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Crow, Crow, crow your boat...

Cool off Bird-style. There’s nothing as refreshing (and tasty) as a
tall, cool one made with Old Crow. This summertime favorite
for generations is modern America’s favorite Bourbon. For a
raft of drinking pleasure, those who know, drink QL.D CROW

Famous, Smooth, Mellow
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FREE! "MIXING MAGIC” BOOKLET. Dozens of recipes, serving suggestions and party ideas. all colorfully illustrated. Send to Old Crow. Box 166 M, Wall St. Station, New York, K.Y 10005,



Please don’t drink the suspension system...

Not good for you: we had to add
dye to the alcohol-and-water mix in
order to avoid paying a liquor tax on
every MG Sports Sedan we import.

Besides, there are greater kicks
to be had from our new Hydrolastic®
Suspension. Teamed with front wheel
drive, it gives our five-passenger
economy sedan the handling
qualities of an expensive sports car.
Permanently sealed-in fluid replaces
metal springs and shock absorbers.
You corner flat, ride level and

hold firm to the road. Most
intoxicating, whether you motor for
fun or family.

The Sports Sedan earns its name
in other ways, as well. MG's 1100 c.c.
twin-carburetor power plant
hastens you on your way. The big
fade-free disc brakes impose control
seldom experienced off the race
course. The bucket seats and 4-speed
stick shift add to the sport.

And it's all yours at a price
usually referred to as laughably low.

Want a drink? See your favorite
bartender.

Want the sporting life in a family
car? See your MG dealer.

In either case . . . cheers.
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| | MoTOR CORP.JHAMEROD, INC., DEPT.

L | B-8. 734 GRANO AVENUE, RIUGE-
\—/

FIELD, NEW JERSEY



PLAYBOY

He was meek and mild

E
Then he latched on to -l-s Press-Free‘Swingers’

“Swinger" slacks go to a guy’s head like wild. They swing because they're boldly tapered, cuffless, with two scoop
pockets and one dashing loop. The Press-Free feature means no ironing ever, no matter what happens—in or out of the
wash. Talon zipper, of course. *'Swingers' are just $5.98 to $7.98 in a variety of colors and fabrics such as Dacron”
polyester and cotton, corduroy, hopsacking, gabardines. (Slightly higherinthe West). h.i.s, 16 East 34th St.,N.Y. 10016.



SLESAR

PLAYBILL

CETTY BOULES

SCORING A MAJOR BREAKTHROUGH on this month’s appropriately Playmate Pink cover is Playmate of the Year Jo Collins. Our past
December's gatelold girl |)rm'(.~(| to be an overwhelming favorite with our readers in April's Playmate Play-off, despite keen opposi-
tion from runners-up Astrid Schulz and China Lee. Her beautcous bona fides are delectably displaved within.

As eminent author Paul Darcy Boles ably demonstrates in our August lead fiction, The Most Beautiful Race in the World, it
is possible to write a comic story based on the usually sportsmanlike exploits of daredevil drivers in Iast cars. Boles, who coinciden-
tally is having his auto-racing novel, The Streak. made into a movie by Jack Palance. is himsell the owner of an antediluvian
Mercedes-Benz, a machine which brings out the worst in what Boles describes as “ham-handed auto mechanics.”

Keeping in touch with pLavsoy Contributing Editor Robert Ruark presents a communications problem of the first magnitude.
Attempting to clear up a point in his current story, Barbara, we contacted his agent in New York, who gave us some leads as to
Ruark’s whereabouts. We first called his London digs—no answer; we then put in a call to the Ruark hacienda in Palamoas, Spain,
and were informed that we'd just missed him, but that we might catch up with him in Rome. We came close in the Eternal Ciuy,
but Ruark had pushed on to Venice. We finally made contact there, where the peripatetic author told us he'd forward the infor-
mation [rom London, his next day’s destination.

Woody Allen—author-star of What's New, Pussycat? and comic commentator of our What’s Nude, Pussycat? photo feature
—is very depressed. It seems that cach time Woody wrote an ending to Pussycat during the Paris shooting, he had himsell
marrying Romy Schncider, and each time. the ending would be rejected (Miss Schneider’s contract stipulated that she was to wind
up with Peter O Toole at flick’s end). But Allen kept irying for a Woody-gets-Romy finale until the 11th hour, when he had o
fly to the US. for the Johnson inauguration and in desperation sacrificed cinematic h.ippmu:vs for a shooting schedule. His last
romantic hopes shattered, he is hard at work on a new suvcnpl.w in which—gloom—he docsn’t even come close to getting the girl.

Henry Slesar, concocter of Melodramine, a wagicomic sci-fi tour de force, is the wearer of a whole slew of chapeaux. In
addition 1o being a top-drawer movie writer for Warner Bros. (The Deadly Doll, Two on a Guillotine and, in the works, The
Thing at the Dooy), Slesar is president ol a new advertising agency and has had short stories included in 35 anthologies.

The setting for our Playboy Interview with the Imperial Wizard of the United Klans of America, Robert Shelton, was hardly
prepossessing—a dark office in a shabby building in downtown Tuscaloosa. Some of the office “decorations” provided suitably
bizarre trappings for our taping session with Shelon: Conspicuously displaved at his elbow was a Bible; similar ly displayed on a
nearby radiator were a matched pair of lethal-looking ax handles and an unsheathed, long-bladed bavonet.

The strains, both physical and psychological, ol writing are many, but few authors have labored under more frustrating
conditions than Povntz Tyler, who penned this month’s chronicle on the antitobacco legions, Where There's Smoke Therve's Irve.
Tyler, who journcyed up to New York from his home in Tucker Hill, Virginia, 1o research the piece, did a large portion of it in
the Arents Tobacco Collection rooms at the New York Public Library, where large signs state unequivocally, No smokixg. Tyler
says his nerves were just about shot by the time he was finished.

Admirably angmenting our hwmt fare: Milestones of Success, Contributing Editor, Business and Finance, J. Paul Getty's
recounting of arucial turning points on the road 10 executive success; Silversiein on Fire Island, featuring Shel among the gay set;
Friendship, Ken W. Purdy’s Rabelaisian tale of mistaken identity: Part IV of The History of Sex in Cinema, in which .mthmq
Arthur Knight and Hollis Alpert reprise the forcign ilms of the Twenties; Bright with White, Fashion Dirccior Robert L. Green's
ruide to warm-weather wear-with-all; Manhattan Tower, the latest in rraveoy's series of urbane bachelor pads; Fore!, a par-
smashing primer on goll and gear; and our College Burcau Assistant Manager and now Playmate, Lannie Balcom. Be our guest.

PLAYBOY, AUGUST, 1565, VOL. 12, NO. B, PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY HMH PUBLISHING CO., INC , IN NATIONAL AND REGIONAL EDITIONS. PLAYBEOY BUILDING, 232 E. OWIO
ST., CHICAGD, ILL. 60611, SECOMD CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGO, ILLINCIS, AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES. SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U. S., $8 FOR ONE YEAR.
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Catch up on your

...through a trial membership in the

CHECK THE BOOKS YOU HAVE SO FAR FAILED TO “'GET
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THE SUGGESTED TRIAL: SIMPLY BUY THREE ADDITIONA
AT THE MEMBERS’ PRICES... WHICH AVERAGE 20 7%
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reading this summer

BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB 4
AROUND TO' THROUGH OVERSIGHT OR OVERBUSYNESS

BOOKS WITHIN A YEAR
BELOW RETAIL PRICES

BOOK-DIVIDENDS: The most economical
system ever devised for building a well-

rounded library of important and useful

books . .. all in the publishers’ editions

LIFE . HE EXPERIMENTAL MEMBERSHIP suggested here will not
;f-"{ = = _ only prove, by your own aclual experience, how effectually
PICAS50 ' membership in the Book-of-the-Month Club can keep you from
missing, through overbusyness, books you fully intend to read;
it will also demonstrate another important advantage enjoyed by
members: Book-Dividends. Through this unique profit-sharing
system members can regularly receive valuable library volumes
—at a small fraction of their price—simply by buying books
they would buy anyway.

193.LIFEWITH
PICAS50 by
FRANCOISE  GILOT
and CARLTON LAKE
(Retail

203. UP
THE DOWN
STAIRCASE by

Ilustraced.
price $6.95)

BEL HKAUFMAN

3 If you continue after this experimental membership,
you will receive, with every Club choice you buy, a Book-Divi-
dend Certificate. Each Certificate, together with a nominal sum,
usually $1.00 or $1.50—occasionally more for unusually expen-
sive volumes—can be redeemed for a valuable Book-Dividend
which you may choose from over a hundred fine library volumes
whose retail prices average $7. This is probably the most eco-
nomical means ever devised of building a well-rounded personal
library. Since the inauguration of the Book-Dividend system,
over $325,000,000 worth of books (retail value) has
been earned and received by Book-of-the-Month Club
members through this unique plan.

(Retail price $4.95)

LUIGI BARZINI
 The Italians

P AT
MANNERS

127.THE MAN

by IRVING
WALLACE. (Retail
price §5.93)

625. A

MOVEABLE
FEAST by ERNEST
HEMINGWAY. [l-
lustraced. {Retail
price $4.95)
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BOOK-OF-THE-MONTH CLUB, Inc. Al43-8B
345 Hudson Street, New York 14, N_ Y.

Please enroll me as a member of the Book-of-the-Month Club and

(151 Y L:

S' send me_the three volumes whose numbers I have indicated in boxes

~ below, billing me $1.00 for all three volumes. I agree to purchase at least

- three additional monthly Seclections—or Alternates—during the first year

494. GILT- 616. PROFILES n I am a member. Members' prices for these books average 2096 less
DEDGEDBONDS IN COURAGE - than retail prices. T have the right to cancel my membership any time
¥ IAN  FLEMING {3 JOHN F, KENNEDY Saamrsy after buying these three books. If 1 continue after the trial. T am to
(Retail price $6.95) Memornal Editon 14E. THE ITALIANS By LuiGt receive a Book-Dividend Certihcate with every Selection—or Alternate—

SCANDAL by JOHM
CHEEVER. (Retail
prce $4.93)

(Retail price §5)

105.
TIMES MAI-
GRET. 5 Novels by
GEORGES SIMENON
(Retail price $3.93)

FIVE
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AFFAIR ly HELEN
MAC INNEs. (Retail
price §3.93)
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107. COR-

RIDORS OF
POWER /Iy C P
sNow. (Retail price
$3.93)

I buy. Each Certificate—together with a nominal sum—can be redeemed
for a Book-Dividend which [ may choose from a2 wide variety always
available. (A small charge is added to all book shipments to cover post-
ape and mailing expense. ) PLEASE NOTE: Ou.'ninn.'llTy the Club will offer
two or more books together at 2 1{’:'.{':}!# combined price. Such purchases
are counted as a single book in fulfilling the membership obligation.

INDICATE BY NUMBER IN BOXES BELOW THE THREE BOOKS YOU WANT

o

MR.
MHRS.
MISS

Address......

Fhe trmdvimrkz BOOR-OF-THE-MONTH CLUHR amd BOOUR-DIVIDEND are regin-
teved by Uook-of-the-Month Club, Inc,, in the U.S. Patent Office and in Conala,
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A Margarita cocktail, made with Jose Cuervo brand, the most honored name in Tequila, is
truly wonderful. The Margarita . . . is an ever-growing favorite among cocktail connoisseurs
from the haciendas of sun-drenched Mexico to the smart clubs and bars throughout the
world. Jose Cuervo Tequila, basis of many captivating cocktails, including famous
Margarita, is the legacy of ancient Aztecs to the sophisticates of 1965. It's incomparable!
Send for the Cuervo Tequila recipe booklet. Tequila Margarita: 1% oz. white Cuervo
Tequila; 4% oz. Triple Sec; 1 oz. fresh lime or lemon juice. Shake with shaved ice. Serve in
a salt-rimmed glass. Salud !
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o Frozen Fresh 1
% Margarita Min—Tor |
|“ﬂ]‘gamﬂ perfect Margaritas |
Mix  everytime Atfood !
e liquor stores.
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Jose Cuervo TequiLA

SOLE U.S. IMPORTERS [ YOUNG'S MARKET COMPANY, LOS ANGELES 54, CALIFORNIA
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Chesterfield People:

They like a mild smoke, but just
don't like filters. (How about you?)

Chesterfield People get the taste that satisfies. Do you?

Tami Apt operates an art gallery in New York
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Floyd Cummins is a commercial fisherman in Washington

If you like a mild smoke, but don’t like filters—try today's Chesterfield King. Vintage tobaccos—
grown mild, aged mild, blended mild. Made to taste even milder through longer length. They satisfy!

CHESTERFIELD KING tastes great...tastes mild!
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SARTRE
I would like to take this opportunity
to thank you for the inspiring and pro-
vocative interview with Jean-Paul Sartre
in your May issue. As an avid veader of
both Sarwre and rraveoy, 1 cannot tell
you ol the pleasure it has given me. I am
sure that this feeling is shared by all fol-
lowers of Sarwe and the existentialist
movement.
John J. Croat
Ames, lowa

For me, Jean-Paul Sarwre reaches the
epitome of mature sclfishness. If, instead
ol resisting the fact that man is pri-
marily driven by sclhsh motives, we were
to accept this wruth, we would recognize
that as we grow toward maturity, the
arcas ol our sellishness gradually expand
—until we reach the point where, like
Sartre. we are uncomfortable ourselves
when we are aware that there are starv-
ing children anywhere in the world.

Mrs. Elizabeth Little
Wayzata, Minnesota

My enjoyment of your interview with
Jean-Paul Sartre was marred only by its
introduction, in which St. Augustine is
crroncously  included  among  French
writers of memoirs. Of course, Augus-
tine's Confesstons are among the best of
that genre, but he cannot be considered
French. The criteria for designating him
as such would be that he had been born
in France (which was still Gaul in the
Fourth Century) or that he wrote in
French (which did not exist as a literary
language then). Augustine was born in
North Africa, where he lived most of his
life. He wrote in Latin.

Eugene E. Kuzirian

History Department

Rutgers University

New Brunswick, New Jersey
Our apologies to St. dugustine.

DREAM WORLD

reavsoy inadvertently sativizes itself
in its April review ol Norman Mailer's
An American Dyeam. The review deals
almost exclusively with the book's sexual
content (which, in fact, is only one facet
of the novel). Because Mailer's protago-
nist sees his sexual encounters as some-
thing quite apart [rom PLAYBOY'S heady,

232 E. OHIO 5T., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

hedonistic view ol erotica, the reviewer
picks at the book. He seems to be look-
ing up at Mailer's novel and secing only
the botom surface of a powerful pece
ol iction [rom the country’s finest writer.
Perhaps pravmoy has spent oo long «
time in o prostrate position.

Tav'or G. Whie

Highland Park, Ilinois

A LIVING DAHL
Roald Dahl's maswerpiece, The Visi

tor, rates five stars and a bravo. I, lor
one, certainly leel that this is the best
piece ol hction ever presented in the
pages ol praysoy. It has been the chief
topic around here since the May rraysoy
arrived. I hope you'll remember Dahl
when vou vote vour best-hction award at
the end ol the vear, and I hope that
rrAYBoy brings to print more ol the tal-
ent of this giled writer.

Tony Mecea

U. S. A. F. Hospital

APO New York, New York

The Visitor by Roald Dahl is one of
the finest pieces ol fiction 1 have read in
rravsoy. The short stories you !)ll'}li!i]l
are always good, but this time I believe
vou have outdone vourselves. Please let's
have more of Mr. Dahl in the [uwre.

Steven L. Hirsh
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

I have just finished one ol the most
fabulous short stories I have ever had
the pleasure of reading. My most hearty
thauks for The Visitor in the May issue.
Rouald Dabl is truly one of this decade’s
best shortstory writers. 1 wust we can
expect more [rom Mr. Dahl in the coming
issucs ol PrAYBOY.

James Kelly
Minneapolis, Minnesota

Your trust is nol musplaced, gentle-

men. Watch for a new Dahl story shorily.

SEX IN CINEMA

With its customary alacrity and acu-
nien, PLAYBOY once again combines a
sophisticated wisdom with a happily non-
puritanical view ol sex, and provides a
worthy stage for Messrs. Alpert and
Knight and their unusual, informative,
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Beer
on the rocks?

(oh, no!)

The other day, for the first time, our brewmaster heard of “beer-on-the-
rocks.” He fell apart.

He really doesn’t have anything against ice cubes. . . for scotch or
old-fashioneds or lemonade. But not for beer. Especially the King of Beers.

You see, he knows how much extra time and expense it takes to get
that Budweiser taste and smoothness and drinkability. Add a couple of
ice cubes ard “bloop”. . . there goes all that extra effort.

Ice cuts down the head and waters down the taste. And with
Budweiser, that’s a tragedy. Budweiser is the only beer in America
that’s Beechwood Aged. We allow Bude to brew its own tiny bubbles. ..
slowly, naturally . . . over a dense lattice of beechwood strips. That’s why
Budweiser tastes better, foams better and sets better—glass after glass.

So if you know somebody who likes to plunk ice cubes in his Budweiser,
please don’t tell our brewmaster. (We hate to see a grown man cry.)

it’s worth it . . . it’s Budweisers

ANHEUSER-BUSCH, INC. « ST LOUIS « NEWARK « LOS ANGELES » TAMPA « and soon HOUSTON, TEXAS
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Peter
Sellers
loves
‘That
Man’

‘That Man’

by Revion

A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE

AND AFTER-SHAVE LOTION.
ALSD SPRAY-DEDDDRANT BDDY TALC,
SDAP, TALC, PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE.

titillating, thoroughly serious The His-
tory of Sex in Cinema. Congratulations.
Amos Vogel. Director
Lincoln Center Film Deparunent
The New York Film Festival
New York, New York

I think the most significant sentence
in your entire May issue was found nei-
ther in the Philosophy nor in the Sarue
interview. but on page 177. in the Sex in
Cinema article. It is the quote atributed
to Mack Sennett. who is speaking ol the
success of his  bathing-beauty  films:
“When the studio received hundreds of
letters of protest from women’s clubs, 1
knew I had done the right thing™

Raymond R. Foster
Evansville, Indiana

The History of Sex in Cinema is well
documented, but it is clear that the au-
thors, Arthur Knight and Hollis Alpert.
have ably stacked the cards in favor ol
their provocative thesis. And why not? It
makes for good reading. Nevertheless. it
is not strictly accurate o give the
impression that sensationalism by the
old moviemakers outshone their more
conventional ventures or that thewr
heavy-handed interpretation ol lust was
frustrated only by the introduction of
censorship.  Conspicuous and sustained
cfforts 10 be “sensational”™ eventually
pall, and the buying public becomes ei-
ther surfeited with, or no longer stimu-
Lued by, such exhibitions. Even at the
peak of their success, the purveyors of
shock are usually unrepresentative ol the
contemporary majority. While movies
have gone through many cvcles of sexy
sensationalism. violence or horror. they
have been the quick-buck exceptions to
the rule. There have been more cveles
where the public preferred grim trag-
edies: gay, light, or nonsensical come-
dies: costume romances and adveniure,
and so on. While the Theda Bara and
Annette Kellerman epics stirred up the
dust of their times. as did the Gloria
Swanson and Clara Bow pictures in
theirs, it was the “golden curls and girl
ish maiveté” ol the likes of Mary Pick-
ford that went on and on over the vears.
The “new ideals and images ol woman-
hood™ referred to in the article did not
really, as your authors suggest. “eclipse™
the “good girl” and the romantic image.
In more recent vears, the popularity of
Irene Dunne and Janet Gaynor out-
lasted that of Jean Harlow and Jane Rus-
sell. In our own ume. the Lue and
pathetic Marilyn Monroe was never as
reliable at the box ofle as Doris Day.
Joan Crawlord was far and away more

important as it dramatic actress than as
one ol OQur Dancing Daughters.

The old-time stars who continued to
ourdraw all others over long periods
were nol the Vilenunos or the Gilberts.
They were the Ronald Colmans, the

Cary Grants, the Clark Gables, the Gary
Coopers, the John Waynes. This is not
to suggest that one group had “sex ap-
peal” and the others didn’t, bur rather
that the latter associated themselves with
stories and roles that were more “conform-
ist” than the lormer. The real giams
of the early movie days—Chaplin, P'ick-
ford and Fairbanks—have never been su-
perseded, and none of them were ever,
for more than a briel spell, outdrawn by
the “sexier” stars.

There is room lor all, but the most
lasting and reliable place is reserved for
those who most nearly rellect the hap
piest and best conventions and aspira
tions of the society ol their umes.

Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.
Kensington, England

Why pin down sex specifically to the
cinema or to Hollywood? Sex is the same
evervwhere. I am 82 vears old: 69 ol
them have been spent in show business.
I made over 300 movies. Belore acung, 1
was an artists’ model, and posed for all
the great sculptors, painters and illustra
tors. I posed nude belore classes ar New
York's Art Swdents League and  the
Marvland Institute. I am for sex. The
Creator was for it: that's what stared
everything. I am sure 1 became interest-
ed in it at six—and being. they said.
good-looking, I got 1o know lots about it
in later years.

They so often reler to the wild parties
in Hollywood. Yes, there were a lew, but
almost all those stories about Hollywood
are greatly exaggerated, simply beciuse
Hollywood makes good copy. Actually,
today’s Hollywood is & myth. The great

personalities  are  gone and forgouen.
The brass stars sunk in the Hollywood
pavement bear the names ol people I've
never heard ol Hollywood is just a
trade name. It's never influenced the
minds of the young. Sex wis there be-
fore pictures—Adam and Eve had some-
thing o do with i

It might interest you to know that
some vears ago, when I was in Shanghai.
four of China’s greatest statesmen—all
elderly—had me to lunch, and proceeded
to take me apart for inroducing st 1o
China where none had existed belore.
because our movies showed women's bos-
oms, thighs and calves, and all Kinds of
love play. Evidently emancipating wom-
€n wils our crime.

Ralph Waldo Emerson siid, “Never
lose an opportunity to sce anything that
is beautilul.” That's why, when [ see
rravsoy on the newsstands, T open it o
the beauttlul Playmate ol the Month.

Francis X. Bushman
Pacific Palisades, Calilornia

PREMINGER’'S KISS

The photographs ol the beach se
quence from In Harm's Way in your May
issue [The Kiss—Circa '65] were accom-
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Man Wears

-

to Woo Girl
College Hall Makes Perfect Coat
For Man’s Favorite Sport

Ah, the many, manly charms of wool —
captured here by College Hall in the sports
coat that reflects a man’s true nature. The
herringhone: bold but never brash: the
heather tones: quietly colorful: the tailoring:
pure perfection. Well-Dressed/Wool-Dressed,
of course,

Wool Wows Girl

Man Gains a Heart
But Loses a Coat

Our lady fair fell for natural wool loomed in
America by Souhan- Kent Mills. If she won't give
it back, our gentleman friend ean get another

‘ coat for about $43, in black /gray,
‘ black /white, green/gold, blue heather,
or in the whiskey heather he had. For store
names, write: Dept. 965, American Wool
T s Council, 570 Seventh Ave., New York, N.Y.
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panied by an article quoting Otto Prem-
inger saying he would never allow the
censors to mterfere with his rights as an
individual, and that he did not intend 10
cut his ilm just 1o please them. Thus, |
was vastly amused when I saw the film—
with the entire nude sequence omitted.
I got a good laugh, 100, out of reading

Hugh O'Brian’s comment thae all the
moncey he wis to receive for that particu-
lar scene in the picture he would give to
charity. 1 am sure there isn't one of us
who would not have done that scene
without monetary COMPENSALIon.

Paual H. Sampliner, President

Independent News Company

New York, New York

Preminger states that while everything

in the seene leading up to the embrace
was  presevoed, the kiss itsell was cut
during final editing of the film, for “tech
nical” reasons, not out of fear of cenvor-
,\'Mp; whatever the rveason, “the hisy” is
missing from the moue.

!
) GIANT PRAISE

Souventr by J. G. Ballard [PLAYROV,
May 1965] strikes me as a powerful story,
evoking comparison with Kalka and the
“fables” sprinkled throughout several of
Philip Wylie’s books. Oddly enough, I'm
also reminded of Jonathan Swilt. The
unidentified giant on the beach might
very well be a latter-day Gulliver, .md
the fate his carcass meets is typical ol
that which would be accorded by our
own Lilliputian society.

It does happen, vou know. Whenever
a creative “giant” dies today, the literary
: scavengers and souvemir hunters set bus-

ll || | ilv to work on his body (and the body of

[ ] his work), carving him up and dissecting
g

with rare abandon. Perhaps there is no
longer a place for giants in our society,
be they dead or alive. But I'm happy
there's a place for a story like this in
PLAVBOY.

Robert Bloch

PUSHBUTTON S I}.O;F \l;:.{tl’u iullimm!a
DRINKSMANSHIP _I'I,,-\\ u‘n\ £y nlm Ia_ are 5 thanhks to wn

er Bloch, also a contvibutor to these
pages (most recently: “Beelzelul” in our
December 1963 issue), and author of the
chiller “Psycho.”

CLASSIC CORD

The picture ol the original Cord on
the frse page of Motoring’s € lassic Re-
vival [pravsoy, May 1965] shows a Cord
810, not the 812 as stated. As a Marmon
owner and one who knows a little of the

@Sterzzer CLASSIC VIl with 8 pushh“nun SI]EEI]S “lesser” competitors of those glorious

vears, I noticed the absence of the super

This is the magical device that can change a “'Highball Harry’' kind of host charged cxhaust system used on 812
into a legendary source of delicious, imaginative cocktails. The Osterizer Cords. This was a chiel distinction be
CLASSIC VIII simply spins you free of fussy, time-consuming drink prepara- tween the two styles.

tion. You smile instead of cringing at orders that call for more than *‘some-
thing on the rocks.” Achieving new and unusual drinks with likker is quicker—
and so much easier—with pushbutton selection of eight, clearly marked speeds
... to stir, whip, blend or frappé your way to success in drinksmanship.

Richard T. Hammon
Hastings College
Hastings, Nebraska

i ) ; The auto pictured was a Cord $12. The
PS: Between cocktail hours, the CLASSIC VIII works wonders in the kitchen.

W It's the key to a new world of Osterizer Spin Cookery. Give it a whirl! exhaust -‘Tﬂflm was on the side of the cay
- not shawn in the photograph.

{© 1965 Jonn Oster Manufacturing Co., Dept. PB, 5055 N. Lydell Ave., Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53217



COLUMBIA

STEREO TAPE cLuUB

>

NOW OFFERS YOU

ANY

of these exciting
pre-recorded 4-track

STEREO §$
TRPES

FOR
ONLY

EUGENE ORMANDY

RIDE OF THE VALKYRIES
SABRE DAMCE » & more

1 WISH YOU LOVE DEBUSSY: LA MER

CONDUCTS TRE 7 - RAVEL: DAPHMIS ET
PHILADELPHIA ORCHESTRA = 5

. CHLOE iSuite Ne. 7

1699, Also: 1 Will 1642. Recorded live

1661. Also: In The 1650, A stunning
Hall of The Mountain  Follow Him, Blue  accomplishmeni!” —  at the Rntibes lazz
King, etc. Velvet, etc. American Rec. Guide  Festival

91

Value up
to $43.75
at regular
Club pricos

“if you join the Club now and agree to purchase as few a

]
BEETHOVEN: “Pathetique”
DEBUSSY: Thiee Preludes
CHOPIN: Scherzo Mo 1
[Coinaima)] & 2 Etudes

1683. “Virile grace
. noble snmnﬁnily
HiFi/Sterec Rev.

THE VENTURES PLAY

TELSTA

* THE */

1008. Riso: Green
Onions, Red
Rock, Calcutta, elc

in the next 12 months

AUDREY REX
HEFBURN HARRISON
Ongina
,w,."fm;. (EEEIETIES
1530. Greater than
ever.. . winner of &

Academy Awards

pr. el RS
EATTUE HYM OF THE REPUBLIC
T} LORD'S PRAYER -0 moORE

1090. “"This is an ex-
tragrdinary chorus.”
—HNew York Times

I'lss Rlso: What Kind
of F 12, Just
Say 1 Lwe Her, etc.

1345, Rlse: SInon
John B., This Train,
Darlin' Corey, etc.

BOBEY HACKETT
plays MANCINI

Days of Wine and Roses
Mzon Biver « Draamavile
o MORE

1161. Also: Baby El-
ephant Walk, Peter
Gunn, Mr. Lucky, etc.

RAY CONNIFF.

1442. The Sweetest
Sounds, You'll Never
Walk Rione, 10 more

m@ *Fierce Imnael
H.Y. \vorld-ulegram

MONK BIG m.
AND QUARTET

5 CONCERT

1637. Epistrophy,
Four in One, | Mean
You, 7 in all

PETER, PAUL & MARY
IN CONCERT

N

1673-1674.

1645. Delightiul per-
formance of Grofé's
soaring tone poem

Selections

Twin-Pack (Counts

Two
selections.} Blowin' in The Wind, ll | Had
A HWammer, Five Hundred Miles, 18 in all

TONY BENNETT

1 Turn To £33,

DREAMS

[COLURTIA 10 more
17114, Also: Autumn
Leaves, | Walk A
Little Faster, elc.

1M3. A lively ses-

‘5, selections from the more than 150 to be eﬂered

808 BROOKMEYER
STAN ;ﬂ‘ -r:"oll‘uﬁ!m

HIRBIL HANCOCK
CARY BURTON « ELVIN JOMES

sion abounding in
passion and truth

TCHAIKOVSKY
Symphosry No. 7

- Wl
Pemre
. Recording
%00 ol

ORMANDY
PHILADELPHIR DRCH,

1283. “Rppealing
tunes and lush ro-
manticism."—Life

THE MANY MOODS OF
Ferrante & Teicher

Dteemail..u“- Gn-
(=) "o

1630. Alsc: Camelot,
Three Coins in The
Fountain, Till, etc.

GGLDFINEER

1704. Featuring the
title song sung by

| RAY CONNIFF
| INVISIBLE
TEARS

Everytaty Loves Sometody
Honeycomt: « 10 MORE

1672, Also: S'posin’,
Kisses Sweeter Than
wine, efc

HEW CHRISTY MIRSTRELS |
LEND CF CIANTS

Johin Henry = Casey Jones

1644. RAlso: Hatural
Man, Paul Bunyon,
El Camine Real, etc,

lon Corp., 1005

@&C 1 &

Shirley Bassey
ARDRETEREVIN I Terre Haute, Indiana 47808 THese Ave |
| L mccept your special offer and have written in the TAPES 1
boxes at the right the numbers of the & tapes I would {fill in numbers
like to receive for £2.97, plus a small mailing and han- l
dling 1g‘illél:arge I will also receive my self-threading reel below) l
l Emoll me in the following Division of the Club:
I [ ciassicaL [0 POPULAR I
l I understand that I may select tapes from either l
1772 Miso: Spanish Division. I agree to purchase five selections from the
1706. A sparklin A b SR § hore than 150 t0 be offered in the commr 12 months, at 1
new jazz treatmen e tlle regular Club price Dlus a_small mailing and han-
of this great score arnaval, l ling charze Theﬂ:af if I decide t0 continue my 1
incm c bership. % ampw ﬁceiw o ‘t Lragléd Jc relcorlded | l
WILLAMS | [Torman Luboft choir ape of my choice FREE for every two onal sclec-
%NEEFI HURT MOMENTS 10 REMEMBER l tions I accept. |
o mbee | | print 1
For 7 l Nome. . see T atssusassmsstinnnn I
2 Blue Lady J First Name Initial Last Name I
'lurnc"l';' The Breezs and | 1 Address. ....coivrenrsssttastaicananinsniaas o 1
e [Comama) plus § more l G I
L g R T TP 1
1905. Also: | Can't 1209. Also: Sleepy l
Sto| l.;u_-iu You, I'.qmm:!“F rll:mnso. J state.- sesssarsssesnsssrnmrerassnsasen--Lip Code........ 1
Emey. 1oina e This nﬂcr is available only within the continental limits of the U8, 4

ROGER WILLIAMS
GREATEST HITS
aulull_}n Leaves

Jazz Imprezsions of .
Japan the dave brubeck
quartet

wal

BERNSTEIN
conducts
TCHAIKOVSKY
1812 Cvarture
Marcke Slave
Capriccin Mtakien
NEW TORY PHILHARMONIC

1636. Zen Is When,  1646. Rlso: Love Is

1302. 2 i 1
n::gz Inhlesnmti:,:t?.'"? us:aorn:::' Sl Rising Sun Osaka A Bore, My Lord And
Got Rhythm, ete. High Fndemy Blues, 8 in Master, Autumn, ete.

