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PLAYBILL O formally gowned

cover girl languor-
ously doodling the Playboy Rabbit in
the sand promises that the August issue
at band is designed for balmy-weather
idyling. There are [casts for the eye,
palate-piquing goodies, humor droll and
sativic, thought-provoking articles, and
fiction evocative and gripping.

PLAYROY's interview with civil rights
crusader Dick Gregory is an incendiary
reveliation of his total involvement in the
Negroes™ struggle for equality.

A dazzling display—14 pages’ worth—
of the damsels who make the Windy
City's Playboy Club a haven of beauty
accompanies the text of The Bunnies of
Chicago, a Rabbit's-eye report on our
premier Club’s principal attractions.

Auracting world-wide attention in
auto-racing circles is the Ford Motor
Company's fullscale enuy into wrack

combat. Our own Ken W. Purdy, the
most  prestigious name  in - automotive
writing, delineates the historv, current
operations and Tuture plans of Dearborn
in Ford Flat Out, expertly unveiling the
Ford GT. the radical and rapid vehicle
that is carrying the banner and hopes
ol the company over the machine-and-
man-killing European racing circuit.

John Clellon Holmes' Revolution Be-
low the Belt, a trenchant dissection of
the sexual turmoil abroad in the land
since World War 11, will be part of a
book to be published by Viking Press.
Author of the new novel (his third) Get
Home Free, Holmes, who recentlv fin-
ished a stint as visiting lecturer in Paul
Engle’s Writers Workshop at the State
University ol Towa, is off to Europe lor
a replenishing ol his creative juices.

In The Homogenized Man, rLAYBOY
Business and Finance Editor [. Paul
Getty (shown above at the wheel of a
Formnula Junior Lotus, carrying the trade-
mark of one of his Tidewater Oil Com-
pany’s products) examines the current
vend toward standardization of Homo
sapiens and offers some expert advice on
how the individual can preserve his iden-
tity even when part of the increasingly
depersonalized corporate structuring of
our society.

An august company of fictive offerings
highlights our August issue. Our lead

story, And I Mean That Sincerely!, a
fun-flecked fable of Hollywood [auna,
comes Irom the prolific pen of pLAYBOY'S
former executive editor, Ray Russell.
Ray has put in three years in Celluloid
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City as background for Sincerely. In that
time he has written seven [eature films,
one ol which (a sci-fi thriller named X)
copped last year's Silver Globe at the
Festival Internazionale del Film di Fan-
tascienza held in Trieste. He is currently
hard at work completing a stage version
ol his novel, The Case Against Salan, for
a West End opening in London this [all.
{(The wild illustration for Russell’s
screenland saga was executed by Tomi
Ungerer, whose unique talents have won
him a prominent place in contemporary
graphic art. The Undevground Sketch-
book of Tomi Ungerer, just published
by Viking Press, is a savage, often shock-

ing series of cartoon statements on sex,
the military and society in general))

Comedy in another key is contained
in William Wiser's The Moor's Tale, a
Rabelaisian romp set in Italy. Wiser
drew the inspiration for his tale from a
hitchhiking tour of the Boot in 1961,
wrote it two years later in Mexico. is
busy stockpiling American dollars for a
return to Europe this year—itinerary:
Brussels, Paris and, when the European
chill sets mm, Cannes.

rLAYBOY [avorite Herbert Gold 1s rich
Iy represented by The Happy Hipster,
a  French-flavored frolic in the beat
milieu of San Francisco—an environ-
ment reminiscent of the Paris of the
Twenties. Herb states, “In Paris recently
it seemed to me that San Francisco is
more like the old Paris than Pans nself.
The famous air of Paris has been re-
placed by a product imported Irom
under the hoods of automaobiles on the

WISER

Los Angeles freeway at rush hour. Vive le
Bay Area!”

Arthur C. Clarke’s story, The Shining
Ones, set in the murky deep off his home
grounds ol Ceylon, may be yet another
cxample ol the author’'s demonstrably
uncanny ability to predict future events.
A recent dispatch from Clarke informed
us that the U.S. Department of Com-
merce, Coast and Geodeuc Survey, was
preparing to survey the depths of Cey-
lon’s Trincomalee canyon and to make
exploratory dives in it. After reading
Clarke’s story, we await the results of the
exploration with some wrepidation.

Further August bounty: rLavsoy’s Le-
Roy Neiman casts a sunglassed eve over
the bikinied back-to-nature movement of
St-Tropez in Man at His Leisure: Fash-
ion Director Robert L. Green reports on
The Colorful Summer Spectrum and the
wondrous materials that go into it: Food
and Drink Editor Thomas Mario pre-
sents a plenitude of refreshing summer
dishes in Smoking for Pleasure; another
vear of gatefold girls passes in review in
Playmates Revisited—1960; our first Ori-
ental Plavmate—China Lee—makes her
bow as AMiss August; and Don Addis un-
veils additional signs of our times in
Symbolic Sex.

In all, an appropriately imperial liter-
ary repast for a month named after
Rome's first empceror.
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Margarita is an aristocrat . .. not haughtily aloof but full of warmth and charm. Margarita
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1 oz. fresh lemon juice. Shake with shaved ice. Serve in a salt-rimmed glass. Superb!
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Talon Zippers; only $4.98 to $7.98 depending on fabric. At educated stores or write h.i.s, 16 East 34th Street, N.Y. 10016



DEAR PLAYBOY

B ADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE * 232 E. OHIO ST, CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR
I congratulate you on your most ap-
propriate and stimulating sclecuion of
Donna Michelle as Playmare of the Year.
Her first appearance secured my all-time
Playmate vote. As a graduate student in
art at the University of lowa, 1 feel
somewhat qualified as a judge ol rare
beauty.
James S. Sutter
Iowa City, lowa

I believe that four lines Irom Andrew
Marvell’s poem To His Coy Mistress pay
ample tribute to vour Playmate of the
Year, Donna Michelle. They are:

An hundred years should go io
praise

Thine eyes, and on thy forehead
gaze:

Two hundred to adore each breasi:

But thirty thousand to the vest.

Thomas M. Lauher
Michigan State University
East Lansing, Michigan

My [aith in pLaysoY remains unshak-
en. Donna Michelle was the only possi-
ble choice for Playmate of the Year.
Warm-lelt thanks for the 11-page pic-
torial tribute to her physical auributes.
Add mvy vote for Donna Michelle as the
Playmate of the Decade.

Dave Todd
Fairmont, West Virginia

Kudos to the editors for their choice of
Playmate of the Year. We at Duke
concede another well-earned victory to
UCLA.

Steve Selden

Matthew McConeghy
Bill Lanier

Duke University
Durham, North Carolina

Would Donna consider wansferring
her higher education 1o a full-time
course at the University of Western On-
tario in Canada?

Burt Dowsett
London, Ontario

I would like to congratulate you on
your Playmate of the Year photo [ea-

ture, and especially on the double-page
picture—pages 110-111.

Here surely is the answer to those crit-
ics who claim that pLavBOY is porno
graphic, lor what could be a more
perfect representation of the pure beauty
of the female form than this photo-
graph? What is more, she is typical of
the high standard ol photography in
your magazine.

James McLaren
Christ’s College
Cambridge, England

We agree with the apparently uni-
versal tenet that Miss Donna Michelle
sans vétements 1s unexcelled. 'We are,
however, equally curious to see if she sus-
tains this image when adorned with the
accouterments of everyday ature.

Barreu L. Glorges

Ron Pahl

Karl Kischner

San Jose State College
San Jose, California

We're nol quile sure whether your lei-
ter is a pul-it-on or a put-on, fellows.

BACHELOR'S PAD
Having enjoyed many articles in your

magazine, I've hinally read one that has
evoked a [an letter from me. The May
A Playboy’s Pad: Airy Aerie was a mag-
nificent piece of photography and every
man's dream come true. Congratulations
to your great photographer J. Barry
O'Rourke and the man who made it all
possible, Fred Lyman. Keep up the good
work; I'm looking forward to the next
bachelor pad.

Bill Burke

Chicago, Illinois

Your coverage on Airy Aderie is a
masterpiece. Fred Lyman has apparently
done a marvelous job.

L. Scott Barksdale
Charloutesville, Virginia

I have delayed writing to express my
apprecaton for your May article on my
pad until I could come up with the per-
fect superlative, which 1 have not, so
let it sufhice o say that rravsoy did a
magnificent job. I hope you'll pay me a
return visit sometime and let me mix a
martini for you from that bar, which 1
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“PROMENADE”
GUIDELINES
TO GOOD
MUSIC

An amazing new
world of musical
enjoyment, brilliantly
interpreted by
world-renowned artists
and orchestras, for
those who want

relaxed listening.

The “PROMENADE
SERIES”...by Capitol.
Guideline-wrapped at your
record dealer.

only wish was always as neat as it looked
in the picture.
Fred Lyman
Malibu, California

FLEMING AND BOND
I would like to compliment rravsoy
and Ian Fleming on the new James
Bond mystery, You Only Live Twice.
This story combines the ingredients of
other Bond novels and Mr. Fleming's art-
istry into another exciting tale of the
famous English spy. I hope pLavsoy will
continue o serialize other new Fleming
novels in the future.
Greg Farnham
Mount Vernon, Towa
We plan to, Greg.

I must commend pLavioy on the new
lan Fleming novel. 1 found Part I quite
intriguing and most enjoyal)lt:..

J- L. Thomas
Itazuke, Japan

Re your Ian Fleming story in the May
issuc; On page 155, he has the stocky
man driving a 500-cc. Honda. The larg-
est Honda made is 305 cc., and a conver-
sion kit to change a 250-cc. scrambler
mo a 350-cc. engine is available, but
there is no 500-cc. Honda.

John Holland
Haverford, Pennsylvania

Fleming’s prose may be overpowering,
but it s also accurate. Honda does in-
deed make a 300-cc. motoreycle which is
not sold in the United Slates.

VERSE OF THE PEOPLE
At last somebody has done something

about Japanese verse. I have reference
1o the clever Hip Haiku things turned
out by Larry Siegel for the May pravBoy.
Mr. Siegel, in my view, is vastly superior
to the general run of Japanese versifiers,
including old Hirohito himself. I was
never able to dig the Son of Heaven's
occasional operations in the field of bass-
ackward prosody. Mr. Siegel's work
tempts me, makes me want to try my
hand at a few haiku bits, but I am strong
in character, and long ago resolved that I
would make it through life without ever
belouling paper with a single line of
poetry.

H. Allen Smith

Mount Kisco, New York

Haiku very much for Siegel’s words-
nmranship: humbly ask for more.

Michael Jay Kalter

Brooklyn, New York

I was greatly amused by Larry Siegel’s
Hip Haiku in your May issue. The wag-
gish illustration accompanying the arti-
cle also proved to be entertaining. The
PLAYBOY insignia on the painter's sleeve,
his Bunny cap, the “Made in U.S. A
tag on the geisha’s gown and the Play-
boy swizzle sticks in her headdress were
cffectively done, but why the Mickey

Mouse head pecking out from the rocks
in the scroll?
Russell Gamble
San Luis Obispo, California
We tried to find out, but the illustra-
tor was inscrulable.

PETER ON PLAYBOY

1 am delighted with the feature (Sellers
Mimes the Movie Lovers), but even more
thiat you thought enough of it to put
one of the pictures on the April cover
in place of some more alluring striprych.

I know, having read and admired The
Playboy Philosophy, that vour readers,
noting the change, will not ascribe this
addition of a masculine note on your
magazine’s cover to any predilection in
me to those esoteric habits said to be
prevalent in Arabia.

I am a complete devotee of pLAYBOY;
of what you so succinctly say in your
philosophy: of the authors that you at-
tract; of what they write; and, above all,
of the fact that pravBOY constantly per-
suades me that life is for living.

Playmates of the Month are great fun.
but they must have words and males to
go with them if they are to mean any-
thing at all. 1 am, myself, a camera
addict and would enjoy the further op-
portunity of collaboration with your
publication. both in front of and behind
the camera. I find both aspects of photog-
raphy equally appealing.

Peter Sellers
London, England

Readers are certain 1o enjoy Peler's
appearance in next month’s issue, along
with stunning sexpot Elke Sommer, in
“The Nudest Peter Sellevs and the Nud-
est Elke Sommer.” .

TERRI KIMBALL
While I admire and look forward to
your monthly offering, T do have one
complaint to register. I find May's pic-
ture splash of the lovely Playmate’s home
life in East What-Have-You to be in
rather poor taste. How does Granny fecl
about her granddaughier being seen in
all her glory on your pages?
V. E. D. King
Ann Arbor, Michigan
Please see below, Mr. King.

I want to thank rLAvBOY for giving me
an opportunity to appear with my nice
grandchildren—they mean a lot to me. 1
have had many calls from local newspa-
pers and others regarding the feature.
They all congratulate Terri. The May
issue is a sellout in this area.

Mrs. E. N. Grinnell
Dennis Port, Massachusetts

DONNA DESIGN

After searching the cover of the May
issue for the Playboy Rabbit, 1 dis-
covered it was Donna Michelle. Cover
designer Arthur Paul is to be congratu-
lated. The Playboy Rabbit never looked
so good. Il you can put two of these
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it’s lime fime
It's summer and Rose's is The gimlet is for people Gimlets are made with
here! Don't you know whot  who hate candied summer  one part Rose’s to four or
hoppens when you add cockioils and usually make  five parts gin or vodka.
Rose's Lime Juicetoginor  a mess of them anyway; itis  You drink gimlets all year
vodko? Insteod of a marfini, for thirsty people who have 'round, of course. But
you have a gimlet. outgrown sodo pop and tea summer is on especially
with ice in it; itis o fropical  propitious time to get
drink that gets its curious started. You may never
taste from the bitter-sweet eot an olive ogain.
calypso limes Rose's uses.
They are grown only in
the West Indies.
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lovely creatures on your cuff links, may
I be first in line to buy them?
Scott B. Dudley
Annapolis, Maryland

Pompeo Posar’s masterful arrange-
ment of Donna Michelle’s sublime form
into rLaysoy's trademark was very sub-
tle. I wonder how many readers would
have noticed, had it not been for the tie-
and-collarshaped Playmate of the Year
inscription. Mr. Posar’s technique deh-
nitely makes his pictures instantly recog-
nizable as his own.

Nick Froro
Harvey, Illinois

JACK TACK
Re May Playboy Interview with Jack
Lemmon: Sane, man, sane.
Dr. Michael Scriven
Prolessor of the Logic of Science
Indiana University
Bloomington, Indiana

PERSIAN PLAYBOY
Thought you might be interested in
this picture shot in the town of Susa,

Iran, supposedly the burial spot of Dan-
iel of lion fame. The surrounding stone
is 2500 years old, and maybe the Iranian
is, wo. And note the wonderfully ap-
propriiate cover.,

L/C Bryan Brierly
Fort McPherson
Adanta, Georgia

BONE SPECIALIST

The distressed trombonist in  Mr.
Shoemaker’s cartoon on page 156 of the
April issue of rravooy will only succeed
in prolonging his suffering should he
play the piece before him. The two
notes on his score, an E and an A, are
both in the same slide position, not an
cffective suicidal passage. If the second
note were changed 10 a low E—seventh
position—the movement would be a dev-
astating success. Perhaps the musician
does not really intend to kill himself—
only a small percentage of attempted
suicides  actually succeed. I wish Mr.
Shoemaker’s sad musician better luck
next ume.

y Douglas O. Maass

Oberlin, Ohio

HEMINGWAY HOOT

Your reviewer offered approbation in
May for Ernest Hemingway's 4 Move-
able Feast. The other side of the coin
should be examined. 1 protest the pic
ture Hemingway gives of Ford Madox
Ford in this book. What is to me an al-
most altogether disappointing and in-
consequential book is made much worse
by this gross breach of noblesse oblige.
Ford helped Hemingway by buying his
stories for The Transatlantic Review at
a time when Hemingway desperately
needed money and encouragement. Yet
in this book, Hemingway has not a sin-
gle good thing to say about Ford, but
only a great number of disparaging
things. When I knew him in France—at
much the same time Hemingway did—he
was a fine, generous man who went out
of his way to help young writers; with-
out knowing me personally and only
having read something of mine, he asked
me to stay with him for a week during
which he gave me many pointers.

And Hemingway does not stop with
Ford. Scott Fitzgerald was another who
helped him in his beginning days, yet he
ridicules him in almost merciless fash-
ion, as he did once before in one of his
African stories, only to have Fitzgerald
and others protest, at which Hemingway
took out the reference in further edi-
tions. In 4 Mowveable Feast, an intimate
sexual confidence of Fitzgerald’s, in con-
nection with his mentally ill wife, is
mentioned, inexcusably. Hemingway, by
repeating an avowed denigration, ap-
peared to have a compulsion to be cruel
to Fitzgerald.

He even goes on to his friend Ger-
trude Stein, another source ol encour-
agement to him. Viciously he quotes
something he overheard by accident in
Miss Stein’s home that should never
have been recounted in & book.

Theodore Pratt
Delray Beach, Florida
rLAYBOY conlributor Theodore Prati
ts the author of over 30 novels. Lapses
or no, however, we still enjoyed the
Hemingway book.

COLOR LINES
Hey great
Forward looking
PLAYBOY magazine;
Hey iconoclastic
Philosopher of
The modern age;
Hey value examiner
For the American
People;
Why does foldout
Beauty come in
But one color?
Eh?
Chance Massaro
San Francisco, California
Chance. See this month’s

Not so,
Playmale.

SMOKE

BowL#ROSES

FOR A FRESH
BOUQUET OF FLAVOR

Surprises and Pleases Men Who
Never Thought They'd Enjoy
Pipe Smoking

Take any pipe. Fill it with Bowl of
Roses Aromatic Smoking Mix-
ture. Light up. Taste the fresh,
distinctive flavor. Surprised?
Maybe you never knew a pipe
could taste so good—so cool, so
flavorful, so sweet and fresh. No
pipe could—till Bowl of Roses
came along.

Bowl of Roses was originally the
special private blend of a small
group of gourmet pipe smokers.
It’s a unique combination of the
very finest of imported and do-
mestic tobaccos, blended with a
flavoring secret no other smoking
mixture uses. Bowl of Roses puts
a fresh bouquet of flavor in any
pipe. Pleasant for people around
you, too. Try Bowl of Roses your-
self. You’ll be surprised—and
pleased.

I ¥ ¥

: BowLy ROSES

Anmher Fine Product of
United States Tobacco Company



| TWO STRIKING EXAMPLES OF THE REMARKABLE NEW LIBRARY-

As a new member you may have EITHER OR BOTH of these

PLAYBRBOY

X i ’
X{ o ~ “The best English
" dictionary of its size”

=N. Y. HERALD TRIBUNE

1



[BUILDING PLAN OF THE BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB

works for your home or office in an experimental membership

“The first one-volume
encyclopedia in English

worthy of the name”
=N. Y. TIMES

THE COLUMBIA ENCYCLOPEDIA

COMPLETELY REVISED AFTER A LAPSE OF THIRTEEN YEARS

FOR ONLY 59 [ ReTALL PRICE: 49,50 ]

THE OXFORD UNIVERSAL DICTIONARY

FOR ONLY $5 [ RETAIL PRICE: $ 3 2]

THE SUGGESTED TRIAL: You agree to buy four Club Selections or alter-
nates (eight, if you are taking both reference works) within the next 12 months
—choosing them from among at least 200 that will be made avdilable to you

A DEMONSTRATION OF THE CLUB'S NEW
BOOK-DIVIDEND PLAN * An extraordinary
plus in this suggested trial is the opportunity
you will have to acquire other expensive single
volumes, as well as multi-volume sets, at a
trifling cost through the Club’s unique Book-
Dividend system. With each of the books you
engage to buy during the trial, and with those
you buy later, if you continue, you will receive
a Book-Dividend Certificate. These certificates
can then be exchanged—together with a nomi-
nal sum—Tfor a wide choice of library sets and
volumes.

* HOW CAN THIS BE DONE? The an-
swer to that natural question is that the Book-
Dividend system is based somewhat upon the
pattern of profit-sharing consumer coopera-
tives. A portion of the amount members pay for
the books they buy is accumulated and in-
vested in entire editions of valuable books and

T YT Y YT Y Y Y Y YV YT Y Y Yy VY Yy Yy ey e

e i g B i

DO NOT SEND MOMEY—A BILL WILL BE SENT WITH THE WORK OR WORKS YOU CHOOSE

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. Al43-8

345 Hudson Sireet, New York 14, N. Y.

Please enroll me as a member and send me the work or
works checked at right, billing me at the price indicated.
1 agree to purchase at least four monthly Selections or
alternates (cight, if 1 select both reference works) during
the first vear I am a member. 1 have the right to cancel
my membership any time after buying these books. Dur-
ing the trial and thereafter, if 1 cominue, | am to receive
a Book-Dividend Certificate with every Selection—or alter-
nate—-1 buy under the system described above. (A small
charge is added to all shipments to cover postage and
mailing cxpense.) PLEASE NOTE: Occasionally the Club
offers a Double Selection, two books at a special com-
bined price. Such purchases are counted as a single book
in folfilling the membership obligation.

sets through special contractual arrangements
with the publishers in each case. These are the
Club’s Book-Dividends, and members are [ree
to choose anmong them, getting as many as their
purchases permit. Over the past 30-odd years
Book-of-the-Month Club members have earned
and received through this unique system more
than $296,000,000 worth of books (retail value).

% GOOD SENSE: STOP MISSING
BOOKS YOU INTEND TO READ = There
is another benefit of membership not a whit
less important than this unprecedented library-
building plan. You will have a wide choice
among books—almost 200 a year. The new
books you most want to read are usually either
Club Selections or alternates and you will soon
find that the Club’s system infallibly keeps
you from missing—through oversight or over-
busyness—those you are particularly anxious
to read.

’.

Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y Y YV Voo

e b e B e B BB BB

[J THE COLUMBIA ENCYCLOPEDIA for $9
[J THE OXFORD UNIVERSAL DICTIONARY for $5

[0 BOTH—The Columbia Encyclopedio and
The Oxford Universal Dictionary—for $14

MR

MRS, e e

MISS Please print pluinly)
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The trademarks BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB asd BOOK-DIVIDEND are regies
tered by Buook-of-the-Month Club, Inc., in the U.S, Patent Office and in Conoda,
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Beginning of
a spicy tale
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“Spicy”is theword for the clean, crisp, all-man Sportsman fragrance. Look for all three.. . . After Shave,

Cologne, Pre-Electric...in Sportsman’s handsome NEW “English hunting horn”” bottle. And don’t

forget Sportsman’s New D-Bar for long-lasting deodorant protection. Spomw




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

ur beliel that Glm criticism, like
()hc:tuly. is in the eve of the beholder,
was recently reafhrmed when we encoun-
tered the following tongue-in-cheek re-
view ol the Audrey Hepburn/Cary
Grant whodunit, Charade, which ran in
The Philatelic Investor, a stamp  col
lectors’ monthly:

“All in all, Chavade is a pleasant
enough film, though it taxed the imag-
imation in spots. For instance: lis cine-
matic simulation ol Sweden’s unique
three-skilling banco color ervor ol 1855,
printed in orange (the color of the
cight-skilling banco value) instead of
the usual blue-green, was for some un-
known reason transflormed into a four-
skilling banco stamp, a denomination
which never existed, in a shade demon
strably darker (almost a red-orange) than
the actual error.

“As il this were not cenough, the
two-cent Hawatian Missionary of 1851,
unique unused, the stamp around which
evolved the murder ol the Parisian Gas-
tou Leroux in 1892, and the same stamp
which recently sold at auction to Ray
Weill of New Orleans [or a record
$41,000, 1s transmogrified into a three-
cent value (of which, of course, none ever
existed) and is shown with four large
margins, whereas the actual errvor is cut
close (though not touching) at bottom
right; morcover, the moviemakers exer-
cised an even greater poctic license in
their depiction of the paper of this par-
ticular stamp, which is shown as rather
thick, granular and porouslooking. In
actual fact, of course, the Hawaiian error
was printed on gossamer pelure paper,
which has been known to disintegrate
when licked—a [act which, according 10
some students of the subject, accounts for
the great scarcity ol these stamps.

“Last, and most unconscionable of all,
is the film’s porwraval of the unique un-
used Bl-parale blue 1858 of Moldavia,
which sold a few years back for a paliry
32300 (there being less philatelic inter-

est in the adhesives of Moldavia and its
sister country Walachia, since both king-
doms folded up in 1859): this stamp is
shown as a 65-parale value (another
spurious denomination for which there
wis never any postal justibcation) and is
shown perforated, when in fact no Mol
davian stamp was ever perforated, since
the poor Moldavians never could afford
one of the machines. Morcover, the di-
alog makes clear that the stamp they're
talking about isn't the Moldavian one at
all, but the unique one-cent British Gui-
ana magenta of 1856—which is perhaps
20 times more valuable than the Mol-
davian effort, so rare that its East Coast
owner refuses to reveal his identity to
the philatelic public.

“Aside from these glaring inaccuracies.
one could also have wished for more
footage of the Marché aux Timbres,
Paris’  world-famous  open-air - stamp
bourse—which is shown briefly and, un-
fortunately, so blurred by the activity of
the characters in the film as to be of very
little value. Also, even though the
stamps shown are poor imitations of
their real-life counterparts, it's too bad
that Gary Cooper and Doris Day (or
whoever that girl was) kept obstructing
one's view of them.”

Anybody who had premonitions of
folksy Texas barbecues and knitting
bees in the White House should be
velicved by an item in the Mans-
field (Ohio) News-Journal: “The John-
sons, warm and friendly and glad to
shake hands, invited all the Senators to
informal dinners recently and now are
in the midst ol a series ol sex receptions
for Congressmen.”

Signs we'd like to see: at a Metrecal
sale—PRICES DRASTICALLY REDUCGED; on a
bank SATISFACTION GUARANTEED
OR DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK; on i zip-
per factory—GRAND OPENING; on an emp-

door

ty supermarket soup shell—our oF
STOCK: in a spice-shop window—sEason’s
GREETINGS; on a closed restaurant’s door
—oUT To LUNCH: on a plastic surgeon’s
shingle—BUSINESS AS USUAL DURING AL-
TERATIONS; on a baseball dugour—tnis
in a torture chamber—use No
bare midrilf—waTcH
CANOC—TIPPING NOT
prizehght arena—no

SIDE UP;
HOORS; on i
THIS SPACE; on a
ALLOWED, In i

pIVING:  outside a  revival meeting—
NO ONE SEATED DURING THE LAST FIVE
MINUTES; 01 2 cemetery gate—nNo EXIT;

over a collection agency’'s mailbox—
rost No mints; on the wall of a gang-
land hide-oitt—po NOT FEED THE PIGEONS;
on a dentst's wall—BRIDGE  SLIPPERY
WHEN WET: at an over-40 cdub dance—
BEWARE OF THE poG: at the first tee ol a
ooll course—IF YOU DRINK, DON'T DRIVE;
o @ (It‘(!])-sc:l diver's air hose—bo xoT
rorn or 8exp; on a bordello door—yex
AT work: and in a lawver's office—10-nDAY
FREE TRIAL OFFER.

Our admiration for Beethoven's pro-
digious accomplishments has attained
new heights since an academic friend an
Pennsylvania  State  University  passed
along this tasty tudbit ol musical history,
gicaned [rom a term paper written for a
freshman  English composition course:
“Leethoven was a great musician. He
had ten children, and practiced on a
spinster in the artic.”

-

Gift suggestion for that very special
givl: “A new Remingion Rand cordless
shaver,” according to Marketing News,
“lor women with separate heads for var-
ious uses.”

-

Our condolences to the bereaved who
placed the following In Memoriam no-
tice in the St. Louis Post-Dispatch not
long ago: “CAESAR, GAIUS JULIUS, assassi-
nated by political enemics at meeting of
Roman Senate, 44 B.c.”
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PLAYBOY

Husky

THE NEW
PAPER: MATE
PROAILE TRIO

4 Slim

NOW! PICK THE PEN TO FIT YOUR GRIP!
In writing, the grip makes the difference! Now
Paper Mate brings you three different shaped pens
—one designed to fit your grip. Husky Grip—a sturdy
pen with real heft and weight. Regular Grip—the
popular pen with weight and grip most people want.
Slim Grip—a slender pen with a trim look and feel.
Each pen, just $1.95.

STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKY « 86 PROOF = OLD HICKORY DISTILLERS CO., PHILA,
- S —

It seems all the nfé;tpeople drink Old Hmﬁﬂry

- 0LD |
HICKDRY

' oupse BOURBON s, |
N 4 Pl

¥ i g 3 ]
o “““‘;E LU f

14 '
Gown by TRIGERE

A memorable comment overheard by
one of our earlyrising friends. as he
watched NBC's Today show the other
dawn, proves once again that the tube
still offers an occasional moment of spon-
taneous and unrehearsed entertainment.
During a live remote from Arizona’s Tuc-
son State National Park, a perky reporter
named Barbara Walters was unexpect-
edly handed a writhing but harmless
black snake by the park’s playful director.
“Goodness,” gurgled Barbara, 1 wish I
could tell you what this thing feels like!”

THEATER

James Baldwin's Blues for Mister Charlie
is @ staged broadside, like The Deputy.
The difference is that Baldwin sees
things in blacks and whites. The hero,
Richard Henry (Al Freeman, Jr), who
is based on Emmett Till, is a renegade
Southern Negro, the son of a minister,
who has gone North to be seduced by
dope, white women and racial hatred.
Returning to the South, he vilifies the
white world around him. All whites are
Mister Charlies, and their day has come.
Above all, he hates Lyle Britten (Rip
Torn), the washiest white in town, and
tells him so. Lyle rewurns the favor by
killing Richard; the murderer is tried
and acquitted. Baldwin juggles time so
that Richard doesn't stay dead; he keeps
coming back for a little bile longer. Bur-
gess Mevedith’s staging of this Actors
Studio production is free-flowing: The
stage is almost bare of scenery, and lights
turn empty space into “Blacktown™ and
“Whitetown,” but the novelty is super-
imposed. Blues is more old-fashioned
melodrama than modern-day morality
play. There 1s even an Uncde Tom in
the cast, and a teary-eyed mammy, and
a rumpled-likkery-Southern-white-editor-
with-a-conscience. There are those who
may [eel that Baldwin has reduced ra
aal conflict to a battle of sex. Superh-
cially, this may be true—but on a deeper
level, it can be claimed that his insights
mto the neurotic-sexual content of white
and Negro racism break new ground in
polemical theater. Richard's denuncia
tion of Lyle is mainly a denigration of
his sexual powers, and Lyle's wrath is
mainly a fear that his wife will be raped.
Playwright Baldwin, like essayist and
novelist Baldwin, writes with passion, as
well as purpose, and at times his dialog
soars as it sears. T'he Negro actors, like
the Negro characters, are more convine-
ing than their white counterparts. Al
Freeman, Jr., makes Richard a surpris-
ingly noble figure, and Diana Sands, as
his girlfriend, evokes tears with her cry
ol anguish at his murder. At the ANTA,
245 West 52nd Street.

Tammy Grimes has always seemed at
least half helium, anchored to the



LEVI’S ’”/
sportswear
features

Fortrel polyester
in its new action cloth
stretch fabric

Enjoy a new freedom of movement in your Levi’s.
Stretch Levi’s made with Fortrel polyester and cotton
are available in Ivy Trimecuts or bold cuffless Loops.
The Fortrel fiber in the blend gives them the

strength to stand up to any amount of wear.

No matter how you stretch it. Try a pair.

In handsome fall colors. Sizes 26-36

for Loops. 28-38 for Trimeuts. Just $7.98 at

your Levi’s sportswear style center.

 Fortrel...a
ﬁ contemporary fiber
74
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16-89. JACKIE CLEASDN.
L C;V E

EMBERS AND
ME. 2 string orches-

tros |3m!e romonce with
Weuld You, Lover's Wallz,
more. $4.96

A FOVE VO HECAUNE

A
AL MARTING

i

7-95. KAY STRRR. JUST
PLAIN COUNTRY. Croxy,
4 Walls, Don't Worry, |
Con't Helo I, My Lot
Duote, Wolk On By, mony
others. $3.98

MNANCY WILSON
yesterdays love songs
todays blues

love songs . .

one

perb blues styling. ..
the most exciting record per-
formonce of the yeor! Noncy thrills
you with Bewilched. The Very
Though! of ¥You, The Song Is You.
\; All My Tomorrows, etc. $3.98

20-12. NANCY WILSON. YESTERDAY'S
LOVE SONGS ..
Toke 12 of yesterdoy's greotest
. Noncy Wilson's su-

. TODAY'S BLUES.

ond you hove

3-52. IACKIE GLEASOM.
MUSIC FOR LOVERS
ONLY. Relox, let remonce
toke over. Body end Soul,
Some Doy, Little Girl.

$4.98

others.

MEG U 3 PAT. OFF.

B-24. NAT KING COLE.
OVE 15 THE THING. 12
sitk-smooth love songs.

I's All In the Gome. Al
Lost, Love Leflers, mare

of your fovorites.  $4.98

HNCY WISON
HOLLTHOOHY HAY

]
19-34. NANCY WILSON.
HOLLYWOOD —MY WAY
MNaney sings Acodemy
Award winners & run-
ners-up — Moon  Riv,

Socreflove, | ;

20-57. MEET THE BEATLES!
Their fiest olbum now a
pop collector’s elossic! |
Wenl la Hold Your Hond,
All My love, She loves
Yeou, ¥ others! 31,58

18-74. GEORGE SHEARING.
TOUCH ME SOF]'L"
Coreful, I's My

In o Sentimental Mood,
Sundoy, Mondoy or Al
waoys, elc. £1.98

THE BEST OF
THE KINGSTON TRID

17.05. THE BEST OF THE
KINGSTON TRID. Mow—all
their greot hits in one
albuml Tom Deoloy, Ti-
jvana Jail, Eueﬂ.‘-’cdn 9
other_beat. srllm 3.58

Gaigon ferasct
B P et
L %
10-84. KAT KING I:nI.E THE 11-99. THE KINGSTON TRIO 15-38. SINATRA, ALL THE
VERY THOUGH! YOu. Here's the WAY. Frank's grectesl hit

intimate style. Hear: The
More | See You, For All
We Knaw, 10 more. $4.98

HOUTE

19-14. AL MARTIND.
LOVE YOU BECAUSE,
Lesing You, Shill, You
Win Again, Bouguel of
Reses, Toke These Chaing
from My Heorl, etc. $3.98

15-48. JONAH JONES. AMD
HOW IN PERSON. Bright
Iy styled, “live" rendi-
tions of Lulloby of Brood-
way, Basin Street Blues,
All of You, & more! $1.98

13-39. WEDLEY EDWARDS.
HAWAIl CALLS: GREAT-

18-50. THE BEACH BOYS.
SURFIN' US.A. Sm’l d'LM!
te No. 1 swrfi g in
America: Stoked, lnn-iy
Sao, Surf Jom, Nobls
Surfer, B more. 4358

While, Irs My Foult, 8
more forch rumbers. §3.98

FOOGERS 12 tAMMERGTTING

7-40. THE KING AND ).
o] movie sound
trock of Redgers and
Hommerstein's success.

'w Kiss ino Shadow, Hella
Young Lovers, more. £4.98

e

20-80. AL llllt‘ll!ln lI\-r

16-68. RAY BNTHONY. THE
'll'l““lb'f Let's Twist, Bu

op  Twist, Books
Twist, Mmmn Hot Twi
n Twist, Nipht
Iwm 5 more.$3.98

17-71. ROUTE 66 THEME:
HELSON RIDDLE, Plus
themes from Ben Cosoy,

Unfouchables, Noked
City. Sing Along, other
TV shows. 3196

16-65. THE LETTERMEN. &
SOMNG FOR YOUNG LOVE,
I'll Be Seeing You, In
The Siill OF The N.-plu
Drecmer, Volley High,

more , 3.

Kenton's
West Side Story

16-09. STAH KENTON.
‘WEST SIDE STORY. Jarz
version of stage ond
screen hit: Maria, | Feel
Preily, Something's Com-
ing, Cool, 7 more. $3.98

MILES DAVIS

16-58.THE KINGSTON TRIO.
COLLEGE CONCE

RT. Live ot
uc.L l Little Light, La-
rede?, M.ILA., 500 Miles,
Oh Miss Mory, Chilly
Winds, others. 158

BIRTH OF THE coo,

miles davis

19-74. MILES DAVIS. BIRTH OF
THE COOL. Also Kai Winding,

J. J. lohnson,

tunes. Monaoural only.

others on 11

$3.98

AT LARGE.
Kingston Trio in o wivid
folk festival: Blow Ye
Winds, Scorlel Ribbons,

Getowoy John-more. $3.98

JACKIE GLEASON

singles. High Hopes,
Witcheroft, Tolk to Me,
Sloep Waorm, O Mee-
Donald, 7 more. $4.38

5-09. JACKIE GLEASON. MUSIC,
MARTINIS AND ;;AEMORIES

th

14—1? GEODRGE SHHRFM
SHEARI

1B-50. PEGGY LEE. MINK
JAIT Days of Wine and
Roses, The Lody is o
Tramp, | Could Write &

16-55. DEAN MARTIN.
DINO. Long-oweited al.
bum of ltolion love songs:
HNon Dimenticor, Perdon,
Arrivederci Rome, Just

Soy flove Mer, more. 53.58 1h year!"-Playboy. $3. sn

18-44. STAN KENTON, AD-
VENTURES IN TIME. 23
men bloze new jozz traoils
into the fourth dimension

—time. “Jozz leoder of

- THE
12 rop tunes
ve'' ot Bosin
Whol Kind of

!
18-03. THE ALL-TIME HITS
OF RED MICHOLS AND THE
FIVE PENMIES in hot Dinie-
land style! Morgie, Ido
Avolon, Peg o' My
Indiono, elc.

17-96. STAN KENTOM.
ADVENTURES M JAZZ.

ew directions in exciling
sounds_ Turitle Talk, Misty,
Body ond Soul, Limehouse
Blues. more. §1.98

16-34. FAROM YOUNG. THE
YOUNG A!PIUACH Hu
mest populor

#rock, Goin' Slzudy
Fell 1o Pieces, Troil d

Teoars. B others. 53.58

THE BEST OF JUNE CHRISTY

13% LES BAXTER'S ORIG-
INAL QUIET VILLAGE.
Ruru:me her with vhiz

hing ond proveco

12 love

16-93. THE BEST OF JUNE
CHRISTY. Misty an s bi
hits: Midright Sun, Wil-
lew Weep for Me, Somn-
thing Coof How Hmﬁ lﬁ-

You. Once In A While. $4.98 :;;,,;“,'"E,“,L"? A ey
v&d-mbi‘m i THE € B R AR T
5  enrchisian %
‘THE BEACH BOYS

conducied by allnd niwsas

B5-81. GERSHWIN BY
STRARLIGHT: Lecnard P

12-92.TEX RITTER. BLOOD
‘OMN THE SADDLE. Bury Me
Not On The Lone Proirie,

18-27. GEDRCE SHEARING.
JAZZ MOMEMTS. Mokin®
Whocpee, It Could Hop-
pen to You, Whot I3 This
Thing Colled Love? §
ather hips! 33.58

19-98. THE DEACH BOYS.
LITTLE DEUCE COUPE,
The Mo, 1 hotroddin®
group sings fitle song,
Shut Dewn, 409, Our Cnr
Club. B more. $3.98

LAURINDD ALMEIDA

DICKDALEA
CHECKERED FLAG

»”

e [

17-20. FERLIN HUSKY.
SOME OF MY FAVORITES.

gy with o sound as
?l'ﬂ as Americo. Willow

Adob
more.

19-75. AL MARTIND.
PAINTED, TAINTED ROSE
His biggest hit plus | Leve
You Truly, Yeu Always
Hurt the One You Llove,
Romeono, B more.  $3.98

18-72. LAURINDD ALMEIDA.
OLE! BOSSA NOVA, Fresh
Lotin versions of Heorf-
oches, Fly Me to the
Mean, Salin Dell, 9 other
Favorites] $1.98

20-02. DICK DALE. CHECK-
ERED FLAG. Dick & Del-
Tones churn cut Super
Stocky Grudge Rum, el
*Pounding hot rod bearl
—Billboard. 9



playmates...and kissin kin /

STEREO or MONO

20-27. THE BEACH BOYS.
SHUT DOWN VOL. 11. 12
scorchers by the hot.rod
kinga! Fun, Fun, Fun; In
the Porking Lot; Pom, Pom
Flay Girl, etc.

Bitlersweet memories o

Young,
Things. 10 others.

_ e J
16-76. FRANK SINATRA.
POINT OF NO RETURM.

When the World Wos
These Foolish
$4.98

LONG PLAY 12“ HIGH-FIDELITY ALBUMS

FREL/

when you buy just one . . . and agree to purchase as
few as six selections from several hundred Capitol
and Angel albums offered you in the next 12 months

P =
12-58. THE KINGSTON TRID.
ﬁE E WE GO

AGAIN,

16-81. KAY STARR. | CRY
BY MIGHT. My Kinde

bonjos ond bon-  love, P. S. | Llove You,

gos going like crozy, Houl  plore Thon You Know,

chr, A Worried Mon, lLover Mon, If Hod to Be

11 meve. 33158 You, 7 more. %3 E
Nancy Wilson

MISS
| PEGGY LEE

sssssassEBEsERREeS

MIN. Cru l\r 'hol]md: i
Con'l Help If, Undesired,

PEGGY LEE

15-20. PEGGY LEE. BASIN STREET
EAST. Catch her club perform-
ance of Fever, The Second Time
Around, more. $3.98

My Shodow, Alone and
Forsaken, B more. ﬂsa

14 ICI(IE GI.E&SIW.
lAzr LIVELY LOVE. Ee-

couse Of You, On The
Stree! Where You Live,
Speak Low, It Hod To Be

v, B more. 5498

MNANT
WiLsoN' &

17-67. HANCY WILSON.
HELLO YOUNG LOVERS.
Sophisticated Lody, Miss
Otis Regrets,

Knew, ¥ maore. "
wble'- Down Bect.

usn

CKIE GLEASOM e De20!"

6-57.

CANHONEALL MBERLIT
Teaming up 1o give
1 Can’t Grf Storled, ﬂ.u;
py Tolk, Unit 7 — eleven
numbers in all. £1.98

16-75. HAT KING COLE
SINGS/CEDRGE SHEARING
PLAYS. Their first meeting
on records s on event!
September Scnpg, losi
Apeil, 10 more. 3498

5-05. JACKIE GLEASON FRE-
SENTS “Deoo!" Mellow

mood music for lovers!
G

12628, 17-628, 1762c SINATRA )
THE GREAT YEARS
Huge, 35-hit collection of 'The King's"™
oll-time BIG records—now in_one
limited-edition, souvenir album. Thrill
ogoin to Lean Baby, All of Me, Hey!
Jeolous Lover, Wi #1, Learnin’ the

set counts os 3

THE BEATLES |

I
l

20-80. THE BEATLES" SEC-
Mﬂ ALBUM. Tops their

1 Roll Ower, Beeth
. Thonk You Gid, I
Coll Your MNome, Llore

Toll Solly, 7 merc! $3.98

B-59. IN‘JIE GLEASON
RESENTS VELVET BRASS.
mp-rfm.um of
The Man I Love,
Song, Ouwt OF

N:whcre—u more, $46.98

i

15-25. JEAN SHEPARD.

GOT YOU ON MY MIND.

Western gol sings coun-
Big Midnight

iry hirs:
Speciol, One While Rose,
$1.98

Ancther, ¥ more

'I'IOS!I.IH HAZY- CRAZY
OF SUMMER

18-095. 0.
HEW FROMTIER, Mew

sounds, new baollods.

Greenbock Dollar, Adios

Farewell, Genny Glen
5.

11 more.
fine for ving ol

Nmmr.lm]

e e
1 . HAT KING COLE.
THOSE LAZY-HAZY-
CRAIY DAYS OF SUMMER,
"hminT © ball;

ongl” —
HifijStereo Review. $3.98

6-32. HANK _THOMPSON
AT THE GOLDEN NUGGET.
Recorded “live” ot Llos
Vegos! Honky Tonk Girl,
ohn Henry, Mine-Pound

¥ more.  33.98

FORD. HYMMS,

ished wmﬂ includi ﬂq
Reck OF A

Bugged Cfbli Sweet Hour

Of Froyer, My Tosh. $3.98

.56, TENNESSEE EI'INIE
12 ¢h

DICK DALE
KON FTHE SURF AR

R. I5 A DIRTY
wl'ﬂﬁ l’ln\‘(ll HOWARD
ROBERTS QUARTET “plays
a_swinging. dirty type
of ‘down home’ jorzi”
Off_ beot! 5398

L=t

IES VOL. €. Original re

cordings of rock ‘n roll

o1, Sofaris, Bill

00.20. DLOIES BUT GODD-

hits by Dee Dee Shorp,

16-80. TENNESSEE ERHIE
FORD. SING A SPIRITUAL
wlnr ME. Old Time Re-
. Go Down Moses;
ing Low, Sweel Chor-
. ¥ more. $3.58

WAILE B CEY
SWIRGS 108 SAAALAS AT |l

ERY SWINGS FOI

belt, bounce
the bluest™

ph Fidel-
. My Buddy, e $3.98

EINGSTON TRIO
TIME TO THINK

17-53. THE FOUR FRESHMEN
THE SWINGERS. 12 joxz
sizzlers: Li'l Dorlin®, Tops

Miller, Scmn Dell, lm‘!ﬂgz
of Birdland, Luiu's bu:

in Town, more.

18-88. BILLY MAY. BILL'S
BAG. Modern jozz in o
wool groove. Filet of Soul,
Miles Behind, others.
“Power and thrusi” —
HiFi/Sterec Review. 31.98

- 12 songs o

20-13. A LETTERMEN KIND
OF LOVE

young lovers! Be by Girl,
Il Hever Stop Loving
You, The Wonder of You,
Till. ete. $1.58

20-11. THE KINGSTON TRID.
¢ TIME TO THINK, The Pot-
rigl Gome, Cool Totoo,
Hobo's Lulfoby, These
Seven Men ond 8 other
unuwwal folk songs. $3.98

19-73. WAYNE NEWTON,
DANKE SCHOEN, Wayne
sings Tool, Tool, Toolsie;
I Cried for You, 10 m
“He's the greates)
Jackie Gleoson.

NAT KING COLE

19.-30. DICK DALE AKD HIS
DEL-TONES. KING OF THE
SURF GUITAR. The Lone-
some Rood, Dick Dale
Stomp, others. ““Wild ex-
citement. ' —=Billb'd. $3.98

17-93. NAT KING COLE. RAM-
BLIN' ROSE. Warm country mu-

sic: The Good

Times,
My Lou, 10 more.

Skip to
$3.98

Blues, One for My Boby, mony more.
{3-record

separale
$14.98

10-05. TENNESSEE ERNIE
FORD. NEARER THE CROSS.
Inspiring hymni—MNow
e Doy Is Over, Jesus,
Saviowr, Pilol Me, 1en
other foverites. 3.

B-94. CAROUSEL, Movie
sound trock, with Gerdon
MocRae end Shirley Jones.
They sing If | Loved You,

ivler Spow, You'll Never
Walk Alone, athers. 34,98

ﬁmlﬂﬂ. SDUND

t..

15-65A L 15-698. JUDY
AT CARNEGIE HALL. "Gor-
lond ot her gregtest,'—
HiFi/Sterea Review. 28
extiling songs from the
qrectest evening in show-
business history: Maon
Theat Gol Awey, Trolley
Secng, Chicogo, Son Fron-
eisco, 24 more encores,
recorded live $9.98
(2-Record set counts as
separate selections.)

THE INTIMATE
MISS CHRISTY

15-53. THE INTIMATE MISS
CHRISTY. Evocalive ren-
ditions of It Mever En-
tered My Mind, Time After
Time. You're Mearer, 12

soft-light tunes!  $3.98

00-19. OLDIES BUT GOOD-
1ES VOL. 5. Original re-
cordings of greotest hins
by Skyliners, Jewels,
Dominoes, Boebby Dav,
Preston Epps, others. $3.598

RAY ANTHONY
~ WORRIED MIND

Dureeor BLUES

17-52. RAY ANTHONY.

WORRIED MIND. Big
bord trectment of coun-
try western blurs. Born
te lese. Your Cheetin'
Heort, 10 more £1.98

CAPITOL
RECORD CLUB
Membership Division

Dept5527,Scranton 5,
Pennsylvania
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PLAYBOY

ground only by her deep voice. In High
Spirits  she actually flies, sometimes
15 feet above the stage. Chairs fly,
too, and tables. Bea Lillie has no strings,
nor wings, so she flies standing still. 1f
the show was as ethereal as its nutty
leading ladies, it would be a spook spoof
to contend with. Alas, this musical ver-
sion of Noel Coward's death farce,
Blithe Spirit, is carthbound, and the gal-
lows humor is merely funereal. High or
Blithe, the spirit is the same: Elvira, the
loony but dead first Mrs. Condominec.
Writer Charles Condomine (Edward
Woodward) invites a mad medium
named Madame Arcati (Bea Lillic) over
for an instant s¢ance. The lady arrives
riding a bi-psvchical and [ollowed by a
chorus of peddlers. She succeeds, acci-
dentally, in conjuring up Elvira (Tam-
my Grimes), to the astonishment of the
present Mrs. Condomine (Louise Troy),
who can’t see her, and of Mr. Condo-
mine, who can see her (she looks like a
green mushroom). Some of the Coward

=TS
BACARDI

PARTY TIME
AGAIN!

Of course. vou know what a Bacardi (2) a special “Do Not Disturb” sign

Party is . . . (where the guests bring the and (3) a jim-dandy chart to end the humor remains (“I didn’t dic yesterday!”
Bacardi Rum and the host supplies all  fuss of mixing up to 432 Daiquiris. But announces Elvira indignantly), but au-
the mixin’s he can think of) . . . but better do it now: They say 20 million thors Hugh Martin and Timothy Gray
when are vou going to have vour next people read Playvboy. and goodness have spent most of their time replacing
one? Let us know, and we’ll- send you knows how many millions give Bacardi the funny lines with spiritless tunes.
a little kit with (1) two recipe hooklets,  Parties! Coward, himself, is named as director—

O S S S B G B G S S S G S BN B B R S B R R G S :|1|(!, AL ac('.omp.llcc.. H:lp_pll}',
while the others are playing it straight,

Send today for your kit to: Bacardi Imports, Inc. I | the Misses Lilli e
s o s Lillie and Grimes play them-
? mE K“ H 3:2‘85 2;81 gllgsos;smyne A L 1 I | selves, which is out of this world. At the
i Alvin, 250 West 52nd Street.

