move: his head. his
right arm, his left arm less, and he
tlked. He picked up a cellophane bag
of red roses someone had left on the bed.

“Theyre from Germany.” he said. He
reiad the name. 1 don’t know who that
is,” he said. The door opened behind
him. “Viperz” he said. He looked arvound
the back ol the wheelchair. “Viper. youn
went olf with my fountain pen.” Valerie
Pivic. his scorctary, a prewy, calm girl.
She gave am his pen. He made a note
on the card and dropped it on a ncat
pile of cards and letrers. “So-and-so and
so-and-so are outside,” she said. 1 told
them ot o come, bt . . . and the man
from Grundig is coming at 4:30, about
the tape recorder.” Tape recorders are
miportant o Moss. He has done five
books on tape recorders.

An orderly brought in another bunch
of red roses. As he left, a tall blonde
came 11, and behind her, another, taller.
Kiss-kiss. Judy Carne was lying on her
belly on the bed, her chin i her hand,
staring at him. “I'll tell you, boy,” he was
siyl “nothing that has happencd w
me since 1 came here, except when they
broke my nose again, hurt like that clot’s
shaving me. 1 had seven days’ growth of
beard. He swore he knew how. 1 can't
think where he'd learned, it was like
pulling it out . . .”

Another mnse, with tea, bread and
butter, jam, clotted cream. He talked.
Valerie said, “Drink your tea, Stirling.”
He drank it and she gave him another
cup. He made cach of the blondes eat
a picce of bread and butter and jam.
Neither wanted to, they were dieting,
but they couldn't think of answers for
the persuasions that poured out ol him.

He talked very well. but he didn't
stop. He said to me, “You know. I'm not
supposed to put any weight on this lelt
leg, under penalty of death or flogging
or something, but I'll tell you, the other
night I went from there, to there, the

washbasin, and back: actually, coming
back I passed out. I didn't go uncon-
scious. 1 get dizzy now and then, I just
fell down. but it was so funny, the vea-
son I had to do it 2

For some¢ ume alter the accident
his speech. when he spoke in delivium,
was thick and slurred because of the
brain injury, and there was some reason
to doubt he would ever speak clearly
again. Worse, a close Irviend had said, “1
have the impression that he cannot form
an idea ol his own, but can only respond
to ideas that are fed o him.” Now he
spoke the crisp quick English he had
alwavs used. and ideas came as fast as
he could handle them. And he went on
and on. It wasn’t that he talked inces-
santly. or compulsively, although he did
come close to it. He would stop to listen.
He had always been in my opinion a
good listencr. polite, attentive, absorbed
and rerenuive. But he would listen now
only exactly as long as someone spoke
and had something o speak  about
Then he would begin insumtly o walk
again. There were no pauses. T othink
he was happy to find himsell able o wlk
ag nd in any ciase excitation is com-
mon in recovery [rom severe trauma.
But it was also plain that he wanted
no silences in that room.

I remembered something he had said
that last time I'd seen him, in a long
dark alternoon ol talk in the little apan
ment in Earl’s Court Road: “When 1 go
to bed tonight, 1 hope to be tred. very
tired, because 1 don’t want to think. |
don't want to think.™”

Valerie Pivie had said to me, when he
was stll i coma. Do you know, last
night he was speaking in French and
Italian, as well as English, of course —
but his accent in French and ltalian was
very pure. much better than it's ever
been when he was conscious, Why's that.
do you think?”

“Disinmbition. What did he say?”

“He was talking about wirls, a lot of
the time. Once he said, “E molto difficile
per un covridove — molto  difficile.” ™

(“[Life] is very hard for a race-driver
— very hard.™)

A hard lite? Stirling Moss 1s one of the
best-known men in the world, and be-
yond any doubt the best-known sports
figure. Only Queen Elizabeth, by actual
line count, gets more mention in the
British press than  Stirling  Moss. Six
weeks after his last accident the Sunday
Times of London considered his appear-
ance in the garden of the hospital worth
a four-column picture and a long story
—on page oune. His appearance on a
strect corner in Rome or Nairobi or
Brishane would block traffic within min-




His Lotus hopelessly behind because of gearbox trouble, Moss nevertheless took off in flat-out pursuit of Goodwood's lap record.

Moss broke the record, then inexplicably ran off the circuit. Cut out of the mongled lotus, he spent two months in a hospital.
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STIRLING MOSS (continued)

utes. He makes 5150.000 or so a year.
He knows the world as few men can
imagine knowing it. He travels con-
stantly, once flew to London from
South Alrica just for a date, lew back
next day. His present injuries aside, he
is as healthy as a bull, iron-hard, capable
of fantastic endurance. He's expert at
every sport he has ever tried, rugby.
swimming, water-skiing, whatever. He
was a better show-rider and jumper at
16. his sister Pat savs, than she is today,
and she's on the British International
team. (The two of them once cleaned
out an entire horse show: between them
they won every prize offered.) Moss is
highly intelligent, casily roused to in-
tense interest in almost anything, from
astronomy to Zen. He is onc of the most
pursued television and radio guests in
Eurcope. He is a witty and amusing
speaker. He has written five notably suc-
cessful books on racing, and about 80O
magazine and newspaper articles have
appeared under his by-line. He subscribes
to no clipping service, but he has 42 full
scrapbooks, nevertheless. His mail aver-
ages 10,000 pieces a year (400-500 a day
when he’s in the hospital) and he answers
every letter, and promptly. Most men
like him. Women find him irresistible,
nine times in ten. He has picked a girl
out of the crowd standing in a corner
at a race circuit, waved to her every
time around, made a date for that eve-
ning in pantomime, and won the race,
too. He sometimes dates three girls in a
day. The ultimate mark is on him: his
women know that he has other women
and they don’t care.

Most importantly, he has work to do
that he likes doing, and he is better in
his work than any other man alive,
better in the common judgment of his
peers. He is, if the last accident has not
destroyed him, the greatest race-driver
living. In matched cars he would beat
any other driver in the world. More, he
is probably the greatest race-driver of
all time, the greatest who has ever lived.
Fic has entered more races than anyone
else ever did, and won more. He has
been champion driver of Great Britain
10 times. He has won so many silver
cups that he estimates they could be
melted down into an ingot that would
weigh 300 pounds. (The ingot, he thinks,
would make, in wrn, a striking colfee
table.) Of his store of other medals,
awards, oddities, there is no counting. I
remember his coming through New York
after a race in Venezuela carrying the
Perez Jimenez Cup, a lump of solid gold
so heavy it was unpleasant to hold in
one hand.

For years he has been universally con-
sidered the fastest driver alive and that
he has never won the championship of
the world is one of the major curiosities

of sports. He has been three times third
in the world rankings, four times sccond.
The championship is decided on the
basis of placement in, usually, about 10
major races throughout the world. The
1958 champion, Mike Hawthorn of Eng-
land, won only one of these races, while
Moss won four; but Hawthorn, driving
an Italian Ferrari, finished in more races
than Moss, whose insistence on driving,
when possible, privately owned cars (fac
tory-owned models are always [aster) of
British manufacture has severely handi-
capped him. (Now British cars are fast-
est; in the 1950s they were not) But
Moss has beaten every man who has held
the world championship for the past 10
years. Those very [ew of whom it can be
said that they do one thing, whatever it
is, better than anyone else has ever done
it are marked forever, and in his pro-
fession Moss is an immortal. And he is
32, well off if not rich, healthy, popular,
talented to the point of genius, a citizen
ol the world.

E molto difficile per un corridore —
molto difficile?

Yes. Very difficule. The essence of the
difficulty is that race-driving on the high-
est level, in the [astest, most competitive
company, Grand Prix driving, is the most
dangerous sport in the world. In some
recent years the mortality rate has been
25 percent per year: one of every four
drivers starting the season could expect
to be dead at the end of it. The list of
drivers killed in the decade 1951-1961,
counting major figures only, totals 56
names. i

If the game is so dangerous, why does
anyonc play ir?

Because it's also the most compelling,
delightful, sensually rewarding game in
the world. In a racedriver’s view, en-
deavors like tennis and golf and baseball
are cxercises, pastimes; demanding, yes,
if you like, but still, games that children
can play. (In the United States, motor-
racing is second only to horse racing as
a spectator sport, considerably outdraws
baseball and football.) Some games, like
court tennis, are both physically and in-
tellectually demanding, but a split-
sccond miscalculation in court temmis
will cost only a point, not a life or crip-
pling or 60 days in the hospital. Bull-
fighters, mountain climbers, skindivers
know something of the racing-driver’s
ccstasy, but only a part, because theirs
are team sports. Toreros are never alone
and mountaineers rarely; the skindiver
not usually, and in any case his oppo-
nent, the sea, though implacable and
deadly, still is passive. When a race-car
is passive it is sitting in the garage, and
its driver's scat is as safe as a baby’s
cradle.

What is a race-driver? Is any man who
has learned how to drive 150 miles an
hour through traffic reasonably skillfully,

a race-driver? No, he isn’t. Hear Moss:
“If you habitually go through the cor-
ners one fifth ol a second slower than
your maximum, you can make a reputa-
tion, you can earn a living, you can cven
win a race now and then — but you are
no race-driver.”

There are some such. Also there are
many drivers who will deny that there is
anything esthetically or sensually reward-
ing about motor-racing. But they betray
themselves when they say, and they all
do, “I drive because 1 like it,” or, “I like
the life.”” They feel, but they are in-
articulate.

The full terror and the full reward
of this inaedible game are given only
to those who bring to the car talent
honed by obsessive practice into great
skill, a fiercely competitive will and high
intelligence, with the flagellating sensi-
tivity that so often accompanies it. In
these men, a terrible and profound
change sometimes takes place: the game
becomes life. They understand what
Karl Wallenda meant when he said, go-
ing back up on the high wire after the
terrible [all in Detroit that killed two
of his troupe and left another a para-
plegic, “To be on the wire is life; the
rest is waiting.” This change is irreversi-
ble. A man who has gone through it wall
never come back across the fence to the
herd. Once the game has become life,
and life has become a vestibule, unimag-
inable courage is required to renounce
the game — because renunciation is sui-
cide. Tazio Nuvolari, for decades called
the greatest master ol race-driving who
cver lived, could not find the courage to
leave the game that had broken every
major bone in his body and had seven
times caused doctors formally to an-
nounce his impending death; he drove
with blood running down his chin be-
cause the exhaust [umes made him hem-
orrhage; he drove when he was so weak
he had to be lifted, inert, from the car
at the end of a race; he drove until he
could not drive; he died in bed, hating it.

No, Grand Prix racedriving has
nothing to do with other games, just as
driving a Grand Prix car has nothing to
do with driving a Chrysler on a parkway,
even at, say, 100 miles an hour. ("It has
not to do with it,” Moss says. “That kind
of driving is not even remotely the same
thing. It's night and day, fire and
water.")

Juan Manuel Fangio, five times cham-
pion of the world, retired and left the
game in 1958 because he was slowing
and because he was lonely and depressed,
so many of his [riends had been killed.
Today, if he were standing in [ront of
the pits on a practice day and somcone
were to point to a car and say, “Juan
Manuel, that is your car, made for you,
to your measurements, ready for you,” 1
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1T'S YOURS WITH EVERY TRUVAL CONTOUR-TAPERED SHIRT

We don’t have the statistics handy, but we are sure that the male physique has
changed from the portly ideal of yesteryear to today’s trim, lean type. If
this has escaped you, it’s because most shirts disguise a man’s torso under their
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STIRLING MOSS (continued)

think the struggle within the man would
be 2 hard one. Successful. wealthy, loved,
respected, still he knows that he has
gone to live in the vestibule.

Men like Nuvolari and Fangio, or the
matador de toros Juan Belmonte, re-
tiring with the marks of 72 bull gorings
on a thin, [rail body, share a common
mold: skill, obsession, courage, sensi
tivity. Courage doesn’t count most. Skill
is basic, and sensitivity, and always the
obsession. When the obsession Is great
enough, the man will find courage to
sustain it, somehow. The American race-
driver Frank Lockhart, killed at Day-
tona in 1928, nearly always vomited
before he got into the automobile, but
he got into it

Once a man has gone over, the terror
of his nights will be, not mortal death,
which he will have scen many times, and
which, like a soldier, he believes is most
likely to come to the man next to him,
and the risk of which is in any case the
price of the ticket to the game, but real
death — final deprivation of the right to
go up on the wire again. Then, like Moss,
he'll do anything 1o get back. In the hos-
pital, Moss would accept any pain, any
kind of wearment, anything at all that
he could Delieve would shorten. il only
by a very hittle, his path back to the race-
car, never mind the fact that it took a
crew of mechanics 30 minutes with hack-
saws and metal shears to cut the last one
apart enough to make it let go of him.
When he was finally lifeed [ree his lace
was slashed in a dozen places, his left
arm was broken, his left leg was broken
at knee and ankle, he had cracked ribs,
torn muscles, a broken cheekbone and a
broken nose — and his brain had been so
massively bruised that the left side of his
body was paralyzed. “Recovery from the
brain damage is likely to be a slow proc-
ess,”  specialists d, “and there is a
possibility that full recovery of function
in the arm and leg will not take place.”
His vision was disturbed. Moss laughed
at the doctors and in the night, and
whenever he could, pushed the broken
lee against the footboard of his bed to
exercise it.

- - -

How does a man come to this terrible
place?

By an ordinary road, usually.

Moss' father, Alfred Moss, is a pros-
perous London dentist. He was a race-
driver, although never approaching the
first yank. Still, he ran at Indianapolis in
1924 and 1925, finishing 16th the first
ume and 13th the second time. He did
some barnstorming in the United States.
Stirling’s mother, Aileen, was a well-
known British rally-driver, and in 1936
she was woman champion of Britain. She
drove a Marvendaz, one of the “specialist™
cars for which England is [amous, made

from 1926 1o 19%6. She was a noted horse-
woman. Stirling was their first child, born
September 17, 1929.

Stirling was not a faming success as
a student. He was bright, but indifterent
to the academic appeal. He was the kind
of problem student who requires teach-
ers with skill and special sympathy. He
was olten ill. His medical record shows
appendicitis as a child, scarlet fever and
it serious. prolonged case of nephritis. He
and the academic life abandoned cach
other; he tried apprenticing himsell o
hotel administration and to  farming
and was bored.

He could drive an automobile. in the
sense of steering it, when he was six. He
had a car of his own when he was 14, It
was a device called a Morgan Three-
Wheeler, beloved of two generations of
Englishmen. The Morgan had two wheels
in front and a third, chain-driven. in the
rear. The engine was usually a big
motorcvele racing engine, and it rode
out ol doors, in front of the radiator.
The Morgan attracted Englishmen be-
cause a whimsy ol British Iaw, involving
chain drive and weight, classified it as a
motorevele, to its tax advantage; being
light and overpowered. it had remark-
able acccleration; also —and  this was
what brought one to Stirling Moss —
vou could legally drive a Morgan before
you could drive a lfour-whecler.

Moss  [ather was well off. but the
Morgan wasn't really a gilt. “My parents
taught me,” he said to me, “that | could
have what I wanted il T paid for it. I
always managed 1o geu what I was alter,
but in order to do that. 1 had to get rid
of everything else. I could have a motor-
bike il I sold my radio and myv chemical
set and this and that and the other: and
when I wanted to move on from the
bike 1 had to flog off my tent and my
camping kit and the bike itsell and this
and that . . . [ was taught that every-
thing is atainable if vou're prepared to
give up, to sacrifice, to get it. 1 think my
parents gave me, gave me as a gil, one
might say, this beliel that whatever vou
want to do, vou can do it il you want to
do it enough, and I do believe that. |
believe it.

“I believe that if T wanted to run a
mile in four minutes I could do it. 1
would have to give up everything else in
life, but I could run a mile in four min-
utes. I believe that if a man wanted to
wialk on water. and was prepared o give
up evervthing else in life, he could do it
He could walk on water. I am scrious. 1
really do practically believe that.”

When Moss decided that he wanted to
be a racing-driver, his parents objected.
His father argued on practical grounds:
“I couldn’t make a living at it, and 1
tried vears ago, when it was casier.” But
they only objected, they didn't refuse.

Neither is the kind of parent who wants
to live lile over again through a child.
but as former competition drivers they
didn't consider the métier as dangerous
as some parents might, nor as unreward-
ing. They were outdoor people. They
considered physical risk a part of life.
After all, Surling and his sister Pat, five
vears vounger, had been riding show
horses and jumpers since they'd been old
enough to say “horse” and no harm had
come to them. So, after the Austin 7 and
the Morgan and the MG and such tradi-
tional school-cars of the British competi-
ton driver, Stirling graduated. at 16, to a
solid, reliable, medium-fast  German
sports car, a BMW (Bayerische Motoren
Werke) 328. In 1948, when he was 18,
and legally could drive in competition
as well as on the roads, he got his first
race-car, a Cooper.

The Cooper then (the firm is famous
now) was made in a garage that has been
described as approximately the size of a
big kitchen. It was a Formula TIT car:
5MM) cubic eentimeters of engine, which
usually meant a rear-mounted one-cvlin-
der J.AP. or Norton racing motorcycle
engine, propelling it at speeds up to 120
miles an hour. The car was tiny and
light. Steering was so quick as to be in-
stantancous and the engine dehivered
usable power only when it was turning
very last: il the speed dropped it would
promptly stall. It was best as a sprint
and hill-climb car. Moss put in an entry
for the Famous Shelsley Walsh hill elimb
and was not accepted: nobody had ever
heard of him. He tried again, for a hill
climb at Prescott, the famous venue of
the Bugatti Owners Club, was listed,
and on the scheduled day he loaded
his Cooper into a horse box and set off.

Prescott was then 880 yards ol twisty,
niarrow road. Cars start on the flat, run
over a rubber contact timing device,
scream up the hill and break an electric
eve beam at the finish. Every great driver
in Great Britain has run at Prescott.
Moss™ hirst assault on the hill was ragged.
But cach car is given two tries, and his
sccond run was a record for the 500 cc.
class. It didn’t last long, it was broken
three times in the course of the day, but
still it was a face: Stirling Moss broke a
course record the first time he ran in
competition. Knowledgeable people at
Prescott that day, noting the speed with
which he learned the circuit and seeing
that he made no mistake twice, marked
him as one to watch, and one perceptive
journalist so cited him in print. The
next ume he ran i a hill climb he won
it. He entered in an airport race and
won that, in pouring rain. He went to
Goodwood, one of the best-known racing
circuits in Britain, and won there, in
Last company. All in all, in his first year,
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STIRLING MOSS (continued)

a hov, he entered 15 events and won 11
of them.

For the next year he bought a bigger
Cooper, with a two-cylinder engine. He
kept on winning. His father, reluctantly
supporting his campaigning, serving as
his manager, conceded that there would
be no return to the hotel business or any
other. With mixed feelings, he began to
suspect greatness in his son. Moss was
invited to run on the Continent, a small
race at Lake Garda in ltaly, and offered
£50 in starting money. The Illians
thought he was wnusing, a boy, a pink-
cheeked Inglese with curly hair, and too
much of it. Some laughed at him and his
funny-looking Cooper. He won his class,
woing away, and was an astonishing third
overall to a pair of Ferrari drivers, one
of them the formidable Luigi Villoresi.
He began to form his own style of driv-
ing, patterning the attitude, which today
identifies him as far as he can be seen —
relaxed, limp as cooked pasta, arms
straight out to the wheel —on Dr. Giu-
seppe Farina, onctime champion of the
world. Other drivers watched him and
saw, gladly or bitterly, as their natures
van, that he had the stamp of major tal-
ent: he could do things that he had
never been taught o do. Finally Tazio
Nuvolari saw him and said, "Watch. He
will be one ol the great drivers of the
world.”

Since then Surling Moss has run in
466 races, excluding rallies, sprints, land-
speed record attempts, endurance runs
and so on. He has won 1M races. He has
won 41.6 percent of all the races he has
entered, a fanuasucally high percentage
and one that no other racmg-driver has
approached. For comparison in another
field, the jockey William Hartack. one
ol the greatest who has ever ridden, had
his best season in 1957, when he won 27.5
percent ol his races. Moss has had more
than his share ol mechanical break-
downs that have prevented his finishing
races, but he has finished 307 of them
in h second, third or lourth place,
and that is 65.8 percent placements.
Moss aside, the three greatest drivers
ol all time were Tazio Nuvolari,
Rudolf Caracciola and Juan Manuel
Fangio. No one ol them approaches his
record, except that Fangio, when he re-
tired at the age of 47, had won 25 races
ol the first category, while Moss has so
far won 15, In 1961 he started 50 events
and won 23 of them. This vear, when he
had won the Grand Prix of New Zealand
in a spilling, solid, tropical downpour,
and had lapped every man in the ficld
to do it, including former world cham-
pion Jack Brabham, another driver said,
"I wouldn’t mind, if he was a human
being!”

What kind of driving is this that Moss
does, and the other 15 or 20 men who

are classified in anv one vear as drivers
ol Grand Prix stature? It is hard o un-
derstand, becaunse i relates o ordinary
driving in about the same way as moun-
tain climbing relates to riding up a llight
ol stairs on an escalator. Basically, the
idea is to drive so [ast thac the car barely
maintains adhesion o the road, runs
just a hair this side of a tremendous skid
and loss of all conurol. Richard Seaman.
a grear Briush driver who was Killed at
Spa in Belgium in 1939, said that the
sensation of driving a Grand Prix car on
dry concrete produced exactly the same
sensation as driving a [ast sports car on
a frozen lake. The lastest driver is the
one who can come closest to the point
at which the car's tires will break ad-
hesion o the road and let the machine
go into an uncontrolled shide. (“Uncon-
trolled™ is the key word. Much of the
ume, the driver has deliberately broken
the car loose and 1s letting it slide.)
Since this speed varies with the individ-
ual car, with the kind of tires and their
state of wear, with the weather, and may
change every lew yards all around a 5.6-
mile course, a fantastic degree of skill is
required. Moss will decide in practice,
for example, that the car will slide off
the road in a certain corner at 97 miles
an hour. He will go through the corner
m the actual race at 96.5 miles an hour,
over and over again. perhaps 100 times.
Other good drivers will go through at
95 once lap. 96.3 the next, and so on in
a slightly varying pattern. Moss will beat
them. Another will try the corner at 98.
He will go ofl the road. This exercise 1s
mildly complicated by the fact that no
race-car carries a speedometer. The in-
formation it gives 1s not sufhcently pre-
cise. The driver judges car speed by feel
and by engine speed, which is impor-
tant: 4500 rpm m third gear.”

That is the basic skill required, to
estimate, almost instantaneously, and al-
ways correctly, that the four litde oval
patches of rubber that alone hold the
car to the road will give up and let go
ol it. here at 49 miles an houar, there at
103, there at 158, and, having made the
estimation, to keep the car within a frac
tion of those speeds. steadily and con-
sistently.

Next, one must be able instantly to
modify the entire equation in the event
of rain, or sand or oil on the track.
(American oval track rcing stops in the
rain: Grand Prix racing does not. unless
visibility comes down to zero, orv there is
floodwater on the circuit, or something
ol that sort.)

Then. one must be able o maintain
speed in wralhe, among cars going [aster
in some places and slower in others; one
must be able o handle odd little emer-
gencies, such as coming around a corner
to find another car spinning in front of

one: or having a wheel break off: or hav
ing the car catch on fre or lose its clutch
or 1ts brakes. (Total loss of the clutch,
making clutchless gear changes impera-
tive, or total loss of the brakes, is not
supposed to stop a  fArst-class  driver.
When Moss and William Lloyd won the
12-Hour Race at Sebring, Florida, in
1954, Moss drove the last lour hours or
so, Irom eight r.m. o midnight, without
the cluteh and without a trace ol braking
power. After the race Moss asked a writer
to get into the car and pur the brakes
on full; he then pushed the cir down the
track at i dogtrot with one hand. During
the race he had avoided a couple of

ark emergencies by sliding the car side-
wiys.)

Moss runs in no rallies now (his sister
Pat does: she is among the three greatest
rally-drivers in the world. irrespective of
sex, and she is indisputably the greatest
woman driver living). but he did earlier
in his career. He holds the most coveted
ol rally trophies, the golden Coupe des
Alpes. The average speeds imposed by
point-to-point rally organizers are usually
so high that the cars have to go flat out
most of the time, and it is a matter of
record that Moss once made up 12 min-
utes going dounhill in the Alps. A com-
petent professional observer has recorded
his emotions while sitting in the back
seat of a sedan Moss was driving at 90
miles an hour on black glare ice in the
mountains. They were mixed.

“We're just as hikely to go off the road
at 30 as at 90, Moss said, “so we may as
well press on.”

It is my own belief that these skills in
their highest orders are not available o
men of normal  physical  equipment.
Whether they are or not, Moss' physical
cquipment is demonstrably not normal.
His reaction ume is from 2.5 to 3 umes
faster than normal. Like Joe Louis at his
peak when, he has said. he often found
that he had hit a man before his eves
had had time to record the opening,
Moss has often braked, accelerated or
changed course belore his brain could re-
cord the reason for the action. His vision,
belore the Goodwood accident, was st
tingly abnormal. Denis Jenkinson. one
ol the most reliable of observers, tells ol
an ocaision when Moss  wdentified a
driver by name at a distance at which
Jenkinson, who has normal corrected
vision, could barely tell the color of the
man's car, Moss™ visual accommodation is
Fantastic: He can change locus from, say,
one mile w 30 inches o one mile again
virtually instantancously. His perception
approaches the extrasensory: He can re-
duce his time over, say, a 2.5-mile course
by a second a lap exactly; he cn add or
subtract a fifth of a sccond to the time he
takes to go through a corner; he can tell,
running fat out, if one tire has a pound
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STIRLING MOSS (continued)

less air than the other three; he can
gauge the amount of tread left on a tire,
in millimeters. at a glance.

Until Easter Sunday and Goodwood,
it was usually held that no one had seen
Stirling Moss make a major error of
judgment. Off the road enough to bash
a fender on a hay bale, yes, or run up on
the curb, that sort of thing, yes. but
serious, no. No one knows what hap-
pened at Goodwood. Thousands saw the
accident, but no one knows what caused
it. least of all Moss, who has the amnesia
tvpical of his injury. Driving a Lotus. he
was in fourth place in the ninth lap
when the gearbox stuck in fourth gear.
He came in, and the mechanics ook five
minutes to fix the gearbox. Almost any
stop at all will ruin a driver’s chances in
today's G.P. racing, and when Moss went
out again, he was three liIPS, or 7.2 miles,
behind Graham Hill, leading. He had ab-
solutely no chance to win, but tvpically
("One’s a race-driver or one's not”) he
began to drive at the absolute limit. Last
year, at the Zandvoort circuit in Holland
in a similar situation, with no chance to
win, he broke the lap record seven umes
in succession. He broke the course record
at Goodwood, too, and made up an en-
tire lap, 2.4 miles. He came up behind
Graham Hill at around 120 miles an
Lour, out of a fast bend called Fordwater
into a slower one called St. Mary's. It is
not a stretch in which drivers ordinarily
attempt passing. He shifted from fifth to
fourth gear at the proper place, but at
this point Graham Hill, looking into his
mirror, was astounded to see that Moss”
car was not slowing, but was coming on;
observers on the ground saw him pull
abreast of Hill's car and then go almost
straight on 60 yards or so into an earthen
bank. He did slow the car down to some-
thing around 60-80 miles an hour belore
he hit, but he did not spin it, which
would have been logical.

The possible explanations were vari-
ous: (1) He had finally made a major
error in judgment and was trying to
overtake Hill at a point in the circuit
where it couldn’t be done. There is al-
ways a first time. The great Ialian driver
Achille Varzi never had a real accident
until the one that killed him at Berne in
1948. (2) When he lilted his foot off the
accelerator alter shilting from fifth to
fourth, the throttle stayed down. This
had happened to him in the same car
the week before, but as he would be ex-
pected to do, he had managed. (8) The
engine had suddenly cut out. When this
happens, the car can go instantly out of
conurol.

Laurence Pomeroy, a world authority
on the racing car, was near. He considers
that the behavior of the car was typical
of a throttle jammed wide open, and
that Moss had one second, or one second

and a half at the most, in which to assay
the sitvation, decide what to do. and do
it. Most of Moss' retirements, and nearly
all ol his accidents, have been due to me-
chanical failure of the automobiles. He
can’'t remember how many times he has
had steering failure. completely lost the
brakes, the clutch, the transmission, run
out of oil, water, gasoline, been hit by
other cars (one jumped completely over
him and took the top out of his crash hat
— without hurting him). He lost one race
because when he hit the starter button he
found the battery dead —in a car that
had been two weeks in preparation for
that one race! "I can’t believe the num-
ber of races that I've honestly seen
thrown away by something really stu-
pid!”" he savs. Among the uninformed he
has a reputation as a car-breaker. It is
totally undeserved. The same was said
of Nuvolari, who asked only that a car do
what it was supposed to do. The ranking
rce-manager of all time, Alfred Neu-
bauer of Mercedes-Benz. for whom Moss
drove with great success in one ol his two
efforts with non-Britsh cars — the other
was with Maserati — jeers at the notion
that Moss is hard on cars. So does Rob
Walker, for whom Moss drives now. So
does Enzo Ferrari, who knows more
about automobile racing than anyone
now active in the sport.

It is commonly said that had Moss been
driving lor Ferrari the past few years he
would have been champion of the world
three times at least. Instead, he drove
British cars during the postwar years
when they were not really in contention.
When British Grand Prix cars, Lotus
cars and Coopers running Coventry-
Climax engines did begin to demonstrate
superiority over Continental machines,
Moss drove privately owned models, al-
wiays a year behind, and a few miles an
hour slower, than the ones the factory
teams raced,

The only legitimate professional criti-
cism that can be made of Moss is that he
has not been a good judge of race-cars.
He will concede the point. He has
picked the wrong cars either because he
didn’t know they were the wrong ones,
or because they were British and pri-
vately owned. He is fiercely patriotic, in
the old-lashioned way. “Everything else
is a suburb of London,” he will say, and
he means it. He has been on Queen
Elizabeth’s Honours List (Order of the
British Empire) and he's proud of it.

In 1951 Enzo Ferrari olfered Moss a
place in his team [or a race at Bari in
Italy. When Moss appeared for practice
the first day he asked which was his car,
and was told that he had no car. 1l Com-
mendatore — Ferrari, an  arrogant and
capricious man — had decided to assign it
to the veteran Piero Tarufh. Moss felt
that he had been grossly maltreated and

that, through him, his country had been
insulted. He announced. profanely, that
Ferrari had scen the last of him.

For 10 vears Moss raced against Fer-
rari cars, and beat them when he could.
which was often enough. But. toward the
end of that ume, in sportscar and
touring-car (gran furismo) events, he be-
gan to drive Ferrari automobiles, but
never for the factory, only for private
owners, The reason he did was simple
cnough: they were best. It is my opinion
that the best very fast (130-170 mph)
automobile money can buy is a Ferrari
coupe, and I have believed this for some
years. Ferraris have been very successlul
in long. hard races, like the Sebring 12-
Hour Race, and the 24 Hours ol Le
Mans. They are strong, reliable, hard to
break, qualities very attractive to Moss,
who has had so many fragile horses shot
out [rom under him,

Enzo Ferrari once drove. Later, when
he was a race-manager, Nuvolari drove
for him. He could not be indifferent to
ability on Moss™ soaring level. Nor could
Moss withhold respect at least from a
man the product of whose hands came so
near perfection. The climate around
them began almost imperceptibly to bet-
ter, and in April of this year, just belore
the Goodwood crash, Moss llew to ltaly
to sce Ferrari. Ferrari sent a coupe to
Turin for him to drive the 100 miles to
the factory at Modena. Although he has
been known to keep waiting for two
hours a customer anxious to buy $50,000
worth ol cars, Ferrari came to greet Moss
immediately. He showed him through the
Ferrari lactory, one of the industrial won-
ders of Italy and considerably harder to
enter than the Vatican. He showed him
this year’s cars and he showed him, in-
credibly, the drawings for next year's
models. He gave him lunch and told him
that he was as great a driver as Nuvolari
had been, and greater than Fangio. He
asked Moss to come to Italy and drive
Ferrari cars. People who had long known
Enzo Ferrari could not believe their ears
when they were told of the conversation.
“I need you,” this harsh, imperious,
gilted man said o Moss. “Tell me what
kind of car you want, and I will make it
for you in six months. Put it on paper.
If you drive for me, you will tell me on
Monday what you did not like about
the car on Sunday and by Friday it will
have been changed wo your taste . . . 1f
you drive for me, I will have no team,
just you and a reserve driver. With Moss,
I would need no team . . .

They were together, with George de
Carvalho of Time magazine, for four
hours.

“It must have shaken you,” I said to
Moss a few days later.

“It did indeed,” he said. “It was fan-
tastic. Because Ferrari could make a new
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STIRLING MOSS (continued)

car in six months, you know. A British
company might take two years. but he
really could do it: and he could, and |
think he would. change anything you
wanted changed from Monday to Friday.
as Mercedes-Benz would . . . but, I don't
know. I think it might be anticlimactic,
winning the world championship on an
Iakian car after all these years . . .7

“He'd be world champion tomorrow
if he'd sign with Ferrari,” Moss’ manager,
Ken Gregory. said. “But he won't.”

“1 admit I like being the underdog.
coming [rom behind. doing things the
havd way,” Moss said.

I think he may go to Ferrari, if and
when he goes back to racing. And il he
does I think it will be the ruggedness of
the Ferrari that will draw him. No mat-
ter how resilient a man may be, no
matter what reserves of spirit he has to
draw on, it’s hard to go to the rim of
death and stay there in suffering for six
weceks because a silly piece of steel broke
in two.

But, arguing against joining a factory

am has always been the necessity for
Moss' conceding that someone clse would
be chief. Moss likes to run his own show.
He drives Formula 1, Grand Prix cars for
Rob Walker, who is his [riend. He drives
sports cars for British Racing Partner-
ship, which is himself, his [ather and his
manager. And he [ree-lances. As the big-
gest drawing-card name in the business
—motor races in Euwrope often  pull
250,000 spectators — his  starting-money
fee is as high as 53000, paid [or appear-
ing and moving the car off the starting
line, even il it dies 100 vards down the
COurse.

Moss is as much a tvcoon in his way
as Ferrari. To an extent undreamed of
by drivers before him. he has made
vacing a full-time business. His income
from accessories and endorsements alone
is important. One reason lor the ferocity
ol his efforts to cure himsell when he has
been hurt is that he wants to get back to
the mainstream of his life: but another
is that when he is not in the car the
major source ol his income stops. He is
not profligate and he is not penurious,
but he likes money and he likes 1o live
well. He dresses carclully. Five [eet eight,
he has the slim waist and wide shoulders
that wilors like and last vear he was
listed one of the 10 best-dressed men in
Great Britam. The last time 1 lunched
with him he was wearing a jacket made
without side pockets, so that he wouldn't
be tempted to carry anything that would
spoil the line. His choice ol food is pe-
destrian, but his taste in restaurants is
not. His house in London will be a show-
place, and he is planning a beach house
in Nassau, where he has a home. He
moves among interesting people. When
King Hussein of Jordan visited Prime

Minister MacMillan and was asked whom
he would like to have as a guest for din-
ner at 10 Downing Street he asked for
Moss. [l Commendatore Ferrari cannot
conler status on Stirling Moss, but he has
other gifts to offer, and I think Moss may
wish to think about them. once his cu
riosity about his Goodwood crash has
been satisfied.

He is very deeply curious, and more
than curious: if he believed that he
crashed through his own error he would
consider racing again irresponsible and
he would retire. 1 suggested to him that
when he is well enough to stand the
shock he have himsell put under hypno-
sis and let himsell be taken through the
accident. Of course, he may not have
been able to determine, in his second
and a hall. what was putting the car off
the circuit into the bank, but il he did
know, then the information is there,
buried in his subconscious under the pro-
tective amnesia, and he could recall it in
hypnosis, in the view of a pioneer in
this form of therapy, a world authority
whom [ consulted. II Moss’ memory does
not return in the ordinary way — and it
almost certainly will not — he is going to
do this. He has had an interest in hypno-
sis Tor vears, as in so many other things.
If the process is successful I believe Moss
will recall that the symptoms preceding
the acadent were those ol a stuck throt-
tle. If so, he'll be glad that he can still
say that he's never had an accident that
wasn’t caused by someone else or by
something's breaking on the car. but he'll
be depressed. too, that he wasn't able, in
that second and a hall. to do more about
it. He has done more, other times and
other places.

For example, in 1957 he started the
Mille Miglia. the Thousand Miles open-
road race in ltaly, abandoned now. The
Last running was in 1957, the year Porta-
oo was killed. Moss started in a big
Maserati. the last car to leave the line at
Brescia for the run to Rome and back.
With him was Denis Jenkinson, his navi-
gator in the 1955 Mille Miglia, which
they won at the all-time record average
speed of 97.9 mph. They had barely
started. they were only a few miles out,
when they had what Moss calls not an
accident but an incident: the brake-
pedal shalt broke in hall. He told me
about it 1 a letter a few days later:

“. . . 1 was approaching the corner at
approximately 130 mph in fifth gear. 1
estimated that the corner could be taken
at about 90, therefore it was a lairly
sharpish curve, to the lelt. I lifted my
foot ofl the accelerator and put it on
the brake, and, on inareasing pressure on
the pedal it suddenly shot forwind and
broke off. More or less at the same time
I was dropping the car down into fourth
gear.” (Usually, in this situation, the

driver applies the brake with his toc and
works the accelerator with his heel) *I
pulled the hand brake on. which was use-
less: pushed the car into third gear,
mnmediately followed bv second. 1 re-
member the car fshtailing a littde. At
the same time as all this | attempted to
put the car into i bit ol a broadside to
lose a litde speed. T managed to get the
ar around the corner and then dropped
it into first gear. Finally Denis Jenkinson
and 1 had w jump out and swop it
manually! When T tell vou there were
absolutely no brakes ac all it is no exag-
geration . .7

That is how Moss considers an emer-
geney should be managed. He had pulled
the car down {rom 130 miles an hour to
2 or 3 mph, in a brutally short distance,
without enough braking power to stop
a child’s wricycle. in a corner., on a nar-
row road lined on both sides with people
standing shoulder to shoulder, and he
hadn’t so much as brushed one of them.
On a closed-course circuit, with room in
which to maneuver, he would probably
have kicked the pedal to one side and
gone on without brakes.