FREE-if you join now
REVOLUTIONARY SELF-THREADING TAKE-UP REEL

I Soundtrack
.| Recording

1037. "The maost ad-
venlurgus  musical
ever made.""-Life

Just drop the end of the tape over this reel, start
your recorder, and watch it thread itself! Unigue
Scotch® process automatically threads up tape of
any thickness, releases freely on rewind.

IF YOU ARE ONE OF THE FORTUNATE PEOPLE who owns 4-track stereo tape
playback equipment, you know the thrill of the near-perfect fidelity, the un-
surpassed sound of tape. Now you have an exceptional opportunity to build
an outstanding collection of superb stereo tapes at great savings through
the most generous offer ever made by the Columbia Stereo Tape Club!

By joining now, you may have ANY FIVE of the magnificently recorded
4-track stereo tapes described here — sold regularly by the Club for up to
$43.75 — for only $2.97!

TO RECEIVE YOUR 5 PRE-RECORDED STERED TAPES FOR DNLY $2.97 — simply
fill in and mail the coupon today. Be sure to indicate which Club Division
best suits your musical taste: Classical or Popular.

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the Club’s staff of music experts
chooses outstanding selections for both Divisions. These selections are
described in the Club Magazine, which you receive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selection for your Division . . . or take an
of the wide variety of tapes offered in the Magazine to rnembers of bot
Divisions . . . or take no tape in any particular month.

Your oniy membership obligation is to purchase 5 tapes from the more
than 150 to be offered in the coming 12 months. Thereafter, you have no
further obligation to buy any additional tapes . . . and you may discontinue
your membership at any time.

FREE TAPES GIVEN REGULARLY. If you wish to continue as a member after
purchasing five tapes, you will receive — FREE — a 4-track stereo tape of
your choice for every two additional tapes you buy.

The tapes you want are mailed and billed to you at the regular Club price
of $7.95 (occasional Original Cast recordings somewhat higher), plus a small
mailing and handling charge.

IMPORTANT NOTE: All tapes oHered by the Club must be played on 4-track
stereo playback equipment. If your tape recorder doés not play 4-track
stereg tapes, you may be able to convert it simply and economically. See
your focal service dealer for complete details.

COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB, Terre Haute, Indiana

SEND NO MONEY—muil coupon to receive 5 tapes for $2.97
COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB, Dept. 400-4 SEND ME

15



What 'ereis avery friendl apes to your
of friends. Push the s up; they don't be nr* thP cuffs f:prmg back tn

mlura. in both [::uullm-fe(s and car.::iigams. Now the cast: Bobby Hull, of the Chicago Black Hawks, is in
the friendly stretch with the girl who insists on being identified only as a friend. Frank Gifford and
Paul Hornung are in the same friendly stretcher. We trust you, too, will be soon.

spnrts wear for sportamen




Ken Purdy’s article in the May issue
was wonderful. The Cord has always
been my dream car; a neighbor had one
way back when. I've been dreaming ever
stice; now my dreams will come true,

Glenn G. Shaw
Bradford, Pennsylvania

JUDAIC SEX
In What Is Normal? [vravsoy, March
19653]. Wardell B. Pomeroy cites an carly
Judaic  code tolerating  homosexuality
and prostitution, and states "It was a
sexual code consideribly freer than that
which the Jews developed upon their re-
turn from the Babylonian exile . . "
The Mosac law, in the 18th and 19th
chapters of Leviticus, forbuds both adul-
tery and homosexuality, and discourages
prostitution. Leviticus is commonly  at-
tributed to Moses, and, 10 have been
written by Moses, had 10 have been writ-
ten during the 40 years” wandering, almost
15 centuries before Christ. The return
[rom the Babylonian captivity did not
ttke place until the 6th Century s.c. The
Jews would thus seem 1o have had a
rather strict sexual code for approxi-
mattely 10 centuries  before  Pomeroy
credits them with one. Did he possibly
have relerence o the Exodus [rom
Egypt, which immediately preceded the
10 years’ wandering, rather than the re-
turn from the Babylonian exile?
Curtis E. Barton
Kansias State Teachers College
Emporia, Kansas
Pomeroy's  statement  vegarding  the
Babylonian exile is well substantiated;
most religtous lstorians  consider (s
perviod to be the veal turming point in
Jewish sexual attitudes—uwith the permis-
stve naturalism of carlier Judaic soctety
being replaced by a strict antisexuality.
The prohibitions to which you refer in
“Ieviticus” were actually veligious tribal
taboos—unrelated to any generval conce Pt
of sex morality—mntended (o separate
Tewish vituals (and, thereby, the people
themscelves) from those of the non-He-
brew tribes avound them. Such Old Tes-
tamenl  taboos, wriles Geoffrey  May,
in “Social Control of Sex Ix pression,”
had “no reference to ordinary sexual
immm'ah'.!')'. bt [u'cl'{'] meant rmf_\' {o
prohibit ritual prostitution”—sexual in-
tevcourse (both heterosexual and homo-
sexual) being a common acl of worship
among the pagan religions of the time.
The contrast between early “Hebrew
naturalism’ and the antisexual “dualisin”
enlire
Judaeo-Chyistian culture, in the centuries
after the end of the Babyloman exile and
the beginning of Christianily, is given
considerable, authoritative atiention by
Dy. William Graham Cole in “Sex in
Christtanity and Psychoanalysis”: This
new veligious dualism “was sivongly as-

that  increasingly  infected  ow

cetic, regarding sex as al best a necessary
evil and al worst slavery to the lower pas-
stons., The Old Testament, on the other
hand, porvivays God as commanding his
creatures lo be fruitful and multiply. No-
wheve in ils pages is there a counsel of
celibacy or an exaltation of wvivginily.
Jephihalvs daughier mourns her virginal
estate: the patriarchs and kings of Israel
practice polygamy. . There is a stern
prohibition against adultery in the Law,
but this springs from the concern for the
[perpetuation of| the family line. That
this is not antisexual is demonstrated by
the glaving absence of any ban on forni-
cation, an omission which embarrassed
later Christians of puritanical hue.”

I his book “Sex in History.” G. Rai-
tray Tayloy states: The early Jews “be-
licoed strangly that one should enjoy the
Pleasures of life. including those of sex,
and some teachers held that at the last
day one wounld have to account to God
for every pleasure that one had failed to
enjoy . .7 The only sexual injunctions
in the Ten Commandments arve against
adultery and coveting a neighbor's wife.
On this, Taylor states: “1t must be under-
stood that in this perviod, just as in Rome
and Greece, adultery was a property of-
fense |rather than a moral one] and
meant infringing the rights of another
man. It did not mean that @ man shonld
restrict s attentions to his wife; indeed,
when a wife proved bavren, she would
often give one of her handmaidens to her
leusband that she might bear childven for
lum. Moveover, as the Bible often ve-
minds us, men weve free to maintain mis-
tresses, in addition to their wives; [and)]
on the number of wives a man mght
have there was no vestriclion.

“Nor was there any ban on premarital
sex; il 15 seldom .':p}‘n'r‘{'!'ﬂ.‘r’rf that nowhere
in the Old Testament is there any pro-
hibition of nenconumercial, unpremedi-
tated fornication—apart from rape, and
subject o a fathey's vight to claim a cash
iterest in a virgin |daughter]. Once a
girl had reached the age of 1214 years,
she was free to engage in sexual activity,
unless her father specifically forbade it.
.« . Nor in pre-Exilic days was sodomy a
crime, except when commitied as part of
religious worship of non-jewish gods ...

After the return from Babyloman exile,
as Pomeroy notes, a remarkable change
in fJewish sexual attitudes took place.
Not only were the old laws reinterpreted
in a much broader and stricler fashion,
Ut new laws were added (such as those
prolibiting  masturbation and making
homosexuality a capital crime) in an
attempt to further restrict sexual activity.
For interested rveaders, the ninth and
tenth installments of “The Playboy Plu-
losophy” (rreaviov, August and Sepiem-
ber, 1963) include a brief history of
religious antisexualism in Weslern society.

WATCH
WHAT
BLACK WATCH
DOES
FOR A

MAN
!

BLACK WATCH

The Man's Fragrance
shave lotion %2*, cologne *3 pus mx

By PRINCE MATCHABELLI

oSSr7
==, THEY'RE NEW!
Y ( Black Watch Instant Foam Shave
| Black Watch Pre-Electric Skin Conditioner

alr
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CAST

Lo gy
20-59 Who At Vou New,
I & Garl l3n't Preity, Feople,
You Are Woman, more

00-28. 5m
Last Mtair,
Drear= of

Shiny Stockings, My
tn“unlr
, 12 swngein

JE 2 EDDII

Baby Don't You Cry,
Margie, more

01-44. Swing a I.mle Taste, What'd
| Say, Hide Nor Hair, You Don't
Know Me, and many more swinging
hits recorded on the spot

18-05. #if Thicugh the

2099,
Mls‘anmli‘ma S A

front. | Should Care, Satw

20-12. The Song Is You
Semecne To Watch Over Me,
Newer et Me Ga, etc.

BEATLES
SONG BOOK
Eamantic bsptromectaf
Verslens of 1t
Bt Hits

HOLLYRIDGE
STRINGS

2]-!?.;awﬂ'tklomm
Hane, L3 lﬂm
There, MI My Loving, more

900-27, HighMopes, When
You Wish Upes & Star, Youll
Mevtt Know, Al the Way, elc

21-0& u.;:';h‘uau Te
I,wolllne mr!sl,:mu

00-55. Afogey Day. ubita
oo, Moght In Tunriea, Bat Nat
Tor Me. © Jam Blwes, elc.

li-ﬁ.mam
.%.ll‘.
mt«l.smm

] Spr—
00-99. Watwsi. Frug, Swm,

‘Wobible, Surl_ 51. Troper,
‘Shake, Moakey, Cha Cha, etc.

0K WAL
BUD SHANK

0058. pont The Truige,
Esowan’” in The Wird, Chars,
Fresght Trane, 10 imall

20-63. A Loog a1 He
0% Me, Whak Kond of Fool
Am L, Is It Realiy Me, eic.

20-67. Characs Dc'!!!lale

T:I:s‘w{'nw T mare

The Bewt af

STEVE LAWRENCE

Z THEAR &
e RHAPSODY
L FOOTSTEPS

10 MORE

ABC Parameunt

01-58. Mso: Coma Back
S-ll, Girl, Therell Be Same
Mlade,

Juponese Kela Music
of Nimla Ere

21-57. Gl trom tpanema,
Calt Me hrespoasible, Piek
Pantker Théme, many mere

00-66. Exgtic 1) string Ko
Yo blends wilk modeen flute i
unigue and fascingeing aibum

ICH DALE
ii p;,-'fougaz

&

18-86. Dovey, Let's
Go Trpprr, ohe B,
Tahe 10 OH, 12 in all

¢, Bude, Move, Rouge,
Immm—mme

17-05. Eresglaces, Scaich
and Soda. Stuawberries, The
Tijusaa Jail, MTA, 12 = 4

FRANK SINATRA

NniCen’ easy

14-17. How Deep Is the
Ocesn, Embraceabls You,
Neveriheless, 12 in all

I fozm. Saim Protly Rat

21-B8. A Hart Day's Nght,
Ler's Adt Do the Serim, 1t's the
“Smem bry Jarn, mae

STAN KENTON
The Romantic

21-24. From the bt E'way
muzical based on the Douls
play. 14 great selections

1793, IDon st It Im
Way, Smﬂ.mer&m Your
Cheatin’ Heart, etc.

15-20. The Second Time
Around, Just for @ Thifl, My
Romance, move fop hits

JACKIE
GLEASON

s
= The Lasi Dance E

5 ForLovers Only  }

21484, The Best is Yet 10
Come, Lazy Mternoon, | Wish
¥ou Love, People, 12 in aif

1 Feal Funm, Mr, Mocnlight
11 Great Mew Mits

FRANKIE
LAINE

1 BELIEVE

22-77 . Come Sunday. 1 Be-

Eieve. Trach Me To Pray, The
Sound ef Sience, 7 moe

THE BIST OF
DUKE
ELLINGTON
Carsvan - Satin el

16-02. Flamicge. Black and
Tan Faritasy, Wasm Valley, In
# Sentmental Mood, edc.

15-33. &1 The Things You
Moe. When Your Lover Mas
Gone, I'm Blad There 15 You

JACKIE GLEASON
MUSIC, MARTINIS
& MEMORIES

5-09. The Soeg Is Erded.
I Be Seeing You, Time on
My Hands, § mare

Testerdays

LIZA MINNELLI

21-74.1t's Just aMattes of
Tome, T Ml Fve Gof, The
Travshn Life, 11 hits

19-81. Catch a Wave, Surl-
et Moan, In My Room, Fock-
irg Surter, Dor Car Chab, elc

00 73, Ml My Loving. Mes-
, Murero Cinco,
South of the' Border, elc

Ferranss gl Teicher
THEMES

L

BROADMAY

01-27. tue
ing Up Rotes,
Music, Take Me Mong, lc

ing's Com
e Sound of

22-16. Adderley adds his unmistak-
able magic to: Do You Love Me, To
Life, Sewing Machine, Now | Have
Everything, Sabbath Prayer, etc.

02-15. & ceeply moving
wirk hilked with the 1pecial
Colrane magic

Somebody
Laves You'
Dilany

WaaSinla
Tefla Lin

22.81, Tima Oul for Tears.
Coma to Me, Theme of Love,
Daesers, Bellatra, & more

GANNONBALL
ADDERLEY'S

FIDDLER ON THE ROOF

HITS FROM THE GREAT
BROADWAY SHOW

A

| Braziis z'ut
guitarist
12 bz Spwha Favorites

21-60. Owa ver, lﬂalu
Amae Certinho, Medtacso
[Em Tews Braces, etc.

Unirrstind Your Min, The
6 Heat, Loose Talk, eic.

Ol $00m0 RECOT

OLDIES
BUT e
GOODIES

Tean Hits by the Stars

Round out your collection of records by such great stars as FRANK SINATRA,



your special taste in music

collection of 111 great records hand-picked for readers of PLAYBOY

LAURINDO
ALMEIDA
GUITAR

FROM
IPANEMA

21-97. The Girl from Ipanema, The
Fiddler's Wolf Whistle, Twilight in
Rio, Sarah’s Samba, Quiet Nights
of Quiet Stars, Izabella, 11 n ali

17-14. mlmWrmoqu
Tasn't Mobody's Besiress,
ﬂmqmm.:hm:n,nnre

YOU'RE
MINE, v
Be Mina
Tonight

12 1™ ALL

19-96. Almost in My Arms,
The Best 15 Yet To Come,
Wou're My Girl.

16-6B. Peter Gunn Twist,
Twistin Alice, Mewican Hat
Twist, 12 altopether

16-15A and 16-198.
Two-recoid set counts as twa
separale selections

THE
RAY CHARLES
SINGERS 77,

(
SONGS
For
LOKESOME
LOVERS E

00-9B. Over the Rainbow,
VIl Never Sl Again, | A
Gonea Cry Mo More, elc.

THE GLITAR OF

JOHN GRAY

Comme Ci
Comme €2

Cararan

18-52. Bemphis in Jure,
Moonlight m Vermant, Cheeo
hee, Witchoralt, 12 in 2l

TH{ EW Beung TRICK BN

The Unsinkable

from :hra."n—l:‘:n‘:n:l :—qo'}:

mamca! of the yeur

1 WISH YOU LOVE
GLORIA
LYNNE

BONDE AETDLDY
WAINE PAESAELL

B My Lovs

", Wilda'l It
L e Lemerty
\a

00-57. There Is No Greater
Love, End of a Love Attair. 1
You Love Me, 12 in ol

Bive Pumta  Bongo Bask
Basghsk Beal

WILD
STEREQ
DRUMS

21-95. Tiver Litile Woeds,
My Kind of Girl, You're Love,
Coguelte, 11 in all

Things, It’s Lave, eic

KINESTONTHID

mu.aumrxz HITS

foc -—f
o b A
Ll | ‘,

1258, & Rotiin” Stone. The
Wide Missouri, Goober Peas,
Moily Dee, Olelru others

The Big Scund of
BILLY STRANGE

00-B2, Goldlinger, Palain,
Goin' Out of My Head, Feler
Gunn, Dear Heart, 11 total

22-83. Streels of Larede,
A Maiden's Prayer, Memphis,
Tecubla and Me. and B moee

A\

To welcome you to the

CAPITOL RECORD CLUB

you are invited to choose

when you buy just one record now and agree to purchase six
more in the next year from over 200 a month to be offered

ANY O FREE

Cannonball
Adderley

wilh the voice of
TEWS

22-B4. 'm a Boin World:
Shaker, Next Time | See You,
5 great jacs hils

arthur lyman

1
Ppiaiutic
z 2 Parziie §
E Sneagria g

00-38. Now It the Hour,
Moartain Migh, Vafley Low,
Sang of India, Off Shore, mare

Al Martino

llove you more
nulmn svery

(%3

lﬂ’unruml
Mang lmlﬂ

18-24. HgwLoog Biers, Sin
ColdFeet ol Ground, 'd Rather
Deirdk Mudcy Water, 12 hity

21-07. .P.I.\n Am | Losing
You, Careless Hands, Tears
and Roxes, many mofe

CONCERTOS

UNDER THE STARS
Leonerd Pennoriof
plana

Cormen Drogen/
MI"S'M-

00-B6. Musical meeting of
East and West combines clas
sical Indan idiom ard jasz

HITS OF THE

ANDREWS
SISTERS

ROUW OUT THE RARREL
12 W4 L

19-71_ peep Forest, 1 Ain't
Get Nobody, ) Want 2 Lerlie
Girt, Thow Swell, Ann, el .

W%ﬁﬁg“

SHll 0 The Might
Tl Remember agill

19-24. WellAuRightt, Do’y
Situnder the Apple Tree, Beer
Barrel Polka, plus more

OREGINLL SOUND RECTSD

OLDIE
UDESC)

GOODIES

Tesn Hits by the Stara
Whe made them Famous |

16-57, Ore War's Dream,
Mewer ¥ill 1 Marry, The Mas
querade It Over, and others

15-53. Pulsaling percus
srantiAlso aadable i regular
myno a3 “Wild Hi Fi Drums "}

Landmarks in

CLASSICAL MUSIC W@

MUSIC FROM CREAT MOTION
PICTURES. Hollywood Bowl
Symphony Orch. 85-98

STRAVINSKY: RITE OF SPRING.
Markevitch. 355-49

CHOPIN: 51X POLONAISES
Malcuzynski. 3157-28

CONCERT OF MARCHES. Scots
Cuard. 358-23

BEETHOVEN THIRD (EROICA)
SYMPHONY. Klemperer. 356-53

MOZART: SINFONIA COMNCERTANTE
K364, HAYDON: CONCERTO IN C
MAJOR. Menuhin, 361-50

SCHEHERAZAOE BY RIMSKY-
KORSAKOV. Beecham. 355-05

TCHAIKOVSKY: 1812 OVERTURE,
MARCHE SLAVE. Kletzki. 356-21

10-74. Youe A1 See, §
Heand You Cried Last Baght,
Moonight, Watr, 12 ir abi

00-20. Every Beat of My
Heanl, Mashed Potato Time,
Ihundlq]s 12 in 2l

17-62A, 17-628 and
17-62C. Counts 213

00-62. B Sands, Cubanc
Chant, Mamblues, Warm
‘Winds, total ol &

22-86. Mar'selle, Things
HBie Swingin’, Something Hap-
pans lo Me, Funay, etc.

B3-26. Swedish Fhugsady,
Ligbestraume, Cornish Rhugp
sody, Warsaw Concerto, more

00-70. 1 1 Coutd See the
wurld Too Many Secrets, |
Dor't W la,

THE MEM'{_R

INPULSE

02-16. Sater Marie, Ship-
g’ & St Number 7, The
Magrafia Triaagle, 7 in alt

GERALD WILSON

d To, Talking
. 12 in all

About My

00-47. Round Midnight, Sa
‘Whal, Capriches, Pace, Aram,
Favi, and Eric

BEST OF
PEEWEE HUNT
Qh! Wiz The Werzald

1853, Meu Me 'lorlEM
Wanessa, Sheik of Auaby,
Bell Strut, € mare

HANCY WILSON
THE SW INOIN"S MUTUALE
Kesness 0f Yoo 0 Meta

&

3

15-24. The Things We Did
Last Sumeer, Doal Call Me,
Let's Live Agan, elc.

THE SENSATIONAL

21-61. by Heart 13 in Your
Hangs, W You want it 1 Gol
It, Walking Sicwly, plas more

20-39. Eagy Watker, That's
Whate It Is, Stolen Moments,
12 attogether

FPEGGY LEE

- N
4 THE
NAME
OF
— LOVE

Bey frer Ippaema. 3 mery

20-96. The Right 1o Leve,
Aler You've Gone, My Sin,
Shangrila, Senza Fire, elc.

21-55. Grass s Greenes,
Mevee Less than Yeserday,
Wiest Coast Bloes, andBothers

21-58. Lorg Jall Texan, In
My Room, | Gat Rround, Let's
Go Tnippan’, ail recerded lived

NANCY WILSON

SHELLY MANNE c I
Fatulews Jaze knangements| TNT GENTITS TS INT ROAD
of Great Tunes fom the Bestglion
Biggest Show of them Al My Ml=d,

= Mean over i
Craa =" &
; 4 A B puront

00-96. Biue Hawaii, Basin
Streel Blues, I'm Alabamy
Bownd. Mazsizsipps Mud, ebe.

21-73, The Rain in Spain,
On the Sireed Where YouLive,
Ascot Gavatte, Show e, eic.

|BOBBY

PERSUASIVE
PERCUSSION

TERRY SNYDER AND THE ALL-STARS

14-47. mue TahiianMoon,
Mow 15 the Hour, Whispering
Wiund, The Enchented Sea, elc.

LAURINDO
ALMEIDA

00-78. Latin thythms vie
with cool jarr heat for &
uniguely compelling sound

SECONO ALBUM
rv o

2000 You cm Da Trar,
Dewil in Her Heart, 1 Gel
Yew, 1} m all

- Love Is a Many
Z3 sy, | Solendored Thig
of Wine and Rosss, more My Heart Belongs to Daddy, 10 more
Porrts of COMMANO
PARAdiSE 208 000 _0_ <+ ey
11 Beeitching Batads| [29808800088000000009
O The South Seas i — et

01-10. Brilliant arrangements of
I'm in the Mood for Love, Whatever
Lola Wants, | Surrender Dear, Tabu,
The Breeze and I, Aloha Qe, etc.

Memphis, Harlem
Mocturae, Java, Might Train,
A thinking mam's jareman”
DEAN
- MMITIII

L e a‘

22-12. Peddier Man,
#‘Im Memonies Are Made
3, hust in Time, mare

21-42. Ar You Lonesome
Tonight, Put Avay Your Tear-
¢togs, Lrying. 13inall

B-76. Woorray, My Funey
Valenlane, At Mo Use, Misty,
A Foggy Doy. many more

MILES DAVIS, STAN KENTON. Just detach, fill out and mail postpaid reply card
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Becaouse this summer
you ore going to whip
up the following tempting
drinks. All made with
Rose's Llime Juice. The
lime juice made from
juicy yellow West Indion
limes. The only lime juice
which is so tortly-sweet,
so sultry, so wildly good.
1 The Gimlet: one port
Rose's to 4 or 5 ports
gin or vodka. Serve in o
cocktail gloss or on the
rocks.

4

* The Rose's Collins: 3
ports gin, rum or vodko
o one port Rose's. Pour
over ice, fill with sodo, stir.
3 Rose's Bloody Mory:
V2 jigger Rose’s, one
iilgger vodko, tomato
juice, salt, pepper, o
soupcon of W

shire. Shake with ice,
serve in a good-sized
gloss.

You are
look good hehind bars.

4] The Rose's Sour: 4
parts of whiskey [or

Scotch), 1 portRose’s.

Shoke with ice, strain
into a sour gloss.

D Rose's Tonic: odd o
dash of Rose's to
jigger of gin, top with
Schweppes Tonic,

i ol

going fo

6 The Margarita: 112
liggers tequilo, Y2 jigger
Triple Sec, Y2 jigger
Rose's. Shoke well with
crocked ice ond pour
into a cocktail glass
whose rim hos been spun
in solt.

Try themoll.
You'll enjoy having @
wild reputotion.




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

IL had never occurred o us. until we
saw an ad for Kellogg's Rice Krispies
in a Danish magazine. that this crunchy
breaklast cereal 15 not only noisy but
multilingual. When doused with milk in
Denmark, according 1o the copy. it goes

“rir! ear! pur!"—which we gathered is
Danish for “sxar! crackre! por!™ Fasci-
mated by this feat of granular linguistics,
we wrote to the Kellogg people in Battle
Creck, Michigan (remembernng the ad-
dress from our bovhood box-top davys).
for an explanaton. Though it 1ot
forthcoming—the process involved, they
said, was a dark vade secret—they in-
lormed us that Rice Krispies, which are
markered world-wide, speak any number
ol languages besides Danish and English.
In Norway and Sweden, for example, if
vou lean close to a bowlul, youw'll hear it
mutiering a subtle variation on the Dan
ish: “eire! pare! rurre!” In nearbv Fin-
Land. by contrast, it rather belligerently
shouts “pPokrs! rRIKs' Rars!™; and we were
impressed 1o learn that in South Afri-
ca it speaks perleat Afvikaans: “rnar!
KNAETTER!  KnaAR!” Somewhat  more
soothingly, Mexico’s Rice Krispis mur-
mur “eia! pusm! pas!” presumably with
a  mariachi  beat. French-C
crispics, on the other hand, strike us as
a bit o peremptory with their curt
“oric! crac! croc!” Less brusque, b
cven more disquicting, we leel. are the
euttural exclimations utiered by Rice
Krispics in Germany: “KNISPER! KNASPER!
kxUsPER!"—which, il wrue, is as persua-
sive an awrgument as we can think of
for sticking with bacon and egus at the
breakfast table. A least they have the
civility o sit there quietly on the plate.

Was

i

He-Who-Laughs-Last Award: 1o the
Gotham grafhti writer who, confronted
with the subwaystation epigram *'God
is dead’ —Nictzsche,” simply drew a bold
line through it and wrowe: ™ "Nictzsche
is dead’ —God.”

Inexplicably ignored by most of the
NAUON'S NEWSPAPCTs Wits an eyc-opening

labor-relations story. teletyped not long
ago by the Associated Press, which hegan
as follows: A total ol 117 men were laid
mdefinitely today at the Gary Division
of the Soew and Bolt Corporation of
America.”

-

Nautical intelligence, and a nice dis-
play of dry wit, came to us in the form
of a handy new rome called Your Boat
ane the Law, by Martin . Norris. In a
chapter headed “Crimes,” under the
subheading “Seduction,” we learn that
“Any master, ofhcer, seaman, or other
person emploved on board of any Amer-
ican vessel, who during the voyage, un-
der promise ol munrriage. by thres, by
the exeraise of authority. by solicitation.
or by the presentation ol gilts, seduces
and has illicit sexual intercourse with a
female passenger. is liable 1o a hnoe ol
S1000 or imprisonment ol not more than
one vear. or both.” The alorementioned
understated-—and  possibly  unwitting—
wit Farther the same
page: "It shou'd be noted that these stat-
utes pertain w0 a member ol the crew (or
other emplovee) ol a vessel and a female
passenger. Therelore, the stanues have
never been apphed, and are not likely o
be, m connecnon with recreational small
boats.” Which constitutes, we suppose,
one of the unsung fringe benehts ol
vachuing lor lun and pleasure.

aceurs down on

Sign in a Hayward, Calilornia, liquor-

store “'i"(!lﬂ\': A S01°T DRINK TURNETH
AWAY COMPANY.
Our Man at the New York World's

Fair veports that Flushing Meadow per-
sonnel have placed  visitors into  lour
categories that dewermine the degree ol
ceremony with which they are received
in the Lur's various pavilions, lounges,
bars and dining salons: 1IPs, or Incredi-
bly Important People. including the lolt-
iest governmental dignitaries, chairmen
ol the boards ol the Lirgest corporations,
key newspaper and magazine publishers,

and an occasional private citizen such as
Jackie Kennedv: run-ol-the-mill VIPs,
ranging from second-cchelon public of-
ficials to movie stars and baschall players:
LUPs, or Litle Unimportant People,
such  as  hardware dealers and  auto
mobile salesmen armed with company
courtesy cards, Hollywood starlets seck-
ing publicity. and stockholders who in-
sist that as sharcholders they are entitled
to see their company's exhibit without
standing in line; and finally those sore-
footed nomads for the
carpet remains unrolled: the RAMs. oth
crwise known as the Raggedy-Assed
Masses.

whom CrImson

Shortly alter arriving in the nation’s ¢ p-
ital, according to The Washington Posi,
California’s newly clecied  Republican
Senator—the  altable  ex—song-and-dance
man from the movies—wias approached
outside the Capitol by a Lady tourist who
asked  ham umidly, "Excuse me, but
didn’t you used 10 be George Murphy?”

This month’s award lor Luphemistic
Originality  goes 1o the Albugquerque
Journal for the flollowing headline:
TCONVICTED RAPIST TO HAVE HEARING ON
ILLEGAL ENTRY.”

An L'nlt-l'pl'[sillg wravel agenev near the
Berkeley campus ol the University of
Calilornia, we are veliably informed,
oflers part-ume civil rights workers econ-
omy roud wrips 10 Jackson, Birming-
ham and Washington, D.C.. under 2
credit plan called “Demonstrate Now—
Pay Lawer.™

-

With a
ciation ol Men's Hosiery Manulacturers
recently weated a group ol New York
men's Turnshing buyers o cocktails, din-
ner and an original musical  comedy
called Sox and the Single Girl.

song i its heart, the Asso-

Hollywood, home ol the escalating sta-
tus symbol, is the source of this bit of

23



PLAYBOY

24

SMOOTH
MELLOW
FLAVOR

Blended with
flavorful Maple
and Old Rum

So gentle
to your
taste

—

aroma
gverybody

loves
Mapleton

aromatic pipe tobacco

Mixture
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UNITED STATES TOBACCO COMPANY

one-up dialog between a producer and a
very high-priced writer. Said the writer,
“I hope you won't have trouble reaching
me by phone. I've had the second phone
removed [rom my day car, so you'll
probably get a busy signal when you
call, and my night car has an unlisted
number, of course, so 1 may have to call
you."”