1
]
\------H“-m-—-----—---------/ .

Baby Want o Kiss i1s a casual Actors

’ ® Studio improvisation masquerading as a
play, in which Paul Newman and

0 n S Joanne Woodward pretend they're mov-
: ie stars. What's more, author James

4 Costigan is right up there onstage with

' his actors, picking lint off the scenery
LA 0" l“s ﬁrSt album' and poinr.:'n];; out the good jokes. In the
cast of three—there is also a walk-on
dog, who walks off carly—Costigan is
playing, of all things, a writer, a [ormer
buddy of a [amous Hollywood couple.

“The The writer is bearded and befuddled,
the actors chichi and sell-assured. “Are

mﬂst you really immortal?” Cosugan asks the
refreshing stunning lady half of the team. “I sup-
pose so,” she yawns. Both make passes of

comic sorts at Costigan, although Newman is
= too much a narcissist to put much spirit
n into it; he gews one ol his bigeest laughs

when he plants a juicy kiss on his own
biceps, and his pet project is to sell him-
sell to housewives in a new product
N.Y. Times called Celebrity Seed. “I've done it all
with no help from anvone,” he says,
“*and what’s more, with no talent what-
soever.” The characters are all facade,
and the symbol of their sterility is a
listen-and-learn parakeet record. While

: > the bird-icacher recites, “Hello, baby
MONAURAL $4.98 / STEREO $5.98 RECORDS ! want a kiss,” over and over, the New-

CP 518 SCP 518 | mans perform the latest dance craze,

A DIVISION OF COLUMBIA PICTURES CORPORATION which consists entirely of standing still
COLPIX RECORDS - 711 FIFTH AVENUE « NEW YORK 1, N.Y. and staring at each other. Costigan

years.”




stares at both of them. He has written
himself all the funny looks. For them, he
has saved the lines, which up to a point
are pointed comments on sex and suc
cess. Before long, however, they start
playing scrious games, like acting out
cach other's dreams. This Pirandoodling
is supposed to make the comedy [raught
with meaning. But all it does is spoil the
froth. At the Liule Theater, 240 West
44th Street.

BOOKS

Robert Gover’s Here Goes Kitten (Grove,
$8.95) is a sort of sequel to his One Hun-
dred Dollar Misunderstanding (Playboy
After Hours, December 1962)—about
another misunderstanding, also involv-
ing a hundred dollars. J. C. Holland,
three years after his famous black-and-
white weekend, is doing PR for a county
government and has dinner with Her-
man Pennypacker, his [at boss, in a night
club. Who is the sexy singer? Kitten,
the sex slinger. A postparty party is ar-
ranged at a nearby motel, and the por-
cine Pennypacker dies (or does not die,
depending on who's telling the story) in
the course of coition with Kitten. As in
the earlier book, the tale is told from
alternating viewpoints—Holland’s and
Kitten's; and it’s concerned with the chi-
canery of politics and money, commer-
cial sex and other kinds of pussyfooting.
The language is still uninhibited, and
there are a lot of laughs; but number
two lacks the blast of number one. The
original Kitten was most moving as the
closest thing to a jungle cat on this con-
tinent. Now, although still relatively ig-
norant, she is knowledgeable about
night life and showbiz, a relatively hip
hater of the square world. Before, she
didn’t know hip from square, she just
was. The story’s thin, but the horny pu-
ritanism of Holland and the scratching
of Kitten's claws keep us reading. What's
next—Son of Kitten?

-

Eugene Burdick, whose novels have a
habit of collaring skittish government
problems and shaking thein before the
public eye (he co-authored The Ugly
American and Fail-Safe), has struck an-
other timely blow with The 480 (McGraw-
Hill, $5), a political novel whose setting
is the immediate political past—the
hectic months leading up to the 1964
Republican convention. (As we go to
press, it looks as if the blow might be
too timely: By the time the book hits
the rental libraries, the Republican
convention will be over, and it looks
now as if the facts will give the lie to
the details ol Burdick's fiction—thus un-
dermining the importance of his mes-
sage.) Though hampered by prose that
is sometimes as wooden as a few of its
characters, and dialog that occasionally

seems to have been lilted from old Mr.
Wizard scripts, The 480 is sull a fast-
moving study that traces to their logical
conclusion the statistical sampling-and-
survey methods which the Kennedys
first parlayed into votes in 1960. Al
though some of the characters in the
novel are fictional, its concern is with
a science that is all too real. In Bur-
dick’s 1964, computer technology and
statistical science combine to create a
new breed of automated politics, where-
in the traditional machine is supplanted
by the IBM 7094, and social scientists
have evolved 480 different categories
that describe virtually all Americans.
Using the 480 categories, voters’ atti-
tudes are examined, issues are tested,
a campaign is plotted, a sampling pro-
jected and—presto—from the printer
of a computer emerges a winning candi-
date and campaign, as well as an excit-
ing, and disturbing, story.
-

As cvery schoolboy doesn’t know,
Robert Burns was not only a major
creator of bawdy ballads, he was also a
major collector of them. The Merry Muses
of Caledonia (Putnam, $5) is the first
complete edition of connoisseur Burns'
bawdyana, and a lively, lusty, laughing-
Iv lascivious book it is. Bobbie’s own
contributions to these nigh 100 lyrics
include his wribute to the fount of all
pleasure, Nine Inch Will Please a Lady,
and his celebration of an honorable
calling, The Fornicator. To those who
criticized his outspoken pacans to the
pleasures of sex, he replied that the
wars o Venus were the only ones he
cared to engage in:

The deities that I adore

Arve social peace and plenty.

I'm better pleased to mak’ one more
Than be the death o' twenty.

The forewords by editors James Barke
and Sydney Goodsir Smith and the pref-
ace by J. DeLancey Ferguson are in-
formative, scholarly and appetizing.

-

Sometimes a Great Notion (Viking, §7.50),
by Ken Kesey, is a blockbuster of a
book, 640 pages of raw American pow-
er coming out of the logging land of
coastal Oregon. Kesey, author of One
Flew Ower the Cuckoo’s Nest, seems to
have the barest regard for the reader as
he carves out the story of Hank Stamper
and his rompin’, stompin’ kinfolk. “Each
camera has its own veracity,” one charac-
ter says, and in a single Kesey paragraph
there may be three or four different nar-
rators, each using his own camera on a
particular incident, with the time se-
quences revolving like wild strawberries
in an Ingmar Bergman slot machine.
But once you're onto his technique,
you're ready for anything. And you get
it—right from the beginning when Hank
Stamper blazes his defiance at his town
by hanging his father’s arm (severed in a
logging accident) on a pole from the top

Mmfngfaﬁm
Lorpany
INTRODUCES

NEW
ROI-TAN

FILTER-TIP

LITTLE
CIGARS

ROITAN

LITTLE CIGARS

FILTER-TIP CIGARS

NEW TASTE ENJOYMENT
NEW SMOKING CONVENIENCE

... anywhere, anytime
©A.T. Co.
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Jim Paschal—up on Goodyears and finishing fast in the Charlotte World 600"

55




Paschal Wins
world “600" 0
Goodyear Tires

Goodyear Tires on Top Two Cars
and 7 out of first 10

Goodyear Did It Again! Jim Paschal
and Richard Petty, of the Lee Petty
Team, drove Goodyear-equipped 1964
Plymouths to 1st and 2nd places in the
Charlotte World “600’ stock car race.
Goodyear racing tires took the top
two places—and 7 out of the first 10
spots in this grueling 600 mile event.
It was tough going. Only 15 out of 44
cars finished this tire-torturing race.

Goodyear Tires Also Take World’s
Fastest Stock Car Race. Goodyear
led off 1964 with Richard Petty win-
ning the famous Daytona 500 mile
race at the record clip of 154.3 mph.
This is the fastest time ever recorded
for any 500 mile race — stock car or
“Indy”. And during 1963, stock cars
on Goodyear racing tires snatched
the checkered flag in 7 out of 10 top
NASCAR races.

Goodyear Tires Lead the Field in
Racing. During the past year-and-a-
half Goodyear has collected 27 wins
out of the 49 major races— more than
all other tire companies combined. Add
up all the races: stock car, sports car
...oval tracks or twisting road racing
courses ...and Goodyear comes out
way ahead of the competition.

Goodyear Doesn’t Win All the Races
...Just Most of Them. One reason for
this stack of wins is Tufsyn rubber..
Goodyear’s exclusive Tufsyn rubber
is rugged. Tufsyn gives more traction
...wears longer. Just the thing for a
racing tire.

And Tufsyn is just the thing for your
tires. Every Goodyear auto tire has
Tufsyn. See your Goodyear .ZA(EH@
dealer and talk about tough A

tires. Talk Tufsyn.

Tulsyn—T.M. The Goodyenr Tire & Rubber Company, Akron, Ohio

Racing tires are distributed to Goodyear Dealers and Service Stores by: Gofaster Inc., New Rochelle, N.Y.
Huggins Tire Sales, Thomasville, N.C. « Lauderdale Auto Marine Service, Inc., Ft. Lauderdale, Fla.
RRR Motors Inc., Homewooed, lIl. « Bob Schroeder Race Cars, Dallas, Tex. » Carroll Shelby Enterprises

Inc., Venice, Calif.

“¢0 GOODFSYEAR

More People Ride On Goodyear Tires Than On Any Other Kind



PLAYBOY

24

century, so it is fair to
Colonel used Gordon’s. Si

LI

man “Gordon’s,

_,PRODUCT OF U. S. A. 100% HEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED

first Gin & Tonic,
did he use Gordon’s?

Undoubtedly. A retired Army Colonel, vividly
recalling the heat of India, created the first
Gin & Tonic nearly 75 years ago. Gordon’s
had already been firmly established as
a favoured English gin for more than a

drinkers have found Gordon’s the indis-
pensable ingredient in a host of summer
drinks, from Tom Collinses to Orange [l
Blossoms. Not to mention the cocktail- i
for-all-seasons, the glorious Gordon’s  |[§]...C1N.....
martini. Hot enough for you? Tell the |} &= -
the biggest-selling gin
in England, America, the world.

assume the
nce then, gin-

DISTILLED
LONDONDRY

Y EO)s Jl]

FROM GRAIN.SDPROOF. GORDDN'S DRY GIN CO., LTD.. LINDEN. H"‘"i

-
T

the new look in

PLAYMATE
JEWELRY

. « . & strikingly beautiful
modern collection in gold Florentine finish,
all featuring the jeweled Playboy Rabbit.

A. The Playmate Bracelet $12.50,

B. The Playmate Pin 3.

C. Playmate Pin on Sunburst Disc 6.
D. Playmate Charm 35.

E. Playmate Key Chain $10.

All prices postpaid, Federal Excise Tax included.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?
Send check or money order to

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS

232 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, lllinois

Playboy Club keyholders
may charge by enclosing key number with order.

story of his house with all the fingers
tied down but the middle finger, “leav-
ing that rigid and universal sentiment
lifted with unmistakable scorn to all
that came past.” Hank Stamper is a man
of immense physical strength, proud,
stubborn, scornful, defiant, living up to
the words on the plaque that his father
nailed over his crib—NEVER GIVE AN
inc, Kesey tells his story through
Hank himself; through his stepbrother,
who returns hoping to take revenge on”
Hank for seducing his mother; through
Hank’s wife, whom the kid brother uses
as the instrument of revenge; and
through a vivid assortment of towns-
people. What is Kesey trying to say?
Something about the inviolability of the
human spirit. “For there is always a sanc-
tuary more,” he writes, “‘a door that can
never be lorced, whatever the force, a
last invincible stronghold that can never
be taken, whatever the attack; your vote
can be taken, your name, your innards,
even your life, but that last stronghold
can only be surrendered. And 1o surren-
der it for any reason other than love is
to surrender love.” A big new book, with
some of the old Hemingway spirit.

For 30 years, George F. Kennan, for-
cign-policy planner, diplomat and schol-
ar, has been injecting cool notes of sanity
into the feverish area of U.S.-Soviet
relations. His newest book, On Dealing
with the Communist World (Harper & Row,
$3.50), carries forward his effort to
spread light where there has been main-
ly heat. Mr. Kennan's thesis is that the
Communist bloc is not the monolith
we've been taking for granted, but quite
separate mnations with different, some-
times conflicting goals. He warns that un-
less America recognizes the evolution
that is taking place in the East and en-
courages the emerging individualism
and independence of Moscow, we shall
find owrselves hamsurung by our own
rigid, unrealistic, self-defeating policies.
Mr. Kennan's credentials are impecca-
ble; his message is clarity itself. Whether
it will penetrate the armored intellects
of our more wtruculent Congressmen 1s
something else again.

MOVIES

Bedtime Story presents Marlon Bran
do in what the producers call his “first
straight comedy role”—which implies
that The Teahouse of the August Moon
and Guys and Dolls were crooked. Bran-
do brandishes sex appeal as a GI in
Germany who floors the Frauleins so fre-
quently that his colonel has to hurry up
his discharge. He thereupon teams with
David Niven, a pretended prince who
has been making riches on the Riviera by
making rich ladies. The two Dbecome
partners, then rivals—the piece de ésis-



Fifty-Seven Folk Songs
& Ballads .

BY AMERICA’'S MOST FAMOUS FOLK SINGERS

SENT FOR TEN DAYS’ LISTENING
WITH PRIVILEGE OF RETURN

MONAURAL: $11.95 « STEREO: $13.95

AMERICAN FOLK SINGERS
AND BALLADEERS

Traditional Songs and Ballads* Folk Hymns and
Spirituals * Blues, Bluegrass and Country Music

“BY THE PEOPLE WHO KNOW THEM BEST, LOVE
THEM BEST, AND SING THEM BEST"—)OHN M. CONLY

JOAN BAEZ
Barbara Allen
Silver Dagger
Mary Hamilton
Babe, I'm Gonna
Leave You
Matty Groves

ERIK DARLING

True Religion

Woody Knows
Nothing

Fod

I'm on My Way

JACK ELLIOTT
Roving Gambler
Diamond Joe

IAN and SYLVIA
When First Unto
This Country

V’la I'bon vent

ODETTA

Goin”

Blues

Hold On

Child

Stagolee

Jesus Met the
Woman at the
Well

Tree

OME TIME AGO, The Classics

Record Library, a Division of
Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc.,
set out to assemble a representa-
tive collection of folk music
sung by the finest folk artists of
our day. The Vanguard Record-
ing Society gave us carte blanche
to select the best performances
available from their wealth of
recorded music. We were also
permitted to draw upon their
collection of performances re-
corded at the famous New-
port Folk Festival last summer.

THE SINGERS AND THE SONGS

Midnight Special
Boll Weevil
I Know Where I'm

Special Delivery

Devilish Mary
If I Had a Hammer

Sometimes I Feel
Like a Motherless

THE ROOFTOP SINGERS

Houston Special
I've Been Working
on the Railroad

MIKE SEEGER
Little Moses
Young McAfee on

A-Walkin’ and
A-Talkin’

The usual list prices of an album of comparable quality

{Plus a small mailing charge in each case)

and content are: Monaural $19.92 - Stereo $23.92 "

PLEASE NOTE: All orders will be billed in two install-
ments; that is, half the total charge (plus postage
and handling) will be billed with the album, and
the remainder a month later. If you prefer, you
may pay in full when you receive your album.

= _,_-"""‘"‘"‘"L_ e

Bye, Baby, Bye

When the Stars
Begin to Fall

The Banks of
Marble

My Ramblin® Boy

HEDY WEST
The Brown Girl
Cotton Mill Girls

Amazing Grace
MAYBELLE CARTER

LESTER FLATT, EARL §

Government Claim
I'm Just a Damyankee

I Had a Bird

The result is an album of au-
thentic songs and ballads—folk
music that is “perhaps the most
endlessly enjoyable art there is,”
according to music critic John
M. Conly. Because this brand-
new album is available only
through The Classics Record Li-
brary and not sold through retail
stores, the Book-of-the-Month
Club is permitting interested col-
lectors to listen to the records at
home and, if not fully satisfied,
to return the album to the Club
within ten days, without charge.

The Storms Are on the Ocean

A PRACTICAL AND ENJOY-
ABLE EXTRA ...all the words
of all the songs are included
in a handsome brochure,
along with comprehensive
notes about their sources,
history and background.

.

NEWPORT FOLK FESTIVAL

CLARENCE “*'TOM*“ ASHLEY, CLINT HOWARD,
FRED PRICE and DOC WATSON
The Old Account Was Settled Long Ago

CLARENCE “'TOM" ASHLEY, CLINT HOWARD,
FRED PRICE, JEAN RITCHIE, DOC WATSON

MISSISSIPPI JOHN HURT
See, See, Rider
Stack O'Lee
IAN ond SYLVIA
Un Canadien Errant
BESSIE JONES, JOHN DAVIS and
THE GEORGIA SEA ISLAND SINGERS
My God Is a Rock

in the W s
CRUGGS and the In theyeahyland

Katy, De
Rambler Gambler  the Gallows FOGGY MOUNTAIN BOYS Enowgls M:E(I;IEE and SONNY TERRY
C.C. Rider THE WEAVERS Salty Dog Blues ong Gone, Long Gone
Ella Speed Woke Up This Jimmy Brown the Newsboy DOC WATSON
The Greenwood Morning SAM HINTON (Elt'olunghoE .
Side Below the Gallows Starving to Death on a ittle Orphan Gir

DOC WATSON with CLINT HOWARD
and FRED PRICE
‘Way Downtown

IMPORTANT: This four-record aclbum is offered aonly by The
Classics Record Librory and is not available in record stores

THE CLASSICS RECORD LIBRARY

¢/o Book-of-the-Month Club, Inc.

345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N, Y.

Pl.nsz send me an album of American Fork STNGERS AND Bal-
LADEERS in the regular LP (monaural) version, and bill me at

T43-8

the special price of $11.95, plus postage and handling. This is
payable in two equal monthly installments. If I wish I may re-
turn the album within ten days and be under no further obli-
gation.
| Check here if instead you want the stereophonic ver-
sion at the special price of $13.95, plus postage and
handling. This is also payable in two equal monthly
installments and the same return privilege applies.

MR.
MRS.

MISS

(rLEASE FRINT)
Al s eI
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THE ORIGINAL!

THE AUTHENTIC!

TAPERED UNDERWEAR
REIS

Tapered fit with
side-vents. Perma-Sized
combed cotton knit.
White, Black, Jet Blue,
Olive, Gold. S-M-L

T

Short and tapered to
hug the hips. Side-vents.
Combed cotton broad-
cloth. White, Blue

and Plaids, 28-40

also tapered:
1 $2.95

WHAT'S IT LIKE
TO BE A BUNNY?

GIRLS!
Do Playboy Club Bunnies really
have glamorous jobs, meet celeb-
rities, and make top money? You'll
find all the answers in a free booklet
we'll gladly mail to you. For your
copy wrile: Bunny Director. Playboy
Clubs International, Dept. V74, 232
E. Ohio St., Chicago, Ill. 60611, or
call the Bunny Mother at the near-
est Playboy Club.

Club numbers are: BALTIMORE (opening july
11th), VE 7-1111; CHICAGO, WH 4-3010; CINCIN-
NATI (opening mid-August), 241-8580; DETROIT,
962-0011; KANSAS CITY, HA 1-5080; LOS ANGELES
(opening in the fall), WE 8-3777; MIAMI, 751-7543;
NEW ORLEANS, 523-5001; NEW YORK, PL 2-3100;
PHOENIX, 264-4314; ST. LOUIS, OL 2-4700.

tance being Shirley Jones. Brando and
Niven agree that whoever gets her is king
and the other will clear out. Brando's
performance is more mugging than mim-
ing, while Niven is, as alwavs, nifey. Miss
Jones is gullible and gorgeous, and Dody
Goodman puts in a brief appearance as
a nutty widow. The script, by Stanley
Shapiro and Paul Henning, starts slow,
but picks up in pace and invention, and
ends strong. Ralph Levy, a new di-
rector from TV, is no standout, nor is
the Eastman Color. Sull, the match
between Brando's brute cunning and
Niven's finagling should split a side or
two.

Robert Rossen, the talented writer-
producer-director who made The Hustler,
which pLAavBoY readers first encountered
as a short story in this magazine, has
changed pace in Liith, turning [rom
the thumb-in-the-cye jungle of pool
sharks to the doud-in-the-mind limbo of
the mentally ill. With his own screen-
play derived from J. R. Salamanca’s nov-
el, Rossen tells the delicate tale of a
young attendant (Warren Beatty) in a
luxe lodge for schizophrenics, who falls
in love with an exquisite kook (Jean
Seberg). He knows she is dangerous, but
can’t help himself. The result, as he and
all of us can predict, is disastrous. Ros-
sen has reached for a kind of love poem
in the half-light of the seeming-sane, and
with Eugen Shuftan’s subtle cinematog-
raphy, he makes the milien perfectly;
but what comes out are strands of sad-
ness, rather than a well-knit tragedy.
Motivations are not clear and occasion-
ally even some [acts are obscure. A Les-
bian interlude (Miss Seberg and Anne
Meacham), meant 1o show that the girl
is drunk with the power of her beauty, is
not fully exploited. Peter Fonda, anoth-
er inmate swicken with love of her, is
not Hemry Fonda. Miss Seberg is beauti-
ful and aftecting. It was vight to cast
Beatty as a rough Joe who gets a rough
jolt, but there just isn't enough internal
combustion. Credit Rossen with the
nerve 1o be versatile, with extraordinary
skill and many lovely scenes; but the
film simply doesn’t jell,

-

Weekend, f[rom Denmark, 1s about
Danes and their dames, sinooching up a
bit of sexual smorgashord on a country
outing. Three sets of husbands and
wives spend a weekend by the seashore
which, it wrns out, is washed by the
French New Wave; the spivitual malaise
drifes in like fog. There is an extra man
along—bearded, hence a philosopher—
who acts as a catalyst for these melan-
choly cats; also a preuy maid who is
pretty nearly made. Wife swapping is
very much in the air but never quite
gets 1ts feet off the ground. They drink
and they twist and they grovel a lot—
they talk even more—but it doesn’t add

up to the misery that is supposed to be
molting their morality. Their motives
come, not from life, but from carbon
copies of Camus, as if Denmark were de-
termined to show that it can suffer ennui
just like the big countrics, by gosh. The
acting almost makes the soul-wringing
ring true; the photography is big-league;
and if the direction by Palle Kjaerulff-
Schmide lacks originality, it has finesse.
But the picture asks us to assume too
much angst as an excuse lor sex shenan-
igans, and the result is a slice not of life
in Denmark, but of plain cheese Danish.
-

The Thin Red Line, in James Jones’
novel of the Guadalcanal invasion, first
published in rLAYBOY, was between sani-
ty and madness: in the movie the line is
between an honest war hlm and a hokey
one, with a perceptible leaning toward
hoke. Screenwriter Bernard Gordon and
director Andrew Marton arc doggedly
determined to tell half-truths abour com-
bat. So we get some terrible details—
a man with his bowels blown open by a
grenade, Gls propping dog tags between
the jaws of dead pals to help the Graves
Registration Squad—mixed in with the
standard guts-and-glory goo. There is the
trite tough-brave sergeant who rides his
men and who—in the latest version of
the cliché—does not turn out to have a
heart of gold; there is the hypersensitive
vouth who tastes blood and becomes a
killer. The one [ar-out clement, which
was explicit in the novel, is only hinted
at in the hlm: the recurrent wemptation
to homosexuality among young men
cooped up and, presumably, doomed.
Sententious acting of supporung roles
does not help the sententious dialog.
Jack Warden, as the sarge, gives one of
the better performances of this stock
role; ditto Keir (Dawvid and Lisa) Dullea
as the sensitive type.

-

Image of Love is a [ulllength docu-
mentary full of images of love. Louis
Clyde Stoumen, who won an Oscar [or
his Black Fox documentary about Hit-
ler, has turned from the chiefl monster
of the 20th Century to the chief pre-
occupation of all centuries. With still
photographs, clips of famous movies,
shots of famous works of art, newsreels
and nudereels, Stoumen skeiches in his
subject from the caves of prehistory to
les caves ol Paree; from the earliest-
known female figurine in existence to
the wellknown figure queens ol
pLavsoy. The whole film is fast-paced
and free-fancying, but it muddies up its
montage of l'amour with some refer-
ences to other kinds of love—parental,
divine, and so on—and Anthony New-
ley narrates a commonplace commen-
tary. Still, it makes it cleverly cear why
Venus, even without arms, still has us in
her prip.



RECORDINGS

I Enjoy Being o Girl / Barbara McNair (War-
ner Brothers) is a rare delight from begin-
ning to end. Miss McNair is a singer
whose talents allow her 1o effortlessly de-
liver the likes of The Best Is Yet to
Come, If I Had a Hammer, I'll Build a
Statrway to Paradise and the title tune,
an ebullient bell ringer.

A strange amalgam indeed is A Quartet
Is a Quartet Is a Quartet (Atlantic). Side
one features The Modern Jazz Quartet
weaving its intricate patterns through a
pair of John Lewis originals, Milt Jack
son’s Reunton Blues and the Jerome
Kern jazz stand-by, Yesterdays. Side two
is something else again; it is shared by
the Quartetto di Milano, a string quar-
tet, performing an atonal chamber work
—modernist Anton Webern's Fiinf Siize
(Five Pieces)—and the Hungarian Gypsy
Quartet in a concert medley that is
strictly from Hungary. Huzzas for the
MJOQ, an E for effort to the Quartetto
and a broken tambourine to the four
Magyars.

-

Sure and The First Hurrah!/The Clancy
Brothers & Tommy Makem (Columbia) will
make every son of Eire (or a reasonable
facsimile thereof) raise his glass 1o these
fine lads who sing such grand tunes as
Rocky Road to Dublin and Kelly, the
Boy from Killann as though they were
marching at the side of Brian Boru.

-

Desert Winds / lilinois Jacquet with Kenny
Burrell (Argo) is a firm reminder that
Jacquet, once a leading tenor light, is
still very much in command of his in-
strument. In addicion, Illinois displays
an interesting affinity for the alto on
Blues for the Early Bird. Burrell's guitar
makes a major contribution to the out-
ing which also bears the authorita-
tive stamp  of Tommy Flanagan's
knowledgeable piano work.

-

Werming Up!/Dave Burns (Vanguard)
burns brightly with the trumpet man's
as-yet-underrated abilities. Leading an
octet highlighted by Al Grey's trombone,
Bobby Hutcherson's vibes and Harold
Mabern's piano, Burns blows an intro-
spective, unobtrusive horn that is a mod-
¢l of musical cconomy. On such as Day
by Day and My Romance, Dave speaks
softly but carries a big wumpet.

-

The Swingle Singers/ Going Baroque (Phil-
ips) encores the Ward Swingle group in
their unique approach to Bach and his
contemporaries. The mixed choir of
cight voices (all French except for
Swingle) wreats Bach, Handel and Vival-
di with loving care; only the accompany-
ing rhythm section supplies a modern
note. Particularly outstanding is Largo
from Bach's Harpsichord Concerto in F

WINTHROP veus shoes

GAUCHO HANDSEWN BOOT for the Total Look

in dress-casual wear. A fresh new boot look in smooth Black or

Copper leathers. Winthrop handsewn styles $12.95 to $17.95.
A PROOUCT OF INTERNATIONAL SHOE COMPANY » ST. LOUIS, MO.

Take a little more V:il
Heineken.

Heineken beer is aged longer for a very good reason.
It tastes better that way.

Aging mellows and enhances the flavor.

So, why not take a little more time with Heineken?
We do.

HEINEKEN—THE FULLY AGED BEER IMPORTED FROM HOLLAND.

GEN. U. 5. IMPORTERS: VAN MUNCHING & CO., INC. N.Y,, N.Y,
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1 { GORDON'S DRY GIN COMPANY LIMITED
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Gordon’s holds the patent on the
smoothest, clearest vodka made!

Every drop of Gordon's Vodka is screened 15 times by an
exclusive U.S. patented process, using an agent that is
actually cleaner than the air you breathe. The Gordon's pro-
cess produces the smoothest, clearest, most mixable vodka
you can buy. Try it soon in your favorite vodka drink. $399
And look at the price for Gordon’s quality. n.v.and cait. price

60 PROOF. 1S1ILLED FROW GAMN. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO., LTDL, LINDEN. K. 8.
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Minor, beautifully soloed by Michel
Legrand's sister, Christiane,

Reflections / Stan Getz (Verve) and Getz/
Gilberto (Verve) provide a pair of show-
cases for the resplendent tenor of Stan
Getz. Reflections has Getz lushly back-
grounded by [ull orchestra and/or cho-
rus performing Claus Ogerman and Lalo
Schilrin arrangements. The program is
made up for the most part of standards
plus several originals, the seldom-heard
Early Autumn and the ofthbeat Spring
Can Really Hang You Up the Most.
The merging of Getz with Brazilian
guitarist-vocalist Joio Gilberto was an
inspired move. Teamed with pianist-
arranger-composer Antonio Jobim (six
of the eight melodies are his), Getz and
Gilberto are perfectly attuned to each
other; Joio’s velvet-toned vocalizing
complements Stan’s sound beautifully.
Gilberto's wife, Astrud, sings, too, in
English on several numbers, with one of
them, The Girl from Ipanema, carrying
off top honors in the album. Making a
considerable contribution to the pro-
ceedings is drummer Milton Banana.

Miss Peggy lee/In love Again! (Capitol)
offers a colorful coverage of the musical
spectrum. From the gospelish Gol That
Magic through the poignant bossa nova
Once, right up to the country-and-west-
ern winner I Can’t Stop Loving You, the
session (charted by Dick Hazard, Bill
Holman and Shorty Rogers) is a beauti-
fully paced, constantly diverting paean
to Peggy’s can-do-no-wrong song stylings.

Columbia-Princeton Electronic Music Center
(Columbia) makes us more certain than
ever that man will never be replaced by
the machine. The program, comprised
ol a hall-dozen “compositions” by a like
number of “constructors,” supposedly is
exploring new ground. We hate to be a
kill-joy, but we've heard much the same
thing on Audio-Fidelity's Sounds of a
Nuclear-Powered Aircraft Carrier and on
Riverside’s Racing Cars—Fortissimo. Out
of kindness, we will allow the composers
to remain anonymous.

Andy Willioms/The Acoademy Award Winning
*Call Me Irresponsible” and Other Hit Songs
from the Movies (Columbia) and Frank
Sinatra Sings "“Days of Wine and Roses,”
“Moon River” and Other Acodemy Award Win-
ners (Reprise) are similar in concept and
wonderfully adept in performance, but,
happily for the listeners, the agendas are
completely difterent. Williams™ reper-
toire provides him with the stronger ma-
terial—the ttle tune, Charade, Laura
and Gigi. Sinatra’s best includes the two
in the title, The Way You Look To-
night, Secret Love and It Might as Well
Be Spring. All in all, a delightful double
bill of flick clicks.
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Nol too long ago, through a peculiar
turn of events which I won’t go into, I
came upon my girl’s diary, and was
astonished to see that she had outlined
—and in the minutest detail—our
sexual activities. In  fact, thumbing
through, I saw that the book contained
very little else besides such descriptions.
I'm at a loss to decide how I should
respond to this peculiarity. Should I
pretend I never saw the book? Should
I tell her to stop making entries? Or
to destroy it?—W. T., Newport News,
Virginia.

Better just forget you cver saw the
book. If you discuss the matter with
your girl, you'll have to admit you've
been perusing her personal property—
and that’s far stickier than her clinical
recording of your amours. You should
find some gratification in the knowledge
that she thinks enough of your love-
making to want lo retain the details—
though we generally disapprove of this
sort of thing, since the diary could be a
problem if it happened lo fall into the
wrong hands.

Tlu': other night my girl and T dated
with another couple, dining at one of
the best restauramss in  town. She
and I are both light caters and ordered
accordingly, but the other couple began
putting food away like it was going out
of style. The bill came to $40, of which
our half was no more than $12. When
this chap slipped me $20 and said,
“Here's my half,” 1 hit the ceiling. 1
demanded then and there that he cough
up enough dough to cover that part
of the bill he and his cohort had run
up. We parted with no love lost, and
my girl subsequently chided me for not
having gone along with the 50-50 split.
Should I have?—O. B., New Orleans,
Louisiana.

The whole idea of haggling over a
check al the dinner table is very un-
appetizing. You could have done one of
two things, either of which is mfinitely
better than ticking off who had what
drinks and what dessevts: You could
have paid the whole tab and told your
friend that the next dinner would be on
him, or you could have told him you'd
settle up later, out of earshot of your
dates, and laken whatever he offered as
his end of the bill. If you thought he
was taking advantage of you, you should
have chalked it up o experience.

l'\-‘c been steadily dating one guy for al-
most three years. He's a sales engineer
for a large data-processing firm, and on
the road much of the time. When he’s

out of town, I date other guys. When
he's here, I don’t—and he stays with me
at my apartment. We never discussed
marriage plans, and that was all right
with me, because I enjoyed things just
the way they were.

A weck ago, however, my card house
came tumbling down, when he told me
that he was married—with a wife and
children in another city. He explained
in convincing detail how he and his wife
are hopelessly incompatible. Both, he
said, would agree to divorce if their reli-
gion permitted it. He said that he loves
his children, and stays with his wife for
their sake only. Do you think I should
continue to provide him with a home
away from home?—K. H., San Diego,
California.

No, we don’t. We'd be a lot more sym-
pathetic if he'd vevealed his unhappy
marital situation to you at the outsel of
your affair. The fact that he chose to
conceal the dismal realities of his home
life for almost three years indicates that
it might not be as intolerable as he'd
have you believe, or that there are other
crircumstances that he still hasn’t brought
to light. In any case, lell him 1o book
molel accommodations for his next {rip.
(And henceforth try to screen prospec-
live roommates more closely.)

Why are wine glasses shaped the way
they are>—]. A., Geneva, Illinois.

Because wine is the way il is. 4 wine
glass is relatively large (six to cight
ounces) so that it can be filled only half-
way, leaving room for the bouquet to be
released in the upper portion of the
glass. To capture and concenlrate this
bouguet, the glass ts somewhat narrowed
al the top. And so that you can enjoy a
clear, unobstructed look at the nectar
within, the glass s colorless  and
stemmed.

l'm a medical student doing night hos-
pital duty. Last night I had the opportu
nity to initiate a promising relationship
with a student nurse—in a vacant hos-
pital room. (Many more things go on
in a hospital than meet the public eye.)
Unhappily, we were caught in a very
compromising situation by the night
head nurse. Alter she told my Nighun-
gale to fly off, T was expecting a first-de-
gree dressing down—and instead got a
proposition. She told me she'd be willing
to forget the whole thing if only I'd
come over to her apartment onc day
soon “to talk things over.” She’s quite
auractive, in her late 20s, and I'd gladly
do whatever is necessary to atone for my
misdeed. But the situation is clouded by
the fact that her husband (they're phys-

man'’s

shampoo?

Those women's shampoos give you
a beauty treatment while they
clean. But Fitch was made espe-
cially for men. No fancy beauty
treatment. Just the total cleaning
action you want.

Heres why a man
wants total cleaning action:
a man’s hair dressing attracts
dust and dirt, retains per-
spiration, excess scalp oils,
loose d uff.

Fitch is the shampoo that’s
made especially to clean a
man’s hair and scalp. It has
Penetrating Power in every
drop...100% effective clean-
ing action.

Apply Fitch to dry hair, be-
fore showering. Then add
water. You get a rich lather
that cleans thoroughly. It
penetrates and lifts away
built-up accumulations.
Leaves your hair and scalp
feeling fresh and alive. Look-
ing great!

Pick up a bottle of Fitch.
Use it regularly for a clean,
healthy-looking head of hair.

FITGH

THE MAN’S
SHAMPOO

Separates the men from the girls.

GROVE LABEORATORIES
Div. of Bristol-Myers Co.
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ically but not legally separated) lives in
the same neighborhood. If he barged in,
I'd be in a bigger mess than I'm in now.
What's the solution?—]. K., New York,
New York.

The long-range solution is for you to
stop improvising bedrooms and get your
own. The immediale solution is for you
to keep away from Mys. Head Nurse,
and hope that she'll forget both that she
surprised you flagrante delicto, and that
she attempted to blackmail you into

making love to her. Her role in this af-.

fair has been as indiscreet as yours—a
conclusion that she herself will certainly
reach before she ever thinks seriously
about reporting you. Count yourself
lucky this time, and hereafter save your
bedside manner for off-duty bedsides.

W hien 1 was last in Europe I made
good use of the clothing-size conversion
table you ran (The Playboy Advisor, De-
cember 1961) to help guys like muyself
who are baffled by the Luropean cloth-
ing-measurement system. 1'm going across
again shortly, and plan to pick out a few
gifts for the girls I left behind. Accord-
ingly, I'd like to sce conversion figures
for the distaff hall—M. W., Arlington,
Massachusetts.

When in countries using the metric
system, follow this size-conversion table:

Dresses, Coats, Suils and Skirts:

Amevican: 6 8§ 10 12 14
European: 37 36 38 40 42

Blouses and Sweaters:

American: 30 32 34 36 38

European: 38 40 42 44 46

Stockings:

American: 8 8% 9 9% 10 10%
European: 01 2 3 4 5
Shoes:

American: 552 6 6% 7-7V%h 8 8%
British: 3Vod 4¥5 5 5%6 6% 7

Continental: 35 36 37 38 38% 39

My mother recently remarried. Her
new husband is a man with more than
his share of sex appeal. He's made sever-
al advances toward my 18-ycar-old sister,
who is attractive and, I believe, imma-
ture enough to weat his passes lightly. T
want to put a stop to this situation and,
short of squaring off with my stepfather
(I've been sorely tempted to break his
jaw, but have restrained myself for fear
of upsetting my mother), I'm at a loss
for aliernatives. Can you help?—]J. W.,
Florence, Alabama.

Most men don’t advance more than
once without receiving some encourage-
ment. Your sister may not realize it, but
by not turning off stepdad in no uncer-
tain terms, she’s giving him the green
hight; and it would take an unusually
naive 18-year-old not to have some no-

tion of what’s going on. I[t’s natural for
a young girl to be flatieved by the at-
tentions of an older man, and your
sister may have no notion of the sort
of interfamilial fire she’s playing with.
We don’t ordinarvily suggest that a per-
son become involved in someovne else’s
peccadilloes, but this is a family affair
in which the closeness of the parties al-
ready has you involuved. We suggest,
therefore, that you take your new siep-
father aside for a friendly man-to-man
chat. Don’t threaten—just explain. Tell
him you're aware of his overlures toward
your sister (which he will probably
deny); that you can understand his being
altracted to her, since she's a very altrac-
tive girl, but that anything more per-
sonal than a father-daughter velationship
would hurt your mother terribly and is
cerlainly not worth the harm it would
cause the entive family. Implicit in your
discussion should be the fact that if the
overtures continue, you will be forced to
bring the matier into the open, to avoid
a more serious mishap. It should not
be necessary to make more than passing
mention of this allernative, since just
voicing your concern o him about the
situation should make that possibility
clear. If you approach him in a friendly
way, he will also have o rveckon with
losing your respect, which you would be
wisest 1o suggest is still itact. Avoid, if
possible, discussing the matter with your
sister (because it would probably do no
good) or with your mother (who would
probably be hurt by it and could not
be expected lo react o the news in any
but an emotional way).

Althoup;h I'm no stock-market tyro,
having racked up a fairly consistent rec-
ord of capital gains in the last several
years, there's one stock-market transac-
tion I've never been able to understand.
I know it involves both buying and sell-
ing, but tell me, please: Exactly what is
“arbitrage”?—1I. J., Camden, New ]Jersey.

You've almost got it. Arbitrage in-
volves simultaneous purchase and sale of
identical or essentially similar secuvilies,
in order to profit from price diffevences.
Small discrepancies often occur in the
price of a stock that is traded in
different markets. For instance, the stock
may be available on the New York ex-
change for §10 atl the same time iU’s sell-
ing on the Pacific Coast cxchange for
$10.25. In this sttualion, simultaneous
puichase (in New York) and sale (in
San Francisco) will bring a profit of 25
cents a shave (less expenses). Similarly
profitable—but less apparent—price dis-
crepancies can also occur between the
conversion value of a convertible securi-
ty and the security itself, or (as was the
case this spring when A.T.& T. made an
additional stock offering) between the
rights to subscribe to a security and the
security iiself.

' like to wear sneakers on informal
dates. One of the girls I date says thev're
in impossibly bad taste. Who's right?>—
W. A, Brookline, Massachusetts.

You both are. There’s nothing wrong
with sneakers on an informal date—if
you're boyish enough, and if the rest of
your oulfit is informal. We don’t dig
sneakers on occasions formal enough to
require a tic, however.

T he fum 1 work for is sending me to
Salzburg for a year, and though I'm look-
ing forward to the change in scenery, I'm
concerned that I might not be able to
log many hours of my favorite pastime—
sailing—in landlocked Austria. What to
do?>—T. K., New London, Connecticut.
Though short on salt waler, Austria
boasts plenty of the fresh variety, with
the best open-water sailing in the Ca-
rinthia and Salzkammergut  regions.
Theve’s also the Danube, of cowrse.

Lately I've been seeing a girl whose
sexual desires seem almost insatiable.
Certainly, sex is a nice way to conclude
an evening, but this girl often likes it to
begin a date as well as end it—and on a
few occasions she's actually requested
that we cut short a night on the town
and slip back to my pad for a relresher.
At first I found her avidity personally
flattering; but now I'm wondering if it
might be more than just me. Tell me:
Just when does a highly sexed girl qual-
ily as a nymphomaniac>—L. S., Wash-
ington, D.C.

Nymphomania is less a matler of sex-
ual frequency than an insatiable female
craving for coitus for pathological, rather
than sexual, veasons; truc nymphomania
is rave, and we doubl that it’s your, or
your girl’s, problem. Novmal sexual de-
sire varies considerably from one person
to another, in both men and women;
but if your girl requirves sexual gralifica-
tion lwice or more an evening as a steady
dict, her need may be more emotional
than physical. Howeuver, unless she seems
in other ways unhappy or unstable, you
probably don’t need to be concerned for
her psychological well-being. Your own
physical well-being is something else
again; perhaps a litile move bed rest
and some vilamins will pul you in lune.
And, lest what should be pleasure turn
into drudgery, don't hesitate to discuss
your concern with her.

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and eliquetle
—will be personally answerved if the
writer includes a stamped, self-add ressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The most
provocative, pertinent queries will be
presented on these pages each month.
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SPECIAL EDITION

YOUR ONE PLAYBOY CLUB KEY
ADMITS YOU TO ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS
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CLUBS OPEN IN KANSAS CITY, BALTIMORE;
CINCINNATI DEBUT SET FOR THIS MONTH

Apply Now to Save $25

CHICAGO (Special)—The Playboy Club key chain added links
eight and nine with the premieres of the Kansas City Playboy Club
atop the Hotel Continental on June 13th and the Baltimore Playboy

Private-party atmosphere prevails in Playboy Club’s Living Room even on
opening night. Keyholders and guests treat themselves to elaborate buffet.

L.A. CLUB PREMIERES THIS FALL

LOS ANGELES (Special)—The Los Angeles Playboy Club, sched-
uled to open this fall, will occupy the first three floors of the multi-
million-dollar Playboy office building now nearing completion at

Site of Los Angeles Playboy Club.

8560 Sunset Boulevard.

Keyholders and playmates
will choose from a complete
range of Playboy-styled enter-
tainment, making it possible to
spend a night on the town with-
out ever leaving the Club. The
West Coast Club will feature
four distinctive Clubrooms, the
earliest dinner show in town,
and eight shows nightly in the
Playroom and Penthouse. Epi-
curean delights await the most
discriminating gourmets in the
luxurious VIP Room (for Very
Important Playboys).

There is still time to apply for
key privileges at the $25 Char-
ter Rate before the $50 Resi-
dent Key Fee goes into effect.

Club at 28 Light Street on
July 11th. The tenth Club in
the U.S. opens in Cincinnati at
35 East 7th Street this month.

Keyholders in these cities
now receive the pampering that
playboys enjoy throughout the
nation—bountiful Bunnies serv-
ing ounce-and-a-half-plus drinks
and gourmet food (a meal for
the same price as a drink) amid
beautiful surroundings and ex-
citing entertainment.

Kansas City keyholders and
playmates will find the only
dinner shows in town at The
Playboy Club. The new Party
Room in the Kansas City and
Cincinnati Clubs features dining
to intimate entertainment and is
ideal for private social or busi-
ness gatherings. A dramatic see-
through fireplace is among the
many surprises awaiting key-
holders at the imposing new
Cincinnati Club, while the Bal-

PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

Clubs Open—Bsaltimore at 28
Light St.; Chicago at 116 E. Wal-
ton St.. Detroit at 1014 E. Jefler.
son A\ve Kanene City atop the
Hotel Continental: Miami at 7701
Biscayne Blvd_; New Orleans at
721 Rue Iberville; New York at 5
E. 53th St.;Phoenix at 3033 N. Cen-
tral; St. Louis at 3914 Lindell Bivd.

Locations Set—Atlanta in the
Dinkler Plaza Hotel; Cincinnatiat
45 E. 7th St.; Loe Angeles at 8560
Sunset Blvd.; San Francieco at 736
Montgomery St.; Washington,
D.C., corner of 19th & L Sts.

Next in Line — Boston, Camden-
Philadelphia, Dallas.

First nighters in Kansas City and
Baltimore found Bunnies twisting
on piano in Playmate Bar as jazz
combos kept festivities upbeat.

timore Club is open to playboys
every night of the week.

All three of these Clubs offer
a completely new show in each
room every two weeks. Jazz
groups play mnightly m the
Living Room, famous for its
buffet spread. Playboy's 71:-oz.
Filet Mignon is served in the
Penthouse of each Club.

Take advantage now of the
$25 Charter Rate that applies in
new Club areas. Once a Playboy
Club opens, it has been the
practice to raise the key fee to
$50, as in Chicago and Florida.

For key privileges to these—
and all present and future Clubs
—mail the coupon today.

I' ™ JOIN THE PLAYBOY CLUB TODAY/CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION == =%

Gentlemen:

TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL
cfo PLAYBOY MAGAZINE, 232 East Ohio Street, Chicago, lllinois 60611

Here is my application for key privileges to The Playboy Club.

LATE FLASHES...

NEW YORK-—New York Club saluted Italy during July as
first in series of festivities to be held monthly in conjunction
with World’s Fair. Keyholders treated to native food, drink
and souvenirs. Coming: Sweden in Aug.; Mexico in Sept.
CHICAGO—Playboy Club Golf Tournaments sellouts in
Phoenix and Detroit. Bunnies on fairways added to fun.
Outing topped off by awards dinner at Club, with unlimited
drinks, steak dinner. (Talk of Phoenix Tourney was $1000
cash prize for hole-in-one drives.) Other Clubs now setting
dates for similar events.

NAME (PLEASE PRINT)

OCCUPATION

ADORESS

cImy STATE ~ ZIP CODE

Key Fee is $25 except within a 75-mile radius of Chicago and in Florida, where
keys are $50. (Key fee includes $1lor year's subscription tovip, the Club magazine )

[0 Enclosed find . O Bill me for $—_.
O I wish only information about joining The Flayboy Club,

OEPT. 249
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How to cut a trim figure.

If your hips bulge and your paunch protrudes, Mr. Leggs *'Slats’’ are simply not your target. These narrow-
margin slacks are tailored for the trim-cut figure, like our pin-up above. (Please excuse that dangerously
close dagger—our markslady was concentrating on the dashing style of his ““Slats."") Men with the phy-
sique for it will be keen on our new automatic wash-wears in reverse twist Creslan® acrylic, rayon and

acetate blend. About $9.95 at acute stores.
—mm=——— ' /% >
CI‘QS].E).I)_ Get yourself a new pair of 5
LUNMURY aCRYLIC 1B E /&

* T.M. Amarican Cyansmid Co. THOMSON COMPANY, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York 19, N. Y.



PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

IT WASN'T BY CHANCE that the Japanese
authorities scheduled this year's Olympi-
ad (the 16th) in October: Early fall, alter
latesummer typhoons have spent their
clout and temperatures become uniform-
ly mild, is unquestionably the best time
of year to visit Japan. The games, in-
cluding wack and field, yacht racing,
basketball, boxing. cycling, lencing, soc-
cer, hockey, judo and all sorts of aquatic
sports, will add something extra this
year to a trip that every unattached male
should make while he’s stll able to
make it—unattached. Tokyo's new Na-
tional Gymnasium, complete with shel-
tering roof, is already conswucted and
ready for the contests, to be held from
October 10th through 24th. Quick, non-
stop jet flights—about 14 hours from
California or 10 hours trom Seartle ($783
cconomy class; $1260 fhrst class, for a
round trip)—make a two-week sojourn
cminently feasible, but it’s sensible to
scrape up at least another fortnight in
order to see more than Tokyo. (There is
space for only a few words about Japan’s
big apple here; for a more complete
picture, see On the Town in Tokyo,
rLAYBOY, November 1961.)

With the Olympics primarily a day-
light operation, vou'll have plenty of
time to swing with Tokyo's fabled night
life. Spend your first free evening just
walking around and savoring the sights,
sounds and smells ol the city. Aler
which, you may want to be escorted by a
Japanese hostess from one of Tokyo's
many night clubs. Most of these girls
speak English, and some are so beautiful
and charming that you may forget you're
paying (quite steeply) for their company.

Interesting places within a day’s com-
muting of Tokyo are highlighted by Ka-
makura, with its giant Buddha; Nikko,
with its unmatched array ol temples,
shrines, pagodas and pavilions: and, for
natural wonders, [amed Mount Fujt and
Hakone. Things to do in the Fuji-
Hakone area—besides climbing the
mountain—include swimming, boating,
hiking, riding, hunung, hshing, water-
skiing and, not least of all, luxuriating
i the hot springs.

Once you've absorbed the atmosphere
ol Tokyo and environs, the direction to
head is south. First place to stop is Gifu,
to see the fantastic might spectacle of
cormorant fishing on the Nagara river.
Dinner is served aboard your sight-seeing
Liwunch, from which vou’ll watch trained
birds dive for fish {from small boats
lighted only by the flaring torches of
the fshermen. Nagoya, in the same
area, boasts a unique underground city
in which long, subterrancan pedestrian

streets are lined with hundreds of smaill
shops, theaters and calés.