He and Jenkinson turned the car
around by hand. so as not to let it roll
into the ditch, and roared back to
Brescia. Moss came out ol the car in a
rage, waving the broken brake pedal
over his head. There was talk of
sabotage, but it wasn’t wue. The pedal
shaft had been made of a flawed picce
ol metal.

Moss was the more annoyed because
he would like to have wopped his run-
ning ol the 1955 Mille Miglia for Mer-
cedes-Benz, a classic performance, one of
the ereatest motor-races ever run. Not
only that, it was probably the best-re-
ported motoring performance of all
time, because Denis Jtnkillsml, Moss'
codriver. is uniquely ecquipped as a
journalist. An ex—-motorcycle  sidecar
champion of the world, he is completely
wanquil at any speed: he is a prolound
student of the behavior of the automo-
bile at high speeds. knows exactly what
is happening at all times, and is an ex- |
cellent writer.

Moss had asked Jenkinson if he would
try the race, because he believed that
with someone ol Jenkinson’s ability and
temperament it might be just possible
for a non-Italian to win the race. As a
rule the Mille Miglia was held to be an
[talian monopoly, because no one not
an Italian could hope to learn the road.
(Moss was the first Englishman to win
it, and the second non-Italian. Caracciola
won it in 1931 for Germany.) In really
high-speed driving it’s no use to come
around a corner and look to see if the
road goes swaight, or right, or left. I
you don’t know which way the road goes

(continued on page 157)
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There's a nautical term to describe a trim boat
that we think applies delightfully to Abby. She is
“yare,” isn't she? And so, we hasten to add, is the
Chesterfield King she always smokes,

For in a Chesterfield King, you and Abby get all
the advantages of extra length, and much more.
Only Chesterfield King gives you the unique taste
of 21 great tobaccos—tobaccos too mild to filter,
pleasure too good to miss.

Another one of Abigail's favorite pleasures is
yachts. In fact she is looking for a deckhand berth
on a nice yacht. Why not send us a picture of
your yacht and 2120 empty Chesterfield King
packs. Maybe she'll sign aboard—on condition, of
course, that you carry plenty of Chesterfield Kings
. in the hold.

CHESTERFIELD
KING
21-20



IRSCH BEGINS EVERY SEMESTER with a trip to the University Housing Office looking for half the rent,

half the cooking, and conversation —a roommate. Something alive between me and the walls—a

buddy. Anyone, if it’s not a fraternity fink or a fag, is all right. But life is various, and I make mistakes.
The worst was the pink, meechie little kid, an old man at 19. weak, bent, shuffling around in slippers, nailing
things down and looking at me from angles with his rat eyes. Quiet! So quiet I can’t remember the sound of
his voice, or anything he said, not even his name. A long name. It went for days, that’s all I remember:
Jeremy William Chalmers Dewdrop. Endless. “My name is Paul Hirsch,” I said out loud, “what’s yours?”
He whispered. “Jeremy William Chalmers Dewdrop.” Who the hell could hear him? But I figured to sce
it on the mailbox so why press. We found a four-room apartment; separate bedrooms, a Kitchen and living
room. Very lucky in this town; most students have to share a bedroom.

On the second day, I stepped out for a look at the mailbox. His name was under mine. Small, he
wrote it. He must have thought hawks delivered the mail, or maybe the shuffler didn’t receive any. 1
don’t remember. There could have been eensie beensie mail hidden by dust in a corner of the box. He didn’t
make himself felt, and the way it looked, the world treated him in Kind.

All right, I thought —he moves and makes little noises. Enough. I even thought this Pinky might be
what I needed. A roommate with minimal identity might be perfect for my junior year, a time of intense
intellectual growth. A time when he mumbled and paced, this Hirsch. He looked in anguish at the mirror,
and talked — long talks on Hegel, on Hume and Berkeley — searching for the look and sound, the style of
Hirsch, the philosophy major, and when I discovered riches, I took them to Pinky. “Hear me out, room-
mate. Hear the sound of Hirsch.” It was fine. The two of us— Hirsch and Pinky — fine, maybe brilliant. 1
even told him that I liked his style, his simple presence. I said I liked the general quiet, and the way he had
of never discussing his own major — engineering, I think. In fact, I liked his whole attitude toward school:
fundamental, down to earth, like a man with a job. In the morning, he just made himself a bowl of cereal,
picked up some pencils and notebooks, clipped his slide rule to his belt and shuffled out.

He came and went, did his small, regular things, and never complained. Once, maybe once, Pinky
complained, but nothing specific was said. Nothing, in particular fact, was ever said until it was total.
That's it, total. The whole thing is no good. Between you and me — no good. It reminds me of a girl whose
name I can’t remember. I used to see her a lot; never exclusively, but a lot. I told her she was dumb, and
she sighed. I told her she was ugly, and she sighed. For months I betrayed her with other girls, and when
she found me out she did nothing. Maybe a look, another sigh —I don’t remember, but essentially, it
was nothing. One day she said, “So long, Hirsch, I'm getting married to a person.” It stunned me, this girl, but
I laughed. I betrayed her some more, and I used to call and let her know she had horns. When she said she
wouldn't see me, I langhed. A few weeks later, for a joke, I proposed. Honor, obey, cherish, better or worse,
who cares. She hung up. That’s a meech par excellence. Not a word, not a sound of complaint until the
final NO, the ultimate-obscene-everlasting NAY.

I know I'm something to complain about. Hirsch is not oblivious; he knows he sleeps in chairs and
doesn’'t make his bed, and doesn’t pick up his clothes, and eats too much and talks too much and helches.
That’s Hirsch, no lie, so what. The roomie doesn’t like it, arrangements are possible. If it won't impair my
integrity, I'm willing to change. And if not, I'll skip out, or the roomie can. Skip, trundle, fiee —no grudge,
no regrets. But a word must first be said. Hirsch reads books, not minds, and he can’t know if Pinky is upset if
Pinky doesn’t move the skinny lips and make sounds louder than what only a bat can hear. It’s happened
betore that someone complained to Hirsch:

My first freshman semester, I lived in a dormitory double with Horace MacDonald, the football player.
He was all right, this MacDonald — he let you know his view of the world. I come banging in when he’s
sleeping, he says, “Hirsch, baby, don’t come banging in when I'm sleeping.” That's MacDonald. A couple
of words and Hirsch was aware. I come banging in a second time, he said it a second time. The third time,
he said, “Hirsch, you could wake me one night and get your head busted off.” Big, this MacDonald, a fore
arm the size of my calf. It was a privilege, a pleasure to live with him. I started leaving my shoes in the hall
outside and coming in slowly and very quietly. I came in one night while he was listening to the radio. His
back was to the door. When he turned — something made him turn — he screamed. “Hirsch, announce
yourself from now on.”

I began whistling. I took my shoes off and whistled when I came down the hall. The other guys on
the floor used to come out of their rooms to watch. No inconvenience. Hirsch adjusts — only say a word.

But 1 shouldn’t compare this with Pinky. The situations aren’t analogous. Before we even met, 1
knew it would work out well between MacDonald and Hirsch because I had asked specifically for a Negro
on the dormitory application form. Where it said “Roommate preferences?” I wrote “Human,” but then
I realized what the question really asked — bigot preterences. Immediately, 1 crossed out “Human,” and wrote
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under ““roommate preference,” he wrote “human”



PLAYBOY

“A Negro.” And that’s what I gorL—
MacDonald.

All right, this MacDonald. A man
with a sense of reality. No super-hypo-
psycho-involuted-sensitivity crap to be
discovered in that man. A whole human:
a body and words. I'm almost glad they
asked bigots for their preferences. While
chatting one night, I told MacDonald
what I wrote. He started laughing and
laughing. Terrific humor in him. I
laughed, too. He said, “You're funny,
Hirsch. A Negro. Imagine.” We couldn't
stop laughing, me and MacDonald. He
was the only Negro in the dormitory
with a white roommate. The social re-
tardedness of this university is hard to
believe.

After my freshman year, 1 tried living
alone. But four walls — they don’t make
a buddy for Hirsch. So, until Pinky, I
had a simple solution —grab a room-
mate to keep them off. 1 know what this
means — it means a few square yards
within which Hirsch and some party
heretofore unknown, bearing alien and
conflicting ticks, gamble on proximiry
for a semester. However, make rules,
work out a schedule, agree to do or not
to do certain things, and life becomes
mutually possible — even if there are
certain things about which nothing can
be dome. For example, my belching is
an integral thing, a part of me, built-in,
undeniable. Take it or leave it, Hirsch
belches. So did Collins, a 30-year-old
graduate student 1 lived with at the end
of my sophomore year. I could be
plunged in sleep under oceans, multi-
tudinous deeps of mindless oblivion,
and old Collins still found my ear. 1
would wake to his sound and watch him
rise, jerked up sitting in his bed with
belches, his head and neck snapping as
if he were trying to spit out a snake. I
would sit up, too, in terror. He never
woke. When finished, he just lay back,
and I twitched until I could sleep again.
But let the man belch, I said, and never
a word to Collins. And that wasn't the
worst. 1 used to read late at night, and
the only warm room was the bedroom.
Collins said he didn’t mind the light.
A good man, this Collins. I sat near the
foot ol his bed, the light falling over
my shoulder, onto the book, and onto
his bed. It smashed him in the face, but
Collins didn’t mind. Now and then, if
1 looked up hrom the book with an idea,
I would look right into Collins’ blazing
face, long and bony, shining with peace-
ful sleep. Gratifying, a face like that; a
svmbol of endurance. It gave me the
will to go on reading. Then, very late,
three one morning, I looked up with
an idea and Collins was looking back
at me with one eye. The other was still
closed in sleep. I looked at the eve. The
eye looked at Hirsch and I lost what I
had m mind. I moved my foot to the

right. The eye rolled after it. 1 moved
my foot back. The eye went back. I
lifted my foot and waved it in the air.
The eye went wild pitching around,
chasing the foot. I shut off the light, shut
my book, and went to bed. I lay there
wondering what to tell Collins, but what
could I say?— “Sleep with a patch on
your eye.” I never said anything. From
then on, I just went to sleep whenever
he did.

Hirsch, The Tolerant —a reasonable
man. He studied philosophy. During
the time of Pinky 1 had courses in
Hegel, Kant, and the British empiricists.
1 was reading around the clock, gorging
the mind with reason. I was giddy with
the truth, I staggered like a drunk,
bombed on heavy prose.

To Pinky, who was so regular, my
hours must have been strange. Amazing,
the regularity of Pinky. Every night
after dinner, he shuffled into the bath-
room, and I set my watch when he
flushed the water. Then he went directly
to his room and sat bent over math
books and graph paper, in one hand
his slide rule, in the other, a sharp pen-
cil. He had at least 200 pencils, every
one very sharp. He used them to print
out his important lists —the list of
phonograph records he owned, the list
of shirts, pants, coats and ties he owned;
his dozen books, his 20 magazines, his
combs, brushes, tie clips and every other
tangible his in the room got listed:
“Tie: blue held, red and green stripe,
hand-blocked imported challis; Beau
Vine Bros., Michigan.” The lists, he
nailed inside his closet door, and other
things were nailed neatly to the top of
his desk —a small white pad, a card-
board box of paper clips and a little
box of nails. On the table beside his
bed he had a Bible, opened flat with the
covers nailed down so it wouldn’t slip
off and fall to the floor. Nothing moved
in Pinky's room except Pinky and the
face of his clock, and nothing left it ex-
cept Pinky, some occasional clothes,
notcbooks, pencils and his slide rule.
I thought about nailing a couple of his
shirts and ties to a wall, but I don’t like
to irritate people with dumb jokes.

The one thing unrecorded and mov-
ing in the room was Hirsch, but 1 was a
transient phenomenon, like weather in
the state, unpredictable, and I didn't
come to stay. Just now and then, taken
with an urge to talk, Hirsch appeared.
That's when Pinky found time to
sharpen pencils. I paced beside the desk
and sounded myself out on Hegel, lis-
tening to Hirsch regurgitate and refine
the reading, and letting Pinky bask in
metaphysics while the little guy bent
over a pencil and a single-edged razor
pushing peels off the wood and scrap-
ing meticulously at the graphite. Hirsch
talked, and Pinky sharpened until the
point was right and good and true.

Then he put the pencil on the desk
and began sharpening another. He laid
them at a right angle to the front edge of
the desk, one pencil absolutely beside
the next. It looked nice, an unbroken
belt of pencils going from one side of
his desk to the other. Once, while Pinky
was at school I went into his room and
pushed a couple of pencils out of line.
Absolutely no malice intended. I hap-
pened to be alone in the apartment with
nothing on my mind. A sort of random
movement will grab the limbs in such
moments. After pushing the pencils I
noticed a sheet of paper beneath them.
It was a note from the Dean of Men.
Pinky never told me that he might lose
his scholarship because of bad grades.
I hadn’t even known he had a scholar-
ship to lose. But then Pinky never told
me anything. He must have nailed the
note there to keep himself diligent when
he worked. Good idea, I thought.

At dinner, I mentioned secing the
note, and gave him a few study hints.
He applied himself hard that night. He
locked his door. He didn't even answer
when I knocked, and his light showed
until very late. He began kecping his
door locked during the day, too, figur-
ing, possibly, that nothing he learned
in the room would be able to escape.

No lock on Hirsch’s door. If shut,
still to the merest touch it flies, expos-
ing a bed, two chairs and a desk loaded
with books. These dominate a terrain
of scattered clothing, shirts, pants, jack-
ets and a carton of sweaters. A mess, yet
Hirsch never even lost a sock. At times,
I may think so, but a quick search under
the bed and there it is, tangled with
underwear, sneakers and a camera, a
lovely Argyle. Once a month, I sweep
up the clothes and take them to a laun-
dry. “Boil it,” I say. “Use acid.” When,
during midterms, I was too busy to get
that done, Pinky started closing my
door, too, and leaving the windows in-
side wide open. Very nice, a room full
of dead leaves and sparrows. A hint for
Hirsch. I understood. I swept the laun-
dry into a consolidated fungus bundle
and right out that weekend. “Boil it,”
I said. “Send me a cable when you're
finished.”

Not a word from Pinky, but at least
a hint. Hirsch accommodated, and life
went on. No hurts, no anguish, just on.
Pinky and I went to classes, then home,
then study. Except for my club meetings
and girls, that's all there was.

I saw a lot of girls that semester.
Pinky was secing one. Maybe he was
studying too hard for more, or maybe
he felt committed to this one, a fat girl
with about 20 more pounds than Pinky
had. Once in a while he made a tele-
phone whisper, laid down the receiver
and left the apartment. An hour or so
later he came back with her. Never a

(continued on page 84)
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sound of Hirsch

word to Hirsch, they just swept into
his room, the door is locked, and shortly
it begins: “God, no, don't, yes, yes, no,
yes, God, oh God, James, James, Janes,”
or whatever his name was.

No hello, no goodbye, and the door is
locked. But Hirsch too had spells of in-
sulation. At dinner every night, I tended
to lose Pinky. I eat myself deaf. Not
instantly, but gradually I gorge deep
into oblivion. The brain filters down
with the food, and both become null in
the winding sack. Admittedly, my fault:
never hear a thing when I eat, and then
I go blind. It begins when the sound
of dishes and silver, running water and
the refrigerator door wakes me from my
afternoon nap. I'm starving. Out of bed.
To the kitchen. Good Pinky is fixing
dinner. “Great stew, great,” 1 say, having
tasted it earlier when 1 returned from
school. “That's a genius stew,” 1 add,
reeling to the table. He senses urgency
in the air, flings together a salad and
sets it down. “All right, this salad. All
right.” Pinky watches. 1 scoff up the
oily grass. “Classic salad. Only way to
have it. No garbage. Just lettuce. Stew
there?” He looks into the pan, and
shoves around in the sauce, looking,
looking. *“Mushrooms?” 1 ask. “I left a
few on the bottom. Great idea, the
homely mushroom. Genius.” He sits op-
posite me and picks at his portion of the
stew. Very listless type, this Pinky. I
eat, cat. A lot of noise in my head. I eat
the noise and I'm deaf. Can’t hear
what’s happening outside, but Hirsch
hasn’t yet lost complete contact. Eyes,
two of them right in my head. They see
Pinky not eating, watching Hirsch.

An hour later I'm in my room,
stunned; no recollection how 1 got
there. But something begins to return:
in the moments following the meal,
there was a curious suspension. Time
had stopped like muddy water in a hole,
and Hirsch lay on it like a crust. In fact,
Hirsch sat: slumped, perspiring, spread-
legged. He saw things slowly: an empty
plate. a knile, two knives, glasses, and
there — Pinky — wavering to and  fro.
Air pierced my nostrils as if through
tiny “fifes. The nose, I thought with
fright, no good for breathing now. Use
the mouth. A girl said once, “I"see that
vou breathe a lot through your mouth.”
This girl was a great critic of Hirsch.
“What do you mean, you see?”” 1 asked.
“Well, then, not see. Hear, I mean. But
sitting beside vou in a movie, is like
sitting beside a panther,” she said. For-
tunately, 1 never invited her 1o dinner;
for her it would have been like sitting
beside a man in an iron lung. Bui
Hirsch must breathe, and Pinky took the
opportunity then to clear the table. Not
always, but sometimes after a big meal,
I felt a needle in such unnecessary and

(continued from page 82)

inconsiderate dedication to movement;
and then Pinky began washing the
dishes. Here, memory cringes, emits a
shriek like the rush of water and ban-
ishes the world. Hirsch faints.

I noticed the watching. I noticed the
locked door, and the mnocent sadism
committed in the name of Cleanness.
These, I felt, were small ways Pinky had
for communicating with me. And that is
all: Hirsch does not luxuriate in revolt-
ing analyses of his roommate.

Not for Hirsch this universal, psycho-
mongering disposition to insult privacy
— neither the privacy of others, nor his
own. When Hirsch has a feeling, he
doesn’t ask himself why he has it; and
he doesn’t ask why he doesn’t ask.
Hirsch has too much to do: books to
read, papers to write, meetings to at-
tend — the Philosophy Club on Monday,
the Young Associates of Labor on Tues-
day, and the Social and Political Scien-
tists, Historians and Economists Club en
Thursday. The meetings keep me in
touch with the Real World, and I at
tend regularly. Unfortunately, girls at
the meetings are ugly, but sometimes
on a Monday comes a beautiful dope
for the word on logical empiricism: or
Thursday, one comes mad for culture
change in Africa. Hirsch takes a seat
beside Miss Monday. He clears his
throat:

“Logical empiricism bespeaks bour-
geois decadence, putrefaction of the
Western mind.”

She grins. Hirsch repeats the point:

“It is no more than the gangrenous
cftusion of a morbid middle dass.”

She looks grave. Dimly, she senses the
presence of an idea, and looks with
serious attention at Hirsch, a man of
knowledge and opinion.

Or, perhaps, Hirsch hears out the one
on Thursday. “Mau Mau?” I gently in-
quire. “You're versed in Mau Mau?
Then tell me what you know about
kinship patterns. Please, tell me.”
Hirsch waits through her silence, lets
her feel what it is to know nothing
about kinship patterns. Then, suc
cinctly, he puts it to her: “That's the
clue to Mau Mau. Nothing else. You
know what 1 mean? I mean you're ig-
norant.”

Information, logic, social truth, Real-
politik; it’s the sound of Hirsch. Real-
politik  sledged right between the
gorgeous eyes and they blink for Hirsch,
and they drop like twilight, like a bleed-
ing cow on mushy knees with the ham-
mer still ringing damage to the brain.
I get seized. The voice rises, fills halls
and rooms with songs of truth. My
women go sounded, soundly enriched.
Pinky can testify; he heard lectures com-
ing from my room all semester. The
whole Hirsch, I contend, is a service 1o

guts and brain. And the service is ap-
preciated: my shirts are gratefully
ironed, my papers are typed for me.
There are picces of Hirsch all over
town. None are named Eurydice, but
still a veritable Orpheus, this Hirsch.
The name itself flies hot in the women’s
dorms: “HIRSCH.” It's more than a
name. It's a force slammed on bathroom
walls: “Beware the Hirsch.” No loss.
Slander in women’s places never made
a Hirsch go lonely. She said this, she
said that, who cares? Don't tell me,
don’t even tell me. Instead, say to him,
to Pinky the shuffler, “I1f Hirsch is truth-
ful, nod your head twice, if false, nod
once.” Two Pinky nods. But specifically,
an anecdote:

Once, very late, a strange one knocked
at my door. (Eh, Pinky? Two nods.)
“Hirsch,” it said, “you, Hirsch?” Never
in my life had 1 seen this girl. She said,
“I'm a sophomore and I heard — that
is, 1 was told — you might help me in
Philosophy 31.” Green eyes it had, green
eyes round and a green sweater big with
philosophy. (Pinky, Pinky my witness—
was she regal, was she unspeakably
lovely in green? Two Pinky nods.) “I'm
not good at Philosophy 31,” she said,
*“so I was told to look you up. My room-
mate — Linda Glass? — gave me your ad-
dress.” (Gentle Pinky, did the roommate
of Linda Glass leave in the morning
sounded, seized with Philosophy 31?
Two nods. What I ask is: Did they them-
selves seck out Hirsch? Two nods.)

But I'm an advocate of privacy.
Hirsch’s roommate entirely enjoys ab-
solute indifference, secrecy and freedom.
No intrusions physical or mental. Pinky
wants Fat Girl, that’s Pinky's business.
Hirsch here, is Hirsch sans eyes, ears
and mouth, a cipher, a negligible pres-
ence. In personal dedications, the room-
mate is man-alone. However, should the
roommate want to talk to him, Hirsch
transmogrifies, stands instantly available
—a pillar of sympathy and reason.
“Sure, friend. Put on the coffee. Let us
hear you out. I'll give you my opinions
of Fat Girl.” But Pinky never wanted,
so Hirsch never opined. A rigid proto-
col obtained, a fine discretion. Pinky
came home, went to his room and sharp-
ened pencils. He locked his door.

I was reminded of the pink goldfish
I had when I was a child. “What." 1
asked myself, “is the meaning of this
little fish?” When I put my hand inside
the bowl and flicked the fsh, nothing
changed. It was meaningless, that fish.
I climbed onto the table the bowl
rested on, and 1 peed into it. The fish
looked at me, a meaningless look. and
then dropped dead. But now it meant
something. I could point my incipicnt
philosophical finger and say, “Dead.
Dis is dead.”

If the shuffler had arrived in the

(concluded on page 207)
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sports
By ANSON MOUNT

pre-season picks for the top college teams and players across the country

THE IMPENDING COLLEGE FOOTBALL SEASON promises to turn any soothsayer’s crystal as opaque as a
bowling ball. Football. by its very nature, is permeated by the imponderable and filled with the
unforesecable. But when you nced a program to tell Rinkydink Tech’s 80-man squad of fleet
behemoths [rom an equivalent aggregation of State U stalwarts. then we have reached a delightful
state of competitive chaos — delightful (o the fans, that is, but hell on the coaches and forecasters.

High schools are burgeoning with ham-thighed, bullnecked chaps eager to play college ball,
and there are more than enough to go around. Nearly every coach we've interviewed tells us that
his sophomore plavers are among the best in his school’s history. Numbers are limited only by
scholarships available. The net result is an almost evangelical conversion to LSU’s three-team
system — three equally adept teams of skilled specialists, each of whose entrance into the game
depends on the situation of the moment. This is going on not only in the big schools, but in many
of the small ones. The 60-minute player has gone the way of the dodo and the dropkick.

The boys at Xavier University have come up with the most fascinating and most extreme
example of the trend to multiple teams. They’re going to field two separate teams this year with
entirely different offensive plays. One group will be a heavy, churning, grind-it-out team; the other
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Top row, left to right: Sonny Gibbs — Quarterback — Texas Christian; Jerry Stovall — Halfback —
Middle row, left to right: Jim Dunaway — Tackle — Mississippi; Dave Watson — Guard —

Bottom row, left to right: Duffy Daugherty — Coach of the Year — Michigan State; Hugh Campbell — End —
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Louvisiana State; Dave Behrman — Guard — Michigan State; Bobby Bell — Tackle — Minnesota.

Georgia Tech; Lee Roy Jordan — Center — Alabama; Fom Hutchinson — End — Kentucky.

Washington Siate; George Saimes — Fullback — Michigan State; Charlie Mitchell — Halfback — Washington.




ALTERNATE ALL-AMERICA TEAM

{Since most mojor teoms ore using o fwo-
platoon system, with both units of nearly
equal obility, here is our cliernate team.)

Ends: Robinson (Penn State)
Richter (Wisconsin)

Tackles: Barnett (Oregon)
Vogel (Ohio State)

Guards: Cvercko (Northwestern)
Breinig (Arizona)

Center: Craver (North Carolina)
Quarterback: Griffing (Mississippi)

Halfbacks: Ferguson (Iowa)
Faircloth (Tennessee)

Fultback: Poage (Texas)

Sophomore Back of the Year:
Halfback Tucker Frederickson (Auburn)

Sophomore Lineman of the Year:
Center Malcolm Walker (Rice)

THE ALL-AMERICA SQUAD
(ANl of whom are likely to maoke

*

someone’s All-America efeven)
Ends: Mackey (Syracuse); Ellerton
{Army); Webb (Iowa); Hitchler (Mo.);
Raesz (Rice); Profit (UCLA).
Tackles: Testa (Navy); Brumm (Pur-
due); Appleton {(Texas); Nomina
(Miami U); Estes (LSU); Kortas
(Louisville); Gregory (Duke).
Guards: Deller (Iil.); Simmons
(Cincinnati); Berry (Duke); Day (Co-
lumbia).
Centers: Hopkins (Texas A&M);
Bowman (Wis.); Mansfield (Wash.);
McKinnon (Dartmouth).
Backs: Mira (Miami); Baker (Ore.
St.); Gross (Detroit); DiGravio (Pur-
due); Libertore (Fla.); Szykowny
{Iowa); Rakestraw (Ga.); Shiner
{Md.); Hoppman (Iowa St.); Isaacson
(Air Force); Glinka (Mich.); Moore
(Ark.); Warfield (Ohio St.); Woodson
(Ind.); Timura (Dayton); Wilson (Ala.);
Hennessey (Holy Cross); Kochman
{(Penn St.); Skelly (Fla.); Leggett,
Futrell & Wilkinson (Duke); Taylor
(Ariz. St.); Goodwin {(Baylor); Gam-
brell {S.C.); Moss {W. Va.); Fracchia
(Ala.); Crutcher (TCU); Thornton
(Neb.); Wilson (Southern Cal.); Lind
{Notre Dame); Crump (Boston Col.);
Meadows (Boston U).

TOP TWENTY TEAMS
National Champion:
MICHIGAN STATE B-1

2. Mississippi ............ 9-1
A Duke T e 9-1
A48 Towa Bt At e e e B-1
O NS | i e 9-1
68 0hio:State T2 Foan T 7-2
74 N vy FT P SR e e S 9-1
B. Alabama .. aiaaiel . 8-2
9% Washington v o s 8-2
10 1S U e e e ] 8-2
11, Purdue: it 7-2
12 G L e 8-2
135 Oregon e 8-2
14. Northwestern ..... . .... 7-2
155 NMaryland 2% lewrs s s B-2
16, Penn Statesy. sec et o0 e 8-2
17 Elorida ¥, i oot e s 8-2
18, ATennessee aSeica s n s 8-2
195 Missouri# Tir =2 0 w A8 8-2
20; Texas A&M ™. " el o 7-3

Possible Breakthraughs: Ga. Tech;
Syracuse; lowa St.; Wyoming; Rut-
gers; Miami; Utah St.; Utah; Holy
Cross; Arkansas; Nebraska; Stanford;
Boston Col.; USC; N. Carolina.

Michigan State fullback George Saimes 140) ices Notre Dame's comeback hopes with a spectacular 26-yard touchdown sprint.

will be fast and elusive. In case of emergency, so to speak, each group will learn a third set of plays, in the event
they have to mix the two teams on occasion.

All this adds up to one more symptom of the vital change taking place in American sports. Football — pro-
fessional and collegiate — has become the national sport. And this will become increasingly evident in the next
decade. Baseball —once undisputed as The Game — is losing its minor-league farm system and dying at the roots.
Football, on the other hand, is irrevocably identified with alma mater and campus lile — lraternity dances and home-
coming festivities — and college graduates, fast becoming a major segment of the population, remain football fans.
A trip to the stadium on a brisk and fragrant autumn afternoon is a pilgrimage as well as a sporting event.

Football has become big business, and it’s getting bigger. In most universities. (continued on page 198)



WALL STRHREET
IN CRISIS

ARTICLE BY J. PAUL GETTY THE ANATOMY OF MARKET
CYCLES, OF BOOM AND BUST, OF SHREWD MANIPULATION AND IMPULSE
TRADING—AND HOW TO UNDERSTAND AND CAPITALIZE ON THEM

ON MONDAY, May 28, 1962, prices on the New York
Stock Exchange crumbled rapidly before an ava-
lanche of sell orders. The Dow-Jones industrial
average plunged nearly 35 points to register its
biggest one-day drop in over 32 years. Crashing
through the 600 level for the first tine since 1960,
it hit a day's low of 576.93.

By the end of the day, many big-board stocks
were selling at prices from 30 to 80 percent below
their 1962 highs. Shares traded on the American
exchanpe and over-the-counter markets followed
suit and also went into nosedives. Headline writ-
ers were quick to respond to the developments
being reported by the lagging ticker:

BLACK MONDAY PANIC ON WALL STREET

INVESTORS LOSE BILLIONS AS MARKET BREAKS

NATION FEARS NEW 1020 DEBACLE

Such were the scare heads that appeared on the
front pages of the nation’s newspapers after the
New York Stock Exchange closed for the day. By
the time later editions came off the press, experts
and analysts, economists and pundits were offer-
ing their explanations, hindsight diagnoses and
spur-of-the-moment prognostications. As is often
the case in such situations, some of the second-
guessers and crystal-ball gazers tried to gloss over
the implications of the collapse, while others ap-
peared to take an almost sadistic delight in prophe-
sying even worse things to come.

Two days later, several newspaper and wire-
service correspondents descended on my house
outside London. They wanted to know my opin-
ions and reactions and asked what I was doing
because of the break i stock prices. I told them
quite frankly that, while I sympathized whole-
heartedly with anyone who had lost money be-
cause of market developments, I saw little if any
reason for alarm and absolutely none for panic.

The overall current business picture was
favorable and, what was even more mmportant,
gave promise of getting better in the future.
‘There was nothing basically wrong with the
American economy nor the vast majority of com-
panies whose stocks were listed on the New York
Swock Exchange. In my view, some stocks had
been grossly overpriced. Irrational buying had
driven their prices to totally unrealistic levels.
The May 28 break was an inevitable consequence.

I said that I felt the stock market was in a much
healthier and certainly in a much more realistic
position because of the longneeded adjustment
of prices. As for what I was doing, the answer was
simple. 1 was buying stocks.

“I'd be foolish not to buy,” I explained to a
young correspondent who looked as though he
thought I'd taken leave of my senses by buying

when everyone else seemed to be selling.

“Most seasoned investors are doubtless doing
much the samne thing,” I went on, [eeling some-
what like a schoolmaster conducting a short
course in the First Principles of Investment.
“They're snapping up the fine stock bargains
available as a result of the emotionally inspired
selling wave.”

I am an oilman. Since the petroleum industry
is the one 1 know best, I bought oil stocks. By the
end of the New York Stock Exchange trading day
on May 29, my brokers had purchased several tens
of thousands of shares for my account. I hasten
to emphasize that I bought the stocks for invest-
ment and not for speculation. I fully intend hold-
ing on to them, for I believe they will continue
to increase in value over the years to come.

It has long been the custom for journalists and
financial writers to interview successful business-
men and investors whenever there is an “unusual”
stock market development. The opinions, infor-
mation and advice gathered from these sources
are then published, ostensibly for the guidance
of less sophisticated investors.

For as long as I can remember, veteran business-
men and investors — I among them —have been
warning about the dangers of irrational stock
speculation and hammering away at the theme
that stock certificates are deeds of ownership in
business enterprises and not betting slips.

Shortly before the 1929 crash, such authorities
as Bernard Baruch were widely quoted as warning
that stocks were greatly overpriced. During the
1960-1962 bull market, experienced investors
were openly saying that large segments of the
market were overpriced, and institutional inves-
tors —such as banks and mutual funds— began
to ease off on their common-stock holdings.

In an article published in this magazine in
December 1961, Wall Street Is Not Monte Carlo,
I sought to make the point that the stock exchange
is no gambling casino. I urged that selected com-
mon stocks be purchased for investment when
their prices were low, not after they had risen to
high levels during an upward, bull-market spiral.
I also tried to define the difference between the
speculator and the investor by likening the
former to an individual who makes risky bets on
the weather, and the latter to someone who con-
fidently banks on the climate. My contention was
—and is—that it is entirely possible to make
excellent profits in the stock market if one buys
carefully to invest — not to speculate.

Unfortunately, far too few people listen to such
counsel; far too many purchase stocks only be-
cause they hope to get (continued on page 131)
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THE BLOODY PULFS

nostalgia By CHARLES BEAUMONT

THERE WAS A RITUAL.

It was dark and mysterious, as rituals ought to be, and -
for those who enacted it — a holy and enchanted thing.

If you were a prepubescent American male in the Twen-
ties, the Thirties or the Forties, chances are you per-
formed the ritual. If you were a little too tall, a little too
short, a little too fat, skinny, pimply, an only child, pain-
fully shy, awkward, scared of girls, terrified of bullies,
poor at your schoolwork (not because you weren't bright

|2 o Ko . ‘ but because you wouldn’t apply yourself), uncomfortable
Eﬂ{l St T S | o ey J in large crowds, given to brooding, and totally and over-
? = 4 % . A whelmingly convinced of your personal inadequacy in

any situation, then you certainly performed it.
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in the days of our youth they were not deemed good reading : OPE RATO R#
and to us at the time they weren't good, they were great . ¥
0" AMIRICAS SICRET SIRVICE ACE

! LEGIONS OF THE,
{ DEATH MASTER

Which is to say, you worshiped at the shrine of the pulps.

What were the pulps? Cheaply printed, luridly illustrated,
sensationally written magazines of fiction aimed at the lower-
and lower-middle classes.

Were they any good? No. They were great.

Doc Savage, The Shadow, The Spider, G-8 and His Baltle
Aces, The Phantom, Adventure, Argosy, Blue Book, Black
Mask, Thrilling Wonder Stories, Marvel Tales —and all the
hundred-and-one other titles that bedizened the newsstands of
America in the halcyon days — provided ecstasy and euphoria
of a type unknown to this gloomy generation. They made to
crawl deliciously young scalps. They inspired, excited, capti-
vated, hypnotized — and, unexpectedly, instructed — the reck-
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less young who have become responsible
adults. Of course, they were infra dig- In
line with the unperishable American
concept that anvthing that is purely en-
jovable must be a sin. the pulps were
considered sinful. Although they were,
at their worst (or best), fractionally as
“objectionable™ as the immoral, amoral,
violent, perverted product available
nowadays to any tennis-shoe-shod sub-
teen who has the price of admission to a
movie theater or access to a television
set, they were proscribed by most parents
and all educators. Thus we indulged in
them in much the same way that we in-
dulged in the other purely enjoyable
facts of life. Which was an altogether
agreeable state of affairs. Formunately, the
psychologists of the day did not under-
stand the special sweetness of the stolen
watermelon. So they denounced the
pulps, wrote tracts on the fearful conse-
quences certain to befall those whose
minds were polluted by “the newsstand
trash” and otherwise did their best to
create a nation of addicts.

Addicts we certainly were. We gave
ourselves over wholly to the habit and
pursuit of the most potent literary drug
known to boy, and all of us suffer with-
drawal symptoms to this day. No one
ever kicked the pulps cold turkey. They
were too powerful an influence. Instead,
most of us tried to ease off. Having
dreamed of owning complete sets, in
mint condition, of all the pulp titles
ever published, and having realized per-
haps a tenth part of the dream — say,
1500 magazines, or a bedroomful — we
suffered that vague disenchantment
that is the first sign of approaching
maturity (16, going on 17, was usually
when it happened) and decided to be
sensible. Accordingly, we stopped buy-
ing all the new mags as fast as they
could appear, and concentrated instead
upon a few indispensable items. Gradu-
ally we cut down until we were keeping
up the files on only three or four, or
possibly five or six, publications. After
a few years, when we had left high
school, we got the number down to
two. Which is where most of us stand
today. We don’t read the magazines, of
course. But we go on buying them. Not
regularly, and not in any sense because
we want to, but because we must. It is
an obligation, a duty, to the bright un-
troubled selves we were. To plunge any
further into adulthood would be an act
of betrayal.

But the times have betrayed us, any-
way. The pulps, as we knew and loved
themn, are gone. The gaudy, gory covers,
the dramatic interior illustrations, the
machine-gun prose, the rough, rich-
smelling,  wood-chip-speckled paper —
all gone. The so-called “pulps™ of 1962
are nothing of the kind. They are
slickly printed, slickly written echoes of
their own grear past. Look at Adrgosy

now, and then think of the magazine
as it was when H. Bedford-Jones and A.
Hyatt Verrill and Arthur Leo Zagat
were waging their bloody Mongol wars;
pick up the diminutive, pocketsize,
lightweight Amazing Stories and try to
imagine it 20 years ago when its special
quarterly edition was the size of a dic-
tionary {(unabridged) and more exciting
than a ride in a roller coaster. Buy one
of these emasculated ghosts and display
it on a subway. Wait for the frowns, and
go on waiting forever — there won't be
any. The “pulps” are now socially ac-
ceptable, and I can think of no greater
damnation of them.

Only the wellremembered *“eight-
pagers” (Toots and Casper, Dick Tracy,
etc.) carried a greater sligma than the
old-time adventure magazines.