“The possibility occurred to me,” the
producer deadpanned, “so I've written
down the number of my answering serv-
ice on this slip ol paper. Don’t lose it—
it's an unlisted number, too.”

Incidental Demographic Inielligence,
imparted by the following headline [rom
the Leader-Post of Regina, Saskatche-
wian:  TPOPULATION INCREASE  INVOLVES
THOUSANDS OF TO AND FRO MOVES.”

MOVIES

Ship of Fools, as readers of the Kath-
erine Anne Porter best seller will recall,
takes place on a German ship Europe
bound [rom Veracruz in 1933; and the
cast is a cross section ol some crossed-up
sections of the Western world: an Ameri-
can divorcee, two young American lov-
ers, a troupe of Spanish dancers, assorted
Germans, including a Jew. Besides the
national colors, there are characier con-
trasts: hateful and hated, hopelul and
hopeless—all living in first-class luxury
over a hold Tull of impoverished Spanish
workers. As il the symbols didn’t bang
out like cymbals, a German dwarl ex-
plains directly to us that this is a ship of
fools, and darned il each of the princi-
pals, likable or not, doesn’t show some
bit of foolishness en route. The most ab-
sorhing story strand concerns La Condesa,
a woman of several worlds, plaved by
Simone Signoret, and the ship’s doctor,
played by Oskar Werner, the Jules of
Truffaut's Jules and Jim. Miss S,
though plumper, is still appealing, and
Werner may prove the biggest Continen-
tal bombshell since Boyer: quiedy and
quickly credible and sympathetic. Vivien
Leigh plays the divorcee in a [amiliar
key: Ehlizabeth Ashley and George Segal
squabble and squeeze as the young lov-
ers: Lee Marvin 1s wasted as a washed-up
ballplayer; Jos¢ Greco s serpentine as
the dancers’ king cobra; and another
José—Ferrer—is appropriately dreadlul
as a dreadful German, Heinz Ruehmann
is charming as a gentle German Jew, and
the dwarf is finely done by Michael Dunn.
Stanley Kramer produced and directed
with devotion and some skill, but with
one pace for evervthing and pathetic gul-
libility about the depth of what he was
saying.

-

Poor Kim Novak. All she wants is to

be a world-lamous sex symbol, and they

won't leave her alone—they keep puuting
her in puctures. 1f only there were some
way to be a big star without having to
make movics, she might be the hottest
in history. Now they've shoved her into
something called Moll Flanders—just as if
it really were a film version of Defoe’s
classic novel about an 18th  Century
beck-and-call girl. What's worse, they
thought they'd cash in on the success of
Tom Jones; but T had an actor (Albert
Finney) in the lead and it was written by
a writer—John (Look Back in Anger) Os
borne. This script was hacked out, the
direction is dull and desperate, and Kim
is simply hush-voiced and harassed. She
looks so luscious in the low-cut gowns and
her high-cut equipment that we'd  be
happy to setle for stills. Robust Richard
Johnson plays her lover, & warmhearted
highwayman: Angela Lansbury and Vit
torio De Sica do their best as a couple of
deadbeat nobles; Lilli Palmer, good in
grim stull, is always a clunk in comedy
(she plays a fence); George Sanders slugs
along as a monevbags who melis for Moll.
The only jolly job is by Leo McKern in
the Ustinovlike role of a bearded bum-
bling bandit. Moll leaves the orphanage
to become a maidservant who is soon not
a maid, goes on to mix-ups with the law,
and transportation o the New World
with her robber-lover—Dbut it’s all a lot
ol conlusion in color. In the middle of it
is Kim, beautiful but numb.
Remember  the  John  Alden-Miles
Standish bit—one is grear with the girls
and the other applies to him for lessons?
Well, it's now the basis of a picture so
fresh and fase that the dea seems newly
hatched. The Knack and How to Get It—
known simply (and prelerably) as The
Knack when it was done in London and
New York—uwas adapied from Ann Jell-
coe'’s play by Charles Wood and divected
by Richard Lester, who made the Beatles’
flick, A Hard Day’s Night, into last year's
happiest surprise. Set mainly in a run-
down London house that belongs wo
Colin (shy), who rents a room to Tolen
(torrid). the swory deals with their deal-
ings with a girl newly come o town who
sticks her head innocently in the win-
dow 1o ask the way to the Y. W.C A,
thereby changing her entive life. There
is also Tom, a wild Irisher (he hawes the
color brown and rents diny digs in din-
gy places just to repaint them), who ac
compinies the wrio as they waipse and
wrip up and down stairs and all over
London. The plot is nothing: we know
the shy one will finally get the girl. But
the teeming torrent of Lester's director-
ial imagination sweeps all before it
Wood's script is full of funnies; he’s
worked in a muttering chorus ol oldsters
in the streets o make the hlm a kind of
pitched battle between youthful high
jinks and old folks’ hared (resentment,
really, that it's all past them). David
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If you wonder how

your psychiatrist can
stand listening to you,
remember that he spends
two weeks a year on the
18-hole championship
Stardust Hotel*

golf course in Las Vegas.

Can a "Hood" be g0od?

Boola-Boola’s is. As good as the
Niagara coat it's attached to. A
warm friend on a cold day. Always
dependable. In a Borg deep-pile
fabric of Acrilan®acrylic and Verel®
modacrylic. Thirty eight inches
long. Reversible. Great for gals,
too. Beige/carbon brown; beige/
black; vicuna/brown; white/black.
Sizes SS to XL. Under $40 at good
stores everywhere or write Niagara
Apparel Co., 77 Swan Street, Buffalo,
New York.

Watkins' camerawork is “colossal”—all
the usual modes, plus overexposure, Nou-
velle: Vague, touches of  Fogue—you
name it and you won't name enough.
Michael Crawford (Colin), Ray Brooks
(Tolen) and Donal Donnelly (Tom)
work together like a top wapeze ace, and
Rita Tushingham, chunky and charm-
ing, continues o prove that, by gad,
beauty #s only skin deep. If the film has
a faude, Qs that it's got oo much of a
touch, where others have wo linde—like
a girl overloaded with diunonds. Bue al-
most all ol them are dazzling. The
Knack is a knockout.

THEATER

The Roor of the Greosepoint—The Smell
of the Crowd is a musical about which
it must be said the original-cast album is
betier. The score is full of big balcony-
shauerers like Who Can I Turn To. the
Kind that tax Anthony Newlev's tremolo.
The only thing wrong with the songs is
that some ol them are reminiscent of those
in Newley's last show, Stop the Waorld—7
Want (o Get Off. (Acuually, a lot of
TROTG—TSOTC is reminiscent  of
STW—IITTGO.) But the book is stupe-
fyingly bad. Swr, director. co—author-
composer (with Leslie Bricusse), Newley
is playing a plotless, witless game of life
on a Sean Kenny-designed multicolored
game board, surrounded by multileveled
disks. Newley s Cocky, a trod-upon lit-
tle common man, goes up against hig Sir
(Cyril Ritchard), an  upper-class  gent
who invariably wins. Ritchard, decked
out in tails like a tatered, beardless Un-
cle Sam. preens, frets and prances, while
Tony minces. wying 1o mime like Mar-
ceau and  waddle like Chaplin, and
doing a fair imitation of Jerry Lewis.
Poor chap! Always losing—until. in 1he
middle of the second act, he gets tived of
it (about one act lauter than the au-
dience). and talks back. Newley wins!
The game, not the show. The dialog is a
mixed bag ol prosy oaths (“By the sacred
bulls of Barnum and Bailey™) and lorced
plavs on words ("Are you mauna from
heaven:” “No, I'm [rom Manny's gym-
nasium.”). Newley is trying to have 1t all
ways—old, new, borrowed, blue, a big se-
rious play hlled with bad low comedy.
He promises everything, but, except for
the songs, delivers almost nothing. At
the Shubert. 225 West 44th Swreet.

-

Poor boy meets poor girl. Bov finds
fortune. Boy meets rich girl. But bov
nurvies poor girl, stll wams rich hife
Bov loses fortune. decides who needs [or-
tune? Exit happy. The plot. based on
Kipps. an awobiographical novel by
H. G. Wells about a warn-ol-the-century
draper’s assistant. is as obvious as any
twn-ol-the-century  melodrama—or any

1965 musical comedy. But in music, lvr-
ics, comedy, performance, production
and charm, Half o Sixpence is worth two
ol almost any other musical on Broad-
way. Much ol Sixpence’s success is due 1o
its inlectious star, Tommy Steele, a gang-
ly. feather-haired Cockney with a cock-
eyed grin—in repose he looks a linle like
Alfred E. Neuman. Sweele is new o
America, but years ago, even before the
deatles, he achieved celebrity in Eng
land as its 1op rock-'nroll singer. Here,
on stage, he instantly belies his pop im-
age. He sings av least as well as most
young musical-comedy stars, and singing
is among the least of his ralents. He
dances with a carnival abaudon, is a con-
vincing actor and winning clown, and
strums a tlumping good banjo. The star
is swrrounded by singers who can sing,
dancers who can dance, and many who
can do both. Everything seems sponta-
ncous: the sweat that must have gone
into the spontancity doesn’t show. David
Hencker's score is as rinky-dink as a Lon-
don music hall. and the show, staged by
Gene Saks and Onna White, is as con-
vivial as a London pub. At the Broad-
hurst, 235 West 441th Street.

RECORDINGS

Jack Jones / My Kind of Town (Kapp)
is his best velease o date, which takes in
prewy fan amount of territory for the
Jones boy. In addition to the swinging
title tune, and his counuryv-and-western
hit, The Race Is On, the LP is filled
with all manner of aural goodies—Some-
where Along the Way, Travelin® On, a
fine. fast-paced Yes.  Can, and the beau-
tiful ballad  Tone After Time. The
charts are by Marty Paich, Don Costa
and Glenn Osser, a trio of wp-grade ar-
rangers, all ol whom have a right o be
proud this tume around.

Herbie Mann / My Kinda Groove (Atlantic)
is our kinda groove. The juzz flutist ex-
traordinaire 1s at the peak ol his powers
m a catholic collection ol soul- and
south-ol-the-border-oriented opuses. Lend
ing staunch support are vibist Dave Mike
and  Cluwk  Terry. whose  Fligelhorn
Hights of lancy are a joy.

The 13 string musicians who make up
1 Solisti di Zagreh have heen plaving to-
gether long enough (since 1953) 10 have
become a vemarkably cohesive unit. Un-
der the direaion of Antonio Janigro,
and with supplemental instrumentation,
leaturing Herbert Tachezi on harpsi-
chord and organ, they wansform 18th
Century composer William Bovee's gos
samerlike Eight Symphonies (Bach Guild)
into linely wrought miniatures.

A brace ol beauties from  songhird
Carmen McRae are at hand: Carmen
McRoe with Dave Brubeck / Take Five (Co
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lumbia) and Hovent We Mer? (Main-
strecam). The former was recorded “live”
at Basin Swreet East and is a marvelous
melding of voice and instruments. The
Brubeck foursome provides an exciting
catalyst Lor Miss McRae, who does won-
ders with such ofibeat items as the tite
song, [I's ¢ Ragey Waltz, Ode to a Cow-
boy and Lord, Lord. On the Mainstream
ctching, she's backed by a king-sized stu-
dio orchestra under the aegis ol Don Se-
besky. Among the wmes that Carmen
does to a warn are Life Is Just a Bowl of
Cherries, Sweel Georgia Brown, Lime-
house  Blues and a luminescent but
hittle-plaved  Ellington-Hodges wne, [t
Shouldn’t Happen to a Dream.

Bossa nova at its best is represented by
Bud Shank ond His Brozilion Friends with Jooo
Donato (Pucific Jazz). The latter musician
is a Rio pianist who deserves a wider
hearing in this countryv. Alhwoist Shank,
a longtime honorary cavioca, is right at
home in the bossa-nova milicu, as he
leads a quintet through a quintessential
slice ol Latin life.

-

My Nome Is Borbra (Columbia), Barbra
Streisand’s Latest album, could have heen
subtitled The Ages of Woman. Iis con-
tents delineate a number of stages in the
lile of a female—all the way [rom a
tender appreciation ol a fourday-old
baby (Jenny Rebecea) to the hnal pacan
to the enigma ol love, My Man. In be-
tween theve are all manner ol Streisand
gems—a delightiul nousense diny, Sweet
Zoo, the Gershwin classic Somcone to
Watch Owver Me and the LIMs high poing,
I've Got No Strings.

Pop Goes the Baosie (Reprise) proves one
ol the most satislving samplings ol the
Basic organization we've heard in a long
tme. The band, which o often in the
recent past has had an aotomated  air
about it, is relaxed and very much on
the gui vive, as wrombonist Al Grey leads
the brass and Eddie “"Lockjaw™ Davis
spearheads the reeds. The “pop™ spec
trum is wide, encompassing such dispa-
rate items as He's Got the Whole World
in His Hands and Doo Wal Diddy Did-
dy, but the Count and his ¢rew have a
ball with them all, and so did we.

-

The Not King Cole Songbook by § ¥
Dovis (Reprise) 1s a splendid wibute 1o
the Lawe singer. Sammy offers 16 of Nat's
biggest his and, with few excepuons,
carries them ofl superbly. This is partic-
ularly the case on upbeat items such
as Straighten Up and Fly Righi, Roule
66 and Walkin® My Baby Back Home,
where Sammy  is loose and right on
target. Ballevina, Mona Lisa and Too
Young were never our slw(i;ll Lavorites,
even when Nat did them, and Sammy,
despite a valiant effort, has given us no
ciuse 1o change our opinion. But the
rest s grade A all the way.

BOOKS

To the question “How olten can an
author use the same maerial?” Henry
Miller replics. “Shaddap!™ Tropic of
Capricorn  and  Black  Spring  both
chewed over much of Miller's pre-Paris
life, and just when we thought he hadn't
left a stern unturned. we ger the Amert-
can publication of Sexus (Grove Press).
This first, thick volume in an autobio-
graphical series called The Rosy Cru-
ctfixion was written in the U_S. during
World Wir Two, was first published in
Paris in ['M49. and overlaps some ol the
dames and [lames we have already met.
Heve is Henry back again working at the
Cosmodemonic  Telegraph  Company,
marricd and miserable in Brooklyn, writh-
ing to write, and meanwhile laving much
pipe. Of course his wrue love is not his
wile, but that doesn’t bother him when
he's in bed with her or any other sweet-
meat. Someday therd’ll probably be a
scholarly analysis ol the number ol times
and ways Miller makes it. A taxi and the
upper deck ol a bus are only two ol his
trysting places, and his tales of tail are as
detailed as ever. In [act, theres less phil-
osophical filler in Sexus as he progresses
[rom picce to piece, and some of the
writing is really ripe. A girl in ecstasy:
“Her face went through all the meta-
morphoses ol carly werine life, only in
reverse. With the last dying spark it col-
Lapsed like a puncrured bag, the eves
and nostrils smoking like woasted acorns
in a slightly wrinkled luke of pale skin.”
And most ol the heady deep-think is
mostly home-brew. But the charmless
Miller charm works again. Like a goaod
silent movie—which, corn and all, finally
conveys conviction—Miller manages o
create a sense ol lreedom. ol Tull com-
mitment to the living ol lile, that over-
comes the ridiculousness of the ribald
rioting and the wind ol most of the wis-
dom. This is not the swongest ol his
autobiographical  books. but. like the
others, it leaves the impression  thin
Miller is a gifted and important gossip.

Perer de Vries writes like a man who
was christened with a custard pie instead
of holy water. And ever since, he has
been wrying o decide whether this was a
gife of the Absurd or an insult from the
Almighty. Is lile meamingful or is i
merely a collection of old vaudeville
routines? The hrst sentence ol his new
novel, tet Me Count the Woys (Little,
Brown), proposes the paradox—"Man i
vile, T know, but people are wonderful”
—which  he  proceeds 1o demonswate
via the Waltzes: Stan, Polish-American
furniture mover. atheist sullering from a
tong-run hangover; Llsic, Gospel evan-
eelist now running the business; and
Tom, thew brilliant, schizo oflspring.



I'he Waltzes, who reside in Slow Rapids,
Indiana, perlorm in a series of tremen-
dously funny set picces, of which a piano
being moved down a narrow llight of
stairs is the wildest: they perform, not
out of jov. but because they have to, amid
gags, puns, parodies, theological hom-
ilies. and a rich assortment of unlikely
quotttions  from  Eza Pound, Sidney
Hook and Elizabeth Barrett Browning.
Strictly speaking, there is no ploi—the
action, concerned  largely with Tom's
mad misadventures and astounding suc-
cesses al the college where he weaches. is
incidental o the gags. Yet De Vries so
clearly wants to be more than a pun-dit
that the exasperated reader may vell:
Stop making me laugh and iell me what
you're rving to get at. But the man rveal-
Iy can’t say, as he concedes in his exit
line: “The universe is like a safe to
which there is a0 combimanon. But the
combination is locked up in the safe.”
At the end, for some reason or other, fa-
ther and son go off o Lourdes. The
Waltzes have been saved, the reader’s
ribs are aching. but De Vries, wiping fu-
riously, hasnt been able 10 get enough
of the custard out of his eyes to see who
threw it, much less why.
-

The Dog Years (Hurcourt, Brace ¥
World) of Gianter Grass are the Nazi
years. Color them brown: “shit brown, at
best clay brown, sodden, pasty, Party
brown, SA brown, Eva Braun, uniform
brown . . ." Grass uses houndsight and
heavy symbolism 1o fashion this weird
andd wordy Lantasy of village life in the
Greater German Reich. He areates a
world full ol dogs, people and scirecrows,
nearly all of whom behave the same way
—Dbesually. The dogs, pumpcrvtl line of
growling German shepherds, achieve im-
mortality when one of their number is
donated o the Fahrer for the greater
glory of the village. His name is Pring,
but it is changed o Pluto, suggesting
that the Nazi Establishment was head
quartered in hell. As for the scarecrows—
they are the work of Eddi Amsel, a good-
natured high school student who may or
may not be a hall-Jew. Amsel turns out
thousands of these delt likenesses ol local
citizens and celebrities. Something of an
idiotsavant, Amsel 18 nudged toward
maduness by his old buddy, Walter Ma-
tern. The wwo friends are inseparable.
They even talk a secret language in
which words are pronounced backwards;
i.e., “Draude Lesma sklat sdrawkcab.”
One day Amsel fills his garden with
storm-trooper  scarccrows,  mechanical
things that march and heil in unison.
That night he is visited by a dozen
hooded hoodlums who proceed to knock
out his teeth, Amsel thinks he recognizes
one of the hsts. “From Amsel’s red-foam-
ing mouth, a question blows bubbles: “Is
it you? Si ti uwoyz' " Indeed it is, and
much of the subsequent story focuses on
Matern's guilt and his fumbling at-
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tempts at penance. Grass has given us
a windy hodgepodge of symbols and
sermons. His characters, like his scare-
crows, lack flesh and blood, and his
prose, if one can trust the tanslation, 15
all bark.
=

An increasingly acute problem within
the civil rights movement is the lack of a
sustained dialog among its many parts.
It has resulted in a stiffening of divisions
(between SNCC and the NAACP, for ex-
ample) and of “inside™ criticism of the
most visible leaders. One of the values ol
Robert Penn Wirren's Who Speaks for
the Negro? (Random House) is that it
clarihes the erms for that dialog—f it is
ever to occur. The book is 1 mosaic of
interviews  between  poet-critic-novelist
Warren and a wide range ol cvil rights
workers. All the expeaed luminarics are
here (Rov Wilkins, Martin Luther King,
James Farmer, the late Malcolm X, Bay-
ard Rusuin). But there are also students,
prolessors at Negro colleges, novelists
(James Baldwin and  Ralph  Ellison),
psvchologisis (Dr. Kenneth Clark) and
warkers in the ficeld, both North and
South. Often Warren asks the same ques-
tions ol each of these hgures and then
conlronts the interviewee with someone
¢lse’s reply. How far can nonvielence go
as a tactic, particularly when the walls of
the ghetto in the North are so high and
butiressed by so complex a power struc-
ture? Does integration mean that the
current rising pride of race and ol black
culture 15 to be sacrificed for the merger
of the Negro into the gray American
mainstream? What role can whites play
as activists? Il demonstrations alone are
not cnough to produce basic social
change, what will be enough? These and
other problems veceive no dehniuve an-
swers in the course of Robert Penn War-
ren’s travels with a tape vecorder, but by
the end of the book it is possible to see
where the root divisions within  the
movement exist. Who Speaks for the Ne-
gro? is not, however, only an intellectual
exploration. Southern-born Warren, sull
working out his own fechngs as a lormer
apologist for “humane” scgregation, dis-
tills much ol the wnsion, pride, biter-
ness, wony and grim skepucism umong
the civil rights wroops. And the novehise
in him sketches cach figure with a re-
markable eye lor details of speech, dress
and mannerisms. The answer to the
book’s uitle is that no one man or organi-
ztion or I)hill:.‘.oph}' speaks for a major-
ity of Negroes. While there 1s consensus
on the need to open up this socicty for
full Negro participation, sull to be ham-
mered out is an agreement on what kind
of society there will be after desegrega-
tion. And most of us, white as well as
Negro, haven’t even begun to think
about that problem.
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E\'(:n though 1'm only 25, I've packed
a lifeume into the last two years. Luck-
ily, when 1 was graduated [rom college
I received a handsome bequest from an
aunt, and that, added to a better-than-
adequatte income as an engineering sales-
man, has given me all the wherewithal T
need. But here’s the rub: 1 don't suifer
any ill effects [rom my boozing, wench-
ing and other living it up—I just re-
ceived a clean bill of health from my
M. D.—but I'm beginning to worry
whether I'm doing the right thing. Hav-
ing recently lealed through Songs of
Fairly Utter Despair by Samuel Hoffen-
stein, T came across the following coup-
let: I burned the candle at both ends/
And now have neither foes nor friends.”
Well, I've still got lots of fricnds and
foes—not to mention some damn good
times—but must I seule down to keep
them? Have you any words of wisdom
on this subjectz—H. M., Los Angeles,
California.

None better than those of Edna St
Vincent Millay: “My candle burns at
both ends/It will not last the night/
But, ah, my foes, and, oh, my friends/
It gives a lovely light”

[ 1 reading Anglo-Saxen poems and
tales, one often comes across the men-
tion ol a drink called “mead.” Apparent-
ly it is some sort of brew extracted from
honey. Could you tell me its ingredients
and where it might be obtained?—
R. L. J., Princeton, New Jersey.

Mead, a medicval ferment of malt,
water and honey, has fallen into richly
deserved obsolescence. It is no longer
manufactured, for the simple reason that
it tastes awful. In spite of the alluring
allusions to it in “Beowulf” and other
Old English sagas, we can’t resist point-
ing out that one man's mead is most
men’s poison.

.rhis is a small point that has both-
ered me from ume to time. When you
receive a business leuer from a woman
and it doesn’t say whether she's a Miss or
i Mrs., what's the proper lorm ol reply?
—G. K., Boston, Massachusetts.

Unless you know otherwise, "Miss” is
the proper form.

l am a college junior, 20 years old. A
litle over a year ago, I met a givl whom
I shall call Sue. Because of the memory
of her first sexual experience—she was
raped at the age of 14—she couldn’t ac-
cept sexual attentions. Every time she
came close to intercourse, the memory
of that night always ruined things.
Well, through patience and understand-

ing, I helped solve her problem. After
several bedroom sessions with me, she no
longer shook or cried during intercourse,
and soon really enjoyed it. During this
time, I came to love her, and the next
year was wonderful. Then, during the
summer session she was asked out by one
of our star [ootball players and, she later
confessed to me, they went 1o bed on
their first date. She asked my forgiveness,
which I gave her, but the same thing
happened a week later, on a blind date.
The following weck, she signed out to
spend the weekend with stll another
guy, and got caught by university
authorities.

I haven’t dated her since, and have
spoken to her only once or twice. She
scems very happy and says she didn't
ever really love me. OK, I can accept
that. But I've been hearing many unpal-
atable rumors about Sue. As [or fact, 1
know she had intercourse at a party last
week with five different boys, because 1
was there while she was in bed with the
Afth. I'm afraid she s on the road o
prostitution, or worse. I blame myself. 1
taught her to e¢njoy intercourse and
started a fire that’s out of control. Is it
my [aul? And what can I do to correct
the mustake—if it is>—M. C., Boulder,
Colorado.

Don’t blame yourself: You did Sue a
favor by helping her overcome a serious
emotional block. Now she has problems
of a different nature—not of your mak-
ing by any means—and if you want to
be a good scout, try persuading her to
seek psyclhiatric counsel.

Sim‘c I am a very technically incdined
person, I would like to use science o
find the sort of mate I am looking for,
rather than waste time and money at
night clubs and dances. 1 have heard of
computers being used to make matches
on the basis of similar interests. My ques-
tion is this: Where are these machines
located and how does one get in touch
with the people operating them?—R. M.,
Bridgeport, Connecticut.

The organization you seek is Scientific
Marriage Institute, located at 186 East
73rd Street, New York, New York 10021.
But be careful—the machine might want
to keep you for iiself.

vour March advice to R.L.M. on
the subject ol stereo multiplex reception
was correct as {ar as it went. However, as
progriam manager of an FM station with
more than three years' experience in
multiplex broadcasting, 1 know all 100
well that much faulty or weak separa-
tion between sterco channels is due not
to the broadcast or receiving apparatus,

THE ORIGINAL!
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but to the recordings themselves. Any
real stereo bufl knows that—for various
reasons—some  waxings achieve notably
sharper separation than others.  Since
R. LM, had separation troubles only
“on certain stereo broadcasts.” he would
have done well. belore examining his
own gear, to check with the station 10
determine the separation sharpness of
the actual record. (No wrouble this—we
love to hear from listeners)—R. R., San
Antonmo. Texas.
R.R. is correct.

I'm sullering from a great malaise. I'm
voung, intelligent, virile and unconven-
tional. But I just seem to be drilting no-
where—"measuring out my life with
colfee spoons,” as the poet said. T can't
ger excited about anvthing that's going
on in the world today. Now. in past cen-
turics, there were cruses—something o
fellow could sink his teeth into. Is there
some place where a person like me can
scttle down, now that Greenwich Village
and Paris have become tourist traps?>—
J. M., St. Louis, Missouri.

It isn’t where you live, but how you
live, that determines how much of an
adventure your life is. A pevson can find
stimulating individuals, ideas and issues
all around him in society today. if he's
receplive Lo them. In our opinion, there
never has been a time in history any
more exciting than vight now.

S(rmc close Iriends of mine are mem-
bers of a private club that I'd very
much like 10 join. Would it be proper
for me simply to ask them o ty 10 get
me in?—K. A, Lake Forest, Hlinois.

No. What makes a private chub private
is its members’ right of selection. The
best you can do 1s hint at your interest
—obliqguely and discreetly—and wail for
vour friends to take the initiative. If they
don’t—forget it.

| consider mysell a good driver, and
have never even scaratched paint in 15
vears behind the wheel. Despite this
record, T always use a seat belt: in Lact. 1
feel quite uneasy without one. The
problem: Shoull 1 buckle up on a date?
Friends have old me that in so doing. 1
might scare the girls away.—B. C., Los
Angeles. California.

If bemg unfastened makes you uneasy,
then by all means buckle up. Inunte your
date to strap in, too, because no matter
what your friends say, girls dig safety
precautions,

Do yvou know of a culwure that con-
dones adultery for both men and wom-
en? I can find plenty of examples where
men are allowed lots of leeway—Dbut,

since I'm not a man, these don’t mean
much 0 me~—NMiss E. Y., Glen Burnie,
Maryland.

We hope this helps: Extramarital sex
for women is condoned by the Masar in
East Africa; by the Hugao tribe in the
Phiippines: by the Marquesan Island-
ers; by the Lepcha villagers in the
Humalavas: and by the Trobriand Island-
ers. Even though we've never been to
any of these areas, we donbt that they're
places you'd cave to live.

ll. scems that 1 have a hesitation com-
plex every time I approach a voung lady.
Although told by many that I'm good-
looking. I still Talter and become dis-
turhingly nervous when asking girls out.
I don’t seem 1o be this wav when hold-
ing a normal everyday chitchat in the
ofhce, but the minute I wish 10 impress
a prewy girl, 1 otighten up and have
trouble saving what 1 really wish. Is
this a lear of saving the wrong thing
or perhaps a fear of being rejected
before T can say what 1 want?—]J. B. W,
Gorham, Maine.

“Nothing so much prevents our being
natural as the desive to seem so” wrote
the French maximist La Rochefoucauld.
Your anxiety to appear al case creates
precisely the opposite effect, thus caus-
ing you to be at a loss for words. Stage
fright, a similar reaction, frequently dis-
appears as expervience with the role is
acquived. Why don’t you try intention-
ally exposing yourself to situations that
intimidate you—Iike this one? Eventual-
Iy, yvou'll not only know your lines bet-
ler. but youw'll feel more relaxed with
your audience.

Sim:c I have exhausted mv own ideas.
I would like a [ew from vou. My prob-
lem is with the girl 10 whom I am all
but engaged. We have a wonderlul and
very satislying relationship in every re-
spect but one—we  disagree markedly
over the status of her education. She has
had but one vear ol college (which she
enjoved) and s now working as a secre-
tary. I have already carned one postgrad-
uate degree and am well on my way 10
the second, so there is a vast educational
gap between us.

This problem has bothered me [rom
the beginning of the relationship and 1
have wied many different approaches o
induce her o return o school, but all
have had little or no success. She has re-
Tused o think about more formal educa-
tion. even alter I asked her a dozen or so
{lll(‘ﬁti()nﬁ on - carrent events I.'lllgillg
from “Who is the Chiel Justice of the
Supreme Courtz” 1o "Who is Charles de
Gaullez” and she scored a llat zero!
This girl is genuinely in love with me
and wants to get manried soon: hut no
matier how I wry, subtly, pleadingly or
forcefully, I can ger nowhere on this one
subject. How do 1 get this ginl to devel-



op her intellect 1o a level that matches
Lier physical auributes and wonderful
personality?—D. 5., Oakland, California.

We know some hids in elementary
sehool who would have scored well on
vour test; we also know some universily
wvads who might have flunked it. The
mere possession of a degree, unfortu-
nately, neither assures a complete edu-
cation nor heightens an individual’s
aqwareness of what's going on in the
world. Since you seek intellectual com-
pantonship in your marviage, this girl
is probably the wrong one for you.