Several hours south of Nagoya, by
speedy railway, lies the hub of south-
western  Japan, a complex of four di-
verse cities—Kyoto, Osaka, Kobe and
Nara—all within an hour of one anoth-
er. We suggest you register at a hotel or
ryokan (waditional inn) and commute
from Kyoto, the country’s art center and
one of the few large cities that stll pre-
serve the flavor of ancient Japan. Kyoto
is the birthplace of the geisha, so this is
the place—and the time (before their
glorious tradition disappears)—to be ¢n-
tertained at one of their fabulous parties.
Ask your travel agent to arrange this—
in advance—through his Japanese con-
tacts. Kyoto will host, in October, the
Jidat Matsuri, a pageant of costumed
marchers who re-enact highlights of the
city's 10th Century hevday. Also not to
be missed in this former capital of Japan
(8th to 19th Centuries) are the beautiful
gardens at the derached palaces of Shu-
gukuin and Katsura.

Osaka, a large industrial city 30 min-
utes by electric railway from Kyoto, is
not rich in historical interest, but its
many gaudy might spots will provide
active evenings on the town. Kobe, far-
ther west, is a flourishing seaport of
limited touristic importance, although an
offbeat afternoon or evening can be
spent  wandering through the city's
winding streets inspecting the abun-
dant seamen’s bars and searching for the
notorious “'sex shops.”

Nearby Nara, Japan’s original capital
(710 1o 794 A.p.), is worth a visit for its
famous deer park (in October, a festival
resembling a bloodless bullfight is held
in which Shinto priests cut the deers’
antlers), for the extremely ancient tem-
ples of the Kofukuji and Horyuji
groups, and for the Todaiji Temple,
which houses the world’s largest indoor
statue of Buddha.

Still farther south lies the Inland Sea,
which has been described as the “unex-
plored edge of beauty.” A oneday
steamship run is conducted by the Kan-
sai Kisen Company from Osaka to Bep-
pu, and it's a luxurious trip through
unending vistas of natural splendor. If
youre still in Japan come November,
the great sumo wrestling championship
tournaments at Fukuoka (on the island
of Kvushu), in which 400- and 600-
pound giants strain to throw each other
out of the ring, will make an unforget-
table capper for your vacation.

For further information on any of the
above, wrile to Playboy Reader Serv-
ice, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Il GOGU'B

Order
the Lady
somethin
Pink
and
rothy.
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This is for Men!

She may insist. But be firm.
Colt 45 Malt Liquor is for
men. It's deceptively
smooth and mellow. But
nothing can hide the subtle
backbone in Colt 45 Malt
Liquor. So may we suggest
that you order the lady
something tall with a straw,
or something that sounds
French. And order yourself
a Colt 45 Malt Liquor. .. a
completely unique
experience.

SPECIAL PRODUCTS DIVISION OF
THE NATIONAL BREWING CO., BALTIMORE, MD,



If you, too, are particular about taste, you
don’t have to wear a button to prove it!
Simply smoke Pall Mall. Why? Because
Pall Mall’s natural mildness means just one
thing: smooth, pleasing flavor. Flavor that’s
blended in—over, under, around and through
the finest tobaccos money can buy! Smoke
a long cigarette that’s long on flavor.
Buy Pall Mall Famous Cigarettes.
Outstanding—and they are mild!

MILIALL

FAMOUS CIGARETTES



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

an interchange of ideas between reader and editor
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy’

SOMETHING’S GOT TO GIVE

In rravsoy, Helner has brought to-
gether an astounding wealth ol talent,
beautiful girls, reverence and irrever-
ence unparalleled in journalistic histo-
ry. The Philosophy is perhaps his most
important  achievement, because it
reaches millions of people who may not
have access to the massive sources of
philosophical, sociological, psychological
and theological information he has uti-
lized. As a television director and a psy-
chologist, respectively, we are familiar
with Helner’s sources, and can state
without reservation that the Philosophy
is superbly documented. We wish this
were as true ol similar contemporary
efforts to explain—or obscure—the cur-
rent moral revolution. We feel sirongly
that a clear, rational statement of [acts is
essential 1o the process whereby any hu-
man experience reaches a state ol order-
ly progress.

Semanticists have pointed out that
“the verbal concept is seldon: an accu-
rate map of the territory.” Certainly this
applies to the supposed moral code now
extant; in fact, the word “moral” was
not intended to have the solely sexual
connotation now given it. It is an un-
written rule of civilization that when a
law becomes unenforceable something
has to give: Either the law must be
changed or the nature of man, and the
latter has proved highly unfeasible.

Mr. and Mrs. Robert I.. Robb
Sherman Oaks, Cahfornia

Human nalure nol only resists im-
provement by legislation, but unwise
lawws can be extremely harmful to society
—by inspiring contempt for all laws and
law enforcement.

HEFNER'S SEXUAL ETHIC

I think I like Hefner's Philosophy, al-
though I cannot commit mysell, because
he has not done so. The sexual ethic he
promised months ago has been long in
coming. Enough about censorship, sex
laws and past sexual customs for the
time being. These subjects are fascinat-
ing, but the Helner sexual ethic would
be more so. Granted. it is much easier to
talk about what does exist and what has
existed than it is to talk about what
ought to cxist. People get into trouble
when they flout conformity, or when
they propose a new ethic. But this is what
rLAYBOY readers expect Helner to do.

I began reading The Playboy Philoso-

phy with skepticism, most of which has
disappeared. Helner has given us hints
of what his sexual ethic will be, and
from such hims I am elated 1o find that
his ethic—as explicated in two Forum an-
swers—closely parallels mine: *. . . we
believe that sex is most sauslying when
accompanied with emotion"—thanks for
saying it; this is fundamental 10 my ap-
proach as well. “We consider personal
sex preferable to impersonal sex”—vou
are quite consistent, since it is emo-
tional involvement that accounts for the
difference bewween the two.

But I would go [urther. I would not
use the words “most”™ or “preferable,”
which imply that sex without emotion
can be good. Sex without emotion might
have instrumental value, but T do not
agree that emotionless sex can be in-
trinsically good. Let's have the Helner
sexual ethic, not just hints. I hope it
will include something about emotional
imvolvement.

Mike Burrill
Princeton, New Jersey

It is impossible to probe, in any real
depth, the social and sexual ills of con-
temporary sociely without considerable
documentation, some explovation of the
pertinent historical factors involved, and
an examination of the stalements and
insights supplied by others. But out of
this Hefner definitely plans to spell
oul, in some delail, what we believe 1o
be a more positive, rational, healthy
and humane moral code.

SEX AND RELIGION
In Helner's extensive and intensive

comments on sex and religion in The
Playboy Philosophy, he gives an unusual-
ly scholarly and incisive analysis of the
influence of ancient and modern religion
on human sexual attitudes and behavior.
I cannot recall reading a better and
braver piece on this subject in any popu-
Iar magazine. His well-reasoned views, in
virtually all the installments of The Play-
boy Philosophy that 1 have seen so [ar,
are a real credit to pLAYBOY.

Albert Ellis, Ph.D.

New York, New York

HEALING WORDS

Hefner's Philosophy and the responses
in the Forum give me hope that there is
a segment of our society composed of ra-
tional and humane persons. 1 have been
a medical doctor only a short time, but
already in my carcer I have seen much

- English
Leather

SPRAY LOTION

NEM COmMPANT INC

W voit

after shave . . _
after shower . ..
after hours . ..
the SPRAY LCTION, $5.00 plus tax.
All-Purpose Men's Lotion in a
handsome aerosol dispenser,
packed in a redwood gift box.
REFILL $2.00 plus tax

MEM COMPANY, INC.
347 Fifth Avenue, New York

“I'll have an Old Fashioned
and be sure to add
the Angostura Bitters!”
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of man’s inhumanity to man, which is
founded in irrational thinking, preju-
dice and ignorance. In view of the fact
that so many of a general practitioner’s
patients owe their physical problems to
a basic emotional disturbance rooted in
inadequacies in  early home environ-
ments, our medical schools would do a
real service by graduating a far greater
percentage of their doctors in psychiatry.
Most medical men would agree that doc-
tors l()(]iiy dare, as Ofl(..'il das not, ll'Cﬂlillg
symptoms rather than physical diseases
or disabilities in their patients, one of
the results of which is that manufactur-
ers of sedatives, antidepressants and
tranquilizers are doing a booming busi-
ness. As a military doctor, 1 have the
opportunity to view one of the healthi-
est segments of our society, yet on any
given day 1 sce newroses, psvchoses, in-
adequate personalities, sexual deviates,
disturbed dependent children and frus-
trated wives. Because doctors, psycholo-
gists, social workers and judges cannot
hope to prevent, treat or reverse these
problems adequately, there must be a
concerted effort by thinking people to
eliminate the prejudice, intolerance,
censorship and ignorance which ulti-
mately result in mental and physical ill-
ness, not infrequently  through  the
suppression of sex—one of man's most
powerful motivating forces. Hefner’s
Philosophy is lending mmportant direc-
tion to the assault on these barriers to a
healthier society, and his words could
have a profound effcct upon the mental,
and thus the physiological, health of our
nation.

Dr. Charles R. Graham, Lt. M. C.

Naval Air Station

Miramar, California

POLICE SUPPORT

I am a police officer in one of the two
largest police agencies in the world, and
therefore have been in contact with
many aspects of public morals and the
Taw. I am also familiar with the dogmas
of the Catholic Church, having been
raised in a Catholic family. Most mem-
bers of my professional organization
have a deep belief in their individual
religions, perhaps partially due to their
daily contact with the unusual. T should
add that T am proud of the United
States, and of its Constitution.

With these conditions qualifying my
background, T would like to say that I
find Hefner's Philosophy indisputab'y
factual, accurately reflecting Biblical and
legal sources. The Forum is particularly
thought-provoking because it presents so
many varying viewpoints, and becaunse
Hefner is willing to print criticism as
well as praise.

Although we police officers are obliged
simply to enforce the law, most of us,
who are aware of the disparity between
actual moral practice and what the law
prescribes, don’t agree with the law. If

anything, we tend to side with Hefner.
Police officers realize that laws that at-
tempt o censor or control sexual be-
havior, gambling or liquor, are not
effective, but rather force those Ameri-
cans who discreetly and intelligently
pursue their individual desires to be-
come criminals, perjurers and hypocrites.
Keep up the good work, and let us
look forward to the day when I have to
enforce only laws necessary to the pro-
tection of life and property, rather
than laws directed at the suppression
ol normality.
(Name withheld by request)
Brooklyn, New York

As an employee of a Federal investi-
gative agency, and a former law-en-
[orcement olhicer, I have followed The
Playboy Philosophy with avid interest.
Although my views correspond closely
with Helner’s, they are in contrast to
those of some of my prolessional associ-
ates and much of society today. Since 1
have not read in the Forum the views of
a law-enforcement officer on the Chicago
obscenity charge against pLavsoy last
year, I would like to put mine on record.

First of all, Hefner's arrest itsell was
scandalous, ouwrageous, ludicrous, and
bordered on the totalitarian. One won-
ders whether the four of Chicago’s finest
who made the arrest had not spent the
preceding hours devouring the ques-
tioned issue with much animated, impas-
sioned lip smacking, before deciding
that the reading public should not be
subjected o such mater. Were they
really instruments of the law merely
earning their wages by obeying orders?
I think not. Local religious zealots, hav-
ing unsuccessfully attempted to enforce
their prejudicial ideas on the people,
apparently put pressure on Chicago
Corporation Counsel John Melaniphy
to have the Mansheld issue of rravsoy
called (not judged) obscene, and Melan-
iphy apparently felt under no obligation
to regard previous Supreme Court deci-
sions on obscenity. The attempt of the
City ol Chicago to halt the sales of
rLAYBOY and arrest its publisher, using
the Chicago Police Department as its
agent, was an action wypical of many
church-dominated communities, and con-
stituted punishment before conviction
of a crime. which 15 clearly unlawful.

As a former Chicago-area resident, I
have witnessed attempts by the church
to influence the state. My parents and I,
first together and later separately, [elt
compelled to change memberships in
two different churches when they at-
tempted o force outside groups to com-
p'y with church rules. Recently, I tried
to obtrin a copy of the best-selling novel
City of Night from my local library, only
to be to'd by the head librarian that she
had read the book, declared it unfit for
public consumption, and banned it from
the library. Subsequently 1 learned of a

number of people who had requested
the same book and had met with the
same treatment. I am sure that these
people are pleased to know that their
tax money is being used to purchase
books that an elderly lady likes to read.
(Name and address withheld by request)
It is heavtening to learn that among
the men entrusted to enforce our laws,
there are enlightened officers whose firsi-
hand knowledge of how laws work can
be valuable in not only the present fight
against prejudicial application of unwise
laws, but in the struggle to correct them.

CITIZENS' ACTION

Il our out-of-date sex-crime laws can
stand up under onslaughts such as Hefl-
ner's Philosophy, 1 will be one of many
surprised citizens.

Now that he has brought these ridicu-
lous laws to light, it remains for us, the
citizens of all states, 10 deluge our state
lcaders with pettions and letters de-
manding the repeal of these archaic laws.

Laurence E. Walkup
New York, New York

UPDATING THE LAWS

Here in New York, a Temporary
Commission for the Revision of the New
York State Penal Code is in the process
ol revising many outdated statutes of the
penal law. It will be a welcome and
much-needed change if the commission
can climinate our present obsolete stat-
utes and retain only those that deal
with real crimes. The sex statutes
defined in criminal law definitely should
not apply to the personal life of the
individual.

Our present statutes are a direct result
of our legislators’ interpretation of old
English common laws, many of which
have no place at all in contemporary
American society. In addition, legislative
intent has in many cases been grossly
misinterpreted by well-meaning but un-
informed law-enforcement officials and
courts. Change in the written laws is the
only real solution to such abuse, and is
long overdue.

Vito A. Lorusso
Lindenhurst, New York

INDIANA AGE OF CONSENT

We would like to point out a serious
error made by Mr. Helner and his legal
consultants in your April installment ol
The Playboy Philosophy, which may pos-
sibly cause undue mental anguish to
many a wayward Hoosier youth. In his
editorial, Mr. Hefner states that “if the
girl were under the age of 18, the act
would be considered statutory rape . . "
According to Burns' Ind. Stal. Ann., 10-
42-1, the age of consent in Indiana is 16
years. Thus, if the girl involved in the
act of sexual intercourse was under 16
(not 18), the act would be considered
statutory rape.

Since we are only students at the In-
diana University School of Law and are



not licensed to practice law in the State
of Indiana, we graciously offer this prod-
uct of our extensive legal research to
rLaveoy free of charge. We would not
reject, however, two one-year subscrip-
tions to vour magazine in the form of a
gilt nter vivos.
Maris P. Krumins
Robert F. Welker
Indiana University
Bloomington, Indiana

Our Legal Depariment goofed in its re-
searching of the Indiana age of consent,
which s indeed 16 rather than 18, as
stated in the April installment of “Phi-
losoply.” The age of consent varies wide-
Iy from slate to stale, ranging from 7 in
Delawave to 18 in California, Colorado,
Idaho, Kansas, Monitana, Nevada, New
York, North Dakota, South Dakota,
Texas, Utah, Washington, Wisconsin
and Wyoming. The penalty for engaging
in coitus with anyone under the age of
16 in Indiana is imprisonment for from
2 1o 21 years: with anyone under the age
of 12, 1t 1s life.

Thanks for the correction, gentlemen.
We're cutting off our legal staff’'s sub-
scriptions and will forward their copies
o you for a vear by way of showing our
appreciation.

COUNTERING [ILLIBERALISM
Mr. Hefner is to be congratulated for

his discussion of adultery in The Playboy
Philosophy for February. This is a lucid
and forthright piece on a subject that
has been in need of popular clarification
for some years. The illiberalism of doc-
trinal and customary beliel must be
countered, since it is at odds, not only
with human nature, but with the rela-
tive progress of society. History shows
that any changes in the laws peculiar to
a civilization come about years after the
need for change is first pointed out. One
cin only hope that our society will be
more flexible—legally and religiously—
in dealing with a world so much more
in a state of flux than ever before in
history.

Anthony Clarke Meisel

Columbia University

New York, New York

SEX AND MARRIAGE

After reading Helner's Philosophy, 1
am led 1o the conclusion that he has an
unrcalistic and destructive attitude to-
ward sex.

He seems to regard the institution of
marriage as a “legal sex license.” Mar-
riage is the foundation of all culture. It
has a sacred intimacy that is its binding
value, and a meaningfulness that should
wanscend the basic sexual act.

People who harbor the idea that sex is
all there is to marriage have missed most
of the meaninglul experiences of mar-
ried life. One of the great fruits that
marriage bears is the family. It appears

to me that Hefner would rather have
free love even outside marriage; that
adultery (or anything clse) gocs so long as
it is agreed upon, and that our laws
should not interfere with an individual’s
desires. What he is asking for is anarchy.
We have laws not to restrict. but to pro-
tect. A stable society is founded on basic
moral principles, not on chaos.

Stephen W. Holmes

New Hartford, Connecticut

One of the “basic moral principles”
on which our society is founded ts respect
for each individual member. As you say,
laws should not vestrict, bul simply pro-
tect. Hefner believes this  protection
should extend to the indinidual, protect-
ing him, if need be, from the negative
attitudes of the unenlightened. A gov-
ernment that provides prolection for
cven the smallest component of sociely—
the individual himself—seems a far cry
from the disorder of anaychy, where the
absence of government offers no protec-
tion whalsoever.

Your statement that Hefner vegards
marriage as a license lo praclice sex sug-
gesis that you aren’t a close reader of the
work that you've criticizing. Hefner has
accused contemporary Amevican sociely
of holding this view; he himself has more
than once stated his belief that love, re-
spect and the acceptance of family re-
sponsibilities should be the joundations
of marriage.

Hefner does not advocate adultery
(which he considers more a resull of un-
happy marriage than a cause), nor does
he advocate irresponsible  promiscuily.
When he speaks of sexual freedom he is
not talking about “free love,” or sexual
behavior freed of ity inhevent responsi-
bilities. He simply wanls to see sex
freed from undemocratic legal vestvic-
tions and from the fear, guilt and shame
that have perverted and repressed it for
hundreds of years.

You say that “secular law should be
based upon a rational concern for the
happiness and well-being of man . . .
and that “it is logical to have special
legislation for the protection of minors.”
Yet you ask, “From whence . . . comes
the logic of turning “Thou shalt not com-
mit adultery” into a criminal offense?”

It's no secret that unabated adultery
often leads o divorce. The increase in
juvenile delinquency and vielent crime
is not just coincidental with the rising
divorce rate. Many studies have estab-
lished a definite relationship.

To see the underlving logic in our
present-day laws on fornication, one
need only view the misery in a home for
unwed mothers, or visit an illegitimate
child in an orphanage.

The rapid spread of social diseases
among the population in general and
among teenagers in particular consti-
tutes another rational justification for
laws prohibiting fornication and adul-

tery. Of course, law enforcement cannot
abolish a medical problem, any more
than strict highway regulations can elim-
inate traflic deaths or a test-ban agree-
ment, defective children. Nevertheless,
those supporting such laws believe them
moderately effective, when enforced.

In conclusion, T agree that our sex
laws need revision: that personal rights
need protecting, especially between mar-
riage partners. However, an effective so-
lution is possible via the courts and the
legislature. For Hefner to air his views
on organized religion is not the best way
to enlist religion's support, although
Helner certainly has focused attention
on the nature of the problem. Religion
must realize it does not have exclusive
patents on expressions of love. Love is
universal. But problems of social morality
are local, and call for local solutions.

L. W. Dudley
San Antonio, Texas

We do not believe that a free society
is justified in exercising coercive con-
trols over the personal moral behavior
of adults on the rationalization that it is
being done for the protection of children.
Laws against adultery do nol solve the
basic. underlying reasons for unhappy
and unstable marriages—and it s these
same fundamental flaws in the marital
relationships themselves thal loo often
lead to juvenile insecurity and delin-
quency. The state stalutes prohibiting
fornication and adultery also fail (o
come to grips with the real causes of
tllegitimacy and venereal disease, which
result more from sexual ignorance than
sexual excesses. Less fear and more [ree-
dom, fewer laws and more individual
responstbility, less condemnation and
more education, a rational reappraisal
of traditional taboos and prejudices—all
of these seem to us more conducive o a
sood moral climale than punilive legisla-
tion, be il local, national or universal.

SEX EDUCATION

The Board of Education in New York
City (among others) is having a great
deal of wouble with dropouts, some of
which are due to pregnancies. While the
board is concerned about the problem, it
does little to solve it, and in particular
takes no advantage ol what would seem
to be an obvious solution to the prob-
lems of sexual ignorance. I refer to sex
ceducation in the schools. Courses in
which sex should or could be treated,
such as personal hvgiene or biology, are
stll under the mbuence of old taboos.
The same attitude is also found in many
institutions of higher learning, where
students and faculties are supposedly
more mature.

The subject of sex is kept in the dark,
because it is ostensibly “dirty,” and yet
our society as a whole is greatly attentive
to sex. It is about ume that the people
of this country became aware of the lact

(continued on page 137)
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o DICK GREGORY

a candid conversation with the controversial comedian and champion of civil rights

Brought up in the Negro ghetto of St.
Louis, Richard Claxton Gregory seemed
destined 1o remain, like so many of his
race, the prisoner of a deprived envi-
ronment. He grew up, however, to be-
come the first Negro comedian to break
into the big leagues of show business, and
the only entertainer of any color lo com-
mil his fame and fortune—even his phys-
ical well-being—io the cause of racial
equality. Few people would seem less
likely to become a leading figure in the
civil rights movemeni—yel, for good or

il, he has assumed just such a role.

This improbable success story began
i January 1961, when Gregory's for-
tunes, as an unknown comic burdened
with chyonic unemployment as well as
the responsibility of a wife and child,
were al their lowest ebb. Scheduled to be
interviewed for a possible engagement
al Chicago’s Playboy Club, Gregory was
asked, without notice and without audi-
tion, to fill in for ailing comic Irwin
Corey. He brought down the house—
and with it, the tacit prohibition of race
relations as a soclally acceptable subject
for humor in big-time night clubs. With-
in a year, al 56500 a week, he was pfny-
ing to capacity crowds from Basin Strect
Fiasi in Manhattan and Mister Kelly’s in
Chicago to the hungry i in San Francisco.
He had veceived a 525,000 advance on

his first best-selling album, “Dick Gregory
in Living Black and White,” and had
written and posed for a satiric pholo-
and-comment book (part of which first
ran in PLAYROY) called “From the Back
of the Bus” with an introduction by

rravsoy Editor-Publisher  Hugh M.
Hefner.
It was then, at the crest of s success,

that Gregory began to involve himself
in—and dedicate himself to—ithe civil
rights activities which have come 1o
eclipse s career as a comedian. A prom-
inent participant in  boycolls, sit-ins,
stall-ins, marches and Freedom Rides in
Arvkansas and Hlinois, Massachusetts and
Mississippi, he has been arvested cight
times, served a total of two months in
various jails, and p(m‘cd 82000 bonds on
al least six occasions. In all, he has spent
almost a quarter-million dollars of his
own money on the movement, and has
lost an estimated S100,000 in canceled
nighlt-club bookings since March of 1963.

Apart from the honorary compensa-
tion of an Emmy citation from Los An-
geles” station KTLA-TV for his eloquent
enunciation of the Negro cause on a
local television show, and the Negro Pub-
lishers’ Russwurm Award for “oulstand-
ing achicvement” in the field of ciuil
rights, Gregory has been rewarded with
mingled approbation and abuse for his

sometimes vociferous militancy. His im-
portance, however, as a pivolal and
powerful figure in the nationwide Negro
movement is genervally conceded.

At this juncture in his stormy public
life, we felt that the time was ripe for an
outspoken “Playboy Interview” with the
Jl-year-old  funnyman-turned-freedom-
fighter. During the late-night tape ses-
sions that followed, Gregory exploved
for us—with deep gravity and disarming
candor, bul only occasional dependence
on his well-known wit—Dboth his reasons
for taking up the Negro cause and his
controversial mews on what one writer
has called “the crisis in black and white.”
We began our conversation on a nega-
tive note, with a question about recent
criticism of his lotal commitment to the
cause of racial equalily.

PLAYBOY: In the months since you bhe-
came deeply involved in the civil rights
movement, critics have accused vou of
taking vourself too seriously
tent of jeopardizing your career as a
comedian. What's your reaction to this
charge?

GREGORY: \Well, feel
I'm destroying mysell as an entertainer,
all they know is show business. They're
concerned night-club-wise, not news-wise.

to the ex-

these critics who

“When I see the mother of the Governor
of Massachusetls going to jail jor me,
when I see the while minister lay under
a tractor, whatever prejucdices I might've
had about whites have been atred oul.”

“They've integrated whorehouses, hotels,
pool halls, restaurants, night clubs, swim-
ming pools, golf cowrses—but if I tried to
sit in at certain churches. I'd be arrested
before 1 could open the hymnbook.”

“If every Negro said 'I'm nonviolent,
white folhs would love it. But if we had o
fight Russia and we said we’ve nonviolent
and don’t believe in killing nobody. we'd
be hauled off to a concentration camp.”
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A political reporter would never say I'm
taking myself too seriously. You see,
there comes a time when you got to de-
cide what you are and what you want
Way I see it now, I'm an individual first,
an American second and a Negro third.
But I'm a Negro before I'm an enter-
tainer.

PLAYBOY: Is this realization what made
you decide to commit yourself to the
Negro cause?

GREGORY: What happened was, T read
about how this Negro named Clyde Ken-
nard had been trying to integrate the
University of Mississippt three years be-
fore James Meredith showed up, and they
planted five sacks of stolen chicken feed
on his larm, and then came and arrested
him, threw him in jail, gave him a quick
trial, found him guilty, and sentenced
him to seven and a half years’ hard labor.
While he was in prison, he went to the
hospital and they found out he had can-
cer. When I got through reading about
this, I made a vow—it was New Year's
Eve, 1962—to get Clyde Kennard out of
Jail. I figured 1'd get the story and release
it, and when America find out, America
get him out—'cause there are certain
things the bigots don't want to see even a
nigger go through. I found out he didn’t
have no visitors, so 1 paid for his sister
to go down there to see him. He had lost
s0 much blood and he was so weak, two
men had to dress him and bring him
down to the visitors' table and take him
back. That next Monday morning I
found out they had him back on hard
labor. But we put the heat on them, and
eventually they let him out. We brought
him up to a Chicago hospital. A little
later he died—but he died free.
PLAYBOY: Won't the passage of the
Civil Rights Bill do much to remedy,
among other things, the kind of injustice
that put Kennard behind hars?
GREGORY: Not a bit. Besides, that isn't
the point. The point is that the white
man's getting his just due under the
Constitution, but they got to give me a
Civil Rights Bill to get mine. That's seg-
regation. If the Civil Rights Bill was
passed today, it wouldn’t stop this great
social revolution, because the Negro's
going for the Constitution, for all the
constitutional rights that are already
rightfully his as a citizen—and he ain't
going to stop till he gets them. If the
bill passed in the morning, I would
cheer it right along with the rest of them,
because it's a great thing to have happen,
but you come right down to it, that bill
don't really give us nothing. Promise
them everything, but give them nothing.
That’s what it amounts to.

PLAYBOY: Can you be more specific?
GREGORY: Yes, I can. Just to name one
thing, it give the Negro in the South the
right to vote, but it don't give him the
right to register. Until he gets the right
to register, baby, he can't vote. But even
if it did give us the right o register,

then so what, because the passage of
the Civil Rights Bill is the worst thing
that could happen to the revolution.
That Negro who don't want to come out
here and lay in this foxhole with us, he's
depending on that bill, and il it don't
come through, he's going to get fed up
and come on out here and fight with us,
and then we'll really get something ac-
complished. But if the bill does get
through, it'll cool off the revolution, and
once the revolution gets cooled off, it's
going to stretch over another twenty
years. The only thing that’s going to save
the country is this revolution. We may be
going to lose a whole lot of friends
we've gained. because they don’t under-
stand; but the only way we can save
America today is this great social revo-
lution.

PLAYBOY: Time magazine has intimat-
ed that your own militant tactics as a
freedom hghter have alveady succeeded
in losing friends—even among [ecllow
Negroes. At the time of your partic
ipation in a Greenwood, Mississippi,
demonstration last spring, Time wrote:
“His performance in Greenwood was
enough to make Negroes there wish he
had stayed in Chicago. The uninhibited
jeers and gibes he aimed at the cops and
other whites were noisily and embarrass-
ingly out of key with the quiet, deliber-
ately passive tone of the student leaders.”
Any comment?

GREGORY: Well, that's what Time said,
but did you read Ebony or Jei? The
fact is that a cop down there spread
it around that some of my colored
friends said they’ll be glad when Dick
Gregory leaves. Now I know it was a lie,
but when the reporters asked me about
it, I said some of my white friends in
Greenwood were saying the same thing
about them. That Time story is like,
alter the march on Washington. a lot of
the Northern newspapers ran front-page
pictures of the wash laying on the
ground. Have you ever seen them run
pictures of trash laying on the ground
alter the Rose Bowl game, or after one of
the big parades? That's the kind of open
malice many Northern newspapers have
in their hearts for Negroes.

PLAYBOY: But were you actually hostile
to the police down there?

GREGORY: Look, I was mad then. That
cop twisted my arm and shoved me across
the street, and other cops were knocking
old women down. I've learned more now,
but I was mad then, I was aggravated—
because I was seeing things for the first
time.

PLAYBOY: In this connection, Drew
Pearson wrote recently in his syndicated
column: “Recommended reading for
Dick Gregory: The South During Re-
construction by E. M. Coulter. This is
the tragic story of how . . . in less than a
decade, the highhanded methods of Ne-
gro politicians and white carpetbaggers
turned sour the deep sympathy felt for
the Negro during and immediately after

the Civil War. It killed the spirit of ra-
cial cooperation and set back Negro
progress by hall a century.” What's your
reaction to this rebuke?

GREGORY: Well, see, what Drew Pear-
son doesn’'t realize is that during the
Civil War, it was the white folks who
won, and alter they won, they put Ne-
groes into positions for the purpose ol
misusing Southern white people. It was
the whites themselves who went down
there and did that. But today, this is our
revolution, and we're running it. I'm so
goddamn sick and wured of the white
man telling us, “Wait, take your time.”
Well, you don’t have no right to tell me
to wait on racial equality. You not black
wwenty-four hours a day.

PLAYBOY: In the same column, Pear-
son alleged that “the chiel reason for the
huge silent protest vote rolled up for
Governor George Wallace of Alabama
i Wisconsin, Indiana and Maryland is
not because Marylanders like Wallace,
but because of the intensity of their dis
like for the Negro.” Do you agree?
GREGORY: I cracked up when I read
that. I knew that white folks had to
blame somebody for Wallace, but 1
didn’t think they'd blame us. You know,
I'm really beginning to like that mother
Wallace, because he came up and gave
away Whitey's biggest searet up North.
PLAYBOY: Which 1s?

GREGORY: Did you read where the Ku
Kluxers shucked their sheets and now
their oflicial costume is a Dbusiness suit
and tie, on account of it’s a better 1im
age? Well, that's nothing new, ‘cause up
North the K.K.K. been wearing that out-
fit for years. II the Fate and destiny of the
Negro depended on many of the North
ern whites 10 go behind a closed poll
and vote, I'd be voted back to slavery
before the polls closed.

PLAYBOY: Aren’t you exaggerating?
GREGORY: No, I mean it. Up North
you like to condemn racial segregation
in the South, but when I'm down in
Mississippi, 1 see the big white house
where the white folks live, and two
hundred yards behind it is the shack
where the Negroes live, and I'm think-
ing how we can't live this close to the
white folks up North. Another thing—
and this is really amazing—with all the
hell we been through with Mississippi
cops and Alabama cops, I've never seen
them standing by during one of our dem-
onstrations and letting a mob of white
people misuse us. This only happens up
North. Only the mobs in Cleveland and
Chicago can break through the lines.
You can get police brutality down
South, but not a race riot. As long as the
cops keep that mob away, you're not go-
ing to get a race riot. Up North, they
permit the mob—and that means riots.
PLAYBOY: You've gone on record in
the New York Hevald Tyibune as saying
that “only 1two people in this country
now could stop a race riot: Malcolm X
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and Dick Gregory.” Would you elab-
orate on that statement?

GREGORY: Well, to begin with, I'd call
mysell number two and Malcolm num
ber one to stop a race riot. I've been
able to help all organizations—the
NAACP, CORE, SNCC, the Urban
League—because when I come in 1o
help. I don’t come in associated with any
one group. All they associate me with is
Dick Gregory. So if a race riot broke out,
I could come in as an outside mediator
invited by them to help stop it. Now
Malcolm, he wouldnt have to be invited
in. I a race riot was going on in Chi-
cago, all Malcolm would have to do is
fly in and say “Stop fighting,” and the
Negroes would swop, whereas there’s a
strong possibility that if Martin Luther
King said “Stop hghting,” they'd say
“Ah, vou nonviolent anyway.” Or if the
NAACP came in and said “Stop fight-
ing,” they might say “Get lost, this is a
CORE rally.” The only guy that could
stop a hght is the guy thar could start
the hight. This is the position that Mal-
colm is in, and is a very powerful
position. And because of it, we may yet
find out that Malcolm is one of the sreat
est necessary evils this country’s ever had.
And with Malcolm leaving the Muslims
and going over to black nationalism and
preaching self-defense—there is no hate
in sell-defense—I think you'll find, in
the next six to eight months, if there's
not some quick improvements and hon-
est, sincere cfforts on the part of many
more white Americans to solve this racial
problem, that Malcolm will probably be-
come the number-one strong man in this
country.

PLAYBOY: Malcolm 15 an advocate of
Negro violence in self-defense, whercas
you've said that youre committed to
nonviolence. Yet recently at Carnegie
Hall, you were applauded by a biracial
audience when you spoke about “the
phoniness of nonviolence.” How do you
reconcile this seeming self-contradiction?
GREGORY: Muny clapped because they're
not committed to nonviolence, and they
thought because I was speaking about
the phoniness of nonviolence, that I was
saving let’s fight the white man. But I
wasn't saying that, I was saying that any-
thing built on a false premise will not
exist very long. The philosophy of non-
violence will not last very long in this
counury, because all nonviolence means
is that the Negro don't hit a white man;
bur if & Negro Kill Malcolm X, he'd be
cheered by many nonviolence-loving
whites. If every Negro in America said
“I'm nonviolent,” white folks would
love it, but if we had to fight Russia in
the morning and we said we're non-
violent and we don’t believe in killing
nobody, we'd be hauled off 1o a concen-
tration camp and shot.

PLAYBOY: Do you mean that literally?
GREGORY: Literally, literally. If uwenty
million Negroes said “We're committed
to nonviolence,” and a war broke out,
you got a hell of a problem. With a war
going on, what prison can they aflord to
put twenty million of us in and feed
us and clothe us? And if they did put us
away, white folks would say, “If they can
stay off the front lines, so can we.”
They'd have to shoot us, or pretty soon
wouldn’t be nobody fighting the war.
PLAYBOY: You've said that you'd be
willing to die to defend your convictions
in the civil rights struggle. Did you also
mean this literally?

GREGORY: Absolutely. You do something
wrong (o me or my people, man, I'll
fight you, and ecither you'll have to
kill me or I'll win, because you're going
to have to fight me until you get tired of
doing 1it.

PLAYBOY: Wouldn't you say that there
have been encouraging signs during the
past year that the struggle for equal
rights can be won without bloodshed on
cither side?

GREGORY: Such as what signs?

PLAYBOY: Well, such as the transporting
of Negro children by bus lrom scgre-
gated neighborhoods to schools in other
neighborhoods for the purpose ol inte-
gration.

GREGORY: 1 think it's great: a step in
the right direction, anyway. But it’s
white folks who don’t like the idea of
busing, not Negroes. That's what really
tickles the hell out ol me, because it was
vour idea, not owrs, We told vou to in-
tegrate the schools: you give us a bus
instead: now many whites are complain-
ing about the bus. White folks all of a
sudden talking about busing hike we in-
venled it. But white folks been busing
their own kids to school for decades—to
Harvard, to Yale, to the University of
Mexico. I the good schools don’t go to
white folks, they go to them. All we're
doing is the same thing white folks do:
The good schools don't come to us, so
we're going to the good schools.
PLAYBOY: To name another recent civil
rights milestone, the city school board of
Pittsburgh has adopted a new teacher-
hiring policy ol “conscious preferment”
whereby, if a Negro and a white with
equal qualifications apply for the same
position, the Negro will get the job.
Despite the [act that it's been denounced
in some quarters as reverse,
wouldn’t you call this a significant vic-
tory for the Negro cause?

GREGORY: I'd say it’s about time Ne-
groes got the jump on everybody—in-
stead of the other way around. This
country has always been known as a

bias in

champion of the underdog—but only
as long as the underdog ain’t black.
PLAYBOY: Wouldn't you concede that
there is no longer any color bar in such
fields as major-league baseballz
GREGORY: 1 wouldn't concede noth-
ing of the kind. Do you know of a Negro
umpire in major-league baseball? But I
do like bascball, because it's the first
tine a Negro can shake a stick at a white
man without starting a riot.

PLAYBOY: You've probably noticed that
an increasing number of Negroes—in-
cluding sports figures—have been ap-
pearing in television commercials during
the past year or so. Don’t you think this
is a step lorward?

GREGORY: Yes, I do—but you stll got
commercials like that one for high-test
gas with the white cars and the black
cs, where the guy say, “Notice how
the black cars run out of gas and the
white cars are still going.” Well, that
gassed me, if you'll excuse the expres-
sion. Why not let some ol those white
cars run out of gas? You just don't make
them all black, not in the middle of this
revolution. You know, that's where we
got the idea for the World's Fair stall-in,
watching them black cars run out of gas.
PLAYBOY: Speaking ol the stall-in, what
was your own imvolvement in it?
GREGORY: I was out there on the highway,
but there was nothing 1o stall—seventy-
five percent of all the trafhic in New York
didi’t show up. You figure it out. The
attendance was so low at the [air—and
they're still running behind—prety soon
they're going to start putting up signs
S4YINg WELCOME PICKETERS. But you want
to know something? Every Negro was
behind that stall-in, whether they knew
It or not.

PLAYBOY: But not the NAACP, SNCC
ane the Urban League, which publicly
deplored the stall-in, and even CORE it
sell, which suspended Isiah Brunson for
refusing 1o abandon the plan.

GREGORY: Emotionally, every Negro was
behind that thing one hundred percent.
PLAYBOY: Apart from whether the
plan was practicable, do you feel that
such extreme tactics are either wise or
justihed?

GREGORY: Ycs. If the duly elected senior
citizens ol this country, the United States
Semitors, can hold a stallin in the
sacted halls of the Congress, a second-
class citizen oughit to be able to hold one
on a bloody American highway.
PLAYBOY: Senator Goldwater was among
the leaders of both parties who con-
demned the stall-in. On other occasions,
despite the fact that he has been less
outspoken in championing the cause of
civil rights than of states’ rights, he has
declared himself sympathetic with the
plight of the Negro. Where do you [ecl
he really stands on the race problem?
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GREGORY: I read where Goldwater said
il he were a Negro, he didn't think he
could be patient either. I feel if he was
a2 Negro, wouldn’t nobody give a damn
what he thought anyway.

PLAYBOY: A [cw months ago, on David
Susskind’s Open  End television pro-
gram, a group of Negroes said they fa-
vored another Presidential hopeful,
Governor George Romney of Michican,
as the Republican candidate for Presi-
dent in 1964. Isn't this odd, in view of
the fact that the Mormon Church, of
which Romney is a member, prohibits
Negroes [rom its ranks?

GREGORY: \Well, you have a large per-
centage of Negroes that don't know
what a Mormon is: and you have anoth-
er percentage of Negroes that don’t con-
demn a man because of his religion.
That makes no difference to us. Many
Negroes were horrified during the Ken-
nedy election at the amount of hatred
toward Catholics—because to us, this was
an American we were voting for, not a
Catholic.

PLAYBOY: Several Negro spokesmen have
said that the role of religion, Mormon
and otherwise, in the civil rights move-
ment has been less constructive than
obstructive. Do you agree?

GREGORY: Well, in some ways it's been
a help. because the Negro, the only
thing he's ever had to hold onto was
religion. T mean, when there was no
hope. he grabbed religion, and by hang-
ing onto that, he became somebody. In
i Negro church, he didn't have to worry
about where he was going to sit. He
didn’t have to worry about somebody
telling him “Do this” or “Do that.” He
didn’t have to worry about saying “Yes,
sir’ and “No, sir.” And in church, no-
body called him “boy.” So religion has
played a very, very important role in the
life of the Negro.

PLAYBOY: We were referring to the
current involvement of the church in
the civil rights cause.

GREGORY: Well, as an active force for
leadership in the cause. its failed in
many ways. Had religion upheld its end
of the struggle for human dignitv and
Irecedom and justice during the last hun-
dred years, today we would be thanking
God instead of the United States Su-
preme Cowrt. When vou think that 99.9
percent of white America that goes to
church Sunday will not see a black
face, and 99.9 percent of black America
that goes to church Sunday will not see a
white face. you realize that religion is
the most segregated form of American
life today. They've integrated whore-
houses. they've integrated hotels. pool
halls, restaurants, night clubs, swimming
pools, goll courses—but if T wied to sit
in at certain churches this coming Sun-
day, I'd be arrested and a twenty-thou-
sand-dollar bond held over my head

belore I could open the hymnbook. This
is not just a reflection on some churches;
it's a reflection on all churches. And 1
say this knowing that there would be a
lot of white priests and ministers who
would die for us and with us. Bucr that
doesn’t change the over-all picuure.
PLAYBOY: Last November, belore the
circumstances of his death had been
made public, several Negro publications
alleged that President Kennedy had
“died for the Negro,” that is, had been
killed because of his stand against racial
prejudice and injustice. Did you share
this view at the time?

GREGORY: What a lot of white people
don’t know is there’s twenty million
Negroes who still feels President Kenne-
dy was assassinated because of his stand
against racial prejudice.

PLAYBOY: But there's no evidence to indi-
ate that the President’s death had any-
thing to do with the race problem.
GREGORY: Dou't need no evidence. When
twenty million people say two and
two is five, baby, two and two is hve;
you can say two and two is four till
you blue in the face, it won't make no
difference. If the biggest hoodlum in the
syndicate went on a TV show and said,
“l think the way the Negro gets treated
in America is just awlul,” and he walked
out and got killed by another gangster,
you could never tell us that he was
killed because he was the number-one
dope seller in America. We'd have to
feel he was killed because of the state-
ment he made.

PLAYBOY: Aren’t you being presump-
tuous to generalize about the opinion of
twenty million Negroes?

GREGORY: No, because I go from one end
ol this counury to the other and back
sometimes in a matter of three days; I'm
in the Negro neighborhoods, T talk to
the people there, 1 listen to them, and I
hear the tempo, I feel the pulse. I know
what he's saying, I know how he feels.
PLAYBOY: Well, tell us how you feel.
Do you personitlly believe that President
Kennedy was assassinated because of his
sympathy and support for the Negro?
GREGORY: No, I'm saving that be-
cause so many white folks have died for
my cause, it's easy for me to think that
the same thing happened to him, be-
cause of these others, because the minute
a white guy do something for us, they
burn a cross in front of his house. We
seen too many white people lay down
for our cause and get crushed with trac-
tors, the postman who got shot through
the head. I'm not saving that 1 person-
ally believe this is the reason Kenuedy
was killed, but that we, as a group, feel
this way, because other white people
have tried to help us and have been hurt.

PLAYBOY: You said you've seen “too
many white people lay down for our
cause.” Aren’t you heartened by the fact
that so many whites are willing to make
this kind of sacrifice?

GREGORY: Of course, but that's just
it: There’s going to come a day when
many Negroes will get tired of seeing
white people get killed for us. Because
this is a verv. very dangerous thing. I
don’t know what the boiling point is go-
ing to be, but there will come a time
when the Negro's not going to sit by and
let it happen no more. And when that
day comes, there’s going to be big trouble,
PLAYBOY: With whom?

GREGORY: With the rest of the whites,
the ones who wouldn't lift a finger 1o
help the Negro. I don’t mean ounly the
bigots, but the phony liberals—the ones
who got the best of intentions, who say
they're one hundred percent for integra-
tion and equal rights—as long as it don’t
put them out any, and it ain’t next door,
and it don’t involve their daughter. Like
this cat at Yale who raised his hand dur-
ing the question-and-answer session alter
my act, and said: “Mr. Gregory, is there
anything a sophisticated, high-cchelon
white man can do in the movement on
the top level?” I said, “Yeah—put burnt
cork on your face and follow me down
to Mississippi in the morning.” And he
says, “I mean can we help run the revo-
lution, not just join?” 1 said, “Well,
look, we put Japanese in the Army dur-
ing World War II, but we didn't send
none to the Pentagon. You want to join
my army, baby, you start as a private. If
you good as you think you are, we'll

push you up to general in no time.”
PLAYBOY: Do you run across many like
him?

GREGORY: Too many. That's not to
say there aren’t a few asking questions
who sincerely want to help. But a lot of
them are like this white kid in Cleve-
land, at Case Institute, that stood up
and said, “Mr. Gregory, T had a friend
ol mine, a roommate who went down
South with the first Freedom Riders and
he came back bitter and hating people
and very prejudiced, after that. What
do you have to say about that?” I saw he
was trying to trap me, trying to lead me
to believe it was a white boy; then, after
I put down his roommate for being prej-
udiced and biter, he was going to lay
it on me that he was a Negro. I could
tell by his attitude and the litele smirky-
ass grin he had on his face. I swung on in
and said, “Was he white or colored?”
He said colored. I said, “Did it ever
dawn on vou that the reason he went on
the Freedom Ride was because he didn't
like white folks in the first place?”
PLAYBOY: Heckling seems to be one of
the occupational hazards of night-club
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performers. Have you been subjected to
much of it?

GREGORY: I had it when I started off
in the type of night club I was working,
but so would anybodv—black, white,
pink or purple. When you're working 1o
a crowd that can get in for thirty-five
cents and a bottle of beer, let’s face it,
they’ll heckle God.

PLAYBOY: Has a member ol the au-
dience ever called you “nigger” during a
performance?

GREGORY: They used to. back in 1960,
when I was working for S10 a night, but
they always shut up when 1 told them,
“According to my contract, the manage-
ment pays me fifty dollars every time
someone calls me that, so will you all do
me a favor and stand up and say it again
11 urmsons

PLAYBOY: How do you feel about a
Negro comic, such as Bill Cosby, who de-
liberately avoids humor concerning race
relations?

GREGORY: I think he has a right, as a
matiter of Ireedom. 1 could do that, oo,
but I think anvone who looks at a Negro

comedian like Cosby—who certainly is
brilliant and has a sharp mind, but
doesn’t mention anything about the ra-
cial situation—would have to feel he was
ducking it.

PLAYBOY: Bob Rolontz, a reviewer for
Billboard, has written that you occasion-
ally resort to “a semidialect that is not
necessary™ in your own comedy routines.
Do you disagree?

GREGORY: Ciritics have the right to ana-
lyze me, but they can’t tell me what I
don’t need. This is the way I talk, man.
It's just me, period. I'm not trying to
prove nothing to no one.

PLAYBOY: Another characteristic ol your
performances onstage in the past has
been your chain-smoking. To depart from
the race issue for a moment: Were your
smoking habits aftected by the Surgeon
General's report on cigarettes and lung
cancer?

GREGORY: I quit the day that report came
out. Maybe I'll get cancer anyway, but I
be goddamn if I'm going to pay state
and Federal taxes for the privilege of
catching it I didn’t only quit, I refuse
to go on any TV shows that sponsor
ciginettes. And I've lost some money be-
cause of it. But I wish the cigarette re-
port on cancer would have come out six
months carlier when I went to buy my
mother-in-law  a  birthday present. 1
would have bought her a carton of cig-
arettes instead of that case of tuna. 1 have
a mother-in-law that hates me with a
passion. She's deeply religious, see, and
most religious folks, when they hate vou,
they always threaten you with God—He
gonna git you. On Good Friday, when

they had the earthquake, 1 called my
mother-in-law up and said, “Hey, baby,
He missed me again!™ But, you sce, I
have a mother-in-law that's unique, be-
cause she started out hating me two
months before the wedding. One night
she knocked on my door and she said,
“My daughier’s pregnant. What are you
going to do about it?” I told her to find
a bright star and follow it; it's worked
once, vou know. But I guess it was the
wrong thing to tell her, because she fol-
lowed that bright star and it led right
back to my house, with the sheriff and
the judge. ¥
PLAYBOY: Obviously that bit about your
wile and mother-m-law is [rom one of
your routines. But is it, like much of your
humor. also based on truth?

GREGORY: It is a routine, but it's also
true that my wife was pregnant before
we were married. So I use the pregnant
routing as a joke. but I use it because it
actually happened.

PLAYBOY: And vou don't mind
being part of this interview?
GREGORY: No.

PLAYBOY: And vour wife wouldn't he
embarrassed by i

GREGORY: No.

PLAYBOY: Why not?

GREGORY: Because she is a remarkable
woman. My wife Lil is the reason I'm
what I am and where I am, because she
trusis me. I I called her right now and
said, “Honey, get a baby sitter, we gomng
10 walk to New York.” she'd say, “OK,
Greg.” But you know, if 1 were 1o put
white people down. she wouldn’t go
along with it. She'll never participate in
evil with me at all. Man, the cats that
made your biggest hevoes have been the
cats that had a good woman behind him.
I have a woman that 1 can go out and
jump in the foxhole and be the soldier
in this revolution. And when 1 come
back it's like coming into a king’s palace.
PLAYBOY: You mentioned putting down
whites. Have your experiences in sit-ins
and demonstrations made you feel bit-
wer or prejudiced toward white people?
GREGORY: Am I prejudiced against white
people? No. But before I got involved on
the front line of this revolution,
there could have been room for preju-
dice. If a guy told me then, “There’s two
airplanes fixing to leave—one is full of
white folks and one is full of colored
folks, and you don’t know anvbody on
cither one of them, but one of those
planes has to crash and you have 1o de-
cide which one”—I would have chosen
the white plane, maybe just because the
Negro's the underdog: give him the
benefit of the doubt. But now, since I've
been on the [ront line, I know what good
white folks look like. I been with good
white folks. But if I can’'t see both
planes, and I still got to make the de-

that

cision, then I'd have to choose both of
them. I'm not going to sav one or the
other, because I've seen too many white
people on the [ront line with me to
balance out whatever bitterness I might
have felt once. When I sce the mother
of the Governor of Massachusetts going
o jail for me, when 1 see the whie
minister lay down under a tractor that
he could have been driving—whatever
prejudices I might have had about whites
have been aived out. The only reason
the prejudices against whites might have
been there in the beginning was because
I didn’t know them. It used to be I would
go nto a night club in Chicago, and the
minute the white headwaiter said, “Do
vou have a reservation?” I would jump
to conclusions, maybe, because so many
other whites have asked me that ques-
tion to keep me out. Or when a white
guy and mysell went into a bar, and
white folks would turn and look at us, 1
used to assume they're looking because
we're black and white together. If I was
by myself, I'd assume they're looking at
me becanse I'm black. becanse I don't
believe they'd look at just anybody that
walks through the door. These were the
prejudices that 1 had: I was prejudging
people—this 1s all prejudice is. Now,
when I go on the lront line, and I see a
wlhite cat getting his head cracked for me,
this lets me know that the revolution is
not black against white. it's right against
wrong. It’s like the only people that hate
the Germans and the Japanese now are
the guys that didn’t go on the front line,
because after the War was over, the Gls
was nurryving them—remember?
PLAYBOY: Would you marry a white
woman?