Happily, no sober, critical evaluation
of pulps is possible. Like any other nar-
cotic, they defy rational analysis. One
can speak of their effects, even of their
ingredients, but not —without weari-
some and unconvincing pomposity — of
their causes. Something in them froze
the addict’s critical faculties. He might
entertain a difference of opinion on the
relative merits of Putnam’s translation
of Don Quixote as opposed to Shelton’s,
but on the subject of Weird Tales he
was, and is, adamant.

Reacting with typically honest fury to
criticism of one of his favorite pulp
writers, the eminent regional novelist
and historian August Derleth wrote not
too long ago: “With that sublime, ego-
centric stupidity which characterizes a
certain subspecies of frustrate which
goes in for book reviewing in order to
find some compensation for its own
singular lack of creative ability by dep-
recating the work of those who are
creative, a reviewer recently brushed
aside a book of supernatural tales as
being, after all, ‘only pulp-ficion,” The
reviewer offered no evidence of being
able to say just what stigma attached to
writing for the so-called ‘pulp’ maga-
zines.”

Of course the reviewer who enraged
Derleth could not have been an addict,
so he ought to be forgiven; particularly
in that, no matter what he said, he was
probably right. To the hooked, those
wild and wonderful stories were all
great; to the unhooked (a state ol being
difficult for the hooked to imagine), they
were no doubt dreadful, hardly to be
classed as literature.

1t is true that they were unlike any
other literature to which we had been ex-
posed. Before our encounters with Black
Mask and similar periodicals, we tended
to think of adventures as belonging to a
previous age. Buccaneers. Indians, Fron-
tier Fighters, Soldiers of Fortune — all
were in the past, we thought. Then we
read the pulps and learned that adven-
ture surrounded us, that danger was

omnipresent, evil a threat to be coun-
tered at all odds, and science not a lab-
oratory curiosity but, instead, an active
tool. We learned a lot of other things,
100, including the quaint but useful les-
son that it is more rewarding to be a
good guy than a bad guy.

Take Doc Savage (as we did, in large
uncut doses). Here truly was a worth-
while idol, 2 man among men. His
admirers called him “The Mental Mar-
vel,” *“The Scientific Genius,” “The
Muscular Midas.” His enemies called
him “The Yankee Menace.” He fought
on the side of Right, inspiring fear and
respect in those who would threaten the
U.S. of A., instantaneous passion in all
women who ever caught a glimpse of
him, and joy in the hearts of his many
fans. We loved him. For his indefati-
gable attacks on the fortress of Evil,
surcly; and for his incredible feats of
derring-do; but mostly we loved him be-
cause of his willingness to share with us
the secrets of his self-development ex-
ercises. Doc was a model of fitness.
The wisdom of the old fox shone from
his “strange, flakegold eyes,” but his
bronzed body was that of a young god:
lithe, sinewy, powerful. Nor was this a
happy accident of nature, but, rather,
the result of rigid discipline. The Doc
Savage Plan of Living was eventually
made available to the general reader-
ship, *“in answer to innumerable re-
quests.” However, the editor warned us
that: “Important as these exercises may
be, and as much as they may accomplish
in building you up physically, mentally
and morally, they should be only the
basis for bigger things in life.” What
bigger things the editor had in mind, we
did not know. If through the Plan of
Living we attained the abilites of Doc
Savage (and the implication was that we
would), then we must be equal to any-
thing, for the Man of Bronze was even
more accomplished than any of his five
assistants — and they were the best in the
world:

Brigadier General Theodore Marley
Brooks, “Ham" for short, Harvard Law
School's most distinguished graduate and
America’s best-dressed 1nan, who carried
a natty black cane within which nestled
a slender sword tipped with a mysterious
sleep-inducing drug developed by:

Licutenant Colonel Andrew Blodgett
“Monk” Mayfair, one of the world's
greatest chemists, a shy, gentle, squeaky-
voiced man with the build of a gorilla
and the tenacity of a scorpion;

Colonel John Renwick, enginecer ex-
traordinary, whose gallon-pail fists came
in handy whenever a thick door panel
needed smashing in;

Major Thomas J. “Long Tom™
Roberts, an electrical wizard, sturdy of
mind, frail of physique;

And, far from least. the archeologist

(continued on page 152)
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his was a transcendent need

i By ancx rvey HEY, LOOK AT ME!

ABOUT SIX MONTHS AFTER Maxwell Kingery died I saw his ghost walking along Miller Avenue in Mill Valley,
California. It was 2:20 in the afternoon, a clear sunny day, and I saw him from a distance which I later paced
off: it was less than 15 feet. There is no possibility that I was mistaken about who — or what — 1 saw, and I'll tell
you why I'm sure.

My name is Peter Marks, and I'm the book editor of a San Francisco newspaper. I live in Mill Valley a
dozen miles from San Francisco, and 1 work at home most days; from about nine till around two or three in the
afternoon. My wife is likely to need something from the store by then, so I generally walk downtown, nearly
always stopping in at Myer's bakery, which has a lunch counter. Until he died, I often had coffee there with
Max Kingery, and we’d sit at the counter for half an hour and talk.

He was a writer, so it was absolutely inevitable that I"d be introduced to him soon after he came to Mill
Valley. A lot of writers live here, and whenever a new one arrives people love to introduce (continued on page 144 )

to shout his undying ego
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“l think it’s so wonderful, Barry. The
way youw've moved up from Schhitz.”



article By MORTON M. HUNT

4

. MAY WELL BE A SYNTHETIC
CREATION OF THAT
ELECTRONIC FRANKENSTEIN
THE TAPE MANIPULATOR

MY FIRST ENCOUNTER WITH THE DEEPENING SHADOWS Of tape-recording make-believe occurred when, shortly after
a book of mine had been published, I was invited to come and be interviewed on Monitor, NBC’s marathon
network radio program. I went, as per my letter of invitation, to the office of an amiable chap named Fitzgerald
Smith. He chatted with me about the book for a while, and then said, “Let’s go into the studio and tape the
interview. I prefer to ad-lib my questions, but please be sure not to overlap me — just wait a beat after each
question before you start.” 1 must have looked puzzled, for he added with a wry smile, “I don’t go on the air,
of course. If you do all right, we type up a list of the questions I've asked, and one of our high-priced names
records the list when he has time. Then I'm edited out, he's spliced in, and that's what goes on the air.”

One afternoon several weeks later, on the NBC network, I was apparently in brisk discussion with two
well-known NBC reporters, Peter Roberts and Al Collins. Millions of listeners throughout the country heard
these two and myself discussing my book; but the Messrs. Roberts and Collins wouldn’t have known me if I
jostled them in an elevator. It was enough to make a man’s flesh creep.

I was intrigued enough to make a few inquiries, and discovered that this was but one of hundreds of such
bizarre events — if one can really call by the name of “event” that which never happened. Jascha Heifetz, for
mstance, had recently recorded a Bach two-violin concerto by himself — the first two-armed man in history to
play four arms’ worth of music —and Les Paul and Mary Ford, in an excess of egomania, had multiplied
themselves in whole string bands and soprano choruses. A singer I know told me she had just taped the leading
role of a Broadway musical in the New York studios of a major recording company, accompanied by an orchestra
that had never left Europe and had done its playing a year earlier; moreover, she had even sung a brief duet
with an ailing baritone who showed up a week later, when he was better, to do his half of it. And quite recently,
as 1 learned, an interview with Gil Hodges, in which he mentions Post cereals’ baseball trading cards, was sent
out to hundreds of local radio sportscasters with blank time left so they could dub in, in their own voices, the
questions to his answers, and thus impress audiences with apparent acquaintanceship with a baseball VIP.

It struck me that all this was more than a technological advance; in my own time, it was getting difficult to
keep one’s grip on the meaning of reality, and ever easier to ascribe historical actuality to happenings that
hadn’t occurred at all, but had been synthesized. It is true that illusions of various sorts have always been
acceptable in the performing arts, from the masks of the ancient Greek actors to Mary Martin’s flying across
the stage in Peter Pan, but these have not involved any real trickery of the spectator. The civilized adult has
always known he was watching an illusion, and accepted it as a part of the esthetic experience — quite a differem
thing from being fooled about the nature of what he is perceiving, and deceived about who is doing or has done
what. And if true of artistic performances, this has been true all the more so of reportorial or argumentative
performing. Listeners have willingly accepted the rhetorical devices and gestures (continued on page 114)
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Suave cyclist prepares to pedal his wear
on campus: hip-length suede jacket with
Orlon-pile lining and collar, zip front,
tab neck closure, adjustable side tabs, by
Mighty Mac, $65; turtleneck sweater with
raglan sleeves, by Korrigan lesur, $28;
putty-gray cavalry-twill  trousers with

96 plain front, belt loops, by Corbin, $20.

BEN DENISON

All booked up socially and scholastically,
BMOC earns A's in orange-olive plaid wool
surcoat with shearling-type lining, detach-
able hood, knit cuffs, slash pockets, by
Woolrich, $28; cotton velveteen pullover
shirt with short-point collar, long sleeves,
by RF.D., $19; cotton corduroy trousers,
with extension waistband, by Esquire, $16.

Cheerful chop wears wide grin and sporty
midweight wool PLAYBOY sweater with
crew neck, in black or red with white
rabbit, and in white with black rabbit,
contrasting trim, from Playboy Products,
$20 falso in smaller playmate version,
$18); nautically inspired nylon-cotton bell-
bottom stretch pants, by B.V.D., $11.



Geared for northern college climes, upper-
classman sets sartorial pace in loden brown
elkskin stadium coat with alpaca lining,
drawstring hood, hacking pockets, horn but-
tons, by Breier of Amsterdam, $100; comel's-
hair jocket with three-button front, patch
pockets, by Phoenix, $60; tan cotton cordu-
roy trousers with belt loops, by Corbin, $15.

and new

classic

revivals

directions
for the
academic | \

.

year

Style-wise student sports an outfit equally
appropriate for the studied informality
of class and casual wear: paisley-patterned
pullover shirt of quilted cotton flannel,
with three-button front, medium-spread col-
lor, by RF.D,, $10; oxford groy trousers
of crease-holding wool worsted, pleat-
less, extension waistband, by Thomson, $13.

Anatomy scholar studies centerfold in bufi-
toned cotton poplin windbrecker with
Orlon-pile lining, zip front, knit collar and
cuffs, slash pockets, front and back yokes,
by H.LS., $13; black-and-rust plaid wash-
able Viyella sport shirt, by Hathaway, $22;
coordinated cotton corduroy pleatless

trousers, extension waistband, by H.L.S., $7. 97



Tweedy twister gets set to swivel in blue
Scottish tweed sports jacket with action
back, side vents, flop pockets, three-but-
ton front, by Stanley Blacker, $50; oxford
gray worsted belt-loop trousers, by Corbin,
$20; blue-striped white cotton shirt with
tab collar, by Sero, $6.75; narrow-striped
98 silk rep tie, by Reis of New Haven, $2.50.

attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

SHARPLY SECTIONAL styles in campus
wear — once as unmistakable a clue to
the identity of enrollees from the vari-
ous collegiate regions as a Georgia
drawl or a Texas twang — have been
subtly subdued by the dominance of
the classic Lvy silhouette from Colum-
bia to UCLA. In the true varsity spirit
of individualism, however, the na-
tion’s five major college quarters con-
tinue to exercise their independent
sartorial prerogatives with taste and
imagination, but with discreet distinc-
tions observable only to the educated
eye. Hence pLaYBOY's dehnitive re-
gional rundown of style requirements.
To the uninitiated freshman, it offers
a time- and facesaving shortcut to
fashion favor on any campus in the
country; to the seasoned upperclass-
man, an indispensable gauge for up-
dating his existing wardrobe with
timely and appropriate additions and
replacements.

Before focusing in on our fashion
profiles of each campus region, style-
conscious collegians would be well
advised to brief themselves on a few
of the aborning Ivy-inspired trends
which promise to make a splash on a
nationwide scale. Along with ubiqui-
tous olive, navy blue will be setting
the understated color tone in suits and
slacks, headgear and outerwear, with
low-key grays and browns in their ac-
customed complementary roles, plus a
bright accent of tans and whites for
warmer climes. Disporting itself in all
these shades, the resurgent three-piece
suiit, a sartorial fixture of the Thirties,
has quickly become an impeccably
correct campus uniform — with jacket,
trousers and matching vest available

in winter- and summerweight solids,
stripes, muted plaids and midget her-
ringbones. From a strictly material
viewpoint, alpaca, cheviots and Shet-
lands will be coming on strong north
of the Mason-Dixon in sweaters and
outdoor-coat linings. In suit, slack and

Bearing blossom, fashionable frater awaits
date in his three-piece herringbone cheviot
suit,by Hanover Hall, $75; cottonbroadcloth
buttondown, by Van Heusen, $5; Dacron-
cotton topcoat with zip-in acrylic-pile lin-
ing, fly front, raglan sleeves, slanted flap
pockets, by Alligator, $37.50; narrow-brim
felt hat with center crease, by Century, $5.
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Keyholding collegian cuts impeccably cor-
rect figure in double-breasted tweed
British warmer with leather buttons, notch
collar, by Varsity Town, $60; striped cotton
broadcloth shirt with buttondown collar,
barrel cuffs, by Eagle, $8; felt hat with
snop brim, center crease, by Dobbs, $12;
Arabion mocha gloves, by Daniel Hays, $10.

..
—— . . s SR

Banjo-strumming baritone tunes up for cam-
pus folkfest with a harmonious ensemble:
Scottish tweed jacket with suede elbow
patches, by Stanley Blacker, $55; wool twill
trousers with leg pocket, extension waist-
band, button-flap back pockets, by Anthony
Gesture, $22.50; multistripe rayon-acrylic
shirt with buttondown collar, by Gant, $11.

Urbane undergrad puffs post-prandial cigar
in crimson-black striped Scottish tweed
sports jocket with three leather buttons,
natural shoulders, center vent, by Cricket-
eer, $45; white wash-and-wear cotton shirt
with grip-tob collar, convertible cuffs,
by Manhattan, $5; navy worsted slacks with

ploin front, belt loops, by Corbin, $20. g9
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sportscoat fabrics, worsteds, flannel,
wool blends, even cashmere and mohair
will prevail, with featherweight cottons,
seersuckers, whipcords, synthetic blends
and especially upsurgent poplins, gabar-
dines and hopsackings lightening the
way at Southern, Southwestern and
Southern California schools. Topping off
the campus wardrobe in every college
quarter — for the man with a head for
hatwear — will be a nationwide line of
smart university hats with welt edge,
center crease, nairow brim and tapered
crown in rich brown or olive felt (black
only at seemly Stanford); a heady assort-
ment of tweeds, corduroys and tyrolean
velours for jauntier predilections; and a
shape-holding, collapsible rain hat stor-
able in the coat pocket.

Exact wardrobes will vary with indi-
vidual taste, and with the requirements
specified for each college area, but most
men will find the following quantities
and categories more than adequate for
their campus clothing needs: four nat-
ural-shoulder, three-button vested suits;
three conservatively patterned, classically
cut sports jackets; six pairs of coor-
dinated dress and casual slacks; twelve
dress shirts (with locally specified pat-
terns and collar styles); six or eight pull-
over and button-front sport shirts in
long- and short-slceved models; three
or four sweaters (cardigan, crew-, V- and
turtlenecks in various weights); one neu-
tral-toned fly-front raincoat of Dacron
or poplin blend (with zip-in lining for
cooler climes); two casual outdoor cam-
pus coats (duffer, loden, stadium-type,
or polf jacket in waist- and three-
quarter-length), lined with alpaca or
shearling for cool-weather wear; six
pairs of shoes (cordovans, loafers, tennis
shoes, dress shoes, plus desert-style boots
for cold climates or lightweight suedes
for the casual West Coast scene); one
set of classic black evening clothes (with
white dinner jacket for warm-weather
cammpuses); as few or as many neckties
(rep stripes, madders, challis, foulards,
solids, black knits) as desired; an ade-
quate stock of handkerchiefs, underwear
and socks; a hat or two — plus rain hat

- for those who like them; plus a sufh-
cient supply of such localized and spe-
cialized attire as swimsuits, walk shorts,
knee socks, tennis and golfing gear. For
more specific pointers on the latest word
in regional campus wear, simply scan
our concise compendium of sartorial
prerequisites for every college region,
herewith:

THE NORTHEAST: Here in the homeland
of the lvy League, conservative traditions
have long endured and prospered with
the quietly civilized gentility of a sar-
torial bloodline relatively unmingled
with the radical strains of such nouvelles
vagues as the Continental prohle. In-
debted to Ivy inspiration for the increas-
ingly classic styling of their own fashion

silhouettes, however, all of the non-Ivy
Leagues — traditional outposts of com-
fortably casual, audaciously innovative
fashion tastes —have begun at last to
imbue their Northeastern model, in
turn, with a lively new look of engaging
informality. Assimilating this refreshing
influence without abandoning its funda-
mental tenets of elegant simplicity and
tasteful understatement, the Northeast-
ern college wardrobe will be fashionably
casual, decorously venturesome from
tyroleans to desert boots. A promising
dark horse contender last year in the
Harvard-Princeton-Yale-Dartmouth  cir-
cuit, the British-originated three-piece
suit has become a runaway favorite [rom
Penn to Ambherst. In midweight tweeds.
Shetlands and corduroys, these casual
country-squire suits — trimly tailored for
collegiate physiques with natural shoul-
ders, three-button front, Hap pock-
ets and beltloop trousers—will be
thronging Northeastern campuses in
navy blue, oxford gray and olive solid
tones, midget herringbones and small
glen plaids. Sports jackets will be making
their social rounds in the same quiet
combination of rugged fabrics, conven-
tional cuts, subdued shades and subtle
patterns, along with a modest revival of
Jow-key stripes. At beer party or bull
session, the brass-buttoned navy blazer
will be considered de rigueur; likewise,
the classic black dinner jacket (with
shawl collar or semipeaked lapel) at
prom or formal. Coordinated dress slacks
in dark gray and olive worsted flannel,
twills and whipcords should be supple-
mented with several pairs of sturdy
chino pants in standard tan and newly
favored black —a basic for knockabout
and classtoom wear. In the dressshirt
wardrobe: white, blue and subtly striped
broadcloths, primarily barrel-cuffed in
either snap-tab or buttondown collar
models, according to preference. The
news in neckwear is a renaissance of
regimental stripes, quietly complemented
by a versatile wardrobe of understated
reps, challis, madders, foulards and clas-
sic black knits. Your sportshirt supply
should include a selection of pullover
and coat-type styles with buttondown
and medium-spread collars in a varicty
of muted stripes and small plaids —in-
cluding two or three solid-toned, short-
sleeved knit polo shirts lor early autumn
and Indian-summer wear. A rugged ski
look will set the pace in sweaters: cardi-
gans, crews and standard V-necks in a
wide assortment of solids, stripes and
Alpine designs of bulky-knit camel’s
wool, shaggy Shetland and sleek cash-
mere tanging from classic black and
white to brilliant blues, crimsons and
canary yellows. For topcoat wear, knowl-
edgeable Northeasterners give the nod
1o standard semifitted Hy-Iront models in
gabardine or cheviot for dress occasions;
and to the three-quarter-length British

tweed warmer and the camel’s-hair polo
coat for informal social necds. A hale
and hearty masculine mood prevails in
the realm of outerwear for the active
or spectator sportsman: our pick is the
parka with drawstring hood and bottom,
plus a hip-length duffer, loden or jaunty
stadium coat with a warm but weightless
lining of shearling or alpaca. For heavy
dates on chillv nights, you'll be comfort-
ably correct in a black woolen Chester-
ficld with matching velvet collar. As a
final Northeastern note, you'll be able to
step lively — with both feet on firm fash-
ion ground — in the following footgear:
plain-toed cordovan bluchers, black or
brown hand-stitched loafers, tennis shoes,
desert  boots, brown-grained wingtips,

and a pair of formal black slip-ons.
THE souTH: In a sartorial declaration
of independence, the Southland has be-
come a stronghold of classically casual
styling. In no other campus quarter does
the student body dress with quite the
same [lair for blending soft-spoken tra-
dition with outspoken innovation, im-
peccable  correctness  with  unstudied
informality. As above the Mason-Dixon,
the prevailing profile will be conserva-
tive — natural shoulders, three-buiton
front, flap pockets, notched lapels — but
mellowed with a warm Southern accent
of individuality. From Florida State to
William and Mary, Dixie college men
will be playing it close to the vest with
Southern versions of the English-inspired
three-piece country suit: in midweight
worsteds, fannels and tweeds for cooler
climes, and in featherweight seersuckers,
poplins, gabardines, whipcords and Da-
cron-cottons lor the balmier environs of
Deep South schools. The dinner jacket
drill dictates black for the fall term,
white for the spring at cold-weather col-
leges near the Mason-Dixon; white year
round i the Southeastern border states;
and impeccable midnight blue from fall
to spring at tony Tulane, that elegantly
independent sartorial outpost in the
heart of Louisiana. Navy, gray, black
and olive will be seiting the autumnal
tone in sports coats as well as suits.
Blazers will be big in deep solid shades;
conventionally cut  jackets in muted
madras and batik paterns, and in these
specialized variations at three state uni-
versities:  lightweight  tweeds at South
Carolina. Orlon-wool siripes at Georgia
and olive plaids at Kentucky. Casual cor-
duroys and chinos will rank with dress
flannels and worsted pgabardines in
trouser preference; soft tans, grays and
olives will predominate, but a modest
revival of white ducks is expected to add
an accent of immaculate tradition to
the Southern slack-and-walk-short ward-
robe, In the dress-shirt department, but-
tondowns are decreed, tabs taboo except
at nonconformable Miami and the Uni-
versity of Kentucky — in white, pale blue,
(continued on page 150)
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REINING BEAUTY

our pacesetting miss september
sports a perfect racing form

September Playmate Mickey Winters first took to
horses last spring on a dare, and was so smitten with
the saddled-with-no-responsibilities way of life that
she has since been balancing her big-city glamor
doings as a Chicago Playboy Club Bunny with regu-
lar sessions of riding country miles on a nearby Illi-
nois farm. Born in Paris, Mickey (née Michele) and
her family made their move to Chicago when she was
three; following Windy City schooling, she worked as
a private secretary for Alcoa Aluminum before join-
ing the Club. Diminutive (she stands five feet, weighs
just 100 Ibs.) and full of fun, Miss September digs
picnics, Cannonball Adderley, walking barefoot, twist-
ing, T-Birds, Mort Sahl, and helping berself to huge
strawberry sundaes (though her 36-18-34 figure never
gives or takes an inch), and can be persuaded to fore-
go the one-horsepower bit if the option is a jaunt with
a guy in a frisky sports car. Our Bunny-Playmate also
likes relaxing in the hay; for winning evidence of
same, we suggest you glom the gatefold where birthday-
suitedd Mickey (she’s 22 this month) prettily illustrates
the finer attractions of old-fashioned country living.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON BRONSTEIN









Whether in or out of the saddle, queenly equestrienne Mickey
Winters wins our gallop poll as September's most likely girl.



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

A gourmet friend of ours advises that when
preparing a dish for bedtime, champagne
makes the best tenderizer.

Our Unabashed Dictionary dcfines falsie
salesman as a fuller bust man.

I take the next turn, don’t 17" asked the driver
of the car.

The mufiled reply from the back seat: “Like
hell you do!”

Deciding to investigate rumors of immoral
amusements among college students, a young
professor arranged to have himself invited to
a weekend party. After the party had been
going for several hours without a single inci-
dent, the much-relieved prof said goodnight
and went up to bed. He had hardly gotten
beneath the covers when his door opened and
a shapely coed in a flimsy nightgown entered.
“Did you want me?” he asked in surprise,

“Not especially,” the petite lass replied. “I
just drew you.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines harp as a
nude Steinway.

The maitre d'hotel at the Ritz was interview-
ing waiters for an important society banquet
to be held in the hotel that night. There were
very few applicants for the jobs and time was
running short. One applicant named Angelo,
when asked where he had previously worked
as a waiter, gave Harry's Hash House as a
reference. The maitre de reluctantly engaged
Angelo, with a word of warning to mind his
manners, for this is the Ritz.

During the banquet, after serving the turtle

soup, Angelo noticed that the bosom of an
attractive young debutante had lallen out of
her low-cut gown into her plate of soup. Quick
as a flash, Angelo jumped forward, seized the
lady’s bosom and after drying it with a table
napkin, slipped it back into her gown.

As he was returning to the kitchen to serve
the next course, the maitre de seized him by
the arm and furiously denounced him as a
clumsy oalf.

“But what was I to do?” Angelo cried. “1
couldn’t very well just leave it out there lying
in the soup.”

“Well of course not!” the maitre de said,
stiffening noticeably. “But when an incident
such as that occurs at the Ritz, one uses a
warmed serving spoon!”

Our Unabashed Dictiona:}r defines lesbian as
a mannish depressive with delusions of gender.

What are you reading?” asked the Pprison
librarian.

“Nothing much,” replied the prisoner. *“Just
the usual escape literature.”

A nman is incomplete until he's married —
then he's really finished.

Three young women were attending the same
logic class given at one of the better universi-
ties. During a lecture the professor stated that
he was going to test their ability at situation
reasoning.

“Let us assume,” said the professor, “that
you are aboard a small craft alone in the
Pacific, and you spot a vessel approaching you
with several thousand sex-starved sailors on
board. What would you do in this situation to
avoid any problem:”

“I would attempt to turn my craft in the
opposite direction,” stated the redhead.

“I would pass them, trusting my knife to
keep me safe,” responded the brunctte.

“Frankly,” murmured the blonde, “I under-
stand the situation, but 1 [ail to see the
problem.”

Heard any good ones lately? Send your favor-
ites to Parly Jokes Editor, pLAYBOY, 232 E.
Ohio St., Chicago 11, 1ll., and earn $25 for
each joke used. In case of duplicates, payment
goes Lo first received. Johes cannot be returned.



“Go ahead and putt . . . it'll be a few minutes before
the shock wave reaches us.”




110

THE APERITIF:
AN APPRECIATIVE APPRAISAL

drink By THOMAS MARIO

princely pre-prandials to pique the taste buds and perk the appetite

AS THE DINNER HOUR APPROACHES in Rome, Paris or Madrid, most of the knowledgeable citizenry settle down to
their aperitifs —a pre-prandial ritual in which the American-inspired cocktail plays only a minor, occasional
role. And more and more Americans are varying their habitual imbibement of bone-dry 8-to-1 martinis by joining
their Continental cousins in partaking of the aperitif’s piquant pleasures.

An aperitif — straight or as a mixed drink — is never taken for granted. Too often, in the conviviality of
the cocktail hour, drinks are consumed as indifferently as one clinks the ice in a highball. The first sip of an
aperitif, however, is something else again. It calls attention to itselt and its surroundings in the most beguiling
manner. Observe, for instance, the Frenchman in his natural habitat, as each afternoon he sits at his favorite
café table and partakes of his Byrrh, Amer Picon or vermouth cassis with attentive enjoyment.

To a Frenchman, each day’s aperitif 1s an excitingly different experience. He observes its color, savors its
scent. and samples it with a relish one usually associates with newfound pleasures. His senses then undergo the
most salutary of metamorphoses. His taste buds tingle in anticipation of the evening repast, the local scenery
becomes more vivid, and the passing mesdemotselles, though they may be the same jeunes filles who promenade
daily past his table, are viewed with fresh appreciation.

The aperitif family is a surprisingly large one, with distinct branches: the wine-based aperitifs — such as
Byrrh, Dubonnet and Punt e Mes, and the vermouths (sweet and dry) — the distilled aperitifs that range from
the French Amer Picon and Pernod to the Greco-Turkish raki, and on through the therapeutic, stomach-settling
bitters such as the Italian Campari and the German Boonekamp.

Although the word aperitif is French, it’s best understood if you go back to its Latin derivative, aper:o,
meaning “to open, to lay bare.” The first time your palate comes in contact with the liquid legerdemain
of the aperitit you’ll understand this etymology. Swallow an ounce of Punt e Mes, for instance; its taste, almost
as pungent as bitters itself, will immediately cause you to shake your head dubiously over what has been
espoused as a prime libational pleasure. But soon waves of hunger sweep over you. They intensify. You can
hardly wait for the antipasto wagon. Thoughts of the impending anchovy fillets in (continued on page 164)
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HERB GARDNER exii nebbish, stage lefi
WHEN HERB GARDNER wrote finis last year to
his McNaughtsyndicated comic strip, The
Nebbishes, he felt as if he'd “been given 20
dollars and a new suit.” The highly successful
Nebbishes, as everyone knows, are amoebalike
misanthropic humanoids who have also flour-
ished on beer steins, cocktail napkins and ash-
trays with such captions as “Next week, we've
got to get organized.” They had been Herb’s
constant companions for six years, and famil-
iarity had bred discontent. Gardner, who'd
been moonlighting a playscript for over a
year, decided it needed a full-time sink-or-swim
effort. It turned out to be swim. Jason Ro-
bards, Jr., was eager to do the play after a
reading, and Arthur Cantor and Fred Coe
were just as eager to put it on the boards.
Five drafts later, 4 Thousand Clowns opened
at the Eugene O’Neill to popular and critical
acclaim, with the 27-year-old Gardner unani-
mously labeled a fresh comedic voice in the
theater. Conquering Broadway at first crack
has not flated Gardner’s ego; he has resisted
big-boodle blandishments from Hollywood,
says he will only go out there to do the screen-
play for Clowns. Herb, who had previously
spent just one day in Tinseltown before board-
ing the first available eastbound jet (“I didn’t
know it well enough to hate it; it’s just that
everybody out there was too damned optimis-
tic”), prefers the professional pessimism of
Broadway. A cherubic onetime kid actor whose
wife, Rita, is an established Broadway actress,
Gardner is looking forward to writing his next
play. It probably will be a comedy, and prob-
ably will concern itself with people who, in
the words of the Clowns’ hero, Murray Burns,
want to “know who the phonies are” and avoid
a life that’s “one long dental appointment.”

KONER




JOHNNY CARSON stranger in paaradise

IN THE SIX MONTHS since the redoubtable Jack Paar
dispatched his final sacred cow and retired unde-
feated Irom the TV arena, a succession of intrepid
gladiators (among them: Mort Sahl, Merv Griffin)
has attempted to take up his bent saber on NBC’s
Tonight show — but so far none has matched the
flamboyant swordsmanship that earned the laurels,
nettles and Nielsens bestowed on their predecessor.
Next month, however, a heavyweight challenger
debuts as Paar’s permanent replacement: tart
tongued Johnny Carson, a 36-year-old comic-quiz-
master-emcee-panelist dubbed by NBC as the
funnyman most likely to succeed as heir to the
open house that Jack built. No Johnny-come-
lately, Carson is a video veteran of appropriate
aptitudes: as a glib ad-libber (on What's My Line?
and To Tell the Truth), disarming interviewer
(on Who Do You Trust?) and slyly satirical monol-
ogist (on The Steve Allen Show, etc.). Eschewing
the midnight-blue humor with which Paar em-
purpled the airwaves, Carson hopes to regale his
viewers with the casually caustic wit and choirboy
irreverence that have become his gilt-edged stock
in trade. Opinion is sharply divided as to whether
the phalanx of interim fillers-in will have aided or
impeded his chances of coming up to Paar. But with
such pleasant prospects in the offing, Paaranoiac
Tonight-owls may well discover that the catchy
malady lingers on — with a case of Carsonitis.

YULSMAN

SONNY ROLLINS sharpening his ax

IN THE LATE 19508, the sinewy, intricately webbed
ideas that flowed in endless profusion from his
tenor had made Theodore “Sonny” Rollins undis-
puted head of the hard-bop sax men. Yet, in August
of 1959, Rollins, whose bearded profile seems to
have been chipped from an Assyrian frieze, sur-
prised the jazz world by removing his ax com-
pletely from the field of combat. Two years and
three months later, Sonny returned to the musical
wars. The interim had seen him practicing in the
predawn hours on New York’s Williamsburg
Bridge, studying anthropology and music theory,
and gradually replenishing his creative juices. “I
needed time to be by myself. My playing had got-
ten stale. I also wanted to correct some of the
habits I'd picked up that were injuring my health,
Rosicrucianism helped bring me peace of mind,
| and the studying I did in anthropology gave me a
| deeper understanding of the dignity of people. I'm
now able to play more effectively because I'm free
of hate.” Rollins, 32, is also holding to a decision he
reached during his self-imposed exile; he refuses
to read the jazz critics: *Too much praise can mix
you up worse than a lot of raps.” Sonny vows that
“If the pressures get so strong again that they im-
pair my ability to play my horn, I'll leave the
scene once more. So long as I can keep learning to
master my instrument, everything else is straight.”

TURNER
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NEXT SOUND (continued from page 95)

of debaters, but they have also been sure
that they were hearing the real words
of real people, rather than synthetic
speeches and composite discussions.

Now, however, the borderline between
showmanship and outright deception is
so blurred as to be, perhaps, impossible
to define. A speech, an exchange of opin-
1oms, an artistic performance — all events
which have always had coordinates of
time and space in the real world — are
now being assembled out of raw mate-
rials and given a set of coordinates retro-
actively. A couple of years ago. for
instance, one of the most famous concert
pianists alive began to record a short
bravura piece faster than he. or anvonc.
had ever played it. Unfortunately, he
kept hitting fistfuls of clinkers, but his
pride would not allow him to back
down. The RCA music director in
charge tactfully said nothing. and merely
recorded it again and again: alterward.
he spent agonizing hours cutting up the
tapes, splicing together the good bits and
scraps, and finally achieving a dazzling
13-minute, 72-splice performance.

As almost everyone knows. this and
similar small miracles of creation are the
result of the fairly simple mechanical
processes involved in tape editing by
which sounds are cut up and recombined
as easily as arranging a bridge hand. and
which, if skillfully done. are undetecta-
ble afterward. Until the last century.
none of the verbal or musical sounds
created by human beings were recorded
(except in the indirect form of writing).
and hence none werce ever tinkered with
in the modern fashion. Even after Edi-
son invented his phonograph m 1877,
there was none of this kind of New-
think; Edison’s method involved cutting
a groove on a rotating cylinder (and
later on a disc), and the groove thus
existing on a plane or curved surface was
fixed and unalterable.

But if the spiral groove on a single
solid surface could somehow be un-
wound and strung out, it might indeed
be cut up and recombined as one wished.
A tape recording is, in a sense, just that
— not a groove, of course. but a narrow
strip on which sounds are arranged in
linear fashion; with time thus strung
out, the things that happened in it could
be broken up and moved about.

None of this was in the minds of the
early inventors of magnetic recording. By
the 1920s, engineers in Germany, Italy
and the United States were experiment
ing with both magnetizable wire and
tape, in an effort to record sounds more
faithfully and durably than they could
on the phonograph record. Just as easily,
too, the recordings could be erased by
demagnetizing them, thus making the
tape reusable.

Erasure is, in Iact, so easy that it was

long responsible for a chronic neurosis
among sound engineers —one had only
to push the wrong button and, instead
of playing back what he had, he in-
stantly and irrevocably lost it. A host of
myths has gathered around this fact, a
typical specimen of which goes as fol-
lows: A dozen years ago an engineer
named Willic Goldsmith, working for
the Carnegic Hall Recording Company,
pushed the wrong button while cutting a
master [rom a tape vecording of Jacques
Abram playing a Chopin piano sonata.
All was quiet lor a few seconds: then
Goldsmith reacted, but hall a dozen last
measurcs were gone. So, alas, was Abran
—eonc on a Western tour — but the
record company which  had  subcon-
tracted the job to Goldsmith's emplover
was committed to releasing the dise in
a matter ol weeks.

Goldsmith’s fix was complicated by
the facte that in his teens he had been a
piano student at Curtis Institute, and
had once studied this very sonata. For
two nights, he couldn’t sleep. harboring
both his secret and his temptation. Then
he gave in to his dreadiul craving: after
rchearsing  the missing  measures  for
many hours, he stayed at the studio late
onc night and sccretly recorded them.
Qut of a scorc ol tries. he had one per-
fect take: this he spliced in, and fnished
the master disc. which passed the client’s
and the soloist's later inspections without
any difliculty. He told his boss about it
only years later, and neither Abram nor
the record company have heard about it
to this moment.

The Goldsmith-Abram collaboration
would not have been possible if wire had
continued to be the favored method of
magnetic recording. as it was before and
during World War IL. Early tape was
much inferior to wire in fidelity and
durability, but editing wire involves
tying tiny square knots in the han-thin
stuff. Splicing two notes precisely thus
requires even more luck than skill;
moreover, neither luck nor skill can pre-
vent each knot from making a distinct
click as it crosses the playback head.

In 1944 and 1945. however. U.S. Sig-
nal Corps officers discovered tape record-
ers and excellent tape in abandoned
German positions. Coincidentally, both
the Minnesota Mining and Manulactur-
ing Company and the Armour Research
Foundation were independently devel-
oping another and even better kind of
magnetic tape. A handful of enthusiasts
started demonstrating the virtues of
tape-recording to broadcasters, and when
Bing Crosby saw how perfect progrims
could be easily assembled from numbers
done separately, he switched from live
to taped shows during his 1947-1948 Biue
Network season. By 1948 the switch was
on both in radio and recording studios.

Within a year tape became the medium
of choice, and last year upwards of
$40,000,000 worth of tape was sold for
sound recording alone.

Today’s sound tape — improved, but
substantially the same as chat perfected
by 1947 —is a quarter-inch ribbon of
cellulose acetate or plastic film, on one
side of which is a coating of ferrous
oxide in a resinous paint. To cut such
tape, one needs only a scissors or, pref-
eriably. a single-edge blade (a splicing
block helps, by making the angles of the
cuts identical); and to patch it, one
needs only a reel of splicing tape with
which to hold the cut ends together. If
the cut is made diagonally, either in the
middle of a silence or in the middle of
identical sounds. and the ends carefully
brought together, the patch creates no
click or noise as it is played back.