I am a married woman, age 35, have 7
children and, although 1 haven't the
stercotyped sex appeal, I'm not ugly or
millormed and I am intelligent, college

ated, well read and interested in a
great many things, [rom archacology and
archery to zoology and Zen. I have a
good marriage and a satisfying sex lile
with my husband, but, marriage being
what it is, T enjoy an occasional excur-
sion outside the conventional bounds.
‘The problem, however, is that although
I have litde wouble auracting mature
males from 35 10 50 as [riends, it's only
the youngsters, 30 and under, who seem
to have the guts to sce a mutual artrac-
tion through to its most normal and sat-
isfying end. The older men, invariably,
shy away when the situation gets inter-
esting. I'm not asking lor or expecting
a solution, but do you have an explana-
tion, drawn [rom your vast store of
knowledge regarding the male? Things
are so discouraging, I've all but given
up extracurricular sex and am this L
ol running for President.—M\lrs. 8. Z.,
Rockford, Illinois,

We'd guess you lack suceess with older
men because caution and restraint usu-
ally go together with maturity. Pre-
sunmtably, most of your older [viends arve
themsetves marnied;  perhaps they  feel
that a possible broken marriage is loo
high a price to pay for the evanescent
pleasure of a quick voll in the hay.
Maybe you should seviously consider
running for president of something—or
becoming othevwise involved In some
new oulside interests.

All yeasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, lu-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and ctiquette
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
cnvelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Hlinois 6001 1. The most
frrovecative, pertinent quevies will be
presented on these pages each month.
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

FALLING NEATLY between the close of the
summer season and the opening of win-
ter sports and resorts, October is a nilty
month 1o visit unconventional spots. For
languidly sun-filled days and swinging
Arabian nighes, you needn’t go farther
than the kingdom of Morocco, a recent
contender, with the French and Italian
Rivieras, for Mediterrancan resort hon-
ors, and now casily accessible via direct
once-a-week  Hights from  the United
States. The best hotels, all combining
the advantage of meuopolitan  and
beachside proximity, are Le Ril at Tan-
gier, El Mansour at Casablanca and La
Tour Hassan at Rabat. All are mn the
superluxury class despite low rates.

Lacking time to visit all three cities,
we would unhesitatingly opt for Tan-
gier, an erstwhile internatonal port that
now combines the best of two possible
worlds—East and West. Here, veiled
women, robed men and Berbers [rom
the nearby hills rub elbows with a small
but growing group of expatriate Ameri-
can intellectuals and Continental jet-
setters (notably from northern Europe).
Reflecung mores that are somewhat less
than inhibited, Tangier is a mecca for
even the jaded wraveler. Little more than
a sell-introduction is needed to mect
feminine companions in the cty's
jumping discothéques, jazz joints, or at
the splendid beaches. Because of its loca-
tion at the top of the continent, you can
swim mn the Mediterranean in the ana,
then drive over to the Atlantic for an
alternoon dip and cocktails. The drill
among the expatriate clique is o take
lunch at Robinson’s bar and restaurant
(on the Atantic side), branch out [rom
there and regather at Jay Hasselwood's
in-town Parade Bar alter dark. For na-
tive entertainment, make your way 1o
the Koutoubia, once a palace and now a
lavish night dub. The place retains its
mtricite Moorish  sculpture and  grill-
work set off by tiled mosaic walls. Inside,
luxuriously deep couches and low brass
tables surround an open dance floor.
Add 1o this the exotic stridencies ol an
Arab orchestra and the erotic gyrations
of the world’s best belly dancers, and
you'll have the beginnings of a memora-
ble evening. In Casablanea, the scene is
similar at the Rissani.

Shopping in Morocco is a continuous
Oriental bazaar, not only within the
walls of Tangier's Casbah (where you
cin buy virtually anything), but also in
the sooks and medinas (old sections) of
other cities. Rabat is well known for
Moorish carpets and embossed Moroc-
can leathers. The embroideries ol Fez
and the pottery ol Safi are quite special,

but in any of the sooks you'll find fine
native examples of carved and inlaid
wood, weapons and silver jewelry.

In another corner of the Dark Conti-
nent, you don’t have to be a bwana to
try a short pony safari to the snows ol
Mt Kenya for some of the most mag-
nificent camera shooting in Africa. Guid-
ed expeditions run about six days, and
S180 pays lor tents, sleeping bags and
food, at a level of luxury that’s become
standard in Alvica, but makes the aver-
age U.S. pack trip look primitive.

India’s so-called Black Pagoda of Kon-
arak, so magnificent it is compared
with the [amed Taj Mahal, is worth a
stop i this fascinating country is on
your itinerary. A gigantic conception of
the sun god's chariot, the pagoda ap-
pears to stand on 24 enormous wheels
with seven straining horses tugging at
the reins. Most notable ol its extraordi-
nary carvings—and the enure place is
alive with sculpture—are the bas-reliefs
which, by comparison, make the highly
touted erotica of Pompeii seem  like
Sunday-school sketches. Sensual fgures in
postures that boggle the imagination
decorate every niche—even to the wheel
spokes. Il vou've seen the pictures (in the
till-recently banned Kama Kala), you'll
want a firsthand view of the originals.

On the western side of India, a hill
station ncar Bombay offers the special
attraction ol a short panther hunt with-
out the usual costs of a major shikar.
Mahabaleshwar, some 4500 feet above
sea level on the Western Ghazs, offers, in
addition, the usual resort facilities—boat-
ing on the broad lake, strolls through
the scenery-rich hills, shopping in the
local bazaar, and considerable hotel com-
fort at the government Holiday Camp

Across the world, it will be spring
Australia. and the coral islands of the
Great Barrier Reel will be riotous with
jungle color rising from rocky coves of
white sand into ferngreen hills. The is-
lands’ greatest beauty, however, lies un-
seen 10 all but skindivers, who can glide
through acares of delicate coral fingers
and Lans offset by iridescent lacework in
every color and amimated by shoals of
bright-hued fish darting among the reefs.
One of the niftiest ways to enjoy the
scene is on a three- or five-day cruise
through the Whitsunday island group.,
aboard a 112-foot motor yacht which
makes plenty of stops for swimming from
isolated beaches, wophy hunting on ex-
posed reef fringes, and snorkeling over
the coral gardens.

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Sero-
ice,232 E.OhioSt., Chicago, 1. 60611 . ﬂ
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

THANA COURTNEY FAN CLUB

In the April issuc of rravsoy, there is
a Forum letter entitled  “Sexual Spec-
trum,” in which Miss Thana Courtney
uses the following terms 1o describe her
wondrously varied sex life:  fellatio,
cunnilingus, nonfixated pygmalionism,
undinism, gerontophilia.

Being upperclassmen in college, we
consider ourselves reasonably well ed-
ucated, but we don't know what Miss
Courtney is talking about. Apparently
Mr. Webster doesn’t either; at any rate,
Webster's New  Collegiate  Dictionary
wasn't any help. We have come to the
conclusion that higher education in the
United States is at an extreme ehb—
or Thana Courtney has something going
that isn’t being properly publicized. Will
you please comvect the siutation by sup-
plving the necessary dehinitions, so that
we will be better able to appreciate just
what it is that Miss Courtney is up to.

Craig Beck

Andy Garst

Bill Blackburn
Georgetown College
Georgetown, Kentucky

Glad to. Fellatio and cunnilingus re-
fer to the oval stimulation of the male
and female sex organs; pycmalionism is
the love or sexual attvaction for a statue
or aother object of one’s vwn creation;
undinism is the association of sexual de-
stre with water; gerontophilia is a spe-
cial love-desive for the elderly.

I can’t resist making a comment on
the lener in youwr April issue from a
wonman in Montana about her extremely
varicgated sex lile. It sounded like it was
written by an IBAM machine that had
been given a dose ol cantharides and
tarned loose on an mhabited Fom!

Amn Carse
Wilmington, Delaware

All Thana Courtney says about her
sex life may be true, but has she ever
been kissed?

Woody Hall
Carbondale, 1llinois

Our fraternity housemother, a Iady of
vast dignity and impregnable virtue, a
paragon of Southern womanhood, dearly
beloved by us all, has recently passed
into that Great Beyond where all people
live in sexless respectability.

During our period ol mourning we

have been looking around for a suitable
replacementt. However, we are having a
hard vme finding exacily the kind of
lady we have in mind. Therefore, please
send us the full address of Thana Court-
ney. We would like 10 contact her.
The Men ol Phi Delta Theta
University of the South
Sewanee, Tennessce

I am a student at Indiana University
and I hope to do my graduate work in
rescarch into the sexual activity of the
human female. I want o take up where
Dr. Kinsey left off. In order to carvy out
this mammoth project, it would ordinar-
ily be necessary o interview thousands
ol women about their various sexual ac-
tivities. However, alter reading the letter
Irom Thana Courtney in your April Fo-
rum, it occurred o me that I can prob-
ably do my entire research project by
interviewing this one woman. Please send
me her complete address.

August Berman
Bloomington, Indiana

Surely the sacrosanct pages of The
Playboy Forum should be immune to
the editors and thus reserved for the
rank and fle of the readers! But, alas
and alack. this 15 not o be! Some dili-
gent member of the stall evidently sat
down with his Dictionary of American
Slang and produced “Sexual Specorum”
(Rel. rravpoy, April 1965, page 144).

He overdid himsell!

Any cditor who could compile such a
List of sexual activities with its psvchi-
atric and scientific overtones deserves a
raise. This ook work! This took re-
search! Tlis ook imiuatve! There was
ounly one slight flaw in the list: Te wasn't
alphabetized or aross-indexed. But it ac-
complished its purpose—people read it

Robere H. Bales
Playa del Rey, Calilornia

You're putting us on! Thana Court-
ney can't be lor real! Us pore little
country boys, who would like to be real
hippies il we lived anywhere but in a
cultural cesspool, read pravmoy as a
monthly reminder that lile can be beau-
tiful. But to think there really is some-
body somewhere like Thana Courtney is
just oo much. It’s like believing in San-
ta Claus, the Easter bunny, the good
[airy and all the other pink sugary fairy

Et tu, Brut?

Bold new
Brut

for men.

By Fabergé.

For after shave, after shower,
after anything! Brut.
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tales. Why, even her name sounds like a
pseudonym for Sama Claus!
Virgil R. Culpepper
South Boston, Virginia
Yes, Virgil, theve is a Thana. See the
Jollowing letter.

I have received overwhelming re-
sponse to my letter published in the
April issue of rravsoy. Though totally
unprepared for this, T inend o reply 10
as much mail as possible. Some of the
letters have been misdirected due to the
incomplete address published. My mail
address is now Box 783, Bozeman, Mon-
tana 59715,

Thana Courtney
Bozeman, Montana

THE PLAYBOY FOUNDATION

Congratulations for the excellent -
sights vou offered vour rcaders in the
May installment of The Playboy Philos-
ophy—especially the parts dealing with
the influence of religion on American
law.

Although I have been a reader of
PLAYBOY since its inception, until now 1
was somchow unaware of the Playboy
Foundation. Since 1 take an intense in-
terest in the subject of sexual Ireedom,
particularly freedom from the oppres-
sion ol outmoded, religion-oriented law,
I should like to know more about the
current work and eventual aims of this
loundation. Has any attempt been made
toward the creation ol a legal organiza-
tion to perform much the same lunction
as the American Civil Liberties Union,
one which might locus on the delense of
those charged with violations of the sod-
omy, lornication and “illicit behavior”
codes found in virwally every state? Is
raveoy immersed in this subject to the
extent that it would take upon itsell a
direct involvement in litigation, perhaps
by means of the amicus curiae briel?

It seems o this lowly law student that
the most effective attack on the censors
of literature and private behavior should
be rooted in the legal processes. I know
ol no attempts that have been made to
enjoin the activities of CDL or NODL
or any of the neighborhood *“civic ac-
tion™ commitiees, and it is quite possible
that the current relveshing atmosphere
1o be lound in the courts of this counury
might be wken advantage of in this
manner. Some organization is needed to
make a frontal assault on the legal prob-
lems pointed out in the Philosophy, and
the resowrces ol the foundation should
make such an organization possible.

I would like to be involved in a move-
ment to purge the law ol its irrational
inconsistencies regarding sexual activity
and  censorship. 1 feel that our courts
and our legislatures are vulnerable to
logic and psychiatric testimony, and to
pressure brought about by responsible
advocates of statutory reform. At this
point 1 know of no vehicle of involve-

ment, other than the ACLU, that con-
cerns itself with the problems you have
outlined so well in the Philosophy.

Edwin A. McCabe

University ol Michigan Law School

Ann Arbor, Michigan

The Playboy Foundation is a newly

charteved, nol-for-profit corporation or-
ganized to  pursue, perpetuate  and
protect the principles of [reedom and
democracy expounded in “The Playboy
Philosophy.” It is to be supported by
coniributions  from HMH  Publishing
Company, Playboy Clubs International,
Hefuer personally, and other intevested
parties; contributrons from readers who
wish to participate will be welcome and
all donations ave tax deductible. As
more delails on the Plavboy Founda-
tion develop, we will veport them in
this section of the magazine.

PLAYBOY CHAIR OF THEOLOGY

I teach church history and ethics in a
Presbvterian seminary, and  have fol-
lowed The Playboy Philosophy with
some intercst.

I have it suggestion that seems to me
to be beauwtilully consistent with much
that Mr. Helner writes and does. | don't
know whether vour Playboy Foundation
has gouen 1w the place where it could
make a puckish gilt, but it would be
really wemendous if PLAYBOY were 1o s
tablish, for example, in this theological
senmnary the Plavboy Chair of American
Church History and Ethics. Personally,
I would be delighted beyond measure to
occupy such a chair. I am not at all sure
our trustees would find it casy 1o accept
a gilt bearing a title like the one 1 have
suggested, but T would like to see them
wrestle with it. We are already dealing
with the issues that interest vou. both in
classwork and in general discussion with
students for the Presbyterian ministry,
so whether or not an idea like this ever
materializes, the issues vou are raising are
being amply discussed here.

Elwyn A. Smith

Prolessor of Church History
Pitsburgh Theological Seminary
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

HEFNER THE PROPHET

My basic reaction to the Trialogue
discussion in The Playboy Philosophy is
that Mr. Helner needs 1o do some read-
ing in the post-Freudian literature on
man's sexuality. Juse as Darwin did not
have the last word on man's origins, Dr.
Freud did not prove to be the ultimate
authority on man’s sexual nawure. How-
ever, 1 do appreciate Mr. Helner's role
as a prophet (in the vradition ol pointing
out the inadequacies of a socicty) on the
confused American sexual scene. With
that understanding of his role, 1 can
sympathize with what in my judgment
are some ol his excessive positions. For
instance, while rightly castigating the
puritan ethic on pleasure and sex, he at

the same time shows complete dedication
to the puritin principle of individual-
ism. which is radically in need ol correc-
tion by the liberal emphasis on man as a
social creature.

Having had an over-all [avorable re-
action to what this panel was trving 10
accomplish, I recommended these install-
ments to my bhrother clergyimen for one
ol the future sessions of our small study
group. If you could supply me with six
additional copies of this round-table dis-
cussion, 1 would be happy o see that
they are put 1o good use.

The Rev. Harry L. Casey
St. Mary's Episcopal Church
Ardmore, Pennsylvania

OPEN-MINDED CLERGY
I have just iinished reading the last of

the Trialogue discussions, and 1 must
confess that I was quite surprised at the
ready concurrence of the dagy with Mr.
Hefner's views. Perhaps not quite con
currence, but at any rate the extent to
which they did agree is a promising sign
for the [uture. For as long as I've held
any opinions on the subjeat of censor-
ship, I have regarded the clergy as a ma-
jor reactionary force. With open-minded
gentlemen such as these finally exercis-
ing their powers of independent thought,
the dav of a guilt-free sexual attitude
nuy not be too far off.

Eugene Nelson

Brown University

Providence, Rhode Island

THE HIPPIE AND THE VICAR

Some of these preacher cats are begin-
ning to come through loud and clear.
Like, this morning I pick up my wusty
San  Francosco  Examiner  and  find
therein a lever from an Episcopal viear
who says what I've been thinking for
years. I'm sending it along for your
enjovment.

THE NUDITY ISSUE—A VICAR'S VIEW

I have been distressed by the
unrelieved piousity of reporter Dick
Hyer and the editorials in the Ex-
aminer in the cases of the bare-hos-
omed showgirls. Furthermore, 1 ache
to sce the dergy led by the Roman
Catholic priest [rom North Beach
proclaim  their never-ending  anti-
sexual view ol human nature as they
comment on topless entertainment.

PLAVBOY magazine, with its recrea-
tional view of sex, not the Churdh,
at least is raising constructively the
problem of human sexualuy in our
tine. As usual, Christans have ei-
ther capitulated o antisexualism or
have been silent.

The bare-bosom shows at least—at
least—glorify the human body which
God has given us. The shows may
be coarse and they are juvenile, but
they are not obscene. The clubs in
the city which are obscene and de-
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humanizing are the Pacific Union,
University, Bohemians. ectc., which
discriminate against Jews and Ne-
groes in their membership.

Christian clergy and lavmen are
members of these clubs and partici-
pate in the obscene and dehumaniz-
ing behavior of racial and religious
segregation by “pentlemen’s agree-
ment.”

Choose your obscenitics. Let’s get
to work on the ones in our society
which really aflect the lives of peo-
ple—racial and religious segregation
—and stop playing with peripheral
issucs.

The Rev. Canon Robert W. Cromey
Vicar of St. Aidan's Church
Director of the Division of

Urban Work

Episcopal Diocese of California

Il there were a few more preachers
who were hip 1o what is going on, who
showed some interest in human values
instead of spreading abstract dogma and
sipping tea, who were more interested in
helping the disenfranchised members of
the human race instead of paying lip
service to mother, home and heaven,
then the Church would seem a bit more
human (and Christian) and guvs like me
would be tempted o look inside to see
what is going on in those big piles of
masonry every Sunday morning.

Keep it up!

Dismer Thompkins
San Francisco, Calilornia

CANON COMMENT
I have found The Playboy Philosophy
interesting reading, and while I do not
agree in every detail with the statements
or conclusions, I [eel that the effort is a
valuable contribution in the direction of
spurring necessary thinking in a most
important area alfecting modern lile.
The Rev. Canon Albert J. duBois
American Church Union
Pelham, New York

INSIDIOUS EVIL
I think that PLavBoyY magazine’s effores

to discuss ethics is the most insidious evil
ever conjured up by businessmen. ]
would hope that your magazine goes out
of business. Since it appeals o the lowest
of mankind, I could not expect you to be
anything but masters ol deceit from the
kind of duplicity that you practice. May
God have mercy on all ol vou.

John T. DelForest, Jr.

St. David's Episcopal Church

San Antonio, Texas

VICAR'S VIEW

I have just read the Trialogue discus-
sions in The Playboy Philosophy and
found them very interesting and truly
worth while. T only wish they could be
recdluced to tract form so that they would
be casily available to lay people. When-

cever you have another series on such a
timely subject, please send me a copy, as
I am extremely interested.
All the best in your work.
The Rev. Walter . Dennis, Vicar
Saint Cyprian’s Episcopal Church
Hampton, Virginia

THE LIVING CHURCH
At its best, the Church is a living,
breathing, always changing and growing
organism. Whatever the divine inspira-
tion that first gave it life, as a working
institution it must necessarily be a re-
flection of the clergy and practicing
Christians within it
When men of the cloth turn away
from the challenge of building the
Church o their highest ideals, others
will take the lead by default. It is true
that Mr. Heiner's published point of
view is becoming a force in reshaping
the somewhat obsolete [acets of our so-
ciety, but the eflect could be multiplied
manv tmes if more men with education
and ability would assume positions of
leadership in the Church.
Jerrie Wells
Willowdale, Ontario

EMBARRASSING MOVIES

1 have read the lourth religious round
table in the May Plilosophy. and My,
Helner's ideas on censorship. or lack of
it, seem realistic and workable. But there
1s one point I am having wrouble with.

I feel that sex is a completely private
affair. Books are private whereas movies
are not, and this makes a big difference.
The old standard fade-out stnnulates the
audience 1o imagine a lot more than
could be shown. So why the detailed
closc-up of what the couple is doing? 1
know Mr. Hetner said if a movie offends
a person, he should stay away or leave,
but it does not seem fair, or practical, to
stav away from a good movie beciuse of
a [ew scenes.

It 1s wemendously embarrassing for
me to sit and watch two people making
love, with great crowds around, not be-
cause ol what they are doing, but be-
cause it should not be done for public
cntertainment.  Perhaps the embarrass-
ment is due o my confused and old-
fashioned sexuval ideas. Bur I would
appreciate vour views on the difference
between sexual [reedom in books and
In Movics.

Roberta Lewis
Newton Upper Falls, Massachusetts

Although we vespect vour viewpoint,
i s nevertheless a highly personal one;
recognizing this fact, you should extend
the same vespeel to the differing views
and values of others. If you are embar-
rassed or offended by the explicii sexual
detail in a motion piclure, you are en-
dowed with sensibilities not shaved by
many others and it would hardly be
“fair. or practical,” to make your taste
(or anyone else’s) the single measure to

which everyone else had to conform.
That is why Hefner considers censorshi j
of any kind to be diametvically opposed
to the most basic ideals of U.S.
democracy.

THE PIOUS CENSORS OF EL PASO

Last [all a group of pious moralists
banded rtogether o determine what the
people of El Paso may or may not buy at
the newsstand. T attended their  first
meeting, Even though I am lrom Boston
and aware of the steam-roller tactics of
the CDL, I was surprised by what 1
heard. They openly stated, “We do not
need the courts; for we can apply pres-
sure on the store owners by causing a
scene in their stores.” T stated that 1 was
opposed to such extralegal tictics. There
was lightning in the air at once. The
roof fell in on me. Gone were the beau-
tiful rationalizations for why they were
doing this, as these pious, angry men
screamed such niceties at me as “im-
moral, evil, degenerate,” etc.

I am alarmed at these tactics and feel
that you may have a solution for han-
dling such misguided zealots. Reasoning
with these people or pointing out the
Constitution 10 them does not  help.
Maybe exposure in a national magazine
will make them run for cover.

I am a Catholic, married, with four
young children. I believe in censorship
within my own group. But I don’t be-
lieve in one group irving to dictate its
standards 1o the rest of the citizenry.

Paul A. Dunnc
El Paso, Texas

The best method of combating such
censorship aclivity in any community is
public protest to local officials and to
the press, TV and radio. The censor
cannot succeed in a free society when
his actions are subject to the critical
scrutiny of an enlightened citizenry.

ILLITERATES FOR DECENT LITERATURE

The lollowing mimeographed gem
was sent to my wife to read o her chap-
ter ol the Toastmistresses Club:

The Americanism Committee of
Indian River Post #22 American
Legion, will meet at 730 pm, in the
Post home 241 Peachiree Cocoa Fla,
Thurs, March 25th

The purpoce this meeting is to
continue exploring means whereby
we may bring about correction of
the obscene liturature situation in
this area. We hope the “decent citi-
zens”  can ]l{:lp devize means to
bring pressure on those places sell-
ing this wash. Your organization 1s
cordially invited to meet with us.
We know that we cannot do this
job alone, therefore please give us
your help at this meeting. Bring
anyone interested in helping, De-
cency is non  partisan, non  sec-

(continued on page 133)



Until now, these distinguished tobaccos were
never offered to cigarette smokers.

Today, a master blend of the world’s five great
pipe tobaccos is available in a filter cigarette.

Masterpiece %
FILTER CIGARETTES &

Masterpiece cigarettes have
briar tips. They come in unique
briar-grain packages.

And their distinctive flavor
explains why they cost
a bit more.

43



Think of the advantages. Prices start about $215." Insurance is painless. Upkeep negligible.
And you can park it almost anywhere. The famous 4-stroke Honda engine is precise, predict-
able. And tough as nails. 15 models offer quite a choice. The one below is the new Honda
Super 90. Very sophisticated design. Who needs 4 wheels? After all, you meet the nicest
people on a Honda. For further information write to: American Honda Motor Co., Inc.,

Department JY, 100 West Alondra Boulevard, Gardena, California. H ON D A

- What’s new
in wheels?

4 minus 2

*Honds Super 90 about $370. Both prices plus dealer’s transportstion and set-up charges. © AHM 1965




wwoor e ROBERT SHELTON

a candid conversation with the klan’s notorious imperial wizard

Conceived in 1865 by a band of idle
young Confederate veterans, the Ku
Klux Klan began as a harmless social
club—complete with such fraternal fol-
derol as secret words, mysterious rites and
outlandish costumes made from Dbed-
sheets and pillowcases. When these juve-
nile  mischief-makers discovered  that
their nocturnal frolics frightened super-
stittous  Negroes, however, the fun
turned ugly, and ihe Ku Klux Klan
(derived from the Greek word kyklos,
meaning circle) quickly evolved into a
tevrovistic seevet society dedicated (o de-
priving the newly freed slaves of their
citizenship rights. Floggings, castrations,
live cremations, shootings and lym'h:'ngs
of “uppiiy” Negroes and “nigger-loving”
white moderates soon became so repug-
nant to civilized Southerners that even
the first “Grand Wizard of the Invisible
Empire,” former slave trader Nathan
Bedford Forrest, resigned from the Klan
in 1869 and uwrged us dissolution. But
the K. K. K. continued to grow—and lo
commit atrocities—until the [orces of ra-
cial equality were vanquished in 1876
and white political supremacy was re-
established throughout the South. With
the Negro again reduced io semislavery,
the Klan no longer had a raison d'étre
and, lo all appeavances, died of inanition.

Rumors of its death, however, were
greatly exaggerated, for in 1915 it was
sparked back to life with a vengeance by
a racial and religious fanatic named Wil-
liam Simmons of Atlanta, Georgia, who

added to the oniginal anti-Negro malice a
systematic hatved of Roman Catholics,
Jews, labor unions and the foreign born
of any race or religion. These new prej-
udices altracted bigots of every stripe
throughout the nation, and the Klan
grew 1o such power in the Twenties and
Thirties that in many areas, including
such Northern states as Indiana, most
candidates for public office had to be
Klansmen or open sympathizers 1o win
clection. Finally deprived of faith in its
venal leaders, who were jound guilty of
crimes ranging from embezzlement to
rape, the diseredited Klan again faded
into obscurity just before World War
Two.

Then  came  the Justovic Supreme
Court decision of 1954 which ordered
the desegregation of public schools, and
the dormant Klan spirit was reawakened
once again. Catalyzed into bemg by the
widened, shaypened Negro revolution of
the Sixties, scores of Klan cells an-
nounced their rebirth with cross burn-
tngs, bombings and beatings throughout
the South. Unlike the monolithic and
politically powerful nationwide K. K. K.
of the Twenties, many of the new Klan
“klaverns” are autonomous local units
that recognize no Klan authority beyond
theiy own mountain hollow or city lim-
its; and some arve banded together in
loose regional and state-wide federations.
Ouverlapping loyallies among  splinter
Klans, unwritien alliances among cerlain
Klan fedevations—and violent hostility

among others—have confused reporters
lrying to make sense of the turbulent
renascence  of the hooded order  of
white, Anglo-Saxon, native-born Prot-
estant superpatviots.

Out of the kaleidoscopic shifting of
Klan liaisons, however, one leader has
emerged as the most notorious, and the
most powerful, of the lot: Robert Shel-
ton of Tuscaloosa, Alabama, Imperial
Wizard of the United Klans of America,
whose federation, rightly or wrongly, is
blamed for nearly every Klan outrage
from Florida to Texas. Because the
K. K. K. is a secret sociely, no one oulside
the Klan knows just who and how many
belong to Shelton’s group, bui the best-
informed obsevvers in the FBI and the
Southern press estimate his membership
—mostly in the Carolinas, Georgia, Ala-
bama and Tennessce—at about 10,000.

Little more is known for cevtain about
Shelton Nimself, or his ascendancy io
Klan leadership, for he vefuses {o discuss
cither his past or lus private life. But in-
vestigators have been able to ascertain a
few solid facts about his personal back-
ground: Born 36 years ago in Tuscaloosa,
he was educated in public schools there,
dropped out of the Universuy of Ala-
bama after taking a f[ew courses, then
attended a vocational trade school wheve
he studied automobile mechanics. After
serving as a sergeant in the Army from
1949 to 1951, he went lo work as a fac-
tovy hand for the B. F. Goodrich Com-
pany in Tuscaloosa, but was fived for

“Only white, genlile, Protestant, nalive-
born Americans can lake the Klan oath.
The Klan is a fraternal order of real
men who are 100-percent American.”

“When the President went into the White
House and went around turning out the
lights, I was puzzled. Then the Jenkins
case came along and I understood.”

“Our studies have found there is more
stirring and movement of the nigra when
they have a full moon. They show a
higher increase of crime and sex.”
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refusing to giwe up his extvacurvicular
Klan activities. For a year he managed
a local tive stove, which he quit 1o suj)rr-
vise public relations for a trucking com-
pany; after another year he quit again,
this time to become an aiv-condilioner
salesman. Then, aboul nine months aco
—having sevved as huperial Wizard of
the United Klans sinee 19601—he aban-
doned all outside work to devote lis full
energies to the K.K. K.

In the ntevests of finding out more
about Shelton, his Klan and his racist
convictions, we  obtamed Tis unlisted
Tuscaloosa office plone number from a
knowledgeable Southern newspaperman
(who made us promise not to reveal
where we gol 1t) and called the Imperial
Wizard with our vequest for an exclusive
inferview.

“"Yomcve the magazine that published
that nigger pinup last March,” he told
us. “Well, I talk with most anybody as
part of my job, so I guess I'll cven talk
lo you.”

Arvviving in Tuscaloosa a week later,
we drvove (o the addvess he gave ws—a
ramshackle downtown office building—
spied the United Klan office dooy al the
end of a dingy hall, walked in and
found ouwrself in a room overflowing
with wntidy  piles of newspapers, un-
opened mail and mimeographed press re-
leases. A pleasant secretary usherved us
tnto the mner office, where Shelton him-
self greeted ws wismilingly with a cold
handshake from behind a desk flanked
by Amevican and Confedervate flacs.

Ascetically thin and hawk-faced, he
was totally unlike the stereotype of the
hol-eyed fanatic. His speech was curiously
flat, toneless and unpunctuated, and ex-
cept for a solitary mirvthless smile, when
he commented that the Johnson-Hum-
phivey ticket had not been on the ballot in
Alabama last Neovember, his face was
inscrutably masklike and expressionless
thvoughout our fowr-lour conversation.,
Nattily bedecked—not i Ihis familiar
Klan robes, but in an vy League hounds-
tooth sports jacket, black knit tie, black
slacks and an enormous diamond ring on
his little finger—Shelton  bypassed  the
amenities, making no secret of his antip-
athy toward the press, and instyucted
us to get right down to business. We
did. (In order to preserve the  flavor
of Sheltow'’s delivery, we have made
no effort o corvect either his syntax or
his pronunciation.)

PLAYBOY: What are the aims of the Ku
Klux Klan?

SHELTON: T'o protect this great counury
and oppose mongrelization of the races.
It is obligatory upon the nigra to recog-
nize they are living in the land of the
white race by courtesy of the white race.
PLAYBOY: America’s 20,000,000 native-
born Negroes would undoubtedly take
issue with that statement.

SHELTON: That’s just why the Klan exists.

White people cannot be expected to sur-
render control to any other race.
PLAYBOY: Thevre not being asked to.
SHELTON: On the conurary, they aie being
made o do so. The white man is being
defranchised as our forefathers were in
the Reconstruction era.

PLAYBOY: By Negroes?

SHELTON: By the Civil Rights Act. which
is nothing but Iegislation for the nigra.
This dastardly, inlameous picce of legis-
lation is designed solely to bring about
turmoil.