GREGORY: No, [ wouldn't. hecause I'm not
about o go through the humiliation
that I would have to go through with a
white woman; if I walk down the street
with a woman and cvervbody's looking
at her, I want them 1o be looking at her
because she is a gorgeous Miss America,
not because she's white. And I'm not
abont to go through the route where she's
got to be insulted when she’s not with
me aid nobody knows she'’s the one that's
married o me, and hear some cat say
nigeer-this and nigeer-that; and where
I got to be insulted by some cat who
don’t know I'm married 1o a white wom-
an and he’s situng there talking about.,
“I don't go along with these integrated
marriages.” 1 just don’t think it's worth
it—not for me. But I'm bringing up my
kids to say that whoever they want o
marry, they can marrv. If vou feel that
strongly about love, then you go ahead.
My daughters can marry Smokey the
Bear, as long as they don't bring the
son of a bitch home to live with me, and
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they don’t ask me to buy no bear food.
Like T am just not willing 1o join the
Airborne, and jump out of no god-
damn plane, man; but that don’t mean
I'm against the Airborne. I can’t swim
a lick, but my kids are welcome to learn
how—and I'd much rather they did—
but ain’t nobody going to teach me how
to swim, this is just one thing I'm not
willing 1o pay the price for. I can go
lay my body down in Mississippi for the
cause. but not for love, not lor love of a
woman. Maybe you can do this for love,
but I'm not strong enough.

PLAYBOY: While we're on the subject of
paying the price for a cause, isn't it true
that you've had to forgo many night-
club  appearances—and hence many
thousands of dollars in income—as a re-
sult of your commimment to the civil
rights movement?

GREGORY: Sure, but any night-club en-
gagement I've missed, I've always made
it up to them. No nightclub owner
has ever lost on me. Because either I'll
go Iree for him, or I'll give him a price
he never could have gotten otherwise.
My managers know, though, that il a
demonstration comes up, I'm gone. If [
had thirty or forty night clubs bidding
for me—which 1 ain’t—I could just work
onc a week anyway; so il it was down
now to two or three—which it ain’t—I
still could just work one at a ume.
PLAYBOY: How long do vou plan 1o
continue dividing vour time hetween
your carcer and the cause?

GREGORY: As long as 1 have to, to get
whar we got coming to us.

PLAYBOY: You're reported to have spent
almost two hundred and fifty thousand
dollars of your own moncy on the Ne-
gro cause. Can you alford to keep up
this kind of outlay on the income from
your irregular nighe-club appearances?
GREGORY: Can’t afford not to. If I'm
willing to pay the price of dying lor the
cause, what I care about a few bucks
more or less? But il you worried how I'm
going to make out, I just pressed a new
comedy record, and 1 got another book
coming out next month, so I'll get by.
PLAYBOY: What arc the titles?
GREGORY: The LP called Dick Gregory
Says; the book called migger!

PLAYBOY: Just nigger?

GREGORY: With a litde “n” and an
exclamation point.

PLAYBOY: Why did you call it that?
GREGORY: [ explain in the dedication,
where [ say, “To Momma, wherever you
are—il ever you hear the word nigger
again, remember, they're advertising my

book."”
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he wasn’t sure whether he was
the producer’s colleague or s
captive when he took on the job
of making a screenplay of the
two dirtiest books of our time

fz'ctz'on By RAY RUSSELL “crumMmIt!” The sound, unlovely

at best, gained no beauty by being
spat out with surprise and glee into a glass ol iced coffee. The spitter, Clayton
Horne, wiped his chin and gazed with glittering eyes across the studio com-
missary table. “Sure I know Grummit. Why do you ask?”

Horne's lunch companion, a slightly younger man, r to Hollywood, re-
plied, “Well, 1 have a chance of a job with him, and I don’t know if I should
take it or /

ke it, take it,” insisted Horne.

“Then he's good 1o work for? He’s a sensitive chap, a cut above the average
produce

“Take the job.”

“But tell me about him. You did a picture for him, didn’t you?”

Horne signaled the waitress and pantomimed a request for more iced coffee.
“Do you have a little time?” he asked his companion.

“Nothing but,” was the reply, so Horne cleared his throat and leaped full-
blown into his best elocutionary style.

You've heard this sort of statistic, I'm sure (said Horne). Ninety-two percent
of all actors in New York are unemployed. Or, only three-and-a-quarter percent
of American writers know where their next meal is coming from. Well, to such
pronouncements, I-—being a writer myself- customarily respond that statistics
are like bikinis: What they reveal may be enticing, but what they conceal is
vital. I then ask how many of the “actors” in that unemployed percentage are
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capable of stepping onto a stage with-
out [alling flat on their faces, and how
many of those mealless “writers” could
construct a simple declarative sentence
if their lives depended on it. Usually,
I don’t get any answers, so 1 offer a
statistic of my own. Remember [immy
Durante’s catch phrase, “Everybody
wansa get inna the act”? How true that
15, and it's my contention (I reply to
these armchair statisticians) that ninety-
nine percent of that Everybody is pos-
sessed of the talent, energy and zeal of
a sea cucumber. ‘The remaining one per-
cent get all the work, they get all the
work because they can deliver, and they
eat very high on the hog indeed.

But the gods take unkindly to such
blatant expressions of sell-confidence,
and so, a couple of years ago, 1 found
myself eating very low on the crow. My
most recent screenplay had netied me an
enormous wad of pell, most of which had
pone into the down payment on a big
new house, and the rest of which had
been steadily and insidiously drained
by the daily expenses ol living. One
morning, when my bank balance was
somewhat less than $500, I received two
telephone calls. The first was from the
attorney who stood between me and the
vulpine monsters of the Internal Reve-
nue Service. “Mr. Horne,” sad this attor-
ney, “I've done all I can. You've had
your last extension. They'll give you one
month o produce the 510,000." (He
didn't say $10,000, he said $9666 and
some odd cents or something like that,
but I'm giving you the round number.)
I thanked him hoarsely, hung up, and
sat heavily beside the phone, staring at
the carpet, while visions of bankruptcy
danced in my head. The phone rang
again, and when 1 answered it my voice
was a pallid parody of itself, laded and
colorless like a bright book jacker left
too long in the sun. Don't steal that sim-
ile, by the way, I'm using it in my next
novel. “Hello,” I said.

“Hello, is Clay Horne there?”

“Speaking. Hello, Marv.”

Marvin Brod, writers’ agent with
offices on Wilshire Boulevard, expressed
astonishment. “Kid? That vour”

“A piece ol me,” I said, numbly mis-
quoting Horatio.

“You sound funny, Never mind. Now
listen. You listening?”

l.\les"i

“Listen. I got you an appointment,
three-thirty this afternoon, with Ken
Grummit. I don’t have to tell you who
he is. He's right up there with Kramer,
Schary, Susskind, and all those culture-
hound types. He's got something very
big brewing. 1 don’t know what it is,
but when I was in his office yesterday, he
said he was looking for a very good writ-
er, not just a writer, an author, a liter-
ary man, someone out of the ordinary. 1
dropped your name. He picked it up.
He's read your books, he likes your

work, he is very interested. So listen.
You listening?”

“Yes, yes.”

“All right, listen, Go see the man. Play
it cool. Find out what he’s got on his
mind. Roll with the punches. And, kid?
Don’t blow it. It's up to you now, under-
stand? I've set it up, now you carry the
ball. And liste -

“I'm listening.”

“Listen—if we work this right, I think
I can stick him for two thou per weck.
And, kid? If we get the job, make it last.
Know what 1 mean?”

“Yes, Marv, 1 know.” I knew that,
whatever the job, no matier how dreary
the task or how loathsome the subject
matter, I would have to make it last at
least five weeks, for in front of my eyes
swam a ghostly arithmetical equation:
$2000 x 5 = $10,000.

“Good,” said Marvin Brod. “Three-
thirty. Play it cool, don’t blow it, and
kid? Phone me the minute you leave his
office.”

“I will.”

I made a point of climbing into the
same suit and necktie I'd worn on my
latest jacket photo (impress Grummit
subliminally with my literary prestige, 1
figured) and went o see him. He was,
and is, a (.'h;lp i early middle age, slen-
der, Easternly dressed, with dose-cropped
graying hair and what we novelists
sometimes call an ineffable air of angst.
His office was lined with books, and the
few photographs on his walls were not
of movie stars but of writers, and they
were personally inscribed to him. Ber-
trand Russell, Hemingway, Maugham,
Steinbeck, Cocteau, Abby Mann, all the
greats. And Grummit himself, even in the
privacy of his office, acted and talked as
il he were conducting a TV panel discus-
sion on the pros and cons of nonrepre-
sentational art. We spoke in generalities
for a while—Whither The American
Novel? and like that—and he said some
nice things about my own books. Then
the conversation began to lumber lead-
enly in the direction of the movies, and
I asked him what his next project was
going to be.

He smiled. “Something unprecedent-
ed. Something wondrous. Something an
artist like you can appreciate, Mr.
Horne. Something men of our caliber
can work on without feeling stained, de-
graded, prostituted. Something fine.”

I wanted to say WHAT, WHAT? but
I merely narrowed my eves and thinned
my lips and tried to look as much like
the jacker photo as possible. Grummit
went on talking:

“Theres a fresh breeze  blowing
through the industry, Mr. Horne. A new
Ireedom, a new awareness. The old ta-
boos are being knocked over, one by
one. Icons are being smashed by the doz-
en. The public isn't satisfied with pap
anymore. They want to see life on the
screen, lile as it is lived, life as it has

been painted with bold strokes by our
greatest contemporary writers.”

Flattered. 1 began to say, “Well, that's
very nice ol you

“Just think a minute, Mr. Horne,”
Grummit went on. “Think ol some of
the properties we're making films of
these days. Stuff that ten years ago no
onc would dream of flming. Lolita.
That French play, The Balcony. Even
Tropic of Cancer. Do you read me. Mr.
Horner Do vou know what manner of
book 1 have reference to?”

“Uh, stylistically experimental ground-
breakers which——"'

“Dirty  books! roared Grummit.
“That’s what films are being made of
these days!” He leaned back, trium-
phantly. “And you tell me, Mr. Horne.
You tell me. What are the two most no-
torious dirty books of our time?”

“Not . . ." I ventured, hesitantly,
“Not the Mullens?”

Grummit slapped the desk. “Exactly!
That pair of banned, condemned. con-
troversial masterpieces by Blaise Mul-
len! And do you know who owns the
motion picture rights o them, Mr.
Horne?” He jabbed his own chest with
an c¢rect thumb. “Me. Kenncth K.
CGrummit.”

“That's . . . quite a coup, Mr.
Grummir.”

“It certainly is, Mr—what do your
[riends call you? Clayr Do you mind if
I call you that? And I want you to call
me Ken. After all, we're both working
for the same stern taskmaster: Literature.
Now then. 1 don't bave to tell you that
these books constitute the hottest ilm
property since, well, damnit, there just
s no comparison! When I announce my
acquisition of them, every producer in
town—in the world!—will be green with
envy. And it was all so casy. A few weeks
ago, 1 happened to be reading a maga-
zine article on filth in literature, Wil-
Liam Burroughs’ Naked Lunch and all
that, and there was a passing mention of
the Mullens, they just called them Mul-
len One and Mullen Two, which 1 un-
derstand is the way they're referred to in
hip circles. Well, it wasn’t the first time
I'd heard of them, of course, but this was
the first time something clicked in my
head. Because the article just happened
to mention that Mullen lived in Los An-
peles. 1 picked up the phone book. Sure
enough. there he was, Blaise Mullen.
Lives m a ramshackle section ol down-
town L. A. Now, do you think I picked
up the phone and called him? Not on
your life. Why give him time to think
about it, or shop around other produc-
ers, mavbe get himsell an agent or a
lawyer? No. I had a contract prepared, a
very legal. very short, very tight contract.
I had a check made out, payable to
Blaise Mullen. A check for five thousand
dollars. Then 1 drove into L. A. and
knocked on his door. He's a slight liule

(continued on page 122}
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One of Ford's spanking new GTs roars out of corner during practice run over famed Le Mans course made slick and dan-
gerous by rain that fell through two days of trial runs. Both cars 9 {above} and 10 [right} suffered mishaps due to
aerodynamic problems. As a result, a stabilizing shelflike extension of rear deck, called a “spoiler,” was incorporated.




dearborn sets its sights on '65 as it enters
the intercontinental race for the checkered flag

sports By KEN W, PURDY racixe was one of the big
foundation stones under the Ford Motor Company: The publicity that
sprang from Barney Oldfield’s cimpaigning in Henry Ford’s “999." a
rough but fast dirt-track car, was the prime mover that sent the com
pany rocketing ofl on the way to being the colossus it is today. Ford had
wried twice: Two companies had been shot from under him: in 1902,
he began to put together the third and last one.

Ford was above everything a mechanic, but he was a driver, too. and
in 1900 he ran a car of his own building on a track in Dewoit, and beat
the great Alexander Winton with it. Barney Oldficld. then a bicycle
and motorcvele racer, saw him do it but wasn’t much impressed. Two
years later Oldfield’s motorcycle racing partner, Tom Cooper, made
a deal 1o help Ford build a pair ol race cars, and brought Oldfield in
as a mechanic. When they ler Oldfield ake one of the cars around a
track, mostly to keep him quiet, he gave it the fastest ride it had had.
He was quicker than either of the car's two assigned chaufleurs, and
thepe was general agreement that when he'd learned 1o drive an auto-

Beaded by Le Mans downpour, Ford GT rests in pits before taking to the track.
Powered by 350-hp version of the Ford Fairlane engine, it is similar to Lola GT,
designed and built by Britisher Eric Broadley, who served as Ford consultant.
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Top left: Carroll Shelby's Ford-Cobra team awaits start of Sicily's Targa Florio road race. Above left: Ford-
Cobra is piloted by Phil Hill. Combination of Ford, Shelby and AC won 1963 SCCA manufacturer's cup.
56 Above right: Ford-powered Cobra GT, shown at Le Mans, carried Shelby's hopes for world manufacturer's title.
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| - Clork, in Lotus-Ford cockpit, confers with Gurney. Mickey Thompson's Ford-powered Indy car had enclosed wheels.
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Above: Dan Gurney, behind wheel of Lotus-Ford, takes practice run at Indy. Tire problems forced both Gurney
ond Jimmy Clark, 1963's second-place finisher, to retire from 1964 race. Clark won pole position with fastest
trial time in 500's history, 158.828 mph. Another Lotus-Ford, driven by 8cbby Marshman, set roce lop record of 157.646.
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one should be able to fit into it a girl,
luggage for two for two weeks, a picnic
basket full of truffled pdté and blanc de
blancs and head for the hills. In fact, all
it would take would be the girl, and she
wouldn’t take its rough ride, noise, heat
and smell. Yet there’s hope: Enzo Ferrari,
whose GT cars have been the standards
of the world for the past 15 vears, makes
perfectly tractable touring cars, wonders
1o transport two people at 165 miles an
hour from here to there. together with
everything they need to sustain civilized
life. If the Ford GT works out, there may
be something like that in our [uture.

The new, wild Ford is an Anglo-Amer-
ican device. Its remotest ancestor is prob-
ably a G'T Lola that was the rage of the
Racing Car Show in London at the be-
ginning ol 1963. This Lola was very low,
indeed, and wickedly fast-looking. The
man who'd designed it. Eric Broadley,
was much complimented, and cited in
some quarters as one of what the British
call “the coming-men”—pecople on the
way up.

The experimental idea car, Mustang
I, the Ford GT’s paternal grandfather,
so to speak, was designed by Roy
Lunn, born a Briton, an American cit-
izen now, who worked with AC, As
ton Martin and Jowett, is in charge of
future and far-out Ford projects: Man-
ager, Advanced Concepts Department.
Lunn brought Broadley into the picture
as a consultant on a yearlong contract.
The Ford GT was put together on
Broadley’s home grounds in Slough,
England. A third Englishman looming
large in the project is John Wyer, Euro-
pean Manager, Special Vehicles Activity,
Ford Division, Ford Motor Company.
This means that Mr. Wyer is in charge
ol Ford’s European competition activity.

Wryer understands perfectly well the
two virtues of racing: There’s nothing
like it for making publicity, and little
like it for hurrying along the technologi-
cal development of a car. The well-
known General Motors position—"The
test track is the place for testing and de-
velopment”™—has a lot going for it, but
in Wyer's view test-track work works, but
not fast enough.

“The great thing about racing,” Wyer
says, “is that it puts pressure on the en-
gineers. You can do this in other ways,
but never so quickly.”

It's wue that race pressure is fierce.
The actual stake may be nothing much;
first prize may be a silver cup a foot high
and a thousand dollars, but once a major
company has commited itsell 1o an
entry, the race seems to increase in im-
portance 10,000 times. To a company
that is really carnest about racing, no
effort is 100 great, no detail oo minute.
Mercedes-Benz, always serious about its
racing, once Hew a single specialist me-
chanic from Germany to England to
solder a leaking radiator. When he'd

finished, they flew him home again.
There was nothing else that required his
attention. Ford may not go quite that
far into the bag of tricks, but some of
the design features of the GT car show
an exemplary concern with minutiae,
Much about the automobile is startling-
ly new. The other Ford-powered road-
racing car, the Cobra, is conservative in
contrast; it is reminiscent of the fast
road cars of the classic period in every-
thing but power: Few motorcars ever
put on the road have the Cobra’s brute
force. And few have ever offered so
much performance for so little money: 0
to 100 miles an hour, for example, in 14
seconds for $6000! People who want to
go like that are not upset by tight-fitting
driving space or a cloth top that may not
keep out quite all the rain. The Ford
GT planners took things down to points
much finer than that.

Take the matter of the driver’s seat.
There was a time when whole race cars
were built with less care and planning
than has gone into the Ford GT seat.
Designers seemed to take the view that
the driver was going to be sitting there
at his ease, and if he could reach all the
controls, and sce the road, right, he'd
been amply provided for. This attitude
has produced some startling cases of dis-
comfort. If a driver has to shilt 2500
times during a race, as he does at Mona-
co, the shape and size of the gearshift
knob becomes a matter of some sig-
nificance, the diflerence between a sore
hand or a blistered one. Some cars get
so hot that their drivers expect to lose
five or six pounds in every race. A fa-
mous photograph shows the late Harry
Schell leaning hungrily out of his car
on a slow corner while a Iriend aims a
full bucket of cold water at his head.
That was an open car, a singleseat
Grand Prix race car, and even so, capa-
ble of producing cockpit temperatures
around 150 degrees. In closed cars, gran
turismo cars, it can get really hot. And
such matters as a little lump on the side
of the seat. or a projection that bumps
the left knee every time the cluwch is
floored, are trifles that are mere nui-
sances for the first 50 miles, and real
horrors after the first 500.

Ford is having none of that. The seats
in the three GT cars that make up
the Ford tecam are of course set up
for the individual drivers, and since gran
turismo races are very long, usually re-
quiring two drivers to a car, the drivers
are matched not only for ability and
tempéerament, but for hip size. The seats
are not adjustable; they are fixed, they
are integral with the body and contrib-
ute to its strength, (Also, they can’t come
unglued during a race. It's hard to put
back an untracked seat while doing 160
miles an hour in a pouring rain at mid-
night.) In harmony with the new mode,
the Ford GT allows lor driver leg length
and preference by setting up the stcer-

ing wheel and pedals as adjustable.

The upholstery is patterned in nickel-
size depressed dots. They're not decora-
tive: Air taken out of a high-pressure
area at the front of the car is ducted 1o
the seats and blasted through each dot.
This air flow will relieve, if 1t doesnt
completely remove, one of the big
sources of driver diswraction and an-
novance: plain  perspiration. An even
more ingenious use of air: An inflatable
pillow is built into the lower part of
cach seat back. When the driver’s back
muscles begin to cramp in one position.
he can alter his posture by pumping a
little air into the cushion, or by bleed-
ing some oft with a push-button control.

When 120 miles an hour was a very
high speed, a driver might have afforded
minor distractions, but this vear, at Le
Mans, the [astest cars could rouch 200
miles an hour down the Mulsanne
straight, running on what is, after all, a
two-lane road, no race wrack. At that rate,
three-and-a-third miles a minute, a driver
who involuntarily winces because his el-
bow has just hit a sharp-edged window-
winder, conceivably can lose the car for
good then and there. Carroll Shelby has
on the Cobra staff a knowledgeable, ex-
perienced, and very hardy English driv-
er, Ken Miles, who is responsible for,
among other things, something called
“Driver Environment” in the Cobras.
It’s a term with which Roy Lunn is also
very much concerned.

The Ford GT is a mid-engined car,
that's to say, with the engine in fromt of
the back wheels. This design puts the
source of 3560 horsepower a very few
inches behind the driver’s head. Every-
one wears earplugs, of course, but even
so, the noisc is shocking and the vibra-
tion worse. The engine is a slightly de-
tuned example of the 1963 Indianapolis
model, a Fairlane in basic configuration.
Many of the other components in the
car are foreign. Some of them the GT
shares with the Ferrari, the car to beat.

“One must remember, however,” John
Wyer says, “that Enzo Ferrari has forty
years of experience, a great [acility, and
many cars. We've had a horribly short
time, we're a new project, and obviously
it would be presumptuous of us to think
of blasting him off straightaway.”

The GT came down to the wire under
such a punishing hnish that Lee lacocca,
the ranking nonfamily Ford executive,
did not actually see the car, when it
came to New York early in April, until
after the press had seen it. It had been
flown from Europe for that purpose. and
was immediately flown back. It ran for
the first time on a civeuit at Le Mans
during the April 18-19 practice period.
Two cars were on hand and both
crashed, one at 60 miles an hour, the
other at 120. The [aster crash was in a
deluge of rain, apparently because the
tires, which were “dry,” not rain tires,

(concluded on page 130)



fiction By WILLIAM WISER posing wasn’t his idea of
Jun—but that lLittle teatime maid was something else

YOU WONDER WHAT the border cops could’ve thought to see us two big-winged
birds, me and Priest, en route from the old French Riviera to Rome on his
Church-bought motorcycle, him pufiing heavy on a giantsize cigar, steering
us down the white line when there was one, and me black colored with my
guitar between my knees in the sidecar, hanging on for Christian love, pray-
ing for rain or a roadblock.

Speed was his meat. I had give away my St. Christopher’s in Cannes, and
now I was sorry. It was great going [or him—he at least had a set of beads
for God’s grace and good luck—but he like to scared me white that time pass-
ing a passenger bus on a mean curve coming into Monaco. The Riviera is
rugged highway all the way, just hugging the side of a mountain with arti-
chokes growing along the edge and a long-way drop down to the Mediter-
ranean Sea on the other side. ;

We got by the [rontier fine: He showed his white collar for ID—me, a U.S.
passport. Customs didn’t even trouble us to open our knapsacks. That's a
good thing about traveling with the Church. We set up a cloud ol motorcycle
smoke getting out of there and never stopped till we got stopped by a picket
fence around a hand-pump gas station just this side of Ventimiglia. Clipped
off about five meters of pickets. Nobody hurt, not a splinter hit us; his motor-
cycle was all right and so was my guitar. Off again. hell bent for heaven, and
never slowed till Spezia where 1 talked him into time out. I had to go some-
thing terrible.

We parked under an orange tree with oranges on it. I took my guitar with
me, and my duffel bag, for safety from thieves. I mysell wouldn't steal 2 man’s
guitar out of a priest’s motorcycle, but there’s people in this world that would.
Priest bought me a big dish of gelati—seven different flavors piled up in a pyr-
amid, awful good ice cream—in an ice-cream parlor where they had the chairs
all turned one way to watch television, so we sat at (continued on page 80)
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“Let me take you away from all this . . .|




THE HOMOGENIZED MAN

ARTICLE BY J. PAUL GETTY A PLEA FOR THE PRESERVATION OF
THE INDIVIDUAL IN OUR INCREASINGLY PIGEONHOLED SOCIETY

AT 0bb MOMENTS, when sunk in contemplation of some
cosmic navel, the vague suspicion that I am, at heart, an
anarchist flashes through my mind. Not that any impulse
to strew high explosives in palace gardens or parliamen-
tary antechambers stirs within me; [ certainly bear
no malice whatsoever toward aged archdukes or young
czarevitches.

My evanescent anarchistic tendencies are purely classi-
cal. I use the word anarchist in the sense in which it was
understood by the ancient Greeks. They, of course, ac-
cepted the anarchist as a fairly respectable—if somewhat
vehement—opponent of government encroachment on
the individual's rights to think and act freely. It is in this
sense that I glimpse myself as an anarchist—regretting
the growth of government and the ever-increasing trend
toward regulation and, worst of all, standardization of
human activity:

I ncver dwell long on such thoughts, however, for no
man relishes seeing himself as an anachronism clinging
hopelessly to obsolete concepts. Being a realist, I am
forced to concede that in the guerre é outrance between
individual rights and government prerogatives, the latter
have clearly emerged the victors.

Big government has been with us for quite some time
—and it continues to grow bigger. The government ad-
ministrator and “planner” and the electronic brain are
inheriting what daily becomes more and more of a punch-
card world. Led by big government—which, after all, sets
the style—we are moving rapidly and inexorably into the
era of the completely siructured society, the bureaucrat’s
beehive utopia in which there will be just one great
assonant buzz.

I, personally, find the prospect dismal, but I appreciate
that what is a strait jacket for one man may well seem a
loose-flowing toga to the next. Even such words as for-
ward and backward are relative terms; their meanings de-
pend on where one is standing before he starts to move.
There are unquestionably many to whom the planned
and ordered—if not very brave—new world of the future
will appear as the safest of all possible havens.

Nonetheless, it should be plain to all that the com-
pletely structured society will impose increasingly severe
restrictions on its members and will drastically change
most—and quite possibly all—of our existing social and
economic patterns. But then, these changes will not real-
ly be new—only final and complete. They have been tak-
ing place more or less gradually for a long time; the
trend toward the structuring of society has been evident
for centuries.

In the early citystates of the ancient world, premiums
were set on individuality in almost all things. But, with
the emergence of the concept of empire, the movement
toward uniformity was firmly established.

Within the Roman Empire, for example, such diverse
things as laws, the administration of justice, fashions in
wearing apparel and business practices became highly
standardized. The civilization, customs, manners and
mores exported by Rome impressed themselves—and were

mmpressed upon—subjected and allied peoples, many
classes among whom eagerly accepted and aped them.
Temples, amphitheaters, dwelling places and other struc
tures built by the Roman legions in the Empire’s far-
flung reaches were, save perhaps for size, virtually
identical to like structures built in Rome. The artistic
style and techniques apparent in a Second Century bust
found in a Roman ruin in Syria are practically indis-
tinguishable from those to be seen in a Second Century
bust dug from the banks of the Tiber.

It is not unreasonable to assume that if the Roman
Empire had survived, the civilizations of Europe, the
Middle East and North Africa might well have developed
according to the prototypal patterns established by
Rome. The Empire, however, collapsed. The ordered
whole was shattered into myriad splintered fragments.
Even Latin, long the language of Western civilization,
was split into innumerable languages and dialects. With
that, the trend toward standardization was temporarily
halted. Countless highly individualistic tribal societies
and minor principalities replaced strongly organized im-
perial government. The chaotic patchwork remained un-
til, at last, the feudal system that had evolved during the
Dark Ages finally withered and died. Then, with the re-
emergence ol strong central governments, a marked trend
toward unification and standardization began again.

The movement has continued steadily throughout the
last four or five hundred years. In more recent genera-
tions, burgeoning populations, multiplying social and
economic problems and such other factors as vastly im-
proved communications have strengthened the trend and
caused it to move at a progressively faster pace. Today,
the tendency toward standardization is evident almost ev-
erywhere on the globe. Native costumes have been large-
ly discarded in many countries; the custom is to dress in
Woestern-style clothing. A women’s dress fashion set in
Paris one day is reported by press, radio and television
on every continent within hours; within a week it has be-
come the vogue throughout much of the world. There
isn't much difference between the appearance of, say, re-
frigerators built in England and those manufactured in
the United States, France, Itily or Germany. Let an ar-
chitectural style catch on in one country, and you can be
sure that it will become the rage in a dozen other coun-
tries in short order.

Today, the inherent nature of government in an in-
creasingly complex civilization creates strong pressures
towitrd systemization and standardization, which, in wurn,
serves to create vast bureaucratic complexes. In govern-
ment (as in overgrown big-business corporations that
have assumed governmentstyle managerial practices) the
atternpt to establish rigid procedures for the most minute
activities tends to guarantee imposition of a structured
conformity. Needless to say, all this proves especially ap-
pealing to the type of job secker and job holder who is
bereft of courage and imagination and basks like some
somnolent embryo in the amniotic comfort of having his
life completely regulated. (continued on page 66)
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man at his leisure

netman captures the swinging esprit of the jet set’s favorite riviera spa

Above: A couple enjoys a plunge in the surf. Right: St-Tropez harbor in radiant repose.

ST.-TROPEZ, for centuries a little-known fishing village, then the exclusive playground
of Paris’ bohemian set, is now a world-renowned resort for celebrities (Bardot, Rubiro-
sa, Soraya, et al.), celebrity seekers and just plain celebrants. Perched midway between Mar-
seilles and Menton on a small promontory jutting out from France's sandy, sun-steeped Cote
d’Azur, St.-Tropez slumbers tranquilly during the off season, but awakens with esprit in
June when vacationers begin trickling in. By July, the ripple becomes a rumble, as sports
cars and power boats deliver a cosmopolitan mélange of revelers, most of whose identities






man at his leisure continued

Helping out with the suntan
lotion is o pleasant chore at Epi Ploge,
one of St.-Tropez' two beaches.

Sond and sea-horse play
are twice the fun for the beachnik with
a poir af ploymates.

Young, unattached guys and
girls are in abundance at St.-Tropez;
all a visitor need do is wait for
someone who tickles his—or her—fancy.

Shutterbug focuses on a scantily
bikinied lass at Tahiti Beach.
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As the afternoon moves on, Tahiti Beach turns into a riotous, swirling mass of color.

are blurred in a mass of bare feet, barer midriffs and barely covered bosoms and bottoms.
The onset of August signals the end of the international season: Les Francais descend
en masse and restore to the town its Gallic flavor, without diminishing its spice and vitality.

PLAYBOY'S itinerant impressionist, LeRoy Neiman, spent a fortnight in *St.-Trop,” man-
aging to observe and record the scene, even while being swept up in the spa’s frenetic
pace. “It was mostly sleepless-nightsville,” he reports, “—a vain attempt to indulge in pleas-
ant idleness that was really more active than idle.” The merry-go-round begins, according
to Neiman, at a place called L’Escale. “It’s a smart barrestaurant on the Quai, and most
of the regulars check in about 8:30 in the evening. After several drinks, the crowd breaks
up, some staying on to dine at L'Escale, others going to Le Café¢ des Arts, or other fashion-
able spots. The dolce vita set digests a leisurely repast and then moves on o one of several
select clubs privés—right now the ‘in’ group prefers a pair known as Chez Chyslaine and
L’Esquinade. These boites are tiny—especially Chyslaine—and packed. They're wild,
they're boisterous, and they hit their stride about three A.M. Then they go and go. Daytime,
excepl for early-bird schoolteachers from the corn belt, doesn’t begin until noon, when the
coterie gathers in the harbor café adjacent to the yachts before wheeling or boating out to
Tahiti Beach or Epi Plage. It doesn’t matter whether you sun-bathe, skindive, water-ski,
swim, ogle or disappear with one of the chicks to a secluded cove, the alternoon moves. Be-
fore you know it, the sun is setting and you go back to dress. Then,” concludes Neiman,
“la vonde begins again at L'Escale.”
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HOMOGENIZED MAN

The burcaucratic mazes of govern-
ment are sell-perpetuating, self-propa-
gating and given to mitosis—and they
grow ever more intricate, unwieldy and
ubiquitous. 1 do not suggest that there is
a malevolent force behind any of this. It
is simply the way things are, simply the
way they have developed and continue
to develop.

Our own country’s history provides an
illuminating example of how nations
move toward the creation of a structured
society. Originally 13 rather loosely fed-
erated states dedicated to the proposi-
uon that all government should be held
to a minimum and individual liberty
kept at a maximum, the United States
has changed greatly since the Declara-
tion of Independence was signed. Mod-
ern America is a country with national,
state and local governments that are
infinitely more powerful than was ever
envisioned by our founding fathers. To-
day, the hand ol government can be felt
—regulating, prescribing, proscribing
and standardizing—in almost every area
of human activity.

‘True, our nation’s citizens are as free
as any people on the face of the earth,
far more than most. But just how free
are they? To what extent has govern-
ment already encroached on their free-
doms and their rights to life, liberty and
the pursuit of happiness?

I think the average American would
be astounded to realize how many com-
monplace things he may not do unless
he maintains standards set by govern-
ment and obtains permission from gov-
ernment to do them in the first place. I
rather doubt that most people have ever
stopped to think about it

For example, the average American
citizen cannot sell a bottle of beer, get
married, go hunting or fishing, drive an
automobile or even keep a dog for a pet
without appropriate licenses from gov-
ernment. In most places throughout the
United States, he cannot hold a parade,
build a house or even add a bathroom to
his home unless he first obtains permits
to do these things [rom government. He
must not operate 50 much as a pet shop.
a boardinghouse or a soda fountain
without licenses or permits from such
government departments as  police,
health. fire and so on, ad bureaucratic
infinitum.

From the moment he is born and his
birth certificate is filled out and record-
ed, the average American is a marked
human being. His life, habits and activi-
ties become the concern of numberless
burcaucratic offices and agencies which
register, enroll, scrutinize, supervise and
regulate him and whatever he may do
until the day he dies, and even after.

Our frce American must be enrolled
in school at a certain age and must re-
main there for a prescribed period

(continued from page 61)

studying at least some prescribed sub-
jects. Male members ol the population
must register with Selective Service
boards. They remain eligible for mili-
tary service for many years; if called,
they must serve in the armed forces for a
specified time. Most Americans—regard-
less of sex—must register with the agen-
cies handling Social Security, workmen's
compensation, income tax, census and
other Federal, state, county or city gov-
ernment bureaus.

Now, I hasten to make clear that 1
consider these requirements necessary
and beneficial. Obviously there must be
laws and standards in our complex civi-
lization. Unrestricted hunting  would
quickly wipe out all game animals; unli-
censed drivers would greatly increase the
already appalling slaughter on our
jammed streets and highways. An indi-
vidual cannot be allowed to erect a
slovenly shack where others have built
fine homes; nor should he be allowed to
operate a boardinghouse that is a fire-
trap or a menace to the health of its
tenants. The nation’s security in a
troubled world depends on its armed
forces, hence the need for Selective Serv-
ice. Certainly no sane person would want
to abolish the census. Government, law,
control and regulation—and even con-
comitant bureaucracy—are essential il a
nation of 190,000,000 people is to exist
and function, if there is not to be utter
chaos and cventual destruction.

I would like to repeat and make it
very clear that 1 am no antigovernment
reactionary. I do not mamntain that the
restrictions I have cited are undesirable.
They are, in my opinion, entirely neces-
sary, in that their purpose is to make life
safer and more pleasant for all.

The issue is not that any of these
manifestations are good or bad. The
point is simply that they are, that they
exist, are implemented and enforced,
affecting all citizens. They are men-
tioned only as demonstritions of the ex-
tent to which we are already living in a
regulated society.

Further proof may be found in the
manifold ways in which government at
all levels controls the nation’s business
and economy. Like it or not, the so-
called free-enterprise system is not near-
Iy as free as some might imagine. The
Federal Government alone has some 30
mdependent regulatory agencies which
wicld great power and influence over
practically every aspect of U. S. business.

Take, for example, the duties and
responsibilities of just three of these
agencies. The Interstate Commerce Com-
mission fixes rates and grants franchises
for railroads, barge lines, trucking and
pipeline firms. The Civil Aeronautics
Board sets airline routes, rates and safety
standards. The Federal Communications
Commission determines who may (or

may not) operate radio or television
broadcasting stations. In addiuon 1o
such independent regulatory agencies,
there are scores ol other Federal bureaus
and offices that exert influence and cxer-
cise varying degrees of direct and indi-
rect control over the country’s economy
and business. Farm production is regu-
lated through price supports, acreage
controls and other methods—and the
effects are felt not only by the farmer
but by the produce trucker, food whole-
saler, corner grocer and consumer as
well. Government affects business activi-
ty and expansion by raising or lowering
Federal Reserve discount rates, tariffs,
taxes and by innumerable other means.
Whatever it does in these directions is
soon reflected in production and sales
figures, employment statistics and price
indexes.

In short, big government wields
numberless big sticks over American
business and the American economy.
And, when I speak of big government,
I do not mean the Federal Government,
alone. The various states—and even
counties and cities—license, tax, inspect
and regulate businesses within their
jurisdictions.

It should hardly be necessary to men
tion that it is but a short step from such
economic regulation as exists at the pres-
ent time to the establishment of a com-
pletely regulated economy. And—be it
for better or for worse—all recognizable
signs augur more, rather than less, eco-
nomic regulation for the future.

With government setting the example,
it is little wonder that many of the na-
tion’s citizens anticipate the seemingly
inevitable and hasten to conform to
standardized patterns. Business firms that
establish their own bureaucracies and
individuals who strive to be conform
ists are merely floating with the tide
that is carrving our socicty toward final,
top-to-bottom  “structurization.” There
are abundant indications that this is in
the offing, that the civilization that pro-
duced homogenized milk will soon be
producing the homogenized man.

Not long ago, the Federal Gov-
ernment, acutely concerned over the
shortage of scientific and engineering
personnel in the United States, launched
a program designed to encourage young
people to become scientists and engi-
neers. To date, the technique employed
has been one that secks to impel voung
people to choose these careers. Public
statements by nauonal leaders and other
prominent persons and widespread pub-
licity campaigns aim to make science
and engineering attractive, to excite the
imaginations of the young, and to sell
the idea of following such careers to swu-
dents in high schools and colleges. Huge
moncy grants are financing the expan-
ston of traiming facilities at universities
and colleges and are making it possible

(continued on page 128)




REVOLUTION

AS ROBERT LINDNER, author of The Fifty-
Minute Hour, once pointed out, the
sexual revolution of our time has been
mostly abortive. Though society in the
last 20 years has taken a more tolerant,
not to mention sensible, view of such
things as premarital intercourse, sex
techniques, homosexuality and obsceni-
ty, it would be naive to assume that this
constitutes anything more than the kind
of liberal reform that followed the
equally abortive revolution of 1905 in
Russia. Viewing sex as a social fact rath-
er than a personal sin is certainly an ad-
vance of sorts, but it is more indicative
of a change in terminology than in point
of view. A “healthy” attitude toward sex
is probably as much a part of the mood
of the New Frontier as the late President
Kennedy's physical fitness program, but
this is as different from a recognition
that sex may be one of the last frontiers
as 1905 was from 1917. Despite such di-
verse breakthroughs as Kinscy, Lolila
and Enovid, the authorities still remain
to be overthrown, for the simple reason
that the authorities are internal.

An ideal illustration of this sort of
psychological ground giving (as opposed
to ground clearing) is the continuing le-
gal argument over the censorship of lit-
erature. Viewed superficially, it would
seem that the door to the boudoir is at
least ajar, if not wide open. Tropic of
Cancer, Lady Chaltterley’s lLover and
Houwl, all heretofore the object of suits,
may now be published openly in the
United States, and the precedents estab-
lished in their cases seem to have defined
for some ume to come the differences
between what is called “erotic realism™
and hard-core pornography. And yet the
deciding factor in each of these cases,
the factor attested to by all the expert
witnesses and referred to in most of the
judges® rulings for dismissal, was not the
thorny question of the artist’s inalien-
able right to deal with erotic desires, but
its precise opposite—that, because the
books under consideration did not, in
fact, arouse erotic desires, they could not
be legally banned. The courts listened to
a parade of intelligent men—literary
critics, college professors and novelists,
all with presumably normal sex lives—
solemnly testifying on the assumption

that the arousal of sexual desires by a
book was somehow socially reprehen-
sible, but that in the case at issue it
hadn’t happened. At least, not to them.
Honest.

Progress? Yes, of sorts. The author’s
right to take the reader into the bed-
room has now been established by law,
but only so long as he carefully separates
behavior from emotions. His skill may be
employed o describe, but never to
evoke. He may write with the hands of a
surgeon, but not with the eyes of a lover
(the results of which sometimes make
onc long for the old asterisk fade-out
that at least left one’s own imagination
free 1o roam). The point is as simple as
it is fatuous: Though there is nothing
wrong with describing everything from
cunnilingus to pederasty, there is some-
thing very wrong indeed about arousing
the desires which make this behavior
comprehensible.

Of course, it should be clearly stated
that very few of the witnesses in these
cases accepted, in private, the assump-
tion on which they testified in public.
As Dickens said, “The law is a ass,” but
it 1s still the law, and it states that books
appealing to prurience are bad books
and may not be published. The idea
that prurience is bad is one of those
ideas that only applies to other people;
leave anyone (who believes it) alone with
a work of out-and-out pornography, and
you will soon see how deep the convic-
tion goes. The fact of the matter is very
simple (though no one would be caught
on the witness stand admitting it), and
that fact is that words do have the power
to make us realize that we are desirous,
just as they have the power to make us
realize that we are hungry, and (if they
are ill-chosen words) that we are sleepy.
But the question still remains: So what?
Even the libertarians and the petition
signers seem to be stymied by this, be-
cause they always carry on their argu-
ments with the book-burning maiden
ladies and literary police sergeants (who,
it seems, never read anything but dirty
books) in terms of what constitutes

opinion
By John Clellon Holmes

erotica, not what's wrong with it

Equally, parents and educators like to
think of themselves as being very enlight-
ened for distributing among the young
all manner of do-it-yoursell sex manuals
which, like all their brethren in an
America that seems obsessed with keep-
ing idle hands busy, tell you in tedious
detail what to do, but never why. These
chatty volumes leave almost nothing to
the imagination, but carefully avoid
touching on the earthier emotions with-
out which the more acrobatic aspects of
sex must seem to the young and inexpe-
rienced abourt as sensible as a traperze act
to a blind man. The anatomical draw-
ings in these books, complete with help-
ful arrows and Latinate words, seem
deliberately fashioned o prepare the 15-
year-old for the operating room, rather
than the seduction couch or the mar-
riage bed—unlike the Japanese pillow
books which proceed on the idea that
you don’t have to know it’s called a
vagina, you only have to know what
to do with it. As a consequence, voung
men memorize the graphs on the mini-
mum amount of time to be devoted to
foreplay, and young women know that
females were given the inalienable right
to orgasm along with the right to vote,
and both are prepared for everything
but the thrilling and unsettling emo-
tions for which all the positions, tech-
niques and variations are only physical
expressions.

Most older readers will have had the
bizarre experience of overhearing teen-
agers, who have yet to make even the
most abashed, back-seat-of-the-car love
to one another, solemnly talking about
masturbation or copulation, and have
probably crept away, not wanting to em-
barrass them, and prided themselves on
the liberality of modern society—though
if they had been caught reading a book
which shamelessly celebrated these ac-
tivities for teenagers, intervention would
have been immediate. For the parental
attitude boils down to this: Healthy
young people are expected to like neck-
ing just as they like steak or tennis—be-
cause it's invigorating, nutritious and
therapeutic. In other words, it has re-
deeming social value, like chaperoned

BELOW THE BELT

today the battle lines are drawn between anxiety born of
guilt and the potent life force of genuine sexual liberation

67



PLAYBOY

68

rock-'n"-roll sessions, or policed drag-strip
races. It is a harmless release for youthful
energies, which, it is clearly understood,
should never be taken 10 mean that the
energics thus released will be allowed to
move from the level of foreplay to that
ol [ornication. So fantasy is tolerated
and even encouraged, while the reality
of sex remains under the same old
injunctions.

Why? It's not really a question of
morality, for though sex was once the
evil half of the moral Manichaeanism of
Western consciousness (the Mr. Hyde
that lay like a coiled serpent in the
breasts of all Jekylls who were not vigi-
lant, the loathsome portrait in the attic
mirroring the scarlet sins that did not
show on Dorian Gray's daytime face, the
satanic Svengali force that would hypno-
tize and enslave the better, or Trilby,
angels of our nature), times have
changed radically, and very few sensible
people, from Smilin® Jack to Smiley
Blanton, speak ill of sex any longer. In-
deed, if anything (other than democracy
and, perhaps, Albert Schweitzer) is
thought to represent the good, the true
and the beautiful by most young sophis-
ticates, it is probably “healthy” sex. It
is viewed as the most natural expression
of love—a sort of epoxy glue, one drop
of which will support two tons of anxiety
and ethnic difference; and the day can-
not be wo far off when we will be re-
minded, on subways and in buses, that
“The Family That Sleeps Together
Keeps Together.,” Probably as many
mothers worry about whether young
Bobby is experiencing a healthy fecling
of competition for their favors with his
father, as worry about whether he will
be able to get into the college of his
choice; and 1 have seen young marrieds
go off by the station-wagonful to see
Never on Sunday, and sit around after-
ward enthusing wistfully over how sim-
ple, straightforward, and nonneurotic
sexual love could be, as evidenced by this
incarnation of that sentimental folk fig-
ure, the Good Whore who 1s as gay and
wise and reassuring as—but the conver-
sation broke off at this point, because
everyone rcalized that they were just
about to say “as mother should have
been.” I have listened to young matrons,
freed from drudgery by appliances and
from children by prep schools, confess
that they knew they must be maladjusted
because, though they loved sex and
grabbed all of it that they could get,
they still, damnably, thought of it as
“dirty,” instead of “beautiful and up-
lifting.” When reminded that you could
think of farming the same way, but that
this didn’t mean that all 4-H clubbers
were slovenly, they looked at me as if
1 were suggesting that their husbands
openly cheat on their income tax, instead
of merely padding the expense account.

You come upon this “healthy” attitude
toward -sex in the laissez-faire obscenity
of cocktail parties and country clubs; in
the latest Reader’s Digest article on How
to Be a Mistress to Your Husband (the
key to this seems to be a nap in the
afternoon); and in the statements of
Bennington girls that sex is the natural
adjunct w0 a love relationship, even
if that relationship doesn’t result in
marriage.

On the surface of it, all this sounds
very advanced indeed. Certainly our
grandmothers would be shocked by it
(the usual rule of thumb by means of
which we congratulate ourselves on how
emancipated we have become), and un-
doubtedly they would conclude that the
revolution has arrived, and all authori-
ties have been swept away. But then our
grandmothers operated on the old-fogy
idea that sex was a necessary evil with-
out which marriage would be incom-
plete, because it would be childless. The
fact that we operate on the young-logy
idea that sex is a necessary good without
which love would be incomplete, be-
cause it would be childish, does not oc-
cur to us, much less that it represents no
radical step forward. The difference be-
tween saying that sex is all right when
sanctified by marriage, and saying that
sex is all right when sanctified by love,
indicates a greater subtlety of jus-
tification, but not an abandonment of
the notion that sex somehow needs 1o he
justified. Both ideas assume that sexual
encrgy is volatile, anarchic and poten-
tially dangerous when not restrained by
a “higher” emotion, and both ideas as-
sert that the problem posed by sexual
energy is primarily the problem of con-
trolling it

With the exception of a few wise men,
like Gandhi, and a few wild men, like
Mailer, no one talks about abstinence
any longer as the simplest method of
control (and it is interesting to note
that neither of these men assumes that
sex is destructive, only distracting), but
people do talk endlessly about such
things as moderation, proper outlets,
normal identifications and responsi-
bility, all of which unconsciously equate
sex with alcohol, narcotics, overeating
and the other forms of self-indulgence
by which we somctimes compensate for
anxicty and inner turmoil. The [act that
the very inner turmoil out of which we
overindulge more often than not results
from the suppression of sexual energy,
rather than its liberation, does not seem
to have occurred to them.

The reason? The reason is baldly sim-
ple: Despite overwhelming evidence to
the contrary, we still assume that sex is
the antithesis of the spirit (admitting
that we have “feet of clay” is very
different from trying to walk on them);
that it is somehow animallike (whether

we view it as a tiger or a tabby cat
doesn’t materially alter the assumption);
or, at the very least, that it is merely the
physical acting out of psvchological
needs (why it so rarely occurs to anyone
to view these very psychological needs
as merely the acting out of our dammed-
up sexual energy has always been a
mystery). At the bottom of it, all our atti-
tudes rest as squarely on the old Chris-
tian dualism of mind versus body as did
the rather more austere injunctions of
Saint Paul—which, at least, constituted a
hardheaded counterrevolution that kept
the issue clear.

The fact that there is still something
grievously wrong with our sexual atti-
tudes is as plain as the type face in our
newspapers, a good deal of which these
days is aken up with statistics on di-
vorce, promiscuity among the young and
sex crimes, while the best part of what is
left is used to advertise books, movics,
plays or TV shows that scem obsessed
with sex in a way that not even the most
uninhibited sensualist would call “nor-
mal.” Some social observers profess to be
alarmed by this, and their explanations,
when they offer any (and mostly they
treat the phenomenon like an outbreak
of polio, about the nature of which it is
unnecessary to say anything), range all
the way from the ringing of moralistic
fire whistles over the passing of 19th
Century values, to the twitter of psychi-
atric jargon describing the whole thing
as a hangover from these very same val-
ues. The conservatives assume that all
the commonality wants is titillation, the
liberals assume that all the commonality
gels is titillation, but both assume that
there is no valid, internal reason for the
preoccupation in the fust place.