‘T'he most obvious advantage this offers
is the chance to cut out anything embar-
rassing or dull, and this accounted for
the first kind of editing done. In 1949,
a Saturday-afternoon performance of the
Metropolitan Opera was taped in its
entirety and scheduled to be broadcast
that evening. Lily Pons sang Lucia di
Lammermoor, and near the end of the
Mad Scene, she ran up to a high C,
slipped, and landed ignominiously on
her B flat. Ac the studio, a kindly tape
cditor removed the offending note
(which, musically, was expendable), and
that evening the radio audience heard
the revised edition without knowing the
dificrence. All but one gentleman, that
15, who had attended the matince, and,
having an odd sense of humor, had as-
sembled a group of musical friends that
evening to hear the fractured aria and
to make merry about it. When the mo-
ment came and went, all perfection, his
rage and chagrin knew no bounds;
within minutes he¢ was on the phone
threatening to sue the network, though
it was not clear what for. The threat
came to nothing, and editing went ahead
from that simple beginning to become a
fine art of anatomizing and rebuilding
both music and speech. For the converse
of removing an unwanted segment is to
collect wanted segments and put them
together. At first — and most of us can
remember those davs of innocence — this
meant assembling single scenes into a
whole drama, or selected interviews into
a documentary show, but through grad-
uzal refinements of technique, it came to
mean the selection, rearrangement and
patching together ol fragments as small
as a sentence or a musical phrase — and
even of single words or notes.

To sce how this is done, I watched Lee
Hanna, Director of News and Special
Events at WNEW Radio in New York,
edit several hours’ worth of interviews
and commentary on mental health into
a half-hour documentary. Hanna, a snub-

(continued on page 192)
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| there were many dead on the
e ridge but the big brass kept
' ' ordering; “attack!” PART I1

; fiction By JAMES JONES

In the preceding installment, the author once more
revealed his mastery in depicling a single engagement
against the broad *)rmmr;mn of war, as he told how C Com-
pany, under the fmmrmnd of Captain Stein, suffered heavy
casualties while attacking Hill 210 during the bloody
Guadalcanal campaign. Stein’s superior, Colonel Tall (via
field telephone from behind the lines) had just ordered a
fresh atiack on the enemy’s heavily entrenched defense
of the hill — to impress a group of v g brass.

“Do you want me to go ahead with my atiack?” Stein
had asked, because it wasn’t plain from what he'd heard.
“Over.”

“What else?” the Col’s thin, outraged voice piped at him.
“What else, Stein? You're not s he down Uu re

- Ay on a goddamned asshole vacation.
Laghs There was a pause and Stein could hear rical whinings
- and what sounded like pulite mumblings. He heard one
W distinct, respectful “Yes, sir” in Tall's voice. Then the
Colon 7 came back on again, much kinder now,
more ]mum' “Gel rmrkmg, boy! Get cracking!” Tall said
heartily. “Over and out’
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Stein came back to himself to find himsell looking into

the wide, nervous eyes of Fife. He handed him the phone.

Well, that was that. He had not even got to explain his

attack plan, and he would have liked to because once

again he could not be sure that he was right. But the big

gy brass had arrived at the phone station, obviously. There

‘o was no point in trying to call back while Tall had those
Thga, s bt &7 & people clustered around him.

; Yes, the big brass. The observers. Today they even had

an Admiral. Stein had a sudden and unholy, heartfreezing

picture, which transfixed him for a moment, bulge-eyed,

. ' by A of an identical recurrence up there now of the scene he

» himself had witnessed on Hill 207 two days ago. The same

T ,._' i ; ' w. harassed, a[_)pl'chl:llsi\'c Bartalion Colonel 1:\-‘ith _ﬁcld glasses;

D : the same dithdent, but equally apprehensive little knot of

eagles and stars peering over his spiritu;ll shoulder; the

same massed mob of pawns and minor pieces craning to

-
R
-
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see like a stadium crowd; all were up
there right now, going through the iden-
tical gyrations their identical counter-
parts had gone through two days ago.
While down below were the same
blood-sweating Captains and their troops
going through theirs. Only this time he
himself, he Jim Stcin, was one of them,
one of the committed ones. The com-
mitted ones going through their exag-
gerated pretenses of invoking the cool
calm logic and laws of the science of
tactics. And tomorrow it would be some-
one else. It was a horrifying vision: all
of them doing the same identical thing,
all of them powerless to stop it, all of
them devoutly and proudly believing
themselves to be free individuals. It ex-
panded to include the scores of nations,
the millions of men, doing the same on
thousands of hilltops across the world.
And it didn’t stop there. It went on. It
was the concept — concept? the fact; the
reality — of the modern State in action.
It was so horrible a picture that Stein
could not support or accept it. He put
it away from him, and blinked his bulg-
ing eyes. What he had to do right now
was get his Company HQ over behind
the third fold with Keck and the 2nd
Platoon.

From the top of the third fold there
was really very little to see. Stein and his
sergeants lay behind the crest and looked
as they talked. In front of them perhaps
a hundred yards away the waiting grassy
ridge rose, apparently devoid of life. Be-
hind it at some distance the upper
reaches of the Elephant’s Head, their
real objective, rose still higher. The
stony open ground, thinly grassed, fell
gently in a rolling motion for 50 yards,
then leveled out

Tactically Lt Whyte (whose body still
lay just beyond the crest) had served no
goaod purpose at all with his charge, Stein
saw immediately. Whyte's platoon, situ-
ated further to the left where the white
eycballs and sweating faces of 2d Platoon
now lay watching Stein, had rolled for-
ward in a long wave not directed at
either ridge but with its ends lapping
against both, while the main strength
bulged out into the open center which
served only to funnel the fire from both
ridges and the Hill iself. It couldn't
have been handled worse.

But that was that. This was this. Stein’s
problem now as he saw it, his first prob.-
lem anyway, was the getting of his men
from the comparative safety of here
down that [—ing outrageous barcass
slope to the comparative safety of the
foot of the ridge, where they would be
dehladed from the MGs and protected
from the mortars by their closeness to
the Japanese. Once they were there
But gewing them there —

Stein had already decided 1o use only
two squads of his 2d Platoon, augmented
Ly the men already hiding down there.

He was not sure this was enough, and he
had not got to discuss it with Col Tall,
but he did not want to commit more
men until he had some idea of what was
against him. He had also decided how to
choose the two squads. In fact, he had
given more thought to this than to the
other. He was obsessed by a feeling of
moral culpability about choosing which
men to send in. Some of them would
surely die, and he did not want to choose
which ones. Rather than do that he de-
cided simply to take arbirtrarily the first
two squads on the right of the line (they
were the closest), and thus let Luck or
Chance or Fate or whatever agency ran
the lives of men do the choosing. That
way no agent of retribution could hold
him responsible. Lying on the slope, he
told Keck which ones he wanted. Keck,
who certainly would know, who always
knew just where his men were, nodded
and said that that would be McCron’s
and Beck's squads, the 2d and the 3d.
Stein nodded back, feeling sorry for
them. McCron the motherhen, and Milly
Beck the martinet. John Bell was in Mc-
Cron’s squad.

But before he could do anything with
his two squads he must, Stein felt, know
more about the men already down there.
They were already there, and wouldn't
have to run the gauntlet, but what sort
of shape were they in? Were any of them
wounded? Did they have a noncom with
them? Was their morale unbroken? Stein
felt he had to know, and the only way
to find out was to send somebody. He
sent Charlie Dale.

It was an extraordinary performance.
The little man licked his lips in their
mean, dull grin, hitched up his rifle and
Thompsongun, and nodded his head. He
was ready to go. Stein, who had never
liked him, and didn’t like him now,
watched him go with a growing admira-
tion which only increased his dislike. He
went dogtrotting and unblinking (the
thick set of his back made you know he
was not blinking) in a straight line down
the open slope toward the grassy ridge.
He ran bent over at the waist in that
peculiar fashion everybody instinctively
adopted, but he did not zig or zag. Noth-
ing touched him. Arriving, he dived into
the thicker grass and disappeared. Three
minutes later he reappeared, and came
dogurotting and unblinking back. Stein
could not help wondering what he
thought about, but would not ask.

Charlie Dale would bave been pleased
to have been asked. But he really did not
think much of anything. He had been
told that all Japs had bad eyes and wore
glasses and were poor marksmen, any-
way. He knew nothing could hit him.
Going down, he concentrated his eyes
and all his attention on the foot of the
ridge. Coming back, he concentrated on
a spot at the crest of the fold. The only
thing he really thought about or felt was

a querulous irritation that Storm and
the other cooks had been sent off to the
3d Platoon and so weren’t here to see
him. This, and the fact that after he had
completed one or two more of these
things, he ought to be able to move into
a rifie platoon as at least a corporal or
perhaps even as a sergeant, and in this
way get out of the kitchen without hav-
ing to become a private. This had heen
his secret plan from the beginning. And
he had noted that casualtics among the
noncoms were already pretty heavy.

Dale arrived back at the third fold a
hero. In its way it was quite a feat, what
he had done. Even from the crest of the
fold it was possible to see the amount of
MG and rifiefire which had been hitting
the ground all around him. Everybody
who had not wanted to go, and would
not have gone, was pleased with him;
and Dale was pleased with himself.
Everyone within reach slapped him on
the back as he made his way to Stein to
make his report, which was that they
were all okay down there, that their
morale was unimpaired, but that they
did not have a noncom with them. They
were all privates.

“All right,” Stein said, still lying be-
side Keck on the reverse slope. “Now,
listen. They haven't got a noncom with
them, and I can’t send anybody here
away from his own squad. If you want
to go back down there with the others
when they go, I'll make you an acting
sergeant right now, and you'll be in com-
mand of that extra squad. Do you want
to do that?”

“Sure,” Dale said at once. He made
his mean grin and licked his lips. “Sure,
sir.” He bobbed his head on his perpetu-
ally hunched shoulders, and his expres-
sion changed to one of patently false
humility. “If you think I'm capable, sir.
If you think I can do it.”

Stein looked at him with distaste, not
very well concealed. But it was concealed
enough for Charlie Dale’s acumen. —Or
was it? “Okay,” he said. "I make you
acting sergeant. You'll go down with the
others.”

“Aye, sir,” Dale said. “But dont you
have to say hereby?”

“What?”

“1 said: Dont you have to say hereby?
You know, to make it ofhicial.” In some
slow-stirring, labyrinthine depth of his
animal’s mind Dale seemed to be sus-
picious of Stein’s honesty.

“No. I dont have to say hereby. Here-
by whart? I dont have to say anything but
what I've said. You're an acting sergeant.
You'll go down with the others.”

“Avye, sir,” Dale said and crawled away.

Stein and Keck exchanged a glance.
“L think I better go down, too, Cap'n,”
Keck said. “Somebody should be in
charge down there.”

Stein nodded, slowly. 1 guess you're

(continued on page 130)



BEWARE OF HASTY MARRIAGE

By SHEPHERD MEAD

the third in a satirical review of how to succeed with women without really
trying, by the author of “how to succeed in business without really trying”

AT LAST YOU WILL BE ¥REE of home and parents, free to
set your own course. From now on you are your own
master, making your own rules. Make them well. On
your decisions will rest the happiness of so many.

SHOULD I MARRY?

Yes, by all means. Marriage is a fine thing and should
certainly be tried, at least, by all males.

The wise young man, however, does not rush into
marriage. Temptations will be on all sides. As soon as
you are eligible, girls will know it. When asked how,
scientists throw up their hands. How does the salmon
know to swim upstream to spawn, or the robin to build
its nest? It is a deep-seated instinct, part of the won-

derland of nature. The bachelor who is hasty is sure to
regret it. Not only for his own sake, but for the sake
of his future wife, it is important to pick and choose
carefully.
You can have only one wife at a time, but the
bachelor can be surrounded by girls of all kinds.
Surround yourself.

GIRLS CAN BE STIMULATING

The period of selection should not be dreaded—
indeed many look forward to it. Bound only by moral
responsibilities you will be free to flit from blossom
to blossom.

You will be showered with care and attention, which
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is stimulating and encouraging. It acts
as a tonic, heightening the muscular
tone, improving metabolism, sharpening
the appetite, clearing the eye, improv-
ing the digestion, and generally adding
to morale and sense of well-being.

HOW TO SELECT THE RIGHT FIANCEES

Selecting the right fiancées is just as
important as selecting the rwight wife,
though you will select them for entirely
different reasons.

The perfect fiancée seldom makes a
good wife, and vice versa.

What to Look for:

1. Fun-loving Qualities. Being en-
gaged should be a mad round of plea-
sure and fiancées should be picked with
this in mind. A merry, even irresponsible
attitude on the part of the fiancée should
be encouraged — though, as we will dis-
cover later, it is the last trait one seeks
in the first wife.

Find a girl who is good at gay parties.
The two of you will be asked every-
where. But find a girl who can bring
real fun to a quiet evening at home, too.

2. Shill at Games. Choose a girl who
is skillful at all the many things a boy
and girl can do together. Anyone can
buy expensive entertainment, but the
couple who can amuse themselves with
little or no costly equipment will while
away many happy hours.

3. A Talent for Dancing. By all means
find a good dancer. Dancing with a skill-
ful girl should be like driving a car with
automatic transmission. The man should
be in control at all times, and should
always steer. Allow yourself to be led
and you will lose the respect of your
partner.

You need only a sturdy, all-purpose
two-step, a sense of direction (even when
whirled rapidly) and your glittering col-
lection of bons mots. Almost without
knowing it you will beldoing sambas,
rhumbas, tangos, waltzes, fox-trots and
mazurkas — and having a mighty good
time, too.

4. Bursts of Strength. Though the first
wile, as we will see, must have endur-
ance and must be good over the long
haul, the fiancée is called upon only
for short but often violent bursts of
effort.

For example, you will find that the
bachelor apartment needs little regular
care. Dusting is a waste of time, since
dust always settles again. The making of
beds, too, is shortsighted, since you only
muss them up every time you use them.

However, when mold begins to form,
you will be glad you have chosen a
sturdy girl.

“Really, David, this is a regular

g

pigpen!
“Oh, hadn’t noticed it, Annie.”

“You need somebody to take care
of you.”

She will come over in her old clothes.
While she putters about, it is your duty
to keep her amused. A bright story, a
snatch of song, and an occasional pat
on the head as she scrubs will lighten
her task.

If you have chosen her carefully, these
little bursts of effort will do her good,
trim down her figure, and raise her
morale.

It is well to re-emphasize here our
cardinal principle:

A woman loves you not for the
things you do for her, but for the
things she does for you.

5. Ability to Do Without Sleep. Dur-
ing this period you will be planning
your career and you will need rest.
Choose a fiancée who requires little
sleep. especially if she lives far away.

“Goodnight, David.”

“Goodnight, Fran. Be careful driv-
ing home.”

“Yes, David. I'll pick you up in
the morning.”

“Not too early. In time for the
gMe.ll

The drive, say, to Connecticut and
back may be tiring, but if you have
picked a firm, healthy girl you need
have little worry.

6. Capital Goods. Though stocks and
bonds are worth considering in the fu-
ture wife, you need make no such inven-
tory of the fiancée. Just make sure she
has good physical equipment — say, the
use of a convertible, beach house, tennis
court, club membership or the like. Are
they paid for? This is not your concern.
They need only be in good working
order.

HER FAMILY CAN HELP

Many young men feel that the fian-
cée’s mother is a danger spot, to be
avoided if possible. This is immature
and foolish. Her mother, if properly
handled, can be your most valuable ally.
Get her on your side.

“Do you mind if I call you
‘Mother,” Mrs. Simpkins?”

“Why, no, David, not at alll”

(She will never mind.)

Once you have established yourself
as a lovable boy, let her know you are
made of solid stuff. Mothers think
ahead, into the future. Think with her.

“She’s such a child, Mother
Simpkins. Wish you'd help me
bring her down to earth. Face real-
ities. Home, little ones — and, one
day—a place by the fire for
Granny.”

A general attack on the whole moral
structure will be helpiul.

“You've done everything humanly

possible, Mother Simpkins. But
these days, with Real Values slip-
ping, one can scarcely go through
a day without, somehow, a sense of
moral outrage.”

“Shouldn’t people have some fun,
David?"”

“At whose expense?”

After a bit of this you will be on firm
ground.

“Mother, can’t I stay out just a
little later?”

“No. I told you before that —"

“But I'm going with David,
Mother.”

“Oh, well then. I'm sure you'll
be all right with David."”

HOW TO BREAK ENGAGEMENTS

There can be real magic in an en-
gagement as long as it is kept on a vague
and timeless basis. Once a wedding date
is mentioned and active preparations
are under way, the magic flies. You may
even develop unpleasant nervous dis-
orders.

Avoid a date. Your object will be to
create a feeling of vague enthusiasm.

When talk becomes specific or when,
for any other reason, the laughter begins
to go out of your romance, it is time to
break the engagement.

Try, whenever possible, to spare her
feelings. It is best to make it seem that
she is tiring of you.

1. The Transfer of Title. Make a
home for her in another’s heart. If you
handle it properly you can make it seem
that you are the one who is being aban-
doned. Choose a reliable fellow, one that
you feel would make her happy.

“How do you get muscles like
that, Joe?”

(If, for example, he is the outdoor
type.)

“Well, uh, Dave, you gotta keep
trainin’.”

“Maybe I ought to go in for that.
Every time I come near Fran she
says, ‘If only you had beautiful
muscles like Joel””

“She did, huh, she did?"

“Yep. Oh, she loves me, I guess.
If she’d only stop talking about
you, Joe."

Speak to her, too.

“Thought you'd be safe with Joe
at the club dance, Fran. Now I'mm
beginning to wonder.”

“Oh?”

“He hasn’t talked of a thing since.
Watch your step now! After all, a
guy with all Joe's money is always
a temptation.”

“Has Joe got money?”

(Money always piques female in-
tevest, and can be mentioned frecly,

(concluded on page 205)
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GONTEMPORARY
ADVERTISING

While we yield to no one in our admiration
for the advertising gents who artfully
awaken the consuming interest of the pub-
lic, we have always regretted the way Mad
Ave agencies keep their most effective sell-
ing points under wraps. Doing some ad-
libbing of our own, we herewith offer a
tongue-in-cheeky look at how certain fa-
miliar advertisements might be revamped
were today’s soft sell carried to its most
unfettered—and most attractive—extreme.
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Just wear a smile
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THIN RED LIN E (continued from page 118)

right. But take care of yourself. 1 need
vou.

“I'll take care of myself as good as any-
body can around here,” was Keck’s hu-
morless answer.

Around them the tension over the at-
tack was beginning to mount and be felt.
It showed plainly on the faces of 2d
Platoon, white-eyed and sweating, and
all wrned toward the little group of
leaders like a row of sunflowers turned
toward the sun. On the left the first ele-
ments of the 3d Platoon had reappeared
in the low between the second and third
lolds and were making their way toward
Stein running bent over at the waist, the
others following strung out behind them.
Over the top of the second fold behind
him another, lone figure came hurrving
toward Stein, also running bent over at
the waist. It was Witt returning, this
time with his rifle and some extra bando-
liers. Everything seemed to be concen-
trating. The moment of truth, Stein
thought and looked at his watch, which
said 12:02. Moment of truth, s—. My
God. could it have been that long? It
scemed like only seconds. And yet it
scemed like years, too. It was at this
moment that Pfc Doll — or his fate for
him — chose to return from his hazard-
ous mission to Ist Platoon.

Doll came running up the slight slope
at about the middle of the 2d Platoon,
dove over the crest and fell, then scram-
bled along the reverse slope to where
Stemn was, to report. He had found Sgt
Culn. But arriving at the knot of leaders
he collapsed, sobbing for breath for al-
most a2 minute. There was ne giggling this
time, and no arch display of insouciance.
His face was drawn and strained, the
Imes beside his open mouth deeply
etched. He had run along the uneven
line of holes calling for Skinny Culn,
with hre being put down all around him.
Men had looked up at him from their
holes with startled dishelief on their
faces. His body, abetted by his imagina-
tion. had quickly reached the point
where it was threatening to disobey him.
Finally three holes in front of him a
hand and arm had shot into the air, the
hand describing the old circular hand-
and-arm signal for "Gather here.” Doll
had pulled up to find Culn lying placidly
on his side and grinning up at him ruc-
fully, his rifle hugged against his chest.
“Come right in,” Culn said; but Doll
had already dived. The hole wasn't big
cnough for two men. They had huddled
together in it while Doll brought Culn
up to date on the casnalties, told him
Stein’s plan, told him Ist Platoon’s part
in it. Culn had scratched his reddish
stubble. “So I got the plawoon. Well,
well. Okay, tell him 'l wry. But you tell
Bugger we're sort of de-morale-ized
down here. as it says in the field man-

uals. But I'll do the best I can.” Seconds
later Doll had been back behind the
third fold in what seemed to him to be
enormous safety, and then reporting to
Stein. He made his report proudly.

Doll did not know what kind of re-
ception he had expected from them, but
it was not the one that he got. Charlie
Dale had already returned before him,
and from a tougher mission, and with
much less display of nerves. 3d Platoon
was in the act of arriving, and had to be
taken care of by Stein. And the mount-
ing tension of the coming attack made
everybody rather preoccupied, anyway.
Bugger listened to his report and nodded,
gave him a pat on the arm as one might
toss a fish to a trained seal after its act,
and dismissed him. Doll had no choice
but to crawl away, his bravery and hero-
ism ignored and unappreciated. Won-
dering that he was still alive, he ached
to tell somebody how narrowly he had
escaped death. And then, as he sat down
and looked up, there adding salt to his
wounds was Charlie Dale, sitting nearby
and grinning a rapaciously superior grin
at him. While he sat and stared back at
him, Doll was forced to listen to little
Private Bead, lying beside him, recount
the tale of Dale’s exploit.

Nor was Dale all. Witt, the mad vol-
unteer, the crazy sentimental Kentuck-
ian who wanted to come back to a rifle
company under fire, had been crouching
behind Doll all during Doll’s report,
waiting his own turn at Stein. Now he
reported too and when Stein briefly ex-
plained the impending attack to him, he
immediately asked permission to go
along. Stein, unable to hide his stunned
disbelief entirely, nodded his agreement
and sent Witt over to Milly Beck’s squad.
It was this final straw. this blow in the
face by Fate, added to the knowledge
that Charlie Dale was going — and as an
acting sergeant yet, which made Doll
open his mouth and speak up. As much
a reflex as the yell of a2 man pricked
with a knife, Doll heard his voice. With
horror he listened to himself asking, in
a clear, bell-like, resolute, confident tone,
if he could not go along himself. When
Stein said yes and sent him to McCron’s
squad, he crawled away biting the in-
side of his lip so hard that it brought
tears to his eyes. He was wishing he
could do worse: bang his head up and
down on a rock: bite a whole chunk out
of his arm. Why did he do things like
this to hunself? Why did he?

There was nothing to keep them now.
Everything was arranged. They could
get on with it any time. Stein and Keck
lay side by side behind the little crest,
with Ist Sgt Welsh lying beside them in
a flatfaced, uncommunicatve silence, and
looked it over one more time. Stein had
placed 3d Platoon about 30 yards behind

and below them on the slope, in two
echelons of two squads cach: they were
to be ready to attack and exploit any
advantage which arose. He had sent word
back to his mortar section to raise their
fire further up the ridge. He had his
one remaining machinegun placed be-
hind the crest of the third fold. Off to
the left on the lefthand grassy ridge a
lot of fire was being put forth but Stein
did not see any of B-for-Baker moving.
As he watched, two Japanese mortar
rounds landed and went up, there. It
was impossible to tell if they hurt any-
onc.

“I think we better send them down
in bunches of three or four, at irregular
intervals,” he said turning his head to
Keck. “When they're all there, space
them out. Advance them by rushes, or
in a line. Use your own judgment.—I
guess you might as well go.”

“I'll take the first bunch down myself,”
Keck said huskily, staring down the
slope. “Listen, Cap'n,” he said, looking
at Stein, and at Brass Band who had
just come up, “there’s somethin I
wanted to tell you. That guy Bell is a
good man. He's pretty steady. He helped
me get going and get the platoon out
of that hole we were in after that
charge.” He paused. “I just wanted to
tell you.”

“Okay. I'll remember.” Stein felt an
unnamable, nigh-unbearable anguish
that he could not do anything about. It
forced him to look away down the slope.
Beside him Keck started to crawl off.

“Give them hell, Sergeant!” George
Band said cheerily. “Give them hell!”

Keck paused in his crawl long enough
to look back. “Yeh,"” he said.

The two squads, with their three extra
men, had more or less separated them-
selves from the other half of the pla-
toon. The most of them, in their bodily
attitudes and in their faces, resembled
sheep about to be led to the slaughter
pens in Chicago. They waited. Keck had
only to crawl to them and instruct them.
“Okay, you guys. This is it. We're goin
down in groups of four. No point in
goin by rushes, only make a better tar-
get stopped. So run all the way. We
aint got any choice. We're picked, and
so we got to go. I'll take the first bunch
myself to show you how easy it is. I want
Charlie Dale with me. Dale? So you can
organize them guys that’s down there.
Let's move out.”

He started the crawl to the jumpoff
point just beyond the knot of officers
and CP men, and it was here that the
first case of overt cowardice occurred in
C-for-Charlie. A big, beautifully muscled
man named Sico, an Italian draftee from
Philly with some five mouths’ service,
suddenly sat down in his tracks and be-
gan to hold his stomach and groan. It
blocked the line behind him and when

(continued on page 166)
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nouncing a singular new silhouette in
}‘w_eur: the style-setting one-button

/A /uenturesome innovation from the

physique and selective tastes of the knowl-
edgeably nonconforming metropolitan
male. Ovur guy is fashionably on the but-
ton in his black-and-white checked wool
Continental svit with low-placed single
button, deep side vents, high-notched la-
pels, cutaway jacket front, flap pockets,
extension waistband trousers, by Andrew
Pallack, $95; cotton piqué shirt with high-
band collar, tapered body, French cuffs,
by Manhattan, $5; silk tie, by Scaasi, $5.




“Now, darling, please don’t
peek until 1 finish dressing . . .”



THE DEVIOUS WAYS OF DECIUS MUNDUS

THERE WAS IN ANCIENT ROME @ woman
named Paulina, whose noble ancestry
and exemplary life had endowed her
with great fame. She was also quite rich,
And though she was renowned for her
beauty, and lived in that flowering age
when women were unashamedly frivo-
lous, she herself followed a life of mod-
esty. She was married to Saturninus, a
nun himself of excellent character.

And one Decius Mundus, a man very
high in the equestrian order, fell in love
with this woman.

Decius revealed his heart to Paulina
and offered love to her, but she was not
seduced by his gilts and returned to him
cach one — though they were lavished on
her with extravagance. With every re-
fusal the Hame ol Decius' passion grew
greater. Finally he told her that he would
give her great riches — 200.000  Attic
drachmas — if she would share his bed
for but a single night. But even this
would not persuade her, and Decius, un-
able to bear this calamity to his amours,
resolved to go without lood until he
starved himself to death in sorrow, and
he set about his purpose accordingly.

Now Decius had a servant girl named
Ide, who had been set [ree from slavery
by his father, and she was a girl skilllul
in every sort of mischief. Ide was deeply
grieved at Decius’ oath to kill himselt
(for he had not concealed his mtent), so
she came to him and spoke words ol en-
couragement — indeed, she whispered in
his car the highest promise of all, that
he might yet obtain his night of love
with Paulina. And when Decius, sparked
by hope, hearkened to her gladly, she re-
quested only the modest sumn of 50,000

drachmas for presenting to him his
heart’s desire.

Ide took the money and departed, and
was wise enough not to plot the same
course her lord had done, for she per-
cewved that money was small inducement
to so wealthy a woman. Rather. she re-
membered the beautiful Pauling’s devo-
tion to the Goddess Isis, and so devised
the following stratagem: She went to
some ol the priests ol Isis, and by the
firmest promises of secrecy — but chiefly
by the offer to them of 25,000 drachmas
—she persuaded them (with deseriptions
of Decius” passion) to use all possible
means to induce the woman 1o grant him
his desires. The priests accepted the silver
gladly and pledged their efforts o this
union.

The next day the oldest of the priests
went to Paulina and sought a private
word with her. He had been sent, he
told her, by the God Anubis, consort of
the Goddess Isis. Anubis, confded the
priest, had fallen in love with her and
desired her to come and share his love.

Although, as we have said, Paulina was
a woman ol impeccable virtue, she re-
ceived this message with delight, Lor she
prided hersell on the attentions of the
deity. She even told her hushand of the
message and ol her intention to lie with
Anubis. He could do no more than agree
with her intent (albeit with some reluc
tance), for he was fully satisfied ol his
wife's honor.

So Paulina went to the temple, and
after she had supped there, and 1t was
the hour of sleep, the priests shut the
doors ol the temple and put out its

An anonymous 15th Century Italian legend

Ribald Classic

lights. Then from the shadows stepped
forth Decius into her arms, and thinking
him to be a god she placed herself will-
ingly at his service through all the hours
ol the night. In the morning Decius
arose and departed before the temple
was bestiring. Paulina also rose shortly,
and having gone out she did not conceal
from her husband these events and also
revealed to her Iriends how great a value
she placed upon this honor,

It was on the third day that a happy
Decius met Paulina and  said, “Ave,
Paulina, a double gratitude is mine:
thou hast saved me 150,000 drach-
mas: but more, thou hast granted to me
my deepest desire. I value not the mean-
ing of names; I merely rejoice that what
wis denied to me as Decius has been
granted to me as Anubis.” And having
so said, he went his way.

Then began Paulina to realize the na-
ture ol this deceit, and incensed, she re-
ported the scheme to her hushand and
incited his help in gaining her revenge.
Her husband reported the affair to the
Emperor Tiberius, who inquired into
the matter thoroughly by examining the
pricsts of the temple. Their reward was
swilt: Tiberius ordered them all hanged,
and he punished also Ide, whose mschiel
had occasioned the affair. He then de-
molished the temple of the Goddess Isis
and gave order that her statue be thrown
in the River Tiber. Only the young lover
Decius did he spare; he required that he
leave the city, but exacted no further
penalty, lor he supposed that whatever
crime Decius had committed had been
done only out of the passion of love,

~— Translated by W. W. Riley
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rich quick or make a fast killing.

Getrich-quick schemes simply do not
work. On the other hand, well-planned,
long-range common-stock  investment
programs have excellent chances for suc-
cess, provided one buys low and refuses
to be panicked by tremors.

1 began buying common stocks at the
depths of the Depression. Prices were at
rock-bottom lows, and there weren't
many stock buyers around. Most people
with money to invest were unable to sce
the forest of potential profit tor the mul-
titucdinous trecs of their largely baseless
fears. I had confidence in the future of
the American economy and realized that
the shares of many entirely sound com-
panies with fine potentials were selling
at only a fraction of their true worth.

When I first bought Tide Water Asso-
ciated Oil Company stock in 1932, its
price was as low as $2.12 per share. The
average pershare open-market price of
the stock rose steadily, as shown below:

1933 3 823
1934 9.39
1935 1161
1936 15.54
1937 20.83

The price fell off during the 1938
slump, but this was just one of the ex-
pected tremors. 1 not only held on o the
shares 1 owned, but bought more.

My confidence was fullv justified in
the years that followed as the value of
the stock increased many, many times,
and 1 —along with all the other stock-
holders — also collected handsome divi-
dends.

In May 1932, I also started purchasing
Petroleum Corporation stock. In that
month, I bought 10,000 shares at $3.15
per share. 1 continued to buy steadily
until, by September 14, 1933, 1 held a
total of 190,000 shares. In that month,
the shares were worth nearly $15 cach;
the average per-share cost of my 190,000
shares was only $6.587.

I have reached back to the Depression
era for two examples based on my own
experiences. I could cite others [rom that
period and from subsequent ones. Some
stocks I own today are worth more than
100 times what 1 originally paid for
them. But many other investors have had
even greater successes. More examples
would serve only to further underscore
the same basic truth, one that every in-
vestor and would-be investor would do
well to paste in his hat:

Sound stocks, purchased for investment
when theiy prices ave low and held for
the long pull, are very likely to produce
high profits through dividends and in-
creases in value.

This is a self-evident “secret” of suc-
cessful investment that vast numbers of
people disregard. There are other not-
so-secret secrets that investors would do

134 well to learn and consider as inflexible

(continued from page 89)

rules in their stock market dealings.

Highly important among them is the
axiom that no one should ever buy a
stock without knowing as much as pos-
sible about the company that issues it. In
more cases than legitimate brokers would
care to count, such so-called investors
have insisted on buying large numbers
of shares in companies without having
the foggiest notion of what those com-
panies do or produce.

In my alorementioned piaYBOY ar-
ticle, 1 listed 10 questions to which the
prospective investor should obtain satis-
factory answers before investing  his
money in the stock of any company.
These are as valid now as they were then,
and will, perhaps, bear repeating here:

I. What is the issuing company’s his
tory —is it a solid and reputable firm
with seasoned, efhicient management?

2. 1Is the company producing or deal-
ing in goods or services lor which there
will be a continuing denand in the lore-
seeitble future?

3. Is the company i a field that is not
overcrowded, and is it in a satisfactory
competitive position in that ficld?

4. Are company policies and opera-
tions [arsighted and ageressive without
calling lor or involving unjustified and
hazardous overexpansion?

5. Will the corporate balance sheet
stand up under close scrutiny by a criti-
cal and impartial auditor?

6. Does the company have a satislac-
tory carnings record, and does the price
ol its stock bear a reasonable relationship
to those earnings?

7. Have reasonable dividends been
paid regularly, and, if some dividend
payments were missed, was there good
and suthcient reason and explanation?

8. Is the company well within safe
limits insofar as both long- and short-
term borrowing are concerned?

9. Has the course lollowed by the
price of the company's stock over the
last several years been fairly regular,
without any violent, wide and appar-
ently inexplicable swings?

10. Does the pershare value ol the
company's net realizable assets bear a
favorable relationship to the per-share
value of its commnon stock?

Many stock buyers failed to ask these
questions during the last two years. In
some cases, they bought the stocks of
compamnies that had not paid dividends
nor cven shown a profit for some time.
But the issues would “get hot,” as specu-
Litors are wont to say, and multiply sev-
cral times over their issue price within
a matter of weeks or even days. Then,
someone would realize that the heat was
being generated solely by irrational buy-
ing —and the prices would plummet.

Another valuable investment secret is
that the owners of sound securities
should never panic and unload their

holdings when prices skid. Countless in-
dividuals have panicked during slumps.
selling out when their stocks fell a few
points, only to find that before long the
prices were once more on their way up.

Unhappily enough, these basic prin-
ciples of sound investment were flung
out the window by the armies ol ama-
teur stock buyers who bid market prices
up to dizzying heights during the life-
span ol the Lite, great bull market. This
widespread disavowil of all fiscal funda-
mentals helped set the stage for boom-
and-bust.

In order to achieve any understanding
of the whys and wherefores of the May
28, 1962, Wall Sueet price collapse. it is
helpful to first quickly trace the course
ol the market over the last 12 years. The
casiest way to do this is by lollowing the
Dow-Jones industrial average.

At the 1950 low, the Dow-Jones indus-
trial average stood at 161.60. 1t climbed
1o 293.79 by the end ol 1952, dropped to
25549 in mid-1953, then climbed stead-
ily to 5321.04 in 1956, from which level
it drilted down to around 420 at the end
of 1957,

Irom 420 in 1957, the Dow-Jones aver-
age rose to well over 650 1 1959, made
some up-and-down zigzags and hit a late-
1960 low ol 566.05. From that base, it
shot up to an all-time peak of 734.91 on
December 13, 1961.

As the bull market roared upward
through 1961, Wall Street  veterans
dusted oll' the oft-quoted pre-1929 erash
saying that the stock market was dis
counting not only the future, but the
herealter as well.

Many years ago, the pershare price
vs. pershare earnings ratio was widely
— though unofficially — adopted as a re-
liable rule-of-thumb indicator of stock
values. “Ten times earnings” was long
considered  the maximum  permissible
price one could pay for a stock and still
reasonably expect to make a profit.

Then, in the late 1920s, GM-Du
Pont’s John J. Raskob — whose outlook
was Judged quite bullish — ventured the
opinion that certain stocks might be
worth as much as 15 times their per-share
carnings. After the 1929 crash, ratios
were, ol course, very much lower and,
even as late as 1950, the price-earnings
ratios ol the stocks listed in the Dow-
Jones industrial index averaged out to
about 6:1.

Views on the price-earnings ratio
underwent considerable revision in re-
cent years. Some knowledgeable investors
allowed that in a rapidly burgeoning
cconomy, stocks of especially healthy
companies might reasonably sell for as
much as 20 times their pershare earn-
ings. Other professional investors argued
persuasively that when healthy compa-
nies had rtangible assets with net, per-
share replacement or liguidation values
in excess ol pershare prices, the iimpor-

(continued on page 111)




LADY IN A SNIT

PEDESTRIAN ADMIRING A PASSING FANCY

JUNIOR EXECUTIVE OFF ON A TANGENT

CONVERSATIONAL CONVEYANCES

By PHIL HAHN and PAUL COKER, JR. Ask yoursell: Have you ever heard about somecone going to
work in a blue funk or leaving a party in a hufi? How many women have you known who have driven a hard
bargain or gone off in a snit? But has anyone ever seen these ubiquitous vehicles or any of their outspoken ilk?
Not to our knowledge. Not, that is, until we decided to clarify the situation and compile the following catalog

of illustrious word-of-mouth machines, those conversational conveyances all of us hitch a ride on now and then.



MAN OFF ON A BINGE

MAN JUMPING TO A CONCLUSION

COUPLE GOING OUT ON A LIMB



6} YOUNG LADY ARRIVING IN A TWINKLING

BREAKING OUT IN A RASH

-
BUSINESSMAN FLYING INTO A TOWERING RAGE

HOUSEWIFE LEAVING HER HOME IN A SHAMBLES



LADY GOING THROUGH A DIFFICULT STAGE

LOST TRAIN OF THOUGHT

WOMAN DRIVING A HARD BARGAIN



)

AVIATRIX FLYING OFF IN A TIZZY

CARS GenE

GOING OUT IN A BLAZE OF GLORY



Rich °n Regal in

HOOL

“Royal Mist> by Robert Bruce

Enjoy the natural comfort of wool in this skillful blending of
5% wool and 25% mohair brushed to luxurious softness. The
rich, fleecy touch of these sweaters is contrasted with an un-
usual ribbed texture . .. all in colors suited to a king’s taste
—and to yours! Choose the raglan-

sleeved cardigan, $15.95, or classic - »
V-neck pullover with saddle shoulder,

$12.95. Boys’ sizes slightly less. Tuce
Sponsored jointly with American Wool Council.