PLAYBOY: Why can’t whites keep every
right they now have and sull extend
rights 1o Negroes?

SHELTON: ‘The Jewish race as well as the
Catholics and other religious laiths have
their rights, but this does not give them
the right 10 destroy the faith of a settled
race on this continent. Don't force some-
thing we don’t want in our f[aith.
PLAYBOY: How are Jews and Catholics
lorcing their beliels on you?

SHELTON: With this liberalism, this civil
rights. It's understandable that the Jew
and  the Catholie, being a4 minority
themselves, would be sympathetic with
the nigra. They have in the past contrib-
uted fimancially. morally and physically
to the civil rights struggle. But now they
are changing. They are beginning o see
that the nigra thinks he is the all-power
controlling [actor. Many other people,
too. that had been inclined o show par-
uality o the mgra in his siruggle are
reverung o the segregationist side be-
cause ol the outside mterlerence and
because they have had an opportunity
to see the low morals and the inner work-
ings of the cvil rights movement.
pLaAYBOY: If dus alleged drift [rom sym-
pathy lor Negroes continues among Jews
and Catholics, would they be welcomed
into the Klan?

SHELTON: No. Only white, gentule, Prot-
estant, llél[i\'t’-')()l'll ,'\Ill(_‘ri('illls can lilke
the Klan oath. The Kmghts ol the Ku
Klux Klan is a fraternal order of real
men whao are 100-percent American. But
the Jew or Catholic might be welcomed
into the Klan il he qualified.

pPLAYBOY: What would he have to do
1o qualify?

SHELTON: Give up his religion.

PLAYBOY: What is the purpose of the
Klan’s concealing robes and hoods?
SHELTON: The robes wre in memoran-
dum ol our forefathers and are used in
ritwalistic work. We wear hoods, but this
organization does not use masks. We do
not hide our identity. Our mecetings are
public.

PLAYBOY: What is the symbolism of the
burning cross at all Klan gatherings?
SHELTON: The cross has been used by
crusaders for the last 19 centuries.
PLAYBOY: There weren't any crusaders
untl the 1Tth Century.

SHELTON: Today we use the cross as a
rallying point to meet oppression and to
establish Christianity.

PLAYBOY: Christianity was established
1965 years ago. But why do you burn the
Cross?

SHELTON: Lighting the cross signifies that
this is to light the way of Christ and
1o show light of wuth to the world. We
use 1t to rally Christians and to meet the
oncoming tide.

PLAYBOY: What tide?

SHELTON: The tide of world communism.
PLAYBOY: Are you attempting to stem
that tide when vou burn ¢rosses on the
Lawns of civil rights sympathizers?
SHELTON: This organization docs not par-
ticipate in burning crosses ol intimida-
tion. When we have a problem to discuss
with any individual, a commiuee of one,
two or three Klansmen in sireet clothes
will approach this person to discuss any
gricvances we may have with him, to give
him our point ol view, 1o persuade him
to see things our way.

PLAYBOY: T'his technique seems to be
cffective. In January ol this year, Klan
threats forced the cancellation of a speech
in Bogalusa, Louisiana, by Brooks Hays,
i Southern moderate  political  leader.
How do vou justily such violations of the
right 1o Iree speech and assembly?
SHELTON: This is not a onesided sword.
The FBI and the Jusuce Department
has harassed members of this Klan and
other rightwing organizations, causing
them 1w lose their jobs. They have
harassed Klansmen at work though the
Klansmen asked them not 1o come o the
job but 1o their homes il they wanted o
discuss anything. And that's just part of
the storv of cconomic intimidation, re
prisals and harassments that individuals
receive when  they become known  as
Klansmen—Irom emplovers who  hre
Klansmen, from the FBI and the Justice
Deparonent.

PLAYBOY: Isn't the Klan under Federal
surveillance and investigation because of
its own mtimidiation and brutahizauon of
civil rights workers?

SHELTON: We¢ do not believe in violence.
PLAYBOY: If thats wrue, why do the Jus-
tice Department and many local police
ofhicials, including secret infiltrators of
the Klan, blame the k. K. K—in the 10
vears since its revival in 1954—for 32
bombings in Alabama, 34 bombings in
Georgia, 10 ractal killings in Alabama,
30 Negro church burnings in Mississippi,
the ambush killing of Colonel Lemuel
Penn, the castration of an elderly Negro
in Birmingham, the murders of Rever-
end  James Reeb and Mrs. Anthony
Liuzzo in Alabama, plus many floggings
of civil rights workers and labor leaders?
SHELTON: This is a prejudice of the mis-
informed public and harassment by this
FBI and Justice Department that don’t
know what they are talking about. I
would like to point out that no Klans-
man has ever been convicted ol those
crimes, and I think it would be only fair
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to not blame the Klan for things that
hasn’t been proved. Not one conviction,
As I said, we do not believe in violence—
despite  that  certain individuals  have
committed acts of violence under cover
of darkness, shiclded by masks and robes
resembling  the official regalia ol the
Knights of the ku Klux Klan. “Ballots
not bullets™ is our motto.

PLAYBOY: How do you reconcile that
statement with the testimony of evewit-
nesses thar Dr. Robert Hayling, a Negro
civil rights leader in St. Augustine, Flort
da, was caught spyving on a recent Klan
mecting and publicly beaten?

SHELTON: We do not believe in violence.
PLAYBOY: In Pike County. Mississippi,
sherifl's records show two Negro llog-
gings, four Negro churches burned and
one bombed, along with thirteen Negro
homes, a Negro store and a Negro bar-
bershop—all during the summer of 1961,
One ol the eleven men convicted of the
bombings carried a card signed by you.
Can vou explain thar?

SHELTON: That was merely a card that 1
have given 10 thousands of people. Tt is
just a form of pocket card for advertising,
with a calendar on the back side and the
insignia ol the Klan on the front side,
along with my name and address, in case
anybody wants 10 reach me.

PLAYBOY: Then how do vou explain the
case of Paul Dewey Wilson, who was
arrested last year in McComb, Mississip-
pi. while wearing a deputy sherill’s
badge and hauling four villes, a pisiol,
cight wooden clubs, a blackjack, brass
knuckles and a hypodermic syringe in
his car—and carrying a membership card
i the United Klan signed by you?
SHELTON: We don’t have membership
cards. The card he had was the card 1
described—just a business card.
pPLaYBOY: He also had a black leather-
ctie apron and black hood, which are
allegedly the Klan executioner’s garbh.
Are they?

SHELTON: No-—not in our organization.
PLAYBOY: Lven scgregationist Governor
Paul Johnson of Mississippi has  said,
“The Klan cdamms it does not indulge in
violence. Its activities, however, indicate
otherwise.” Any comment?

SHELTON: He is entitled o his opinion.
We are against violence.

PLAYBOY: So vou've said.

SHELTON: ‘There s several Klans, you
know. That is the wouble ol throwing
cevery nut in the same bag and saying it's
all the same Kind of nuis.

PLAYBOY: That's an aptly chosen meta-
phor. But all of those arvested for recent
racial murders—those of Lemuel Penn,
Reverend Reeb and Mrs. Liuzzo—have
been members of your own United Klan,
SHELTON: There are many Klans. The
FBI has arrested people without any
prool whatsoever.

PLAYBOY: Arc you claiming that the men
arvested for these murders are not mem-
bers of your United Klan?

SHELTON: I'm not saving they were and
I'm not saying theyre not. It would
be a violation ol my sacred Klan oath 10

identily  members of the Klan. But
speaking of  violating oaths, we are
finding many cases where the Federal

Burcau of Investigation is purging wit-
nesses with attempts o bribe.

PLAYBOY: Don’t you mean suborning
witnesses?
SHELTON: 1 mecan they wre oflering

money to get them o make statements
on promises of giving them land, velocat-
ing their Lamily, giving them money.
PLAYBOY: Can you cite a case?
SHELTON: [ certainly can:  that pimp
Gary Rowe, the FBI informer in this
Luziano case.

PLAYBOY: You mean Liuzzo?

SHELTON: Even the FBI admits they gave
him 53000, and we have reason to think
1L Wis more.

PLAYBOY: You call Rowe a pimp. What
do vyou mean by that?

SHELTON: There are three kinds of
undercover agents. There is the spy;
there is the inside informer; and there 1s
the pimp. By that I mean the kind ol
fellow who eggs along, who urges on his
cohorts 1o do his dastardly deeds and
then reports them. And this man is one
ol those—a pimp.

PLAYBOY: You mean he urged the three
Klansmen to murder Mrs. Liwzzo?
SHELTON: He 1s a pimp and [ have wold
you what a pimp is.

PLAYBOY: Is Collic Leroy Wilkins, who
was tried for the murder of Mrs. Liuzzo,
a United Klansman?

SHELTON: T'hat’s only speculation. I'm not
saying yes or no.

PLAYBOY: Il he isn't, we find it odd
that he was defended with Klan funds
by a Kl lawver, and that vou sat
throughout most of the trial beside Wil
kins at the defense counsel’s 1able. Were
there any Klansmen on the jury?
SHELTON: That is what is irksome 1o
me. The prosecutor asked every jurynun
il he was a member ol a secret order.
But I notice he did not ask if they were
Knights ol Columbus, just Klansmen.
PLAYBOY: Bur it was an accused Klans-
miam on trial, not a Knight ol Columbus.
SHELTON: Well, there was no Klansman
on that jury, that much | can tell you
Hatly. The prosecutor made sure of that.
PLAYBOY: In anv event, the > ended
in a mistrial when the jurors lailed 10
agree on a verdict. Do you [eel that jus-
tice was scrved?

SHELTON: No. | do not. Alter the Presi-
dent’s accusiations on television, it was
impossible for Wilkins to have an im-
partial wial. In the first place, the Gov-
ernment had no evidence whatsoever o
submit at the prewial hearving 10 show
cause 1o hold these individuals. They
were no o witnesses  presented,  yer the
hond was established at $50.000 each.
We immediately requested a hearing be-
fore a Federal judge to appeal lor a

more reasonable bond; but he had al-
ready prejudged the cases—evidently he
had heard the President make the accu-
siation on national television—and  he
refused to even discuss setting a lower
bond for the murderers of the woman
from Dewroit. fe shows the unlairness
of prejudging, as the President did in
this casc.

PLAYBOY: Haven't vou just prejudged
them yoursell by calling them “the mur-
derers ol the woman from Detroit”™?
SHELTON: Oh, I meant to say “the ac-
cused murderers,” of course. Bur as I was
saving, it set a low presency for the high-
est exccutive of this land 1o go belore
the general citizenry to establish himsell
as a megalomaniac. Meaningly, that he
places himself above God 10 be the
judge on an individual's guilt by judg-
ing him without any evidence being sub-
mitted whatsoever. Had it not been for
the President’s intrusions, Wilkins would
have been acquitted on the fivst ballot.
PLAYBOY: As part ol his summation to
the jury, the Klan's attorney, Matt Mur-
phy. said: I never thought I'd see the
day when Communists and niggers and
Jews were flying around under the ban-
ner of the United Nations, not the
American flag of the country we fought
lor, not the flag of the country we are in,
and I am proud 1o be white and I stand
here as a white man and I say we e
never going to mongrelize the race with
nigger blood and the Martin Luther
Kings, the white niggers, the Jews, the
Zionists who run that bunch of miggers,
the white people are not going to run
before them. Jim Clark says “Never. 1
say "Never” mysell . . . I urge vou as pa-
triotic Americans not o find this voung
man guilty.” Are those also your own
sentiments?

SHELTON: Certainly. Those beatniks, ten-
nissshoe wearers, sex perverts at Selma
were carrying the United Nauons flag
for anvbody 1o see.

PLAYBOY: Well. it's not a arime 1o carry
a UN flag. of course. But cven if your
description of the Selma marchers were
accurate, how is it relevant to the inno-
cence or gullt of the Klansmen accused
of Mrs. Liuzzo’s murder?

SHELTON: It i1s [urther evidence ol the
pressure of the inllux of these outsiders,
ol the Federal Government. of the whole
international conspiriacy o break the
back of the Klan. They will stoop o any
level, They were oflering only the word
ol a pimp. Gary Rowe. He is not a real
mformer: he is a poliucal prostitute. [
have lewers from relatives of his in Sa-
vannah. Georgia, saving he is the lowest
scum on carth. Why, just two days be-
lfore the shooting. he pistol-whipped a
man in Birmingham, bear him senseless
o the ground with the butt ol his pisiol.
PLAYBOY: What was the man’s name?
SHELTON: The man was a  religious
member ol a sect that doesn’t permit vi-
olence, so he just held his arms to his



sides while this pimp pistol-whipped him.
PLAYBOY: What was the man’s name?
SHELTON: Rowe did the same thing a
month previous.

PLAYBOY: Can vou prove these charges?
SHELTON: It is on the police docket in
Birmingham. Look it up. He said and
kept hollering while he hit that man
that nobody could touch him because he
was protected by the Federal Govern-
ment. When the FBI swops o using
people that low, we have come a long
way downhill and it is time o stop and
take a look around to see whart is hap-
pcming o us.

[Subsequent investigation of Shelton's
charges revealed that Rowe was ried for
assault  and  battery in Birmingham
Court on March 15, 1965, bur the case
wis dismissed on the grounds of insufh-
cient evidence. The other incident took
place in Fuliondale, Alabama, not Bir-
mingham;: the charge was public drunken-
ness, not assault; and the man charged,
and wied on March 23, 1963, was not
Rowe but a man named Charles Powell.
According 1o the wwn's mavor, in fact,
it was Rowe who brought the charges
against Powell. ]

PLAYBOY: Let's move on, il we may
SHELTON: Belore you change the sub-
ject, I would like to call your auention
to a lew lacts in connection with this
Luziano case.

PLAYBOY: Liuzzo.

SHELTON: From medical records which
was called into this oflice and 0 my
lawyer Irom one of the institutions in
Dewroit, we find that she has been an
i-and-out patient in a memal hospital
there in Detroit. We also find at the
time she was killed she was on probation
from courts in Dewoit. There s even
some doubt as to whether or not her and
her husband were actually living togeth-
er for the last three months.

[Mr. Liuzzo's attorney states she was
never a patient in a mental hospital and
that she was indeed living with Ar.
Liuzzo up to the moment of her depar-
ture for Selma. It is true that she was on
probation—as the result of having re
fused 1o send her children 1o school. o
call attention to the Michigan legisla-
tre’s refusal to raise the compulsory
school age from 16 to 18]

PLAYBOY: Even il your charges were
true, do you consider this a justification
for killing her?

SHELTON: 1 am violently opposed 1o
death by violence. But if Mrs. Liuzzo
had been at home with her family, this
incident wouldn’t never have happenced.
She should have staved home and not
come to Selma.

PLAYBOY: Why? Didn't she and the
other out-of-state demonstrators at Selma
have every Constitutional right to go to
Alabama or any other part of the
United Staies they chose?
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SHELTON: We're not going to Detroit
to demonstrate demanding that they
take nigras off registration. Let the peo-
ple ol Detroit clean up their own back
yard and tend to their own confounded
business and leave us alone. When you
bring in outside agitators who are
misthits in other societies, it brings re-
seument [rom all people.

PLAYBOY: Not all people. Nor do most
Americans consider civil nights workers
misfits. But speaking ol Detroit back
yards, a Klan-type cross was burned in
the back yard of Mys. Liuzzo’s Detroit
home shortly after her [uneral. Does
your Klan have a klavern in Detroir?
SHELTON: I'm not going to be specific in
the location of any unit

PLAYBOY: A reporter quoted an un-
identified Klansman at a rally in Mor-
ganton, North Carolina, as saving that
Mrs. Liuzzo “got what she deserved.” Do
you agree?

SHELTON: I am not for any person’s
life being taken through violence. 1 am
saying, however, that she was out of her
rightful place at home; a married wom-
an and a mother, she was oft involved in
immoral surroundings.

PLAYBOY: Spcaking of immoral sur-
roundings, Anthony Liuzzo said alter his
wile’s death, “They should put a 90-foot
fence around Alabama and let those seg-
regatiomsts live with  themselves.” Any
comment?

SHELTON: The only nccessity of put-
ting a fence around Alabama is 10 keep
some of the mistfits and sex perverts out.
PLAYBOY: Does that include Mys. Liuz-
zo and Reverend Reeb?

SHELTON: II they had stayed home, this
would never have happened.

PLAYBOY: At a press conlerence alter
Mrs. Liuzzo's death, you said that the
Klan “Bureau ol Investigation™ was
looking into her background for “possi-
ble Communist connections.” Do you
claim to have found any?

SHELTON: No, but we are certainly
checking her background.
PLAYBOY: Mys. Liuzzo was a Roman

Catholic. Communism is atheistic. Do you
think she could be both a Catholic and a
Communist?

SHELTON: Perhaps she was a Commu-
nist dupe rather than a conscions agent.
However, there was numbers ol priests
and nuns at Selma, and one Catholic
that viewed the march on television told
me it was uncommon to se¢ a nun in
high-heeled shoes or a priest in his re-
galia of the Church with suede shoes on.
PLAYBOY: Why is it that none of the
several hundred members of the press on
the march reported secing this?
SHELTON: Well, this Catholic friend of
mine saw it and he told me abourt it
PLAYBOY: What is his name?

SHELTON: [ can't violate his confidence.
PLAYBOY: Then let's change the sub-
ject. At a recent Klan vally in Heming-
way, South Carolina, you called President

Johnson “a conniving, misgiving [ool.”
What did you mean by that?

SHELTON: I did not say that. That is a
misinterpretation. I only called him a
megalomaniac.

PLAYBOY: We're sorry to contradict
you, but that rally was televised nation-
ally on ABC, and you were clearly heard
by millions ol viewers 1o say, and we
quote you: “II LBJ thinks thar he is
going 1o run the Klan underground
or break our backs by using us as a
fish bait to his liberal element, the de-
mands o investigate the United Klans
of America by the House Inactivities
Committee, he is a conniving, misgiving
fool.” In that same speech. you also said
ol the President, “Il he continues with
his yakking, he will be one ol the great-
est organizers the Klan has ever had.”
Would you claborate?

SHELTON: 1 may make him an honor-
ary Klansman, he has done us so much
good with his yakking. You can see {rom
the unopened mail deliveries on my
desk, consisting of up to 33,000 letters
[our estimate: about 300], that the ratio
is running about 99 to 1 n lavor.
PLAYBOY: How do vou know the senti-
ment of an unopened letter?

SHELTON: Well, the wwo or three 1T
have had the time to open was certainly
in favor. The people are saying il the
President 1s going to be on the side of
Martin Luther King, they want to be on
the side of the Ku Klux Klan.
PLAYBOY: At the time of his announce-
ment that the FBI had arrested [our
Klansmen for the murder ol Mrs. Liuzzo,
the President warned Klansmen to re-
sign “belore it is oo late.” What do vou
think he was threatening to those who
did not ger our?

SHELTON: The President of the United
States thinks he can force a Klansman to
choose his associations and his [raternal
organization lor his “New Society.”
PLAYBOY: Great Society.

SHELTON: Whatever you call it, if this
society he is advocating with the cwvil
rights struggle is composed of sex per-
verts, beatniks, pinkos, Communists, the
lowest mistfits from all over the country
that are participating in all of these sex
orgics openly, in defiance ol the public
eve, of indecent exposure, T want no
part of it

PLAYBOY: Are vou referring to the forni-
cation that allegedly wook place—accord-
INg o segregationist “evewitnesses’—on
the march [rom Selma to Monigomery?
SHELTON: I am—and it did.

PLAYBOY: Hundreds of clergymen, news-
men iln(l p]'(’ﬁ.‘i phntﬁgr;lphcrs zu:cnmp:r
nicd the marchers: yer none ol them
reported the slightest breach of propriety
en route.

SHELTON: LEither they were blind or
covering up. There has been a compiled
listing of pictures and hlms showing
these fornifications. I have over 5000 pho-
tographs—pictures of the charges that

have been made of fornification. They
will be shown at a later date.

PLAYBOY: Pictures ol the charges or
pictures ol the fornication?

SHELTON: OI the fornification.

PLAYBOY: Why haven’t you made them
public?

SHELTON: At the proper time they will
be presented.

PLAYBOY: When?

SHELTON: In  due time and
proper investigation authoritics.
PLAYBOY: Did vou have Klan secret agents
among the marchers?

SHELTON: I'm not saying. But I don't
think we could hardly have goten all
the photographs but what we have
sources ol getting inlormation.

PLAYBOY: In a telegram you sent to
the President alter his televised denunci-
ation ol the Klan, you said vou wanted
to confer with him privately about “sex
perverts in Government and Communist
agents in the civil rights movement.”
Would you claborate?

SHELTON: When the President first went
into the White House and went around
turning out all the lights, 1 was puzzled
what he was up to. Then the Jenkins
case came along and I undersiood.
PLAYBOY: What are you implying?
SHELTON: Everybody is familiar with
the Jenkins case. The general public
should become aware of the investiga-
tion that has been suppressed.

[The findings of the FBI investigation
of Jenkins, which was ordered by the
President, were summarized in an eight-
page report that was released to the
press by J. Edgar Hoover on October
22, 1964.)

PLAYBOY: How about Communist agents
in the civil rights movement? Would
you name some?

SHELTON: There have been definite indi-
cations in investigations in this area.
PLAYBOY: Conducted by whom?
SHELTON: By the Klan Bureau of In-
vestigation, among others,

PLAYBOY: You'll forgive us il we don't
accept its findings as documentary [act.
SHELTON: Don't take our word for it
Counteragents working with the Federal
Government have also signed notarized
statements saving there are many active
Communists in the civil rights struggle.
PLAYBOY: Can you show us these state-
ments?

SHELTON: I have them in my files.
PLAYBOY: The FBI has reported that
there are a few Communists active in
some of the more militant civil rights
groups, but Aunorney General Nicholas
Katzenbach has said that their numbers
are insignificant and that the Commu-
nist Party cannot be said to exert any
influence whatever over the civil righis
movement or its leaders,

SHELTON: He is ignorant of the con-
spiracy. He knows better.

PLAYBOY: How can he be ignorant and
yet also know better?

to the
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SHELTON: I have pictures implicating
many known Communists.

PLAYBOY: Can vou show us the pic
tures, cite speciic pames, tell us o
whom, apart [rom youn, they are
“known' as Commmunists?

SHELTON: 1 am not privileged o di-
vulge that miormation at this time.
PLAYBOY: On  several  ocasions  you
have called for a House Un-American
Activities Committee  invesugation  of
CORE, SNCC and the NAACP lor possi
ble Communist mhluation. Would vou
be as willing 10 submit 1o a Congression-
al amvestigation of the Klan?

SHELTON: Coertainly. Why notz What's
good for the goose 15 good for the gan-
der. I the civil rights groups were being
investigated. we would gladly open our
doors to the same scrutiny.

PLAYBOY: The Awnornev General has
said that the Klan has been inhiltrated
by many FBI agems. Did this come as a
surprise to you?

SHELTON: No. We know we have infiltra-
tion. However, it's not necessary for
them to infilorae. 1f they Gl out an
application, they cin do so and we'll
welcome them into the Klan and have
fraternal unionism.

PLAYBOY: Have vou spoued any of the
IBI spies in your own Klan?

SHELTON: Absolutely.

PLAYBOY: Do vou have them under
countersurveillance?
SHELTON: No. because we have noth-

ing 1o hide. In some cases. these inform-
ers are actually wrning the money they
get lor informing to the FBI back 1o the
Klan nsell.

PLAYBOY: What do vou mean?

SHELTON: T hese so-called inlormers are
sometimes more loval o the Klan than
the FBI knows.

PLAYBOY: As vou know, several Klans-
men besides Gary Rowe have promised
1o reveal Klan  secrets to the Un-
American Activities Committee. What's
vour reaction?

SHELTON:  Any individual who would
reveal secrets of the Klan would be vio-
lating his oath to his God and o his lel-
low Klansmen.

PLAYBOY: I[ you were subpocnaed to tes-
tify before the House Un-American Ac-
tivities Committee, would vou do so?
SHELTON: No. I would not. The same
law that applies o the NAACP, the
Communist Party, SNCC and CORE
would also have to apply to us.
PLAYBOY: You mean the Fifth Amend-
ment, \\'!Ii(h t.'lllpuwt'rs i ‘\‘il“(.'SS 1 {s]
avord sell-incrimination by refusing 10
testify?

SHELTON: That's correct.

PLAYBOY: But il vou have nothing to
hide, why would you refuse to westify?

sHEtTON: Well, if 1 did not have to
violate my sacred oath by divulging

Klan secrets, I might testilv—provided
the Committee was carrying out its pur-
pose of investigating [or infiliration of

communism  and  of individuals and
groups advocating the overthrow ol the
American Government. Buc if it is for
the purpose of left-wing elements using
the Klan as the bait to deswroy the Com-
mittee itsell because of ity Southern
membership, then 1 am opposed 1o any
type ol investigation, and I would refuse
w testily. The FBI has already slandered
the Klan by calling it a subversive or
ganization, which is an outrageous lie.
PLAYBOY: Four Klan groups are cited
on the subversive list.

SHELTON: This Klan is not on the list.
The four Klan groups cited e not the
United Klan. OF course, the Attorney
General at a stroke of a pen can put any
group he wishes on the subversive list,
PLAYBOY: Any group? How about the
Bov Scouts?

SHELTON: Perhaps not. but I am sur-
prised he hasn't already done it o us,
since he is of the liberal mind himself.
PLAYBOY: DPresident  Johnson said  of
the Kkan, “I know their lovaly is not wo
the United States but 1o a hooded socie-
. Is thatr true?

SHELTON: That was the remark that 1
called him a liar for. Beuer than 70 per-
cent of the Klan are veterans ol World
War One. World War Two and the Ko
rean conflict. The Grand Dragon ol
Tennessce has sent the President a tele-
gram telling him what o do with the
two Silver Stars. the two bronze medals,
the two Purple Hearts and the lelt arm
he lelt in Korex. Practically all of the
leadership ol the Klan are vewerans that
received medals.

PLAYBOY: Victor Riesel, the Labor colum-
nist, recently wrote that the majority of
Klansmen are “the unlettered. the semi-
literate, the unskilled.”™ Do vou disagree?
SHELTON: Absolutely. 1 don't  know
what script he is reading from. We have
many people in the Klan—doctors, law-
vers, vererans. We have all phases of the
everyday life of the people.

PLAYBOY: Arc there Klinsmen in police
and sheriff's departments?

SHELTON: Yes. We have Klans people in
all walks of lile.

PLAYBOY: Calvin Craig of Georgia,
vour second-in-command, has said the
United Kln has members holding high-
ranking Federal jobs. Which jobs?
SHELTON: We have Khnsmen in o all
walks of life, but I don't care to he more
exact. I would be violating my Klan oath.
Il they want to reveal themselves as mem-
bers, of course, that is their business.
PLAYBOY: Do these Federal ofhiceholders
report to the Klan and take Klan orders?
SHELTON: We have loyal members in all
walks of life.

PLAYBOY: Docs the Klan have connections
with other conservatve groups, such as
the John Birch Society, the Minuwe Men
and the Christian Crusade?

SHELTON: We are not associated with any
other patriot group. However, we are not
opposing.

PLAYBOY: Do vou endorse the views and
objectives ol the Birch Society?
SHELTON: Which views?

pLAYBOY: Well, do vou share the Soci-
ety’s conviction that the mental-health
program is part and parcel of “the inter-
national Conmmunist conspivacy™?
SHELTON: Certainly there are dangers in
the mental-health program instituted by
the World Council through the United
Nations,

PLAYBOY: There is no such organization
as the World Council.

SHELTON: I'art of their program was exe-
cuted against General Edwin Walker at
the riots in Oxford, Mississippi. In any
case, there is no such thing as mental
health. The Government is attempting
to excoute it in order w have loopholes
where individuals that are outspoken
critics of any Administration could be
declared a lunatic, 1o be incomperent in
his community, and giving them the
power as they exccuted with General
Witlker that they might ship you olf 10
any part ol the country and hold you
as a political prisoner.

PLAYBOY: Are you saying that Klans-
men and other critics ol the Administra-
von, such as General Walker, have been

ratlroaded on  mental-health  pretexis
and held imcommunicado?
SHELTON: | have letters from  Texas

Irom people who have had members of
their families or their Iriends carried off.
Under the Federal mental-health
Laws, |n‘;|clic;llly every health officer has
full and unchallengeable power. A men-
tal-health ofhcer might enter your home
without a scarch warrant.

PLAYBOY: According o law, a person
would have 1o be charged with a Federal
crime belore a Federal agent could con-
cern himself with that person’s mental
conditon, let alone enter his home—
with or without a scarch warrant. Then
the accused would hiave to be given a [ull
hearing in Federal court, with testimony
by psychiatric experts, before he could
be comnitted to an institution.
SHELTON:  Well, it's an cvervday oc-
currence, just about.

PLAYBOY: Can you cite specific cases?
SHELTON: One case, in North Carolina,
recently, when the FBI entered an in-
dividual’s home even without a search
warrant and  that individual was held
incommunicado.

PLAYBOY: What was his name and home
town? How long was he held, and why?
SHELTON: It is in my files somewhere,
but I can’t just quickly answer that.
PLAYBOY: What 15 vour attitude on the
fluoridation ol water, another “"Com-
munist-inspired” bugaboo ol the John
Birch Society?

SHELTON: It is establishing  socialized
medicine. I am not against any  indi-
vidual that has a desive {or his child 1o
receive Nuoride for preventing woth de-
cay, which I am told it does, but T am

new
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opposed to forcing or for establishing
socialized medicine, which certainly in-
jecting fluoride is—especially a chemical
fluoride, which they are using to prevent
tooth decay. Tt is not generally known
that the fluoride used in water systems
is a by-product of aluminum-alloy shav-
ings, which is a deadly poison.

PLAYBOY: Dental authorities assert that
the Nuoride used to prevent tooth decay
does not cause harmful side elfects. Do
vou share the view of the Birch Society
that Huoridation is part of a conspiracy
to poison Americans through the pre-
tense of preventing woth decay?
SHELTON: Well, it can be used in a
conspiracy. Very definitely the Russians
used fluoride eflectively on their prison-
ers in the concentration camps in Russia.
PLAYBOY: For what purpose?

SHELTON: To break their  resist-
ance to propaganda, to help brainwash
them. It has the ellect 1o accumulate.
The body absorbs small doses and there
is no method ol the body casung this out
as it does other chemicals.

PLAYBOY: Laboratory rescarchers have
found no evidence whatever ol such bi-
zarre mental side elteas from the use of
sodium fluoride. Bur let’s move on 10 an-
other Birch Socicty cause célébre: the nu-
clear test ban treaty, which it violently
opposes. How do you Icel about it?
SHELTON: [ am against making any agree-
ment on a disarmament program, of
which this would be a hrst swep.
PLAYBOY: Why?

SHELTON: The United Nations disarma-
ment program will leave the individual
citizen disarmed in his own home.
PLAYBOY: The nuclear test han wreaty
was signed to prevent further contami-
nation of the ammosphere with radio-
active [allout. What possible connecuion
could this have with the control of pri-
vate firearms?

SHELTON: It’s the opening wedge, the
start of this threestage disarmament
plot. In the event of a revolution, as
is predicted by many people, America
might hnd jsell unarmed.