Nevertheless, the astonishing success
of movies such as La Dolce Vita (which
took anything but an American Legion,
or even a Great Books Club, view of
contemporary sexual life) cannot be ex-
plained solely on the basis of the deg-
radation of, or our distortion by, an
outdated moral code. What this success
clearly indicates is a troubled awareness
of the rigidity of current sexual atti-
tudes, and a willingness (heretofore
unknown in America) to treat the mat
ter of sex as if it were a crucial key 1o
individuality, as well as a social or psy-
chological phenomenon. Some of the
critics of La Dolce Vita, for instance,
viewed it as a symptom of moral decay,
rather than as an analysis of it; others
felt that the eruptions of sex in the film
indicated the degeneracy of the charac
ters, rather than their despair; but few
scemed to realize that what they were
viewing was nothing less than the mirror
image of their own phantom faces, par-
alyzed by the ambiguity of limitless

(continued on page 130)
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Dacron-and-cotton tatter-
gsall-check jacket, $45, coor-
dinates corrvectly with Dacron-
and-linen madder-red trousers,
$20, both by Gordon Ford, and
Kodel-and-cotton shirt, by Man-
hattan, $6, with washable Da-
cron necktie, by Superba, $3.50.
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Above: Dacron-and-cotton seersucker jacket,
by Haspel, $40, with Dacron-and-cotton poplin
golf shorts, by Puritan, $8, and knit Antron-
and-Orlon short-sleeve polo shirt, by David
Church, $13.50. Right: Arnel-and-cotton
Jjacket, by McGregor, $30, a cool contrast to
washable Arnel-and-cotton trousers, by TMM,
$11. Fortrel-tricot shirt, by Ramey, $11, is com-
plemented by Swiss silk tie, by Seidler, $6.50.

'l

-

Ad

=

=
————

-

A

YNTHETICS HAVE COME INTO their own. Their early test-
S tube feel and look have been eliminated and the last
vestige of resistance on the part of manufacturers has been
overcome. In fact, leading craftsmen now use them as a
matter of course, so much so that a complete wardrobe of
multihued masculine attire fashioned from synthetic fibers
is now available,

This summer, color is the key word, an exciting spectrum
of sunny-hued warm-weather (concluded on page 127)
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Right: Dacron-and-cotton
seersucker formal dinner
jacket with center vent, shawl
collar, full lining, $i5, con-
trasts with black Dacron-
and-worsted tapered formal
trousers with adjustable side
tabs, $20, both by Lord West.
White Fortrel-tricot shirt with
French cuffs, by Ramey, $14.
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HILE WE VE OFTEN FEATURED l’l;;}-m;ttcs with outdoor proclivities, our sports-
Wm;m's l()\'in;_; cup goes to China Lee, our August Playmate, one of the most
athletic young lasses we've ever encountered and also one ol the most charming.
Twenty-one-year-old China (pronounced “Chee-na™) is a Training Bunny in the
Playboy Club empire; though she’s based in the Windy City (see The Bunnies of
Chicago, page 98), her teaching duties take her to a different location with every

new Playboy Club opening—a job which suits her peripatetic nature to a T. “If
I had to describe myself in one word, it would be ‘active,” ” China says. I love to
roam, and I love to keep busy.” High on her sports agenda is softball: Last season
she pitched and won 12 games (“My windmill pitch is unhittable™), leading the
New York Bunny softball team to the Broadway Show League championship. Our
five-foot, four-inch Miss August is also a pin-toppling bowler (she ran up a 217 at
the age of 13), prize-winning equestrienne and jumper, expert swimmer and ping-
pong player, as well as champion twister of all Bunnydom. Not surprisingly, she
was chosen Bunny of the Month in the first issue of vie, the Playboy Club maga-
zine. As she told us: “Despite the [act that I'm always on the go, success has come to
me without my seeking it. I didn’t apply for my Bunny job; 1 was discovered in a
New Orleans hairdresser’s shop. While my girliriends were desperate to get into
a bit

the movies (and 1 wasn’t), a movieman spntu:ti me and gave me—not them
part in The Troublemakers. I'd like to be a professional singer someday—but 1'm
not counting on it, so if no one discovers me I won't be dis;nppumtcd." A native of
New Orleans and the only member of her family of 11 not now in the Oriental
restaurant line, China says: “Though I was born in America, my folks still follow
Oriental ways: They speak the old language, read the old books, and follow the
old customs. In this sort of environment, the men dominate and females are forced
into the background. 1 rebelled, and I'm glad 1 did.” So, we might add, are we.
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CHINA DOL.L

american sportswoman and oriental charmer,
lovely miss lee is our spirited august playmate

PHOTOGRAPHY BY POMPEO POSAR
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Left: Our fine China cuts a fashionable figure emerging from a Manhattan department store. With disarming candor she
says: “For me, one of the biggest benefits of being a Bunny is money. My family was never very poor—but we were never
very wealthy, either. As a Bunny, I've been able to buy clothes | never dreamed I'd own.” Right: China begins a shopping
spree by admiring a mopheaded Beatle doll (which she passed up) and inspecting a tray of briars (she bought two).
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Top: China taxis to The Playboy Club for a quick change from shopping togs to baseball uniform for o
midafternoon softball gome in the Broadwoy Show Leogue. Above: Our Playmate proves a distracting
batswoman. After running up o 3-2 count, she walloped a double over second base, then stole third
successfully, neotly sliding under the tag; on the next play, she crossed the plote with the winning run.



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

A local drive-in showed one of the worst
movies ever made the other night, but the
management reports that the customers loved
every minute of it.

The psychiawist was not expecting the dis-
traught stranger who staggered into his office
and slumped into a chair. “You've got to help
me. I'm losing my memory, Doctor,” he sobbed.
“1 once had a successful business, a wife, home
and family; T was a respected member of the
community. But all that’s gone now. Since my
memory began failing, I've lost the business—
I couldn’t remember my clients’ names. My
wile and children have left me, too; and why
shouldn’t theyv—some nights I wouldn’t get
home until four or five m the morning. I'd
forget where I lived . . . And it's getting
worse, Doctor—it’s getting worsel”

“This is not an unusual form of neurosis,”
the psychiatrist said soothingly. “Now tell me,
just how long ago did you frst become aware
of this condition?”

“Condition?” The man sat up in his chair.
“What condition?”

The bleary-cyed, unshaven bum approached a
passer-by and said, “Mister—could I have
520.10 for a cup of coffee?”

“But,” the man protested, “coffee only costs
a dime.”

“I know,” said the bum, “but coffee always
makes me sexy.”

In Paris, everybody dates until the oui hours.

Originally scheduled for all-night duty at the
station, Patrolman Michael Fenwick was re-
lieved early, and thus arrived home four hours
ahcad of schedule. It was nearly two AMM., and
hoping to get into bed without waking his
wife, he decided o undress in the dark. But
as he crossed the room to climb into bed, his
wife sat up and sleepily asked, “Mike, dearest,
would you go down to the allmight drugstore
in the next block and get me a box of aspirin?
My head is splitting.”

“Certainly, sweetheart,” he said, and feeling
his way across the room, he crawled back
into his clothes, and stumbled out of the house
and down the street to the drugstore. As he
arrived, the pharmacist looked up in surprise.

“Say,” said the druggist, after taking Fen-
wick’s order, “aren’t you Officer Fenwick of the
Ninth Precinct?”

“Yes, I am,” said Fenwick.

“Well, then, what in the world are you
doing in the fire chief’s uniform?”

\Vh}r a man would want a wile is a big
mystery to some people. Why a man would
wint lwo wives is a bigamystery.

| hate to go golfing with any of the executives
from my own agency,” complained the adver-
using prexy, while relaxing with his fourth
Scotch and soda at the clubhouse bar. “Every
time I yell ‘Fore’ they chime in with ‘“—he's a
jolly good fellow!®™

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines liquor
store as a stupormarket.

Is it true that you telegraph fowers any-
where?” the man asked the Western Union
Opl_‘l'lllﬂr.

“OI> course,” she said.

“Wonderful!” he exclaimed. “Send me to

New York. I'm a pansyl”

St
%2&;.'.4...

We suppose you've heard about the farmer's
daughter who got sent home from the country
fair because she couldn't keep her calves
together.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines sun bath-
tng as a fry in the cintment.

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Party Jokes Editor, pLAvBoY, 232 E, Ohio St.,
Chicago, Ill. 60611, and earn $25 for each johe
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for first card recetved. Jokes cannot be returned.



“I rather wish Miss Baer had taken up the violin instead . ..”
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MOOR’S TALE

the bar. Here was 1, come all the way to
Italy mainly for the music and find out
television and jukeboxes got here ahead
of me. Television is the end of anybody’s
music. I blame it mainly on the U.S.

Back outside on the flying machine
again, tearing out of Spezia, Priest asked
me through the thunder, “All right,
drive all nighe?”

Me and the priest talked pidgin Eng-
lish and French. I didn't know no Ital-
ian. I couldn’t hear him any too good
for the cigar in his mouth and the motor
exploding. What I actually wanted to do
was rest up somewhere and get the kinks
out of my backside, but I was polite and
said, “Sure.” And was right away sorry
for it

Priest wanted to talk, tell me all his
monastery adventures, where he was
from (Ravenna), his poor old mother’s
high blood pressure—talking against a
motorcycle motor, might as well shoot
the breeze next to a hydraulic drill—
talking anyway out the side of his mouth
to keep his cigar in his teeth, cigar
sparks in a funnel and backfire fireworks
trailing behind us. He wanted me on
top of it to tell him my life and travels.

Twisty roads with hardly any light.
Liable any minute to hit a donkey cart.

“What say? What say?” he kept saying
when I tried to talk.

You don't see the sights that way or
catch your breath.

Coming into Florence a little past
sunup—sunup is tricky light to drive by
—we smashed straightaway into a chick-
en. Motorcycle slid all the way around
full circle and scared a milk truck off the
road. Nobody got hurt but the chicken.
When Priest got off his mount to check
the carcass, I got out my side and my
gear with me. I didn’t know Italian, but
I sure knew enough was basta.

Milkman mad as hell, bur with Priest
stooped over giving the chicken final
rites he couldn’t allow his sell to cuss.
Then Priest looked up to see me stand-
ing picking chicken feathers out of my
guitar strings.

“You go Rome avec moi. N'esl-ce pas
true? I go straight all away Holy Gity.”

“No thanks, Father,” says I. Then I
lied and told him I had a buddy I want-
ed to see in Florence, not to make him
fecl bad. I figured, confidential, with his
madman driving we mighe likely get to
the Holy City a whole lot sooner'n we
thought.

I lucky enough met my meal ticket at
a birthday-cake picture gallery named
Ufhzi right off the old square where I
was in looking at pictures one day. She
was up on about the third layer, paint-
ing a copy picture of a picnic of a bunch
of ladies in thinny, almost nothing dress-
es, passing around grapes and melon
slices and some pretty. horny old men

(continued from page 59)

looking through the weeds at them.
When she ook notice of me watching
her paint she tried me in German—
which is what I figured her for—and I
answered back in French. Then she
went to English and we settled for that.

“You like it?”

I said yes.

“Which one?” she said, testing me.

*“They all look about the same in
those cellophane dresses.”

“I mean which painting?” She meant
which painting did I like the best.

“Yours's plenty good enough for me.”

Somchow everything I said sounded
personal.

I circled around her and her picture a
minute, and she gave me the up-and-
down with her big blue Berlin eyes—two
new dogs sniffing each other out. 1
sniffed her out “money” and she natu-
rally sniffedd me out “broke.”” She put her
paintbrush into turpentine and said
she’d buy me a Cinzano. I smid fine.

Her name was Eva. We drank out on
the porch terrace looking over Piarzza
Della Signoria with old David down
there standing up taking the sun and
some more statues inside in the shade
and a whole world of rooftop ules and
yellowy sides of old houses and tourists
sitting under umbrellas and awnings.
She sipped tea and talked about this
friend of hers, some girl named Della
Robbia, and how Florence was the “last
lovely flower bud of Western civiliza-
tion” while I sat relaxed with my Cin-
zano watching the pigeons dirty up
David.

Then she up and asked, “Would you
carc to pose for me?”

“Why nor?” says L

Don’t think all the artists are off starv-
ing in Bohemia someplace, not Eva. She
had a villa with a maid and could afford
to keep me in her bell tower with my
own bed, that’s how well off she was.
One whole side of the house was glassed
in so you could look out at the garden
without getting mosquito-hit. The
glassed-in place was where she kept her
paint stuff and where I posed. She posed
me regular, afternoons, one to [our.
Then tea break at four come hell or
high water.

Said she wanted to paint “the man
entire,” which was me, stripped o the
short hairs. She at least sat wrapped up
in a kimono on a paint stool, squinting
around the edge of her easel at me, get-
ting my measures. Same time, just before
she started in serious, smearing paint, I
was getting her measures, too. She was
big German-built, to last, put together
real nice, though-—big behind and good
big bosoms but not bubbly, solid. I liked
her in her kimono, never no make-up
around the house, her blondey white
braid wound up on top of her head like

whipped cream. She was so white sitting
stone solid against a white wall that you
couldn’t hardly see her except for blue
eyes and paint spots all over her kimono.

She gencrally posed me naked. but
sometimes I got rigged up like Hallow-
een: I was all dressed up. and sat on a
throne, the time I was Pope Innocent,
but for Adam all I wore was some grape
leaves and had to stand up the whole
time. I carried a paring knife to be
Hamlet, and a cardboard sword for
Charlemagne. Eva was on a big histori-
cal kick. For a while there I was Parsifal
and Mercury and Brutus and Beowulf
and Spirit of the Renaissance (with a
flashlight for a torch) and Saint Christo-
pher and Hannibal and Judas and Jesus
Christ, all in one weck, everybody paint-
ed black, like me.

I got drew, and painted, in just about
every position: straight up, leaned back,
laid down or however she wanted.
Whichever way she put me I had to
stand still or die, but I did it. I been
searched so much by the police force 1
knew by now how to stand sull.

But posing for art is about the boring:
est work I ever did. You can only look
at one place at a ume, till you memorize
it, then you have to keep on looking at
it for what seems like forever. Before 1
was through I memorized her and her
easel and the glassed-in room and all.
And I would itch in the worst places and
wasn’t allowed to scratch. Sometimes she
faced me looking out at the garden
which was a lucky relicl, seeing some
green for a change: hedges shaved with a
razor and nice neat gravel paths, every-
thing laid out like a geometry problem.

Eva never talked when she painted,
just scratched at her picture and
breathed heavy. She never seemed like
she noticed here 1 was a naked man
standing around her art room with her.
Never the least monkey business, just
paint. If that's the way it was, it was OK
by me, but not much variety. She did at
least play Vivaldi music on the record
player while she painted. I like the one
about the different seasons of the year,
but that's hard music to stand still to.

Fouro'clock tea always caught me
with my pants down, so to speak. It was
brought in on a tea wagon by a frisky
little Italian maid, everything silver, and
a Cinzano for me. Up to now I was a
Pope or Parsifal when she came in, or
carried a basketball or something 1
could hide behind, but this one tume all
I had was a bow and arrow in my hands
and the rest ol it was just plain me.
Maid was cute-built, a starched-up little
package all tied in ribbons, everything
neat and where it should be. Generally
she whipped past me, tending to her cart
and her business, like she wore horse
blinders, but this one time she wiggled
her behind at me, full of sass, and took a

(continued on page 119)



the future was bright for this precocious
lad and nobody knew it better than he; i fact,
he’d known it _for most of his 40 years

saM DORIC waS so HIP that he walked about North Beach
in San Francisco with his nose lifuing the rest of him up
toward Telegraph Hill, as if he personally had dropped
the feather that sailed through the air of Carnegie Hall
when Charlie Parker died. He had that kind of pride. He
had the pride of the man who can do anything, blow
cello, persuade ladies, learn French. He blew pretty good
cello, he had pcrsuﬂd(:d many a lady, but he had not
needed o learn French.

Why?

Well, when you communicate with the world on such
easy termns as Sam’s—99 percent from the world, one
percent from Sam—what need have you of foreign
tongues? (His share went on the cuff, of course.)

He had a long, creased, horsy face, intelligent and ugly,
with large square teeth, a long lazy body with lots of lean
on it—a face and a body that pleased everyone. His voice
was soft. His words were fniendly. It didn’t mawer how
many years he had been identical with himself, shyly
making out on North Beach and the slopes of the adja-
cent hills. He was a boy, permanently a boy filled with
promise.

Sam had often made his own living in recent times,
frequently not living off his friends. He had found a
steady job. In fact, he had found a dozen steady jobs
in the past two years, selling Honda motor bikes, bar-
tending at the Monterey Folk Song & Coffee Club, bounc-
ing at the Hot Dog Palace {although he was better at
persuading), stage manager at the Actor’'s Workshop,
sidewalk photographer at Fisherman's Wharf, Swedish
meatball roller during Sweden Week in San Francisco,
French cab driver during French Week, Mexican hat
dancer during Mexican Weck, distributor of The New
York Times’ Western edition during the last month be-
fore it suspended operations, waiter at Enrico’s, pool
instructor at Mike's Pool Hall, sideman in the band at
Burp Hollow, and a few he forgot. It was easy to reason
out why he left Burp Hollow: His ear was too delicate
for Dixieland; and the Times had folded; and there were
cqually sincere explanations for all the other instances of
permanent employment that he had found, invented,
locked on, and finally lost. The world was a generous
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place in most ways, but to Sam, the world,
the universe, and a steady job were eco-
nomically unsound.

Until he heard that French teachers
were in short supply. That did it. He
believed he could do anything he sct his
mind to, provided his mind was grat-
ihied. He would become a professional
French conversation teacher. All he had
to do was blow a little French, and so he
bought some books at the dusty little
second-hand French bookshop on Polk
and decided to learn French as Lord
Greystoke had learned English—by puz-
zling it out. “I'll be the French Tarzan,
man,” he said. “How do you say ‘you'?”
he asked a young lady who took courses
at San Francisco State and, on the side,
nursed Sam in his perpetual good health.
She wore streich pants from the Sea & Ski
—she had a liule money. She filled
them out plumply, in two handfuls—
she came of good stock. She used eye
make-up and white lipstick and looked
serious when Sam talked. She had a face
like a young, corrupt Doris Day.

“Vous,” she said, “means you."

“Moi homme! Vous Jane!” he cried.
“You see, I'm practically ahead of the
mob already. The mob of French teach-
ers.” A woubled frown passed over his
boyish, 40-ycar-old countenance. (He
was dressed in a red wurde-neck sweater,
jeans and cowboy boots.) “"How do you
say ‘mob’ in French?”

“Foule."

“Masculine or feminine?”

“La foule.”

“Umm. After 1 learn their cruddy
language, I'll have to reform it. What do
they need masculine and feminine for?
English doesn’t have it. Or maybe”™—as a
cunning smile passed through his coun-
tenance, leaving tracks of pleasure—*1
could save time by reforming it first.”

Normally, Sam had his rounds to
make. In the late morning he would
steal a boutonmiere from a Russian Hill
wall or a garden, come prancing down
into North Beach, and patrol Broadway
and Columbus, Jackson Square and
Portsmouth Plaza, until somcone offered
him a drink, a lunch or, failing those de-
sired goals, a moment of nourishing con-
versation. What's doing? What's up?
Who has published or painted or gotten
arrested or heard from his long-lost fa-
ther? What chick is pregnant, headachy,
or improving hersclf with an evening
course? What do you have in mind per-
sonally, pal? . . . Many found themsclves
cnlisted in finding Sam a job, despite
the fact that he could hold a job for im-
mense spans of ume by his own stand-
ards, only briefly by the world’s. But he
was qualified by chipper wit, happy spirit
and sincere intentions. He was continu-
ally recommended, frequently hired. At
this point I should mention that his
long, horsy face was also a smiling Irish
face, with the kind of glow at its forward
rampart that may end in a bulbous nose

but had not as yet, a irmly unstable bel-
ly in his customary sweater, and a boyish
bounce in crepe soles. He had just found
a job as lobby portrait sketcher (in char-
coal) at the Jack Tar Hotel when the
inspiration about learning French some-
how came to him. He quit the field of
commercial art, leaving his easel stand-
ing until a porter took it home for his
boy.

Now a syndicate was formed to sup-
port Sam’s new enterprise. This was an
unusually informal, high-risk, surc-loss
corporation which met and put up the
money: San Francisco’s Groucho Marx,
San Francisco's Nelson Rockefeller, San
Francisco’s Buckminster Fuller and San
Francisco's Jonas Salk, who was actually
a psychiawist and interested in Sam’s cu-
rious personality which fit none of the
usual three categories—neurotic, psy-
chopathic and psychotic—into which he
divided the human race. (Nor was he a
member of the several subdivisions of
categories, such as alcoholic, tectotaler,
etc.) At any rate, these four gentlemen,
lunching at Jack’s, made an agreement.
They would provide the small sum nec-
essary to teach Sam a fluent French. This
was identical with the small sum re-
quired to support life in him—life being
the fluttering, bemused hummingbird of
his soul-—while he absorbed the French
language and culture from the air, in his
own fashion. All four had confidence
that they would both succeed in their
enterprise and, somchow, some way, lose
their investment. San Francisco’s Nelson
Rockefeller explained to them how they
could ‘take it off their income tax as a
bad debt. San Francisco’s Groucho Marx
said, “You mean as a dad bet?” San
Francisco’s Buckminster Fuller said, “He
is the sort of man who discovers a new
mathematics one day, but finds no one
to tell it to and so it is lost to the world.
When I myself first discovered the secret
of the universe——" San Francisco's Jo-
nas Salk (but a psychiatrist) took mental
notes on his colleagues and said, “Hm,
hm.”

“What? What? What?” demanded his
friends.

“This lamb chop,” he replied, blush-
img. “It's delicious. But if I didn't have a
bad bite, I'd much prefer the club steak.
My temporomandibular joint is out of
whack and——"

If anyone could learn French on pure
nerve, they decided, it would be Sam
Doric. They parted in peace. San Fran-
cisco’'s Nelson Rockefeller went to his
office o oversce construction of an
atomic shelter in his Marin County
retreat.

Three months passed. Sam wore a car-
nation in his lapel on Bastille Day. He
sang songs by Prévert and Kozma. He
spoke the French of the Latin Quarter,
with de ['éclat, with de la souplesse,
with du charme. “Alois”" he would ery
when he saw his backers.

“What?" asked San Francisco's Jonas
Salk (but in psychiatry).

“Zut! Aie 'ave ze zolution to ze pro-
bleme de I'Afrigue.™

When he spoke English now, he kept
his French accent honed up by employ-
ing French syntax and pronunciation.
Eet help, he agree wiz hecmself.

Now, of course, there remained the
question of what to do with their invest-
ment. Having given up the easy life on
the forever-April slopes of San Francisco
in favor of hard work on the same
slopes, Sam’s health would suffer, they
believed, if he did not put his waining
to constructive use. What would Sam
like to do?

“Well,” he reasoned with Cartesian
logic, “I'd kind of like to be an ambassa-
dor or an actor in French hlms, or
maybe head of the French desk at the
CIA or the Pentagon.”

“How about a waiter at the Fleur de
Lys?”

Sam turned his horrified, pale, bug-
eyed gaze upon this small-minded ques-
tion and questioner.

“Purr'aps ze chef de section d'un rail
gang,” he commented with Gallic irony.

One point was proven by the experi-
ment: that Sam had the stulf with which
to learn when he set his mind o it. The
savor of happy resule of their experi-
ment was lost to the four backers, how-
ever. They had always known that Sam
possessed an airy genius. To test this was
like proving that a salt fog has power to
cool the fevered brow. Their expensive
gesture had proven something, perhaps,
but accomplished very little. Sam
pranced down Pacihic with the same
bounce as always; he counld cadge a
drink at the Monumartre or a meal at
the Hotel de France with unusual grace;
things were very much unchanged. His
affable horse face pleased them less.

The quartet of experimental philan-
thropists gathered again for their
monthly business luncheon at Jack's.
Concerned with higher matters, they all
took the waiter’s suggestion—turbot and
salad—and then settled back to fret, 10
signify their fret by remarks character-
istic of their separate characters, and to
mmply that the error lay in someone
clse’s calculations. “We don't allow our-
sclves to let go and dive in, that's why
we can't learn as fast as Samn,” said one
of San Francisco’s. “Inhibition,” another
agreed. “He has a knack, he concen-
trates, that's good,” said another. “Shall
we argue about how he’s extraordinary,
and yet we are more so?” inquired some-
one else. (The last speaker turned out
to be the waiter, returning to report that
the wurbot was all gone. He suggested
the hangtown fry.)

Brooding together, an inspiration
emerged from the friction of four of the
finest minds of San Francisco. “Zut!”
they cried—an  expression they had

(continued on page 146)
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game birds in outdoor ovens containing
a frebox and a smoking chamber. A
fairsize salmon in one of these devices
takes about cight hours to prepare.
The second school of smoked-food fan-
ciers, which generally prefers the patio
to the great plains, owes its education
to the outdoor charcoal fire and to
gadgets like the Swedish smoker. The
latter is a year-round portable appli-
ance, which can be used indoors or on
the terrace with equal ease. Its simplicity
15 only one of its virtues. In ten minutes
it can produce smoked shrimp, smoked
brook trout, smoked whitefish or smoked
sausage with a wonderfully fresh, tangy
flavor. You merely pour powdered hard-
wood, which comes with the gadger, into
a rectangular pan, place the food on a
grill above the sawdust, cover the pan
with & snug-fitting lid and set it above a
flame for about ten minutes. Indoors,
there’s a slight aroma from the smoker,
but it’s light and pleasant.

. Cooking with smoke from a barbecue
fire is an altogether different art. First of
all, let’s clear the air by pointing out
that the holocaust that arises when a fire
is started wsn't the kind of smoke you
want when vyou're grilling chicken,
steaks or seafood. The best ourdoor
smoke is actually a kind of incense, and
the proper way to impregnate food with
its sorcery is to throw a handful of wood
chips over the white charcoal when the
flames have subsided. Different woods
give rise to different fragrances. The
magnificent favor of Westphalian ham,
for instance, is the result of the burning
of juniper branches and berries over the
regular hardwood normally used for
smoking the German hams. Orange wood,
apple, oak, mahogany and birch all pro-
duce individual smoke flavors. Wood
that's green creates a denser smoke than
aged or dry wood. Patio chefs usually
take advantage of the hickory chips sold
in most places where charcoal is avail-
able. One or two handfuls is enough for
artful smoking. Presoaking them in wa-
ter for a few minutes will increase the
smoke and discourage flaming.

If you own an outdoor oven fitted
with a heavy dome, smoke can be easily
captured. But even without the use of a
dome, foods like lamb or lobster instant-
ly take into their pores the smoke that
curls from a mere handful of wetted
wood shavings.

Smoke, of course, can now be bought
in bottles. There's hickory-flavored salt
as well as liquid smoke that can be
mixed with butter or oil and brushed
over food before broiling. But bottled
smokes, unhappily, aren’t very volatile.
Theyre a superficial magic. Real smoke
plays not only around the outside of the
food, but imparts its scent deep into the
flesh.

The easiest way to satisfy a craving for
smoke in the hors d’ocuvres department
is to open a can of smoked oysters,

smoked clams or smoked mussels. All
three, it should be conceded, owe their
sensuous flavors not only to smoke, but
to the oil in which they’re marinated.

During Roman times, smoked meats
were offered both at the beginning of
the feast in order to whet the appetite
and at the end of the meal to revive the
thirst for post-prandial libatons. Smoke,
like spice, i1s a guaranteed catalyst.

It would be completely naive to tab
one kind of wine as suitable for all
smoked foods. A pdté of smoked goose
liver will stir up a thirst for a vin blanc
cassis. With a cold smoked pheasant, you
want the best brut champagne in the
cellar. When the smoked cheese appears
on the cheese platter along with the cof-
fee, the accompanying bottle of port
should be at least 20 vears old. Where
there’s smoke, there's usually a delightful
repast, as witness the following recipes.

SMOKED STURGEON SALAD
(Serves four)

1 Ib. fancy smoked sturgeon, shiced
thin

1 mediumsize Spanish onion

4 pieces celery

1 teaspoon dried dill weed

1 teaspoon Dijon mustard

1%, cup salad oil

14 cup white wine vinegar

Salt, white pepper

4 large beefsteak tomatoes

Boston lettuce

12 ripe olives, largest size

Cut sturgeon slices crosswise into ju-
licnne strips. Be sure strips are of uni-
form, very thin matchstick size. Peel
onion and cut into quarters through
stem end; then cut crosswise into thin-
nest possible slices. Separate slices to
muke julienne strips. Peel celery and cut
into very thin juliennec. In a large mix-
ing bowl combine sturgeon, onion, cel-
ery, dill weed, mustard, salad oil and
vinegar. Season with salt and pepper to
taste. Lower tomatoces into pot of boiling
water for 20 seconds, then hold under
cold running water for about a minute.
With paring knife remove peel from
tomatoes and cut out stem end. Place
lettuce leaves on individual salad plates
or large platter. Cut each tomato twice
through top almost to bottom, separat-
ing, petal fashion, into four wedges.
Place tomatoes on lettuce; pile sturgeon
salad on top and garnish with ripe olives.

COLD SMOKED SHRIMPS, WHITE WINE DIP
(Four appelizer portions)

1 Ib. fresh shrimps

15 cup dry white wine

2 tablespoons minced shallots

1 cup mayonnaise

1 teaspoon anchovy paste

1 teaspoon Dijon mustard

1 teaspoon lemon juice

Wash shrimps well, but do not remove
shells. Prepare Swedish smoker with
powdered hardwood sprinkled evenly

over pan bottom. Place shrimps on smok-
er rack, cover pan and place over moder-
ate flame. Smoke shrimps 10 minutes;
then remove from smoker and chill in
refrigerator at least three hours. Remove
shells and veins from shrimps. In a small
saucepan heat wine and shallots over a
moderate flame until wine is reduced to
about 1{ cup. Avoid scorching. In a
mixing bowl combine mayonnaise, shal-
lots and wine, anchovy paste, mustard
and lemon juice. Chill in refrigerator.
Arrange shrimps around hors d'ocuvre
dish or shrimp cocktail server. Place mix-
ture in sauceboat or glass dish for dipping.

SMOKED CHICKEN, HORSERADISH SAUCE
(Serves two)

2 small whole chicken breasts

4 tablespoons olive oil

2 tablespoons lemon juice

1 medium-size omion, sliced

14 teaspoon ground coriander

Salt, freshly ground pepper

Peel of 1 apple

I cup milk

14 cup bread crumbs

1 packet instant chicken bouillon

2 tablespoons prepared horseradish

1 teaspoon butter

Remove bones and skin from chicken
and separate each breast into halves.
Separate small fillet on underside from
rest of meat. Cut each half breast into 6
to 8 pieces. Place chicken, oil, lemon
juice, onion and coriander in salad bowl.
Sprinkle generously with salt and pep-
per. Marinate overnight or at least 6
hours. Prepare Swedish smoker with
powdered hardwood. Drop apple peel
into smoker. Remove chicken from mar-
inade and fasten pieces on skewers 5 in.
long. Place skewered chicken on smoker
rack. Fit lid onto smoker and place over
a moderate Alame. Smoke 10 minutes.
Bring milk up to boiling point. Remove
from fire and stir in bread crumbs, in-
stant bouillon, horseradish and butter.
Season with salt and pepper. Reheat
sauce just before serving in sauceboat.

HICKORY-SMOKED STUFFED LOBSTER
(Serves four)

4 live lobsters, 114 lbs. each

34 cup bread crumbs

14 Ib. sweet butter, room temperature

I small onion

Salt, pepper, paprika

Salad o1l

14 1lb. sweet butter, melted

1 lemon, cut into 4 wedges

Prepare outdoor charcoal fire. Soak 1
cup hickory flakes in water 30 minutes
to 1 hour. Split lobster by inserting tip
of heavy French kaife in back of head
(this will kill the lobster instantly), sep-
arating body into two parts. Remove sac
in back of head. Remove lobster liver
(green section) and mix with bread
crumbs and butter. Grate onion into

(concluded on page 118)



“He’'d rather fight than

switch.”
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an appreciative appraisal
of the leading ladies of
the original playboy club

T0 AFICIONADOs of the female face and
form, a stroll down the streets of the
Second City affords a scenic, and
sometimes spectacular, view of femi
nine fauna maiched by few urban
centers in cvilized ken. It will come
as no news to Playboy Club keyhold-
ers that many of these ring-a-ding
belles seen brightening the Chicago
scene are en route from home to
hutch, where they exchange their
strectwear for the sann suits and
snap-on cottontails of the Bunnies of
Chicago.

“Not many people are aware of it,”
wrote Art Buchwald in a column de-
voted to Playboy and the Bunmes,

“but Chicago has become the sex-

symbol capital of the Umnited ¢

In the four-and-a-half vears since
the opening of the Chicago Playboy
Club—the first link in an expanding
, chain of the most successful and fa-
mous clubs in the world—the Playboy
Bunnies have become a global symbol
of feminine pulchritude. Even the
word “bunny” (or “boni,” as they say
in Latin America) has become a
synonym for any unusually attrac-
tive (text continued on page 91)

A model embodiment of Chicago Bunny-
hood, Kai Brendlinger swims, skis in
Windy City waters during leisure hours.

THE BUNNIES OF




Bunny Cheryl Vincent—who has won awards for her
paintings, and beauty contests for her pulchritude—
here poses as a winsome pitchgirl in o cham-
pagne-themed Club promotion photo [below).

Above: A welcome and welcoming sight, Door Bunny
Terri Kimball greets keyholders in the Club's newly
furbished lobby. Terri was our May 1964 Playmate.




Training Bunny Wanda Owens, a onetime dance in-

structor who now teaches tyro cottontails, pauses
beside The Playboy Mansion's poolside bamboo
hut (below} during an early-hour wingding.
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Below: April is a lucky month for charter cotton-
tail and Chief Training Bunny Kelly Collins: She
was cover girl for pLAYBOY in April 1963 and for
vir, the Playboy Club magazine, in April 1964.




Cover girl Bonnie Jo Holpin {PLAYBOY,
October 1962), who was with the Club
on opening night, enjoys the combi-
nation of urban living ond sports
facilities offorded by the Windy City.

A successful model and aspiring bollerina before emigrat-
ing to Americo from Germany, Elke Hellmon disploys
T fi.ne‘ form in [above_} or out of {left) cns‘tume. Elke is con-
ol tinuing her modeling here, along with her Bunnying.




Mary Warren works five days a week in PLAYBOY's
Personnel Department, three nights as a Door
Bunny. Recently, while checking a keyholder's
key, the favor was returned: He checked her and
offered Mary a role in a movie he's producing.

Ask Lannie Balcom, a 23-year-old former dental
assistant, if she s read any good books lately, and
she'll likely tell you about The Last Love: It chron-
icles the affairs of Lannie's distant ount, a lady who
made amorous history during the Napoleonic era.




young girl. ‘The Bunnies have been praised, spoofed, rhap-
sodized, revered and reviled in numberless articles in news-
papers and magazines, jokes, cartoons, comic strips, books,
soups, movies, records, plays, radio and television shows. A
contemporary cross between an airline stewardess and a Zieg-
leld Garl, the Playboy Bunny is intended as a mribute to that
vanishing species of American female—the allgirl girl.

In a syndicated newspaper story titled “Bunnies Keep
reporter Mike McGrady referred

Plavboy Club Hopping,’
to The Playboy Club as “Disnevland with broads,” but has-
ened 1o add that the girls were not the wvsual. run-of-the-
mill “girl-type girls,” to which he was accustomed: “For these
young females, known far and wide as Bunnies, are young
creatures of breath-takingly regular features and unnervingly
improbable construction. They come in various heights and
colors, but they were all poured from the same basic mold.
Some 1y be seen, folded in three se s, as centerfold
attractions in PLAYBOY magazine, a nationally arculated
publication aimed at young homewrec

“Encountering these Bunnies on a leisurely thumb-trip
through a magazine offers the reader remoteness, the safery
of unreality, the chance o study them with a certain academ-
ic interest. However, encountering them in the flesh, as it
were, can be curiously numbing. And even an interviewer
of vast experience may find himself suddenly 1ongue-tied, just
another perplexed kid given carte blanche in the candy
factory.”
Reporter Joseph Cohen, (text continued on page 96)

Cover girl Joey Thorpe [PLAYBOY, September 1963), o topflight
Chicago model, displays mannequin grace whether walking her
dog along the shores of Lake Michigan [above) or primping pret-
tily on the Playroom stage {right}. Joey, a frequent contributor to
art exhibits, possesses on impressive collection of awards.




Beauty-contest winner
Frankie Jones grew up
{to a sun-ripened 37-
24-35) in California,
where she also ex-

celled in water sports
and enjoyed a success-
ful though brief stint
as a movie chorine.




Above: Sheila Winters doffed Mi-
ami fashion-model garb to don Chi-
cago Bunny bunting. Left: PLAYBOY
recephionist Teddi Smith, in Monaco
during jaunt financed with Bunny

earnings, has been a Playmate (July
1960} and cover girl [October 1963).

Jeannie Bogan, taking a keyholder's
reservation [obove}, once ran a po-
lice-department teletype, now acts in
TV commercials when she's not adorn-
ing the Club with her pretty presence.
Left: Chicagoan Patti Kolb, 1961 St.
Patrick's Doy Queen and a member
of the Bunnies' polo squad, canters
her pony through Lincoln Park in prep-
aration for the team’'s next match.




Left and below: The Club’s photogenic Photo
Bunny is blonde June Cochran, December 1962
Playmate, 1962's Playmate of the Year, and a
former Miss Indiana in both the Miss Universe
{1960-61) and Miss World (1962} contests.
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Twenty-two-year-old Patti Reynolds, an eye-filling ad- Above: Candy Robins cymbalizes her musical
dition both to the Chicago sky line {above) and to tastes and talents at a late-hour jam ses-
The Playboy Club's Penthouse (above, left], is an avid sion in the Living Room. An expert rider and
travel buff who spends her work hours cottontailing trainer of show horses, Condy's won a five-
and her leisure time islond-hopping in the Caribbean. foot shelf of equestrian trophies and ribbons.
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Linda Castorina, gyrating gracefully [right) ot ane
of the Chicago Club’s after-midnight twist porties,
recently returned to Bunnydom ofter o modeling
hiatus in hometown Hollywood, where she alsa
sang for her supper in o West Coost supper club.

Appropriately posted in the Playmate Bor [above),
Playmate-Bunny Connie Mason (June 1963} combines
work at the Club with position as a high-fashion
model. While Bunnying ot the Miami Club, talented
Connie starred in a poir of independent films.




Left: Tandem twins Janis and Jennifer Jackson are identical
from top (58Y,") to tape {36-23-36), but dissimilar in in-
terests; Janis (front—we think), bookwormed her way
through school, while Jennifer piled up athletic honors.

in the New York Journal Amervican, vefused o be simi-
larly cowed. I have to point out,” he wrote, adopti

suitably .‘illll]li.‘ili(;ll(.’l’.‘ and blas¢ manner, “they're just

plain, ordinary girls . . . except for their curves, beautiful

faces and charming m:

“The New American Pinup Has Rabbit Ears.” pro-
claimed the ute of a feature story in a recent issue ol
the renowned French magazine Paris Match. The story
stated, *“The ‘Bunny’ is the best-known animal in Amer-
ican mythology. In case of a flood, it will surely be the
§ first to go up the gangway of the modern-day Noah's
d Ark. In its original usage. ‘bunny’ i1s a dimimnutive of the
word ‘lapin," meaning ‘rabbit." Today it's a symbol of sex
appeal and feminine charm for millions of Americans.™

In another U.S. newspaper story, Romola Metzne
reports, ““Though this seeming land of make-believe reads
like an added chapter o Alice in Waonderland, iCs
§ no myth. The Club is real: so are the Bunnies, replete

with floppy ears, skimpy  (text continued on page 140)
Below: The finest Brandy this side of France is a tall blonde

8 whose label reads Johnston. A N.Y. product, vintage 1945,
§ Brandy modeled fashions before donning Bunny satin.




Left: PLAYBOY readers first set eyes on
Sharon Rogers when she graced our
November 1963 cover. Since then Shar-
on's been a Bunny, PLAYBOY editorial
assistant and January 1964 Playmate.

Above: The many facets of Playmate-
Bunny Avis Kimble (November 1962) in-
clude a keen ear for music, a sure eye
for painting and a shrewd head for busi-
ness: She manages her own antique shop.
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Left and below: China Lee—this month’s Playmate

is equally adept at Bunny-hopping {she has cottantailed
in Chicago, New York, New Orleans and Detroit] and
ball-hurling (she pitched the Manhattan hutch to a
titte in the Broadway Show League). Above: Carol
Gertis, a daytime denizen of the city's Gold Coast,
works week nights at the Club, spends weekends rally-
ing in a modified Morgan. Right: The Playmate Bar's
bumper-pool table racks up an S.R.O. audience of male
kibitzers when Budapest-born Marika Lukacs shows
up on cue with her extraordinary dimensions (40-24-37).







WHEN THE SWITCHBOARD said that the Soviet Embassy was on
the line, my first reaction was: “Good—another job!” But the
moment I heard Goncharov's voice, I knew there was trouble.

“Klaus? This is Mikhail. Can you come over at once? It's
very urgent, and I can’t talk on the phone.”

I worried all through the 20-minute drive to Geneva, mar-
shaling my defenses in case anything had gone wrong at our
end. But I could think of nothing; at the moment, we had
no outstanding contracts with the Russians. The last job
had been completed six months belore, on time, and to their
entire satisfaction.

Well, they were not satished with it now, as I discovered
quickly enough. Mikhail Goncharov, the commercial attaché,

THE SHINING ONES

the thing was almost upon ham and he knew then that
terror was coming toward him out of the abyss

fiction By ARTHUR C. CLARKE

was an old friend of mine; he told me all he knew, but 1t was
not very much.

“We've just had an urgent cable from Ceylon,” he said.
“They want you out there immediately. There’s serious
trouble at the hydrothermal project.”

“What sort of trouble?”” I asked. I knew at once, of course,
that it would be the deep end, for that was the only part of
the installation that had concerned us. The Russians them-
selves had done all the work on land—but they had had to
call on us to fix those grids, 3000 feet down in the Indian
Ocean. There is no other firm in the world that can live up
Lo our motto: ANY JOB, ANY DEPTH.

“All I know,” said Goncharov, “is that the site engineers
report a complete breakdown, that the Prime Minister of
Ceylon is opening the plant three weeks from now and that
Moscow will be very, very unhappy if it's not working then.”

My mind went rapidly through the penalty clauses in our
contract. The irm seemed to be covered, because the client
had signed the take-over certificate, thereby admitting that
the job was up to specification. However, it was not as simple
as that; if negligence on our part were proved, we might be
safe from legal action, but it would be very bad for business.
And it would be even worse for me, personally; for I had
been project supervisor in Trinco Deep.

Don’t call me a diver, please; I hate the name. I'm a deep-
sea engineer, and I use diving gear about as often as an air-
nun uses a parachute. Most of my work is done with TV and
remote-controlled robots; when I do have to go down myself,
I'm inside a minisub with external manipulators. We call it a
lobster because of its claws; the standard model works down
to 5000 feet, but there are special versions that will operate
at the bottom of the Marianas Trench. I've never been there
myself, but will be glad to quote terms if you're interested.
At a rough estimate, it will cost you a dollar a foot plus a
thousand an hour on the job itself.

I realized that the Russians meant business when Goncharov
said that a jet was waiting at (continued on page 108)
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rrRERON HAD pEVOTED his life and the %ﬁ

guile of his dishonest mind to becominyg
the richest man in Langres and one of
the richest in France. Nothing was too
wicked or treacherous for him, if he
could thereby gain a few francs. And so
great was his stinginess that when a
woman agreed to bed with him—for
nioney, as none would for pleasure—he
would try to cheat her of her wages. For
Iréron merely lusted after women; until
he met Danaé, he loved only gold.

Danaé was as beautiful as her name-
sake of pagan legend, for whom mighty
Zeus forsook the goddesses of Olympus
that he might, descending in a shower of
gold, partake of the delights of the mor-
tal damsel’s bed. From the moment
Iréron beheld the second Danaé, he
loved her. Yet she scorned him. The
maiden had sworn not to lose her head
and her heart, except to a lover resem-
blant of Zeus.

And Fréron, advancing in age, with
an ugly face and a scrawny body, was
most unlike the pagan god.

IF'or months, the miser tormented him-
self about this dissimilarity. Suddenly his
despair gave way to hope: The slyness
that had enabled him to cheat so many
men of their reasures now showed him
how to cheat the maiden of hers. Secret-
ly he fashioned a golden helmet, a mask
of gold mail and an artfully padded suit
of cloth of gold; on each was affixed the
golden lightning bolt of Zeus. Thus at-
tired, the miser admired his reflection
and, assured that his appearance was
now indeed that of a god, again de-
scended to find pleasure among the
daughters of men. In this spurious glory,
Fréron climbed one night to the balcony
of Danaé’s chamber.

He beheld her reclining on her couch.
Overwhelmed by this spectacle, he drank
in the sight as the very draught in-
creased his thirse. Driven by the need to
slake that thirst, he burst into the cham-
ber. As she tuwrned in fright, he ad-
dressed her thunderously: “Do vou not
recognize me, O incarnation of my an-
cient love? As you have returned to
carth, so have I returned to you!”

He observed the alarm fude from her
face, to be replaced by—surelv—a look
ol recognition! Certain his ruse had
succecded, Frévon, inflamed with desire,
restrained himself no more.

Danaé welcomed him. Indeed, when
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her gown hampered the passage of his
kisses from the softness of her throat to
still greater softnesses, her hands rent
the fabric and guided him. Finally—re-
luctantly, for even his eves were feasting
on her beauty—Fréron moved to ex-
tinguish the candles, that he might with-
out fear of discovery make his victory
complete.

Now, for the first time, she demurred.
Fearing lest his success become defeat,
he begged to know her reason. She
sobbed that he loved her less than he
had when first they had loved. His feel-
ings gave weight to his denials: Truly he
could conccive of no one lovelier than
she ar that moment. Sull, though she did
not force him away, she did not believe.
For, she reminded him, he had come to
her once truly as a god, in a shower of
gold: now he came to her merely gilded.

Begging her to wait but a few mo-
ments, he promised to return in a way
appropriate to the tribute he would pay
her beauty. Quitting her, he ran home
to empty his treasure chests into two
greac leather sacks. Staggering under the
weight, he returned to Duanaé,

She lay still as he had left her, her eves
closed, her torn gown [raming her
charms. He bent to kiss her; doing so, he
forgot his once-cherished burden. But
she did not forget. As lhis lips moved
from hers, she murmured, “And now
com¢ to me as you came to me then, O
Zeus.”

Sighing, Fréron arose. Pouring weas-
ure upon her, he watched somewhar
reluctantly as the shining metal con-
cealed the white body, until only two
peiks of loveliness rose above the gold.
He dropped the empty sacks and bent
cagerly toward her.

Now her languor gave way to anger.
“What? Would vou desecrate the love-
making of a god by playing at the fecble
caresses of a mere mortal? Having taken
me thus, could you stoop to taking my
bocy?" Heedless of his protests, she
leaped from the couch. Fle sought by
word and embrace to win her to his
need, but she remained as unyielding as
the gold pieces.

Ie could find no solution. To remain
a god was to lose her; to reveal himself a
man would be disastrous. Thus, defeated
by his own craftiness, the miser depart-
ed, having lost both his coin and his
conquest.

—Translated by S. B. Abelson ﬂ
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Playmates ‘Revisited - 1900

playboy encores its seventh year’s gatefold girls

THE SEVENTH YEAR IN PLAYBOY's reprise of Playmates past (to be climaxed in December by a Readers’
Choice pictorial portraying the all-time top ten) might aptly be called the Year of the Bunny: A fully
rounded half dozen of our Playmates preceded or succeeded their 1960 photo chores with stints in
the newly opened Chicago Playboy Club (sce The Bunnies of Chicago, page 104). The roster includes
Kathy Douglas (October), Joni Mattis (November)—both of whom went on to successful New York
modeling carcers—Susie Scott (February) and Linda Gamble (April), who was subsequently chosen
1960's Playmate of the Year. June Playmate Delores Wells Bunny-hopped from the Chicago Club to a
Hollywood film career, while shapely Teddi Smith (July) beautified the Chicago and New Orleans
hutches before becoming a rLAYBOY receptionist and [requently photographed model for the maga-
zine: Her most notable assignment was the striking October 1963 cover (one of five appearances in
that issue) in which she posed an naturel behind a steamy shower glass. Most talented of 1960's Play-
mates is Stella Stevens (January), whose flourishing film carcer—she has appeared with such stars as
Bing Crosby, Jerry Lewis and Glenn Ford—has made her one of our most famous Playmates. 1f your
mind, is made up already, send your top-ten list to PLAYBOY now. Any Playmate who has appeared
from December 1953 through December 1968 qualifies for inclusion in our year-end Readers” Choice.
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JONI MATTIS, November 1960 SALLY SARELL, March 1960




DELORES WELLS, June 1960 KATHY DOUGLAS, October 1960

ol

GINGER YOUNG, May 1960




LINDA GAMBLE, April 1960 CAROL EDEN, December 1960

SpS———

ELAINE PAUL, August 1960 SUSIE SCOTT, February 1960




ANN DAVIS, September 1960

STELLA STEVENS, January 1960
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SHINING ONES

Zurich, and could I be at the airport
within two hours?

“Look,” I said. “I can't do a thing
without equipment—ind the gear need-
ed even for an inspection weighs tons.
Besides, it's all at Spezia.”

“I know,” Mikhail answered implac
ably. “We'll have another jet transport
there. Cable from Ceylon as soon as you
know what vou want: it will be on the
site within twelve hours. But please don't
talk to anyone about this; we prefer to
keep our problems to ourselves.”

I agreed with this, for it was my prob-
lem, too. As I left the office, Mikhail
pointed to the wall calendar, said “Three
weeks” and ran his fnger across his
throat. And 1 knew he wasn’t thinking
ol lis neck.

Two hours later 1 was climbing over
the Alps, saying goodbye to the family
by radio and wondering why. like every
other sensible Swiss, I hadn’t become a
banker or gone into the watch business.
It was all the fault of the Piccards and
Hannes Keller, T told myself moodily;
why did they have to start this deep-sea
uradition, in Switzerland of all countries?
Then 1 settled down to sleep. knowing
that 1 would have little enough in the
divs to come.