Nothing outperforms Natural Wool Knitted in America.
Wd-162. ROBERT BRUCE, INC., PHILADELPHIA 34, PA.
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tance of the price-earnings ratio would
logically dwindle.

But certainly no scasoned investor
approved —or even envisioned — such
situations as developed in 1960-1962,
when frenzied buying drove prices so
high that some issues were selling lor
more than 100 times their pershare
earnings. In more than a few instances
during the 1960-1962 period, staggering
prices were paid for the stocks of com-
panies that had only negligible as-
sets, questionable potentials — and that
hadn’t shown much in the way of profits

" for a considerable time.

It has been suggested that the boom
that began in 1960 was caused Dby
people buying stocks as a hedge against
inflation. If this is true, the insane in-
flation of certain common-stock prices
was an extremely odd way to go about it.
But the hedge theory appears even less
valid when one remembers that buyers
consistently ignored many fine stocks
that, by any standards of measurement,
were underpriced and concentrated on
certain issues, continuing to buy them
after their prices had soared out of sight,
All evidence inclines the observer to be-
lieve that the great mass of nonproles-
sional buyers was obeying a sort of
herd instinet, following the cowd o
snap up the popular issues without much
regard for lacts. Manv people were
doing their investment thmkmg—L{ it
can properly be called that — with their
emotions rather than with their heads.
They looked for lightning-fast growth in
stocks that were already priced higher
than the limits of any genuine value
levels to which they could conceivably
grow in the foresecable Tuture.

It is an old Wall Street saw that the
stock market will always find a reason
for whatever it does — after having done
it. Innumerable theories have been ad-
vanced to explain why the market broke
on May 28. The blame has been placed
on everything from “selling waves by
forcign speculators™ to the Kennedy Ad-
ministration’s reaction to the aborted
steel industry price increase — in fact, on
ceverything but the most obvious reasons.

The [Iactors that bring on [inancial
panics are many and varied. For exam-
ple, in 1869, the cause was an attempted
corner on gold. In 1873 and 1907, bank
[ailures started the trouble. In 1929, the
stock market was vastly overpriced, and
the general state of American business
and the rate of America’s cconomic ex-
pansion were such as to justily little or
none of the stock buying that carried
prices to the towering peaks from which
they inevitably had to fall.

Despite all the efforts that have been
expended to draw a close parallel be-
tween the 1929 crash and the 1962 price
break, the two have practically nothing
in common.

(continued from page 131)

True, some segments of the stock mar-
ket were grossly overpriced in 1960-1962;
far too many stocks were priced far too
high. But the nation's business outlook
was — and is — generally good in 1962,
and the economy is expanding at a merry
clip. There are no hidden, deep-down
structural flaws in the economy such as
there had been in 1929.

There are other great differences. In
1929, stock speculation was done mainly
on borrowed money; shares were pur-
chased on the most slender of margins.
Thus, when prices collapsed, credit col-
lapsed, too.

Then, of course, there is the most im-
portant difference of all, the one the
calamity howlers conveniently forget.
May 28, 1962, was not a crash. It was a
healthv — if somewhat violent — adjust-
ment that was long overdue.

As I've said, some stocks were sell-
ing for more than 100 times their earn-
ings during the height of the 1960-1962
boom. Now, it would be at best dithcult
for a company to expand enough to jus-
tify stock prices that were, say, even 50
times the company’s per-share carnings.
Even assuming that everv penny of the
company's earnings were paid out in div-
idends to common-stock holders, the
stockholders would still be receiving only
a two-percent return on their investment.
But if all earnings were distributed in
dividends, there would be no money left
for the company to spend on expansion.
That, of course, would effectively elimi-
nate any possibility of capital growth.
Yet, even with these glaringly self-evi-
dent truths staring them in the face,
people bought overpriced stocks.

Such were the difhcult situations that
developed — and  that caused the stock
market to fall. LExperienced investors
should have been able to read the warn-
ing signals loud and clear long before

the May 28 break took place.

As I stated previously, the Dow-]Jones
industrial average shot to its all-time
high of 784.91 on December 13, 1961.
The downward movement began imme-
diately afterward and continued through
December 1961 and January 1962. There
was a brief recovery that continued
until March., when the Dow-Jones aver-
age edged up over 720, but the graph
line shows the recovery was an uncertain,
faltering one. The downward trend was
resumed in March — and the graph line
from then on makes a steep descent that
is broken by only a few spasmodic up-
ward jogs.

The May 28, 1962, price break had its
beginnings in  December 1961. The
downward adjustment was badly needed
and completely unavoidable. That it
culminated in the sharp price plunge of
May 28 is duc to the emotional reaction
— verging on panic — shown by inexperi-
enced investors who were unable to real-
ize that what was happening had to
happen and, what was worse, who un-
derstood almost nothing of what was
going on around them. To paraphrase
Abraham Lincoln, all stock market in-
vestors cannot {ool themselves all of the
time. The awakening had to come — and
it did.

The anatomy of a stock market boom-
and-bust such as the country is experi-
encing is not too difhcult to analvze.
The sceds of any bust are inherent in
any boom that outstrips the pace of what-
ever solid factors gave it its impetus in
the first place.

An old and rather corny comedy line
has it that the only part of an automo-
bile that cannot be made foolproof by a
safety device is the nut that holds the
wheel. By much the same token. there
are no safeguards that can protect the
emotional investor from himself.

Having bid the market up irration-
ally, these emotional investors became
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terrificd and unloaded their holdings
just as irrationally. Unfortunately, an
emotionally inspired selling wave snow-
balls and carries with it the prices of all
issues. even those that should be going
up rather than down.

Withal. I believe it is absolutely essen-
tial for the American public to hear n
mind that:

1. The nation’s cconomy was rela-
tivelv sound on Fridav afternoon. May
25, 1962, when the New York Stock Ex-
change cdosed Tor the weekend.

2. The US. cconomy was just as
sound on the following Monday morn-
ing, when the stock exchange reopened.

3. The cconomy was basically no less
sound when trading ended on that hec-
tic Monday. If anvthing. it was on firmer
eround than before because stock prices
had been brought down. Few —if any
— industrial orders were canceled. Few —
il any — jobs were lost. Few —il any —
business cstablishments were forced to
close their doors. Few — il anv — inves-
tors, large ov small, were completely
wiped out as so many had been in 1929,

I realize that all this is scant comfort
to those who lost money when stock
prices fell on May 28 It can only be
hoped that they will profit from the
painful lesson.

The wise investor will recognize that
many stocks being oftered on the mar-
ket are sull considerably wunderpriced.
For example, there are many issues sell
ing for as little as one third or even one

fourth the net. pershare liquidation
values of the issuing company’s assets. To
understand what this can mean to the
stockholder, consider the case ol the
Honolulu Oil Company.

Several months ago, the directors and
stockholders of the Honolulu Oil Com-
piny decided for reasons of their own to
dissolve the company. One of my com-
panies, Tidewater Oil, and another oil
company learned of this decision and
together significd their desire o buy
Honolulu Oil's assets.

The stockholders of Honolulu Qil had
their choice of two ways in which they
could sell their company's assets. First,
they could sell their stock to the wo
buyving companies. Or, alternatively,
they could hold their stock, scll the
actual assets and distribute the procecds
among themselves before lormally dis-
solving their company.

Honolulu Oil's shareholders chose the
latter method. The company’s stock was
sclling at around $30 per share — but, so
valuable were its tangible assets, that
the price Tidewater Oil and the other
buying company paid for them worked

~out to about S100 per share. This, of

course, was the sum cach Honeolulu
stockholder received Tor each share he
held when the company was dissolved.
In other words. the cash value of Houo-
lulu Oil's assets was more than three
times as much as the total value of its
issued stock.

Naturally, shareholders can reap this

“So? Who's perfect?”

particular type of windfall profit only
when the company concerned is dis
solved. But it should be plain to sce
how much added salety there is in in-
vesting in a company that has tangible
assets  with a net  liquidation  valuc
ereater than the value of its stock. 1. as
an example, the net liquidation value is
three times that of the stock. then. in el
fect, each dollar of the stockholder’s
investment is secured by three dolls
worth of realizable assets.

There are more such companies tun
one might imagine. They can be found
in various industries, but I am most
familiar with companies in the pewo-
leum industry and. more particulanly.
with those engaged in the business of
producing oil.

Several oil stocks issucd by sound.
thriving companies are sclling at prices
well within any reasonable price-carn-
ings ratio limits. They are among the
nonglamor issues that, [or some reason.
were largely overlooked by the buying
public during the height of the 1960
1962 boom. Some of these oil companies
also have wngible assets worth thyee,
four and even more times the total value
of their issued stock. It might be ol
interest to consider just one reason why
this is so. Producing oil companics nor-
mally carry their oil and gas leases at
cost on their balance sheets. A lease {for
which a company paid. say, $25.000 is
carried av that figure even thoush it
covers a property on which the proven
crude-oil reserves in place arve, as is en-
tivelv possible. 50.000.000 barrels.

On the books, the lease is shown as
an asset worth 525,000, even though any
other producing oil company would
sladly pay several million dollars to
take it over. The implications of this hit
ol oil-business accounting intelligence
will not be lost on the alert investor.

Similar situations cxist in many other
industries. and the astute investor will
find them and profic from them. A
amsory glance at New York Stock Fx-
change listings at the time this article
is written shows that there are nearly 60
stocks in various industries paying five
pereent or more in dividends. As this is
written, the giant Bethlehem Steel Com-
pany’s dividend rate is 6.4 percent: the
Chesapeake & Ohio Railvoad’s rate is
almost eight percent.

My own confidence in the stock mun-
ket has not been shaken by the May 28
price break nor by later drops. 1 am
still a heavy investor in common stocks,
I'm still banking — to the tune of many
millions ol dollirs — on the healthy dli-
mate ol the American economy and the
bright future of American business.

This, in essence, is the only advice
and counsel a successful, experienced
investor can give to anyone who wishes
to reap the benefits of a boom and to
avoid the losses of a bust.
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LOOK AT ME! (continued from page 93)

us and then stand back to see what will
happen. Nothing much ecver does,
though once a man denounced me right
out on the sidewalk in front of the
Redhill liquor store. “Peter Marks? The
book critic?” he said, and when I nod-
ded he said, “You, sir, are a puling
idiot who ought to be writing ‘News of
Our Pets’ for The Carmel Pie Cone in-
stead of criticizing the work of vour bet-
ters.” Then he turned, and — this is the
word — stalked off. while I stood staring
after him. smiling. I'd panned two of
his books, he'd been waiting for Peter
Marks cver since, and was admirably
ready when his moment came.

But all Max Kingery said, stiffly, the
dav we were introduced, was, “How do
vou do,” then he stood there nodding
rapidly a number ol times, finally re-
membering to smile; and that's all 1 said
to him. It was in the spring, downtown
in front of the bank, I think, and Max
wats barceheaded, wearing a light-brown
shabby-looking topcoat with the collar
turned up. He was a black-hairved, black-
cyedd man  with heavy black-rimmed
glasses, intense and quick-moving: it was
hard for him to stand still there. He
was young but already stooped, his hair

thinning. T could see this was a man
who ook himsell seriously, but his name
rang no bell in my mind and we spoke
politely and parted quickly; probably
forever if we hadn’t kept meeting in the
bakery after that. But we both came in
for coftee nearly every afternoon, and
alter we'd met and nodded half a dozen
times we were almost forced to sit to-
acther at the counter and try to make
some conversation.

So we slowly became friends; he didn’t
bave many. After I knew him I looked
up what he'd written. naturally, and
found it was a fist novel which I'd re-
viewed a year before. I'd said it showed
promise, and that 1 thought it was pos-
sible he'd write a hine novel somedav,
but all in all it was the kind of review
usually called mived, and I felt awkward
about it

But 1 needn't have worried. 1 soon
learned that what I or anvone else
thought of his book was of no impor-
tance to Max; he knew that in time I
and everyone els¢ would have to sav that
Maxwell Kingery was a very great writer.
Right now not many people, even here
in town, knew he was a writer at all,

“We've nothing at the moment, Mr. Bumberry, this
being rather a slack time of year for us — but we
never know when we'll find ourselves scraping the
bottom of the barrel, so to speak, and in that event,
rest assured we'll be getting in touch with you.”

but that was OK with Max; he wasn't
ready for them to know. Someday not
only cvery soul in Mill Valley but the
inhabitants of remote villages in distant
places would know he was one ol the
important writers of his time, and pos-
sibly of all time. Max never said any of
this, but vou learned that he thought so
and that it wasn’t egotism. It was just
something he knew, and mavbe he was

richt. Who knows how manv Shake-
speares have died prematurely. how
many young geniuses we've lost in

stupid accidents, illnesses and wars?

Cora, my wife, met Max presently,
and because he looked thin. hungry and
forlorn —as he was—she had me ask
him over for a meal. and pretty soon
we were having him often. His wife had
died about a year belore we met him.
(The more I learned about Max, the
more it seemed to me that he was one
of those occasional people who, bevond
all dispute, are plagued by simple bad
luck all their lives.) After his wife died,
and his book had failed, he moved from
the city to Mill Valley, and now he lived
alone working on the novel which, with
the others to follow, was going to make
him famous. He lived in a mean, cheap
little house he'd rented, walking down-
town for meals. I never knew where he
got whatever money he had; it wasn't
much. So we had him over often so Cora
could feed him, and once he was sure
he was welcome he'd stop in of his own
accord, il his work was going well. And
nearly every day I saw him downtown.
and we'd sit over coffee and talk.

It was seldom about writing. All he'd
ever say about his own work when we
met was it was going well or that it was
not, because he knew I was interested.
Some writers don't like to talk about
what they're doing, and he was one: I
never even knew what his book was
about. We talked about politics, the pos-
sible Tutures of the world, and whatever
¢lse people on the way to becoming
pretty good friends talk about. Occa-
sionally he read a book I'd reviewed,
and we'd discuss it and my review. He
wis always polite enough about what I
did, but his real auwitnde showed
through. Some writers are belligerent
about critics, some are sullen and hos-
tile, but Max was just contemptuous.
I'm sure he believed that all writers
outranked all critics — well or  badly,
they actually do the deed which we only
sit and carp about. And sometimes Max
would listen to an opinion of mine
about someone’s book, then he'd shrug
and say, “Well, you're not a writer.” as
though that severely limited my under-
standing. I'd say, “"No, I'm a aidc,”
which seemed a good answer to me, but
Max would nod as though I'd agreed
with him. He liked me, but to Max my
work made me only a hanger-on, a camp
[ollower, almost a parasite. That's why it
was all right to accept free meals from



me; [ was one of the people who live off
the work writers do, and I'm sure he
thought it was only my duty, which I
wouldn't deny, to help him get his book
written. Reading it would be my reward.

But of course I never read Max' next
book or the others that were to follow
it; he died that summer, absolutely
pointlessly. He caught {lu or something:
one of those nameless things everyone
gets occasionally. Bur Max didn’t always
eat well or live sensibly, and it hung on
and turned into pneumonia, though he
didn’t know that. He lay in that little
house of his waiting to get well. and
didn’t. By the time he got himself to a
doctor, and the doctor got him to a hos
pital and got some penicillin in him, it
was too late and Max died in Marin
General Hospital that night.

What made it even more shocking to
Cora and me was the way we learned
about it. We were out ol town on vaca-
tion 600 miles away in Utah when it
happened, and didn't know about it.
(We've thought over and again, of
course, that if only we'd been home
when Max took sick we'd have taken
him to our house and he’d never have
gotten pneumonia, and I'm sure it's
true; Max was just an unlucky man.)
When we got home, not only did we
learn that Max was dead but even his
funcral, over 10 days before, was already
receding into the past.

So there was no way for Cora and me
to make ourselves realize that Max was
actually gone forever. You return from
a vacation and slip back into an old
routine so easily sometimes it hardly
seems vou'd left. It was like that now,
and walking into the bakery again for
coffee in the alternoons it seemed only
a day or so since I'd last seen Max here,
and whenever the door opened I'd find
mysell glancing up.

Except for a few people who remem-
bered seeing me around town with Max,
and who spoke to me about him now,
shaking their heads, it didn’t seem to
me that Max’ death was even discussed.
I'm sure people had talked about it to
some extent at least, although not many
had known him well or at all. But other
events had replaced that one by some
days. So to Cora and me Max’ absence
from the town didn’t seem to have left
any discernible gap in it.

Even visiting the cemetery didn’t help.
It’s in San Ralael, not Mill Valley, and
the grave was in a remote corner; we
had to climb a steep hill to reach it
But it hardly seemed real; there was no
marker, and we had to count in from
the road to even locate it. Standing there
in the sun with Cora, 1 lelt a flash of
resentment  against his  relatives, but
then I knew I shouldn't. Max had a few
scattered cousins or something in New
Jersey and Pennsylvania. The last time

he’d known any of them at all well
they'd been children, and he hadn't
corresponded  with them since. Now
they'd sent a minimum of money to
California to pay expenses, more Irom
family pride than for Max, I expect,
and none of them had come themselves,
You couldn’t blame them, it was a long
way and expensive, but it was sad;
there’d been only fve people at the
funeral. Max had never been in or even
scen this cemetery, and standing at the
unmarked grave, the new grass already
beginning, I couldn’t get it through my
head that it had anything much to do
with him.

He just vanished from the town, that’s
all. His things —a half-finished manu-
script, portable typewriter, some clothes
and half a ream of unused yellow paper
— had been shipped to his relatives. And
Max, with a dozen great books hidden in
his brain, who had been going to be-
come famous, was now just gone, hardly
missed and barely remembered.

Time is the great healer, it makes you
forget; sometimes it makes you f[orget
literally and with great cruelty. I knew a
man whose wife ran away, and he never
saw her again. He missed her so much he
thought he could never for a moment
forget it. A year later, reading in his
living room at night, he became so ab-
sorbed in his book that when he heard
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a faint familiar noise in the Kitchen he
called out without looking up from his
book and asked his wife to bring him a
cup of tea when she came back intwo the
room. Only when there was no answer
did he look up from his complete for-
getfulness: then his loss swept over him
worse than ever.
a = e

About six months alter Max died. 1
finished my day's work and walked
downtown. This was in January. and
we'd just had nearly a month of rain,
fog and wet chill. Then California did
what it does several times every winter
and for which I alwavs lorgive it any-
thing. The rain stopped, the sun came
out, the sky turned an unclouded blue,
and the temperiture went up into the
high 70s. Everything was lush from the
winter rains and there was no way Lo
distinguish those three or four days [rom
summer, a1 walked into town in
shirtsleeves. And when 1 started across
Miller Avenue by the bus station head-
ing lor Myer's bakery across the street
and saw Max Kingery over there walking
toward the corner ol Throckmorton just
ahead, I wasn't surprised but just glad
to see him. | think it was because this
was like a continuation ol the summer
1'd known him, the interval following it
omitted; and because I'd never
had prool that he died. So I walked on,
crossing the steet and watching Max,
thin, dark and intense; he didn't see
me. 1 was waiting till 1 got cdose enough
to call to him and I reached the middle
ol the street and even ok a swep or two
past it before I remembered that Max
Kingery was dead. Then 1 just stood
there, my mouth hanging open, as Max
ot what seemed to be Max walked on o
the corner, turned, and moved on out ol
sight.

1 went on o the bakery then and
had my coflee; 1 had o have something,
1 don’t know il I could have spoken,
but | didn't have w; they always set a
cup ol coltee in Irout ol me when |
came in. My hand shook when 1 lifted
the cup, and 1 spilled some, and il it
had occurred w me I'd have gone to a
bar anstead and had several drinks.

Il you cver have some such experi-
cuce vou'll learn that people resist be-
liecving vou as they resist nothing else;
vou'll resist it yoursell. I ot home and
wld Cora what had happened; we sat
in the living room and this tme © did
have a drink in my hand. She listened;
there really wasn't much o say, 1 lound,
except that I'd seen Max Kingery walk-
g along Miller Avenue. 1 couldu’t
blame Cora; my words sounded flat and
loolish as 1 heard them. She nodded and
said that several umes she'd seen dink,
preoceupied, thin young men downtown
who reminded her a littde of Max. It
was only natural; it was where we'd so
often run into him.

Patiently 1 said, "No; listen to me,

Cora. It's one thing to see someone who
reminds vou of someone else: [rom a dis-
tance, or [rom the back. or just as he
disappears in a crowd. But vou cannot
possibly mistake a stranger when you
see him close up and see his face in [ull
davlight lor someone vou know well and
saw often. With the possible exception
of identical wwins. there are no such
resemblances between people. That was
Max, Cora. Max Kingery and no oue
clse in the world.”

Cora just sat there on the davenport
continuing to look ar me: she didn't
know what to sav. I understood. and felt
hall sorry lor her, half irritated. Finally
—she had 1o say something — she said,
“Well . . . what was he wearing?”

I had to stop and think. Then I
shrugged.  “Well, just some kind ol
pants: I didn’t notice the shoes: o dik
shirt of some kind. maybe plaid. I don’t
know. And one of those round straw
hats.”

“Round straw  hais?”

“Yeah, vou know. You sec people
wearing them in the summer. I think
they buy them at carnivals or some-
where. With a peak. Shaped like a base-
ball cap only they're made of some Kind
ol shiny vellow straw. Usually the peak
15 stitched around the rim with a nar-
row strip ol ved cloth or braid. This one
wits, and it had a red button on top.
and” — I remembered this suddenly. wi-
umphantly — it had his initials on the
front! Big red initials. M K. about three
inches high, stitched into the straw just
over the peak in red thread or braid
or something.”

Cora was nodding
proves it

Ol cowmrse! It —"

“No, n0,” she said irritably. “lt proves
that it wasn't Max; it couldn’t be!”

I don’'t know why we were so irrita-
ble: lear of the unnatural, I suppose.
“And just how does it prove that"

“Oh, Pete! Can you nmagine Max
Kingery ol all people wearing a hat like
that? You've got o be” — she shrugeed,
hunting for the word — “some kil of
extrovert to wear silly hats. OF all peo-
ple in the world who would nol wear a
staw baseball cap witl a red bution on
the top and threc-inch-high initials on
the front .7 She stopped, looking at
me anxiously. and alter a moment I
had o agree.

“Yeah.” T siid slowly. “He'd be the
last suy in the world to wear one of
those.” 1 gave in then: there wasn't
anvthing clse to do. "It must have been
someone clse. I probably got the initials
wrong; I saw what I thought they ought
to be instead of what they were. It
would lave to be somcone else, nat-
urally, cap or no cap.” Then the mem-
ory of what I'd seen rose up in my mind
again dear as a sharply detailed photo-
graph, and I said slowly, “But 1 just
hope vou se¢ him sometime, that's all.

decisively. “Thato

Whoever he is.”

She saw him 10 davs later. There was
a movie at the Sequoia we wanted to
sce, so we got our sitter, then drove
downtown alter supper: the weather
was clear and dry but brisk, temperature
in the middle or high 30s. When we got
to the box office, the picture was still on
with 20 minutes to go vet, so we took a
little walk first

Except lor the theater and a bar or
two. dowuntown Mill Valley is locked
up and deserted at night. But most of
the display windows are left lighted. so
we strolled along Throckmorton Avenue
and began looking into them, beginning
with Gomez Jewelry. We were out of
sicht of the theater here, and as we
moved slowly along from window to
window there wasn't another human
being in sight, not a car moving, and
our own lootsteps on the sidewalk —
unusuitlly loud — were the only sound.
We were it The Men's Shop looking in
at o display ol culf links, Cora urging
me ouce more to start wearing shirs
with French cufls so I could wear links
in my sleeves, when I heard lootsteps
unn a corner and begin approaching
us on Throckmorton, and 1 knew it
was Max.

I used to say that I'd like to have
some sort of psychical experience, that
I'd like to see a zhost, but I was wrong.
I think it must be one of the worst
kinds ol [ear. 1 now believe it can drive
men insane and whiten their hair, and
that it has. It's a nasty fear, you're so
helpless, and it began in me now, in-
creasing steadily, and 1 wanted to spare
Cora the worst of it.

She was still walking. pointing at a
pair ol culf links made [rom old cable-
car tokens. 1 knew she'd become awarc
ol the footsteps in a moment and turn
to sce whoever was passing. 1 had to
prepare her before she turned and saw
Max full in the face without warning,
and — not wanting to—1I turned my
head slowly. A permanent awning pro-
jects over the storelronts along here, and
the light [rom the windows seemed o be
conlined under it. not reaching the outa
edge ol the walk beyond the awning.
But there was a three-quarter moon just
vising above the trees that surround the
downtown area, and by that pale light
1 saw Max walking briskly along thiat
outer edee ol sidewalk beside the curb,
only a dozen yards away now. He was
bareheaded and I saw his lace sharp
and clear, and it was Max beyond all
doubt. There was no way to say any-
thing clse to myself.

I slipped my hand under Cora’s coat
sleeve and began squeezing her uppa
arm, steadily harder and harder, ull i
must have approached pain —and she
understood, becoming aware ol the loot
steps. 1 lele her body stiffen and 1 wished
she wouldn’t but knew she had o — she
turned. Then we stood there as he
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walked steadilv toward us in the moon-
light. My scalp stirred, each hair of my
head moved and tried to stand. The skin
all over mv body chilled as the blood
receded from it Beside me Cora stood
shivering. violently, and her teeth were
chattering, the only time in my life I've
ever heard the sound. 1 believe she
would have lallen except for my grip on
her arm.

Courage was useless, and I don’t claim
1 had any, but it seemed to me that w
sive Cora [rom some unspeakable con-
sequence of Tear beyond ability to bear
it thiat T had to speak amd that I had
to do it casually. I can't say why 1
thought that, but as Max approached —
his regular steadily advancing steps the
only sound lelt in the world now. his
white lace in the moonlight not 10 fect
away — [ said, “Hello, Max."

At first I thought he wasn't going to
answer or respond  in oany way, He
witlked on, eyes straight ahead, for at
two more steps, then his head
wrned very slowly as though the effort
were cnormous, and he looked at us as
sed with a terrible sadness Iving
motionless in his eyes. Then, just as
slowly, he turned away again, eyes for-
ward, and he was acially a pace or two
hevond us when his voice — a dead mono-
tone, the effort tremendous — said, “Hel-
lo.” and it was the voice of despair
absolute and hopeless.

The street curves just ahead, he would
disappear around its bend in a moment,
and as 1 stared alter him, in spite of
the fear md sorrow lor Max. I was as-
ounded at what [ saw now. There is a
kind ol jacket which rishtly or wrongly
I associate with a certain kind ol slouch-
ing, thumbs-hooked-in-the-belt juvenile
exhibitionist. They are made of some
sort ol shiny sateenlike cloth, alwavs in
two bright and violently contrasting col-
ors — the sleeves yellow, the body a
chemical green, for example — and usu-
ally a name of some sort is lettered
across its back. Teenage gangs wear
them, or used rto.

least

Alax wore one now. It was hard to
tell colors in the moonlight, but I think
it was orange with red sleeves, and
stitched on the back in a great flowing
script that nearly covered it was Max K.
Then he was gone, around the corner,
his [ading footsteps continuing  two,
three, lour or five more times as they
dwindled inwo silence.

I had to support Cora, and her feet
stumbled as we walked to the car. In
the ¢ she began to oy, rocking back
and forth, her hands over her face. She
told me later that she’d cried [rom
sricl ar lecling such fear ol Max. Buc
it helped her, and I drove us to lights
and people then: o a crowded b away
from Mill Valley in Sausadito a few
miles ofl. We sat and drank then, sev-
cral brandies each. and talked and won-
dered and asked each other the same
questions but had no answers.

I think other people saw Max in Alill
Valley during those days. -One of the
local ciabdrivers who park by the bus
station walked up 1o me one day;
actually he strolled, hands in pockets,
making a point of seeming very casual.
He said, “Sav. that friend ol yours, that
voung guy used o be arownd town that
died?” There was cntion in his veice,
and he stood watching me closely as 1
answered. I nodded and said veah to
show that I understood who he meant.
“Well, did he have a brother or some-
thing?" the driver said, and 1 shook my
head and said ot that 1 knew ol. He
nodded but was unsatisfied. still watch-
ing my [ace and waiting for me to olter
something morve but I didn't. And I
kuew he'd seen Max. I'm sure others
suw him and knew who it was, as Cora
and 1 did: 1t 1sn't something vou men-
tion casttally. And I suppose there were
those who saw him and merely recog-
nized him vaguely as someone they'd
seen around town  before.

I walked over o Max' old house a
day or so after we'd seen him: by that
time, of course, I knew why he'd come
back. The real-estate ofhce that had it
listed for remtal again would have let

me have the key if I'd asked: they knew
me. But I didn’t know what I could tell
them as a reason for going in. It was an
old house, run down, too small for
most people: not the kind that rents
quickly or that anyone bothers guarding
too diligently, [ felt sure I could get in
somewhere, and on the tiny back porch.
shiclded fvom view. I wried the kiwchen
window and it opened and 1 climbed in.

The few scraps ol furnitre that had
come with the place were still there. in
the silence: a wooden table and two
chairs in the uny kitchen which Max
had hardly wsed: the ron single bed
in the bedroom: the worn-out musty-
smelling davenport and matching chair
in the living room and the rickety card
table beside the lront windows where
Max had worked. What little 1 found.
I found lying on the floor beside the
table: two crumpled-up wads of the yel-
low copy paper Max had used.

I opened them up, but it's hard to
describe what was  written on  them.
There were single words and  what
scemed o be parts of words and frag-
ments ol sentences and completely un-
readable  scribblings, all  written  in
pencil. There was a word that might
have been forest or foreien; the final let-
ters degenerated into a serawl as though
the hand holding the pencil had begun
to fall away [rom the paper before it
could finish. There was an unfinished
scntence beginning, She van to, and the
stoke crossing the t wavered on partway
across and then down the sheer uill it
ran off the botom. There is no
describing in detail what is on thos¢ two
crumpled sheets; there's no sense to b
made ol 1, though I've olten wried. It
looks, I imagine, like the scrawlings ol
a man weak hrom fever and in delivium:
as though every squigzle and wobbly
line were made with almost-impossible
effort. And Fm sure they were. It is
true that they might be notes jotted
down months earlier when Max was
alive and which no one bothered to pick
up and remove; but [ know they aren’t.
They're the reason Max came back.

s




They're what he tried to do, and [lailed.

I don’t know what ghosts are or why,
in rare instances, they appear. Maybe
all human beings have the power. if
they have the will, to reappear as Max
and a few others have done occasionally
down through the centuries. But I be-
licve that to do so takes some kind of
terrible and unimaginable expenditre
ol psychic energy. I think it takes such a
fearful effort of will that it is bevond
our imagining: and that only very rarely
is such an incredible effort made.

I think a Shakespeare Killed belore
Hamlet, Othello and Macheth  were
written might have put lorth such elfort
and returned. And 1 know that Max
Kingery did. But there was almost noth-
ing lelt over 10 do what he came back
for. Those meaningless [ragments were
the utmost he could accomphsh. His ap-
pearances were at the cost of tremendous
clfort. and I think that 1o even trn his
head and look at us i addition. as he
did the night we saw him. and then
actually  pronounce an audible  word
besides, were cfforts no one ahive can
understand.

It was bevond him., he could not re-
turn and then write the books that were
to have made the name of Max Kingery
what he'd been certamm it was destined
o be. And so he had o give up: we
never saw Max again, though we saw
two more places he'd been.

Cora and I were driving to San Rafacl
over the county road. You can get there
six-lane  highway now. 101, that
slices straight through the hills, but this
wis once part ol the only road between
the two towns and it winds a lot around
aund between the Marin Countv hills,
under the wees. It's a pleasant nanow
Little two-lane road, and we like to take
it once in a while: 1 believe it's still the
shortest route to San Ralael. winding
though it is. This was the end ol Jan-
uary or carly in February, 1 don't re-
member. It was carly in the week. I'd
taken the dav off, and Cora wanted
something at Penney's so we drove over.

Twenty or 30 [eet up on the side of a

hill about a mile outside Mill Valley
there's an outcropping of smooth-faced
rock [acing the road, and Cora glanced
at it. exclaimed and pointed, and |1
jammed on the brakes and looked up
where she was pointing. There on the
rock [acing the public road. painted in
arcat four-foot letters. was Max Ki, the
lines crude and uneven. driblets of paine
running down past the bottoms ol Jet-
ters. the final stroke continuing on down
the lace ol the rock until the paint or oil
on the brush or stick had run thin and
Faded away. We knew Max had painted
it — his name or as much ol it as he
could manage —and  staring up at it
vow. I understood the loud jacketr with
Max K on its back. and the carnival
straw hat with the big red initials.

For who are the people who paint
their mmes or initials in public places
and on the rocks that Tace our highways®
Driving Irom San Francisco 10 Reno
through the Donner Pass you see them by
the hundreds. some painted so high that
the rocks must have been scaled, dan-
gerously. to do it I used to puzzle over
them: to paint your name or initials up
there in the mountiins wasn't impulse.
It ok planning. You'd have to drive
over o hundred miles with the can of
paint on the floor of the car. Who would
do that?> And who would wear the caps
stitched with initials and the jackets
with names on their backs? It was plain
to me now: they are the people. ol
who feel that they have no
wlentity. And who are lighting for onc.

Thev are unknown. nearly invisible.
so they feel; and their names or initials
held up to the uninterested eves of the
world are silent shouts ol “Hey, look at
me!” Children shout it incessantly while
acquiring their identities. and il they
never acquire one maybe they never stop
shouting, Because the things they do
must alwavs leave them with a fecling of
cmptiness. Initials on their caps. names
on their jackets, or even painted high
on i cliff visible for miles. they must
always feel their failure to leave a real
mark, and so they repeat it again and

COUrse.

again. And Max who had to be some-
one, who fiad to be. did as they did.
finally, [rom desperation. To have
never been anvone and to be lorgotien
completely was not to be borne. At what-
ever cost he o had o oy wo leave his
name behind him, cven if he were re-
duced to painting it on a rock.

I visited the cemetery once more that
spring: plodding up the hill. eves on
the ground. Nearing the crest 1 looked

up. then stopped in my  wacks, as-
tounded. There at the head of Max’
egrave stood an cnormous grav stone,

the biggest by [ar of anv in sight. and
it was made not of concrete or pressed
stone but ol the finest granne. It would
last o thousand years. and cur deeply
into its lace m hig letters was MAN-
WELL KINGERY, AUTHOR.

Down in Ius shop outside the gates
I talked to the middle-aged stonecutier
in the littde ofhce at the front of the
building: he was wearing a1 work apron
and cap. He said, “Yes, certainly I re-
member the man who ordered i black
hair and eyes. heavy glasses. He told
me what it should say. and 1 wrote it
down. Your name’s Perer Marks. isn't
iz" I osaid it was. and he nodded as
though he knew it “Yes. he wld me
you'd be here, and 1 knew vou would.
Hard lor him to talk: had some speech
impediment. but I understood him.”™ He
turned o a lictered desk, leafed through
a linde stack of papers. then found the
one he wanted, and shd ir across the
counter to me. “He said vou'd be in
and pay for itz here's the billl It's ex-
pensive bue worth it a fine stone and
the only oue here I know ol for an
author.”

For several moments 1 just stood there
staring at the paper in my hand. Then
I did the only thing left to do. and got
out one of the checks | cury in my
wallet. Waiting while 1 wrote, the stone-
cutter said politely, “And what do you
do. Mr. Marks: you an author, too?”

“No.” 1 said, sign the check, then
I looked up smiling. “I'm just a critic.”

U=
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It's a great feeling to come out

e T

of the rough onto the green . . .
makes you feel good all over.

;-,i_'hg_;qn. soft, smooth, lively turf.
It's the same feeling you have
when you walk anywhere in
shoes with Texon innersoles.
 Texon stays smooth, soft and
~ comfortable . . . doesn’t curl,
~ crack or harden. You can feel

the difference in any style of
- shoe. Ask for shoes with TEXON
innersoles next time you buy.