PLAYBOY: What revolution? Waged by
whom and against what?

SHELTON: From the evidence we have in
regards 1o the civil rights stuggle in
Selma, Montgomery, Marion and Bir-
mingham, the tone of speech being used
in the riots in Harlem, New York, many
of the nigra leaders are strong advocates
ol a bloody revolution. We witnessed
them on television call for a hundred
volunteers to go out into the street.
PLAYBOY: Who made this appeal? The
only speeches we have heard called for
peaceful demonstrations.

SHELTON: We have witnessed these nigras
in Selma making speeches saving: “If
i's war the Southerner wants, we will
burn Jim Crowism and any other op-
position as Sherman burned the South

down

to the ground in the Civil War. We will
march through Dixie and leave a blood-
bath. There is no other way out.”
PLAYBOY: Who made that speech?
SHELTON: Well. King was one.

PLAYBOY: That isn't true.

SHELTON: Well, there is violence cvery-
where he gocs.

PLAYBOY: But the violence is directed
agatnst Dr. King and his followers by
white segregationists. He does not ini-
tiate it. In the event ol a Negro rebellion
such as you predict, however, don't you
think the U.S. Army or the National
Guard would be adequate 10 put down
the revolt—especially since Negroes as
well as white Southerners would  pre-
sunuibly be disarmed?

SHELTON: Eventual  execution ol the
disarmament program will place us un-
der the protection of a One World po-
lice force from the United Nations; we
could not be under the jurisdiction of
the U.S. Army or our own troops.
PLAYBOY: Where did you ger that ex-
traordinary idea? It's not in the Ameri-
can Constitution, the United Nations
Charter, or in any legislative or exccutive
program ol the American Government.
SHELTON: You can see it plainly, the
driflt to One-Worldism. If revolution was
o tike place and we had troops down
here from the Congo or Leopoldville or
some Asian country, you can realize the
dangers of oppression to white Ameri-
cins. We would be under a worse heel of
wyranny than we are under now.
PLAYBOY: What sort ol tyranny?
SHELTON: | cin sce vou've been soft-
soaped like most of the unsuspecting
American public. It's all part of the One
World conspiracy to internationalize this
country with its One World court, its
One World race—even its One World
language, which will probably be some
mumbo jumbo from the dark jungles of
Africa. This international conspiracy has
as its purpose the complete undermining
of the American way of life.

PLAYBOY: By whom is this “conspiracy”
being engincered?

SHELTON: The key individuals involved
in this international conspivacy are those
who are speaking out against the seg-
regationists of the South, against the
John Birch Society, against the Minute
Men and the Klan.

PLAYBOY: That incdudes most of the
American public. Are they all in on the
conspiracy?

SHELTON: In the first place, don’t be
too sure the American public is all that
much against us. It is later than you
think. We've got to vealize when we re-
fer to Russia amd the Communist state,
this is not where the Anancial structure
wis that brought about the revolution of
the Bolsheviks against the Crar. The
money was supplied and many men was
supplicd from New York City.
PLAYBOY: By whom?

SHELTON: By the international banking

concern of Kuhn and Loeb.
PLAYBOY: Do vou mean the Wall Sweet
investment banking house?
SHELTON: Yes, this international banking
concern—with a network of confederate
banking interests in England, Switzer-
Land, and so forth—is not only the
moneybags but the brain wtrust of the
inernational Communist  conspiracy.
PLAYBOY: Arc¢ you saying. i other words,
that the secret headquariers of world
communisim 15 New York rather than
Moscow or Peking, and that Kosygin,
Brezhmev and Mao Tse-Tung take their
orders from & group ol international
banking firms headed by Kuhn, Loeb
and Company?
SHELTON: Absolutely right.
PLAYBOY: That will come as news not
only o political scientists but also to
Kosvgin. Brezhnev and Mao, not to men-
tion Kuhn and Loceb. How did you come
by this fascinating bit ol intelligence?
SHELTON: | have my souwrces. 1 cannot
name them for fear ol reprisal against
them by the conspiracy.
PLAYBOY: Can vou tell us the names of
those who head the conspiracy?
SHELTON: [ told vou—Kuhn and Loc¢h,
and a group of other international
financiers.
PLAYBOY: Arc these fAnanciers Jewish,
by any chance?
SHELTON: All of them, to my knowledge.
They are hnancial wizards, and  they
head an international cartel that already
owns our monetary system and controls
the cconomy ol this country.
PLAYBOY: How, exactly?
SHELTON: By keeping us drained through
taxation and by execuung their liberal
spending policies abroad.
PLAYBOY: Perhaps you didn't know
that tax laws are passed by the Congress.
and that the nation’s spending policies
are determined by the President and the
Burcaun of the Budget.
SHELTON: Don’t you believe it Not
only does this international cartel con-
trol the economy, but it is financing a
Bolshevik revolution right here in the
United States, just as it did in Russia in
1917. This conspiracy existed even at the
time ol the War Between the States.
PLAYBOY: Kuhn, Loeb and Company,
which vou called the brain wrust ol the
conspiracy, wasn't lounded unul 1867,
after the War was over. Who was in
charge of it in 18612
SHELTON: The House of  Rothschild.
This was their method of mancuvering
the country into civil strife to divide in
order to conquer.
PLAYBOY: Has this remarkable conspiracy
been going on ever since then?
SHELTON: Indecd it has.
PLAYBOY: Do vyou believe that Jewish
lmanciers were also responsible for, say,
World War One?

(continued on page 141)
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MURRAY TINKELMAN

Fidlion By PAUL DARCY BOLES terore 1 knew which end was up and could stand for my honorable in-

stincts, Trufli had us talked inwo it. He'd called the meeting; we sat around a table in a corner of the plazi, no-
body else around us, all the waiters shooed oft.

Truth—dark, deep-eved, long-jawed. He was an amazing driver; we five were the best in the world at that time;
the best in Ttaly, so, the earth’s best.

“It is hundreds of thousands in lire, more than a hundred thousand in the American dollar,” Truff said, open-
ing his right hand and shutting it as if he had a girl in it. A very wonderful girl. “That’s the first prize, the big ral-
fle prize. And it will go to some peasant. A national racing lottery, to some peasant! Now, what 1 am saving 1s, Lam
saying we go to the peasanc first. To one of the five people who will win these five tickets.”

“You mean we go 1o the peasant when the ticket is won; and before the race in which we five participate,” said
Arito. He was our oldest, and latest; he had evelids like a lizard's. He shut those evelids and smiled gently. His lace
was rich and dark, like a big pudding. “Just get your crooked facts straight, Trufli,” he murmured. “Me, 1 like the
idea. When it comes to that much money my backbone is a pillar of ectoplasm.”

Trufh said, “Correct. All right, we guarantee a win for this peasant. That means we split six ways. Out of a lousy



THE MOST BEAUTIFUL RACE IN THE WORLD

they say that every man has his price, and when the lootl is
large, even competition drivers can prove to be all too human

season—and my God, haven’t we had a lousy season!—we gain a [ew roses.”

His damn-everything eyes—Ilike hot tar—raked us one by one. Nobody talked back. Here we were, the flower of
Italian racing, planning to trick humanity, trick our nation and the world. It had indeed been a terrible scason, what
with the rains, the national depression, and such things as Mussolini; they were events of God which a good honest
racing driver should never have had to trouble his head about.

I nodded, and Truffi's eyecbrows arched in two perfect caterpillars as he nodded back; he then looked over at
Fione. Fione—somehow he always resembled a flea, small, quick, somewhat wise—grinned. “I stand with Trufi.”

D' Angelo fidgeted for a second under Truffi’s eyes. Then D’Angelo, his face a thoughtlul devil's—he was our
)’Ollllg(.’sl‘—cnllghe(l politely. “I stand with Truffi and,” he jerked his head at me, “you, Castello, and you, Fione."”

He looked sidewise at Arito. “And you, Arito,” he said. “Hey! That makes all of us!”

Then Arito belched for joy, everybody sat up higher, and everybody looked exactly what he was thinking:
which was that it was a wonderful idea, an inspiration. We were all so broke. We were all such national heroes. We
were all tired of giving blood for insufficient money. We were all thinking of the more than 100,000 American
dollars, the full amount of the lottery's first prize, broken into good spending lire, and cut six ways. We shouted
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for the waiters and ordered and drank
up with grace and enthusiasm. We put
the bill for the drinks on Trufli's tab; it
had been his 1dea.

That was in May; in June the draw-
ings were held, and published in all the
papers. We met in Truili's kitchen, in
his villa for which he was forever a cou-
ple of months behind on the rent. A
nice place on a hill, nobody and nothing
but wees around for acres.

We had a little trouble choosing the
ticket winner we wished to bribe. Each
of us, it turned out, wanted to bribe the
person who held the ticket on hiim, per-
sonally: for a while cach of us defended
his choice, carefully pointing out in the
newspaper photos the trustworthy linea-
ments of our man or woman. It struck us
after a while—over the filth botte of
grappa—that we all wanted to win. Even
in a putup job, we wanted to win. It
was a singular revelation. Finally, we
stirred the five names in a hat, blindfold-
ed D'Angelo, thickly, so he couldn’t
cheat, and had him pull the name. He
pulled the name of the man who held a
ucket on Trufhi to win.

Immediately, Truffi's small chest—like
a bantam rooster's—expanded about 12
inches, and he was ready to crow. How
we envied him; all he had to do now was
coast in, let us make it look hard for
him, while we made it so easy. And he
would get what we wouldn’t; the same
amount of money, yes; but the cheers,
man, the cheers!

The name of the dodo who held
Truffi's ticket was Stanguenetti, and his
reproduction in the newspaper made
him resemble @ religious mongoose, He
lived in a village about 30 kilometers
out in the country. Next night, as the
two who were supposed to be best with
words and conviction, Fione and I drove
down to call on this Stanguenctti.

He was a farmer; Rossellini could have
made a great series of movies just from
the smell of his boots. We sat on a lence,
downwind of those boots. Fione said
mournfully, “A filthy year for the crops.”

“A mEtn cinouse more moncy, con-
stantly,” T said.

“God’s truth, expressed with wit, Si-
gnor Castello,” said Stanguencuu.

Fione said delicately, “Now vour regal
daughter whom we met a moment past,
Stangueneui, would she not like golden
gowns, perfumes, a trip to Capri, per-
haps even Paris?”

Stanguenetti picked at the Tur in his
nose. “What did the hrat ever do for me?
Now, look. What the hell are you here
lor? You're big-time drivers. You, Fione;
you, Castello. OK. I hold the ticket on
Trufi. That adds up.”

Fione sighed. “Move your feet just a
littde farther away, please. That's beter
... all right, Stangueneti, the firse point
is, can you keep your mouth shutz”

It turned out that he could. This was

the answer to every one of his prayers—
that he could cheat the government,
which, as he put it, was being ruined
swiltly by that wheatshoveling bastard,
Mussolini, who made the trains run on
time and made the working class a laugh
lor every worker; and at the same time,
he could cash in hugely.

Just in the spirit of general good will,
we also had him sign an ironclad secret
contract—not quite in blood, though
that's what we sweated—stating that the
six-way split was understood by him, and
thit he was 100 percent for it. We
figured if he tried o back owt later, we
could produce the document and threat-
en to drag him down with us. I found
myself loving him. On the way home,
Fione driving, I said, “The working class
of Taly is its lifeblood. You can depend
on it in a pinch.”

“Yes,” Fione said, between his teeth,
because he does not even like to talk
while driving as a cviliin—he never
trusts a civilian driver, and he is a fine
old man today—*"Viva for him. Evviva!"

The race was July 18th. No rain; a
perfect day. It burst over me like a great
blossom the second 1 woke up. I rushed
to the window and looked out. Already
the boys on the motorcycles—in that city
they come out of the cracks like ambi-
tous roaches—were hitting one another
and breaking up their machines down in
front ol the hotel. The ofhcials were
chasing them away from the roped-off
part of the course. Some of the motor-
cyde boys were throwing bottles at the
ofhcials. And it was only a bit alter
seven  o'clock.  Everything  was  very
IJl'(lI)IIIOllS.

I dressed quickly in my whites; the
dazzle of the wrousers, the blue stripe on
the white shirt made me square my
shoulders at myself in  the mirror.
“Come, Castello,” I said. “Tonight vou
will be comparatively rich. And, barring
acts of God, you will be alive. That is a
new feeling.”

I went so lar as to do a small dance,
an  impromptu tarantella.  When I
stepped out in the hall, there was Trufh.
He strutted mildly as we walked along.
“How I slept.” he said. “A baby couldn’t
do it. Dishonesty is healthy.”

“True,” T said. “But remember Dead
Man’s Corner. It is where we have our
duel on the one-hundredth lap. We dice
for honors.”

“Make me look good,” he said. “Make
yoursell look fine, but me better. Quiet,
now."

We had come out into the lobby. All
the kids with their autograph  books
open came running up—about as many
[or me as for Trufl, I was glad to note. 1
squinted  importantly, [rowned, and
signed my name with Hourishes, think-
ing hard of my share of the money. Envy
is fTor small men, and Trufli is smaller
than I.

Photographers jumped around, blind-
ing us. Reporters asked for statements. I
said this was a solemn moment; Trufhi
said it was a noble challenge. Out in the
sun. I nudged Truffi and whispered, “I'll
make it look marvelous, [or the honor of
the counury.”

“That's the correct spirit,” Truffi told
me. Then we were marching down a
lane between people who with reluc
tance stepped back so we might get to
the machines. 1 kept wanting to plant
kick on Truff. I used forbearance.

D'Angelo wrotted over from his ma-
chine. Solt-voiced, he said, “You son of a
bitch, Truff, if you crowd me beside the
gasworks——"

“Oh, I will have to do a litle crowd-
ing,” Trulh said. “Think ol vour bank
account and yield. I will be thinking of
vour hank account also.”

Biting his lip. D'Angelo walked away.
Fione appeared Dbeside us. He  said,
confidentially. “I have arranged to lose
my steering wheel during the end of this
thing. I will make it tremendous.”

Trufh frowned with slight distaste.
“Don’t overact,” he said. “Anvthing
makes me sick, it's an act grabber. I am
the star, this wip.”

Cocking his eyes skyward, Fione said
with soltness, “I've been wondering . . .
when we put those names in a hat, at
your house—who held the hat?” With a
finger he stabbed Truff's chest. Truffi
then spoke very loudly [or the benefit of
the people now clustering around: “And
I wish you a great race as well, old com-
rade!”—and some damned fool cheered.

Slouching, doleful, appearing  ex-
tremely baggy, Arito ambled over to us.
He said, “I bet a little dough on mysell,
To make it look good. But hell. I'm the
real favorite; I couldn’t get decent
odds.”

Expansively, Truffi said, “I'll pay vou
back every cent you have invested in
voursel[.”

Arito’s sleepy eyes looked Truffi up
and down. “You're insuiterable,” he said,
and wrned and oozed off.,

Then the engines were being warmed,
and yvou couldn’t even hear the engines
for the people, or see the grass for them.,
In the cockpit of my machine I checked
everything. The rewards ahead kept
jumping in Iront ol my ecves: sliding
coins and mint-new, erackling live, From
the corners of my eves I could see Trufhi
on the lelt, D'Angelo on any right. 1
thought: It will be nice and will give
that goddamned Truffi a jolt 1o let him
worry a little bit. I will get a jump on
him and let him stew awhile. From
D’Angelo’s face 1 could tell he was think-
ing the sime. Even money is no good
unless you can get at least a tiny kick
from making it

Beyond D'Angelo T could sce part of
Fione’s head: an ear and a checkbone

(continued overleaf)
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below the helmet. And then Arito’s—just
a slab of the jowl. No doubt they were
thinking as 1 was.

The starter's flag came rippling down
and everything moved.

You can never remember the jockey-
ing at the start. You can only remember
the point when you get out of it. And
when something like position starts to
show up. You can’t hear anything over
the engines and the cowd. D’Angclo
came up fine in the small pack—five is
nothing; it is a dream, a breeze—but I
was just enough ahead of D'Angelo so
he couldnt get first position. I had it
There was nothing in [ront of me but
the course.

In that city, on that course, you have
to begin changing down and braking in
a peculiar way at the first bend, if you
wish to keep both your teeth and your
position. It is done with rapidity. I can-
not tell it as quickly as it is done. The
feet move like 2 mad animal’s. But they
move correctly—heel and toe, brake and
gas, so and so. The hands also are on
fire. It is a good accustomed fire. Jour-
nalists do not write well of this and 1
don’t blame them. Copulation is compa-
rable, but only when one is young and
freshly inventive. Yet this thing goes on
and Trufh is an old man, retired and
happy, and 1 am, too. It is strange.

In the mirror I glimpsed Truffi back
there. He seemed to be shouting un-
speakable things. I turned for a whis-
tling second and lifted my left hand
from the steering wheel to thumb my
nose at him. The body of my machine
was pounding wonderfully. It wasn't as
streamlined as they became later, but it
would do. It was shaking my heart to
jelly. The engine was giving fabulous
response.

The first lap went like this: down
through the city, all the city bends, the
long straight past the three churches,
with men and boys and young girls,
charming girls even when seen in a flash,
on the roofs and clinging to the steeples
of two of the churches; then the ending
of the lap, out into the country and back
again and around and up on the narrow,
shadowed stones between the buildings,
and finally into sun flooding out before
the hotel where we had started. On the
far side of that first lap 1 locked into
the mirror again. Hey-ho!l Truffi had
dropped back to fourth. Between me
and that crazy rooster were D'Angelo
and Fione. Trees went strcaming by.
It’s nice country out there in the sub-
urbs, very pleasant. Arito was just behind
Truffi. In fact, Arito was really dogging
it, which was, for Arito, miraculous.

Wiy was he dogging it, that fat calm
man? Not until we were past the hotel
and into the first bend again, with my
hands and feet and back muscles work-

ing for me and my brain off somewhere
¢lse, did I get another look at Trufh in my
mirror. This time he was much {arther
back—a good 600 meters. For the first
time, I lifted my right foot—at a point
on the course where I'd never ordinarily
have done this in 10,000,000 years. ID’An-
gelo drew up alongside me. 1 swung over
toward him. We were two or two and a
half inches apart. I could read his ta-
chometer with darity. He could read
mine; they read the same.

I jerked a thumb backward. Nodding,
D'Angelo shouted: “Trouble! It's his
carburetion!”™

Simultaneously, Fione came up on my
inboard side and hung there. He made a
slight pass at me—this, for the benefit of
people who were standing on, and hang-
ing from, a 1all rock just beside this sec-
tion of the course. I responded with a
modest pass at Fione.

Then, “What the hell?” Fione yelled
wonderingly. “What's with Trufi?” With
my face and my shoulders 1 told him I
didn’t know. Fione grimaced, called, “I'll
keep pace awhile——" and gunned on
around D’Angelo and me.

1 signaled D’Angelo to move ahead,
too, and he gunned up just behind
Fione. Now a glance in the mirror
showed me Trufh even farther back . . .
and Arito, like somebody following
a truck on a narrow road, right be-
hind Trufi. What a lemon this was
becoming!

They were both at least a thousand
meters back. This was getting to be no
contest. It was geuing damned serious.
Ahead, D’Angelo and Fione had slowed
up once more, perhaps in sympathy and
certainly Dbecause they were puzzled.
We'd all cut down speed to about 30
kph. The one saving point was that we'd
reached the countryside again. There
weren't so many people out here. And
we were heading into a stretch where
there were no people; only a couple of
cows in a field, chewing whatever they
chew all day.

I braked hard, spun, corrected, braked
again, and didn’t spin out. I turned and
waved to Trufh to stop. He did, master-
fully; so did Arito, on his tail. For this
breath of time there was no one else but
us in sight. Us and those cows. Ahead, 1
could hear D'Angelo and Fione drum-
ming along: I could tell they had cu
their speed even more. They were wor-
ried because we weren’t yet in sight

Shadows of roadside boulders cast
gloom over Trufi and Arito and me as
we got out of our machines for a swift
conference.

Truffi exploded: “My God, this is em-
barrassing! My God, I hold my foot to
the floor boards and nothing, nothing!
Like riding a merry-go-round!”

Arito said with dark melancholy, “We
should not simply stand here; somebody

might see us. We might all be dis
qualified. Together. It's unfortunate; 1
was all set o buy this chicken farm,
an 3

“This, that, and double it on your
chicken farm,” Trufh said. His ears were
flaming and his strong nose had gone
white. He gripped wmy shoulder. “Stand
behind me, Cassy; you and Riti and all
of you. Now, you've got 10. You've got to
lose this goddamned race no matier
what . . ." He wheeled around. “Rit-
u!” Arito was waddling toward Trufh's
machine; by the time Trufh got to him,
he had the bonnet up. Trufh howled.
“What the screaming holy impossible are
you doing?”

Very placidly, if with considerable
worry, his chins shaking, Arito said, “I'm
no mechanic . . . but I was thinking, if
we could change carburetors—you take
mine, I yours—if there's time——"

Trufi very nearly blew across the
landscape. Even the cows raised their
ears. When he had finished blasting,
Truffi yelled, “Quick, back in your ma-
chine, you weird, gross ape! Somebody
is no doubt coming right now—ithey’ll
send an ambulance, we've been here
long enough to grow beards . . . oh—my
—God.” His great black eves popped
wide. Mine, too; and Arito's. Because
here, from behind, came D'Angelo and
Fione, running nearly neck and neck;
they saw us in time to make loud
rubber-stinking stops. The cows ran
away across the pasture, udders flapping.
The day was surely fine, small blue
and white-and-gold flowers everywhere,
much clover smell on the air. “Don’t get
out, they'll find us all stopped and shoot
us,” Truffi screamed, waving Fione
and D'Angelo back into their cockpits.

Rather meditatively, Arito said, “We
could change cars, but I imagine some-
body would notice . . .

From his cockpit D'Angelo called,
“You bastard, you bastard, Trufh! We've
completely lapped you!” He was furious,
waving his fists. ““Think of Stangucnetti!
Think of that poor farmer!” He was
also almost crying.

Bringing a ghost of order among us,
Fione shouted sternly: “They don't
know we've lapped him. Now he has to
keep in from, at all costs. At all cosis!
You and 1, Angie, we stay here, we let
Trufh go ahead and make a lap, then
after that he stays ahead—all the way
homel”

Of course, by home he meant for the
rest of the race. My jaw dropped. But it
was not only practical, it was the only
thing o do. The race was for 115 laps.
Shutting my mouth, I ran for my car;
Trufh bounded into his; Arito, like a
brown bear in deep thoughy, scraiched
his behind as he settled himsell in his
mount. In a cdoud of blue exhaust

(continued on page 66)



A PLAYBOY PAD:

MANHATIAN TOWER

a free-lance photographer chooses an elegant, contemporary apartment with all of gotham at his feet

HIGH AMID THE TOWERING sPIRES of New York, free-lance photographer Pete Turner combines an ofhc

home into a top-floor bachelor-pad apartment ideally suited to his jet-propelled life as one of the busiest ¢
era artists on the international s

> and a

e. Tucked away in the caverns of Gotham, these colorfully compac
supremely functional digs, commanding a panoramicview of Manhattan from every window, make a per-
fect pred-i-ciel Tor a globe-trotting lensman like Turner.

With careful plar g and an acute and sophisticated color sense which guides and controls his pref-

erence for vivid hues, Turner has managed to turn a fairly standard New York two-bedroom apartment into
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Below: Looking uptown from the living room ofter dork. Right:
A wolnut shelf unit in the living room provides o spacious oreo
for books, ortifacts ond stereo gear. A confirmed high-fidelity buff,
Turner has wired the oportment for sound with extension speokers in
every room, including the two baths. All of the permanent light-
ing is recessed and con be controlled to creote any mood desired.

a private haven that reflects his moods and tastes.

“I decorated it mysell,” explains Turner, “not because I necessarily
have such great ideas, but because I wanted to. I used to live in one of
those professionally decorated show apartments and I didn’t like it. 1
suppose all the right things were in the right places, but it lacked individ-
uality; it wasn’t me. When [ first moved here I got in a decorator to handle
the work, but he started to do the same sorts of things all over again. So
I called him off and decided to do it on my own. I didn’t begin for about
six months, while I read up on miterior design. 1 figured this ume, even
il it isn’t exactly right, it's going to be me.”

A master of color and dramatic lighting in his photography, Turner
turned  his expertise loose on his aparument. By employing the
primary colors of blue and red and then toning them down through
judicious placement of walnut and pine paneling, Turner achieved a
sense of expansiveness that belies the relatively moderate size of the
apartment. The lighting throughout is recessed and operates on rheostats,
which gives hiin complete control and lets him establish whatever mood
setting he wants—f{romn a brightly It party atmosphere to a quiet ro-
mantic glow. By running the lights from soft o bright, Turner can
actually change color 1ones in the room from a soft mauve to a russet red.

Without any partitioning, he created two scparate arcas within the
25-by-17-foot living room. A custom-built walnut shelf and storage unit
was placed along the entire length of one wall to handle the utilitarian

Turner's pod is decoroted with items selected
during his travels. Above is o Danish teck-
wood bor, custom-creoted by Hlums of Copen-
hogen, that shuts up into o neat end table.
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Above left: The shelf space in the living-room wall unit is highlighted with international memarabilia. The red clock is im-
ported by Dunhill. Above right: Jazzman Quincy Jones joins Turner to listen to the latest Brazilion bossa-nova sounds Pete
recarded on a trip to Rio while cavering the Mardi Gras. For his hi-fi gear Pete uses Raberts 997 ond Roberts 1040 tape
machines ta facilitate tape-to-lape recarding and a Fisher 500 amplifier. A Rek-O-Kut turntable is stowed belaw.




Above left: The pad's second bedroom was converted into Turner's office with a series of detachable storage cabinets.
Above right: Turner looks over the results of a hard doy’s shooting at an ingeniously designed* flip-top desk with a self-contained
light box. Below: A pair of Pete’s pretty girliriends, Bobbie Darby, left, ond Reine Angeli, right, help out as cohostesses for
convivial cocktails. With correct fumiture placement, the 25-by-17-foot living room can handle soirees of up to 50 people.

chores of housing his books and elabo-
rate high-fidelity [ stereo system. At the
same time, the unit fulfills the aesthetic
need for a focal point that is missing in
most modern apartment living rooms
without a fireplace.

The other half of the living room is
furnished for quiet conversation with a
small grouping of wwo upholstered
swivel chairs and a long corner couch.

“1 like modern furniture,” Turner
says, “but sometimes it can be too
sterile. My European friends helped me
fill out the room with warmth and a
sense of the casual I don't always have.”

Turner carefully mixed the best of

American and Continental furnishings.

Between a pair of American chairs by
Directional he placed an ingenious
teakwood combination cabinet table
and bar custom-made by Illums of
Copenhagen. Folded up, it is a solid
square end table. When the top is ex-
tended, it becomes an elegant home bar
and serving area for potables. Wooden
masks from Tahiti and sculpture from
Bali combine with Paul McCobb fur-
niture and Leonard Larsen fabrics to
complete an international ambience.
(concluded on page 155)

Right: Highlights of a master’s bedroom.
Above: The bed is set against a custom-
built headrest. Center: A master control
ponel which regulates the pad’s lighting
and hi-fi speaker system throughout, op-
erates the drapes ond monitors the house
intercom unil. To the right is an adjustable
bed lamp with automatic dimmer control,
by Stiffel. Bottom: Turner designed the
custom well as a handy reservoir for
holding glasses and champagne bucket.




Above: Pete checks his work by throwing slide-projector images
onto a built-in office screen. Right: It's no work at all for
Turner as he and his date compete with the Chrysler Building to
-ast their own early-morning image across the New York skyline
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MOST BEAUTIFUL RACE

smoke, his engine truly coughing now,
the machine bucking a trifle, Trufh set
off ahead of us. He vanished from sight
around the bend very slowly. Arito
gunned his engine.

I said, “Shut up, Riuil” He stopped
the gunning, and then, again, we could
all hear Truff's car spitting its way
around. It would surely make a resplend-
ent sight, creeping past the hotel.

D’Angelo, who must have been doing
some fguring, called to me, “Cassy, it
would be more natural if you and Ritu
showed up behind him. Just don’t get
oo close. You don't have 1o lose another
lap; just Fione and I have to stay here.”

I said OK, and gave the nod to Arito,
and we put our machines in gear and
pulled off. 1t couldn’t have been more
than a few seconds before we came up
alongside Truffi, one on each flank.
Trufii was staring straight ahead; his
knuckles seemed stark white on his steer-
ing wheel.

None of us was going fast enough to
limit any understandable conversation.

Leaning out a bit, I said, “Look,
Truffi, it's not so rotten—at the pit
maybe you can get a new carb; or some-
thing . . ."”

I felt quite bad about him, you know.
He was so cocky, and you hate to see the
feathers lie fat

In a voice he managed to keep fairly
low, just over the coughing of his en-
gine, Truffi said, “It is more than the
so-andso, unspeakable, mother-kissing
carb.” His big jaw was out a foot. He
didn’t wrust himself to look at me. Now
and then he lifted both hands from the
steering wheel and slapped his own ears.
“The whole machine feels generically
unsound. It's coming apart in unison,
Cassy. All we can do—"

At length, then, he turned around to
face me. This didn’t matter; if he'd hit
something, nobody would have been
hurt; jostled, but not shaken. He looked
like the world's end, concentrated. “All
we can do——" Truffi choked. We were
now coming out of the country stretch,
from the pastures and trees into the pop-
ulous part. Ahead, people wedged
along the roadside tighter than fence
posts, tighter than olive pits in olives.
Truffi's voice broke. “All we can do is
pretend everything is fine.” And then he
was grinning, hard, for the people along
the road. We could have reached out
and shaken hands with these people. We
could have talked a little; inquired
about their health, their families.

All of them stayed very hushed, won-
dering, awed, as we went by. The three
of us grinned and stared directly in front
of us. Truffi was slightly in the lead. It
was all very sedate. All grinning. All
staring straight forward.

(continued from page 60)

Truffi's pit swop didn’t help. Very
shortly after he limped into his pit, Ari-
to and 1 headed into ours. Then D'An-
gelo and Fione came very carefully
around and with caution drove into
their pits. All five of us, in the pits . . .
my mechanics looked at me white-eyed,
as il the world had gone brutally mad. I
said, “Work slow. Trufh's going to be in
his pit for a while.”

My oldest mechanic, Tiponi, craned
around to inspect me and said, “Con-
cussion. You have been grievously
whacked.”

I said, “I've got this one in the bag,
you fool. Work slow. 1 need time to
breathe in.”

Tiponi threw his wrench down. It
bounced quite a lot.

“You need time to breathe, maestro.
You need it to what? To sleep?™

He turned around and went away. 1
didn’t see him till much later; it was
years before he began to trust me again.

The crowds, mothers and fathers and
children, lovers and aunts, uncles and
babies and cats, were absolutely quiet as
we all came out of the pits. The signal
for us to do this was Truffi, crawling
out ahead of us, obviously in no better
condition than before. We would never
dare to pass him. For, if we passed him,
we would never be able to lessen our
speed enough to let him catch up and
pass us. As we came out I could see
small knots of officials arguing wild-
ly. Five of us in the pits together . . . a
clump of three, then another two join-
ing the first three . . . now all five leav-
ing together . . . it was a case to make
any ofhicial head spin, the blood rise.