We landed at Trincomalee just after
dawn, and the huge, complex harbor—
whose geography I've never quite mas
tered—was a maze ol capes, islands,
interconnecting  waterways and  basins
lavge enough to hold all the navies of
the world. T could see the big white
control building, in a somewhat flam-
bovant architectural style, on a headland
overlooking the Indian Occan. The sit-
ing was pure propaganda—though of
course if I'd been Russian I'd have called
it public relations.

Not that I really blamed my clients;
they had good reason to be proud of
this, the most ambitious attempt yet
made to harness the thermal energy of
the sea. It was not the first attempt;
there had been an unsuccessful one by
the French scientist Georges Claude in
the 1930s and a much bigger one at
Abidjan, on the west coast of Africa, in
the 1950s.

All these projects depended on the
same swrprising fact—that even in the
tropics the sea a mile down is almost at
freezing point. Where billions ol tons
of water are concerned, this temperature
difference represents a colossal amount
ol cnergy and a fine challenge to the
cngineers of powerstarved countries.

Claude and his successors had tried to
tap this energy with low-pressure steam
cngines: the Russians had used a much
simpler and more direct method. For
over a hundred years it had been known
that electric currents flow in many ma-
terials if one end is heated and the other

(continued from page 100)

cooled; and ever since the 1940s Russian
scientists had been working to put this
“thermoelectric” ellect 1o practical use.
Their earliest devices had not been very
cfficient—though good enough to power
thousands of radios by the heat of kero-
sene lamps—but in 1974 they had made
a big, and stull secret, break-through.
Though 1 fixed the power elements at
the cold end of the systemn, T never really
saw them; they were completely hidden
in anticorrosive covering. All I know is
that they formed a big grid like lots
of old-fashioned steam radiators bolted
wogether.

I recognized most of the faces in the
little crowd waiting on the Trinco air-
strip: [riends or enemies, they all seemed
glad to see me—especially Chief En-
gineer Shapiro.

“Well, Lev,” I said, as we drove off in
the station wagon, “what’s the trouble:"

“We don’t know,” he said frankly.
“It’s your job to find out—and to put
it right.”

“Well, what happened?”

“Everything worked perfectly up to
the [ull-power tests,”” Shapiro answered.
“Output was within five percent of
estimate until 01.34 Tuesday morning.”
He grimaced: obviously thar time was
engraved on his heart. “Then the voltage
started to fluctuate violently, so we cut
the load and watched the meters. [
thought that some idiot of a skipper had
hooked the cables—vou know the trou-
ble we've taken to avoid that happen-
ing—so we switched on the searchlights
and looked out to sca. There wasn't a
ship in sight; anyway, who would have
wied to anchor just outside harbor on
a clear, calm night?

“There was nothing we could do ex-
cept watch the instruments and keep
testing; I'll show you all the graphs
when we get to the office. After four min-
utes everything went open circuit. We
can locate the break exactly, ol course
—and it's in the deepest part, right at
the grid. Tt would be there, and not at
this end of the system.,” he added
gloomily, pointing out of the window.,

We were just driving past the solar
pond—the equivalent of the boiler in
a conventional heat engine. This was an
idea that the Russians had borrowed
from the Israelis; it was simply a shal-
low lake, blackened at the bottom, hold-
ing a concentrated solution of brine. It
acts as a very cfhcient heat wrap, and
the sun’'s ravs bring the liquid up to
almost 200 degrees Fahrenheit. Sub-
merged in it were the “hot™ grids of the
thermoelectric system, every inch of two
fathoms down. Massive cables connected
them to my department, 150 degrees
colder and 3000 feet lower, in the under-
sea canvon that comes to the very en-
trance of Trinco harbor.

“I suppose vou checked for earth-
quakes®” I asked, not very hopefully.

“Of course. There was nothing on the
seismograph.”

*“What about whales? 1 warned you
that they might give wouble.”

More than a vear before, when the
main conductors were being run out to
sea, 1'd told the engineers about the
drowned sperm whale found entangled
in a telegraph cable half a mile down
off South America. About a dozen simi-

lar cases are known—but ours, it
secemed, was not one of them.
“That was the second thing we

thought of,” answered Shapiro. “We
got on to the fisheries department. the
navy and the air force. No whales any-
where along the coast.”

It was at that point that 1 stopped
theorizing, because I overheard some-
thing that made me a litle uncom-
fortable. Like all Swiss, I'm good at
languages, and have picked up a fair
amount of Russian. There was no need
to be much ol a linguist, however, to
recognize the word “sabotash.”

It was spoken by Dimitri Karpukhin,
the political advisor on the project. I
didn't like him, nor did the engineers,
who sometimes went out of their way to
be rude to him. One of the old-style
Communistis who had never  quite
escaped from the shadow of Stalin, he
was suspicious of evervthing outside the
Soviet Union, and most of the things
inside it. Sabotage was just the explana-
tion that would appeal to him.

There were. ol course, a great many
people who would not be exactly broken-
hearted if the Trinco power project
[ailed. Politically. the prestige of the
U.5. 5. R was committed: economically,
billions were involved, for if hydrother-
mal plants proved a success they might
compete with oil, coal, water power and,
especially, nuclear energy.

Yet 1 could not really believe in
sabotage; alter all, the Cold War was
over. It was just possible that somcone
had made a clumsy attempt 1o grab a
sample of the grid. bur even this scemed
unlikely. I could count on my fingers
the number ol people in the world who
could tackle such a job—and half of
them were on my payroll.

The underwater TV camera arrived
that same evening. and. working all
through the night we had cimeras,
monitors and two kilometers of coaxial
cable loaded aboard a launch by morn-
mg. As we pulled out of the harbor, I
thought I saw a familiar figure standing
on the jewy, but it was too far away to
be certain and 1 had other things on my
mind. Il you must know, I am not a
good sailor; I am only really happy
underneath the sea.

We took a careful fix on the Round
Island lighthouse and stationed our-
selves directly above the grid. The self-
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“Well, I guess it just goes to prove that not
all God’s children got rhythm.”




propelled camera, looking like a midget
bathyscaphe, went over the side; as we
watched the monitors, we went with it
in spirit.

The water was extremely clear and
extremely empty, but as we neared the
bottom there were a [ew signs of life.
A small shark came and stared at us,
then a pulsating blob of jelly went
drifting by, followed by a thing like a
big spider with hundreds of hairy legs,
tangling and twisting together. At last
the sloping canyon wall swam into view;
we were right on target, for there were
the thick cables running down into the
depths, just as I had seen them when
I made the final check of the installa-
tion six months before.

1 turned on the low-powered jets and
let the camera drift down the power
cables. They seemed in perfect condition,
still firmly anchored by the pitons we
had driven into the rock. It was not
until I came to the grid itself that there
was any sign of trouble.

Have you ever scen the radiator
grille of a car after it’s run into a
lamppostz Well, one section of the grid
looked very much like that. Something
had battered it in, as if a gargantuan
madman had gone to work on it with
a sledge hammer.

There were gasps of astonishment and
anger {from the people looking over my
shoulder. 1 heard “sabotash”™ muttered
again, and for the first time began to
take it seriously. The only other ex-
planation that made sense was a falling
boulder, but the slopes of the canyon
had been carefully checked against this
very possibility.

Whatever the cause, the damaged
grid had to be replaced. That could not
be done until my lobster—all 20 tons of
it—was flown out from the Spezia
dockyard where it was kept between
jobs.

“Well,” said Shapiro, when T had
finished my visual inspection and photo-
graphed the sorry spectacle on  the
screen, “how long will it take?”

I refused to commit mysell. The first
thing I ever learned in the underwater
business is that no job turns out as you
expect. Cost and time estimates can
never be firm, because it's not until you're
at least halfway through a contract that
you know exactly what you're up against.

My private guess was three days. So 1
said:  “If  everything goes well, it
shouldn’t take more than a week.™

Shapiro groaned. “Cant you do it
quicker?”

“I won't tempt fate by making rash
promises. Anyway, that still gives you
two weeks before your deadline.”

He had to be content with that,
though he kept nagging at me all the
wiay back into harbor. When we got
there, he had something else to think
about.

“Morning, Joe,” I said to the man
who was still waiting patiently on the
jetty. “I thought I recognized you on
the way out. What are you doing here?”

“I was going to ask you the same ques-
tion.”

“You'd better speak to my boss. Chiel
Engincer Shapiro—meet Joe Watkins,
science correspondent of Time maga-
zine.”

Lev's response was not exactly cordial.
Normally, there was nothing he liked
better than talking to newsmen, who
arrived at the rate of about one a week.
Now, as the target date approached, they
would be flying in [rom all directions.
Including. of course, from Russia: and
at the present moment Tass would be
just as unwelcome as Time.

It was amusing to see how Karpukhin
took charge of the situation. From that
moment, Joe had permanently attached
to him as guide, philosopher and drink-
ing companion a smooth voung public-
relations type named Sergei Markov.
Despite all Joe's efforts, the two were
inseparable. In the middle of the after-
noon, weary after a long conference in
Shapiro's office, I caught up with them
for a belated lunch at the government
resthouse.,

“What's going on here, Klaus?” Joe
asked pathetically. “I smell trouble, but
no one will admit anything.”

I toyed with my curry, trying to
separate the bits that were sale from
those that would take off the top of
my head.

“You can’t expect me to discuss a
client’s affairs,” I answered.

“You were talkative enough.” Joe
reminded me, “when you were doing the
survey for the Gibraltar Dam.”

“Well, yes,” I admitted. “And T ap-
preciate the write-up you gave me. But

this time there are wtrade secrets in-
volved. I'm—ah—making some last-
minute adjustments to improve the

clficiency of the system.”

And that, of course, was the truth; for
I was indeed hoping to raise the effici-
ency of the system from its present value
of exactly zero.

“Hmm,"” said Joe sarcastically. “Thank
you very much.”

“Anyway,” I said, trving to head him
off, “what's your latest crackbrained
theory?”

For a highly competent science writer,
Joe has an odd liking for the bizarre
and the improbable. Perhaps it’s a form
of escapism: I happen to know that he
also writes science fiction pseudony-
mously, though this is a secret well
kept from his cmployers. He has a
sneaking fondness for poltergeists and
ESP and f{lying saucers, but lost con-
tinents are his real specialty.

“I am working on a couple of ideas,”
he admitted. “They cropped up when I
was doing the research on this story.”

“Go on,” I said, not daring to look
up from the analysis of my curry.

“The other day I came across a vary
old map—Ptolemy’s, if you're interested
—of Ceylon. It reminded me ol another
old map in my collection, and I turned it
up. There was the same central moun-
tain, the same arrangement of rivers flow
ing to the sea. But this was a map of
Atlantis.”

“Oh, no!" 1 groaned. “Last time we
met, you convinced me that Atlantis was
the western Mediterranean basin.”

Joe gave his engaging grin.

“I could’'ve been wrong, couldn’t I?
Anyway, I have a much more striking
piece of evidence. What's the old na
tional name for Cevlon—and the mod-
ern Singhalese one, for that matter?”

I thought for a second, then exclaimed:
“Why, Lanka, of course. Lanka—Atlan-
tis.” I rolled the names off my tongue.

“Precisely.” said Joe. “But two clues,
however striking, don’t make a full-
Aedged theory: and that’s as far as I've
got at the moment.”

“Too bad,” I said, genuinely disap-
pointed. “And your other projectz”

“This will really make you sit up,”
Joe answered smugly. He reached into
the battered briefcase he always carried
and pulled out a bundle of papers.

“This happened only one hundred and
eighty miles from here and just over a cen
tury ago. The source of my information,
you'll note, is about the best there 1s.”

He handed me a photostat, and 1 saw
that it was a page of the London Times
for July 4, 1874. I started to read without
much enthusiasm, for Joe was alwavs
producing bits of ancient newspapers,
but my apathy did not last long.

Briefly—I'd like to give the whole
thing, but if you want more details your
local library can dial you a facsimile in
ten seconds—the clipping described how
the 150-ton schooner Pearl left Ceylon in
carly May 1874 and then fell becalmed
in the Bay of Bengal. On May 10,
just before nightfall, an incredibly
enormous squid surfaced half a mile
from the schooner, whose captain fool-
ishly opened fire on it with his rifle.

The squid swam straight for the Pearl,
grabbed the masts with its gigantic arms
and pulled the vessel over on her side.
She sank within seconds, taking two ol
her crew with her; the others were res.
cued only because the steamer Strath-
owen was in sight and had witnessed
the incident hersell.

“"Well,” said Joe, when I'd read
through it for the second time, “what
do you think?”

“l don’t believe in sea monsters.”

“The London Times,” Joe answered.
“is not prone to sensational journalism.
And giant squids exist, though the bie-
gest we know about are feeble, flabby

111



PLAYBOY

beasts and don’t weigh more than a ton,
even when they have arms forty feet
long.”

“So? An animal like that couldn’t cap-
size a one-hundred-and-fifty-ton schoon-
Er

“True—but there’s a lot of evidence
that the so-called giant squid is merely
a large squid. There may be decapods
in the sea that really are giants. Why,
only a year after the Pearl incident, a
sperm whale off the coast of Brazil was
seen struggling inside gigantic coils which
finally dragged it down into the sea;
you'll find the incident described in the
IHustrated London News for November
20, 1875. And then, of course, there's
that chapter in Moby Dick . .."”

“What chapter?”

“Why, the one called ‘Squid.‘ We
know that Melville was a very carelul
observer, but here he rcal]y lets himself
#o. He describes a calm day when a great
white mass rose out of the sea ‘like a
snow-slide, new slid from the hills.” And
this happened here in the Indian Ocean,
perhaps a thousand miles south of the
Pearl incident. Weather conditions were
identical, please note.

“What the men of the Pequod saw
floating on the water—I know this pass-
age by hearr, I've studied it so carelully
—was ‘a vast pulpy mass, furlongs in
length and breadth, of a glancing cream-
color . . . innumerable long arms radiat-
ing from its center, and curling and
twisting like a nest of anacondas.” "

“Just a minute,” said Sergei, who had
been listening to all this with rapt at-
tention. “What's a furlong?”

Joe looked slightly embarrassed.

“Actually, it's an eighth of a mile—~
660 feet.” He raised his hand to stop our
incredulous laughter. “Oh, I'm sure Mel-
ville didn’t mean that literally. But here
was a man who met sperm whales every
day, groping for a unit of length to de-
scribe something a lot bigger. So he auto-
matically jumped fhom fathoms to
furlongs. That’s my theory, anyway.”

I pushed away the remaining untouch-
able portions of my curry.

“If you think you've scared me out of
my job,” I said, “vou've failed miserably.
But I promise you this—when I do meet
a giant squid, I'll snip off a tentacle and
bring it back as a souvenir.”

Twenty-four hours later I was out
there in the lobster, sinking slowly down
toward the damaged grid. There was no
way in which the operation could be
kept secret, and Joe was an interested
spectator from a nearby launch. That

vas the Russians’ problem, not mine; 1
had suggested to Shapiro that thev take
him into their conhdence, but this, of
course, was vetoed by Karpukhin's sus-
picious mind. One could almost sce him
thinking: “Just why should an American
reporter turn up at this moment?”—and

112 ignoring the obvious answer that Trin-

comalee was now big news.

There is nothing in the least exciting
or glamorous about deep-water opera-
tions il they're done properly. Excite-
ment means lack ol foresight, and that
means incompetence. The incompetent
do not last long in my business, nor do
those who crave excitement. I went about
my job with all the pent-up emotion of a
plumber dealing with a leaking faucet.

‘The grids had been designed for easy
maintenance, since sooner or later they
would have to be replaced. Luckily, none
of the threads had been damaged and the
securing nuts came oft easily when
gripped with the power wrench. Then I
switched control to the heavy-duty claws
and lifted out the damaged grid without
the slightest difficulty.

It's bad tactics to hurry on an under-
water operation. If you ry to do too
much at once, you are liable to make
mistakes. And if things go smoothly and
you finish in a day a job you said would
take a week, the client feels he hasn't
had his money's worth. Though 1 was
sure 1 could replace the grid that same
afternoon, 1 followed the damaged unit
up to the surface and closed shop for
the day.

The Russians hurried the thermo-
element off for an autopsy, and I spent
the rest of the evening hiding from Joe.
Trinco is a small town, but I managed
to keep out of his way by visiting the
local cinema, where I sat through several
hours of an interminable Tamil movie in
which three successive generations sul-
fered identical domestic crises of mis-
taken identity. drunkenness, desertion,
isanity and death, all in Technicolor
and with the sound wrack turned full up.

The next morning, despite a mild
headache, I was over the site soon after
dawn. (So was Joe, and so was Sergei,
all set for a quiet day's fishing.) I waved
cheerfully to them as I climbed into the
lobster, and the tender’s crane lowered
me over the side. Over the other side,
where Joe couldn’t see it, went the re-
placement grid. A few fathoms down I
lifted it out of the hoist and carried it
to the bottom of Trinco Deep where,
without any trouble, it was installed by
the middle of the afternoon. Before I
surfaced again, the lock nuts had been
sccured, the conductors spot-welded, and
the engineers on shore had completed
their continuity tests. By the time I was
back on deck, the svstem was under load
once more, cvervthing was back to nor-
mal, and even Karpukhin was smiling
—except when he stopped to ask himself
the question that no one had yet been
able to answer.

I stll clung to the falling-boulder
theory, for want of a better one. And I
hoped that the Russians would accept it,
so that we could stop this silly doak-and-
dagger business with Joe.

No such luck, I realized when both

Shapiro and Karpukhin came to see me
with very long faces.

“Klaus,” said Lev, “we want you 1o go
down again.”

“It's your monecy,"
what do you want me to do?

“We've examined the damaged grid,
and there’s a section of the thermoele-
ment missing. Dimitri here thinks that
—someone—has deliberately broken it
off and carried it away.”

“Then they did a damn clumsy job,”
I answered. “I can promise you it wasn't
one of my men.”

It was risky to make such jokes around
Karpukhin, and no one was at all
amused. Not even me; for by this time I
was beginning to think that he might
have something.

The sun was setting when I began my
last dive into Trinco Deep, but the end
of day has no meaning down there. I
fell for 2000 fect with no lights, because
I like to watch the luminous creatures
of the sea as they flash and flicker in the
darkness, sometimes exploding like rock-
ets just outside the observation port.
In this open water there was no danger
of a collision; in any case, I had the
panoramic sonar scan running, and that
would give far better warning than
could my eyes.

At 100 fathoms, I knew that something
was wrong. The bottom wis coming into
view on the vertical sounder, but it was
approaching much too slowly. My rate
of descent was far too low; I could in-
crease it casily enough by flooding an-
other buoyancy tank, but I hesitated to
do so. In my business, anything out ol
the ordinary needs an explanation; three
times I have saved my life by waiting
until T had one.

‘The thermometer gave me the answer.
The temperature outside was five degrees
higher than it should have been, and |
am sorry to say that it took me several
scconds to realize why.

Only a few hundred feet below me, the
repaired grid was now running at full
power, pouring out megawaus of heat as
it tried to equalize the temperature dif
ference between Trinco Deep and the
solar pond up there on land. It wouldn't
succeed, of course; but in the attempt it
wis generating  electricity, and 1 was
being swept upward in the geyser of
warm water that was an incidental by-
product.

When I finally reached the grid, it
was quite difficult to keep the lobster in
position against the upwelling current,
and I began to sweat uncomfortably as
the heat penetrated into the cabin. Being
too hot on the sca bed was a novel ex-
perience; so also was the miragelike
vision caused by the ascending water,
which made my secarchlights dance and
tremble over the rock face I was ex-
ploring.

I replied. “But

.

(continued overleaf)
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SHINING ONES (continued from page 112)

You must picture me, lights ablaze in
that 500-fathom darkness, moving slowly
down the slope of the canyon, which at
this spot was about as steep as the roof
of a house. The missing element—if it
was still around—could not have fallen
very far before coming to rest. 1 would
find it in ten minutes or not at all.

After an hour’s searching T had turned
up several broken light bulbs (it’s aston-
ishing how many get thrown overboard
from ships—the sea beds of the world
are covered with them), an empty beer
bottle (same comment) and a brand-new
boot. That was the last thing I found,
for then I discovered that 1 was no
longer alone.

I never switch off the sonar scan, and
even when I'm not moving I always
glance at the screen about once a minute
to check the general situation. The situ-
ation now was that a large object—at
least the size ol the lobster—was ap-
proaching from the north. When I
spotted it, the range was about 500 feet
and closing slowly. I switched off my
lights, cut the jets I had been running at
low power to hold me in the turbulent
water, and drifted with the current.

Though I was tempted to call Shapiro
and report that I had company, I de-
cided to wait for more information.
There were only three nations with
depth ships that could operate at this
level, and 1 was on excellent terms with

all of them. It would never do to be too
hasty and to get mysell involved in un-
necessary political complications.

Though I felt blind without the sonar,
I did not wish to advertise my presence,
so I reluctantly switched it off and relied
on my eyes. Anyone working at this
depth would have to use lights, and I'd
see them coming long before they could
sce me. So I waited in the hot, silent
littde cabin, straining my eyes into the
darkness, tense and alert but not particu-
larly worried.

First there was a dim glow, at an in-
definite distance. It grew bigger and
brighter, yet refused to shape itself into
any pattern that my mind could recog-
nize. The diffuse glow concentrated into
myriad spots, until it scemed that a
constellation was sailing toward me. So
might the rising star clouds of the galaxy
appear from some world close to the
heart of the Milky Way.

Even then I was not really [rightened.
I could not imagine what was approach-
ing, but I did not believe that any crea-
ture of the sea could touch me inside
six inches of good Swiss armor plate.

The thing was almost upon me, glow-
ing with the light of its own creation,
when it split into two separate clouds.
Slowly they came into focus—not of my
eyes, but of my understanding: and I
knew that beauty and terror were rising
toward me out of the abyss.

“He’s never once finished in the money.”

The terror came first, when I saw that
the approaching beasts were squids, and
all Joe's tales reverberated in my brain.
Then, with a considerable sense of let-
down, I realized that they were only
about 20 feet long—Ilitde larger than the
lobster and a mere fraction of its weight.
They could do me no harm; and quite
apart from that, their indescribable
beauty robbed them of all menace.

This sounds ridiculous, but it is true.
In my travels I have seen most of the
animals of this world, but none to match
the luminous apparitions floating belore
me now. The colored lights that pulsed
and danced along their bodies made
them seem clothed with jewels, never the
same lor two seconds at a time. There
were patches that glowed a brilliant blue,
like flickering mercury arcs, then changed
almost instantly to burning neon red.
The tentacles seemed strings of lnminous
beads trailing through the water—or the
lamps along a superhighway, when you
look down upon it from the air at night.
Barely visible against this background
glow were the enormous eyes, uncannily
human and intelligent, each surrounded
by a diadem of shining pearls.

I am sorry; that is the best I can do.
Ouly the movic camera could do justice
to these living kaleidoscopes. 1 do not
know how long I watched them, so en-
tranced by their luminous beauty that
I had almost forgotten my mission. That
those delicate, whiplash tentacles could
not possibly have broken the grid was
already obvious. Yet the presence of these
creatures here was, to say the least, very
curious, Karpukhin would have called it
suspictous.

I was about to call the surface when
I saw something incredible. It had been
belore my eyes all the time, but 1 had
not realized it until now.

The squids were talking to cach other.

Those glowing, evanescent patterns
were not coming and going at random.
They were as meaningful, 1 was suddenly
sure, as the illuminated signs of Broad-
way or Piccadilly, not the ones that spell
out words, but those that form pictures.
Every few seconds there would be an
image that almost made sense to me, but
vanished before I could interpret it. I
knew, of course, that even the common
octopus shows its emotions with light-
ning-fast color changes—but this was
something of a much higher order. It
was  pictorial—or  pictographic—com-
munication; here were two living elec-
tric signs flashing messages to each other.

When I saw an unmistakable picture
of the lobster, my last doubts vanished.
Though I am no scientist, at that mo-
ment I shared the [eelings of a Newton
or an Einstein at some moment of
revelation.

Then the picture changed, in a most
curious manner. There was the lobster
again, but rather smaller. And there be-



side it, much smaller still, were two pe-
culiar objects. Each consisted of a pair
of black dots surrounded by a pattern
of radiating lines.

I said that we Swiss are good at lan-
guages. However, it required little in-
telligence to deduce that this was a
formalized squid’s-eye view of itself and
that what 1 was seeing was a crude sketch
of the situation. But why the absurdly
small size of the squids?

I had no time to puzzle that out before
there was another change. A third squid
symbol appeared on the living screen—
and this one was enormous, completely
dwarfing the others. The message shone
there in the eternal night for a lew scc-
onds; then the creature bearing it shot
off at incredible speed and left me alone
with its companion.

Now the meaning was all oo obvious.
“My God!" 1 said to myself. “They fecel
they can’t handle me. One of them has
gone o letch Big Brother.”

And of Big Brother's capabilities I
already had better evidence than Joe
Watkins, for all his research and news-
paper clippings.

That was the point, you won't be sur-
priscd to hear, when I decided not to
linger. But before I went, 1 thought I
would try some talking myself,

After hanging there in darkness for so
long. I had forgotten the power of my
lights. They hurt my cyes and must have
been agonizing to the unfortunate squid.
Transfixed by that intolerable glare, its
own illumination utterly quenched, it
lost all its beauty, becoming no more
than a pallid bag of jelly with two black
buttons for eves. For a moment it seemed
paralyzed by the shock: then it darted
after its companion, while I soared up-
ward to a world that could never be the
same again.

“I've found your saboteur,” 1 told
Karpukhin when they opened the hatch
ol the lobster. “If you want to know all
about him, ask Joe Watkins.”

1 let Dimitri sweat over that for a few
seconds while [ enjoyed his expression;
then I gave my shightly edited report. 1
implied—without actually saving so—
that the squids I'd met were powerlul
enough to have done all the damage: and
I said nothing about the conversation
I'd overseen. That would only cause in-
credulity; besides, I wanted time to think
matters over and to tidv up the loose
ends—if 1 could.

Joe has been a great help. though he
still knows no more than the Russians.
He's told me what wonderfully devel-
oped nervous systems squids possess—
and has explained how some of them can
change their appearance in a flash
through what amounts to instantancous
three-color printing, thanks to the extra-
ordinary network of “chromophores”
covering their bodies. Presumably this
evolved for camouflage; but it seems nat-

“Maybe—but would you rather be extinct than pink?”

ural —even inevitible—that it should
have developed into a communication
system.

But there's one thing that worries Joe.

“What were they doing around the
grid?” he keeps asking me plaintively.
“They're cold-blooded  invertebrates.
You'd expect them to dislike heat as
much as they object to light.”

That puzzles Joe; but it doesn't puzzle
me. Indeed, I think it’s the key to the
whole mystery.

Those squids, I'm now certain, ar¢ in
Trinco Deep for the same reason that
there are men at the South Pole or on
the Moon. Pure scientific curiosity has
drawn them from their icy home to in-
vestigate this geyser of hot water welling
from the sides of the canvon. Here is a
strange and inexplicable phenomenon—
possibly one that menaces their way of
life. So they have summoned their giant
cousin (servant? slave?) to bring them a
sample for study. T cannot believe that
they have a hope of understanding it;
alter all, no scientist on earth could have
done so as late as a century ago. But
they are trving, and that is what matters.

Tomorrow, we begin our counter-
measures: 1 go back into Trinco Deep to
fix the great lights which Shapiro hopes
will keep the squids at bay. But how long
will that ruse work il intelligence is
dawning in the deep?

As I dictate this, I'm sitting here below
the ancient battlements of Fort Frederick,
watching the Moon come up over the
Indian Ocean. If everything goes well.
this will scrve as the opening of the hook
that Joe has been badgering me to write.
If it doesn't—then hello, Joe, I'm talk-
ing to you now. Please edit this for pub-
lication in any way you think fit, and my
apologies to you and Lev lor not giving
all the facts before; now you'll under-
stand why.

Whatever happens, please remember
this: "They are beautiful, wonderful crea-
tures: try to come to terms with them if
you can.

- - -
ro: Ministry of Power, Moscow
FroM: Lev Shapiro, Chief Engineer,
Trincomalee Thermoelectric
Power Project

Herewith the complete wranscript
of the tape recording found among
Herr Klaus Muller's effects after his
last dive; we are much imdebted 1o
Mr. Joe Watkins, of Time magazine,
for assistance on several points.

You will recall that Herr Muller's
last intelligible message was directed
to Mr. Watkins and ran as follows:
“Joe! You were right about Melville!
The thing is absolutely gigan—-"
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TERRY SOUTHERN candy man

IN TANDEM WITH STANLEY KUBRICK in Dr. Strangelove and Mason Hoffenberg in the sex-spooly, sweetest-selling
Candy, Terry Southern’s writing has won kudos from film and literary critics here and abroad. His offbeat gen-
ius for fetching far-out belly laughs stems from an irreverent, satiric imagination—perhaps the most potent of
his generation. As a solo satirist, his work has been cqu;l]ly brilliant, but less well known: His comic novels,
Flash and Filigree (1958) and The Magic Christian (1959), received acclaim by hip literati, but were largely
ignored by the press. During the Fifties, he was one of the more poverty-stricken members of the post-World
War 11 literary expeditionary force in Paris, which included William Styron, James Baldwin and Norman Mailer;
his short stories then, such as the classic Red Dirt Marijuana, were only to be found in small literary magazines.
This winter several American and English publishers will reissue editions of all his early work. Though the flavor
and substance of his writing can hardly be called provincial, he was born in Alvarado, Texas, and spent much of his
childhood on a farm. His literary reputation largely derives from a furiously unpuritanical, furiously [unny
attack on old-guard bugaboos and sacred cows. For example, he treats sex and the use of relatively harmless drugs
(such as martjuana) as pleasurable pastimes, the source ol humor—and by extension, joy-—rather than with glum
seriousness. There is an unbridled wildness to his prose—as wild as the pilot’s exultant cry in Dr. Strangelove as
he straddles the plummeting H-bomb. Southern’s satirical skills have recently been applied, with those of director-
producer Tony Richardson (Tom Jones), to the preparation of a filmscript based on Evelyn Waugh's scathingly
witty Hollywood novel, The Loved One. Presently, he's at work—this time solo—on a new novel about a great
movie director who makes an aesthetic film, aptly tided Blue Maovie, in which sexual intercourse is a graphically
displayed theme. For zesty literary and film satire at its best, put yourself in line for some salty Southern exposure.




TOM O’HARA fusiest run in the west

sPINDLY (5’0", 130 pounds), mile-mannered Tom O Hara last
March ran the fastest 5280 feet ever recorded indoors (his
time: 3:56.4). In Ocober, surrounded by the pagodas and
shrines of Tokyo, it will be his charge to carry away the
garlands of victory in the 1500-meter race of the 1964 Olym
pics or consume the hemlock of defeat administered by Peter
Snell, the great New Zealand runner, whom he has never
faced, or by teammate Dyrol Burleson, his most redoubtable
foe in the U.S. But, despiie his formidable opposition,
skinny, pink-haired Thomas Ignatius O'Hara, a 22-year-old
Chicago accountant, is, at this point, generally regarded to
be the fastest middle-distance runner in circulation and the
sport’s finest competitor since Roger Bannister, the original
[our-minute miler. Consequently, he is hopefully expected
to bring to his homeland its first victory in the 1500 since
1908, when Mel Sheppard came home in the rather lethargic
time ol 4:3.2. As a strong-willed will-o-the-wisp, O'Hara's
forte, like that of Man o' War and Arnold Palmer, is his
finishing charge. In early 1963, in New York, he almost ran
up the spine of Jim Beatty, then king of domestic milers, in
the home stretch, encouraging the latter to give up the mile
completely to concentrate on the less competitive two-mile
event. Since then, O'Hara has been on the right wack with
comforting consistency, and his surging 60-yard finishing
sprints have been harder to beat than a hard-boiled eggo. A
mousy, retiring, somewhat dithdent fellow who resembles a
resident bellhop in a somewhat sleazy hotel rather than
a champion miler, O'Hara becomes a man-eater once turned
loose upon cinder or board—and then, off-track he returns
again to his accountant’s world of checks and balances. Thus
our Olympic hopes in the 1500 this year are based mainly
upon paradoxical fledgling accountant O'Hara's unerring
ability to muke new entries in the record book of track.

E. WILLIAM HENRY ncwo waves

crITics of THE broadcasting industry have found a vocal
champion in the Ivy League personage of E. (for Emil)
William Henry, 35, clean-cut young chairman of the Federal
Communications Commission. Shortly after succeeding tough-
minded Newton (“Vast Wasteland”) Minow, Henry active-
lv took up the cause of lewer commercials, thus continuing
the tradition that the FCC control booth should control.
A nation of televiewers has applauded Henry's pleas, but
Congress and the broadcasters remain seated on their hands.
Undaunted, Henry has kept up the fight, confident that il
the broadcasters don’t soon shape up, the public will ask
him to do the job for them. Although a Yale man (and once
an announcer for Yale’s WYBC), Henry was one of the
young hands who helped mold the Harvard-heavy New
Frontier. As a youthful lawyer in early 1960, he happened
to meet another promising young attorney, Robert Kennedy,
at a Bar Association mecting in Washington; with charac-
tevistic Kennedy decisiveness, Henry was soon serving as
Kennedy campaign liaison with minority groups. After
J-F.K.'s election—in which minority groups played a deci-
sive l‘()le—chry returned to his ;\Icmphis Law practice, only
to be recalled to Washington for a seven-year appointment
to the FCC; within a year he was named its chairman. Broad-
casters who expected him 1o relax the suff policies of Minow’s
administration soon found the FCC hard line firmer than
ever. Henry is less a newsmaker than his predecessor, more a
worker; he is genuinely interested in improving broadcast
offerings, and broadcasters and listeners agree that his actions
over the next iive years—which should see the international-
ization of broadcasting through satellites, as well as the con-
troversial ascendancy of pay TV—will profoundly affect (and
hopefully improve) the entertainment of America’s millions.
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SMOKING

bread-crumb mixture and season with
salt and pepper. Crack each lobster
claw with heel of knife. Brush exposed
flesh of lobster tail with oil and sprinkle
with salt and pepper. Place lobsters in
hinged wire broiler rack. Drain hickory
Hakes and scatter over coals. Broil lob-
ster, flesh side down, 5 minutes, no long-
er. Remove from fire and from wire
rack. Fill the hollow of each lobster in
back of head with bread-crumb mixture,
Sprinkle hlling with paprika. Return
lobsters to fire, flesh side up. Lobsters
need not be placed in broiler rack at this
point but may rest directly on grill
above coals. Broil 15 minutes. If there is
a cool wind, a piece ol aluminum foil
may be placed on top of lobsters, but
foil should not be fitted tightly over
stove, or heat circulation will be im-
pared. Skim top ol melted butter. Care-

(continued from page 8%)

fully pour butter, separating clear Liquid
from solids. Serve lobster very hot with
drawn butter and lemon wedges.

KIPPERED SALMON QUICHE
(Six appetizer portions)

9-in. unbaked pie shell

6 oss. kippered salmon

3 ozs. smoked gruyére cheese

1 cup milk

1 cup heavy cream

2 cggs, heaten

1 small onion

14 teaspoon salt

14 teaspoon white pepper

Use prepared unbaked pie shell, now
obtainable at many bakery counters.
Preheat oven at 450°. Fit pie shell into
pie plate; pierce bottom and sides at 1-
in. intervals with fork, then bake [or 10

“Must you breathe down my neck?!”

minutes, no longer. Remove from oven.
Reduce oven heat 1o 350°. While pie is
baking, cut away any hard ends or sur-
face of salmon. Cut salmon into Lj-in.
dice or break into flakes. Cut cheese into
very small dice or slivers. Heat milk and
cream in saucepan over a moderate
flame until bubbles appear around edge
of saucepan. Do not boil. Slowly pour
milk into eggs, beating well. Grate onion
into milk mixture. Add salt and pepper.
Place salmon and cheese in pie shell.
Place pie shell on oven rack. Pour milk
mixture from teapot or saucepan into
pie shell, avoiding spillage. Do not
overfill. Bake 20 minutes or until top of
quiche is firm when lightly touched.
Serve warm as appetizer. Quiche may be
baked betorchand and then returned 1o
a moderate oven for rcheating a few
minutes just before serving.

COLD SMOKED TURKEY PLATTER
(Serves four)

12 ozs. thinly sliced smoked turkey

1 bunch broceoli

V4 cup olive oil

2 1ablespoons white wine vinegar

1 tablespoon brandy

1 wblespoon heavy cream

I teaspoon Dijon mustard

Salt, pepper

6 ozs. fine egg noodles

15 cup mayonnaise

14 cup sour cream

V5 teaspoon cwrry powder

14, teaspoon horseridish

Wash broccoli well. Cut off lower parts
of stems, leaving about 3 in. of stem
with flowerets. Cut stems lengthwise
into three or four pieces, leaving flow-
crets intact. Cook broceoli in 1 in. salted
water in a wide saucepan or Dutch oven
fitted with tight lid, until broccoli is just
barely tender. Avoid overcooking. Lift
broceoli carefully from water, and chill
in a shallow dish in refrigerator. Mix oil,
vinegar, brandy, cream, mustard and 14
teaspoon each of sale and pepper. Pour
over broccoli. Let broccoli marinate in
dressing two or three hours before serv-
ing. Turn broceoli, to marinate on all
sides. Cook noodles until tender in boil-
ing salted water. Drain; wash under cold
water and drain well again. In a mixing
bowl combine mayonnaise, sour cream,
curry powder and horseradish. Add noo-
dles and toss well with fork. Plice broc-
coli in center of platter. On one side of
broccoli and slightly covering it, place
overlapping slices of turkey. Place noo-
dles on other side of broccoli.

With the above offerings for summer-
time culinary incentive, we're confident
that an increasing number of the comes-
tible cognoscenti will be smoking more
and enjoying it more.



MOOR’'S TALE

(continued from page 80)
quick peek at me in my birthday suit
when she went by.

It was right when two Vivaldi horns
were fighting it out for first place, and
the record got stuck. 1 felt myself get
warm-blooded. Eva got burned up when
what happened happened, but I'm a
natural man and got nawural reactions.
All Eva could do was tap her paintbrush
on the tea table till the maid went and
changed the record and went out and I
went back to normal again.

Nights Eva went to the opera or an-
tique stores where she got hersell good
and pinched by “degenerate Italians.”
I stayed home. I stayed up in my bell-
tower bedroom with an actual big bell
in the center—which was rung, Eva
claimed, the day some guy named Savo-
narola got burned up in the old square.
You had to walk all around that bell to
get anywhere up there, and it took up a
helluva lot of space, but it was historical
so it had to stay. But I was comfortable
up in that tower where I had me, pri-
vate, my own little bird's nest at the top
end of a turn-around stair ladder. The
bell used to sound out of a hole in the
roof, but that was glassed in with a sky-
light, now, to keep you from getting
rained on. Just me and my little army-
cot bed up there, strumming guitar,
looking through the sky window at the
stars. Big bell and water pitcher for
company.

Then, the night of that same day when
my reactions showed, and got noticed,
Lva got in late from the opera and
changed her tune. Sang up to me in my
bell tower, wouldn’t 1 like to join her
for Cinzano and crackers? So I went
down.

It was i her bedroom and her bed-
room was different designed from mine,
by a long sight. Checkerboard floor and
rugs on the walls and a tent top hung
over her bed, with tassels. She was wear-
ing a nightdress thin as kitchen curtains
like those ladies wore in that picture
she painted. Right off the bat she told
me she was married, which surprised me
—I never had the least idea of it or saw
her wear a ring. He was Italian.

“He's in Rome, thank God,” drinking
her drink, “in the Mafia where he came
from, or in jail where he belongs.”

Glasses had stems as long as cigarette
holders and I had to be careful not to
break mine.

“He was a great coward . . . his idea
of art was a collection of movie-star pho-
tographs . . . stole change out of my
handbag, you know . . . I've seen him
pick his nose when he thought I wasn’t
watching.”

The more she told the less I gave a

damn. I've knew too many like him and
I was probably some like him myself. If
ever I met up with him anywhere we
would've been friends. Then later she
claimed his family was nobility—and so
was hers—and he was practically a
prince, but a degenerate one. So I never
got the whole straight of it, bastard or
prince, rat or royalty.

Two drinks and she was calling me
her Othello and said to call her Desde-
mona. Then she put the lights out and
the Vivaldi on.

After that T got called down to bed
regular, but only opera nights. Eva was
all clockwork when it came to bed. She
had everything all organized her way,
laid out like her garden, and she made
up the regulations. About as much sur-
prise to her as a calendar. But I was bet-
ter off, I guess, than going to bed every
night with a bell.

At first T was halfway afraid what
would happen if her old man showed up
some opera night. But I soon enough got
to where T knew he wasn’t ever coming
back. My time I spent in Eva's fancy
four-poster under that velvety awning
with her coat of arms embroidered on it,
I learned all about Eva and at the same
time how 1t was her man took off like he
did. Take more'n a coat of anybody's
arms to keep a man steady in that lady’s
bed.

I got tired of the whole routine, natu-
rally, just like her husband did that ran
off. That’s a repetitious song to sing,
that cradle song. Eva wasn't no Desde-
mona and me Othello. About the only
really pretty thing she did nights was
take her hair down out of that braid and
spread it out. And I was right next door
to being a kept man, all the time telling
mysell I was posing for art, 1o keep my
respect up. My guitar music was getting
no place, and me, too. Another thing,
that cute little teatime maid was work-
ing under my fingernails, getting to be a
deep-down itch I couldn’t scratch out to
save my soul.

Things finally at last came to a kind
of a closing note one night when Eva
went off to Il Trovatore in her usual op-
era-night horse taxi. I never did get in-
vited to go with her to the opera when
she went—I never did see an opera, and
I've never rode in a horse curiage ei-
ther, but that was her way. She made her
gold braid up into a caown and wrapped
herself up in a red cape, carrying her
special  silver-handle  pockethook and
mother-pearl spyglasses for style. She
swished by me at the doorstep like I was
Cinderella or I was supposed to kiss her
hand goodbye or something, but I never
did.

That was the night, Il Trovalore
night, when there was an electric storm
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come up all of a sudden. Terrific rain,
and the garden like to got washed down
some sewer and the lights all went out
all over the villa. My sweet maid
climbed up that twisty iron ladder to
bring me some candles, carrying one lit
one herself. She looked awful lovely in
candlelight. I didn’t know Italian, but I
had sense enough to talk fast, whatever I
talked, and made up the words as I went
along.

“Gracious per los candles. Como llama
your name?”

She just smiled, happy, and put the
candles in a candleholder.

“You like pizza?” There wasn't no piz-
za, but that's all I could think to say.

She just smiled, but she was listening.

“A rwederct Florencia, Roma next
place,” I made wings to show her I was
leaving Florence, time running out, you
got to make hay in harvest.

She never got it.

I put my head in my hands, folded, to
show sleep, and said, “Esta nolle solo.
Manana finito,” then tried to show my-
self flying out of the skylight, elsewhere,
gone lorever. But she didn’t bite.

I made a Mussolini face and she at
least giggled. I didn't know if it was for
or against. I poured a little water from
the drinking pitcher on the floor and
did a liude shuffling soft shoe in the
puddle. She giggled some more. I ook
her starchy maid hat off of her and put
it on my head and acted like 1 was serv-
ing tea to Eva. She laughed out lond.

Then she quieted down and pointed
to my guitar where it was standing in
the corner on the other side of the bell.
Now I knew I was home. I got all flood-
ed up with confidence when I took up
my music box and strummed out some
introduction chords. She sat down on

“dAs I understand it, there’s a merry-go-round upstairs.”

the bed to listen, just where I wanted
her.

I played to her. I played up a mood
and the rest was rain hitting on the sky-
light. We worked out sign language till
our fingers got tangled together, and you
don’t need words after that.

Naturally, nobody had give a thought
w Il Trovatore. Well, the opera was out
of lights, oo, so the singing show was
off. Next thing 1 knew was Eva, standing
stark blondey white in my doorframe,
before I could think.

Eva dropped her opera glasses, but we
were all three ook by surprise.

Then 1 said, stupid, “She only came
up to teach me some Italian,” or some
dumb thing like that, her clothes scat-
tered all the way under the bell, trailing
from the candles to my pillow—and her
on my pillow with me.

Eva suddenly hissed a little hiss,
backed back, and slammed down out of
my tower, high heels clattering down
that spiral stair ladder.

Never saw a maid move so fast as
Eva's did, popping out ol my bed and
ving to get into her maid suit again.
Quick as a hreman, but not near quick
enough. Because right then was when
the fire bell went off. Eva had got hold
of the bell cord down there someplace
and was pulling the life out of it. Bell
heaved over at us and like to near
knocked the maid flat, but she ducked
under and ducked out, her clothes only
half on, the last sight I ever saw of her.
Me, I hung onto my cot and poked my
guitar fingers in my ears, but that first
gong siruck one o'clock anyway, right
through my skull. Next note put me into
shock, and I tried to climb through the
matwress into China. Bell went right on
ringing thundering doomsday for I don't
know how many tolls after that.

- - -

Monastery monks at Siena were awful
good to me: put me up three nights and
two days, no charge. And they even gave
me chianti wine two times a day, be-
cause I was a civilian. They wanted me
to stay right on and maybe finally be a
monk like them. Since T always sat in the
refectory mealtimes  with my head
cocked to one side, listening, I think
they thought I was hearing holy voices.

But I had to go to the head abbot
monk one day to tell him, in all sincere-
ness—he spoke good English, “I'm a mu-
sic man, awful sensitive to sound.” I
showed him my guitar for evidence. “Ap-
preciate your kindness and the chow and
the bunk . . . but all that ringing of
bells, you know, vespers and matins and
all, well, it's a real torment to my
soul . . . Father, could you please point
me out which way's the way to Rome?”
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Sincerely (continued from page 52)

man, bald, about fifty, I'd say, very gen-
tle and softspoken. Nice fellow. Lives
all alone there. Made me a cup of in-
stant colfee with powdered milk in it
‘Mr. Mullen,” I said, ‘I am a great admir-
er of your books and I want to bring
them to the screen.” He just blinked at
that, as il he could hardly believe it 1
showed him the check. He smiled. He
laughed. Why, I'll bet he's never seen
that much money all in one lump in his
entire life. T showed him the contract.
He read it, and he nodded, and I
whipped out a pen, and he signed it
Then and there. I gave him the check,
put the contract in my pocket, shook his
hand, and left. As simple as that. But
can you see their faces? The Mirisches,
and Seven Arts, and Joe Levine, and
Otto Preminger, and all of them, when
they hear that Ken Grummit bought
both Mullen books for a lousy five Gs?”
“I warn you. Ken,” I said, with a
smile, playing it cool, “T intend to stick
you for a lot more than five Gs.”
Grummit laughed. “That agent of
yours is already putting the squceze on
me. But don’t worry about the money,
Clay. I'll do very well by you. It’s worth
it to me to get the best possible screen
adaptation. The Mullen books deserve
to be dramatized by a firstrate author, a
literary figure comparable in stature to
Blaise Mullen himself. And I mean that
sincerely! For this job, I don’t want
someone who's been grinding out Joian
Crawford pictures for the past thirty
years. Now tell me. Be completely hon-
est. What do you think of the project®”
I heard in my mind—with an echo-
chamber eftect and muted brass playing
occult chords—Marvin Brod’s voice, se-

pulchrally saying, “Don’t blow it, kid.
Don’t blow it” Somehow, I felt that
being “completely honest” to the extent
of admirtting I had never read the Mul-
len books would place me in grave dan-
ger of blowing it. So:

“Ken,” I said, “it’s sensational. And I
mean that sincerely!”

“I'm glad you feel that way, Clay. 1
have a hunch we're going to sce eve to
eve all the way down the line. I'll talk to
Brod this afternoon, and if we can agree
on terms, then I'll expect to see you here
Monday morning bright and early.”

At the risk of blowing it, T felt this
was the time to be clearly understood
about certain small but significant mat-
ters, “That's fine, Ken,” I said, “all ex-
cept the bright and early part. I'm good
for absolutely nothing—not to mention
great writing—until about ten-thirty in
the morning. Before that time, I'm
puffyv-eyed, nasty, uncommunicative, and
thoroughly useless. So, if vou don’t
mind, I'll roll in some time between ten-
thirty and eleven a.ar”

For a fraction of an instant, doubt
hardened Grummit’s eyes. Then he
smiled broadly and said, “Fine. Any way
you work best is fine with me. So I'll say
goodbye to you for now, and I'll huddle
with vour agent, and then if all goes
well, I'll see you Monday morning
bright well, I'll see you Monday
morning.”

We shook hands and T left.

There was a pay phone in the lobby. I
slipped a dime into it and dialed a num-
ber. “He's on the hook, Marv. Reel him
A

Monday morning, T awoke preciscly at
8:15, took my time over breaklast, show-

ered and shaved indulgently with an ex-
cess of lotions and talcums, and spent
the better part of ten minutes choosing
my clothes. Then I drove, at a leisurely
speed and by the most circuitous route I
could think of. to the studio. It was only
10:15 when I reached the parking lot, so
I sat in the car and read the paper until
10:30, at which time I got out and
shufiled casually into Grummit's office.

“Clay!” boomed Grummit. “It’s good
to see you! All ready to dive right in?”

“All ready,” said I with a cheery smile.

“I'll show you your office.” He did. It
was sunny, commodious, cool, and con-
tained—in addition to desk and type
writer—several  heavily  upholstered
chairs, end tables, lamps and a couch.
“To your liking?” he asked.

“It will do very nicely.”

“Fine! Now, what would you say is
the first order of business?”

“This week, Ken,” I said easily, “I
think I should do nothing more than
read the two books.”

“Oh.”

I quickly added, “It’s been years, you
know. 1 barely remember them. And I
think they deserve a very close rereading
and careful study, don’t you?”

Grummit perked up. “Definitely. I'll
order some copies right away and you
can get down to work as soon as they
come in. Next week, I suppose you'll
start in on the treatment?”

“Yes, although 1 think most of next
week should be spent in meetings be-
tween us, don’t your I want to have
the benefit of your thinking on the
approach.”

GRVies Sy cs P

“And if we have a little time left after
our mectings, I think we should set up
screenings of certain selected flms that
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tie in directly with what we're doing.
Lolita, The Balcony, that sort of thing.
There was even a vather bad French ilm
made of Lady Chalterley’s Lover which 1
think we ought to see, if only as a guide-
post to what to avoid.”

“1 like your thinking, Clay. Very thor-
ough., We'll set up those films for next
week. Bur first things first. Those books.
May I use your phone?”