There's something about walk-

BACK TO® CAMPUS

(continued from page 100)

light yellow and subtly striped oxford
cloth (white only, however, at tradition-
bound Tulane). Tradition reigns also in
neckwear, with no perceptible revival of
regimental stripes, as in the Northeast,
to challenge the continuing pre-eminence
ol the classic rep. In a supporting role,
the standard selection of challis, mad-
ders, foulards and black knits is com-
plemented in warmer climes by a bright
palette of summery batiks, madras and
citrus-toned  shantungs.  Conventional
coat-type buttondowns in quict plaids,
checks and stripes will dominate the
sport-shirt  scene — some  shortsleeved
for Deep South comfort — with the trim
knit pullover in subdued solid tones
(especially upsurgent navy) as a strong
second choice. Climates at most South-
ern schools are too benign for bulky
outerwear; but for casual needs, a small
sclection of sweaters in varying weights,
weaves and styles — crews, cardigans, and
V-necks in alpaca, Shetland, lamb’s wool,
camel’s hair or sturdy synthetic blends
of conservative shade and pattern — will
serve to warm the Washington and Lee
man at a [rosty gridiron gathering, the
Clemson upperclassman on unseasonably
chilly early-autumn strolls across campus,
even the Rollins undergrad alter a
splash in the Florida surf. (Fit out with
a pair ol quick-drying swimsuits, by the
way —one bricf, one boxer —if you're
bound for such sunny shores.) In the
arca of dresswear, no overcoat will be
necessary; one or two lightweight top-
coats — a semifitted cheviot Chesterfield,
herringbone tweed, split raglan or bal-
collar gabardine, with the zip-in lining
an advisable option for cooler climes —
will be comfortably correct on any cam-
pus. For inclement occasions, and for
allweather wear at the Southernmost
schools, where even a topcoat is dispens-
able, a single Dacron-poplin tan bal-
macaan riaincoat should prove more than
adequate weatherwise and otherwise. In-
formal outerwear, a major item in the
Ivy League wardrobe, holds little interest
for Southern students — except in  the
chillier environs of the near-North,
where a licht Dacron-cotton goll jacket,
flecce-lined  poplin  surcoat, hip-length
heeksuede stadium coat or loden will be
cminently welcome during the winter
months. Shoegear fashions will {ollow in
Northeastern  [ootsteps with  cordovan
bluchers, black or brown loalers, tennis
shoes, winglips and formal slipuns sup-
plemented by plam-toed, grained-leather
brogues instead of the warm boots pre-
scribed for the nippier North. Excep-
tion: pack a pair of sturdy chukka boots
il you're headed for the University of
Kentucky.

e MiDWEST: The outline is essentially
Ivy, and the emphasis, as might be ex-

pected here in the nation's icy winter
heartland, is on hefty fabrics offering
warm but weightless insulation from the
elements. A major fashion trend at East-
ern universities, the three-piece casual
suit promis¢s to become a practical
nccessity as well as a smart style on win-
try Midwestern campuses. In solid tones,
small glen plaids and midget herring-
bones of mavy, gray and olive tweeds,
corduroys and Shetlands, it combines the
tasteful conservatism of its British model
with the twofold protection of a jacket
and waistcoat. The vestless Ivy suit re-
mains classically correct, though cutaway-
fronted Continental models find an
isolated outpost of acceptance in sub-
dued plaid patterns at Iowa State. The
Midwestern look in sports coats is i
subtle blend of tradition and innova-
tion: heavy tweeds and Shetlands in
low-keyed plaids and herringbones, full-
weight cashmere in manly ans, sumptu-
ous heeksuedes in warm weights and rich
carth tones; and a burst of biue blazers
from Nebraska to Antioch —in black
and olive at the University of Wisconsin.
Formal-wear protocol dictates black on
all campuses — either with shawl collar
or semipeaked grosgrain lapels, accord-
ing to taste. The compleat trouser ward-
robe should include heavyweight worsted
flannels in olive and oxford gray, cords
ranging from black to buff, woolen mix-
tures in charcoal brown and muted
plaids and — again at [owa State —a se-
lection of chinos and corduroys in tan,
black and olive for classroom and coffee-
break wear. In white, blue, pale yellow
and striped oxford cloth, buttondown
and wb-style collars will run nearly
neck and neck in dressshirt preference;
and coat-style sport shirts in buttondown
stripes, plaids and solids can be expected
to outpull pullovers for casual wear.
(Note: the checked dress shirt and the
spread-collar sport shirt are both big at
unorthodox lowa State.) A black knit tie
is indispensable to the dress wardrobe,
along with the rep stripes, challis and
[oulards considered standard  college
neckwear throughout the country. Mid-
western winter outerwear — especially in
the frosty plains states and Great Lakes
region — is the warmest in the country,
and with ample reason. The heaviest
woolen overcoat, prelerably a semifitied
black Chesterfield with matching velvet
collar, is right —and amply warm — for
outdoor dress in these snowswept parts.
For early fall and late spring wear, a trio
ol zip-lined topcoats is advised: a tan or
olive Dacron-cotton fy-Iront raincoat; a
full-length, fly-front cheviot (or the split
raglan model, as worn by the B.M.O.C.s
at the University of Wisconsin) for dress
needs: and a three-quarter-length tweed
warmer or tailored camel's-hair polo
coat lor informal occasions. The casual
outerwear wardrobe ideally includes



three additional coats: a lightweight
poplin golf jacket for between-scason
chills, plus two heavyweights —a three-
quarter-length and a full-length parka.
duffle or stadium coat in wool, tweed,
suede or corduroy with opulent alpaca
or shearling lining. The sweater ward-
robe, similarly, should be larger than for
more clement climes: perhaps hall a
dozen in varied styles — cardigans, ski
types, and plain-shoulder pullovers with
arew neck or V-front — of Shedand, al-
paca, lamb’s wool and camel’s hair,
ranging [rom lightweights for early-sea-
son undercoat wear to midweights for
late-season  outerwear  to  bulky-knit
heavyweights for midwinter ski trips and
cross-campus constitutionals. Midwestern
college men will be putting their best
foot forward in the same shoes specified
for Northeastern campuses: cordovan
bluchers, hand-stitched loalers, tennis
shoes, desert boots, wingtips and lormal
slip-ons.

THE souTHWEST: Without losing its
individual sartorial stamp, this erstwhile
stronghold of ultracasual insularity has
acquired a decorous new profile of Ivy
inspiration sccond in stylish propriety
only to that of the South. A major move-
ment elsewhere in the nation, the three-
picce suit will be no less central to the
stvle trends of this campus fashion cen-
ter. In the yearround summer heat ol
Brigham Young and Arizona State, and
even in the unpredictable climes of Rice
and Baylor — where a sudden Texas
“norther” can plunge the mercury by 40
degrees in an hour or less — vested suits
will be showing up in weights and weaves
well suited to the season. For cool hot-
weather wear, they’ll be available in airy
seersuckers, hopsackings and wash-and-
wear synthetics; for moderate but more
changeable temperatures, in medium-
weight mohair blends, Orlon-wool blends
and casual corduroys in muted shades of
navy, black, gray and olive. In a counter-
trend to the national lashion, the con-
trasting waistcoat will figure prominently
in the fall and winter campus silhouette,
with the familiar plaid, striped, madras
and batik designs complemented by an
audacious new line ol brocadelike “Bat
Masterson” wvests lor the venturesome.
Ivy-oricnted sports coats —in  navy,
gray and olive solids and subtle herring-
bones ol midweight flannel and worsted
and in porous-weave poplins, gabardines,
whipcords and softly striped cottons for
balmier climates — will  prevail  from
Oklahoma to New Mexico; these will be
oftset by the offbeat double-breasted navy
blazer and the muted plaid sports coat
that dominate the jacket scene at Rice
and the University of Houston. Dinner
jackets find most use at seasonal balls
and proms; on such gilt-edge occasions,
dresswear dicta decree black for fall and
winter, white for spring, throughout the
Southwest. With unstudied informality,

VO LOVE TEE BLAVOE,.AND
EVERYONE LOVES THE AROMA!

B When you light up your pipe with
HALF AND HALF, the people around you
enjoy it almost as much as you do. That's
because no other pipe tobacco has such
a delightful aroma—and such a distinctive
taste. @ HALF AND HALF is a mixture of
choice aromatic tobaccos ... specially
selected and blended for mild taste and
friendly aroma. So, relax and light up— CONFIDENTIAL!
your pipe is welcome everywhere when (For married men only.)
you smoke HALF AND HALF. ® Buy and m{g‘:_';::‘[ﬁ:::;ﬁh
enjoy famous HALF AND HALF in the OF HALF AND HALF!
pocket pouch or vacuum-packed humidor
tin today. A CARGO OF CONTENTMENT IN THE BOWL OF ANY PIPE!

BTHE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY
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but with admirable neatness, tan chinos
are worn interchangeably with wheat-
colored jeans to both seminar and social.
In the breezy social atmosphere ol Rice
and Oklahoma, walk shorts will be ubiq-
uitously in evidence. If you're destined
for either camipus, we advise packing five
or six pairs in subdued solid shades and
madras patterns of lightweight poplin
and cotton-synthetic mixtures. On the
dressshirt front, buttondowns and tabs
share the esteem of the styleawise in
standard white, pale blue and subtle
stripings. Coat-type sport shirts will be
making the buttondown scene in low-
key paisleys, batiks and hopsackings: and
shortsleeved pullovers cn be expected
to come on strong in solid tones of
cotton-Banlon  knit mixtures. Ties ol
tastefully restrained challis. reps. [ou-
Lids and the perennial black knit will
he encircling the necks of the knowledge-
able from Tulsa to Tucson. In a variety
ol weights and weaves 1o it uupredict-
able weather, aware sweater-wearers will
don Veneck pullovers of  bulky-knit
alpaca and worsted yarns in ciushued
crews and boat necks ol lush lamb’s wool
and shaggy Shetland. As in the South,
overcoats are largely unnecessary. A
three-quarter-length Dacron-cotton rain-
coat in ovster white or tan. plus a single
dress topeoat with  zip-in lining — ily-
lvont herringbone, split maglan. light-
weight tweed balmacaan (especially at
the University ol Texas), or worsted
sabardine bal —should gear the under-
orad for anv inclemency. A couple of
cool-weather casual couats should wrap up
his outerwear requirements: a  light-
weight plaid poplin car coat, hip-length

soll jucket or lLuminated knit wind-
breaker, plus a heavyweight hecksuede
stadium coat or hooded parka with
blizzardproof lining of alpaca or shear-
ling. Anent footgear: Southwestern schol-
ars will be taking great social strides in
the same footwear prescribed lor the
Southland’s fast-stepping student body.
THE WEST Coast: Perhaps to no other
campuses could the collegian set out with
water skis over one shoulder, snow skis
over the other, a coll bag in tow and a
tennis racket sirapped to his skindiving
gear. in the hope ol using them all
within casy reach ol his chosen school.
yet such are the manifold blandishments
of our Paciic Coast — [vom the cool
shores of the Northwest to the balmy
beaches of Southern Calilornia: such also
are among the reasons that coastld cam-
pus weanr has acquired its unique inage,
somchow with compatible  coexistence.
both as an  outpost of classic Ivy
Leavue conservatism and as a fountain-
head ol innovative indoor-ontdoor fash-
ion. From Scattle to San Diego. the
traditional three-button Ivy profile con-
tinues to set the suitwear pace m sollo
voce tones ol Bostonian propricty. It was
at UCLA and Fresno State, however,
that the much-touted three-picce suit was
first revived and updated as a deparcure
from campus-wear conventions. In taste-
fully understared  navy.  duocoal and
olive solids and herringbones, both this
resurzent suit stvle and standard vestless
models will be abounding north and
south: in midweizght Hannels at Stanlord,
in sleek sharkskins and mohair-silk-wools
at USC and UCLA. Blazers will be cut-
ting a stylish figure on all campuses in

“I trust yow've heard of diplomatic immunity?”

sedate shades of navy and olive: but con-
ventionally cut jackets in lightweight
versions of earth-toned tweeds and muted
plaids ol denim and Dacron-cotton will
continuc to maintain a substantial lead
in sports-coat preference. Formal-wear ct-
iquette indicates the white dinner jacker
tor Southern California, black from San
Francisco northward. Low-key browns
and olives, predictably, will predominate
in the new line ol lean slacks, mostly in
midweight Hannels and  Dacron-wools.
White oxlords, tailored with tab collars
and French culls (barrel buttondowns
are out). will all but monopolize the
dressshirt scene, Sport shirts — mostly
shortsleeved,  button-lront models
subdued batiks, hopsackings and mosaic
patterns — will be a major category in
the inlormal West Coast wardrobe, par-
ticularly on Calilornia campuses:  we
therelore advise packing proportionately
mote ol them than for other college
scenes. Restrained rep stripes and black
knits. as elsewhere, will  prevail i
neckwear, guictly complemented by
discerning assortment ol challis and
foulards in slieghtly unconventional two-
and-a-quarter-inch widths. The need [or
[ull-Hedeed outerwear is negligible in the
benigr. clime ol Southern  California
schools. but even amidst the palm trees
and wopic flowers of San Diego and
Santa Barbara, a light sweater lor chilly
autumn evenings will be comlortably
functional. Bulky-knit = cardigans  arc
lavored in  bantamweight  synthetics.
sumptuous cashmeres and supersolt al-
pacas. available in warmer weaves for
the cooler reaches of the Northwest
Here, an additional popiin car coat, hip-
length suede stadium coat or laminated
knit goll jacket are recommended as

midwinter warmers for casual  wear.
(Note:  bold-striped  surcoats are  the
mside word on outerwear at  Fresno

State.) In any campus climate, the three-
quarter-length  raglan-shoulder raincoat
in Dacron-cotton will serve well both as
wetwear and dress topeoat. With a surt
sceasont Lis all vear round on South-
crn California shores, and [rom April 1o
Ocober in Washington and  Oregon,
cosstal campus fashions gravitate nat-
urally to the beach. Poplin and cotton-
blend walk shorts will be strutting their
studl at the surfside as well as on campus
in tints and patterns ranging from under-
stated to uninhibited. Three or lour
pairs are par lor the California course,
two or three in the Northwest. Two
pairs of quick-drving bathing trunks —
one brief. one boxer type — should keep
vou comfortably in the social swim. As
a final lootnote for our regional fashion
run-down, we recommend the  same
smart footgear indicated for the North-
castern wardrobe — with the sole substi-
tution of a lichtweight suede casual shoe
for cold-weather boots — to put vou on a
solid [ooting in any college company.
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®PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL
DISTINGUISHED CLUBS IN MAJOR CITIES

SPECIAL EDITION

YOUR ONE PLAYBOY CLUB KEY
ADMITS YOU TO ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS

SEPT., 1962

KEYHOLDERS GET RED CARPET TREATMENT

Everybody a Celebrity
Is Playboy Club Formula

CHICAGO (Special)—From the
moment a Playboy Club key-
holder enters the posh surround-
ings of the Club and has his name
posted on the “At The Playboy
Club” name plate board, he is
treated like a celebrity — and
every celebrity is treated like a
keyholder. The world - famous

YOUR ONE
PLAYBOY CLUB KEY

ADMITS YOU TO
ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS

Playboy Club hospitality is ac-
corded everyone alike. For this
reason the great and near-great
are enthusiastic about the
Playboy Club because here is a
spot where they can relax with-
out the usual hubbub that ac-
companies their appearance.
Personages from all walks of

PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

CLUBS OPEN - Chicagoat 116
E. Walton St.; Miami at 7701
Biscayne Blvd.; New Orleans at
727 Rue Iberville.

LOCATIONS SET— New York at
5 East 59th St.; Los Angeles at
8580 Sunset Blvd.; Detroit at
1014E. JeffersonAve.;St.Louis
at3914 Lindell Blvd.; San Fran-
cisco at 736 Montgomery St.

NEXT IN LINE - Baltimore,
Washington, Dallas, Boston,
Pittsburgh, Puerto Rico.

the entertainment field also dig
the scene because only at the
Playboy Club can they see such
a variety of talent and meet
their fellow entertainers under
such ideal conditions.

Every effort is made to let the

keyholder know he is someone
special — from the personalized
service by the Bunnies to the
Playboy Club matches that bear
his own name on his table. While
reservations are accepted and
advised, the Playboy Club ad-
heres to a first come, first served
policy from which there is no
departure.

The gorgeous Playboy Club
Bunnies go through a rigorous
and thorough training program

The relaxed atmosphere of the Playboy Club appeals to celebrities who find they are not fussed over, but merely

given the same regal treatment accorded every keyholder. Shown above are (1) cinema great John Wayne and
son Pat, (2) wily wits Peter Donald (r) and Jim Backus and (3) country crooner Tennessee Ernie Ford.

designed to give them the savoir-
faire desired in serving key
holders. A Bunny must not only
be beautiful; she must possess
grace and charm. This is what
a keyholder expects and deserves

no matter if he is junior execu-
tive or senior cinema star.

It’s no wonder keyholders and
celebrities alike are hip to the

Playboy Club.

With the fall opening of Clubs
in St. Louis and New York—

THE PLAYBOY CLUB
IS OPEN

SEVEN NIGHTS A WEEK

Detroit and San Francisco will
debut this winter—the value of
a Playboy Club key will increase

and you will want to get in on
the fun. Keys are the $25 Charter
Roster Fee if you live outside
the state of Florida or a 75-mile
radius of Chicago, $50 within
these areas. The $50 Special
Resident Fee will soon go into
effect in the New Orleans area
and, as each new Club opens,
the Charter Roster will close in
that vicinity.

'--------------------1

TO: Playboy Clubs International ; o

c/o PLAYBOY Magazine, 232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois
Gentlemen:
Here is my ap;f'.licntion for Key Privilegea to the Playboy Club. Enclosed
is my check for $. (Playboy Club keys are $50 within a2
75-mile radius of Chicago and in the state of Florida. Keys are $25 outside
these areas.) I understand that if my application is accepted, my key will
admit me to Playboy Clubs now in operation and others soon to go into
operation in roajor cities throughout the U.S. and abroad.

PLAYBOY CLUB TALENT LINEUP

CHICAGO (Through August 29) - Phyllis Branch, Simmy Bow,
George Johnstone and Betty, Stu Gilliam, Peggy Lord, Cedric
Phillips, Doc Circe, The Coronados, Gloria Smyth. (Opening August
30)-Michael St. Clair, Ron Carey, Clancy Hayes, Jimmy Caesar,
Joe Conti, Alain Denys, Barbara Russell, The Clancy Brothers and
Tommy Makem.

MIAMI (Through August 29) -Taylor & Mitchell, Will Mercer, Jack

Pyle, Jamie Lyn Trio, Teri Thornton. {Opening August 30)—Kenny Name (please print)

Milton, The Chuck-A-Lucks, The Starr Sisters, Jerry Van Dyke,

Roy Petty, Sylvia Copeland, Address =

NEW ORLEANS (Through August 29)—Kenny Milton, Clancy Hayes, . e BT 5
Jimmy Saunders, Dave Madden, Philly Duke, Slappy White. (Open- City o efisg RO L2
ing August 30)—Taylor & Mitchell, Max Cooper, Frank Rand, ] Check here if you wish only information about joining the Playboy
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STIRLING MOSS

(continued from page 78)

before you see it. you will be absurdly
slow or vou will crash. It is sometimes
necessary to go through a right-hand
bend with the car pointing to the left.
An Italian like Piero Tarufh, who won
in 1957, having driven Brescia-Rome—
Brescia scores of times in his 54 years,
knew which way the road went. (He was
also a (amous mountain driver.) Moss
realized that neither he nor Jenkinson
nor any other Englishman could memo-
rize 1000 miles of Talian road — but he
thought it might be possible to plot or
miap 1000 miles ol road, if he could find
a man cold enough to sit beside him,
read the map, and tell him which way
the 1'0;[(1 went after cvery CUrVE.

Moss and Jenkinson ran the course in
practice again and again, smashed two
cars (one ol them against an Italian
army truck full of live bombs). and put
it all down on a strip of paper 17 leet
long, rolled into a plastic tube. They
then made up a set of hand signals,
since the car was an open one and con-
versation would be out ol the question.
A signal might mean “right-hand bend,
flar out in lourth gear, straight alter-
ward.” Finally, Moss developed so much
confidence in Jenkinson that he could
unhesitatingly accept Jenkinson's signal
that the road went straight after a blind
brow ahead: he could hold his loot Hat
on the lloor, go over the crest at 170
miles an hour, let the car lly through the
air for 50 vards, and press on. They went
into cities at 125-150 mph. It was what
Jenkinson termed “nine-tenths and ten-
tenths motoring” — absolutely Hat out,
nothing lelt. He told of their 300SLR
Mercedes-Benz  passing  low-llying  air-
planes; ol Moss, going down a steep hill
in third gear, shilting up w lourth and
standing on the accelerator pedal. “lt
took a brave man . . .” he wrote later.
Jenkinson was burned by the hot gear-
box; the sidewavs g forces in the wrns
made him vomit: he lost his glasses over-
board in the slipstream, but in 10 hours,
7 minutes and 48 seconds ol driving he
made not one mistake and missed giving
only one signal, when a full tank sloshed
a pint ol gasoline down his neck. After-
ward he found it extremely difficult to
express his admiration for Moss™ mastery
ol one ol the fastest cars in the world
over 1000 miles of ordinary Italian road-
way. As [or Moss, he said, "1 might have
finished the race without Denis Jenkin-
son, although 1 doubt it, but 1 couldn’t
possibly have won without him.”

Moss went to the festive victory dinner
in Brescia. Then, noticing that he wasn't
really ured, although he'd driven 1000
miles since morning, he got into his own
car and drove to Stuttgart, Germany, and
on from there to Cologne, where he took
a plane to England.

In Germany, in 1961, he had another

legendary triumph: he won the German
Grand Prix on the Nirburgring in a
car that was demonstrably 20 miles an
hour slower than the favored Ferraris.
The Niurburgring, in the Black Moun-
tains, is one of the most frightening and
difficult of circuits. 14.2 miles to the lap,
with up- and down-hill grades as high as
1 in 5, and 174 bends and corners. It is
a “driver’s circuit,” which is to say that
the driver is more important than the
car; skill counts on the Nurburgring,
and the courage 1o put vour foot [lat on
the floor can never be decisive, although
vou can’t win without it. A virtuoso can
do wonders on the Niirburgring. In 1935
Tazio Nuvolari beat the combined
Mercedes-Benz and Auto-Union tcams of
Germany, held w be absolutely uncon-
querable except by each other, and he
beat them in an aging Alfa-Romeo that
was 20 miles an hour slower than they
were. Moss' 1961 run on the Nirburg-
ring, in an aging. outmoded. privately
owned Lotus runming against Phil Hill,
champion of the world, leading the Fac-
tory Ferraris, was the first to be seriously
compared with Nuvolari's victory ol 26
vears belore. Moss beat the Ferrari team
by 21 seconds, which is a long time as
Grand Prix racing goes today.

The car he used was the same Lotus
with which he had won the 1961 Grand
Prix of Monaco carlier in the season,
another race held to be an imperishable
example of his skill, a classic. Again, he
did it on a driver’s cowrse: the Monaco
G.P. is run through the sireets of Monte
Carlo. The knife-cdge corners ol marble
buildings, glass shop Ironts. wees, the
deep water ol the harbor wait for the
driver who makes one small mistake.
This year. the trees Killed one driver and
flving debris from another crash killed a
track olhcial. Only virtuosi can do 100
really fast laps through the streets of
Monte Carlo. "To go flat out through
a bend that is surrounded everywhere by
level lawn is one thing,” Moss has said,
“but 1o go flat out through a bend that
has a stone wall on one side and a preci-
pice on the other — that's an achieve-
ment!

“Last year at Monte Carlo,” Moss told
me, speaking in what was for him an
oddly slow and sober fashion, “I was
absolutely flat out at my own waling.
That is very unusual. One docsn't very
olten run a race Hat out—ten-tenths.
Nine-tenths, yes. But at Monte Carlo
everv corner, every lap as far as I re-
member I was trving 1o drive the fastest
I possibly could, to within a hairs-
breadih of the limit. Driving like that is
tremendously tiring, just tremendously
tiring, most people have no idea what
it does to one.” (On a hot day cockpit
temperatures may reach 150° F; a man
may lose 58 pounds; on some confined
circuits, Monaco is one, crash-causing
carbon monoxide poisoning from the



car just ahead is a real danger.)

Three quarters of the way through the
1961 Monte Carlo race, Phil Hili, lying
second. signaled the Ferrari No. 2 man,
Richie Ginther, running behind him, to
take up the attack on Moss. Ginther, a
tiger, drove the race of his life and Moss
beat him by three seconds and a bit. The
Monte Carlo crowd, sophisticated in
motor-racing, was hysterical; the knowl-
edgeable people in the pits, knowing
Moss was doing something that really
could not be done, were transhixed. Rob
Wialker. who owned the car Moss was
driving, and who used to drive as an
amateur, said, “The last few laps 1
stopped watching; I couldn’t look any-
more, | couldn’t stand it.”

This vear, 1962, Moss didn’t run at
Monte Carlo. He watched the race on
television in his room in  Atkmson
Morley's hospital. There were the last
few laps to run, and Phil Hill, champion
of the world, was increasing his lap
speeds fantastically in an attempt to
catch Bruce McLaren, winning, when
the BBC shut the program ofl in order
to accommodate a serial. Moss was furi-
ous, but his primary concern, character-
istically, was to get a radio going in time
to hear the end of the broadcast. He has
a curiously equable temperament for onc
so volatile. Race-driving sometimes
makes short tempers. I have seen wrenches
thrown, and the French driver Jean
Behra, killed at Avus o 1939, once
punched a Ferrari team manager, but
Moss has never gone past the gesture of
hst-waving, which is merely a conven-
tion. at a driver who balks his passing. A
good boxer and beginning judo player
(ercen belt), he hasn't had a fght since
he was a boy in school. He is never rude
and rarely cutuingly sarcastic, but he will
occasionally defend himsell with a short
answer.

Bone-deep toughness and a curious
tendency to return to dead-center ego-
tism have marked every man and
woman I've ever known who had accom-
plished much, or who had come any-
where near the aura of greatness,
whether statesman, artist, writer, film
producer or whatever. Mess is ol this
pattern, as he must be, and differs from
the norm only in demonstrating less
overt ¢go and more humility than any
other great accomplisher I've known. 1
remember saying to a bullfighter, years
ago, before I knew better, “You are the
most completely egoustical bastard I've
cever met.” He said, “You don’t under-
stand. When 1 go in there, if 1 don't
really and truly believe 1 am the best in
the world, I had better not go in at all.”
That is part ol it, that and the obsession.
Everyone who accomplishes greatly is
obsessed with one purpose, nearly blind
o all else; he can only with difhiculty
tear his mind away from the one thing
that is important to him to consider
lesser matters — and everything except
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his central purpose in life is a lesser
matter. In the light of the obsession 1
know he has to live with, I am inclined
to marvel at Moss’ gaiety every time I
see him. I know very well he forces it,
but still, it’s there.

I amuse myself, when I have an ap-
pointment with him, by being punctual.
He is unfailingly punctual, and he is
the only person I know who really ap-
preciates punctuality. Just before Easter
I had an appointment with him for four
o'clock one afternoon. I have an accurate
watch, and I opened the door of his
olfice within five seconds, plus or minus,
of the hour. He looked at his own watch.
“God, that's wonderful!” he said.
“You're spot-on time!” I1e was as pleased
as if I'd brought him a present. He was
ready to go, but an emergency had come
up, he had to make one phone call. He
had to hire a carpenter, the crew work-
ing on his new house was a man short.
The house is in Shepherd Street in Lon-
don's West End, a building he had
gutted and redone to his own design. He
has some ability as a designer. There are
offices on the ground Hoor, living quar-
ters on the next three: a garden, a pent-
house, sunken bath with bedside controls,
television set in the ceiling of the master
bedroom, closed-circuit TV to the front
door. He was living there in a jungle of
electric conduit, wet plaster and sawdust.
In a two-car garage on the ground floor
next to the office there was a yellow Lotus
Elite and we got into it. I asked him how
he liked it.

“There’s nothing like it,” he said.
“There is no other motorcar, this side of
a race-car, that handles like an Elite.
Coming back from Snetterton the other
day I averaged G0 without ever going

"

over 70, and I think that's remarkable.
It's the best thing of its kind in the
world.”

I was pleased to hear that, because it
had been my own opinion [or some time.
We ran out into the traffic of Park Lane.
He drove fast, but not conspicuously or
spectacularly so; there was nothing re-
markable about his driving except the
machinelike precision with which he
shifted gears.

A couple of girls in a Mini-Minor ran
up beside us and looked in and smiled.
“Crumpet to port,” I said. "I see,” he
said. We smiled at them. “The one driv-
ing is nice,” Moss said. He let them pass
and in the next block passed them. If
he had stopped, they would have pulled
up behind him. Moss’ stunning effect on
many women demonstrates no technique,
but derives from his brute energy, his
profound interest in what goes on
around him, and his civility. He is essen-
tially kind. Last year he saw on television
a man who was paralyzed and who
needed, for business, a small truck. Moss
bought one, had it fitted with hand
controls and delivered — in the strictest
secrecy. Nothing was known of it until

the story leaked following the Goodwood
accident. Also after the accident two brief
letters from spectators were printed in a
motoring magazine, remarking that be-
fore the race began, a time when most
drivers are apt to be edgy, Moss had
found time to take a man in a wheel-
chair on a 30-minute tour of the paddock
area to show him the cars; and had taken
someone else, similarly immobile, on a
complete tour of the circuit in a car,
pointing out the various corners so that
the announcer’s comments would be
more graphic to him. He then found the
man a good vantage point from which to
watch the race, and took him to it. In
talking about him women insistently
remark about his force, his impact and
his kindness, which they usually cite as
thoughtlulness — and those of them who
know they are listed in a series of little
black books, with coded reminders, are
not much the less moved. Oddly, though
he may complain that the day is ruined
if he comes into London airport at mid-
night and doesn’t have a date waiting,
Moss is psychologically out of phase with
the Don Juan role. He was perfectly
faithful to his wife during his marriage
and indeed for some time afterward.
Fidelity to one woman would be his
free choice, but it was suggested to him
that it’s possible to forget one woman
with many. I don’t know if, another
time, he’d have stopped and let the two
girls in the Mini-Minor stop behind
him, but he has driven alongside a girl
before this and made a date without
much more than slowing down enough
to be heard. At any rate we turned off
abruptly and lost them.

We went into the little ground-floor
apartment in Earl’s Court Road. I un-
limbered a tape recorder, plugged it in
and tested it carefully. There was an
clectric fire in the grate. It was cold
outside; a heavy, wer wind leaned on the
side of the building and shook it.

Unlike some drivers, [or Moss the
automobile has no compelling fascina-
tion as an automobile; and he doesn't
like to fiddle about with them either.
He won’t say so. but obviously automo-
biles bore him. He is like a painter
asked about brushes. He's interested in
what a man can do with automobiles,
and what they can do for him.

“It’s odd, how many commonly held
ideas are all wrong,” he said. "“The no-
tion that you need a lot of raw courage
to race, for instance. Actually I don't
think courage is any advantage at all ex-
cept in certain special circamstances. It's
a disadvantage. If a driver has too much
courage it’s difficult for him to discover
his limitations until perhaps it's too late.
We've both known people who had more
courage than judgment and they are no
longer with us.

“I would say courage comes into the
(:(lualtiol}_. oh, let’s say you're driving a



car of a team and a wheel falls off a
teammate’s car and you see it at the side
of the road and you have to keep going,
in a sister car, identical. That takes a
certain amount ol courage.

“It took courage as far as I was con-
cerned to do the record attempt with the
MG on the salt flats in Utah [where he
set five world records] mainly because
they buttoned me into the thing and I
knew it took three miles to stop it and
there wasn’t a hope in hell of getting out
of it il it caught fire. That I didn’t like.
I had quite a long time to think about
it, while the thing was building up to
100, 150, 200, 250 miles an hour, and the
whole situation was made worse by the
fact that when you've gone through the
measured mile you cut the ignition and
put your foot flat down on the accel-
erator to suck any Hames through the
engine and out the pipe and when you
did that you got a smell of fuel, of
fumes throughout the car . . . you
wouldn't get out because, to start with,
the cockpit lid came down [rom the
friont, vou knew wind pressure would
hold it down even il you could undo it;
there was a release inside, but if the
thing went on fire you'd be all thumbs.
That sort of thing takes a ceértain amount
ol courage.

“My greatest recollection of [ear?
There were two times, one was at Monza
[in Italy in 1958] when the steering
sheared on the big Maser, the wheel just
came loose in my hands; I had time to
think about it, but there was nothing I
could do. I stood on the brakes, which
were nothing, they were sports-car brakes,
you couldn't even feel them. The car
was doing 160 miles an hour; I thought
maybe I could steer it by holding the bare
steering-shaft between my feet, which
was silly of course; I knew I just had to
sit and wait and 1 knew damned well I
had to be killed. I was sure we were go-
ing over the top of the banking and 1
didn’t think the retaining wall would
hold the car and of course it didn't; 1
ripped steel posts out of the concrete for
more than 50 yards., That Maserati slid
for a quarter of a mile, blowing its tires,
buckling the wheels . . . when it stopped,
and still right side up, I was surprised to
find myself alive, I can tell you that.

“The other time was when a wheel
came off the Lotus at Spa [in Belgium in
1960]. I was doing about 140 when the
car suddenly went into a very violent
oversteer condition; first I thought I had
hit oil, then I saw the wheel roll past me.
I knew I was going to crash, I jumped on
the brakes and tried to spin the car
around. It's best to hit going backward,
it distributes the shock more evenly over
your body, I took about 50 miles an hour
off it before 1 hit. 1 was thrown free,
which I much prefer to staying in the
car. I was lying on the side of the road
and I couldn’t sce and I couldn’t breathe,
and that Irightened me. I was in great
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pain around my chest and I was afraid 1
had broken ribs and that they would
puncture my heart or my lungs, which
was how Bobby Baird died. I was more
afraid of that happening than I had been
when I knew I was going to hit the bank
at around 100 miles an hour.”

The Spa incident made minor medical
history. Moss had two broken legs, a
broken nose, a broken ankle, three
broken ribs and three broken vertebrac.
But he had normal pulse and normal
blood pressure! Belgian doctors told him
he would be in a plaster body cast for
six. months. He insisted on being Hown
to London, where a specialist he trusted
told him that he could heal easily and
slowly in plaster or painfully and
quickly without it. He elected the quick,
hard way in St. Thomas' hospital in
London. Three wecks after the accident
I telephoned him from New York.

“How are you really?” I said. “1 hear
all kinds of things.”

“I'm in good shape,” he said. "I'm go-
ing bike riding tomorrow.”

“You mean on a stationary bicycle?”

“No, I mean a real bike.”

“You're out of your mind. What hap-
pens if you fall off?”

“I don’t intend to fall ofE.”

Punch ran a Russell Brockbank car-
toon showing Moss carcening across a
Thames bridge in a hospital bed with
an engine on it, an ambulance in mad
pursuit. Five wecks alter the accident
he went to the Silverstone circuit to see
if the crash had taken anything from
him. He broke the course record. Two
wecks after that he won the Swedish
Grand Prix and set a new record. Eight
weeks after the accident he ran in the
Portuguese Grand Prix. His car stalled
and officials objected to his pushing it
downhill to start it. “I can’t very well
push it uphill,” he told them, “after all,
damnit, both my legs are broken.

“I remember feeling some fear in Por-
tugal that tme,” he told me. “'I was driv-
ing the same car I'd arashed at Spa and
that civeurt is tree-lined and I remember
going through a really [ast corner, 130
miles an hour or something like that and
the idea lashing through my mind. what
would happen if a wheel came oft here?
All one can really do is put it out of
one's mind. One's just got to conguer
that. It isn’t courage, it's just a case of
overcoming whatever it is that worries
you.

“People think courage is required lor
things that don’t need it at all. For ex-
ample, people say to me how do you dare
take your hand off the wheel to wave o
somcone in a corner, maybe they've
heard me on the subject ol one-hand
driving on the road, which I think 1s so
stupid. What they don’t know is that
once a car is presented to a corner, all
things being equal, that is, avoiding oil
on the track or something [unny hap-

l}l:nillg, that car has a sort of line of
destiny, a line on which the damned
thing is going to go no matter what: once
a car is set up for a corner, it should hold
its line. I remember doing a demonsura-
tion in a Healey. in about a 90-mph wide
right-hand sweep. where 1 started on the
left, set the car up and then told the
student o watch the steering wheel. and
I would go Irom the very left verge, clip
within a couple of inches of the apex
and go out to the exit o the very verge
within say 3 or 4 inches, without moving
the steering wheel a fraction ol an inch
over, say, 250 yards. Of course you do
compromise with the throttle, but 1
think once you've got it set up vou
should be able to go to nine-tenths
motoring anvway. It's only when you're
right on the ragged edge, at ten-tenths,
that you do need quite a lot ol steering
1o keep the thing exactly in balance, but
one doesn’t go beyond nine-tenths all
that frequently. And so, once vou've got
the thing set vou can let go with one
hand or the other, it doesn’t make much
difference.”

(A racing car, at racing speeds, spends
quite a lot of time going sideways, “drilt-
ing"” with all four wheels sliding equally.
This is generally held to be the [astest
way through a bend, although there is
some indication that modern suspension
technigques  are  altering  the  picture.
When the car is going [ast enough, and
it must be going very fast, the driver will
provoke a drilt by turning the steering
wheel sharply and abruptly — but al-
ways smoothly —and by hitting the
brakes hard, once. The car's adhesion to
the road is broken, and it 1s therealter
steeredd with the gas pedal, more gas in-
creasing the angle ol drift, or slide, nose
peinting o the inside of the bend. and
less gas decreasing it. Going through o
series of S-bends very fast, a driver can
be extremely busy with the sweering
wheel, and a layman siting beside him
would be quite unable o tell what he
was doing. He would be altering not so
much the direction of the car in the sense
ol steering the front of it, as altering the
whole attitude ol the car relative to the
road, pointing it now this way and now
that way in various sliding positions,
breaking and restoring adhesion of the
front wheels separately, the rear wheels
or all four together. Going through a
long S-bend at, say, 125 miles an hour, a
driver of Moss' caliber may change the
whole direction the car is pointing on the
road as many as six umes. Maintenance
of inch-by-inch control ol a car doing
perhaps 150 miles an hour partially for-
ward and partially sideways is the essence
of the difference between race-driving
and ordinary driving. It is a difficult
skill to acquire, since it can’t be learned
with the car going at a sale slow speed.
Also the sudden appearance of a patch
of oil, sand or water can fatally upsct




the requisite balance.)

At the Sebring circuit in Florida, top
speeds can get o 150 or so, but there is
one acute-angle corner that can’t be
taken at much over 30. The French jour-
nalist Bernard Cahier was standing be-
side this bend drinking a Coca-Cola when
Moss came by and gestured that he
wanted one, wo. Cahier handed it to him
next ume he came around and got the
empty bottle back the following lap. A
couple ol bystanders with stopwatches
made the curious observation that Moss
was no slower in the lap in which he
drank the Coke than in the one belore it
or the one afrer it

“It’s those two extra arms he puts on
when he gets into the car,” someone said.
Another time at Sebring, banging a
sedan through two right-angle corners
flat out, he was seen to wave to a friend
and almost simultancously crawl over
the seat back to slam a loose rear door.

At a teaching session Moss was demon-
strating spins to a succession of students.
A photographer who knew him focused
on the spot he had stopped the first time
and made a dozen more pictures without
moving, Moss would come screaming
down the wack, throw the car sideways,
spin it like a top and put it almost into
the tire marks it had left the time be-
fore. Said another photographer: “I've
checked. The man doesn’t cast a shadow.”