Quietly we navigated out of the
city, into the suburbs, through the coun-
tryside. I managed to find a cigarette
and light it. It was small trouble, there
was no true wind stream.

We were strung out now in a careful
line. We passed a group carrying lunch
baskets over its collective arms. There
were seven; each man in his Sunday
best, the women in shining black with
shawls and headcloths. As we passed they
ceased to eat; bread, wine hung in the
air; they gaped. Their heads turned
slowly 1o follow us. That was all. I could
personally feel their eyes on the back of
my neck for a long time.

Behind me, that round, sound driver
Arito said, “There’s a donkey cart. I
think I can hit i.”

It was something one might have
prayed for—a donkey cart, all right, its
driver oblivious to the fact that the
course was closed to other trafhic. No
doubt he lived down a side lane. Arito
and I-——and the others behind us—half
stood and watched while Trufh went
sneaking, closer and closer, to the cart’s

rear wheels. The donkey's hoofs made a
gentle noise in the dust. The driver,
asleep, slept on. The cart was construct-
ed of wicker.

Standing in his cockpit, Truffi re-
marked to the cart with a kind of an-
guished politeness, “Move aside, please.
We're racing.”

Waking, the driver veered around,
blinked, and said, “Nawwally, signori.”
He clucked 1o the donkey, which
changed its course a trifle and kept on.
Then, for a while, it was touch and go
—but Truffi was in luck; it was level
ground with no hills, and at length he
managed to pass. From the back, Trufth
appeared a shade more like himself, a
shade cockier; it was the first moving
thing he had passed for some time. The
back of his neck had more rigidity, and
he waved to us with triumph.

“Now, hit it,” I said to Arito. “Not
with violence. And afterward, be sure to
get the man’s name—so full restitution
can be made.”

With huge dignity, Arito grunted,
drove around me and advanced upon
the cart. He was within a few inches,
Judging his point of contact nicely,
when the driver came erect again and
protested: “You will strike mel”

Hands off the steering wheel, palms
spread widely, Arito shrugged.

The driver whipped up the donkey.
He also caused it to trot toward the op-
posite side of the road. Arito, enjoying
this challenge, immediately changed di-
rection, and the driver, glancing back
judgmatically, changed his  direction
again. A dozen times the wwo, Arito and
the donkey driver, zigged, zagged and
zigged—until at last, with a satisfying
though humble crunch, Arito managed
the job. Then the donkey stopped, and
Arito said with fat gladness, “You've
crushed my radiator.” He got out; the
driver of the cart descended. The last 1
saw, they were talking with easy anima-
tion, perhaps about the weather. Not
about cars, or racing.

D'Angclo developed sparkplug  difh-
culty. He developed it by stopping,
getting out, lifting his bonnet and dis-
connecting two plugs. Later he said it
helped him monstrously. It gave his en-
gine a significant cough and stutter, as
though it had developed some fabulous
mechanical tuberculosis.

As for Fione, at the 200th lap he shut
his eyes and casually, with inmense flair,
drove off through a fence, into a ficld
inhabited only by several sheep and
singing larks, and went on driving until
his machine rolled down a moderate
slope and came to rest in an even more
moderate creek—depth, wwo inches. He
was saved from drowning by a party of
drinkers, too far gone to hate us all, who
had through opera glasses observed the

(concluded on page 157)
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You said that if 1 wanted a full-length

mink coat, I'd have to earn the money myself.”

“Remember, dear?



iction By HENRY SLESAR D) j> » /' 5 ) D ,
, MIELODRANINE

MY FINGERNAILS dug into concrete as I clung to the narrow ledge 30 stories above Fifth Avenue. It was a windless

night, thank God, the slightest breeze off the river would have blown me into eternity. Somehow, I negotiated my
way to the next window and managed to kick out the glass with my heel; the pane shattered in big, shiny pieces. 1
almost cried with relief once I was inside and saw that by some miracle I had crashed my own apartment. A second
later, 1 knew there was no worse place to be that night. Questikian would be waiting for me.
“Welcome home.” His too-familiar voice sounded sibilant no matter what the words. “Nice of you to drop in.”
“Bad joke,” I snarled. “Bad joke, Questikian, that's all you're capable of. But I've got a new punch line for




he could have anything and everything, he could be anybody—he did and he
was—even at the risk of death invading the weird world of his hallucinations

you. The Broomstick Missile is off the launching pad. The guidancesystem plans are in a fat envelope heading for
the CIA in Washington. You're too late, my friend.”

Questikian went slack-jawed and lost his sense of humor. I never expected him to fire that stubby Luger he car-
ried, but he surprised both of us and pulled the trigger twice. The bullets slammed me back against the wall, but I
bounced and hit him with my right hand and discovered I couldn’t use my left. One blow was enough, however. His
sparrow’s body crumpled, and once I had him under my hands, I knew I owed the free world the favor of killing him:
I went about the job with cold precision, putting my palm firmly over his mouth and pinching his nostrils with my
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fingers. He bucked a few times, like a dy-
ing fish, and then went speedily to Hell.

By the time I was through, my left
shoulder was beating like a bass drum in
a mummers’ parade. | staggered to my
study and with tears of pain in my eyes
peeled off my blood-soaked jacker. No,
that was wrong, there wasn't a drop of
blood on my coat or shirt. I fell into the
chair behind the desk, pulled my note-
book toward me and wrote:

Frank—

Writing this as effect of the drug
recedes, bul if past experience re-
peats, myosergicin will take over
again in approximately 15 minutes.
Unlike most hallucinogens, myoser-
gicin seems to have total hallucina-
tory effect; no trace of reality left
during periods of involvement. For
God's sake, Frank, don’t wait too
long to find antidote, am convinced
these hallucinations leading to stop-
page of heart action. Not five min-
utes ago took two hallucinatory
bullets in chest from hallucinatory
agent of Smersh or something, and
while I have nol yet made reading,
am certain blood pressure danger-
ously high. Anyway. facts. Took 10
c.c.s of myosergicin—belicve we
should rename drug melodramine
because of nature of hallucinations
it inspires—on Saturday, April 4,
2:30 .M. After ten minules, severe
nosebleed and headache warned me
of extraordinary rise in blood pres-
sure, receding quickly upon realiza-
tion that I was armed. This part
hard to explain. Found hallucina-
tory shoulder holster and service
revolver on my person, and the real-
1zation that 1 had a weapon some-
how succeeded in calming me down.
Theory: Drug causes crilical vise in
pressure, and melodramatic fantasy
created by mind reduces pressure
until action leads to crisis point
(viz.: the bullet wounds). Frank, if
Questikian had aimed better I'd be
dead now. But there is no Questiki-
an, is there? Gelling confused.
Melodramine—I mean myosergicin
—must be taking over again. Why
did I cver fool around with this
damned stuff? Frank, if you can’t
work out antidote I'm a dead man.
See my notes on formulation, pages
83-95 of workbook. And for God’s
sake, don't move me, remember
what happened to hamsters. Gen-
eral symptoms at present: weakness,
swealing  of  palms, nervousness,
headache,  pounding,  pounding.
Somecone at door, not sure if real or
hallucinatory.

Hal

“I trust you were expecting me.”

She swept into the room with an im-
perious flourish of her fur-fringed coat. 1
judged her to be a woman in her 30s,

much too artful o let you determine her
exact years. She held onto the jeweled
handle of her umbrella as delicately as if
it were a porcelain teacup. However,
a certain coarseness about her hands
led me to say:

“Tell me something, Lady Ortinby.
Did you meet your husband in a restau-
rant or in his own kitchen?”

Dragons are said to emit fire from
their mouths, but beautiful angry wom-
en flash it from their eyes.

“Sir! Who has 1old you about me?”

“Beyond the fact that you called for
this appointment, 1 know nothing,” 1
said. “However, 1 recognize that ailment
common to kitchen employces which
might be called scullery knuckles.”

She smiled grudgingly. “Yes,” she said,
“I have heard you are clever. But it’s
not cleverness 1 need. It's nerve!”

“Ah.” 1 showed her to a chair.

“As you have so neatly determined,”
Lady Ortinby expounded, "1 was a poor
kitchenmaid when Lord Ortinby Hat-
tered me with his attentions, and when 1
became his bride two months ago, there
wasn't a happier woman in England.
However, my happiness was doomed to
be short-lived because ol—certain com-
munications I fervently wish had never
been written.”

“Love letters, Lady Ortinby?”

“Intimate letters,” she said, coloring
1o the roots of her exquisite coifture,
“written with a passion long since spent.
And some anonymous hiend has been us-
ing them to extort funds from me that }
can ill afford to pay.”

“You did not think of the police?”

“My husband, sir, is the police!” And,
of course, 1 recollected then that Lord
Ortinby had recently been appointed
Deputy Commissioner of the Yard.

“A difficult and delicate situation,” 1
said, “but surely one best faced by hon-
esty. A blackmailer’s pockets can never
be hlled, my good woman. Why not
make a clean breast of the affair?”

“I cannot!” she cried. *My husband is
insanely jealous, and I swore to him
upon our berrothal that there had been
no other loves before him. 1 cannot tell
him the truth, nor can I continue to
meet this blackmailer’s exorbitant de-
mands. There is only one solution. I
must recover those damnable letters!
Will you help me?”

“By what mcans?”

“I have never confronted my black-
mailer in person; all my instructions
have come by telephone. But 1 have re-
fused 1o pay another penny unless he
appears and shows me that he truly pos-
sesses these letters.”

“Good heavens!” I said. “Have you
been accepting him at his word?”

“No,” she said, and fumbled within
her purse. “He has sent me one sample.”
She thrust an envelope toward me. By its
delicate weight and faint perlume 1 rec-
ognized its romantic errand. But in addi-

tion to the address, I recognized still
another marking on the envelope, and
caught my breath in surprise and sudden
understanding.

“Lady Ortinby,” I began—but the sen-
tence was to remain unfinished. The
door of my flat burst open and almost
fell from its hinges. The hulking figure
of a man in a checkered greatcoat ex-
ploded into the room, brandishing a sil-
ver lion-headed stick as if he meant to
use 1t as a weapon.

“Hubert!” Lady Ortinby cried. “You
followed me!™

“Yes!” he bellowed, and  seemed
about to bring that club of a walking
stick down upon her fragile white brow.
“So this is the ladyfriend you went to
meet this afternoon!”

I stepped bertween them quickly.,

“You misjudge your wife, Lord Ortin-
by; if she lied to you, it was only for fear
of your displeasure. Her business with
me is purely professional.”

“Professional!” he roared, going pur-
ple about the jowls. “I'll give you profes-
sional business, you jackal! I'll have you
locked up——"

“You will do nothing of the kind!”

The biting edge of my words brought
him to his sanity, and his furor subsided.

“No, Lord Ortinby.” 1 said icily. “You
will not again misuse your offce as
Deputy Commissioner of the Yard; you
have done damage enough.”

“Misuse my office?” he said hoarscly.
“Sir, you dare—"

“What do you mean?” she gasped.

“ItUs elementary, my dear woman. One
glance at this envelope revealed the sick-
ening truth of this matter. It bears a
date stamp commonly employed by the
clerks at Scotland Yard upon receipt of
evidence. This letter, madam, came to
you by way of the police.”

“But that's impossible!”

“Only too possible. Evidently, the
Yard apprehended a felon who had
these letters in his possession. In the
course of the investigation they came to
the desk of your husband; his maniacal
jealousy drove him to torture you with
them. Lady Ortinby, behold your black-
mailer!”

“You devil” Lord Ortinby roared.
The lion-headed cane flashed in a silver
arc, and 1 could not avoid the murder-
ous blow that struck my collarbone and
surely fractured it. 1 glimpsed the eyes of
a man gone berserk as he lifted the stick
again and brought it crashing down on
my skull. Even as I lost consciousness, 1
knew that the madman would never be
satisfied until he had bludgeoned every
faint impulse of life from my body.

- - -

Saw the ceiling and knew that T was
on the sofa. Both Lord and Lady Ortin-
by were gone. I tried to deduce what
had occurred trom the condition of the
room. I found myself utierly incapable

(continued on page 150)



PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR

december’s delectable jo collins is
our readers’ choice as the choicest of the choice

UNABLE To DECIDE which of three similarly striking 1964 Playmates—Jo Collins (Miss
December), China Lee (Miss August) and Astrid Schulz (Miss September)—should reign
as the current Playmate of the Year, we appealed to pLAYBOY readers last April to help
us solve our dilemma by casting their votes for the candidate of their choice. In a down
to-the-wire race for centerfolddom’s highest honor, the final tally revealed that 20-year-old
Jo Collins had garnered the lioness’ share of your ballots, which would seem to indicate
that December is truly the “fairest” month of all—wcather notwithstanding—since Jo
is the third consecutive yuletide Playmate to be so honored. We were even more con-
vinced of the pervasive power of the holiday season when Jo informed us that her
initial appearance in these pages had helped her get a shapely leg in the door at
American International Pictures, where she recently made  (text concluded on page 156)
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In addition to her ncw United Artists
movie role and other Playmate of the
Year prizes pictured at left, Jo's munifi-
cent cache also includes a 10-speed Schwinn
bike, four-picce Ventura luggage, Armac
bumper-pool 1able, Smith-Corona portable
electric typewriler, swimsuit wardrobe by
Jantzen, Thompson water skis and aquatic
accessories, lamé stretch pants and shint by
Levi-Strauss, sweaters and knit pants by
Catalina and a Honda motorcycle—all in
Playmate Pink; plus a white mink cape
by Alper Furs (Chicago), Lady Hamilton
gold wrist watch, Argus “Super 8" movie
camera and projector, 12 bottles of Sea
and Ski suntan lotion, LP libraries from
Capitol, Mercury and Chess Records, Celui
perfume and parfum de toilette by Jean
Dessés, platinum-blonde wig by Fashion
Tress, case of Almaden pink champagne,
gallon bottle of Kahlua, pair of Sony Tape-
mates, 14-carat-gold Rabbit Pin by Maria
Vogt (New York), Lady Norelco profes-
sional hair drier and beauty sachet kit,
complete set of art-studio materials by
Grumbacher (New York), and a day at a
Garrison-Ramon  Beauty Salon. In all,
a queen’s ransom befitting any Playmate
who can claim so many loyal subjects.

Above: Sporting an ensemble ffom her new Pz’aymate Pink wardrobe by Robert Leader of New York and one of
a dozen pink-lensed pairs of Renauld of France sunglasses, centerfolddom’s current queen perches atop another token of
our advertisers’ esteem—a Playmate Pink Sunbeam Tiger. Below and right: More of Miss Collins! winning form.







Left: Jo clings lovingly to one of her

most coveled prizes. Said she: “If anyone had
told me I'd be wearing mink by my 20th birth-
day, I'd have sworn they were ribbing me.”

Above and right: Our flashing-eyed Play-
mate of the Year proffers ample proof of her
campaign supporters’ sound judgment: “I still
can’t imagine why they chose me.”” We can.
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“Wait’ll my analyst hears about this!”’




MILESTONES OF SUCCESS
THOSE CRITICAL DECISIONS THAT
DETERMINE THE COURSE AND THE

PROGRESS OF EXECUTIVE CAREERS
ARTICLE BY J. PAUL GETTY

THERE ISN'T A HUMAN BEING who can be right about all things at all times—and
this is at least as true of businessmen as it is of bartenders, biologists or bus driv-
ers. On the other hand, there are times when a businessman makes what prove
to be exactly the right decisions and takes what are precisely the proper courses
of action in certain situations. It is at these times that he achieves the major
successes that form the milestones in his business career.

My own first big success stemmed from the purchase of the Nancy Taylor Al-
lotment Lease in Oklahoma in 1915, Although [ realized only some 512,000 profit
after drilling my first producing well on the property and then selling the
lease, this initial triumph had a very important effect on my life. Several fac-
tors involved in the Nancy Taylor Allotment episode served to determine the
course my business career would thenceforth follow.

First, I had originally bought the lcase from under the noses of older, more
experienced oilmen—and this gave me the confidence I needed in my own judg-
ment and basic business ability. Then, having drilled a well and struck oil, 1
gained confidence in my abilities as an independent oil operator. Last—but far
from least—the exhilaration I derived from this initial success was enough to
convince me that 1 would never be content working anywhere but in the oil
business.

1 can recall other notable milestone successes during my wildcatting days. In
1921, the California Qil Rush was reaching new peak levels. Notwithstanding a
break in crude-oil prices earlier in the year, the petroleum industry was rapidly
geuting back to normal, and by fall, the [ever to open new producing fields in
Southern California had once more reached epidemic proporuons.

My father and | were contemplating a joint exploration and drilling venture
in Southern California, but we hadn’t yet made up our minds exactly where to
begin our “prospecting” operations. In October 1921, a new field was opened up
in the Santa Fe Springs arca south of Los Angeles. During the first days of
November, my father and I decdided to drive down to Santa Fe Springs to see
for oursclves whether the region held any further promise.

Wanting to have the best of expert advice, we retained a highly regarded
geologist to accompany us. I drove the car, and when we reached the area, we
rode around slowly, all three of us carefully eying the topography of the land.
The geologist wasn't very enthusiastic about what he saw.

“I'd say there were much better possibilities elsewhere in Southern Califor-
nia,” he declared dourly as we drove along Telegraph Avenue. “This doesn’t look
like very promising oil land to me.”

A lew moments later, we saw a long freight train laboring across what ap-
peared to be a level expanse until it reached the crossing at Telegraph Avenue.
After that, 1t began to gather momentum; although the locomotive’s power
cased off. the train steadily picked up speed. Clearly, there was a slight gradient
—impereeptible to the eye—that had its summit at Telegraph Avenue. The im-
plications of this struck both my father and me at the same moment.

“Did you see that?” my father demanded, a note of excitement creeping into
his voice.

“I'll say I did!” 1 exclaimed.

“This is oil land—I'mn sure of it Father declared. “The top of the structure
—the dome—is right here along Telegraph Avenue!”

I nodded my agreement enthusiastically—and even our companion, the
geologist, had to admit that we had probably made a valuable discovery.

On November 21, 1921, my father and [ bought the Nordstrom Lease covering
four lots located right on Telegraph Avenue in Santa Fe Springs. We spudded
our first well on the property a short time later, and it came in carly the fol-
lowing year to produce 2300 barrels daily.

The real value of the discovery we'd made while  (continued on page 98)

77



attire By ROBERT L. GREEN a summer staple couples
smartly with a rich-hued spectrum of stylish toppers

JRIBHT WIT: WillTz

SWINGING ALONG the great white way. four guys and their dolls
make the long hot summer look like a breeze. How? Color-
fully coupling white slacks with an assortment of bright tops.
the men have boosted a classic summer stand-by into an all-
purpose sunshine special, perfect for deck or dance floor.
From left to right: A red Orlon V-neck sweater, by Himalaya,
$25, opping off I)acron-and-poplin wash-and-wear slacks, by
Asher, $11, and llama-finished calf shoes, by Winthrop, S16.
A wool cardigan, by Lord Jeff, $§17, complemented by paisley-



patterned silk ascot, by Handcraft, $5, Arnel and rayon
oxford-weave trousers, by Esquire, S§17, and grained glove-
leather loafers, by Renegades, §17. A yellow cotton-velour
pullover, by Robert Bruce, $8, worn over Arnel and Avron
flannel slacks, by YMM, $20. and softgrained shoes, by Rene-
gades, $15. A wool-hopsack blazer, by PBM. 345, with a
Dacron-cotton shirt, by Truval, §5, woolchallis tie, by Berk-
ley, $3.50, pocket square, by Handcraft, $3, lightweight
slacks, by Corbin, $18.50, and calf slip-ons, by Roblee, §16.



ALEC BARR often told himself years later that he had never really
intended to do anything serious at all about Barbara. He had em-
barked on a lecture tour starting in Chicago. just after the birth of a
new book, had got himself drunk because he hated what he was
doing, and he was wearing such a crashing hangover on the plane
that it was an hour before he noticed his seatmate, who had settled
in a sort of blonde mist beside him.

“They don’t seem to serve any booze on this ﬂighl," a solt, clearly
enunciated voice roused him from his drowsing misery. “'1 just hap
pen to be the sort of old-fashioned girl who packs a Hask in her hand-
bag. I think you ought either to be revived or else to be put entirely
out of your misery, Mr. Barr. Which will it be?”

“You know mer"” Alec asked [oolishly, blinking. The light hurt his
scratchy eyes. “Have met?”

“I know you. You're not entirely unknown. I haven't actually met
you, but they put you on dust jackets of books and also in news-
papers. As a matter of fact, we're on the same TV panel show after
you do your little rope trick for your publishers. I'm called Barbara
Bayne. I am a prolessional bad actress.”

Alec blinked again, this time slightly less stupidly, and accepted the
half-pint hammered-silver flask. His eyes painfully focused.

“Of course 1 know you. I've seen dozens of your movies. But you
were brunette then. And that last play, the one that 3

“Folded alter five performances? You saw that, oo, did you, and
you're still willing to drink my whiskey?” Barbara Bayne's voice was
very cheerful for a morning flight to a grimy wind-nagged city Alec
hadn’t wanted to visit unul this moment.

“Actually, I didn’t think the play was all that bad. And I thought
you were——" )

“‘ddequate,’ the critics said. That's about all they ever see in me,
that nasty word—"adequacy.” But the truth is that I do direct easily
and rarely feud with the other, better actors. That makes me con-
stantly hirable. You want some water with that Scotch?”

“Nunh-uh.” Alec shook his head, then bowed slightly at Barbara
Bayne. "I intend to take this one straight. I need the transfusion. You
not having any?”

“Not until you take me to lunch in Chicago,” Barbara Bayne said
sweetly. “I've been waiting for this moment for years. And 1 did
think your last book, Total Loss, was magnificent. Must have been
hauled straight out of your guts.”

Alec Barr ook a deep pull at the flask and shuddered.

“It did. Come out of my gus, I mean. But it's the last intestinal
gesture. Anyhow, it’s a very nice compliment, and I would love to
take you to lunch. And 1 would also love to take you to dinner, and 1
would also——"

Barbara Bayne smiled, her dimple decpening.

“No.. That'll have to come much later.”

Alec could feel himself blush. He groped for cigarettes and offered
her one, using the motion as an excuse for closer inspection. Barbara
Bayne had a clear cameo [ace and that one very deep dimple.

“I meant to say, there's a fair fight on tonight which I thought
might amuse you, if you like fighis” He made conversation.

“I like fights,” said Barbara Bayne, “of all kinds. I'd love to see
a prize fight for real”

“You look larger on the stage,” he said, through the cigarette,
“And older. You look very wicked and (continued on page 108)

he would take her to lunch and then to dinner—
and the rest, he felt sure, would come later

fiction By ROBERT RUARK

BARBARA







PHOTOGRAPHY BY J. BARRY O'"ROURKE

¢

ALTHOUGH our continuing search for Playmate candidates
may take us anywhere in the world, we're never averse to
finding fair damsels right in our own back yard. In the case
of our august beauty for August, 24-year-old Lannic Bal-

com, the back yard we refer to is our Chicago front office,
where this blonde and gray-eved eveful does her daily nine-
wo-five duties as the Assistant Manager of pLaysoy's College
Bureau. “I've had lots of interesting jobs before—dancing
teacher, stewardess, dental assistant and secretary,” says
Lannie, "but my present position is by far the most demand-
ing of the lot. I'm the sort of person who's not happy unless
I'm busy all the time, and with my current responsibilities
to the magazine’s more than 450 campus representatives, in

addition to working on college surveys, subscriptions and
correspondence with students and local advertisers, 1 hardly
have time for a coffee break. Don't get the idea that I'm

complaining, though, because 1 wouldn’t have it any other
way. In fact, I'm looking forward 10 adding the upcoming
Playmate promotion tours to my schedule.” Celebrating her
first anniversary as a praveoy employee, cemerfolddom’s
favorite campus correspondent initially graced these pages

Left: Honey-hoired Miss August orrives ot the office eorly to
cotch up on her backlog of College Bureou correspondence.



Above: On the |ob, our lotest stoff sweetheart proves you don't need lights to brighten up on office. "One college subscriber | corresponded
with is now o pilot in Vietnom,” reports Lonnie, "ond he wrote bock to tell me he named his helicopter the Miss Bolcom.” Below: Lonnie

tokes time out for o quick coffee break with co-workers {left} before checking out compus promotion copy with Senior Editor Shel Wox.
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Below: On holiday in Phoenix, our atiractive Arizonan inspects antique six-shooter {left], then samples the latest in Apache head-
gear. At home with her dad, Lonnie smoaches on the living-roam safa with an old friend—Majo, the family toy pacdle.

last August as one of the Bunnies of Chicago and subsequent-
Iy adorned our April cover, meanwhile trading in her cotton
tail for a career in publishing. “1 enjoyed being a Bunny,”
she told us, “but when 1 found out the magazine was looking
for an editorial receptionist, I decided o throw my hat in the
ring. I never dreamed I'd come up through the ranks so
quickly, but that’s the way things are around here—{fast and
furious.” Lannie currently shares an aparunment with two of
her former cottontailed colleagues at the Playboy Mansion,
and, although she still gets homesick for her native Phoenix
where she recently rewurned for a vacation—she now
considers herself a confirmed Chicagoan. “The Balcoms are
a very close-knit family by nature,” Lannie confided. "1 guess
that comes [rom their history of frontier living. One of my
ancestors, a distant aunt named Elizabeth Balcombe, struck
up more than just a nodding acquaintance with Napoleon
and, as a result, the Balcoms had to leave Europe in a hurry
alter Waterloo. Most of them headed for Australia, but our
branch of the dan settled in what is now Clarkdale, Arizona,
and kepe Aghting Indians until their wnaney rights were no
longer questioned.” On her lew datcless nights, Lannie pre-
fers good books to bad video (“Steinbeck, Fleming and Ten-
nessee Williams are my favorites”), or brushes up on her
culinary capacities (“I specialize in Mexican dishes, but my
homemade cheesecake is the most™). And so is Lannic.

Abave: At Phoenix Playbay Club, Lannie gives brother Jerry some bumper-paal painters, then shows him around Playmate Bar.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Toduy's playboy is like a modern cleanser:
works fast and leaves no ring.

Olqr Unabashed Dictionary defines  psychi-
alrist as someone who doesn’t have to WOITY as
long as other people do.

h "

-y

The atvactive and griclstricken widow had
been living in seclusion at the home of her
deceased husband's younger brother for several
weeks. One evening, when she could no longer
conrol her emotions, she barged into her
brother-in-law’s study and pleaded, *James, 1
want you to take off my dress.” The brother-in-
law did as she requested. “Now,” she contin-
ucd, “take off my slip.” He again compliced.
“And now,” she said, with a slight blush, “re-
move my panties and bra.” Once more James
obeyed her command.

Then, regaining her composure, she stared
dircctly at the embarrassed young man and
boldly announced, “I have only one more re-
quest, James. Don't ever let me catch you
wearing my things again.”

After spending his wedding night in a motel,
the young man approached the desk clerk and
asked for his bill.

“Our charge for a double room is seven dol
Iars apicce,” advised the clerk. The newlywed
grumbled something about the price being a
bit steep, then dug out his wallet and handed
the clerk 42 dollars.

Then there was the liwde old lady who walked
up to the beatnik in Greenwich Village and
asked,  “Cross-town buses run all  nighe?”
Whereupon the young hohemian snapped his
fingers and replicd, “Doo-dah, Doo-dah.”

The pretty  young  schoolteacher was  con-
cerned about one of her 1l-year-old students.
Taking him aside alter class one day, she
asked, “Victor, why has your schoolwork been
so poor lately®”

“I can’t concentrate,” replied the lad. “I'm
alraid I've fallen in love.”

“Is that soz” said the teacher, holding back
an urge to smile. “And with whom?”

“With you,” he answered.

“But Victor,” exclaimed the secretly pleased
voung lady, “don't you sce how silly that is?
It's wue that T would like a husband of my
own someday; but I don't want a child.”

“Oh, don’t worry,” said Victor reassuringly.
“I'll be careful.”

I'l never marry a man who snores,” said the
pretty young thing.

“All right,” replied her mother, “but be
carelul how you find out.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines chafing
dish as a girl in a tight leotard.

A bachelor friend of ours reminds us that
sometimes a girl can attract a man with her
mind, but it's easier to attract him with what
she doesn’t mind.

Have you heard about the masochist who had
to break a date because he was going to be
tied up all nighe?

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines drive-in
as a place where a guy parks his car to try out
his c¢lutch.

Auy girl who believes that the way 1o a man’s
heart 1s through his stomach is obviously set-
ting her standards too high,

Two drunks wandered into a zoo and as they
staggered past a lion's cage, the king of beasts
let out a terrific roar.

“C'mon, let’s get out of here,” said the first
drunk.

“You go ahead if you want to,” replied his
more incbriated cohort. “I'm gonna stay for
the movie!”

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



“Don’t you think on her last day here we should throw
a little party or something for Margaret Mead?”
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IWWHERE THERE'S SMOKE THERE'S IRE

an inflammatory excursion into the trials of tobacco fanciers besct by self-appointed weed killers

AESOP’S FABLED SHEPHERD BOY, the one who fooled the neighbors with so many [alse cries of "Woll!” that they simply
went back to sleep when a real wolf finally appeared, evokes little sympathy. Most people feel he got exactly what
was coming to him (the wollf, a good trencherman, ate him along with the sheep), but today there is concern that the
same thing could be happening with the Surgeon General's 1964 report linking cigarette smoking with lung cancer.
The concern is justified, whether or not one personally accepts the report as a genuine cry of woll—and there does
exist a considerable body of informed opinion that is dubious on the point. There are those, too, who believe the
report, just as they believe the annual statistics on motor-vehicle mortality, but they have

no more intention of giving up cigarettes than they do of abandoning the pleasures of

motoring for pedestrianism.

But one thing is certain—and it takes the form of a nonnicotinic smoke cloud. The
issue of real wolf or no woll is thoroughly obscured by the legions of joy killers who
associate pleasure of any sort with profligacy, immorality, sin, vice, crime and

voluntary servitude to Satan himself. These are the people who believe in their hearts
that a medicine can only be efficacious if it tastes terrible; they are the hair-
shirt hoard that helped promote Prohibition, blue laws and—in an earlier
day—the stocks, the ducking stool and the scarlet A. They and wbacco
have a long and curious association in the light of which their raucously
triumphant “l-told-you-so’s” when the report was issued have cast ad-
ditional doubt upon it, totally unrelated 1o questions of scientihic evalu-
ation. Their enthusiastic support of anticigarette legislation is about as
useful to its proponents as Communist support would be for a Dixie-
crat Presidential candidate.
For a few months following the January 1964 report indicting
cigarettes as a health hazard, their sales dropped over 10 per-
cent. But by the end of 1964 sales were down only 2.51
percent for the year and rising so rapidly that 1965 con-
sumption promises to exceed the record of 510 billion
cigarettes set in 1963.
Several theories have been advanced to explain the
cigarette’s remarkable comeback. One is the widespread in-
ability to kick the habit for good. Another is a growing faith,
or hope, in the efhcacy ol filters, or the discovery of a process for
purging cigarettes of their endangering ingredients. A third, and
probably the most likely, is that the Surgeon General’s report, be-
cause it has [allen among evil companions, is suffering guilt by
association; that despite its documentation and sponsorship, it is
being dismissed by many smokers as just another blast at tobacco by
“antitobacco.” Their reaction is understandable. During nearly five
centuries organized antitobacco has made so many dubious and ridicu-
lous charges against tobacco that many now refuse to believe a word it
says—even if it happens to be telling the truth.
Tobacco and antitobacco have one bond between them—a Span-
ish sailor with Columbus named Rodrigo de Jeres. In 1492, with a
fellow crewman, De Jeres was the first white man to witness the smok-
ing of tobacco. One year later, jailed for smoking, he was the first
victim of antitobacco. With this exception, the two have nothing in
common save the plant itself, and they have followed divergent
paths to vastly different ends. Tobacco has risen from
humble beginnings to become a vital [actor
in the American economy and so
== o0 generous a contributor to the
: ‘—13‘5‘-—}"’-— tax gatherers that it is exceeded
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only by booze and the income tax itself
as a source of public revenue. Antitobac-
co, after some heady initial triumphs
(during the 17th Century, lor example,
Shah Safi of Persia punished smokers by
pouring molten lead down their throats),
has known few but evil days. Not one
American state retains the laws against
cigarettes that made the early yecars of
this century so trying.