“Please do.”

Grummit dialed his secretary. “Honey,
call Pickwick’s or Martindale’s and order
some copies of the Mullen books, Have a
special  messenger deliver them here
right away. What? Titesz I don't know

~what are the titles, Horne?”

“Why . . ." (You sece, I had never
heard the titles.)

“Doesn’t  matier, honcy, evervbody
just calls them Mullen One and Mullen
Two. They'll know what vou mean.
Right." He hung up. “Care to have a
cup of colfee in my office while we're
waiting for the books?”

“Great idea.”

In Grummit’s office, the secretary was
waiting for us with a mask of bemuse-
ment and  failure on her face. “Mr.
Grummit, those books. They're not
available.”

“What do you mean,
availabler”

“They're
country.’”

“What? Not even by Putnam?”

“Not even by Grove Press!”

“You mean to say I bought rights to
a couple of books that aren’t even
well, where are they published, then?”

“The bookstore man smid France.”

“Cable France. Specily airmail. Sorry
about this delay, Clay . . . maybe we can

they're not

not published in this

schedule those screenings for this week

instead of next . . ."

“But Mr. Grummi

“Don’t just sit there, honey, send that
cable.”

“It won't do any good, Mr. Grummit.
The bookstore man says the U.S. Cus-
toms would impound them. They're not
allowed in this country.”

“That true, Clayz"

“That’s what I understand, Ken. But
I'm not without certain connections
among the avantgarde. I think I can
scar¢ up some copies. I have a friend
down in Mexico——"

“Good boy. In the meantime, let’s get
a little publicity rolling. We'll announce
the project to the wades and the col-
umns. Honey, take this down—Kenneth
K. Grummit has signed the prominent
novelist, Clavion Horne—that sound OK
to you, Clay:"

“Prominent novelist is just fine,”

“—the prominent novelist, Clayton
Horne, to prepare the screen adapta-
tions of the controversial Blaise Mullen
books, uh, what are the titles again,
honey?”

“I don't know, Mr. Grummit. The
bookstore man wouldn’t tell me.”

“Wouldn't tell you! Why noe?”

“Because I'm a girl, he said. All he'd
tell me was that both books have one-
word titles. And they rhyme with each
other.”

“What kind of nonsense is this! Get
that joker on the phone again. I'll talk
to him.”

“Yes, Mr. Grummit.”

As she dialed, Grummit shook his
head eloquently. “Obstacles. Everywhere
vou turn in this business, Clay, obstacles.
Even a little thing like ordering a couple
ol books.”

“Hold on, please. Mr. Grummit? The
bookstore man.”

Grummit grabbed the phone. “Hello,
this is Kenneth K. Grummit. Do vou
think you could bring vourself to tell
me the titles of those Mullen books?”
Grummit frowned. “What? What's that
you said? Spell that.” There was a pause.
Grummit's voice was quicter: "l see.
Well, what's the title of the second one?”
Grummit visibly paled. “Thank vou.
Thank you very much.”” He returned the
phone to his secretary, who cradled it.

“Clay,” said Grummit, “step in here a
moment, will vou?”" We entered Grum-
mit’s inner office and Grummit closed
the door. “We have a problem, Clay.
Why didn’t you tell me what those books
were cilled?”

“Well,” T lied, anxious not to blow it,
“actually, when I read the books, I bor-
rowed them from an Army buddy, and
they were m pretty bad condition. The
covers were torn off. Also the title pages.
So, to tell you the truth, Ken, I never
knew the titles. Just Mullen One and
Mullen Two, you know, the way they're
referred o in hip circles.” T coughed a
Little, and asked, “Whart are the utles?”

In a near whisper, with illcl'('(lu]ily
and horror stamped on his face, Grum-
mit uttered a single word.

I said, “What?”

Grummit nodded. “And that’s just the
first one. The second one 15 called . . .”
He scribbled a word on a scrap of paper
and crammed it into my hand. I looked
down at it, gulped noisily, and handed it
back to him. He placed it in an ashtray
and burned it.

“1 suppose they have a svmbolic
meaning,” I said. You might say I said it
lamely.

Grummit circled his desk. Hands be-
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“Look —as long as you keep giving these way-out parties,
yow're gonna keep meeting these way-out broads!”

hind his back, he gazed out the window.
At length, he said, “What do we do,
Clay? T mean, Tropic of Cancer, Lolita,
Lady Chatterley’s Lover . . . at least the
titlles are decent.”

“Well. Ken, I should think the ob-
vious solution would be to change the
titles. It's been done often enough
before.”

Grummit shook his head emphatically.
“Not with well-known properties. When
you buy a well-known property like this,
a big part of what you're buving is a
famous title. We call it presold. You cash
in on all the publicity the book has re-
ceived. You simply do not buy Gone
with the Wind and then change the title
to Frankly, Scarlet, I Don’'t Give a
Damn.”

“No,” T said. “No, you don't."” I saw
the job sinking like a torpedoed ship. I
saw, as in  comic strips, S1000  bills
sprouting wings and taking to the air. 1
heard the hollow, ghostly voice of Mar-
vin Brod again, saying, “You blew it,
kid, you blew it . . . What, I asked
mysell, would Marv do in this situation?
Well, Marv would, fust of all, snap his
hngers.

At the crisp sound, Grummit turned
from the window.

“Ken,” T said with soft excitement,
“who knows those damned titles?”

“Hulh?"”

“Did you know them? Did I know

them? Did your secretary know them?”

“NO B ."

“That’s right. No. Which proves they
are nolf famous, presold titles like Gone
with the Wind and Chatterley and
Lolita!™

“I think,” stid Grummit, his eyes
lighting up. “I think I'm beginning to
get your drife . . .7

“Ol course vou are! I’s so simple!
Mullen One and Mullen Two are the ti-
tles evervone knows. They are the titles
that have received all the publicity.”

“So we call the picture | ~ . 7"

“We cll the picture Mullen. It's a no-
torious name, and the books are largely
autobiographical anyway, I understand.
The first hall is Iabeled on the screen
with a big Roman numeral one—" (I
sketched it in the air) “—and there’s an
intermission at the halfway point. The
second half is preceded by the Roman
numeral two . . .” (I sketched again.)

“Clay,” Grummit said reverently after
a moment, “I take my hat off to you.
You have turned defeat into victory. We
have fallen into a tub of sheep-dip and
come up smelling like a rose.”

I shrugged modestly and summoned a
delicate blush,

Grummit glanced at his watch, “It’s
Iunchtime,” he said. “Will vou do me
the honor of being my guest?”

“The honor,” I sad gallantly, “is
mine, sir.”

We watched movies all that week. The
following week, the books having ar-
rived via the good offices of my friend, 1
spent supine on the couch, reading. Late
on the Friday of that second week, hav-
ing by that time made 54000 for doing
precisely nothing. I walked into Grum-
mit's office, the books in my hand.

“Ah.” said Grummit. “All through?”

“All through. But I think you'd better
read them, Ken.”

“Certainly. T fully intend to.” He took
the books, which were bound in green
paper covers, and he winced. “Those ti-
tles,” he said. “How can they print
something like thats”

“This publisher is very emancipated,”
I explained.

“Before I look at them—what's your
candid opinion?”

“Well, Ken, having just finished read-
ing them again, I'd like to let them set-
tle in my mind and sort of marinate
over the weckend, rather than form a
hasty judgment.”

“Good idea.”

“Also, that will give you time to give
them a quick glance, perhaps, so we can
have a common frame of reference.”

“Will do. Have a nice weekend, Clay.”

“Thanks. You. t00.”

I roused my family eawly Saturday
morning and carted them off to the
beach. We staved out all day, because I
wis expecting a call from Grununit, and
I didn't want 10 be near a phone. We re-
turned home just long enough to shower
and clange, at which time the sitter ar-
rived and we beat a quick retreat to din-
ner at Ah Fong’s and a movie. We got
back at midnight to learn that Grummit
had phoned twice. “He said be sure to
phone him as soon as you came in,” the
sitter told me.

I didn’t. But at ten on Sunday morn-
ing, I ok a deep breath and dialed
Grummit's private home number.

“Ken? Clay. I'm sorry I missed your
calls last night, and I got home too late
to return them. Did you get a chance to
look at those books:”

“Did 1! Clay, what kind of books are
theser?”

“How do you mean?"”

“They're positively filthy!!!”

“Well, you knew that, Ken . . .”

“Hell, I thought they were a little racy
like Lolita and Chaiterley and Tropic—
but there isn't a clean line in either one
ol these! They're nothing but Glth from
beginning to end! They make me want
to throw up! And there isn't even a sto-
ry—what is this, some kind of free verse
or something they're written in?”

“I understand Mullen calls it free
prose; a kind of Joycean stream-of-
consciousness——"

“Stream of filthiness is what they are!
I mean. I thought I knew a little some-
thing about life, I'm no kid, and I've
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lived among showbiz people as far back
as I can remember, but this guy has in-
vented some tricks 1 never even heard of
before! Like this stuff right here on the
very first page of the second book, where
the girl—"

“I know the passage you mean, Ken. I
must admit that it was news to me, too.”

“Clav, what are we going to do? How
can Y()l-.l even begin to build a story out
of this mishmash?"”

Don't blow it, I told myself. I took an-
other deep breath. “It won't be easy,
Ken. But it won't be impossible, either.
Buried in all that free prose and raw sex
are characters, people with flesh and
blood on their bones, and in every one
of those characters is a story. It will take
some extracting—and it will be like
pulling teeth, I grant—but, after all,
that's what you've paying mec for, isn't
it?"

Grummit groaned. “But Christ Al-
mighty, at least those other guys were

able to cash in on some [amous presold
characters like Humbert Humbert and
Lolita and Lady Chatterley. but in this
stuff, even the characters’ names are
obscene!”

“We could change them slightly, Ken.
Decontaminate them, just a litile bit.”

“Decontaminate them! How the hell
are  you to decontaminate the
name of the girl?”

“Ah, I'm glad vou brought that up.
That's a perfect example of how we can
pull a slight switch. We could, for exam-
ple, call her Kilty. See?”

“Hmm. That's not bad. It's clean, and
vet everybody in the literary know will
tumble and ger a kick out of what we've
done. Yes, that's good thinking.”

“So you see, Ken, there's no need to
panic.”

“You may be right, Clay. This has
been a [ruitlul conversation. We'll carry
it a bit further bright and earl we'll
discuss it tomorrow.”

We did. We discussed it the next day,
too. We discussed it that whole week, by
which time I was yet another $2000 rich-
er. The following week, I started in on
the treatment, working slowly and care-
[ully, I assure vou.

You know what a treatment is? A bas-
tard form, in an unpublishable (and
olten unreadable) limbo between screen-
play and narrative; a sell job, by which
the writer tries desperately to hook the
interest of the jaded, unimaginative illit-
erates he frequently works for; a synop-
sis before the fact. When you were a kid,
did you ever know a really good movie-
teller? I mean someone who could see a
movie and then tell vou all about it—so
vividly, so selectively, so enthusiastically
that you almost felt you had scen it
vourself? T had a cousin like that. Well,
that’s what a good treatment writer has
to be—not a writer at all, really, a movie-
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teller. Except that he must recount a
movie he's never seen, a movie that
doesn’t exist save on the silver screen of
his mind. It's tough.

My treatment was 200 pages long. Tt
wias a novel in everv way except its use
of the present tense (“He slaps her face™
mstead of “He slapped her face”). It was
about 5 percent Mullen and 95 percent
me. The plot was mine, the dialog was
mine, the style—what there was of it—
was mine; only the characters were Mul-
len’s (and even their names were mine,
most of them, since Mullen’s handles
were censorable by the most liberal of
standards). It was the most taxing
drudgery I've cver been damned with,
and during the course of it I began to
steadily increase my quota of luncheon
martinis, deliberately lunching off the
lot for that purposc.

One alternoon when I was good and
looped, I got angry with Blaise Mullen
and decided to phone and ask him a cer-
tain question. Have you read his books?
No? Among other things, they constitute
a veritable encyclopedia of sexual aber-
rations, all of which are described in
minute clinical detail (and. I must ad-
mit, poetic brilliance)—all, that is, but
one. That one he merely refers to as
The Bulgarian Perversion, and does not
deign to delincate further., When sober,
I had no curiosity about this (after all, 1
couldn’t use it in the treatment), but
alter one of my wer lunches, T always
found his reticence intolerable. So, on
this particular day, I pulled the L. A.
phone book out of my desk and called
him.

I was very polite. I told him who I was
and what I was doing. I expressed admi-
ration for his prose. I half hoped he
would recognize my name and say some-
thing nice about my hooks, but I guess
he Iived in too rarefied a literary atmos-
phere to be aware of my little flyspecks.
Then I asked my question: “Mr. Mul-
len, exactly what is The Bulgarian
Perversion?”

His answer was astonishing: “Words
fail me.”

“Words,” I said, “fail you?”

Abruptly, he asked, "Can you spare an
hour this afternoon?”

“An hour for what?”

“Let me send Lulu
office.”

“Lulu who?"

“A girl 1 occasionally see.”

“Well, I don't know, 1 -

“Lulu is Bulgarian,” he explained.

She sure was. Dark. small, compact. ol-
ive skin writhing with dancer’s muscles,
enormous melons lor breasts, eyes brown
and cold as this iced coffee, a flat, broad,
handsome-if-animal face. In a voice that
would make Tallulah sound like Tweety-
Pie the Canary, she said, upon enter-

Rats to your

126 ing my office 45 minutes later, “You

Mizzder Hor-ren? T Lulu Raztzvetni-
zhiev.” I started to mutter a hello, but
she sternly said, “Not talk.” Then she
locked the door.

My friend, heed the earnest counsel of
a man not much older but a great deal
sadder and wiser than you. Never ask
what The Bulgarian Perversion is. The
knowledge of it, gained at first hand,
will darken your soul yet streak your
hair with silver. Afier she left, I made
out an expense slip which T later handed
in: L. Raztzvetnizhiev, Research: $25.

But I was speaking of the treatment.
Grummit loved it (with a [ew minor res-
ervations). He gave me the green light
and I went ahead with the first-draft
screenplay. Which he also loved (with a
few more minor reservations), and he
gave me the green light into the second-
draft screenplay. He didn't have a few
minor reservations about that one. He
had a great many major reservations—
which just about brings me to the end of
my chronicle, And a good thing, too. I
can’t take much more of this iced coffce.

A o 4

Horne caught the eye of the waitress
and motioned for the check. “This story
has no moral,” he singsonged. “This sto-
ry has no end. This story only goes to
show that very few producers know what
they want until we tell them and some-
times not even then.” He reverted to
straight speech, “I see the question in
your eye: How come Grummit approved
the treatment and the first draft, only to
frown upon the second draft? The man
who will answer that will have delved to
the core of this industry’s riddle, an
achievement 1 cannot boast of. All I
Know is that the second draft had Some-
thing Missing. That elusive, indefinable
Something Missing. T was on that proj-
ect hall a year. Twenty-five weeks. I
took fhfty thousand dollars away from
Grummit—paid off the Feds, kept up the
house payments, got a new car, a new
wardrobe, socked away a little in the
bank, learned about Bulgar Arts &
Crafis—but 1 never roped and tied the
Mullen books 1o Grummit's complete sat-
isfaction. We parted quitc amicably,
though. And, after me, he tried other
writers, good ones, Johnny Sturtevant,
Saul Nathan, the late Bill McGraw,
maybe a few others. I hear he finally got
a script that was filmable.”

Horne signed the check and they
walked toward the commissary’s exit.
His companion asked. “When is he
going to start shooting it?"

“Shooting? You mean
project?”

“Yes, of course.”

“Good Lord, don’t you know the kick-
er to all thisz I thought evervone knew.”

His companion shook his head.

“Well, alier tremendous Sturm und
Drang, Grummit succeeded in getting a

the Mullen

script and announced his starting date,
at which point he reccived a letter. A
very short letter. From Paris. Informing
him that the moment he shot his first
frame of fibm, a squadron of lawyers
would descend upon him and sue his ass
off. You see, Grummit bought the film
rights from Mullen. But they weren't
Mullen's to sell. Mullen’s manuscripts
had been rejected all over the world for
something like ten years, so when this
French publisher offered him a flat sum
for all rights, Mullen grabbed. The pub-
lisher owned the film rights—and still
does—not Mullen.”

“Why won’t the publisher sell>”

“Oh, he will. He wants to. His price is
four muillion, eight hundred thousand
francs. Those crisp mew francs. That's
roughly one million clams of the realm.
Which Grummit is not about to fork
over—not after spending, let’s see, five to
Mullen, fifty to me, say maybe a
hundred and seventy to the other fel-
lows, what’s that come to, around a
quarter of a million bucks? And now
somebody is asking him to add a cool
million to that? Just for story costs? Uh-
uh. Good money after bad? Not a
chance.”

“So the Mullen project——2?"

“Is dead for a ducat, dead. A quarter
of a million ducats, that is. One of our
more expensive corpses. Say, how did I
get started on Grummit, anywiay?"

“T asked you about a job I may have

"

“So you did. Take a job. Grummit's
not a bad guv to work with and his
money is like satin to the touch. What
assignment are you up for? He has so
many irons in the fire . . .”

His companion Irowned. “That's what
worries me. 1 hope he really has the
screen rights to this one. He says he's got
William Buirroughs' Naked Lunch.”

Horne suddenly stopped talking.
“What? That's what I''n doing for him
right now!"

“You mean—you and Grummit—alter
all that——"

Horne was preoccupied, pensive.

. “Sure, sure. He loves me. Par [or the

course. Nothing unusual in that.” Then
e laughed. "So I'm getting the ax
again? How beautiful. How classic. How
right.” He clapped his hand upon the
younger man'’s shoulder. *“Take the job.
Go in. Sce the man. Play it cool. Don’t
blow it. Oh—and you'd better have this,
for when the seas get choppy . . .”

He scribbled something on the inside
of a matchbook and pressed it into his
companion’s hand as he walked off.

“What's this?” i

Clayton Horne was already waving,
on his way into the Writers’ Building.
*“The phone number of a very good re-
scarcher,” he said. “She’s a lulu.”
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summer spectrum

{mm‘gu’d from page 70)
fashions. The cautious, subdued browns,
blacks and grays of other seasons have
been replaced by clean, bright, vibrant
and dynamic shades.

An outstanding example of the big
change to color is found in tailored
sportswear, which this summer boasts
vivid patterns and a broad choice of
cool fabrics. Much of the season’s sports-
wear is, happily, coordinated for you:
I'he colors of jackets are superbly related
to those ol the slacks. Thus, the best
values of each are enhanced and the
guesswork is taken out of mixing and
matching.

An exciting new range of reds, no
longer limited to fre-engine shades,
makes a bold entrance onto the [ashion
scene this summer.

Patterns run the gamut from stripes,
plaids and checks to handsome solids.
The scope of colors, in addition to the
reds, is rich: Some of the best are the
yellows, greens and blues.

To show how inspired the synthetic
scene has become, let’s take a look at what
has happened to summer formalwear.
The dressed-up synthetics are perfect
choices in this area; the versatility of
these fabrics allows them o be worn
under the sun as well as under the stars.
Seersucker, for example, may be seen in
daytime sports jackets and also serves
handsomely in evening formal dinner
Jackets, some of which are tailored with
black satin-faced shawl collars.

The new wash-and-wear [abrics, with
their complex molecular structures, defi-
nitely help suits, jackets and slacks hold
their press and retain their original
shape. Also, whether they're pure or
blended with natural fibers, the problem
of shrinking and stretching has been
completely eliminated.

Other pluses abound as well: Syn-
thetic swim trunks dry rapidly once
youre out of the water. And socks of
man-mide hibers will retain their shape
naturally and will not shrink, thus elimi-
nating sock stretchers. Also, you can be
confident that synthetics will always keep
the fullness of their original color—there
is no fading due to laundering.

Because of their wrinkle-resistant pack-
ability, synthetics are ideally suited for
travel. All yo- nced do after unpacking
is hang them up in a closet overnight
and they look freshly pressed in the
morning. Most spots will wash out of a
synthetic fabric with a damp cloth, and
leave not a trace of a stain nor a wrinkle.

All in all; the new synthetic summer-
wear is now, in addition to its practical-
ity, colorful, correct and cool—and it's
ready to take the simmer out of summer
and take you for a delightfully fashion-
able walk in the sun.
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HOMOGENIZED MIAN

(continued from page 66)

for these institutions to offer scholar-
ships and fellowships on an unprec-
cdented scale,

Now, all this is very necessary—and
very much to the good. But, considering
the wend, it should not be too difficult
for any moderately imaginative person
to visualize a dav when government will
no longer impel, but will compel in-
dividuals to enter certain professions or
carcer fields.

One does not have to be a science-
fiction addict to imagine how this might
be accomplished in a fully programed
society. Somewhere 1n a government
building, an electronic computer whirs,
calculating how many new physicians
the country will require six years hence.
The data obmined is fed into another
machine which promptly spews out
punch cards on which are recorded the
names of the nation’s high school seniors
who made the highest scores on the
medical section ol the Standard Career
Aptitude Test. Within a few days, the
students receive their career-assignment
notices through the zip-coded mails.

That such a system might prevail at
some tume in the future is no longer a
fantasy. It is a distinct possibility. We
have already passed the point of no re-
turn in our race to establish the struc-
tured society.

“But then, we are headed for regimen-
tation!” the reader is quite likely to
protest. Well, we are—and we aren't. I'll
admit that ar hrst glance, the difterence
between a suuctured society and a regi-
mented one may not be o apparent.
But there wre difterences—and very hig
differences, at that. Although I can hard-
ly say that I would be overjoyed by the
prospect of living in either, if forced to
make a choice, 1 would most certainly
take the former.

As defined by common usage, the regi-
mented society is one produced by total-
itarianism and dictatorship. It is created,
operated and controlled by a selfish and
cynical minority using ruthless methods
and totally disregarding the rights, wel-
fare and human dignity of the majority.
in it, the majority exists solely to serve
the ruling minority’s ends and purposes.
To me, at least, the regimented society
implies all the appurtenances
of dictatorship—terror, concentration
camps, firing squads—and the end to all
human dignity.

On the other hand, the structured so-
ciety, as 1 choose to understand it, is one
that evolves with the consent—Dbe it ac-
tive or tacit—of the majority of its mem-
bers. Although it is organized, regulated,
standardized and programed, its goals
are still to provide the greatest good for
the greatest number without using op-

classic

prrssivc MEASUres Agaimst any. And, at
least to these extents. the governing
elements in such a society are benevolent
and altruistic in their intents. They do
not rely on rigged show trials or Nacht
und Nebel decrees to govern.

Stated simply, the regimented society
is the Orwellian mightmare, while the
structured  society 1s the do-good so-
cial theoretician’s dull, monochromatic
dream of utopia. The completely struc-
tured civilization will provide complete
security for its members, quite literally
from womb to tomb. The individual's
needs will be defined, ;mLiL‘ip.’llL‘d and
met—not through his own loresight and
abilities but by government experts
and administrators. They will watch him
—and watch over him. They will classily
him, evaluate his potenuals, assign him
to his tasks, supervise his life, and press
him into the mold they determine to be
the one he fits or should fit. They will, of
course, do these things for his “own
good” and for the “good of society as a
whole."”

Theoretically, at any rate, there will
be very little insecurity or want in this
Erewhonian ants’ nest. The individual
will face few of the anxieties he is liable
to encounter in a freely competitive so-
ciety. His progress through life will be a
measured journey up a neatly structured
ladder. He will go Irom one faceless level
to another, under constant surveillance
by those appointed to guard the rungs.
“A slot lor everyone—and everyone in
his slot,” will be the guiding principle.

It all promises to be rather boring.
Whatever else the structured society may
or may not olfer, it definitely will not
ofter the individual adventure or inspi-
ration—and precious little challenge. He
will plod slowly along in the groove
provided him, knowing full well exactly
what to expect at every siep.

Many forces are at work to bring this
era of the homogenized man ever closer.
Each conwributes its part in preparing
the ground and the conditioning process
which will make the majority accept its
advent without a protesting murmur.

I've already dwelt at some length on
the role plaved by government, which
tends to impress the patterns it has
adopted lor its bureaucratic microcosms
on the social macrocosm. Business, too,
hastens the coming of the suructured so-
ciety—and, as a conceivable consequence,
its own doom—by its ever-increasing
I(?m!(:nry Lo u\cmlg;mizc, o [)I;t(:c more
emphasis on procedural rules than on

production and to show more con
cern over commiitee mectings than
CLSLOMETS.

Many businessmen who complain

most about government's bureaucratic
meddling are lost in bureaucratic laby-
rinths of their own making. Far too
many wallow in organizational charts,
administrative directives and quintupli-



cated memoranda, worrying more about
doing their paperwork than about doing
business.

Labor unions contribute their share
by such attitudes as inflexible insistence
that seniority rather than merit and
clhciency be the yardstick by which eligi-
bility for promotion is measured. Thus,
the time server takes precedence and re-
ceives preference over the toiler.

Schools and colleges do their not-in-
considerable bit by producing overspe-
cialized graduates whose knowledge and
horizons are severely limited. An unfor-
tunately large percentage ol students
leave their schools ready tailored to fit
only the narrowest of grooves.

Individuals help accelerate the wend
toward a programed social and economic
system by their complacent, almost bo-
vine, acceptance of it all. In many in-
stances. they rush pell-mell to conform,
to be the first to enjoy the dubious fruits
they hope to find in the safely structured
nirvana. Vast numbers have already an-
ticipated the dawn of homogenized civi-
lization. but there are still those who
refuse o join the culis of the conform-
ists, status seckers and organization men
which form the super mystique of se-
curity at all costs.

One might well ask what, in an in-
creasingly  standardized society, domi-
nated by standardizing and stultifying
government, the individual can do to
protect himself from becoming a homog-
enized man. In my opimion, there is
much he can do.

In the first place, to be forewarned is
to be forearmed. The man who wants to
be an individualist, call his life his own
and retain considerable freedom of will
and action should be alert to those activ-
ities and courses of action which might
lead him unwittingly into the wap of
standardization. For instance, such com-
paratively simple things as the reading
ol newspapers and listening to the opin-
1ons ol others—all with an open mind
tempered with a bit of healthy skepti-
cism—are a great help.

Then, whenever the individual is con-
fronted with the necessitv of making a
choice—Dbe it in voting, choosing a career
or a job. buying something, or whatever
—ihe question of whether he wants (or
thinks he wants) to do this or that
should not be the only consideration
governing the choice. The individual
must ask himself whether the choice will
crrcumseribe his life or make him more
susceptible to the forces in our society
that tend to standardize people.

The would-be individualist will care-
lully examine his motives for wanting
something and ask himsell whether he is
miking his choice because it is safe, sc-
cure, easy. He will suive to accept or re-
ject so that he will maintain as much
mobility and personal freedom as possi-
ble. He will understand that however
high the price of courage and self-deter-

mination, the rewards are ultimately far
greater in terms of personal satisfaction
than can be obtained by passively per-
mitting himself to be tundled from in-
fancy to decrepitude by governments,
organizations and institutions which
may indeed wish him well, but which
throttle his individualism.

I. for one, am convinced there will al-
ways be those who reject any system that
considers them as numbers, as code holes
in a punch card. Admittedly, the com-
pletely structured society will be heaven
on earth for the meek conformists and
for those who lack imagination, initia-
tive, self-confidence and sell-respect. But
there will alwavs be individualists, and
they will always make their presence
known as they assert their individuality.
Such persons have always existed and
will always exist, never content 1o have
their lives systematized. Whatever the
forces against them, they live their own
Lives and achieve their aims on their own.

I can't honestly say that I think the
over-all outlook is very bright. I believe
that more and more regulation, stand
ardization and uniformity are virtually
inevitable—il for no other reason than
that populations and social and econom-
ic problems have become too complex
to be coped with in any other manner.

There is, however, hope for any per-
son who wants to remain an individual.
He can assert himsell and reluse to con-
form. He'll be on his own, that’s true,
but while he will not have the security
enjoyed by those who do conform, there
will be no limits to what he may achieve.

It shouldn’t be very difficult for any-
onc to resist the temptation to force
himselfl into the pattern of the struc-
tured man. One needs only to remember
that a groove may be sale—but that, as
one wears away at it, the groove becomes
furst a rut, and finally a grave.
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FORD FLAT OUT

(continued from page 58)
aquaplaned. This is a phenomenon
discovered only recently in which a
heavy water film on the road forms itsell
into a wedge of water under the ure and
lifts it completely off the surface, voiding
the steering. Under optimum conditions
it can happen at speeds as low as 55
miles an hour. Before the crashes, how-
ever, it was known that the Ford GT
had an acrodynamic flaw: The rear end
was lifting at very high speed. When the
original design was being  smoothed
down into final form, 76 wind-tunnel
tests were run at the University of Mary-
land, and a radical tendencv for the
front end to come off the ground at rates
over 150 mph was demonstrated. Tech-
nicians corrected this with a spoiler lip
in front. The rear-end lift didn't show
up until the car was on the circuit. A
spotler was then added to the rear deck.

‘That was practice running. The first
competition the GT had was at the
Niirburgring in Germany on May 31.
The 'Ring is a tough circuit: 14.2 miles
to the lap. mising and falling 3000 feet,
carrying 174 bends and corners. It is
very hard on cars and it's perhaps the
most effective of all the world's circuits
mn sorting out drivers, who may find sun-
shine on one side of it and pouring rain
on the other.

With Phil Hill driving, the single

Ford GT car entered at the Niirburgring
last May bettered the old lap record in
posting  the second-fastest qualifying
time. Hill lay second in the early stages
of the race, then dropped back to fourth
when gearbox wtrouble forced him to
hold the car in fourth gear. He wirned
the GT over to Bruce McLaren after 12
laps. It went out of the race on the
15th lap with a broken bolt in the rear
suspension, and the Ferrari team came
on to sweep the day. Tt is an often-told
story in automobile racing: for want
of a nail . . . But the sturdiness and
reliability of the Ford engine, brand-new
to racing, has been surprising and heart-
cning. An Offenhauser won at Indianap-
olis, but Rodger Ward’s Ford-engined
car was sccond, and none of the Fords
put out of the race had mechanical fail-
ure. Jimmy Clark, the present cham-
pion of the world, had what looked like
a tight grip on the lead when a disinte-
grating tire broke up his rear suspen-
sion. Dan Gurney was called in to avoid
what happened to Clark, and Bobby
Marshman, who had also led the race
for a time, ruptured an oil line when he
was momentartly forced off the circuit.
In every case, the engine, which is, after
all. at the heart of the matter, was in
perfect order. It's a safe prediction: 1f
Fords continue to go motor racing,
they’ll do some winning, and probably
a lot of winning.

REeVOLUTION

(continued from page 68)
material affluence in a morally impov-
erished world, helpless to discover any
pursuit that did not end in compromise,
apathy or futility, and thus deprived of
any way to experience their uniqueness,
except through their own flesh. And the
fact that the film could not maintain the
courage of its insight (as, for instance,
La Notte did), and fell back on baldly
morilistic symbols and exaggerations
which denied the dignity of the search,
seems to have l'SCiIIl{!(l il]nlﬂxl cveryone.

The same sort of myopia overcame the
critics of such "unnormal,” sex-dominat-
ed works as Swuddenly Last Summer,
Tropic of Cancer and Lolita, to mention
only the first examples that come to
mind. Their success was attributed to
simple prurience on the part of the au-
dience, and their creation to compli-
cated maladjustments on the part of the
authors, but the possibility that like
need might be calling to like need was
mostly dismissed, and what this indi-
cated about the progress of the so-called
sexual revolution was not discussed at
all.

For, like it or not, we are not quite
ready to admit that there is a growing
restiveness everywhere now concerning
the internal authorities that, while they
do not prevent us from indulging in sex
without guilt, nevertheless compel us to
justify it in any number of nonsexual
ways; there is a growing suspicion that
sex may constitute one of the few re-
maining experiences in which Jung's
process of individuation can still occur;
and there are disturbing signs that the
psychic attritions of our time may have
brought us to the brink of a sexual 1917
at last, as we shall see.

o,

As all totalitarians discover when they
allow themselves to speculate on the dy-
namics of control, the cheapest and most
efhicient way to disarm resistance is to in-
ternalize the censor, to build the Secret
Police into every individual. Once this is
accomplished, the state can, indeed.
“wither away,” as Marx believed it
should and would, because (like the mite
of grace that everyone swallows with the
symbolic body and blood of Christ) the
state will then have been miniaturized,
mass-produced and distributed to all for
Iree, making deviation impossible and
exterior authority unnecessary.

That this internalization of authority
is the ultimate aim ol many psychiatrists,
as well as most Communists, only indi-
cates how complex modern life has be-
come—so complex indeed that there is
less and less room in it for the autono-
mous individual. The establishment of
authority is almost always idealistic in
the beginning, but because it stems from




the assumption that man is basically dis-
ruptive and anarchic when left in
Hobbes™ state of nature, it always ends
up in the most cynical kinds of expedi-
ency. Whether one attempts to control
society in the name of the intellect (as
Marxism does), or whether one attempts
to control the intellect in the name of
the society (as Freudianism does), the
result is mostly the same: a monolith of
layers of control, one series backing up
the other, until the font of resistance,
deep in the psyche, has been reached
and (so goes the squalid little hope any-
way) scaled off. The ingenuity of totali-
tarians in puuing fingers in the dike is
only exceeded by their stubborn refusal
to see that there are only so many fingers
available, and that eventually the under-
ground man, made raw to his human
predicament by these very controls,
breaks through in the form of the
psvchopath or the rebel.

There is probably no better illustra-
uon of this mternalization of authority
than the sexual atiwudes described
above, attitudes which conunue to regu-
late behavior even though the morality
of which they are a result has “withered
awav.” But deep inside man there is
something that “doesn’t love a wall,”
and in an age that is characterized by
walls that cut as deep into consciousness
as they do across continents, that some-
thing is growing ever more rebellious,
exacerbated and desperate. It is starting
o question the very nature of sexuality,
just as the American colonists ques-
tioned the nawre of liberty. It is in
dulging in sell-defeating extremes of
libertinism, just as the Jacobins plunged
into self-consuming exiremes of license.
And here and there, the outraged frus-
tration (which turned the 1905 revolu-
tionaries of Russia into 1917 tervorists)
is exiling that something to the bitter
streets and  dark cellirs of sadism,
perversion and other forms of sexual
outlawry.

Common to all these reactions are the
convictions that sexuality has an intrin-
sic validity (in and of ieself) thae finally
transcends the uses o which it is put
That sex is not just a kind ol visceral
valentine you give your beloved, nor
something as fleeting and emptily sym-
bolic as a handshike. That it is not so
much a specific emotion directed at a
specific person, as it is an objectless,
steadily coursing flow of energy out from
the centers of the being which, like an
underground stream, can surface in an
infinite variety of places, in an infinite
number of ways. The homosexual pool
is different from the heterosexual river
only in that it has been dammed, but
both rise from the same dark, subterra-
nean watershed, ceaselessly flowing, seep-
ing, searching its level. “In everything

living,” Wilhelm Reich wrote, “sexual
vegetative energy is at work.” Or, as
D. H. Lawrence enjoined much carlier:
“Accept sex in the consciousness, and let
the normal physical awareness come
back, between you and other people. Be
tacitly and simply aware of the sexual
being in every man and woman, child
and animal.”

Outlandish (or outright mystical) as
these statements probably sounded in
their day, an approximation of the in-
sight they contain typifies the new con-
sciousness of sex. The current attitude of
homosexuals toward their predilection is
one example. Second only to the Negro
or Jew, the homosexual was once the fa-
vorite whipped boy of the liberals, who
always told you that they defended him
from persccution, despite his anomaly.
But this Don’tlet’s-be-beastly-to-the-fag-
gots attitude (like its counterpart con-
cerning the Germans) is actually based
on the spurious magnanimity that over-
comes insecure people just after they
have thought, “I may not be perlect, but
I'm beuer than you, and just to prove it
I'll be nice to you"—with the result, in
this case, that the homosexual acted
more pansyish than ever, just as the Ne-
gro before him had acted more Uncle
Tomish. For the outcast instinctively
knows that when he is accepted with
such a show of tolerance it is his very
outcastness that is his meal ticker, and so
he emphasizes it, secretly mocking his
benelactor with the caricature, and wait-
mg for the day of unmasking.

That that day is probably upon us is
indicated by such statements as this one
by Allen Ginsherg: “I sleep with men
and with women. 1 am neither queer nor
not queer, nor am I bisexual,” which
would have seemed gibberish to the hu-
morless liberal of yore, whose strong suit
was never satire-with-a-straight-face, and
who, lost without labels, would have
wondered what, indeed, Ginsberg ac-
tually was, then. To which Ginsherg
would have replied (as he has): “My
name is Allen Ginsberg and I sleep with
whoever I want.” This sort of Marx
Brothers candor is always called “taste-
less” (for which read “too pertinent”)
by the critics, but the fact that
Ginsberg's work 1s singularly Free of the
rococo hints and minces and stifled snig-
gers of homosexual poetry ol the past,
and that he can write about women as
women, rather than as so many emascu-
lators-in-skirts or fags-in-drag, is a sign of
how liberating a simple admission can
be. Think of how many tedious pages of
“decor and sensibility” we would have
been spared if Ronald Firbank, for in-
stance, had been allowed o make the
same statement. Think of what his bi-
zarre talent might have accomplished
had he been able to admit to himself
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“Is it just me, or does there seem to be
a new crowd coming here this year?”

that he was homosexual, but so what?

It is not so much that society has
treated homosexuality as a stigma, as it
15 that the homosexual himself has felt
this way, that accounts for the effemi-
nate aura of Firbank, who rarely writes
overtly about homosexuality, as con-
trasted to the masculinity of Genet, who
deals with it as candidly as if it was no
more shameful than a penchant for bos-
omy blondes. Behind the one stands the
feeling that sex is The Flower Bencath
the Foot, something ambiguous, perverse,
furtive and theatrical. Behind the other
is the conviction of Genet (among oth-
ers) that sex can fructify and even en-
noble, that it is a recharging ol the
identity, and ultimately an illumination.
The homosexual of the past never got be-
yond the object of his desire, and his felt
necessity to either disguise that object or
justify his choice of it with windy drivel
about the Greeks, whereas today's homo-
sexual realizes that it 15 not the cup that

132 gives sustenance, butr what is in it.

In so far as Reich and Lawrence as-
serted that the important characteristics
of sexual energy are its primacy, creativi-
ty and undifferentiated flow have they
been unique harbingers of this revolu-
tion. Almost 1o one talks seriously about
Reich these days, and 1o my knowledge
no exhaustive, head-on, point-by-point
refutation of his theory of sexual energy
exists in English, but many people, par-
ticularly artists, feel that though he may
have been scientifically wrong, he was
“poetically” right when he stated that
“sexuality [is] nothing else than the
biological expansion from center to pe-
riphery. Conversely, anxiety [is] nothing
but the reverse direction from periphery
to center. Sexuality and anxiety are one
and the same process of excitation, only
in opposite directions.” In this state-
ment, sweeping and oversimplified as it
may sound to psychiatric lint pickers,
may be found one reason for the persis-
tent sexual preoccupation of our age of
anxicty. For when everything else is pul-

verized, uncertain and relative, the con-
sciousness automatically turns back to
the cohesive, unequivocal absolute of
sexual energy for relicf, making (at one
and the same time) a denial and an
affirmation.

During the Cuban crisis of 1962, for
example, my wile and T were certainly
not the only ones who found themselves
obsessively making love during the three
most perilous days (and also, in our
case, making bad jokes about the
beneficent eftect of all those released or-
gones, that were really no more idiotic
than the jokes people make to explain a
binge of wine drinking in France, or a
spate of intensive moviegoing in New
York). Critics may feel that the inclu-
sion of a detail like this is unnecessary,
tasteless or dull-dull-dull (the accredited
ploys for dealing with the erotic confes-
sional), but then they probably also felt
that the overdrinking which the anxi-
eties of the Munich crisis brought out in
people, who were caught in the double
bind of total concern and total helpless-
ness, evidenced nothing but irresponsi-
bility, and so they are incapable of
knowing how far history and its demen-
tins have brought us. They would un-
doubtedly find Lawrence’s diagnosis,
made ten years before Munich (not to
mention Hiroshima, Hungary and Ha-
vana), incomprehensible: “When men
and women are physically cut off, they
become at last dangerous, bullyving,
cruel. Conquer the fear of sex, and re-
store the natural flow. Restore even the
so-called obscene words, which are part
of the natural flow. If you don’t, if you
don’t put back a bit of the old warmth
into life, there is a savage disaster
ahead.”

That savage disaster had already oc
curred when Lawrence wrote. Mechanis-
tic modern scientism, after destroying
the old absolutes of organized religion,
and then the new relatives of moral con-
vention, went on to create the weaponry
which in our time has expressed, in vio-
lence, our thwarted inability to live in
the spiritual wasteland that is all that re-
mains. Cut off from God, adrift in the
baffling collectivism of a society that is
itself adrift, pulverized by wars whose
only naticeable result is the further loos-
ing of inner anxiety and the concomi-
tant tightening of outer control, mass
man is finally orphaned from himself as
well; all experiences are stercotyped and
explained away; all mysweries are re-
vealed as manifestations of misunder-
stood drives; until the old rationalist aim
(the happy man in the sane socicty) is
finally achieved, not by the light of
reason, but in the dark of schizophrenia
—with the clammy result that man has
never understood himsell more, and ex-



perienced himsell less. He lives by second
hand, he watches himself living, he goes
through his emotions like Dr. Franken-
stein observing his monster; and all the
while he struggles 1o believe that if you
cannot abolish the instinctual beast by
the imperatives of morality, you can at
least tame him by the explanations of
science.

Increasingly, he fails in that struggle.
And increasingly he falls back on those
few experiences which involve what
Mailer has called “the connection of
new circuits’—experiences which, be-
cause they finally elude reason. ultimate-
ly escape tme (the ticking mind of
lif¢), and thereby abolish for a moment
the insect loneliness and cogwheel futili-
ty that are perhaps the most typical
modern emotions.

Once love was one of these experi-
ences. But love, like honor, faith and
chastity, has not come through the
storms of our century intact. Whether it
was the emotion, or the term, that has
proved too vague and general for our
awe of genocide and overkill is not really
important, but love seems to have joined
such other “secondary experiences” as
wuth and beauty, whose cerebral char-
acter gives them connotative but not
descriptive value, ie., truth is ultimately
onc’s idea of truth. But then one thing
that typifies the 20th Century is a weari-
ness with language (and the distortion
of reality that it cnuails), for, as Ar
thur Adamov (onc of the leading play-
wrights of the Theater of the Absurd)
says: “The words in our aging vocibu-
laries are like sick people. Some may
be able to survive, others are incurable.”
The degree to which love, as a word,
has become “incurable” was perhaps
most starkly illustrated by the final
interchange between the husband and
wife in La Notte. Having reached that
emotional impasse out of which even
infidelity offers no exit, she (who no
longer loves him, and knows it) nev-
ertheless begs him, “Say the words! Say
the words!” to which he (who no long-
er loves her either, but refuses to admit
ity can only reply, “1 can't, I won't!”
And, for the first time in the film. the
dead wall that seals them off from
each other produces. a despair immense
enough to arouse desire.

But when sexual desire becomes a sort
of last stand against the dead wall in the
mind (which can, literally, take the ass
out of life), strange things often occur.
The internal censor is challenged on its
own ground by such flagrantly thrown-
down gauntlets as Lenny Bruce's hab-
it ol sometimes starting his night-club
act with a meaningless siream of sex-
ual and ethnic obscenities, “just to clear
the air,” 1o exorcise these words of the
dangerous power they possess when left

unsaid, an example of shamanism in re-
verse that is unfailingly misunderstood
by police deparument anthropologists.
Bruce has been known to do routines on
masturbation, psychic impotence and
most of the esoterica of the erotic life,
and a citizen of the calmer times that arc
bound to come (if any times come at
ally will be able to learn more about the
sexual preoccupations and dislocations
of this age from his work than from any
number of humorless Kinsey reports.
The outrage of club owners, and the
embarrassment of audiences, are the best
testimony to how penetrating and accu-
rate his perceptions are. Far from being
“sick,” his is a mind that is as mordantly,
even obsessively, “healthy” as a latter-
day Luther, who may rise to shock, but
never stoops to titillate. Far from being
“dirty,” he assumes that the sexual life is
far too important to be left in the damp
hands of such genteel pornographers
as Dwight Fiske. For the essence of por-
nography is fantasy (which is socially
harmless precisely because it is a sub-
stitute for action), and Bruce, as his
pumerous run-ins with the law indi-
cate, is so concerned with reality that
sometimes he is simply not funny at all.
This feeling that the sex life has over-
viding importance because it constitutes
one of the last frontiers, is based on the
recognition that the frontier experience
has always caused man to transcend him-
self, whether that frontier was the Mis-
sissippi River or the Michelson-Morley
experiment. On the frontier, there is a
disturbing but ultimately beneficial in-
teraction between man and the un-
known, which always resulis in a
widening and a deepening of conscious-
ness, and it is this aspect of sex which
Norman Mailer, James Baldwin and
others have probed most persistently.
Mailer, who is always accused by the
critics ol seeing sex in everything, is
actually a writer so absorbed by the tra-
ditional view of the novelist as philoso-
pher that the worst he can be accused ol
is seeing everything in sex. There is
something almost Jamesian about his in-
tention to find a level ol experience on
which the most complex states of being
can be acted out, and such works as The
Deer Park and The Time of Her Time
may constitute nothing less than a new
fictional genre, in which sexual relations
are described primarily to reveal inter-
personal autitudes, rather than interper-
sonal relations being described to reveal
sexual attitudes (as was true in the psy-
chological novel of the past that has be-
come all but impossible to write since
the War). Far from wanting to reduce
life to sexuality, Mailer sees sexuality as
one of the only unobswructed avenues
back into the richness and creativity of
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the whole personality. He knows that in
an age in which most human endeavors
are socialized, mechanized or deperson-
alized, the bed is one of the last places
where the wriumphs and defeats, splen-
dors and miscries, commensurate with
man’s essential stature, can still occur. If
anything, Mailer is a puritan (as was
Lawrence, as was Reich), who jealously
wishes to preserve the fecund possibili-
ties of being from the sterile certaintics
of the brain; and it is one of the para-
doxes of our pulverized age that the
unificd vision of the puritan is most
forcefully expressed these days by men
who are continually mistaken for
libertines.

Baldwin, on the other hand, is far less
ambitious. The value of sex 1o him lies
in its very intimacy; the opportunity it
offers to express, and finally aniieal, the
violence and despair of outcastness: and
the best of his work vibrates with the
belief that the barriers will only come
down when we allow owrselves access to
one another across all abysses, sexual
and racial. His world is taut with the an-
gry loneliness and fevered curiosities of
the isolated, to whom touch itsell is the
only comprehensive act of communi-
cation. In Baldwin's novels, indeed,
touching the body of the other (its
SITANZENess, 1S mviolateness) is treated
as the only way to annul its power of
intensifying our loneliness simply by be-
ing out of reach. If this represents a
disturbing  exacerbation  of  conscious-
ness, it also serves to illumine the enor-
mous dimensions of the cul-desac in
which we are trapped—and going stir
crazy.

Portents of riot and jail break are ev-
erywhere. More and more people realize
that the fight against censorship can no
longer be waged on the censor's terms.
For the definition of whit is—to use the
stock phrase—pornographic and obscene
(always a misty mid-region of Weir) car-
ries a moral stricture within it, no matter
how liberal that definition may be, and it
1s this very moril stricture that is increas-
mgly being put on wrial. There are those,
including psychiatrists, sociologists and
at least one Supreme Court Justice, who
are questioning lor the hirst time the age-
old assumption, herctofore accepred by
authoritarians and hbertarians alike, that
out-and-out erotica is rightfully beyond
ihe protection of the law. Far from trig-
gering antisocial acts, the evidence is
mounting that the effect of pornography
may be precisely the opposite: your av-
erage rapist being decidedly not & man
who has accepted sexuality as an every-
day part of his life. As a result, hard-core
1905¢ers are fast being forced mto the
position of having o argue that, ves, the
ban on pornography ought to be contin-
ued, but only because it is nol sexually

134 exciting, and thus has no raison d’étre—

an example of prejudice torturing logic
into  syllogism that is classic in its
absurdity.

If it is the first sign of a society’s ma-
turity when it can see some difference
between children and adults (a distine
tion that has so far been impossible for a
mation that has decided most matiers of
taste by the categorical imperative:
would you want your sheltered 12-year-
old daughter 1o do it, see ir. read it,
think it?), one indication of our coming
ol age may be that, increasingly, the dis-
pute over pornography is revolving
around the problem ol how o keep it
from the young—a thorny question in-
deed, but one which we have solved on
other levels without closing all the bars
or banning the automobile. The day
may not be too far off when repre-
sentations of erotic desire, as an adjunct
to that desire, may be as legal as gour-
met cookbooks, which have never been
under @ ban, though far more people
have exotic sex every day than are over-
powered by the urge to whip up a boeuf
bourguignon. The use or abuse of an ap-
petite is ultimately beyond the reach of
the censor, as would be immediately ap-
parent to everyone if an attempt were
made 10 blame America’s obesity on
Clementine Paddleford and her col-
leagues. Pornography may be caviar [or
the general. but it is certainly far less
poisonous than the garbage served up by
Mickey Spillane or Harold Robbins, and
perhaps the srongest negative argument
for instantly legalizing it is that no one
who could obuin the one would ever
again be satisfied with the other.

Far more significant, however, are the
signs that more and more of us are ask-
ing the sexual expericnce to compensate
lor the aridity of most other experiences.
Nowhere is our era’s ambivalence of val-
ues and standardization of fuulity better
illustrated than by our preoccupation
with aspects of sex that until recently
were thought to be forbidden, or at least
suspect, even by the most uninhibited.
“But to do the forbidden. in order 1o
transgress limits that seem unnatural, is
normal and innocent.” as Paul Good-
man once s: “and il the lLimis are
unnatwral it is often necessary and
admirable.”