Moss likes to teach novice drivers and

does it well. He learned a great deal from
Juan Manuel Fangio when they both
drove for Mercedes-Benz, and apparently
feels he should pass on what he can.
When Innes Ireland, now an internation-
ally ranked driver, was failing to qualily
for the Grand Prix of Monaco, Moss told
him, “Come around behind me. Just get
on my tail and stay there.” Moss
shrewdly judged the maximum pace Ire-
land could sustain, Ireland followed his
line, his attack in every corner, and
qualified. Moss is not wildly popular with
other drivers perhaps largely because he
is so obsessively concerned with the job,
but their respect for him is unlimited:
“He never stops trying.” “He never has
an off day.” “He is absolutely dedicated.”
“Some people can drive only Grand Prix
cars well, or sports cars or something
else, but Moss can drive anything that
has four wheels and a place to sit.” No
one has ever accused him of anything
remotely approaching dirty tactics, al-
though, like all “real” professionals, he
knows how much of the road is his and
he wants it. If other drivers find it hard
to accept the fact that he earns perhaps
10 umes the average top-line driver’s
salary, they do mnot say so. There are
drivers running today who can give Moss
a very hard time, but there arec many
others who can be hanging on the ragged
edge of disaster, going just as fast as a
stout heart will allow, when Moss runs

up from behind. immaculate in white,
utterly relaxed. and blasts on by with the
invariable wave of the hand in thanks
for moving over. and perhaps at the
same time a big smile for a friend beside
the road . . . “He makes it look as il
you're not trying,” one said. “He makes
the hard things look casy.”

At Silverstone in 1960 Moss hit an oil
slick at 140 miles an hour. The car went
into an uncontrolled spin. It had spun
six times when the crowd heard the blip
of the engine as Moss dropped down one
gear, and on the seventh spin, as the car
came around with its nose pointing the
right way, he put his [oot down and
screamed away, waving to acknowledge
the frantic hand-clapping he could sec if
not hear. One had to go back to 1939,
and Nuvolari steering across a pool ol
oil through a gaggle of wrecked cars at
Donington to find a tour de force with
which to compare it.

One measure of Moss™ virtuosity is his
preference for a wet course. Many driv-
ers will concede a sinking sensation when
they know they will have to drive in the
rain; Moss is delighted. He will drive as
fast in pouring rain as in sunshine, and
since most others will not. he’s more
likely to win. He is as fast in the wet as
Caracciola was, and Caracciola’s eves
were so peculiarly constructed that he
could drive at top speed in a pouring
rain without goggles, and in fact pre-
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shave cream; razor
7. and blades; 6 after-shave lotion;
hair brush and comb @; hair dressing 3 ;
@ tooth paste; tooth brush; deodorant.
Forget anything? It's still only 1/2 filled!
From $7.50 plus f.e.t. Lifetime guaranteed.

Dopp Kit you've packed

talc;

DOPP KI'T

The unfitted travel kit with expandable
bellows design, leakproof lining. Charles
Doppelt&Co., Inc,, 2024 S. Wabash, Chicago.
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ferred to. In addition to being physically
insensitive, oculists said, Caracciola’s eyes
admitted abnormal amounts of light. So
do Moss’, obviously.

Nuvolari is said to have contributed
to racing the idea of the controlled four-
wheel drift; Moss brought to it a radical
concept of braking. It has from the be-
ginning been held basic to the driving
of any automobile, passenger or racing,
that the brakes should never be applied
in a corner. Brake before the corner, ac-
celerate coming out of it, is holy writ.
Braking while actually in the corner was
supposed to bring automatic disaster —
and it did often seem to. Moss upset all
that. He applies brakes when the car is
in the actual corner, turning, and then
instantly bangs on full acceleration, so
that the car is always under either heavy
braking or severe acceleration, and
spends no time merely coasting. The dif-
ference can amount to useful fractions of
seconds, and in the frantic world of
Grand Prix racing, a tenth of a second
in each of 10 corners can make the dif-
ference between losing and winning, or
between winning desperately or winning
almost tranquilly.

Moss can make an impression of seren-
ity and tmnquillity, although he has
probably never known a moment’s tran-
quillity in his life, but sooner or later
the extra nerve endings will show
through, and the s:lndpalpuring on them:
he was telling me how he had momen-

tarily “lost” the car during the last New
Zealand Grand Prix.

“A driver senses the loss of the vehicle
before it becomes apparent to anyone
else, through the steering wheel. It's a
funny thing, it's practically a noise.
When you lose the back end of a car you
just feel it go. When you lose the front
end you feel a ‘growl’ through the steer-
ing wheel. You hear a sort of rumble.
There can’t be any sound, you'd never
hear any sound, you're wearing carplugs
and the engine is screaming away just
behind your head, but I can assure you
that you nearly hear this sensation, this
growling rumbling sound as the thing is
losing adhesion. When you lose the
whole bloody vehicle you don't get either
of these sensations, I suppose the two
together just cancel each other out, you
just know the car is moving sideways
more than it should be at that moment;
say it’s moving 8 feet sideways per 80 feet
forward, and that may be exactly what
you want, but if the rate rises to 9 feet
sideways per 80 feet forward you know
somewhere inside you that this is not
right, and if you've worked out the equa-
tion quickly enough, you know there’s
not going to be enough road . . . 1 wish
I could explain that phenomenon of the
noise better, I cannot.”

The complexity of Grand Prix driving
is so great, one marvels that so many
survive it. For example, no Grand Prix
car has fewer than four gears; many have

“You can’t say enough for the service they give
you on this airline.”

five, and six will be common next year.
If he is to stay in contention, a driver
must keep the car under power as much
of the time as he can, therefore he makes
gearshifts with stunning speed, as nearly
instantancously as he can. The torque, or
twisting effect on the gear shaft, is such
that although he has put the gear lever
into the proper slot for, say, fourth gear,
coming out of third, he may get second.
If he cannot correct this situation within
half a second or so the car may go out of
control and off the road. He may shift
gears 500 times in the course ol a race.
He has only to miss once, he has only to
lose the braking effect of one downward
shift going into a corner, to kill himself.
Race-cars used to be strong and substan-
ual, a factor that was sometimes of use
to a driver in a crash. The Bugatti of
the 1930s had a chassis frame that was
a girder seven inches deep at one point.
Today's G.P. cars weigh less than 1000
pounds, and the most advanced design,
one that will surely be widely copied, has
no chassis or frame of any kind: it is not
inaccurate to describe it as three long,
very stiff gasoline tanks with an engine
bolted to one end. steering gear bolted
to the other end, and a reclining seat in
the middle. It is conceded that damage
to this car in any kind of crash is likely
to be substantial — but it's 40 or 50
pounds lighter than competing models,
and that’s important. Secing 30 gallons
of gasoline poured into the thing, a sober
citizen might not wish even to sit in it
with the engine running. Its driver will
be expected to work it up to 180 miles an
hour on some courses, and to run it
within six inches of another car if that
is necessary. If he declines, he will not be
asked a second time. Many are waiting
for his scat. But he won't decline. If he
can get 185 out of it, he will.

E molto difficile . . .

“You see people who go in over their
heads too early and they're not with us
anymore,” Moss says. “Or you see others
do it, like John Surtees, but he has so
much sensitivity and ability and sheer
fecling for a vehicle that he gets away
with it; you have a feeling that even if
he loses it he'll get the thing straight be-
fore he hits what he’s going to hit and
he'll hit it with the right end of the car
and all that. And others you just kinow
if they can hit in the wrong way they'll
bloody well hit in the wrong way and the
wrong plice. You see drivers who have
tremendous  accidents and  sometimes
they’re not as bad drivers as you think;
and others like poor Pete Collins [killed
at the Nurburgring in 1958] have a
slight one and he’s not with us anymore
— and Pete didn’t really drive over his
head.

“Somecone whose judgment I respect
told me that he believes that the acci-
dents happen before the man gets into
the car. In many cases I'm inclined to



agree with him. Attitude of mind and
mental condition and knowing when
vou're dropping off in cifectiveness . . .
physical [atigue comes on slowly, slowly,
it could be measured with a micrometer,
you're giving energy gradually but con-
tinually, and then quite suddenly you're
into your reserve, you're a filth-second
slow in reacting to something, and per-
haps that’s when you leave us . . .

“I don’t know what makes one go on.
People often ask, do you think of giving
up racing when someone’s killed, a close
friend perhaps? Yes, surely. You must
think, there but for the grace of God . .
but you hope, of course, that you have a
little more experience or a little more
ability or a little more luck or a little
more something and so it’s not gomyg to
happen to you. I I were killed racing
I wouldn't want any driver to give up
racing or even pull out of the race it
happened in . . . it'’s not going to do me
any good. [Talking to Walter Cronkite
ol CBS, Moss said, "I never say to any-
body, "See you next week.” If they say it,
I say, "Well, I hope so.” "] 1 understand
racing, I know it may happen, and if 1
knew any way to lessen the chance I
would do it — as 1 think I do now. I race
as salely as I know how — with the possi-
ble exception that I drive cars that are
more likely to fail than others, they are
less robust, and in that I'm foolish, and
I know it. But other considerations ¢nter
there — my wish to drive nonfactory cars,
and PBritish cars, and so on . . .

“But there's not much point in looking
into the past. I won't do it. T will not
allow myself to live in the past, not the
slightest bit. The only way I know what
I did yesterday is to look it up in my
diary. I keep a full diary, and I do it
every night no matter what. And do you
know, sometimes I find it difficult to
remember, at night, what I've done that
day, never mind yesterday. 1 upset my
friends. I said to David Haynes, you
must see this terrific film and he said,
look, old boy, we saw it together last
Thursday. I said to him, by God next
year you must come with me to South
Africa and he said. you know, we got
back only a week ago . . . he understands,
it’s just that there's so much going on
today and tomorrow and next week, and
I must think that way, because there are
so many heartbreaks for me in racing
that if 1 worried about vesterday . . . as
it 1s now } can lose a race, I can lose the
world championship on Sunday and 1
can be out enjoying myselt on Monday,
and I mean enjoying myself. Nothing is
sillier than this notion that racing drivers
have a death wish. Most of them enjoy
life infinitely more than the average man,
and it's nothing to do with eat, drink and
be merry, for tomorrow we die, either.
I've been accused of living a 2Y9-hour
day and I plead guilty, with pleasure. I
live for the day. If I won the world

NEW SONY STERECORDER 464 CS: A COMPLETE, PORTABLE STEREO RECORDER AT A REMARKABLY LOW PRICE

Another Sony triumph in tape recorder engineering,
the new Sony 464 CS Sterecorder records and plays
back stereo tapes with the professional purity of
studio recording. Whether it’s the delicate tone of a
Stradivarius, the fire and poetry of Flamenco, the re-
sounding blare of seventy-six trombones, or the full
magnificence of a London Symphony—all the rich-
ness of stereo sound—yours to command for only
8299.50. Al Sory Sterecorders are Multiplex Ready!

SUPERSGOPE The Tapeway to Sterso

The new Sony 464 CS is 2 completely self-contained stereo
system with two microphenes, two extended range stereo
speakers and such additional features os sound-on-sound
recording, push button channel selection, dusl recording in-
dicators, automatic tape lifters, digital counter, pause con-
trol and FM stereo recording inputs. Also available, model
464-D for custom installation, (464 CS less case, speakers
and microphones) $199.50. ® Sony, the world’s most re-
spected name n quality tape recording equipment, manu-
factures a complete line of monophonic and stercophonic
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...of a continent in dromatic transition
is heard in Miriam Burton’s expressive
voice os she transmits musicol impres-
sions of a Kalahari Bushmon'’s relentless
chase or a Yoruba market place. It's
justly called AFRICAN LAMENT.

AFRICAN LAMENT
MIRIAM BURTON
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Hush Puppies’

BIG MEN ONLY!
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Fomous breothin' brushed pigskin Hush Puppies —
Now in sizes 10-16, Also, aver 40 other shoe styles,
plus wearing opporel needs for big ond
toll men only! We ore America's top
speciolists for big ond toll men.

Write for your Free Cotolog todoy!

YOUR WATCH BAND!

-— Replace your watch band with
a fresh, stylishly correct Brite
Watch Band. Now in popular
Military Stripes and Weaves
plus Metal Expansion in yel-
low or white, leather inlay.
From $1.00 to $5.98 at stores
everywhere.

championship on Sundav. Sunday nicht
I'd be swinging but Monday moruning
I'd be back in the office.

“You could sav it's an odd life and
I'd agree. but it’s like a storv 1 remember
vour telling me in a letter a long time
ago. about the man who was wold the
roulette game was crooked. and he said.
ves, I know, but it's the only game in
town.

“I think racing destroved my mar-
riage, bur I'm not reallv sure, sometimes
I think I don't know what did do it. I
live in a suitcase and an office and at
race meetings, and that’'s hard lor a
woman to accept. Secondly. I have no
privacy. I've had reporters phone me at
three in the morning many times. |
don’t know how they get the number so
casily. I've been called on the radio at
four aac in the Australian bush. I've
been called at six asi. in Bangkok, from
London, 1o be asked one quite silly ques-
tion — and. by the way. that means going
to the cenwral post oflice 1o answer. vou
don’t just pick up the phone in Bangkok.
Then, a woman doesn’t like being put
on exhibiton every time she goes out for
a drink or o the theater, And the strain
ol racing is terrible [or those who watch.
It makes me very nervous to watch my
sister Pat vace, I'm far more nervous
watching her riace than 1 could ever be
before a race myself. A driver's wife govs
through all that, again and again
and there is the endless press of things
that must be done, nageing little details.
OI course vou can avoid much ol that,
il vou'll compromise. I think that if a
driver is prepared to be No. 2, is willing
to be No. 2, then I think the life is easv.
But il you're not prepared o be No. 2

. then it's hard. Katie was everything
to me. I was shattered when we parted.
I very nearly came unstuck.”

Moss met Katie Molson, an extremely
wealthy  Canadian girl, pretty, gentle,
brown-haired, in 1953 and again in 1956.
They were married in 1957 and parted
in 1959, Moss thought ol Katie as very
much a woman. a lady. and a tomboy as
well. He considered her ideal, and still
does. She was in Nassau when the mar-
riage collapsed. Moss did not return to
their aparument in London: he said he
could not go through the door again,
and he never has. He insisted that the
failure of the marriage was his fauly,
must be his fault. His friends told him
that it was not his fault, and not Katie
Moss® fault, and not any one person’s
fault, but a complex of events and cir-
cumstances. I don't know if he has come
to believe it. He missed no races, though.

“In the end, finally,” he said. “one has
one’s work. The major satislaction in my
life is racing. obviously, and I enjoy it
even when I'm brustrated: sometimes |
think mavbe most when I'm [rustrated,
I think, God, I can’t damned well win,
I've lost five laps in the pit, it's impossi-

ble to win now, mathematicallv impossi-
ble. but then 1 begin to think. well, my
Gad. even if 1 can’t win I'm going to
damned well go. and then 1 can enjoy
reallv Last motoring. lor the exhilaration
of it and because I'm uvying to prove
something to mysell: they mav have five
laps’ lead on me. but I'm going to take
one back. vou know: and the lap record
is always there to be broken, and vou
can sav to voursell. let’s veally get going.
let's vy 1o drive the perfect kap. all the
way around and not one mistake. not
one mile an hour slow or 10 revs down,
and this to me is an interesting thing.
Olten I turn to myself and sav. well, let's
try to wrn one perfect lap. Invariably
something, somewhere. isn't just quite
right, and vou sav. well. that's finished,
now let’s wy another, wry again. I've
never made a perlect lap. of course, al-
though people have said 1 have,

“You go through a corner absolutely
flat out. right on the ragged edge. but
absolutelv in control. on your own line
to an inch, on top ol everything, and
the exhilaraton. the thiill 1s remendous;
vou sav to voursell, all right, vou bas-
tards, top that one, mawch it, even, and
vou feel like a painter who has just put
the last brushstroke on the Mona Lisa
or something, alter vears ol wryving .
it's rewarding. And vou must grant that
it's not monotonous. No art can be mo-
notonous, and I believe that driving. as
practiced by some very few people in
the world, is an art form. and is related
to ballet. It is all discipline, rhythm,
movement. It is like skiing, oo,
much like skiing . . . the same but never
the same, never monotonous . . .

“Monotony in life would drive me
mad in no time at all. T can’t bear in-
activity; 1 get disheartened sometimes
when I stop moving. [ vou wturned to
me right now and said, we've finished,
vou're 1o go home and sit down and
think for a while, I wouldn't dream of
doing it. I would find that very bad. I
fll every moment. When you leave me
here Ken Gregory and some people are
coming lor a meeting. After that I'm
going out to dinner. Then I'm going
dancing. [An earnest exponent ol the
Twist, Moss has been known to dance
from ecarly evening unul dawn—non-
stop.] I don’t know how long I'll stay
out. but one thing I'm sure ol, when 1
go o bed tonight 1 hope to be very
tured, because 1 don’t want to think. 1
don't fike thinking. unless it's about a
specific, solvable problem. As far as lile
is concerned. and what life is going to
offer me, I find it terribly depressing.
When I look at the [uture 1 find it ter-
ribly depressing.”

He spoke so vehemently that T was
surprised. “Do vou really?” T said.

“Yes, terribly, because I can't see, in
the ultimate, what there can be ol hap-
piness. 1 know that to some people

very
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achievement in business, in work, is hap-
piness. To me it's not, it's a fulfillment.
but not necessarily happiness. It's a
pleasure, but pleasure isn't happiness.
My idea of happiness seems Utopian to
me and it may seem absurd to you: it
is to be married. and have two or three
children. and a house in the country if
you like. and to go away for two weeks
on holiday —and, most of all, most im-
portantly, to be able to accept that life
as happiness. Do you understand? To be
able to accept it, that's the whole heart
of the matter. I cannot at the moment.
I'm hoping that with mawurity I will be
able to, or that at least some form of
compromise with it will be possible. 1I'm
not unhappy. I'm in a state of suspended
animation. in a transition period which
is tolerable, and which keeps me from
being depressed - . . I dance, 1 run about,
I do a bit of designing and this and that,
it's activity, 1 keep my finger in the dike,
it's not going to patch the bloody thing
but at least it's stopping the water pour-
ing in. I'm waiting lor maturity to come
to me, and I'm doing what I can to bring
it. I don't know if one ever feels happi-
ness. or if contentment is the maximum
we can hope [or. As I said. I'm not un-
happy. I I were to be killed tomorrow 1
wouldn’t feel that 32 of my 32 years had
been unhappy . . .7

We talked, and the thin brown tape
silently took it down. Dusk sifted out of
a wet London sky. T had wld Moess I'd
need three hours, and at five minutes of
seven the tape ran out. He made me a
drink, Scotch. He couldn’t find a bottle
opener lor the orange squash he wanted
and I fiddled the top off with my knife.
We talked about some other people lor
a few minutes. He phoned for a taxi. 1
told the driver to go to Charing Cross.
As I opened the cab door 1 looked back.
Moss was standing in the middle of the
little room, looking through the win-
dow. I waved to him. He waved, and
moved across the room. He looked grim,
and, somchow, weirdly, sheathed all in
gray, or white. I was suddenly and in-
explicably immersed in a crushing sad-
ness and in pity for him.

I was in Belgium on Easter Monday
and I didn’t see Moss again until carly
June, when I went to Atkinson Morley's
hospital. 1 stayed for a couple of hours,
Judy Carne did a scalding imitation of
her Hollywood manicurist phoning a
bovfriend. I told the old story about
Beatrice Lillie, Lady Peel and the butch-
cr's wife. Moss explained how he had
gone about convincing a nurse that a
urinal should be called something else.
The Grundig man came, tacking shyly
into the room against a gale of laughter.
I lefe.

“Come back soon,” Moss said. “I'm
not going to hang about here forever.”

.
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budget-priced
35mm camera takes
interchangeable lenses

YASHICA PENTA-J

single lens reflex

Even at its low-low price, the Penta-J
accepts a host of interchangeable wide
angle and telephoto lenses—special
accessories, too. Has new ‘TRI-WAY'
finder for more accurate focusing and
composing, {2 Yashinon 50mm lens
with semi-auto diaphragm, automatic
mirror, speeds from %2 to 1/500th plus
‘B’, many more features. Less than
$130. See your photo dealer for exact
retail prices or write Dept. F.

@ YASHICA INC., 50-17 Queens Biva., wooasice 77, N Y.
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good
stores everywhere

APERITIF

(continued from page 110)

oil, of cracked black olives. prosciutto,
roasted pepper salad and  wafer-thin
Genoa salami are alinost overpowering.

The aperitif’s ancient source s a re-
minder thiat the world's first great wines
were tart potations. Hippocrates, the
Greek precursor of Ben Casey, in 400
p.c. created his own lusty infusion of
wine with bitter almonds and resin.
Roman wines were made not only [rom
the grape but from turnips. radishes.
asparagus, parsley. thvme, mint, hyssop
and almost anything else that sprang up
around the villi. Even sea water was
added for tang. Often grapevines were
swirounded by other plants  placed
close enough to the roots of the vines so
that their intimate bitterness would seep
through the soil into the fruit belore it
was plucked.

While a Roman as eminent as Cicero
was pointing with pride to his own
private concoction of wine mixed with
dittany leaves, dissidents were busy view-
ing it with alarm. Pliny, an anti-aperitif
nitn. wrote how, “When Tiberius Clau-
dius was emperor, the custom of drink-
ing on an empty stomach and taking
wine regularly before meals came in, an
outlindish  {ashion recommended by
doctors who are alwavs trying to ad-
vertise themselves by some new-fangled
ideas.” If now and then a decidedly
toxic plant like wormwood (one ol the
ingredients in absinthe that led o its
bemyg outlawed) was used to point up
other flavors such as thyme and hore-
hound. the Roman didn’t hesitate at
all to swallow the poison in modest
quantities as long as it didn't offend
his estheuc sensibilities.

One bitter ingredient used since the
I7th Century s quinine: its familiar zest
is present today not only in most ape-
vitif wines, but also in all tonic waters.

Modern apenufs are a marviage (or
should we say a polygamy) of wing,
brandy and as many as 10 difterent
kinds of spices including dried roots,
barks, herbs, buds and flowers from
cvery corner ol the earth. In France,
bitters are classified as major and minor,
but primary or secondary cawgorization
isn't nearly so important to the French-
man as the fact that they all possess the
same key to bon appétit.

During recent years, martini drinkers
a la mode have been demanding more
and more gin. less and less vermouth.
From the classic three-to-one ratio, the
disparity rose to four, five and six to
one, and then kept on climbing until
it reached s zenith (or nadir, depending
on your puinl ol view) 1 a4 concoction
64 parts gin to one ol vermouth, It might
have seemed reasonable 1o prrtli(:i. then,
that as the tidewaters of gin rose higher
and  higher, the wickle of vermouth

would dry up and disappear like other
archaic potables.

The consumption of vermouth, how-
ever, has quintupled in the past two
decades. As the ratio of vermouth 1o
pin deercased markedly. the martini took
on considerably more zing: the more
zing it packed the more popular it be-
came — but, among those who preferred
to dine without anesthetizing their appe-
tites. vermouth as an aperitil (rather
than a flavoring agent) gained in lavor.
When an aperitif wine is used as
a flavoring for some other basc such
as gin, vodka or whiskey, it 1s most elfec-
tive in small rather than large quantities.
Where vermouth itself is the base of the
drink. there are no ratio dicta because
its tantalizing flavor comes through in
any quantity. The piquancy you'll want
in an aperitil is a matter ol taste.

In American frontier davs, plainsmen
mixed a pint ol water with two table-
spoons of buffalo gall for a “wholesome
and exhilarating  drink.” Some  years
later, Kansas whiskey men refined the
formula, combining a mere ounce of
wahoo (bark of the winged ¢lm tree
used in making string and rope) with
a quart of whiskey. Somewhat more
sophisticated American traditions are ob-
served along with the European in the
following roster of short and tall
aperitifs. All recipes are for one drink.

VERMOUTIH CASSIS

2 ozs. dry vermouth

1 oz. créme de cassis

1 or 2 large ice cubes

Carbonated water

Pour vermouth and créme de cassis
over ice in an B-oz. glass. Fill with car-
bonated water. Stir.  (Pleasant  varia-
tions on the drink are made by using
triple sce or Forbidden Fruit in place
of the créme de cassis.)

AMER PLCOX PUNCIL

114 ozs. Amer Picon

14 oz lemon juice

2 laree ice cubes

Carbonated water

1 lemon slice

Pour Amer Picon and lemon juice over
ice cubes in an old fashioned gliss. Fill
with carbonated water. Add lemon, St

DUBOXNET COCRTAIL

114 ozs. Dubonnet

114 ozs. gin

1 picce lemon pecl

Pour Dubonnet and gin into cocktail
shaker with ice. Stir well: don’t sk
Swrain  inwo  prechilled
Twist lemon peel over drink and drop
peel into glass. Vodka may be
tuted lor zin. Dubonnet cocktail may
be served on the rocks.

cocktnl g sa.

sihsid

BITTER COLLINS

1145 ozs. gin
s oz, Punt ¢ Mes
Juice of 1 lemon



1 heaping teaspoon sugar

Carbonated water

Pour gin. Punt e Mes, lemon juice
and sugar into a cocktail shaker with 4
or 5 ice cubes. Shake very well. Pour
liquid and ice cubes into a 10-0z high-
ball glass. Fill glass with carbonated
water. Stir.

VERMOUTH VODEA

2 ozs. sweet vermouth

1 oz. vodka, 100 prool

1 oz lemon juice

1 teaspoon sugar

Carbonated water

1 lemon slice

Pour vermouth, vodka, lemon juice
and sugar into a cockuail shaker with 4
or b ice cubes. Shake very well. Pour
liquid and ice cubss into an 8-oz high-
ball glass. Add a small splash of carbon-
ated water and lemon slice. Stir.

VERMOUTI TRIPLE SEC

1 oz. dry vermouth

1% oz triple s:c

1 oz gin

4 dashes orange bitters

Pour all ingredients into a cocktail
shaker with ice. Stiv very well: don't
shake. Strain into prechilled cocktail
glass.

RUNM APERITIF

114 ozs. lisht rum

1 teaspoon dirk Jamaica rum

1 oz dry vermouth

1 ‘.(,‘ilSl)()(]ll mspl)crry S}'I'I.ll]

14 oz. lemon juice

I piece lemon peel

Pour both kinds of rum, vermouth,
raspberry syrup and lemon juice into
cocktail shaker with ice. Shake well.
Suain into prechilled  cocktail  glass.
Twist lemon peel over drink. Drop peel
into glass.

VERMOUTH MARASCHINO

2 ozs. dry vermouth

14, oz. maraschino liqueur

L5 oz lemon juice

6 dashes orange bitters

1 maraschino cherry with stem

Pour vermouth, maraschino liqueur,
lemon juice and bitters into cocktail
shaker with ice. Twirl with ice; don't
shake. Suain into  prechilled  cockrail
glass. Add maraschino cherry.

CALIFORNIAN

3 ozs. orange juice

1 oz. blended whiskey

114 ozrs. sweet vermouth

1 teaspoon orgeat (almond syrup)

Pour all ingredients into
shaker with ice. Shake very well. Put a
large ice cube into a prechilled old
fashioned glass. Strain liquid into glass.

FLORIDIAN

3 ozs. grapefruit juice
145 oz. Forbidden Fruit

cocktail *

1 teaspoon falernum

114 ozs. dry vermouth

2 dashes orange biuers

1 lime slice

Pour all ingredients except lime into
cocktail shaker with ice. Shake very well.
Put a lmge ice cube into prechilled old
fashioned glass. Strain liquid into glass.
Place lime slice on top.

SILVER KIRSCH

114 ozs. Positano

1 oz kirsch

14 oz. lemon juice

1 cgg white

I teaspoon sugar

14 cup coarscly cracked ice

Put all ingredients in the well of an
electric blender. Blend 10 seconds. Pour
into prechilled old fashioned glass.

SCOTCH MANHATTAN
114 ozs. Scotch
14 07. sweet vermouth
3 dashes bitters
1 brandied cherry

For this drink it's best to usc a light
rather than a smoky Scotch. Pour Scotch,
vermouth and bitters into cocktail shaker
with Twirl, don't shake. Strain
liquid into prechilled cocktail glass. Add
brandied cherry.

ice.

MARSALA COCKTAILIL

1 oz dry vermouth

| oz dry marsala wine

1 oz gin

1 picce lemon peel

Pour vermouth, marsala and gin into
cocktail shaker with ice. Twirl, don't
shake. Strain liquid into prechilled cock-
tail glass. Twist lemon peel over drink.
Drop peel into glass.

Your choice of sharply favored spurs
to the appetite — be they straight from
the bottle or elaborately executed —is
diverse and diverting. Any one of these
lively potations will turn on your taste
buds with delightful dispatch.

“Drop m tomorrow night, we're putting
on a show for Margaret Mead!”
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THIN RED LINE

(continued from page 130)

somebody  called. the ones in front
stopped also. Keck crawled back to him.
His squad sergeant, Beck the martinet,
crawled over to him too. Beck was very
young for a martinet, but he was a very
good one. The rifles of his squad had
been the most perlect at inspections since
he came into the company with six years'
service and immediately got promoted.
Withal, he still was not really mean,
only stern, He was not very bright at
anything else or even interested. but
soldiering was his code. Right now he
appeared deeply ashamed that anything
like this could happen to any man in
his squad, and because of this, [urious.

“Get up, God damn you, Sico,” he said
in his stern. command voice. “Or T'll
kick you so hard in that stomach you'll
really be sick.”

"1 can't, Sergeant,” Sico said. His [ace
was drawn up grotesquely. And his eyes
were puddles ol terror, bottomless, an-
guished, and a little guilty. “T would if
1 could. You know I would. I'm sick.”

“Sick, my foot,” said Beck, who never
swore much, and for whom the phrase
God damn you was inordinately strong,.

“Hold it, Beck,” Keck said. “What is
it, Sico?”

“1 dont know, Sergeant. It's my stom-
ach. Pains. And cramps. 1 can’t straighten
up. I'm sick,” he said, looking at Keck
appealingly out of the dark, toriured
holes of his eyes. “I'm sick,” he said
again, and as if to prove it suddenly
vomited. He did not even uy to bend
over and the vomit burped up out of
him and ran down over his [atigue shirt
onto his hands which held his belly.
He looked at Keck hopefully, but ap-
peared ready to do it again il necessary.

Keck studied him a moment. “Leave
him,” he said o Beck. “Come on. —The
medics will take care of you, Sico,” he
sitid 1o Sico.

“Thank you, Sergeant,” Sico said.

“But ——" Beck began.

“Dont argue with me,” Keck said, al-
ready crawling away.

“Right,” Beck said, and followed.

Sico continued to sit and watched the
others pass. The medics did indeed take
care ol him. One of them, the junior,
though he looked much like his shy-
faced, bespectacled senior, came and led
him back to the rear, Sico walking bent
over in pain with his hands holding
his stomach. He groaned audibly [rom
time to time and now and then he
sageed, but apparently did not feel it
necessary o vomit more. His lace was
haunted-looking and his eyes tormented.
But clearly nobody would ever convince
him he had not been sick. Whenever he
looked at the C-for-Charlie men he
palssc(l, it was ;lppc;tlillgly, 4 certain un-
spoken request for understanding, [or
belief. As for the others, they looked

back noncommittally. None of their faces
held contempt. Instead, under the white-
cyed sweating pucker of fear, there was
a hint of sheepish envy, as il they would
have liked to do the same but were alraid
they could not bring it off. Sico. who
could undoubtedly read this look, ap-
parently got no comfort from it. He
tottered on, helped by the junior medic,
and the last that C-for-Charlie ever saw
of him was when he hobbled out of
sight beyond the second [old.

In the meantime Keck’s men had be-
gun their gauntletrunning. Keck led
off with Dale and two other men. Each
squad sergeant, first Milly Beck then
McCron, supervised the jumpofl of his
men in groups ol four. All of them
made it down salely exeept two. OF these
one, a Mississippi farmer "boy” of nearly
40 named Catt. about whom nobody in
the company knew anything lor the sim-
ple reason that he never talked, was
killed outright. But with the other
something really bad happened for the
first time in the day.

At first they thought the second one
was dead too. Hit running, he had
fallen, bounced hard. and lain still like
the Alississippian. So that was that.
When a man was hit and killed outright,
there was nothing anyone could do. The
man had ceased to exist. The living went
right on living, without him. On the
other hand, the wounded were cvacu-
ated. They would live or die someplace
else. So they too ceased to exist to the
men they left behind, and could be
forgotten also, Without a strong belicl in
a Valhalla, it was as good a way to
handle the problem as any, and made
everybody [eel better. But this was not
to be the case with Pyt Allvedo Tella of
Cambridge, Massachuseus, who, as he
liked jokingly to say, ‘had not gone to
Harvard, but he had dug many a cess-
pool underneath its ivy-covered walls.”

Actually, Tella did not begin to yell,
at least not loud enough to be heard by
Bugger Stein's CP, until after Keck had
framed and then carried out most ol
his auack. And by that time lots of
other things were happening.

For the moment, there was still noth-
ine much to be scen from the top of
the fold. Two new bodies lay on the
slope, and that was all. Keck and his
running men had dived headfirst into
the taller grass and apparently disap-
peared from the face ol the earth. The
yammering of the cortex of Japanese fire
had ceased. Quiet —at least, a compara-
tive quiet, il one disregarded the racket-
ing and banging which still hung and
jounced everywhere high in the air—
reigned over the grassy ridge. On the
third fold they lay and waited, watching.

Unfortunately, the Japanese heavy
mortars, still frmly seated on the heights
of the Elephant's Head, had seen the
forward movement of American troops,
too. A mortar round exploded in the
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low between the folds. That one hurt
nobody, but more followed. Mortar shells
began exploding their fountains of ter-
ror, dirt and fragments along the rear-
ward slope every minute or so, as the
Japanese gunners fingered the area
searching American flesh. It was not a
barrage, but it was very nerve racking,
and it wounded some men. Because of
it, only a very f[ew, Stein, Band and
Welsh among them. actually saw Keck’s
attack. Most were as flat to the ground
as they could get.

Stein felt it was his duty to watch, to
observe. Anyway. there was very little
choice as to cover. There were no holes
here, and one Hat place was as good as
another. So he lay, only his eyes and
helmet above the crest of the fold, and
waited and watched. He could not es-
cape a distinct premonition that quite
soon a mortar shell was going to land
squarely in the center of his back. He
did not know why Band had decided to
watch too, but suspected that it was in
the hope of seeing some new wounded,
though he knew this was unfair. And as
for Welsh, Stein could not even imagine
why this [atfaced, expressionless man
should want to expose himself to watch,
especially since he had not said a single
word to anyone since oftering his Thomp-
songun to Keck. The three of them lay
there while a mortar shell blew up
somewhere behind them, then a minute
later another, then almost a minute
later still another. There were no screams
with any of them.

When they finally did see men, it was
about a third of the way up the ridge.
Keck had crawled his men that far un-
scen, Now they rose in a line, which
bellied downhill somewhat in the cen-
ter like a rope bellying of its own
weight, and began to scamper uphill
firing as they went. Almost immediately
the Japanese fire began to hammer, and
at once men began to [all,

If Pyt Allredo Tella of Cambridge,
Mass., had begun to yell before this, no
one had heard him. And in the intensity
of the action and of watching, no one
was to hear him until it was over.

In fact, it did not last long. But while
it did, many things happened. Arriving
in the defiladed area, Keck had first
turned his attention to organizing the
disorganized group of privates already
there, and sent Dale to do that. Then he
himsell lay in the grass directing the
others ofl 1o the right as they arrived.
When the line was formed, he gave the
order to crawl. The grass which was
about chest high here had a matted,
tangled underlayer of old stems. It
choked them with dust, tied up their
arms and feet, made it impossible to see.
They crawled lor what seemed an eter-
nity. It required tremendous exertion.
Most ol them had long since used up all
of their water, and it was this as much
as anything in Keck’s mind when he
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passed the word to halt. He judged they
were about halfway up the slope. and
he didn’t want them to start passing out
on him. For a moment as Keck lay gath-
ering his will power he thought about
their faces as they arrived and dived into
the grass down below: whites of the eves
showing, mouths open and drawn, skin
around the eyes pinched and tight. They
had all arrived terrified. They had all
arrived reluctant. Keck felt no sympathy
for them, any more than he felt sym-
pathy for himself. He was terrified too.
Taking a deep breath he stood straight
up in the grass yelling at them: “Up!
Up! Up! Up and GO!”

From the top of the fold they could
take the operation in at a glance, and
follow its progress. This was not so easy
on the ridge itsell. But John Bell stand-
ing rifle in hand and trying to shoot and
run in the thick grass was able to see
several important things. He was, lor
instance, the only man who saw Sgt Mc-
Cron cover his face with his hands and
sit down weeping. When they had first
stood up, the fury of the Japanese fire
had struck them like a wind-tormented
hailstorm. The Japanese had been smart
and had waited, conserving their fire till
they had targets. Four men of McCron's
squad went down at once. On the right
a voung draftee named Wynn was shot
in the throat and screamed, “Oh, my
God!” in a voice of terror and disbelief
as a geyser of blood spurted from his
neck. Ridiculously like a rag doll he fell
and disappeared in the grass. Next to
him Plc Earl, a littde shorter, was caught
in the face, perhaps from the same burst.
He went down without a sound, looking
as if he'd been hit in the face with a
tomato. To Bell’s left two other men
tumbled, velling with fear that they were
killed. All this was apparently too much
for McCron, who had clucked over and
mothered this squad of his for so many
months, and he simply dropped his rifle
and sat down crying. Bell himself was
astonished that he himself was not al-

‘ady struck down dead. He only knew,
could only think one thing. That was to
keep going. He had to keep going. 1f he
ever wanted to get back home again to
his wife Marty, if he ever wanted to see
her again, kiss her, put himself between
her breasts, between her legs, fondle,
caress, and touch her, he had to keep
going. And that meant he had to keep
the others going with him, because it
was useless to keep going by himself. Tt
had to stop. There had to be a point in
time where it ended. In a aracked bellow
he began to harangue the remainder of
McCron’s 2d Squad. In back of and a
little below him oft in the center as he
looked behind, he saw Milly Beck lead-
ing his men in a fury of snarling hatred
which shocked Bell numbly: Beck who
was always so controlled and almost
never raised his voice. Still below him yet

168 came Keck, roaring and firing Welsh'’s

Thompsongun wuphill. A silly phrase
came in Bell's mind and he began to
yell at the other men senselessly. “Home
for Christmas! Home for Christmas!”

Keep going. Keep going. It was a ridic-
ulous thought, a stupid idea in any case
and he would wonder later why he had
1t. Obviously, if he wanted to stay alive
to get home, the best thing to do would
have been to lie down in the grass and
hide.

It was Charlie Dale on the far left who
saw the first emplacement, the first live
one any of them had ever actually seen,
Far enough leit to be beyond their flank,
it was a one-gun job, a simple hole dug
in the ground and covered over with
sticks and kunai grass. From the dark
hole he could see the muzzle spitting fire
at him. Actually, Dale was probably the
calmest of the lot. Imaginationless, he
had organized his makeshift squad, and
found them eager to accept his authority
il he would simply tell them what to do.
Now he urged them on, but not bellow-
ing or roaring like Keck and Bell. Dale
thought it looked much better, was far
more scemly, if a noncom did not yell
like that. So far he had not fired a shot.
What was the point, when there were no
targets? When he saw the emplacement,
he carefully released his safety and fired
a long burst with his Thompsongun,
straight into the hole 20 yards away. Be-
fore he could release the trigger the gun
jammed, solidly. But his burst was
enough to stop the machinegun, at least
momentarily, and Dale ran toward it
pulling a grenade from his shire. From 10
vards away he threw the grenade like a
baseball, wrenching hell out of his shoul-
der. The grenade disappeared through
the hole, then blew up scattering sticks
and grass and three rag dolls and up-
ending the machinegun. Dale turned
back to his squad, licking his lips and
grinning with beady pride. “Come on, you
guys,” he said. “Let’s keep it moving.”

They were almost done with it. Off to
the right of center Plc Doll and another
man discovered a second small emplace-
ment simultaneously. They fired a clip
apiece into its hole and Doll grenaded
it, keeping up his unspoken competition
with Charlie Dale, even if he wasn’t an
acting sergeant. Wait'll he hears about
that, he thought happily, because he
didn’t know that Dale had got one too.
But the happiness was shortlived, for
Doll and everybody else, as they ran on.
Knocking out two onegun emplace-
ments made no appreciable difference in
the volume of the Japanese fire. MGs
stil! hammered at them from seemingly
every quarter of the globe. Men were
still going down. They still had not lo-
cated any main strongpoints. Directly in
front of them 30 yards away a rock out-
cropping formed a four-foot ledge which
extended clear across their f{ront. In-
stinctively everyone began to run for

that, while behind them Keck, gasping,
hellowed the useless order: “That ledgel
Head for that ledge!”

They dived in behind its protection
pellmell, all of them sobbing audibly
with exhaustion. The exertion and the
heat had been too much. Several men
vomited. One man made it to the ledge,
gurgled once senselessly, then — his eyes
rolling back in his head — fainted from
heat prostration. There was nothing with
which to cover him for shade. Beck the
martinet loosened his belt and clothes.
Then they lay against the ledge in the
midday sun and smelled the hot, sum-
mer-smelling  dust.  Insects  hummed
around them. The fire had stopped.

“Well, what're we gonna do now,
Keck?” someone asked fnally.

“We're gonna stay right here. Maybe
they'll get some reinforcements up to vs.”

“Ha! To do what?"”

“To capture these goddam f-——ing
positions around here!” Keck cried fret-
fully. “What you think?”

“You mean you really want to go on
with ie?”

“I dont know. No. Not no uphill
charge. Bue they get us some reinforce-
ments, we can scout around and mavbe
locate where all these goddam [——-ing
MGs are. Anvway, it's better than going
back down through that. You want to go
back down?"

Nobody answered this, and Keck did
not feel it necessary to elaborate. By
counting heads they found that they had
left 12 men behind them on the slope
killed or wounded. This was almost a
full squad, almost a full third of their
number. It included McCron. When Bell
told him about McCron, Keck appointed
Bell acting sergeant in his place; Bell
couldn’t have cared less. “He'll have to
look out for himself, like the rest of the
wounded,” Keck said. They continued
to lie in the hot sun. Ants crawled on
the ground at the foot of the ledge.

“What if the Japs come down here in
force and throw us off of here:” some-
body asked.

“I dont think they will,” Keck said.
“They're worse olt than we are. But we
better have a sentry. Doll.”

Bell lay with his face against the rock
facing Witt. Wit lay looking back.
Quietly in the insect-humming heat they
lay and looked at each other. Bell was
thinking that Witt had come through it
all all right. Like himself. What power
was it which decided one man should be
hit, be killed, instead of another man?
So Bugger’s little feeling attack was over.
IF this were a movie, this would be the
end of the show and something would be
decided. In a movie or a novel they
would dramatize and build to the climax
of the attack. When the attack came in
the film or novel, it would be satisfying.
It would decide something. It would
have a semblance of meaning and a sem-
blance of an emotion. And immediately
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after, it would be over. The audience
could go home and think about the
semblance of the meaning and feel the
semblance of the cmotion. Even if the
hero got killed, it would still make sense.
Art, Bell decided, creative art— was
§———.

Beside him Witt, who was apparently
not bothered by any of these problems,
raised himsell to his knees and cautiously
stuck his head up over the ledge. Bell
went on with his thinking.

Here there was no semblance of
meaning. And the emotions were so
many and so mixed up that they were
indecipherable, could not be untangled.
Nothing had been decided. nobody had
learned anything. But most important of
all, nothing had ended. Even il they had
captured this whole ridge, nothing would
have ended. Because tomorrow, or the
day after, or the day after that, they
would be called upon to do the same
thing again — maybe under even worse
circumstances. The concept was so over-
powering, so numbing, that it shook
Bell. Island after island, hill after hill,
beachhead after beachhead. vear after
year. It staggered him.

It would certainly end sometime, sure,
and almost certainly — because of indus-
trial production —end in victory. But
that point in time had no connection
with any individual man engaged now.
Some men would survive, but no one
individual man could survive. It was a
discrepancy in methods of counting. The
whole thing was too vast, too compli-
cated, too technological for anv one
individual man to count in it. Only
collections of men counted, only cominu-
nities of men, only numbers of men.

The weight of such a proposition was
deadening, almost too heavy to be borne,
and Bell wanted to turn his mind away
from it. Free individuals? Fla! Some-
where between the time the first Marines
had landed here and this battle now to-
day, American warfare had changed
from individualist warfare to collectivist
warfare—or perhaps that was only his
illusion, perhaps it only seemed like that
to him because he himsell was now en-
gaged. But free individuals? What a
[——ing myth! Numbers ol free individ-
uals, maybe; collectives of free indi-
viduals. And so the point of Bell's
serious thinking hnally emerged.

At some unspecified moment between
this time yesterday and this time today
the unsought realization had come to
Bell that statistically. mathematically.
arithmetically, any way vou wanted to
count it, he John Bell could not pos
sibly live through this war. He could not
possibly go home to his wile Marey Bell.
So it did not really make any difference
what Marty did, whether she stepped
out on him or not. because he would not
be there to accuse her.

The emotion which this revelation

created in Bell was not one of sacrifice,
resignation, acceptance, and peace. In-
stead, it was an irritating, chafhng emo-
tion of helpless hrustration which made
him want to crawl around rubbing his
flanks and back against rocks to casc the
itch. He still had not moved his face
from the rock.

Beside him Witt, stll kneeling and
peering out, yelled suddenly. Simulta-
neously Doll velled too from down at the
other end.

“Something’s comin!”

“Something’s comin! Somebody's comin
at us!™

As one man the line behind the ledge
swept up and forward. rifles ready. Forty
vards away seven  potheaded, bandy-
legged, starved-looking  Japancse men
were running down at them across an
ungrassed area carrving handgrenades in
their right hands and bayoneted rifles in
their lelt. Keck's Thompson, after his
firing of almost all its ammo on the way
up. had fnally jammed, too. Neither
gun could be unstuck. But the massed
rillcfire from the ledge disposed of the
seven Japanese men quickly. Only one
wis able even to throw; and his grenade,
a dud, landed short. At the same mo-
ment  the dud  grenade should  have
exploded. there was a loud, ringing,
half-muffled explosion behind them. In
the exatement of the attack and delense
they continued to fire into the scven
bodies up the slope. When they ceased,
only two bodies continued to move.
Aiming deliberately in the sudden quiet,
Witt the Kentuckian put a killing round
into cach of them. “You never can tell
about them tricky suicidal bastards,” he
said. “LEven when they're hin”

It was Bell who first remembered the
explosion behind  them  and  turned
around to see what had caused it. What
he saw was Syt Keck Iving on his back
with his eyes closed. in a strangely gro-
tesque  positiou, still holding the ring
and salety pin of a handgrenade in his
right hand. Bell called out, and rushing
to him, they rolled him over gently and
saw that there was nothing they could do
for him. His entire right buttock and
part ol his back had been blown away,
Some ol his internal organs were visible,
pulsing busily away, apparently going
about their business as if nothing had
happened. Steadily, blood welled in the
cavity. Gently they laid him back.

It was obvious what had happened.
In the attack, perhaps becuse  his
Thompsongun was jammed. but at any
rate not fiving his rille, Keck had reached
in his hip pocket to pull out a grenade.
And in the excitement he had goten it
by the pin. Bell, for one, experienced a
dizzying, near-lainting terror momentin-
ily, at the thought ol Keck standing and
looking at that pin in his hand. Keck
had leaped back from the line and sat
down against a liale dirt hummock to
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PLAYBOY

protect the others. Then the grenade had
gone off.

Keck made no protest when they
moved him. He was conscious. but ap-
parently did not want to talk and pre-
ferred to keep his eves closed. Two of
them sat with him and wied w talk to
him and reassure him while the others
went back to the line, but Keck did not
answer and kept his eyes shut. The little
muscles at the corners of his mouth
twitched jerkily. He spoke only once.
Without opening his eyes he said clearly,
“What a [-——ing recruit trick to pull.”
Five minutes later he stopped breathing,
The men went back. Milly Beck, as the
SCHIOr NONCOM present, was now in com-
manicl.

Stein had watched the silly litde Japa-
nese counterattack from the wop of the
third fold. The seven Japanese men had
come out from behind a huge outcrop,
already running and alveady oo close
to the Americans for Stein o dare tell
his one MG to fire. The counterattack
was doomed to failure anvway. What
made them do itz Why, il they wanted
to throw Stein's platoon off the ridge,
did they not come in lorce? Why just
seven men? And why come across the
open ground? They could have slipped
down through the grass until they were
on top of Keck and thrown the grenades
from there. Were those seven men doing
all that on their own, without orders?
Or were they some Kind ol crazy religious
volunteers who wanted into Nirvana, or
whatever it was they called it? Stein did
not understand them, and had never
understood them. Their incredibly dels-
cate, ritual tea service: their exquisitely
sensitive painting and pocetry: their un-
believably cruel, sadistic beheadings and
torture. He was a peacelul man. They
[rightened him. When the riflehre from
the platoon took care of the seven so
casily, he awaited a second, larger attack,
but knowing somchow intuitively that
one would not come, and he was right.

Stein had not thought anvone was
wounded in the little attack, so he was
surprised when the men all clustered
around one figure on the ground. On
the ridge they were slightly above his
own height here, now, and at this dis-
tance —more than 200 yvards — it was
impossible to tell who it was. Hoping
desperately that it was not Keck, he
called to Band to give him back his
elasses, focused them, and saw that it
was. Almost immediately a rille bullet
whooshed past him only inches [rom his
head. Startled wide-eyed. he jerked down
and rolled over wwice to his left. He had
forgotten to shield the lenses, and they
had glinted. This time he cupped them
with his hands, verified that it was Keck
dead. then saw that Sgt Beck was look-
ing at him—or anyway toward him —
and making the Old Army hand-and-arm

172 signal for "Converge on me.” He wanted

reinforcements?! Thirty-five yards behind
Stein  another mortar shell exploded
and somebody yelled. Again he ducked.

Lxertion, nervous exhaustion, and fear
were  wearing  Swein down. When  he
looked at his watch, he could not believe
it was alter one. Suddenly he was raven-
ous. Puding down the glasses, he got
out a bar ol D Ration and tried 1o
munch it but could not get it down be-
cause his mouth was so dry Irom lack
ol water. He spat most ol it out. When
he looked again with the glasses, Beck
was agamn niaking his hand-and-arm sig-
ual. As he watched, Beck stopped and
turned back to the ledge. Stein cursed.
His lictle l.llrcc—sqluul attack had lailed,
bogged down. They had not been neanly
cnough men. Stein very seriously doubted
il he even had that many men. He had
just watched two [ull platoons ol B-lor-
Buaker on the lefthand ridge come run-
ning back from a Lailed attack up the
Bowling Alley in an atempt w oatllank
the righthand grassy ridge. And Beck
wanted reinforcements!

Lhat whole f——ing outrageous ridge
was one giant honeycomb ol emplace-
meints. It was a vegular fororess, He him-
scll was Last nearing the limbo ol ol
mental exhaustion. It was hard o oy
and act learless 1or your men when you
were actaally Iull of lear. And Beck
wanted reinlorcements!

Stein had Lo and watched Keck lead
his three pitiful litde squads up that
goddammned ridge with tears in his cyes.
Beside him George Band had lain and
watched  eagerly through  the  glasses,
smihing toughly. But Stein had choked
up, cricd cnough moisture so that every-
thing blurred and he had to wipe his
cyes out quickly. He had  personally
counted every one ol the 12 10 go down.
They were his men, and he had failed
in his responsibility to cach one who
Iell, And now he was being asked to
scnd more alter them.

Well, he could give Beck the two re-
niining squads of 2d Platoon. Pull them
back ont and put the reserve 5d Plitoon
up on the crest o fire cover. That would
work all right. But before he did it, he
imtended w0 wlk w Col “Tadl and get
Tall's opinion and assent. Stein simply
did not want that responsibility, not all
alone. Rolling over, be motoned to Cor-
poral File o bring himn the telephone.,
God, but he was bushed. It was just then
that Stein st heavd from down in the
little valley the fast thin, piping vells.

They sounded  insane. What  they
lacked in volume, and they lacked a
great deal, they more than made up in
their penctrating ualities, and in their
length. They came in a series, each last-
ing hve full seconds, the whole lasting
30 scconds. Then there was silence under
the high-hanging, jouncing racket of
noise.

“Jesus!”” Stein said fervently. He looked

over at Band, whom he found looking
back at him with squinted, dilated eyes.

“Christ!” Band said.

Irom below, high and shrill, the series
of yells came again. They were not
SCTEIMS.

Stein was able to pick him out easily
with the glasses, which brought him up
very close, too close for comlort. He had
Lillen almost at the bottom of the slope,
75 or 80 vards. not [ar from the other
one, the Mississippian Catt, who — seen
through the glasses — was clearly dead.
Now he was trving to crawl back. He had
been hic squarely in the groin with «
burst of heavy MG fire which had torn
his whole belly open. Lying on his back,
his head uphill, both hands pressed to his
belly wo hold bis inwestines in, he was
inching his way back up the slope with
his legs. Through the glisses Stein could
sce blue-veined loops ol intestine bulg-
g bewween the bloodstained  fingers.
Inching was hardly the word, since Stein
estimated he was making less than half
an inch per oy, He had lost his helmet,
and his head thrown back on his neck,
his mouth and his ¢yes wide open, he
was staring directly up at Stein as il he
were looking into a Promised Land. As
Stein watched, he stopped, laid his head
flag, and closimg his eves he made his
series of vells again. 'They cime to Stein's
cars Lty exactly in the same sequence
as they had belore. Then, resting a sec-
ond and swallowing, he yelled some-
thing elsc.

“Help me! Help me!” Stein heard.
Feeling sick and dizey in the area of his
diaphragm, he lowered the glasses and
handed them 10 Band.

“Tella.” he said.

Band looked a long time. Then he too
lowered the glasses. There was a fat,
scared took in his eves when he looked
back at Stein. “Whatre we gonna do?”
Band said.

Trving o think of some answer to
this. Stein el something touch him on
the leg. He yelped and jumped, fear
running all through his body like quick-
silver.  Whirling mound, he [lound
himsell staring downslope into the fear-
ridden cyes of Corporal File, who was
holding out to him the telephone. Too
upset even to be sheepish or angry, Stein
waved him away impatiently. “Not now.
Not now.” He bhesan 1o call Tor a medic,
one ol whom was already on his wav.
From below the insane series ol yells
came again, identical, unchanging.

Stein and Band were not the only ones
to Ihine heard them. The entire rve-
mainder of the 2d Plawoon lying along
the crest ol the fold had heard them. So
had the medic who wias now running
benwover along the slope to Stein. So
had File.

When his commander waved him away
with the telephone, File had collapsed
exactly where he was and flattened him-
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sell as low to the ground as he could get.
The mortar shells were still falling at
roughly one-minute intervals: sometimes
vou could hear their fluttery shu-ing
sound for two seconds belore thev hit
and File was completely terrorized by
them. He had lost the power to think
reasonably. and had become a picce of
incert protoplasm which could be made
to move, but only when the proper stim-
uli were applied. Since making up his
mind that he would do exactly what he
was told. but exactly that 2nd no more.
he had Liin exacedy where he had heen
until Stein called him lor the telephone.
Now he lay exactly where he had dropped
and wiited to be 1old to do something
clse. This gave him little comfort, but
he had no desive to see or do more. I
his body would not work well, his mind
could. and File realized that by far the
great majority of the company were re
acting like himsell. Bue there were still
those others who, for one reason or an-
other of their own, got up and walked
about and offered o do things without
being told first. Fife knew it. because he
I seen them — otherwise he wouldn't
have believed it His reaction 1o these
was one of intense, awed hero worship
composed ol about two-thirds srinding
hate, and shame. But when he wied 1o
force his body to stand up and walk
around, he simply could not make it do
1. He was slad that he was a clerk whose
Jjob was to take care of the telephone and
not a squad noncom up there with Keck,
Beck, McCron and the others. but he
would have preferred o be a cerk at
Battalion HQ back on Tl 209, and
more than that a clerk ar Regiment back
down in the coconut groves, but most of
alla clerk at Army HQ in Australia. or in
the United States. Just above him up the
slope he could hear Bugger Stein tulking
with the medic, and he crughe the phrase
“his belly blown open.” Then he canght
the word “Tella.” So it was Tella who
was velling down there like that. It was
the first concrete news File had had of
anyone since the two dead lieuienants
and Grove. He pressed his Lace 1o the
dirt sickly. while Bugger and the medic
moved ofl 4 few feer for another look.
Tella had vsed to be a buddy of his, for
a while it least. Buile like a Greek sod,
never very bright. he was the most
amiable of men. despite his career in life
as a honevdipper in Cambridge, Mass.
And now Tella was suffering in actual
reality the fate which File all morning
had been imagining would be his own.
File felt sick, It was so different from the
books he'd read. so much more final.
Stowly, in wrepidation at even raising it
that L. he lifted his head a fraction ofl
the dirt to peer with pain-haunted. fear-
punciured eves at the two men with the
binoculars.

They were still talking.

“Can vou tell?” Stein asked, anxiously.

“Yes, sir. Enough,” the medic said. He
was the senior one. the more studious-
looking. He handed the glasses to Stein
and put back on his spectacles. “There's
nothing anvbody can do that'll help him.
He'll be dead belore they can ever get
him back to a surgeon. And he's got dirt
all over his bowels. Even sulfa won't fix
that. In these jungles?”

There was a pause belore Stein spoke
again. “How longz™”

“Two hourst Four, mavhe?
onlv one, or less.”

“But. God damn it. man!” Stein ex-
ploded. “We can’t any ol us st it thae
long!™ He paused. “Not counting him!
And I can’t ask you to go down there.”

The medic stadied the terrain. He
blinked several times behind his glasses.
“Mavbe it's worth a ny.”

“But you said yoursell nobody could
do anything to help him.”

“At least T could get a svrette of mor
phine inte him.”

“Would one he enough?” Stein asked.
“I mean, vou know, would it keep him
quietr

The medic shook his head. *Not for
long.” He paused. “But 1 could give him
two. And I could leave him three or four
lor himsell."”

“But maybe he wouldn't take them.
He's delirious. Couldn’t vou just, sort of,
give them all o him at once:” Stein
said.

The medic twned to look ar him,
“That would kill him, sir.”

“Oh.” Stein said.

“I couldn’t do that.,” the medic said.
“I really couldn’t.”

“Okay,” Stein said grimly. “Well, do
YOu want to v i?”

From below the set. unchanging series
of vells, the strangely mechanical cries
of the man they were talking about. rose
up to them. precise. inflexible, mad. a
little quavery toward the end. this time.

“God, 1 hope he dont begin to av.”
Stein said. “God damn it he velled,
balling a fist. “My company won't have
any fighting spirit lefv av all if we dont
do something about him?!”

“I'l go, s, the medic said solemnly,
answering the question of before. * After
all. it's my job. And after all. iv's worth
a try, isn't it. sir?” he said. nodding sig-
nificantly toward the spot where the
serics of vells had now ceased. “To stop
the vells.”

“God.” Stein said, 1 dont know.”

“I'm volunteering. 've been  down
theve before. you know. They won't hit
me, sir.”

“But vou were on the lelt. It's not as
bad there.”

“I'm volunteering,” the medic said,
blinking at his Captain owlishly.

Stein waited several seconds belore he
spoke. “When do you want to go:”

“Any time,” the medic said. “Right
now.” He strted to get up.

Maybe

Stein put out a restraining arm. “No,
wait. At least I can give vou some cover-
ing fire.”

“I'd rather go now, sir. And get it over
with.”

They bad been lving side by side, their
helmets almost touching as they talked,
and now Stein turned to look i the hoy.
He could not help wondering whether
he had talked this boy into volunteering.
Perhaps he had, He sighed. “Okay. Go
ahead.”

The medic nodded. Tooking straight
ahead this time, then sprang up into a
crouch. and was gone over the crest of
the fold.

It was all over alinost before it gor
started.  Running  like some  [fleeting
lovest animal. his medic’s web  equip-
ment Hopping. he reached the damaged
Tella, swung round to [ace him up the
hill, then dropped to his knees, his hands
already groping at the pouch which held
his syretres. Before he could get the pro-
tective cap ofl the needle. one MG, one
single MG. opened up from the vidge
stitching acvoss the area. Through the
glasses Stein watched him jerk straight
up. eves and mouth wide, [ace slack,
not so much with disbeliel or mental
shock as wifh sheer simple physiological
surprise. One ol the objects which had
struck him, not meeting bone, was seen
to burst forth through the [ront of him
puffing out the green cloth. taking a
button with it and opening his blouse
a notch. Stein through the glasses saw
him jab the now bared needle, whether
deliberately by design or from sheer re-
mto his own forearm below the
wolled up sleeve. Then he lell forward
on his face crushing both the svrette and
his hands beneath him. He did not move
again.

Stem, still holding the glasses on him,
waited. He could not escape a feeling
that something more important, more
carthshaking should happen. Seconds
ago he was alive and Stein was talking
to him: now he was dead. Just like that.
But Stein’s attention was pulled away
before he could think more, pulled away
by two things. One was Tella, who now
began o scream in a high quavery bab-
bling Lalsctto of hysteria totally different
from his former vells. Looking at him
now through the glasses — he had almost
forgotten him entirely in watching the
medic — Stein saw that he had flopped
himsell over on his side. lace pressing
the dirt. Obviously he had been hit
agaim. and while one bloodstained hand
tricd 10 hold in his mtestnes, the other
groped at the new wound in his chest.
Stein wished that at least they had killed
him. if they were going to shoot him up
again. ‘Lhis screaming, which he ceased
only long cnough 1o draw sobbing
breath, was infinitely more bad than the
vells lor everyone concerned, both in its
penctration and in its Jongevity. But

flex.
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“Theyve 18 bedrooms and just to be on the safe side,
I understand her husband has every one of them bugged!”



they were not firing more now. And as if
to prove it deliberate a faint faraway
voice called several times in an Oriental
accent, “Cly, Yank, cly! Yerl, Yank,
yerl!”

The other thing which caught Stein’s
attention was something which caught
the corner of his eye in the glasses as he
lay looking at Tella and wondering what
to do. A figure emerged [rom the grass
on the righthand ridge plodding rear-
ward across the flat and began to mount
the forward slope of the fold. Turning
the glasses on him, Stein saw that it was
his Sergeant McCron, that he was wring-
ing his hands, and that he was weeping.
On his dirty face two great white streaks
of clean skin ran from eye to chin ac
centuating the eves as il he were wearing
the haunting makeup ol a tragic actor
in some Greek drami. And on he came,
while behind him  Japanese MGs and
smallarms opened up all across the
ridge. making divt puffs all around him.
Still he came on, shoulders hunched. Face
wwisted, wringing his hands, looking more
like an old woman at a wake than an
infantry combat soldier, neither quick
ening his pace nor dodging. In a kind ol
incredulous Iury Stein watched  him,
frozen to the glasses. Nothing touched
him. When he reached the wop of the
fold, he sat down beside his Captain still
wringing his hands and weeping.

“Dead,” he said. “All dead. Cap'n.
Every one. I'm the only onc. All 12
Twelve young men. I looked after them.
Taught them everything I knew. Helped
them. It didn’t mean a thing. Dead.”

()b\'iously, he was talking only of his
own 12-man squad, all ol whom Stein
knew could not be dead.

From below, because he was still sit-
ting up in the open beside his proue
Captain. someone seized him by the ankle
and hauled him bodily below the crest
To Corporal Fife, who had scen the
vomiting Sico go and who now lay look-
ing up at McCron with his own fear-
starting eyes, there was some look not
exactly sly about his face but which
appeared to say that while what he was
telling was the wuth, it was not all the
truth, and which made Fife believe that
like Sico McCron had found his own rea-
sonable excuse. It did not make File
angry. On the contrary, it made him en-
vious and he yearned to find some such
mechanism which he might use with suc
cess himself.

Stein apparently felt somewhat the
same thing himself. With only one [ur-
ther look at the handwringing, still weep-
ing, but now sale McCron, Stein turned
his head and called for the medic.

“Here, sir,” the junior medic said from
immediately below him. He had come
up on his own.

“Take him back. Stay with him. And
when you get back there, tell them we
nced another medic now. At least one.”

“Yes, sir,” the boy said solemnly.

“Come on, Mac. That's it. Gome on,
boy. Itll be all right. 1’1l all be all
right.”

“You dont understand that they're all
dead,” McCGron said carnestly. “How can
it be all right?” But he allowed himsell
to be led off by the arm. The last C-for-
Charlic saw of him was when he and
the medic dropped behind the second
fold. now 75 to a hundred yards behind
them. Some of them were to see his
haunted face in the Division's hospital
later. but the company as a whole saw
him no more.

Stein sighed. With this last, new
crisis out of the way and taken care ol,
e could turn his attention back to Tella
The Ltalian was still screaming his pierc-
ing wailing scream and did not scem to
show anv indication that he was ever
eoing to run down. Il it kept on, it
was zoing to unncrve them all. For a
fleet second Stein had @ lurid romantic
vision ol taking up his carbine and shoot-
ing the dying man through the head.
You saw that in movies and read it in
books. But the vision died sickly away,
unfulfilled. He wasn't the type and he
knew it. Behind him his reserve platoon,
cheeks pressed to carth, stared at hin
Irom their tense, blauk. dirty faces i a
long line of white, nerveracked eyes.
The screaming secemed to splinter the
air, a huge cdrcular saw splitting giant
oak slabs, shivering spinal columns to
[ragments. But Stein did not know what
to do. He could not send another man
down there. He had o give up. A hot
unbelieving outraged [ury scized him at
the thought of McCron plodding lei-
surely back through all that five totally
unscathed. He motioned [uriously to
Fife to hand him the phone, to take back
up the call to Colonel Tall which Tella's
furst screams had interrupted. Then, just
as he was put.'kn'ing to whistle, a large
green object of nature on his right. a
green boulder topped by a small metal-
liccolored vock. rose up fapping and
bellowing., Taking earthly matters into
its own hands, it bounded over the crest
ol the lold growling guttunal obscenities
belore Stein could even yell the one
word, “Welsh!” The First Sergeant was
already carcering at full gallop down
imnto the hollow.

Welsh saw everything before him with
a singular, pristine, l[uriously crystal
clarity: the rocky thin-grassed slope,
mortar- and bullet-pocked, the hot bright
sunshine and deep cerulean sky, the in-
credibly white clouds above the towering
highup horseshoe of the Elephant's
Head, the yellow serenity of the ridge
before him. He did not know how he
came to be doing this, nor why. He was
simply furious, furious with a graven,
black, bitter hatred of everything and
everybody in the whole f——-ing gripe-
assedd world. He felt nothing. Mind-
lessly, he ran. He looked curiously and
indifferently, without participation, at

the puffs of dirt which had begun now
to kick up around him. Furious. furious.
There were three bodies on the slope,
two dead, one alive and still screaming.
Tella simply had to stop that scream-
ing; it wasn't dignified. Puffs of dirt
were popping up all around him now.
The datterbanging which had hung in
the air at varying levels all through the
day had descended almost to ground
level. now. and was aimed personally
and explicitly at him. Welsh ran on, sup-
pressing a desire to gigele. A curious
ccstasy had gripped him. He was the
target, the sole target. At last it was all
out in the open. The truth had at last
come out. He had always known it
Bellowing “F——— you!" at the whole
world over and over at the top of his
lungs, Welsh charged on happily. Catch
me il you can! Catch me if you can!

Zigzigging professionally, he made his
run down. If a [———ing nut like McCron
could simply walk right out. a really
bright man like himself in the possession
of his Liculties could get down and
back. But when he skidded to a stop on
his belly beside the mutilated Italian
boy, he realized he had made no plans
about what to do when he got here. He
was stumped. suddenly, and at a loss.
And when he looked at Tella, an em-
barrassed  kindliness came over him.
Gently, still embarrassed, he touched
the other on the shoulder. “How goes
it, kid?” he yelled inanely.

In midscream Tella volled his eyes
around like a maddened horse until he
could see who it was. He did not stop
the scream.

“You got to be quiet,” Welsh yelled,
staving at him grimly. "I came to help
you.”

It had no reality to Welsh. Tella was
dying, maybe it was veal to Tella, but
to Welsh it wasn't real, the blue-veined
intestines, and the flies, the bloody
hands, the blood running slowly from
the other, newer wound in his chest
whenever he breathed, it had no more
reality for Welsh than a movie. He was
John Wayne and Tella was John Agar.

Finally the scream stopped of itsell,
from lack ol breath, and Tella breathed,
causing more blood to run from the hole
in his chest. When he spoke, it was only
a lew decibels lower than the seream.
“F—— you!” he piped. “I'm dying! I'm
dying, Sarge! Look at me! I'm all apart!
Ger away lrom me! I'm dying! Agan
he breathed, pushing fresh blood from
his chest.

“Okay,” Welsh yelled, “but goddam
it, do it with less noise.” He was begin-
ning to blink now, and his back to
crawl, whenever a bullet llipped up dirt.

“How you going to help me?”

“Take you back.”

“You can’t take me back! You want
to [——ing help me, shoot me!” Tella
screamed, his eyes wide and rolling.

“You'rec off your rvocker,”

Welsh 97
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yelled in the noise. “You know I can’t
do that.”

“Sure you can! You got your pistol
there! Take it the f—— out! You want
to help me, shoot me and get it over
with! I can’t stand it! I'm scared!”

“Does it hurt much?” Welsh yelled.

“Sure it hurts, you dumb son of a
bitch!” Tella screamed. Then he paused,
to breathe, and Dbleed, and then he
swallowed, his eyes closed. "You can't
take me back.”

“We'll see,” Welsh  yelled  grimly.
“You stick with old Welsh. Trust old
Welsh. Did I ever give vou a bum steer?”
He was aware now — he knew — that he
wouldn’t be able 1o stav much longer.
Already he was flinching and jerking
and jumping uncontrollably under the
fire. Crouching he ran around to Tella’s
head and got him under the armpits
and heaved. In his own arms Welsh
could feel the body stretch even before
Tella screamed.

“Ana-eeeee!” The scream was terrible.
“You're killing me! You're pulling me
apart! Put me down, goddam you! Put
me down!”

Welsh dropped him quickly, by sim-
ple reflex. Too quickly. Tella landed
heavily, sobbing. “You son of a bitch!
You son ol a bitch! Leave me alone!
Leave me alone! Dont touch me!”

“Stop that yelling,” Welsh yelled,
feeling abysmally stupid. “it aint digni-
fied.”” Blinking, his nerves already flut-
tering like fringe in a high wind now

and threatening to [forsake him, he
scrambled  grimly around to Tella's

side. “All right, we'll do 1t this way,
then” Slipping one arm  under the
Italian’s knees and the other under his
shoulders, he lifted. Tella was not a
small man, but Welsh was bigger, and at
the moment he was endowed with super-
human soength. But when he heaved
bim up to wy and carry him like =a
child. the body jackknifed almost dou-
ble like a closing pocketknife. Again
there was that terrible scream.

“Adag-eeeee!’ Put me down! Put me
down! You're breaking me in two! Put
me down!”

This time Welsh was able to let him
down slowly.

Sobbing, Tella lay and vituperated
him. “You son of a bitch! You f———er!
You bastard! I told vou leave me alone!
1 never ast you to come down here! Go
away! Leave me alone! You s———eater!
Stay away [rom me!” And tarning his
head away and closing his eyes, he be-
gan his desperate, wailing, piercing
scream again.

Five yards above them on the slope
a line of machinegun bullets slowly
stitched 1tsell across from left to right
Welsh happened to be looking straight
at it and saw it. He did not even bother
to think how all the gunner had to do
was depress a degree. All he could think
about now was getting out of here. And

yet how could he? He had come all this
way down here. And he had not saved
Tella, and he had not shut him up.
Nothing. Except to cause more pain.
Pain. With sudden, desperate inspira-
tion he leaped across the prostrate Tella
and began rummaging in the dead
medic’s belt pouches.

“Here!” he bellowed. “Tella! Take
these! Tellal”

Tella stopped screaming and opened
his eyes. Welsh tossed him two mor-
phine syrettes he had found and began
to attack another pouch.

Tella picked one up. “More!” he
cried when he saw what they were.
“More! Gimme more! More!”

“Here,” Welsh velled, and tossed him
a double handiul he had found in the
other pouch. and then turned to run.

But something stopped him. Crouched
like a sprinter at the gun, he turned his
head and looked at Tella one more
time. Telli, already unscrewing the cap
from one ol the svrettes, was looking
at him, his eves wide and white. For a
moment they stared at each other.

“Goodby,” Tella cried. “Goodby.
Welsh!”

“Goodby, kid,” Welsh yelled. It was
all he could think of to say. For that
matter, it was all he had time to say,
because he was already off and run-
ning. And he did not look back to sce
whether Tella took the syrettes. How-
ever, when they were able to get to him
safely later in the afternoon, they found
10 empty morphine syrettes scattered all
around him. The 11th remained stuck
in his arm. He had taken them one after
the other, and there was an at least
partially relaxed look on his dead face.

Welsh ran with his head down and
did not bother to zigzag. He was think-
ing that now they would get him. After
all of that, that run down, all that tme
down there, now they would have to
get him, on the way back. It was his
fate, his luck. He knew that they would
vet ham now. But they didn’'t. He ran
and ran and then he fell headlong over
the littde crest and just lay there, hall
dead from exhaustion, Tella’s wild [ace
and bulging blue intestines visible be-
hind his closed cyes. Why had he ever
done it in the first place? Sobbing audi-
bly for Dbreath, he made himsell a
solemin unspoken promis¢ never again
to let his screwy wacked-up emotions get
the better of his common scnse.

But it was when Bugger Stein crawled
over to him to pat him on the back and
congratulate and thank him, that Welsh
really blew his top.

“Sergeant, 1 saw the whole thing
through the glasses,” he heard, fecling
the friendly hand on his shoulder. “I
want vou to know I'm mentioning you
in Orders tomorrow. I'm recommending
you for the Silver Star. 1 can only say
that T —"

Welsh opened his eyes and found



himself staring up into the anxious
Jewish face of his Commander. The look
in his eyes must have stopped Stein, be-
cause he did not finish.

“Captain,” Welsh said deliberately.
between ebbing sobs for breath, “if you
say on¢ word to thank me, I will punch
you square in the nose. Right now, right
here. And if you ever so much as men-
tion me in your f-——ing Orders. [ will
resign my rating two minutes after, and
leave you to run this pore, busted-up
outfit by yourself. If 1 go to jail. So
f—-—-ing help me.”

He shut his eyes. Then as an after-
thought he rolled over away from Bug-
ger, who said nothing. As a sccond
afterthought, he got to all fours and
crawled away, off to the right, by him-
self. Shutting his eyes again, he lay in
the sun-tinged dark, listening to the

couple of minutes, groaning over and
over to himsell his one phrase of under-
standing: “Property! Property! All ftor
f——ing property!” He was terribly dry,
but both his canteens were bone empty,
After a while he ook out the third one
and took one precious swallow of its
precious gin without opening his eyes.

The lack of water was getting 1o
everyone. Stein was  thirsty, too. and
his canteens were as empty as Welsh's.
And Stein had no gin. In addition, he
still had his call to put through to
Colonel Tall at Battalion CP. He was
not looking forward to i1t, and Welsh's
reaction just now in crawling away from
him like that was not especially hearten-
ing or confidence inspiring. Slowly he
crawled back to Fife and the sound-
power phone. He understood that his
crazy First Sergeant. mad or not, wanted
to be alone. He must be terribly wrought
up. After having just helped a mutilated
man to kill himsell? And not even
counting the danger to himself, to
Welsh. His reaction was quite normal.
But in spite of that. just for a moment,
whe