The so-called orgy, for example, here-
tofore a ritual naughtiness for the rich
and twisted, has become at least as wide-
spread in New York as Zen lectures and
LSD sessions. and. more often than not,
the same people attend all three. The
Firbankism of the Blick Mass, on the
other hand, which equated sex with evil,
and embraced it because of that. has
caused it to [all into disfavor these days,
for what we seem to need so desperately
now is not a wansgression, but a wran-
scendence. It i1s not a given code of
morality that we seek to deny, as much

as it is an outlawed conception of being
that we seck to affirm, by such excesses.
Jovless and mechanical as an orgy may
be, it opens up unknown territory where
one goes armed only with one’s own
body, and no mass-observer or visiting
psychologist  attitude  will get  you
through it. It seems to hold out hope
that if we do not discover unknown pre-
dilections, we may at least reinforce well-
known aversions, and thereby cmerge
with a sharper sense of oursclves.

Beyond this, most of us have probably
known couples, trapped in the kind of
marital desert depicted in La Notte, who
made it flower, at least temporarily, by
such divergings of the sexual stream as
the mutual adulteries of Les Liaisons
Dangereuses, the erotic charades of The
Balcony, or a simple ménage a trois in-
volving one sex or the other. Boredom
and satiation are certainly involved in
sophistications such as these, but they
can best be understood against the back-
ground which Mailer has put into the
image: “A whore practicing fellatio
looks up and says, ‘Are you a Commu-
nist?’—that’s what the modern world is
all about in a way.” For a crippling
drought always awakens dreams of the
flood, and in a flood nothing is saved
but the barest essentials.

Most modern revolutions have been
followed by a period of civil chaos, and
there are signs that this sexual 1917 will
be no exception. The sudden revival of
mterest in the Marquis de Sade is as un-
mistakable an indication of upheavals
under the surface of “healthy” sexuality,
as the interest in Dostoievsky before the
First World War was of similar upheav-
als under the surface of the easyzoing
optimism of that time. Dostoievsky, once
thought of as the Russian Sade (by peo-
ple who had obviously never vead the
I'renchman), established that man can-
not be reduced o a mere “organ han-
dle” at the mercy of his “interests’;
Sade, on the other hand, established that
man would not be reduced to a mere
“interest” at the mercy of his organ. But
the key to Sade’s fascination for people
today lies in his conception of the sexual
act as the ulumate existential situation.
Fearless and consistent atheist that he
was, he knew that the only way o exper-
ience onesell (in a reality from which
the linchpin of a vanscendent Frith has
been removed) was to exert power over
others, which, at the bottom of it, meant
power over their bodies; which, in wrn,
demanded the continual lashing of the
sexual instinct by the very anxiety to
which 1t is opposed.

That Sade had the courage of his in-
sight, and thereby provided us with a
detailed map of the perils of the terri-
tory ahead. 15 exhaustively (and exhaust-
ingly) documented in his works, which
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Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS Department 1
237 East Ohio Street  Chicago, Illincis 60611
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key number with order.
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“I thought I explained the double standard to you!”

describe the relentless progress toward
impotence that resulis from the liber-
tine's forced marches on his sexuality.
Nowhere can the tragedy of rationalism
be more keenly felt than in Sade, who
{alone in that age of reason) was brave
enough, and logical enough, to turn ra-
tionalism itself to the service of the in-
stincts. He was a veritable Napoleon of
sex, but in the psychic debris that our
scientific and political Napoleons have
so zealously created out of the temples
and parliaments of the recent past, he
stands as a prophetic warning of the sort
of nightmares to which the dreams of
reason as the sole reality can lead.
The dislocations of sexuality which can
be felt everywhere today (the aloremen-
tioned orgy, ménage a Irois, tentative
forays into Lesbianism or homosexual-
ity, the psychic impotence that is as
common to sensualists as it is to prudes),
all these may be as much a result of our
demand that this one emotion carry the
weight of all the failed emotions of mod-
ern life, as they are of the so-called
“l[eminization of America,” a major
cause of which is certainly the break-
down of virility under the burden of
being the sole reliable support of the
male ego. Nevertheless, there are skir-
mishes along the frontier that bear
watching, such as the upswge of mili-

136 tant feminist manilestoes, ranging all

the way from the NAACP-gradualism of
Beuy Friedan’s The Feminine Mystique
to the Black Muslim-extremism of Eliza-
beth Mann Borgese’s The Ascent of
Women. Whether these books are a re-
sponse to the sexual difficulties of men,
or are evidence of a female attitude that
is the cause of those difficulties, does not
matter very much beside the fact that
women, like men, are growing restive in
their sexual roles, albeit from the other
side of the frontier.

What is happening, however, is far
morce complicated than a simple ex-
change of roles. 1f there are more homo-
sexuals, there are probably more sexual
engineers as well, and for every feminist,
demanding instant equality in the board
room, there are probably 50 women
experiencing it in the bedroom. The
profoundest change is a change in con-
sciousness; in the traditional conception
of sex as a charade, in which roles must
be played.

Yeats, speaking of another revolution,
said: “The beggars have changed places,
but the lash goes on,” as neat a descrip-
tion of a failed revolution as one could
possibly hope for. But it is precisely this
idea (that sex is power, and power is
eternal, and thus we are doomed to
struggle over it eternally) that the new
consciousness is questioning on all levels,
for a real revolution does not merely

seek a transfer of power from one hand
to another, but a metamorphosis in the
nature of power itself. Men and women,
when they struggle for sexual domi-
nance, may be engaged in the politics of
the coup d’état, but this has nothing to
do with the revolution of being which
our dehumanized times demand, a
revolution which (in these early days) is
unfortunately bound 1o be extremist,
antirational, and even dangerous.

The aim of this revolution, however,
is not merely to supplant one side of
man’s nature by another, but to abolish
this illusory duality aliogether, and 1o
do this, the cannibal mind, swollen 1o
gigantic proportions by centuries of
overthinking, arrogant with the blood-
less logic of the computers it has fash-
ioned in its own image, must be
drenched in the passions once again. For
like a dictatorial regime that controls the
police, the army and the press, the mind
allows no free elections to the instincts,
but instead stages all manner of titillat-
ing and harmless circuses to distract
them. It is one of the sorry truths of our
oppressive era, in which [reedom all too
often takes the form of anarchy, that
such a regime can probably only he
overthrown from the darkest cellars of
the consciousness. But that the mind
alone has lailed is as evident on the
couches of analysts as in the ovens of
Auschwitz, both of which hold victims
of the berserk rationalism of our civili-
zation. For what is more rational than a
concentration camp, given its assump-
tions? And what is more rational than
paranoia, given its? In each, the mind,
like a mad Dr. Huer, concocts solutions
which create two problems for every one
they solve—on and on and on, until
hall the world is mad, and the other
half is dead.

More and more, something whispers
to us that we are doomed to this night-
mare of insanity and murder if we do
not become whole again. More and
more, something whispers that one
source of that wholeness lies in the mys-
terious sexual eneigy through which we
can still experience our uniqueness, even
when anxiety has most obscured it. And
more and more are we willing to assume
(with Lawrence) “that people would
[not] be villains, thieves, murderers and
sexual criminals if they were freed from
legal restraint,” rather than assuming
the opposite, as totalitarians of all per-
suasions have always done. For the es-
sence of the new consciousness, in sex as
in everything else, is the simple insist-
ence that man is more creative than
destructive. And a more revolutionary
creed, given our world, would be hard to

imagine.



PLAYBOY FORUM (continued from page 37)

that sex itself is not “dirty.” Tt is the at-
titude toward sex that makes it so.
Michael Levine
Western Michigan University
Kalamazoo, Michigan

ARTIFICIAL ADULTERY

In your November issue you men-
tioned a New York court case in which
a “child born in wedlock as the result
of artificial insemination™ was declared
illegitimate.

I am interested in obtaining more in-
formation relating to this case. Could
you tell me: (1) the presiding judge’s
name, and (2) the basis for his decision?

Jack Wood
Lexington, Virginia

This case, Gurshy vs. Gursky, was
decided on August 2, 1963, by Judge
Constantino of the New York Stale Su-
perior Court of Kings County. Referring
to the case of Doornbos vs. Doorn-
bos, decided by the Ilinois Superior
Court of Cook County on December 13,
1954, as a precedent for his own decision,
Judge Constantino said: “Where the
precise issue of legilimacy has been
squarely presenied for determination, it
has been held that heterologous arti-
fictal insemination by a third-party
donot, with or without consent of the
husband, constitutes adultery on the part
of the father, and that a child so con-
cetved is not a child born in wedlock
and is therefore illegitimate.”

SCHOOL PRAYER

We are writing in protest to an Asso-
ciated Press article in The Dallas Moin-
ing News of May 11, wherein it states
that an Akron, Ohio, minister named
Dallas F. Billington urged his listeners
in a radio address to implore almighty
God 1o swrike the Baltimore atheist,
Madalyn Murray, dead, because of her
influence in the Supreme Court Bible-
reading suits.

It seems to us that this is a pernicious
attitude to assume. Who knows but what
some fanatic might be thus encouraged to
help God a little by bringing harm to
Mrs. Murray himself; recently there
15 the case of William H. Moore, who
was shot to death on a U.S. highway in
Alabama.

This is supposed to be an enlightened
age and a civilized country where all peo-
ple’s freedom is guaranteed. We may not
agree with another’s views, but we should
defend his right to express them.

Reverend Thomas L. Clarke
Brown City, Michigan

The decidedly undemocratic and un-
Christian harangue against Mys. Murray
is but one irrational response among
many lo the Supreme Court’s decisions
opposing public school prayer and Bible
reading. These decisions are viewed, by

some, to be irrelicious, but in reconfirm-
ing the Constitutional guaraniee of a
separale church and state in America,
the high Courlt was protecling religious
freedom fully as much as the freedom of
secular society.

And yet the pressures from a misun-
derstanding public are so exlreme that
Congress is seriously considering amend-
ing the Conslitution o permit religious
excrcises in our schools, and the House
Judiciary Commitlee is currently hold-
ing hearings on the subject.

The implications in such an erosion of
the First Amendment are frightening
lo contemplate; it would be the first
significant siep toward replacing our
democracy with a theocratic form of
government. It is an action that every
American, whatever his religious beliefs,
should most resolutely oppose.

Editor-Publisher Hefner will discuss
the malter in greater detail in the next
installment of “The Playboy Philosophy.”

MORALITY AND ECONOMICS

Not everything that Mr. Helner says
on the subject of free enterprise is open
to criticism. of course, but I find it
highly amusing to note that when he
is talking about the morality of sex,
Hefner is terribly liberal, and while
discussing the morality of cconomics, he
sounds like my maiden aunt,

Let us use reason in discussing the re-
alities of sexual man; bur let us also use
reason when we discuss the realities of
cconomic man. For example, the term
“enlightened  sell-interest,” especially
when it is used by members of the high-
cr income brackets, is often a euphe-
mism for “selfishness” and “greed.”

Roughly 80 percent of the wage
earners in our society earn less than
$5000 a year. But, of course, we know
that “in a competitive economy not
everyone can come out on top.” In our
competitive society nobody has an inal-
ienable right to economic security. In
fact, evervbody has the right to own two
cows while his neighbor starves. Unfortu-
nately, God (it seems) didn't create
cnough cows to go around. Therefore,
somebody is going to have to starve to
death. I hope it won’t be me. I'm al-
most certain it won’t be Hefner.

Please let us be just as realistic and
reasonable when we talk about the mo-
rality of economics as we intend to be
when we talk about the morality of sex,

Gerry S. Laffin
Winona, Minnesota

If Hefner's sexual views can be called
“liberal” and his economic ideals termed
“conservative,” then il is the labels that
are inconsistent, not the “Philosophy,”
for both the sexual and social moralities
endorsed in these editorials place their
emphasis on the imporiance of the indi-
vidual and his freedom. This semantic
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“You know what you remind me of? A giant cricket!”
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confusion is evident in the nolion that
socialism and communism are examples
of the extreme “liberal” left, while fas-
cism exists at the ulira “conservative”
righi—that these political and economic
concepts are poles apart, with democracy
and free enterprise somewhere in be-
tween. In actual fact, these ideological
extremes of “left” and “right” are quite
similar, since both are lotalilarian and
stress the importance of the state over
the individual citizen; their opposite is
actually a free sociely, with its emphasis
on the imdwidual.

It is true that America cannot gain the
advantages of a competitive economy
without mcurring some of the disadvan-
tages. By the very nature of competition,
some will fave betier than others, but the
superior efficiency and productivily of
the system makes the whole of society the
primary beneficiary; and necessary safe-
guards can and should be intvoduced to
assure that none will starve or suffer the
hardships of extreme poverty. As Hefner
stated: “Enlightened self-interest  does
not mean that man should be uncon-
cerned about the well-being of his fellow
man. To the contrary, intelligent self-
interest mcludes a concern for others.
The individual should be willing 1o

assist those less fortunate, for a sociely—
and each indwidual in it—Dbenefits from
a concern for the wellare of all.”

Our nation should assure economic
opportunily to cvery individual in it;
the tragedy is thal some segments of the
population are content with mere sub-
sistence—or, if not content with it, re-
signed 1o il.

LOST WORDS?

No one in our time has written a
straighter view ol our nation’s woubles

i layman’s language, at least—than
has Helner. The only problem is that,
like most good influences, Helner's
words will not reach the people who
could profit from them most.

As a stadent, laborer and soldier, 1
have closely observed people wha be-
lieve that sitting on themr ass is not a
privilege, but a right. 1 am not nearly
as conhdent as Hefner seems o be that
the majority of them can be persuaded
that they should do anything that does
not produce mmediate gratification of
one appetite or another.

5P/4 Claud E. Morris
United States Army
Augsburg, Germany

CocHeIr’

“As dean of one of our most exclusive women’s colleges,
would you say there is any truth to the rumor of
a new sense of sexual [reedom among the nation’s
college girls, Mrs. Birdwhistle?”

BROADCASTER'S BACKBONE

I am writing primarily to answer the
Forum leuwer of Mr. Nelson Thomas,
which said in part: “1 sincerely hope
that by his [Hefner’s] example ev-
ery editor ol every newspaper and maga-
zine, and every radio and television
programmer throughout North America
will put his hand behind his back and
feel where his backbone used to be.”
Perhaps I can make AMr. Thomas feel a
bit better.

As a program director of a small radio
station that has developed a large listen-
ing audience through adult programing,
1 have defended rraveoy to the fullest. 1
have been responsible for several radio
editorials concerning groups that are
rving o censor magazines, in which I
have pointed out that there are many
magazines on the market that are trash,
but that rLavsoy does not [all into this
category. There are many magazines and
newspapers on the market today that 1
personally would like to see silenced, but
I know that I do not have the right to
tell people what they can read or de-
prive them of material they may want.

It might interest Mr. Thomas to know
that I recommend that my listeners buy
rLaYBOY and read the Forum and the
Philosophy each month.

Broadcasting is an honorable proles-
sion, and while there are many things
that occur in this field that shouldn't,
there are still many of us who believe in
editortalizing. 1 have put my hand be-
hind my back, and it was no surprise at
all to ind my backbone stll there!

Ron Wilson
Program Director
W]JCM Radio
Sebring, Florida
May your wvertebrale Iribe increase!

J.FK.’S MORALITY

In agreement with Hefner's Philoso-
phy is the concise position on morality
stated by John F. Kennedy in Profiles in
Courage:

A man does what he must—in
spite of personal consequences, in
spite of obstacles and dangers and
pressures—that is the basis of all
human morality.

Robert A. Dushane
Caulver City, Calilornia

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunily for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues raised in our con-
tinuing editorial series, “The Playboy
Philosophy.” Address all correspondence
on cither the “Philosophy” or the
“Forum” to: The Playboy Forum,
PLAYBOY, 232 E. Ohlio Sireet, Chicago,
Hlinots 60611,
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SHOULD A GENTLEMAN OFFER A TIPARILLO TO 4 LADY?

It all depends on the lady. If she happens to be the high- "~ 1 They offer supreme mildness with complete smoking
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spirited type, she'll probably offer you one. 1 satisfaction. The careful blending of choice Robt. Burns
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Good hostesses and charming ghostesses are filling their tobaccos gives total enjoyment — without inhaling.
silver cigaretle boxes to the brim with Tiparillos. These . Offer milady a Tiparillo? If her name ts Tammy
neal, trim, pearly-tipped smokes are*“in” today, in every way. Grimes, will she call you an ol’ coward if you don’t?
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BUNNIES (continued from page 96)

attire and fluffy cottontails.”

“Bunnies are Playboy’s Americanized
version of the geisha girl,” states the
New York Herald Tribune; but the Jap-
anese appear to be as taken by our
Bunnies as the more than 300,000 U.S.
males who are already keyholders of The
Playboy Club. “A Playboy Club is a male
dream world,” wrote the editor of the
Japanese magazine Woman’s Self, after
a recent visit Stateside: “Imagine being
surrounded by beautiful young ‘Bunny’
hostesses.” Another Japanese journal, re-
porting enthusiastically on the “Bunny
Empire,” stated: “Although prLavpoy is
as American as Coca-Cola and the sky-
scraper, it is also a blow at the Puritan-
ism which still remains strongly rooted
in American mores.” The article con-
cludes with: “Although Hefner has many
critics, he is living his dream of the
rabbit surrounded by female Bunnies.
He is the target of each man’s envy,
having pointed up the distortion in
American society concerning sex.”

The Saturday Evening Post published
a critical essay, “Czar of the Bunny Em-
pire” by Bill Davidson, in the spring of
1962, which generally pooh-poohed the
Playboy phenomenon, while cashing in
on the interest in the subject with a mas-
sive promotion of the feature, including
extensive newspaper advertising, radio
spots, a full-page ad in The New Yorker,
newsstand displays and a special band
across the cover of each issue that pro-
cdaimed: “Two Lives of Hugh Hefner
.. . The Inside Story on Mr. Playboy and
His Playmates . . . This Week in The
Saturday Evening Post.”

A year later, the Post ran an article
entitled “Funny Side of the Bunny Busi-
ness,” with the subhead “A new Playboy
Club whirls in a wngle of corn, beels
and cabbage.” This piece defined the
Playboy Bunny as “half geisha and half
double malted, in a satin swimsuit that
shows what swimsuits usually show. To
Club members, a wiggling, gigeling invi-
tation to ‘let’s pretend’ sin; to PLAYBOY
promotion writers, ‘a beautiful, person-
able, fun-loving girl who is working
in the most exciting and glamorous set-
ting in the world of show business.””

More recently, Show magazine pub-
lished a similar story, “A Bunny's Tale”
by Gloria Steinem, in two parts, with
similar promotion and hoopla; the same
article was later sold to several newspa-
pers. It was subtitled “Show’s First Ex-
posure for Intelligent People,” but the
writer of “Bunny's Tale” found so little
to tattletale about, after two weeks of
intensive research as a funny Bunny in
the New York Playboy Club, that she
had to make do with a mishmash of
half-uruths and innuendo, and such star-
tling, and wholly false, assertions as:
Bunnies with colds are usually replaced,
since a sneeze can undo their costumes.

The most interesting response to the
Show “exposé¢” came from Broadway pro-
ducer David Merrick: He phoned Hefner
from New York secking permission to
produce a show about the Bunnies.

MacLean’s, the Canadian equivalent
of the Post, cast a more appreciative eye
o’er our cottontailed charmers than did
SEP; in an article entitled “Among the
Bunnies,” it enthused: “One of the most
agreeable innovations of the Sixties.”

Unless our overseas clipping service is
sending us only the more favorable arti-
cles, it appears that the foreign press is
more consistently enthusiastic  about
Playboy—the magazine and its Play-
mates, the Club and its Bunnies—than
are our publishing compatriots here in
the good old U. S. of A. In any case, the
loreign press scems uncommonly en-
thusiastic on the subject of Playboy—
especially the Bunnies—and sometimes it
gets downright ecstatic.

“They're the latest craze in America,”
excliimed Tony Crawley for an English
newspaper syndicate. “The most fash-
ionable status symbol for all career girls.
The newest entree to films, TV and
modeling. And they've won more press
space around the globe than all the col-
umns devoted to the Cleopatra filming.
These are the Bunny girls—a [antastic
collection of the world’s most beautiful
belles; a new form of cocktail waitress,
in the plush, lush and lavish Playboy
Key Ciub, created by the ultrasophisti-
cated rLAYBOY magazine.”

“Bosoms, education and a good repu-
tation are what young ladies must have
if they want to work as Playboy Club
Bunnies,” explained the German maga-
zine Kristall.

Bunnies are “endowed with exquisite
shapes, peach complexions, faultless edu-
cation and with a morality beyond ques-
tion,” said daily France-soir.

Norman Mailer offers this poetic pic-
ture of Chicago Bunnydom in his latest,
best-selling book, The Presidential Pa-
pers: “"The Bunnies went by in their cos-
tumes, electric-blue silk, Kellv-green,
flame-pink, pinups from a magazine,
faces painted into swcetmeats, flower
tops, tame lynx, piggie, poodle, a queen
or two from a beauty contest. They wore
Gay Nineties rig which exaggerated
their hips, bound their waists in a cein-
ture, and lifted them into a phallic bras-
siere—cach breast looked like the big
bullet on the front bumper of a Cadillac.
Long black stockings, long long stock-
ings, up almost to the waist on each side,
and to the back, on the curve of the can,
as if ejected tenderly from the body, was
a puff of chastity, a little white ball of a
bunny's tail which bobbled as they
walked . . . The Playboy Club was the
place for magic . . .”

The Bunnics have been eulogized in
song, to a rock-n’roll beat, in I'm in

Love with a Bunny by Paul Hampton;
and song satirist Allan Sherman includ-
ed his romanticomic Bunny ballad,
Youw're Getting to Be a Rabbit with Me,
in his LP hit My Son the Nui (promised
sequel: My Bunny Valentine).

Nightclub comedians Marty Allen and
Steve Rossi have introduced a Bunny in-
terview into their act and it appears in
their humor LP Two Funny for Words
(“Hello, der. I'm your Playboy Bunny
Marty.” “Hey, wait a minute. I heard
that a Bunny had to be between 18 and
24 . . . and beautiful . . . and sexy . . .
and a girl! How did you get the job?”
“I lied about my age.”).

Bob Hope recently devoted an hour-
lIong TV special to a good-natured spoof
ol the Playboy Empire, with Hope cast
in the role of the Editor-Publisher and
Eva Marie Saint as a do-gooder who ob-
jects to Bob’s male-oriented magazine-
club operation; but by the final scene,
has become a Bunny herself.

Real Playboy Bunnies make [requent
appearances on television, too, including
recent bits on the Johnny Carson and
Jack Paar shows. David Susskind devot-
ed an entire evening of his Open End to
a round-table discussion on the merits of
Bunnyhood, with a trio of current cot-
tontails and an equal number of Club
alumnae; and Playmate-Bunny Sheralee
Conners (July 1961) appeared on The
Steve Allen Show to tutor a Bunny-suit-
ed Steve on the finer points of cottontail
comportment (amid cries from the side
lines of “Turn in your tail!”).

The Playboy Bunnies are famous the
world over and it’s a glamorous and ex-
citing job for any girl fortunate enough
to qualily. The Bunnies come from ev-
ery corner of the United States and a
great many foreign countries as well.
Any girl between the ages of 18 and 26
may qualify, if she’s atractive enough
and has a pleasing personality. Experi-
ence is not important, because no other
job is really comparable to being a Bun-
ny, and the Bunny Training Program is
geared for girls without any previous re-
lated experience; the great majority of
Playboy’s Bunmnies have never held a
similar job before.

Most of Chicago’s 70 training-school
graduates were enlisted through an in-
tensive recruiting program conducted by
Bunny Director Thelma Freeman—abet-
ted by an opulently outfitted Private
Coach Company “Bunny Bus,” equipped
with office, kitchen, bar, TV and
hii. The Bunny Bus will scon be
touring the entire counuy—thus aug-
menting the roster of 19 states from
which Chicago’s Bunnies hail. In ad-
dition to welcoming girls of all nation-
alities, the Club has a hiring policy that
is racially color blind.

When new Bunnies arrive in town,
they can hang their ears, if they wish, in
the Bunny Dormitory of The Playboy
Mansion, which provides the girls with
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opulent but inexpensive quarters. For
$50 a month, a Bunny can have the run
not only of her luxuriously appointed
digs but also of the Mansion's indoor
swimming pool, steam room, sun deck
and billiard room.

Although the Bunny costume is the
same in all the Clubs, the Bunny proto-
tvpe in each hutch bears her own stamp
of attractive individuality. The Chicago
cottontail, with an average age of 22, is
half a year younger than her counter-
parts in the other links of the key chain.
Statistically, the girls of the Chicago
Club tape in collectively at a staggering
24507-1610"-2450”—which divides nicely
into a symmetrical 35-23-35 per Bunny,
just a shade trimmer than the national
Bunny average. Her average height of
54" puts the Chicago Bunny on an even
footing with her national sisters, and her
average weight of 116 places her on the
same eye-hlling scale.

The proximity of the Chicago Club
to the magazine's executive oflices is
among the assets of Bunny duty in the
Second City. Cottontail Mary Warren,
for example, works weekdays as a recep-

tionist in PLAYBOY'S Personnel Depart-
ment, but hops at the chance for a
change of pace as a Door Bunny three
nights a week. The ancillary advantages
ol Bunnyhood are exemplified by a re-
cent experience Mary had. While she
was checking keys at the Club’s newly
refurbished portals, a keyholding Holly-
wood producer gave the tall, willowy
blonde a once-over, twice-over, and then
an on-the-spot offer for a starlet role in a
new flm. Sharon Rogers has parlayed
Bunnyhood into a wiple wreat—for key-
holders, readers of the magazine and
members of the rravsoy staff. Not only
does she work at the Club, but she’s been
cmployed as a part-time editorial assist-
ant by the magazine. and appeared both
as a Playmate (January 1964) and cover
girl (November 1963). Playmate-Bunny
Teddi Smith (July 1960). who amassed a
tidy rabbhit's-nest egg from her combined
earnings as a Bunny and a pPrLAvBoy re-
ceptionist, has had the unique distine-
tion of not only smiling invitingly on
the October 1963 cover of prLavroy, but
of a quadruple appearance within the
same issue.

“‘Star light, star bright, first star I see tonight,
I wish ... Aw, what’s the use!”

In all the Clubs, a total of 34 Play-
mates have joined the Bunny Brigade—
or vice versa: Frequently a potential
Playmate is discovered at a Club by stafl
or free-lance photographers. Of this to-
tal, 28 have worked in the Chicago Club,
as many as 10 at one time.

Another extracurricular plus for Chi-
cago Bunnies is the new Playboy Model
Agency (scheduled for expansion to
coast-to-coast operation), a subsidiary
formed to offer the cottontails training
in make-up. coiffure, modeling and the
performing arts. as well as high-paying
assignments in the latter two professions.

The most recent windfall for Windy
City Bunnies secking to diversify their
activities is the new Playboy Movie
Theater, where girls seeking a change of
pace from Club duties will scrve as usher-
ettes. Located just a bunny hop from the
Club, the plush theater, first in a pro-
jected chain embracing the nation's
major cities, will screen foreign and do-
mestic ilms geared to the adult and con-
temporary tastes of pLAVBOY readers and
Club keyholders.

The Playboy Theaters are but another
step in Playboy’s ever-widening involve:
ment in the world of entertainment.
Hugh M. Hefner, President of all Play-
boy Enterprises, expects to return to
television soon as host of the popular
syndicated variety show Playboy’s Peni-
house; most of the beauties who will dec-
orate these late-night TV parties will be
Chicago Bunnies.

It isn’t, of course, only showbiz that
attracts the bright and the beautiful to
Bunnyhood: there’s the lettuce. Most
Bunnies working in the Chicago Club’s
Plavroom or Penthouse average a few
dollars more than $200 per weck in tips
and may pull down as much as S500
weekly when the Club is S.R.O.

Chicago’s Bunnies typify the variety
of backgrounds from which the girls
come. Hamburg-born Heidi Roller was
once a diamond cutter; Mary Brady
wis the best-assembled miss on the West-
ern  Electric assembly line. Trudié
Jacqué processed photos in a darkroom
until she began to display her own posi-
tive developments in a Bunny costume.
And Debbie Kaye was a St. Louis com-
mercial artist when she joined the cot-
tontail corps. Lynn Leithleiter, onc of a
squadron of ex-airline hostesses now
working at the Club, was executive sccre-
tary in the Phoenix Club’s office belore
she decided to slip into Bunny satin.

OIF duty, the Bunnics are no less di-
verse in their avocations. Peggy Wibbels
is the only distaffer in an otherwise all-
muale flying club; Gail Hanson gets her
kicks racing her new Spitfire in regional
rallyes. Other Bunny sportswomen have
won awards for showing and training
horses. Among them is Sandy Kave, a
former riding teacher, and Candy Rob-
ins, who Dboasts a roomful of ribbons
and wophies. Candy also founded the
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It's a vintage year for sparkling fabrics at Dan River. Connoisseurs
of fine shirtings will wear theirs in Madras-type Madradan® plaids, mellowed
with bottle green or mixed with a little brandy. Woven to a gourmet’s
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Bunny polo team, trained by a profes-
sional team that the girls later played
against; awed by the superb Bunny
form, the all-male team didn’t lead until
the last chukker.

The percentage of college-educated
cottontails 1s considerably higher at the
Chicago Club than among the girls em-
ployed in the average business office.
Kathy Greenlee, a 22-vear-old alumna of
the State University of lowa, brings to
Bunnyhood a list of scholastic credits
which includes membership in the Na-
tional Honor Society. Among the hutch’s
postgraduate campus cottontails, Patti
Burns studied drama at New York Uni-
versity, Miko Iwanaga was a Purdue
education major, and Terry Brady re-
ceived weacher’s training at Texas Chris-
tian. Phyllis Phillips studied art at the
University ol Tennessee, and Elizabeth
Ann Roberts, January 1958 Playmate
and one of the first Chicago Bunnies, was
a premed student at the University of
Ilinois.

Il this random sampling of cottontail
curriculum wvitae makes them seem oo
cood to be true, their charitable endeav-
ors may seem even more so. kEvery
Bunny donates a dollar a week, and a
dollar for every night she earns more
than $50. toward the support of 26 Euro-
pean and Asian orphans. And early this
year, a Bunny-run cookie sale in Chicago
supermarts raised more than $400 for in-
fants at Chicago's Cook County Hospital,

The cookie sale was one ol the fhirst
projects of the new Bunny sorority, Pi
Beta Sigma, formed by the Chicago cot-
tontails. Starting last December  with
15 members, its first official act was to
hold a Christmas dance, proceeds of
which were donated to chariwy.

A hop, skip and jump south of so-
rority headquarters at the Mansion are
the wood-pancled portals of The Play-
boy Club—at 116 East Walton, just off
Michigan Avenue’s Magnificent Mile.

The entrance to the remodeled and
expanded Club, which now encompasses
two four-story buildings. is covered by a
canopy of white canvas and [ramed by
colorful Mondrianlike glass panels. Play-
boy's Rabbit emblem puts in a jaunty
appearance on orange, black and white
flags flying over the canopy, and in a
brushed-bronze profile on the door.

In the lobby are the fust of numerous
closed-circuit TV monttors which flash
the goings and comings of keyholders on
the mezzamine between the Playmate
Bar and the Living Room. On your left
is the Gift Shop where a Bunny will be
glad to show you anything from a pair
of Playboy cuff links for you to a $360
bracelet for your lady friend.

You then move on past a foliage-
festooned rock garden and fountain to a
sccond lobby, one wall ol which houses a
TV camera and screen, plus several rear-
projection movie screens which show
activities in Miami, New Orleans and

144 other Playboy Clubs. Down a short flight

of stairs is the Playmate Bar, which com-
bines the inumacy of softly lit surround-
ings with the warm glow of back-lighted
color wansparencies of Playmates past.

One of the most glamorous decora-
tions ol the room, however, is Hungari-
an-born Bunny Marika Lukacs, who as a
part-time Bumper Pool Bunny stuns her
opposition with a phenomenal 40-24-37
(for pictorial confirmation, see page 99).
The Club’s regular Bumper Pool Bunny,
Kathy Greenlee, although a stunning
girl in her own right, can usually whip
any man in the house on sheer ability
(she once thrashed pool champ Willie
Mosconi five games out of five).

Up a short flight of stairs from the in-
ner lobby is the Living Room. Playboy
artist LeRoy Neiman's paintings grace
the spacious room’s walls, which echo
nightly to the hip sounds of the Harold
Harris Trio playing at the piano bar.
The Living Room Buffet features a wide
variety of mouth-watering main courses
at luncheon—roast duckling, roast pork
and braised tenderloin ave just a few. In
the evening, though. the buffet really
comes into its own with steak-kabobs,
bitesized chicken, baby back ribs, rice
pilaf and relishes. From midnight to
closing, the Living Room Buffet serves a
hearty ham-and-eggs breakfast,

Beyond the buftet is the getaway-
from-it-all Carwon Corner, iis walls
covered, as the name indicates, with car-
toons [rom the pages of pLavBoy. Living
Room habitués are likely to encounter
such delightful Bunnies as Carron Wales
and Lynn Leithleiter.

On the next floor up from the Living
Room is one of Chicago’s (and the coun-
try’s) most prestigious dining spots, the
VIP Room.

In richly furbished blue-and-white sur-
roundings setting off superb napery, sil-
ver and stemware, bilingual (and often
multilingual) Bunnies, assisted by liver-
icd butlers, serve a VIP Iuncheon [rom
noon to 3 rar—for $5.50 per person—
which features Steak Delmonico, Tour-
nedos of Beel or Dover Sole. Dinner,
served from 6 p.ar until 1 a.ar., offers the
VIP Gourmet Dinner for $12.50; its nine
courses are highlighted by vintage wines
and entree of either roast boneless sir-
loin, Maine lobster or roast capon.

The Bunnies on hand form a distaff
United Nations—Ana Lizza, [rom Puerto
Rico. Austrian Ditha Nicherl, Lithunan-
ian Andrea Vikta, and Dane Vivi Kiener.

The next wwo floors of the Windy
City's Playboy Club are occupied by the
Penthouse and the Playroom. They offer
the entertainment seeker a colorful spec-
trum ol comedic and vocal talent. The
Penthouse has the earliest dinner show
in town at 8 p.nm., followed by three oth-
er shows on Friday and Saturday and
two shows Sunday through Thursday.
Decoratively highlighted by a unique
translucent mobile mural, the Penthouse
also boasts a culinary attraction: a 31.50
filet mignon at luncheon and dinner.

The Playroom, capping oft the Play-
boy pleasure dome, presents the last of
its four shows at 1:45 on Saturday
nights, making it the latest in town. It's
followed at § A.a. (1:45 the rest of the
week) by a rousing Celebrity Party that
lasts unul closing time. Its dance floor is
the scene of till-the-lights-go-out twisting
as keyholders join Bunnies in the latest
variations of the Hully Gully, Bird, Wa-
tusi, Frug, Pony and the Club’s own
twist variation—The Bunny. The Play-
room food fancier will find the 8-ounce
sirloin  special served from first-show
time until 1 A.ar. a bountiful feast.

Recalling the Club’s carly days, Hugh
Hefner said, “We never anticipated the
tremendous public reception to the
Club. We originally planned it as a
posh private club for the magazine's ex-
ccutives and their friends. On opening
might, we had a small cluster of Bunnies
and three rooms—a Playmate Bar, a Liv-
ing Room and a Library—and the only
entertainment was Mabel Mercer sing:
ing in the Library. It just grew from
there until today it’s an entertainment
mecca for 11,500 Chicago businessmen
and executives, as well as for visiting
keyholders—a total of 302,424 to date—
from all over the nation and the world.

“The Playboy Club is today—four-and-
a-halfl years alter its inception—the most
successful night-club operation in the
world, with the best—for our keyholders,
and for rrLavsoy—still very much ahead.
We will double the total number of
U.S. Club ciues in 1964 and we're ac
quiring the poshest of resort hotels in
Jamaica, which we plan to transform into
a Caribbean Playboy paradise.

“In the year ahead, we plan to open
Clubs in other major citics here in the
United  States, including  Honolulu;
we're looking for logical locations in the
key cities in Canada and we've an ad-
vance guard in Europe right now, select
ing Club sites—in London, Copenhagen,
Paris, Rome and Berlin: we're also con-
sidering Tokvo, Hong Kong, San Juan,
Mexico City and South American cities.”

Although they admit that being a
Bunny is a demanding job, most of Play-
boy’s 500 Bunnies would agree with Chi-
cago cottontail Phyllis Phillips when she
says, after three years as a Bunny, “It's
really more than a job. It's a world apart
and unto iwself. It’'s the most exciting
and rewarding kind of life a young girl
could hope to live. I just couldn’t imag-
ine mysell working anywhere else.”
Neither could her sister Bunnies of Chi-
cago—Ilor they work at what has hecome
one of the world’s most glamorous jobs,
which is perfectly fitting: They are the
world’s most glamorous girls.

Bunny r;ppfican'om may be obtained
by writing Playboy Clubs International,
Bunny Department, 232 East Ohio St
Chicago, Hlinois 60611.



RELAX A WHILE...
With PLAYBOY As Your Guide

A. Playboy King-Size Towel, Code No. M36, $6.
B. Playboy Golf Putter, Code No. M48, $22.

C. Playhoy Shirt (in tan, blue, black, green, lemon,

red or white). Sizes small, medium, large, extra large. Code No. W20, $6.
D. Playmate Shirt (in same colors as Playboy Shirt).

Sizes small, medium, large. Code No. W32, $5.

E. Playboy Hand Puppet, Code No. MZ28, 36.

F. Playboy Cocktails for Two Set

(mixer, stirrer, two glasses), Code No. D12. 5.

G. Playboy Deluxe Cocktails for Two Set

(includes tray, Femlin tile and knife as pictured), Code No. D8, $15.
H. Playboy Binder (holds six issues), Code No. B2, $3.

I. Bedside Playboy, Code No. B4, 6.

J. Playboy Playing Cards (two decks, boxed), Code No. M44, $3.

K. Cocktail Napkins by Cole (set), Code No. D32, $1.
L. Playboy Beer Mug, Code No. D4, 5.

M. Playboy Coffee Mug, Code No. D16, $2.50.
N. Playboy Jumbo Lighter, Code No. M32, $20.

Please specify Code Mo., quanfity, size and color

{where choice is given).
All prices postpaid.

PLAYBOY
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Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, Department H

232 East Ohio Street « Chicago, Hlinois - 60611

Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key number with order.
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7///’%} ]%@ {continued from page 82)

learned not long ago from Sam.

It was decided that he should have a
job showing about touring French engi-
neers. actors, artists, diplomats, cooks
and businessmen. The port of San Fran-
cisco has a continuous stream of impor-
tant international visitors and the local
State Department office was burdened
with the task of inding natives to enter-
tain the visitors. Sam qualified as a na-
tive, and with the connections of the
four important monthly diners at Jack's,
1t was not difficult o get him engaged,
as in this quasi publicrelations task, rep-
resenting America at home. “Remember
every citizen is an American,” the lo-
cal protocol chief informed him at his
indoctrination session. “You must never
be sure 1o forget that.”

Sam swore.

The protocol chicl fingered a stack of
withdrawn  passports. “We count on
you,” he said. “I've had indigestion for
vears. Now | can eat at home some-
times.” And he licked his lips over the
hope of a patriotic family dinner of Me-
wecal, Lolitaburgers and Baby Ruth
bars.

Sam’s first job, as luck would have it,
was with the famous girl novelist, Fran-
cine de Saigon, She had been a girl novel-
ist for 22 years now, and after three
marriages, a sports-car accident and the
gradual weathering of age—which Co-
lewte understood so well—she had be-

T

come 2 wifle sere. Under white front
lighting she still looked like a girl in her
photographs. When his sk was ex-
plained, Sam rubbed his hands with
fun-loving patriotism. He was now a
dollar-a-year man, paid several times an
hour.

“You will enjoy this?” asked the Siate
Department representative,

Sam was cautious. “No. I think of it as
a duty. But on the other hand, a duty is
a pleasure.”

“Good. You will be paid your per
diem from public-relations funds.”

“Good.”

“Good. And next week we have a
French-speaking  Egyptian  publisher
Ivom Cairo. You will not mention Jews,
Zionism or Suez.”

“Check. I'll get all that out of my sys-
tem with Mrs. Saigon.”

“Please, Miss. Or Mademoiselle.”

“Sure, I know that word therc. I'll
take her to sec the Beth Israel Temple—
naw, I was only kidding. I'll take her tea
dancing.”

Which he did. The next weekend,
when she wrote her new novel, he be-
came the hero of it. But for purposes of
modern literature, she changed the hap-
py. gamboling, horse-faced American
into a brooding, paraplegic. horse-faced
American, whose inability to use his
limbs came about from a childhood
vauma concerned with guilt over the

“You can always tell an ex-officer
by his military bearing.”

racc problem. In the hlm, Sam was
plaved by Marcello Maswoianni: there
was talk of an American television se-
rics in which Eddie Fisher might do a
Tony Curtis—become a serious actor.

The next week, Sam took the Egvp-
tian pubiisher 1o see Mount Tamalpais,
on a vague theory that (a) Mohammed
went to mountains, and (b) at the green
and misty top, where the high birds
swirled and the grasses swaved. amid the
scent of eucalyptus and pine, they would
find no Zionists. There were none.

He discussed the zither with a French
harpist, the city planning of Paris with a
French architect, antique music with a
classical gunarist. He became more and
more a successful citizen of San Francis-
co in his own little private business,
hosting for Gallic visitors who were
subcontracted to him by the State De
partment, much as the post office sub
contracts the cleaning of buildings to the
scavenger specialists in this line. Since he
was carried on the books as an Usher at
Cocktail Parties (no Civil Service rat-
ing), he did not require an FBI or CIA
clearance. He just did his simple tasks of
making [riends for America in his own
simple way.

Naturally, all good things come 1o an
end—good for society, good for San
Francisco’s four high-risk promoters, and
good lor Sam Doric.

The FBI found him to be a high-risk
article because he had belonged 10 every
subversive organization that ever asked
him?

He fell in love with a beautiful
French physicist and married her? (She
lectured av Stanford that year.)

He demanded a permanent appoint-
ment with the State Department?

He fell back into wasteful, slothful,
alcoholic old wavs?

No, none of these. Actually, since his
duties were part time, he had plenty of
ume lelt 1o love, 1o waste, to sloth, to
alcoholize il he wanted to, and he
drifted in and out of subversive organi-
zations, looking for an evening’s enter-
tainment, without ever being tainted by
scandal. Cuba, LSD and Indian rights all
tickled his fancy, but did him no harm
in his job.

What happened was that he took his
occupation seriously. He began studying
French civilization and culture. He read
Ernest Renan and Adolphe Thiers. He
delved deeply into the history ol the ex-
cavations of Tours. He ceased to be an
inspired and charming dilettante with
an unusually long chin. The expressions
ol gratitude on the part ol the visitors
for whom he had been provided as guide
began to grow less ardent. He was using
them to hll out the gaps in his knowl-
edge. which some of them found Hatter-
ing; and then, with American pedantry
and impudence, he began o argue
abour matters that they held closest to



their hearts. Finally, there came com-
pliaints. Sam said that ke knew the real
cause of the population decline after the
Napoleonic wars, and the usual demo-
graphic explanations were so much hog-
wash. French [olk songs had a much
greater Moorish influence than the visit-
ing French chanteuse would admit;
therefore, she was a fool. The Socialist
Party in Lens, he informed a visiting
French trade-unionist. had alwayvs been
infiltrated more by the left than by the
radicals.

Sam was called in and lectured on tact
by the West Coast. Chiel of Protocol, but
the next week he insulted a visiting
traffic expert by saying that the trouble
with the circulation of automobiles in
Paris lay with French driving, not an ex-
cess of cars.

Sam was put on probation.

The Ialians gave the Riviera all its
spice. The annual bicycle races were a
silly fad. Sam persisted in his bad habits.
To many, his ugly face began to scem
ugly. As a result, some now think,
France recognized Red China and began
trading with Cuba.

Alas, Sam had decided to give up
being nice and become an expert, a de-
momc executive, instead.

Sam was hred.

‘Where is he now? Well, he wanders
North Beach, a flower in his lapel,
looking for people to buy him a meal or
a drink or merely to stop for a moment
of conversation. He has no money; mys-
teriously working his own will, if not
God’s, he survives. Recently a rescue
movement. has developed among four
friends, the deep thinkers of San Fran-
cisco, who dine once a month at Jack's.
They want to rehabilitate their old
friend by inspiring him to take up
Russian.

Will this save Sam Doric?

The cultural exchanges have begun.
Sam is willing. He is learning. So [ar,
he likes the taste of boeuf Swoganoff.
“Ya drug! drug! drug!” he shouts over
the linen at the waiter on whom he
practices his eating. “1 am your Iriend!
friend! friend!"—with [ferocious good
fellowship and a liberal distribution of
sour cream sprayed into the air.

Sam is ready for the genuine Soviet
article. They are coming. But the mis-
sions of moviemakers, child psychologists
and agronomists will inevitably be suc
ceeded by serious and stubborn men,
generals, scientists,

How, then, will Sam Doric take his
place in the history of mankind, which
includes the history of Sam Doric but
is even more important? Can one man,
singlehandedly, with the best will in
the world, sct oft World War 1112

Some optumists still believe in the
importance of the human factor in hu-
man aflairs. And some pessimists, too.

CONTACTS MAKE YOU A WINNER
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No gag —“Stags''! A new MGB free! Just whip the hips in a pair of new Contac
Slacks —and send in the entry blank you get with "em. Enjoy a “Slimmer’" sem-
ester with upbeats like those horizon-level front pockets, belt loops or easy-fitting
extension waistband, easy-twistin' tweeds — and, maybe, a new MGB! $4.95 to
$14.95 in your fabrics, your colors

. .. in stores where the action is, or el

write for contest information to q IA\‘CE i
Miller Bros. Industries, Inc., 390
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers to your shopping
guestions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where you
can buy any of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.

Contact Slacks ............ 147
Cricketeer Clothes ......... 41
H:T:S8S]acls’ M tn e 4
Interwoven Socks ........3rd C
Jantzen Sweaters .......... 45
Jockey Twin-Sock ...... ot
Leesures by Lee .......... 48
Levi’s Sportswear ......... 15
Mr. Leggs Slacks ......... 32
Paper Mate Pens .......... 14
Dant Riveci Shicls S 143
Winthrop Shoes ........... 27
Use these lines for information
about other featured merchandise.

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to
answer any of your other
questions on fashion, travel, food
and drink, hi-fi, etc. If your
question involves items you saw
in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a brief
description of the items

when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, I1l. 60611
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NUDEST SELLERS AND SOMMER  PORNOGRAPHERS  BACK TO CAMPUS

“THE PIOUS PORNOGRAPHERS REVISITED”—WHAT'S HAP-
PENED TO THE SEX-MAD LADIES' MAGS SINCE OUR LAST PEEK
BEHIND THE LACE CURTAIN—BY WILLIAM IVERSEN

“THE NUDEST PETER SELLERS AND THE NUDEST ELKE
SOMMER""—MOVIEDOM'S PEERLESS COMIC AND SEXIEST NEW
iIMPORT IN REVEALING AND RIOTOUS NUDIST CAMP SCENES
FROM THEIR LATEST FILM

“YOUTH, LOVE, DEATH""—THREE HAUNTING ALLEGORIES BY
THE AUTHOR OF “THE GINGER MAN"—J. P. DONLEAVY

A CANDID CONVERSATION WITH HENRY MILLER—THE
CONTROVERSIAL MAVERICK OF AMERICAN LETTERS AMPLIFIES
HIS VIEWS ON SEX, CENSORSHIP AND CREATIVITY IN AN EXCLU-
SIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“PLAYBOY'S PIGSKIN PREVIEW” —PRE-SEASON PICKS FOR
THE TOP COLLEGE TEAMS AND PLAYERS—BY ANSON MOUNT

“STYLISH STOUT”"—A MIRTHFUL MIX-UP IN THE DRONES
CLUB AS THE INIMITABLE BINGO LITTLE STRIVES TO WIN A FAT-
UNCLE CONTEST—BY P. G. WODEHOUSE

“THE DEADLY HALLS OF IVY””—AN OUTSPOKEN, SEARCHING
AND OVERDUE INQUIRY INTO AMERICA'S MASS-EDUCATION
MANIA—BY PAUL GOODMAN

“PLAYBOY IN JAMAICA”—PICTORIAL HIGHLIGHTS OF THE
MOST EXCITING PLAYBOY CLUB ACQUISITION TO DATE: AN
ISLAND PARADISE IN THE CARIBBEAN; INCLUDING A JAMAICAN
PICTORIAL ON PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR, DONNA MICHELLE

“GROVER DILL AND THE TASMANIAN DEVIL"—-FURTHER
RECOLLECTIONS OF AN INDIANA CHILDHOOD WHEREIN IS RE-
VEALED A TRAGICOMIC MOMENT OF TRUTH—BY THE ORACLE
OF THE NIGHT PEOPLE, JEAN SHEPHERD

“LETTERS FROM BOHEMIA—A POIGNANT PORTRAIT OF THE
WORLD OF MAXWELL BODENHEIM, STAR-CROSSED PRECUR-
SOR OF TODAY'S BEAT WRITERS—BY BEN HECHT

“BERTRAM AND THE NETWORKS"—HIGH COMEDY AND LOW
MORALS IN A BITING TALE INVOLVING THE TV NETWORKS, A
DOLLAR-HUNGRY COLUMNIST AND AN EXQUISITE CASE OF BLACK-
MAIL—BY DANIEL A. JENKINS

“BACK TO CAMPUS—CLASSIC REVIVALS AND NEW DIREC-
TIONS IN ATTIRE AND APPURTENANCES FOR THE ACADEMIC
YEAR—BY ROBERT L. GREEN

“PLAYMATES REVISITED—1961"—A PICTORIAL REPRISE OF
ALL THE PLAYMATES FROM OUR EIGHTH YEAR OF PUBLICATION



Whenever you wear a tie, your socks should come
up over the calf. And stay there.

No leg showing when you sit down. Or you're not
well-dressed. No tugging at your socks all day. Put
them on and forget them.

The Ban-Lon® OT.C: (over-the-calf socks). "

Stretch knit of 10064 nylon with diagonal. Regular fits men up to 6 ft. Tall fits men over G ft. Dark dress colors. $1.50. (Other over-the-calf socks from £1.25)

Xnterwoven

THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS
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Paris plays host to the
Dewar’s Highlander

SET OF 4 COLOR PRINTS OF CLANS MacLaine, MacLeod, Wallace and Highlander, shown in authentic full dress regalia, 8%:"x 12", suitable for framing. Available
only in states where legal. Send $5 to Cashier's Depl. #8, Schenley Imports Co., 1280 Avenue Of The Americas, N.Y. 19, N.Y.© 86.8 Proof Blended Scotch Whisky.
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