Such nostalgia can always warm the
cockles of the Right Thinking, lor there
were giants in those days, men of renown.
There was James I of England, whose
Counterblaste to Tobacco in 1604 re-
mains an enduring monument to the
beauty of his prose and the [utility of his
effort. There was Ch'ung Te, 17th Cen-
tury emperor of China, who ordered de-
capitation for any soldier caught smoking,
and rescinded the order only when army
brass, addicts all, assured him that smok-
ing was a new cure for the common cold.
There was Dr. Thomas Hodgkin, father
of Hodgkin's disease, who claimed in
1857 that tobacco provoked such a crav-
ing for swong drink that its very name
derived from the fact that it drove its
disciples to Bucchus. There was the Rev-
erend George Trask, who maintained
with a straight face that cannibals would
not eat the flesh of smokers. And there
was Miss Lucy Page Gaston of Ilinois,
who aspired to the Presidency on the
platform that she looked like Abraham
Lincoln (no other woman has cared to
make that claim) and would outlaw tobac-
co in all its forms on her first day in the
White House.

Finally, and this was the noblest foe-
man of them all, there was Dr. Charles
Giffin Pease, a lively, lovable little man
who looked like a miniature Robert E.
Lee and demonstrated the same devo-
tion for a cause that was lost. His devo-
tion led him down strange paths into
strange ways. At a testimonial dinner for
General John Joseph Pershing in the
early Twenties he strode up to the guest
of honor, a man who had [rightened
more Gls during the first World War
than had the German army, and with-
out a wremor snatched the cigarente
from his lips.

The discovery of tobacco, so necessary
to the antitobacco movement, was as
inadvertent as the discovery of America
itsell. Columbus raised Cuba on October
28, 1492, and, basing his statement on
the beliel that his first landfall at San
Salvador had been the (East) Indies, an-
nounced w a cheering company that
they were now skirting the coast of
Japan. A few days later, after [urther
recourse to log and sextant, he changed
his mind, and when he dropped anchor
at what is now Gibara in Oriente Prov-
ince on November first, he pointed to
the lush Cuban landscape and admitted
to his men that he had made a slight,
a pardonable error in reckoning. They
were not in Japan at all, he said; they

were in China, and emissaries would he
dispatched to con the great Khan.

The two men selected were singularly
well equipped [or their mission. One
was De Jeres, able seaman, who had once
visited a Negro king in Guinea and was
hence assumed capable of understanding
any language affected by a colored
people. The other, just in case, was an
interpreter named Luis de Torres, who
could speak Huently in Aramaic and
Hebrew and could get by in Arabic.
Both, moreover, could assay gold at a
hundred paces with the naked eye, and
Columbus was convinced they would be
doing just that, with bulging eyes, by
nightfall. They weren't. Leaving Gibara
on November first, they trekked inland
for two days, inquiring their way of
friendly natives to the gold-encrusted
capital of the Khan. The natives invari-
ably pointed south and, in the manner
ol Montana [armers describing the
grandeur of Butte, indicated by signs
that the city they were approaching was
unequaled anywhere for wealth, beauty,
culture and civic enterprise.

Reality was a dismal letdown, for they
reached their destination on November
third and found that the fabled City of
Gold was a collection of huts that were
constructed, however ingeniously, of such
nonnegotiable materials as timber, palm
fronds and mud. Sick with disappoint-
ment, they lingered scarcely long enough
to be polite belore heading back to the
coast, and it was during this mournful
return that De Torres and De Jeres be-
came the first white men to witness the
smoking of tobacco. Columbus himsell
had been presented with some ceremonial
leaves on landing at San Salvador, but
the man who could stand an egg on end
hadn’t the slightest conception of their
use. His ambassadors found out. Meeting
some natives on the trail, they were in-
vited 1o rest awhile and each was handed
a roll of “herbs” wrapped in a dry leal
which the donors identified as tabocos—
or so it sounded. The Spaniards, as
suming these to be tokens ol esteem,
put them in their pockets. The natives
put theirs in their mouths, lighted the
end with a smoldering brand they car-
ried for the purpose, and “swallowed”
the smoke. Then they squatted on their
haunches, puffed their primitive cigars
and began to chat.

This was the discovery ol smoking by
the white man, and within a month of
rewurning to Spain De Jeres was in jail
for doing just that—put there by the
Inquisition on the logical assumption
that anyone who emitted smoke was
possessed of devils. He did an exorcising
stretch of several years and then dis-
appeared from history. Lately he has
enjoyed a renaissance. Citizens ol
Ayamonte, his home town, now claim
him as the local boy who first introduced
tobacco imto Europe. He must share the
honor. Practically every member of

Columbus’ crew ook tobacco home with
him, and by the middle of the 16th Cen-
tury it had spread to most of the ac
cessible world.

Tobacto—and later tobacco culture—
spread (rom Spanish and Portuguese
America into every part of the world that
the industrious Iberians could penetrate.
They took it to Africa and the Near East,
to China, India. Korea, Malava, the East
Indies and the Philippines. They ook it,
in short, everywhere they went except
across the Pyrenees inwo Europe. The
slight was intentional. Spain and Portu-
gal owned, or said they did, all the
tobacco-producing areas in America and
its cultivation elsewhere in the world
was under their strict control. They en-
joyed a monopoly they saw no reason to
share with the rest of Europe and they
enjoyed it immensely undl 1560 when
Jean Nicot, French ambassador to Lis-
bon, smuggled some tobacco plants to
the queen mother in Paris. This was
the hole in the dike. From then on
anybody could get into the act and the
whole world was a stage [or antitobacco.

For a generation whose experience
with antitobacco is largely limited to
medical reports and educational traas,
it is difficult to understand the barbarity
ol the movement's early years. Shah
Abbas ol Persia, grandfather of the
Kindly Saf previously cited, would
consign to the flames any tobacco found
on his soldiers, along with the soldiers.
Czar Michael of Russia decreed flogging,
slitting of the nose, or castration for
anyone caught smoking, and the 17th
Century sultans ol Turkey added their
own rcfinement. After slitting the nose,
they would pass a rope through the
incision and suspend the culprit in mid-
air. Inveterate smokers got the ultimate
deterrent. They were beheaded.

Some of the carly prohibitions were
based on morality, others on what mon-
archs termed “convenience and necessity.”
The Russian czars punished smokers
because  careless smokers caused  fires,
while the Parsis of India abstained from
smoking (and still do)} because it pro-
fanes fire, which they hold sacred. Ahmed
I of Turkey [orbade tobacco because he
thought it was against the laws ol the
Koran; his son Ibrahim I, although
equally devout, forbade it because he
thought tobacco caused sterility and
would curtail production of cannon
fodder. Other rulers banned it, and pun-
ished its use unmercilully, because they
felt smoking led to sociability, sociabil-
ity led to walk, and wlk led to rebellion.
Proscription on religious grounds was
rare and frequently on thin theological
ice. Both the Bible and the Koran were
written centuries  before tobacco  was
known, so neither, of course, mentions
it; but several Mohammedan sects in
North Africa punish its use to this day
on the grounds that Mohammed would

(continued on page 156)



playboy’s guide to golf: its unique pleasures and its lore, plus a report
on the best in courses and linkage gear for the passionate pursuer of par
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Preceding page: Teeing off at Pebble Beach, the driver is wearing an imparted six-button Alpaca cardigan, by Van Heusen, $19, aver tapered, half-
belt Arnold Palmer golf slacks, by Sunstate, $11. His appanent loaks on in an Alpaca wool link-stitch V-neck pullover, by Rabert Bruce, $20, and
Dacron and cotton slacks, by McGregor, $15. Abave: Top-line linkage gear. From left to right {all prices are far full set of four woods and nine
irons except where noted): Alligator-kangaroo bag, $150, shag bag, $18, woods, $108, and irons, $179.10, all by Ben Hogan. Duck and vinyl bag
with club covers, $45, waods, $107, and irons, $171, all by Arnold Palmer. Bag is on an aluminum galf cart, by Northwestern, $39.95. Cowhide
bag, $125, woods and irons combined, $342.50, all by Northwestern. Ponyskin bag, $95, woods, $110, and eight irans, $160, all by Spaulding. Kan-
garoco bag, $145, woods, $108, and irons, $175, oll by MacGregor. Vinyl and alligator bag with head covers, $90, umbrella, $20, waads,
$120, and irons, $177.75, all by PGA. Cowhide bag, $150, matching carry-all, $57, umbrella, $15, woads, $108, and irons, $175, all by Wilson.

GOLF IS A GENTLEMEN's endeavor which began during the Ren-
aissance and engaged the mind and body of civilized man 300
years before he first wried to play the piano. The keyboard has
been largely mastered, but golf remains elusive and distant,
withstanding the best efforts to bring it to terms.

To the wrue golfer, the lure of this "royal and ancient™ game
is complete and irresistible. He will play anywhere and under
any circumstances. On the lush layout near Wankie in Rho-
desia, an elephant rifle for protection against dangerous ani-
mals is a must. In Victoria Falls, club members share the course
with crocodiles from the Zambezi. When the intrepid British
explorer Robert Scott went to the South Pole, he took along a
shag bag of practice balls and a midiron to work on his ap-
proach shots. An Ausualian, Stanley Gard, once played 256
holes in a single day. Only a fellow golfer can really under-
stand this passion for the game. To nonplayers who share the
opinion of Westbrook Pegler that goll is “the most needless
outdoor game ever designed to waste the time and try the spirit

of man,” the bewilderment is absolute. Certainly no game

supposedly played for pleasure gives so much pain to the par-



Below left: A swirl of putters. Clockwise from 9: Wood-shaft putter, from Northwestern, $22. Aluminum mallet putter, by Walter Hagen, $14.50.
Steel-shaft Ployboy Putter, by Playboy Products, $22. Gold-plated “flat-lie” putter, from Northwestern, $16. Roil bross putter, $16, and triangulor
mollet putter, $15, both by Ben Hogon. “Blythfield” putter, by Walter Hagen, $14.50. Croquet model, by Golf Designs, $14.95. Personal putter, by
Arnold Polmer, $15.95. Below, top row: Two-tone golf shoe, by Johnston & Murphy, $40, burgundy, and red kangaroo, golf shoes, both by Connolly,
$35 eoch. Middle row, from left to right: Exer-grips, by Voit, $1 each. Ball marker, by United Metal Products, $4.95. Distance meosurer, by Pedometer,
$7.95. Colored "Visa Balls,” by Plymouth Golt Ball Co., $1 each. Ball monogrommer, by Asam Products, $4.95. Practice swinger, by J. D. Anderson,
$9.95. Golf mitt, by Swing Cover, $2.95. Gloves, from Northwestern, $4.50 each. Bottom row: Roller-head practice putler, by Hole-In Putter, $20.50.
Swing-weight exerciser for strengthening the left arm, by Golf Designs, $10.95. A 10Y2-foot-extension boll retriever, from Northwestern, $5.95.
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ticipants. In the earliest history of golf, men went to jail rather
than forgo their regular round. During the 15th Century so
many Scottish soldiers sneaked away from' archery practice to
play at the links nearby that the game was temporarily out-
lawed. In 1593 John Henrie and Pat Rogie were arrested in
Edinburgh for “playing of gowlf on the links of Leith every
sabbath at the time of the sermonses.”

Although the law and the Church have since relented, the
punishing strains of this Scottish invention carry on. Going for
an easy tournament win, Bobby Jones once lost 18 pounds in
three days. A professional, Ivan Gantz, who almost never had
an easy win, became so enraged about his bad play in a match
that he bashed himself in the forehead with a club and
finished the round with blood streaming down his face. Gantz,
who was plagued by a balky putter, used to get so infuriated
watching his putts go off line that he regularly Aung himself
into sand traps and water hazards.

But, in spite of everything, golf remains a triumph of hope
over experience. No matter how high the handicap, every
golfer is convinced deep in his heart that he is on the verge
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of conquering the game. If he can just
hold his left arm straighter or turn his
hips more quickly, everything will fall
into place. Brassic shots will stay on line,
an easy camaraderie with Palmer and
Nicklaus, a scratch handicap—all these
can be his. After all, Walter Travis never
even began to play the game until he was
in his middle 30s and four years later, in
1900, he was the National Amateur
Champion.

Golf is the eternal siren’s song. Osten-
sibly, all a player has 1o do is stand over
a ball that cannot possibly move until it
is hit. Then, by taking a club that has
been specifically designed for the job at
hand by expericnced craftsmen, a man is
required only to strike at this immobile
sphere and keep it somewhere within a
spacious acreage of greensward gener-
ously provided by an indulgent greens
committee. Almost any golfer with the
requisite number of limbs can, without
ever hitting a really exceptional shot,
par any given hole on any goll course in
the world. (That he can continue to play
that same hole and not par it again for
the next ten years is a mystery as iinpene-
trable as Stonchenge.) But no matter.
Even a single great shot is as possible for
the duffer as it is for the professional.
Last year an 84-year-old geezer scored a
hole in one. So did a nine-year-old boy.
So did a woman who was eight months
pregnant. Cheered by the warmth of
these comfortable dreams, the duffer can
engage in a sporting game that is un-
equaled for the richness of its lineage.
The player today who finds himself
tightly bunkered can be consoled with
the knowledge that Britain’s James I
shared a similar anguish. James, in fact,
was the first head of state to become
hopelessly addicted to goll. He was so
smitten he established the honored po-
sition of Royal Clubmaker. Later, miffed
over the rising prices of decent golf
balls, he created the post of Royal Ball-
maker in an effort to keep the price
down to four shillings apiece. In Ameri-
ca, President Taft, swathed in a pair of
blazing knickers, set a precedent for
American Presidents to follow. Wilson, a
high-handicap aficionado who usually
shot in the 100s, wooed and won Mrs.
Edith Bolling Galt, whose game was a
ladylike 180. Eisenhower ignored polit-
ical jibes to play. The late President
John F. Kennedy, a keen player in his
own right, refused w allow any pictures
to be taken of him while actually play-
ing. He relented once and prompuly
lashed out a slicing drive that hit his own
caddie standing well down the fairway.

The game today is peopled by the
giants of the sporung scene. An Arnold
Palmer and a Jack Nicklaus make mon-
ey beyond the wildest dream of a Mickey
Mantle. Last year each man won more
than $113,000 in official purses alone
and easily another half million each in
endorsement  and  related  earnings.

“Arnie’s Army,” the gaggle of fans that
troop after their hero regardless of his
standing in the field, is the most loyal
group of fans in sports today.

Golf was brought to America in 1888
when John Reid, the father of American
golf, wrote to Scotland for some clubs
and a few [eatherstuffed balls. After
they arrived, he rapped out a few shots
down what is now 72nd Street in New
York City and began the age-old golfer’s
search for a match. He found one quick-
ly enough and the game was first played
in America on February 22 over a three-
hole course in a cow pasture in Yonkers,

Then, as now, bright plumage was the
sartorial order of the day in linkagewear.
When Reid established the New St. An-
drews Golf Club, the official uniform for
all players even on the hottest day con-
sisted of a red jacket, white shirt and
club tie. Trousers, while not specified,
were, presumably, mandatory. Top hon-
ors for the most- if not the best-dressed
golfer in the history of the game, how-
ever, must go to Adam Green, who
played during the early 1900s. Green
regularly golfed in patentleather shoes,
wing-tipped spats, knickers, checked
jacket, celluloid collar and cuffs and red
gloves. Thus attired, the resplendent
Green wore goggles while driving off the
tee and then switched to a monode for
his approach shots.

Golf, said Dr. Samuel Johnson, is “a
game in which you claim the privileges
of age and retain the playthings of child-
hood.” Just how many of Dr. Johnson’s
playthings a golfer should carry has al-
ways been a delicate point. “Do not car-
ry more clubs than absolutely necessary,”
counseled expert Joshua Taylor. “Unless
you [cel full confidence in a weapon,
you had better leave it in your locker.”
For a long time golfers heeded this ad-
vice. In Scotland a man who needed
more than three balls and six clubs was
considered a spendthrift, and probably
the sort of man who couldn't be trusted
out of sight in the rough. When Chick
Evans won the 1916 U.S. Open, he had
only seven clubs in his bag.

Walter Hagen changed all of that.
“Sir Walter” was the master of the grand
gesture. In the days when wouring profes-
sionals were barred from using the mem-
bers’ entrance of English clubs, Hagen
staved outside and shared a box lunch-
con with his caddic on the running
board of his Rolls-Royce. On the course,
however. Walter was something less than
the caddie’s friend. He regularly played
with his bag loaded down with a daz-
zling assortment of clubs, a dozen or so
balls, an umbrella, a clock, ball cleaner,
a thermometer, a wind gauge, a caddie
whistle, a rule book and a complete
change of clothes. Hagen made up for
the excess baggage once when he won
the Briush Open and tipped his caddie
by giving him the entire purse. The

giant California shotmaker Lawson Lit-
tle went even further and regularly car-
ried as many as 30 clubs.

For today's golfer something smaller
than Lawson Liule’s armory is in order,
but the investment in basic equipment is
still extensive. The rules of golf woday
allow a player to carry no more than
14 clubs with him on any single round,
and there is extensive lobbying by
professionals and club manufacturers to
increase that maximum w0 16 to allow
for more specialized clubs. Although
some purists decry this proliferation of
equipage as an attempt to buy shots in
the pro shop instead of making them on
the course, most players want all the help
they can get. A golfer going firstclass
buying clubs can plan on spending more
than $100 for a set of four woods, and
around $175 for the usual complement
of nine irons. While there is a plethora
of “bargain” sets on the market, it rarely
pays to try to cut corners. Any set of
irons selling for less than $125 is almost
certainly sacrificing quality craftsman-
ship. The top manufacwurers, such as
PGA, Wilson, Spaulding, MacGregor
and Northwestern, as well as some spe-
cial autograph lines, such as Hagen, Ho-
gan and Palmer, all make high-quality
equipment within similar price ranges.
Last year PGA came out with the first
really new club since Gene Sarazen de-
veloped the sand wedge to compensate
for his gencrally poor wap play. Called
the “scrambler,” this club combines a
heavy sole on the bottom of the blade,
like a wedge, to help it get through thick
rough, and a straightened [ace like a mid-
iron to get distance. Effective for shots
as long as 150 yards, the scrambler is an
excellent buy for players who spend a
good deal of time off the fairway.

The best way for a player o equip
himself is to go first 1o a golf profession-
al for help. A good teaching pro will
know the right equipment for you.
“Don’t try to teach yourself golf any
more than you would medicine,” goes
the old warning, “it's too expensive”; a
pro is absolutely necessary to anyone
trying to play golf seriously. The aver-
age golf score in America is around 105,
yet almost anyone can be regularly shoot-
ing in the 90s within one season il he gets
the proper instruction. And the diiter-
ence between going around in the 90s
and going around in the 100s is the dif-
ference between actually playing one of
the mnost satislying games devised by man
and hacking at a ball with a stick.

A hall-hour lesson with a good pro
should cost between $4 and S10, depend-
ing on the stature ol the teacher. Prob-
ably the best instruction of all comes
from a playing lesson, when the pro goes
along and plays nine holes with you. It
will cost $10 1o $25 for nine holes, and
the pro should discuss each shot with you
and answer any questions. Remember

(concluded on page 149)



o i

/ P
o d 4 S

A

ke ..W.».\,

“_.‘_. £
XY 7/
W4

4o

“Can't we just go after salfish ... 7"

97



PLAYROY

98

MILESTONES OF SUCCESS (continued from page 77)

watching the freight train chuff its way
past the Telegraph Avenue crossing
became apparent soon enough. The
Nordstrom Lease property proved to be
extremely rich in oil, and we drilled addi-
tional wells, all of which proved to be
excellent producers. In the 15 years be-
tween 1922 and 1937, the wells we drilled
on the Nordstrom Lease sites showed a
total excess recovery—a total clear profit
—of $6,387,9461

The Athens Lease was another turn-
ing-point success for me. I bought the
lease in 1924—on my own account—pay-
ing about $12,000 for it. The lease
covered a property located in what were
then the southern suburbs of the city of
Los Angeles—on Hoover Street between
127th and 128th Streets.

Other operators were already drilling
in the area, but they were poing afier oil
in the deep zone. After taking a careful
look at the drilling operations then un-
der way, I became convinced that greater
production could be obtained at con-
siderably less expense if one drilled for
oil in the upper zone, and went ahead
with my own operations accordingly,
personally supervising the drilling.

I completed my first Athens Lease well
on February 16, 1925, and it yielded
1500 barrels daily. Three weeks later, I
spudded my second well and brought it
in within six days for an inital daily
yield of 2000 barrels. The two wells were
to show an excess recovery of over
$400,000—and other operators promptly
began to alter their drilling programs to
go after the oil 1 had proved existed in
abundance in the upper zone.

A vyear later, I was offered the Cleaver
Lease in Alamitos Heights by a man
who had bought it less than a week ear-
lier. I knew the property and felt certain
that there was oil on it

“How much do you want for the
lease?” I asked.

“I paid four thousand dollars—and
I'm satisfied to double my money,” came
the reply. I didn’t argue—not for a single
moment.

“You've just made a sale,” I grinned,
taking out my personal checkbook and
writing a check for $8000.

The four wells I drilled on the Cleav-
er Lease property brought in almost
$800,000 in clear profit during the next
12 years.

These and other [fortuitous lease
purchases and drilling operations were
all important successes during the period
when I was just a wildcatting operator.
A wuly major triumph of an entirely
different sort was my successful cam-
paign to gain control of the Tide Water
Associated Qil Company—a campaign
that began in March 1932 and did not
end in final victory until almost 20
years later.

There is, of course, a vast difference

between buying an oil lease and drilling
a well and setting out to buy a con-
trolling interest in a major oil company.
Tide Water Associated was an old, estab-
lished American firm. It had been
founded in 1878 as the Tide Water Pipe
Company to build and operate a then-
revolutionary 104-mile-long pipeline for
transporting oil from Titusville to Wil-
liamsport in Pennsylvania. In the dec
ades that followed, the company had
grown into one of the American petro-
leum industry’s giants. By 1932, it was
among the 12 or 15 largest oil companies
in the United States.

Tide Water Associated was big busi-
ness—and its incumbent directors and
management personnel were big business-
men with a great deal of experience and
with huge financial resources behind
them. By sharp contrast, I was nothing
more than a comparatively insignificant
upstart wildcatting oil operator.

Nonetheless, I made what proved to
be the right decisions, and—with the in-
valuable assistance and advice of my
aides and associates—took the right steps
at the right times. It was a long, difficult
fight, but in the end, I won it. Much of
the credit for the victory belongs to the
men who remained fiercely loyal and
confident even when the outlook was so
bleak that it appeared virtually hopeless.

The late David Hecht, my brilliant
and direless attorney, guided the myriad
operations involved through labyrin-
thine legal mazes. E. F. Hutton and
Company brokers Gordon Crary, Ruloff
Cutten and Don Phillips worked mira-
cles for me with their adroit handling of
stock transactions on the New York
Stock Exchange. Emil Kluth and Harold
Rowland were only two among many
who gave me moral and material sup-
port when such support was needed
most. Without the help of these men,
the campaign that resulted in my biggest
single business triumph might well have
ended as my biggest and most dismal
business failure.

The success of my companies’ opera-
tions in the Middle East has been anoth-
er important milestone in my business
career. There, again, it was necessary to
make the right decisions and follow the
correct course of action—and the allow-
able margin for error was slim, indeed.

Admittedly, by the time I embarked
on the Middle Eastern venture, I was a
seasoned businessman. Even so, it was a
giant step into what, for me, were rela-
tively uncharted ficlds, and the prob-
lems involved were proportionately as
formidable as any I had encountered
previously during my business career.

In short, what I sought was a conces-
sion to drill for oil in the neutral
zone, a largely barren desert area lying
between the kingdom of Saudi Arabia
and the sheikdom of Kuwait on the Per-

sian Gulf—actually an arbitrarily defined
geographical area owned jointly by the
two states.

In 1948, two half concessions—one Ku-
waiti, the other Saudi Arabian—became
available. Another firm-—formed by a
consortium of oil companies—obtained
the half that was the Sheik of Kuwait's
to grant. There remained the other half
~—the 50-percent concession controlled
by His Majesty, King Ibn Saud of Saudi
Arabia.

My initial decision to enter into the
bidding for this later half was
influenced in no small part by the highly
favorable reports on the region that
were made by Dr. Paul Walton and Emil
Kluth, outstanding geologists associated
with my companies. They concurred in
the opinion that tremendous quantities
of oil lay beneath the wrackless wasteland
of the neutral zone and recommended
that I take the multimillion-dollar gam-
ble necessary to obtain the concession
and begin prospecting and drilling
operations.

“In the Name of God, the Merciful
and Compassionate, this agreement is
entered into in Riyadh on the 22nd day
of the month of Rabie I, in the year
1368, corresponding to the 20th day of
February, 1949 . . " Thus reads the
opening line of the voluminous agree-
ment that my representative, Barney
Hadfield, signed when negotiations for
the concession had been successfully
concluded.

The agreement granted me a 60-year
concession on a half interest in neutral-
zone oil. In consideration, I made an im-
mediate cash payment of $12,500,000—
but this was only the beginning. I would
spend a total of considerably more than
three times that amount before the first
barrel of crude oil was brought in.

Now, the halfl interest granted me by
the King of Saudi Arabia was, like the
half granted to the other company by
the Sheik of Kuwait, an undivided half—
an indivisible share. In other words, al-
though two companies had been granted
scparate concessions by the rulers of two
different states having cocontrol over
the neutral zone, the companies were
required to share equally in oil dis-
covered and produced by either. In this
way, Saudi Arabia and Kuwait would
each receive revenues and royalties ac-
cording to the terms of their respective
concession  agreements, but based on
equal quantities of oil.

It would hardly seem necessary to
point out that this arrangement posed
many knouty problems—some of which
occasionally grew to the proportions of
major dilemmas. For example, the com-
pany that had obtained its hall-interest
concession from the Sheik of Kuwait had
its own ideas about prospecung and
drilling for oil in the ncutral zone.
These views did not coincide with those

(continued on page 146)
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“This scene from Pussycat is based on o real incident from my own life ond shows Ursula Andress with Peter Sellers, Romy Schneider with
Peter O'Toole, ond me with a copy of Heidi—a book thot has sustained me in my dorkest moments. As you con see, I'm no fun at orgies.”

By WOODY ALLEN the screenwriter-screwball and assorted stars cavort
through the undress rehearsals of the wildest, wackiest movie of the year

WHAT'S NEW, PUSSYCAT? marks my filmic debut—both as an actor and screenwriter—so 1 suppose I shouldn’t admit that 1 wrote the whole
thing as a joke, never once believing that the Charles K. Feldiman who commissioned me to do the seript was actually the Charles K.
Feldman, ar that anyone in their right mind would cver produce such a film. The final version of Pussycat is the result ol a 200-page
filmscript that blew out of a taxicab window and was never put back in its original order alter its retrieval from a passing chestnut
vendor’s pushcart, my typist having forgotten to number the pages. That Peters O Toole and Sellers agreed to play the lead roles
in the film is a miracle, and I'm cerain that neither would have touched it in its original form. Therefore, credit must be given
to the cabdriver who helped me put the script into its present order—especially since the loss of certain pages provided the plot with
just the proper shade of incoherence. My initial story described the scarch of a psychotic gvnecologist and a Lithuanian jockey for
stable values in a world threatened by the influx of bad singing groups—with Romy Schneider, Capucine, Paula Prenriss and Ursula
Andress cast as the 1936 Notre Dame backfield. United Artists felt this was a little o “offbeat.” and made a lew subtle changes. The
present plot involves a Paris fashion editor (O Toole) and a horny Viennese psvchiacrist (Sellers) in search of Romy,. Capucine, Paula,
Ursula and a clutch of strippers from the Crazy Horse Saloon—with a special role written in for me 1o give the hlm an carthy appeal.




Y

Above: “Here we see Sellers in one of his incredible moke-up jobs, doing o stond-in for Ursulo Andress ond copluring, | must odmit,
her most solient feotures.” Below: "This is the reol Ursulo (you'll note the striking resemblonce between these ond the top photos), except for
the bottom shot where Sellers returns to ploy both Ursulo ond Peter O Toole simultoneously in bed. Very toxing role.”
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Above: “This is Paula Prentiss doing her strip scene from the film. Poula ploys the port of an exotic donseuse at the Crozy Horse Saloon

in Paris, and | ploy the guy backstage who helps dress and undress the girls between their stints. Of course, | would have preferred a role
that colled more upon the full ronge of my Thespion talents, but | sacrificed myself for the good of the film. What we needed wos
someone who could hold the audience’s attention ond sotisfy their need for virility, even when surrounded by o swarm of naked females. Going the
obvious route, they used me. Poula is so beautful that | pulled a muscle in my hip just wolching her rehearse this number. She's the kind of

tall, violently sexual woman | knock off every doy by the corlood—in daydreams. In real life, she could turn me into o lamp bose.”




Below: “Being a troined Stanislovskyon actar (I ance played the title role in on off-Broodwoy production of The Cherry Orchard), | had to

live my part while off comera in arder ta properly prepore far it. These are phatogrophs af Poulo ond me working out tagether.

| couldn't bear ta tell her thot our big scene had already been cut out of the final script, so | did the mast humane thing possible under
the circumstances—I kept rehearsing it with her. As you con see, | run the full gomut of emotions during this picture sequence, ending

up o passion-ridden, snarling maniac [right). Incidentally, during Trehearsals | had to be hosed down several times by the studia’s valunteer

fire deportment to prevent an ugly scene. Thot I'm on onimal saon become opporent ta everyone who played love scenes with me.”

Sl




Above: “Here we hove Peter Sellers corrying on with a couple of bimbos in one of the flick's more surrealistic moments. Sellers is o
brilliont comedion—one of my best pupils. He is also ploying the girl in the two top right-hand photos—whom you undoubtedly mistook for
one of the strippers from the film. Once agoin, Sellers hos shown himself to be o true master of disguise ond scored onother triumph

for modern cosmetology.” Below: “In yet onother of the film's big emotionol climaxes, the scene switches to the stoge of the Crozy Horse.
In one of the most moving and profound moments on celluloid, Monique gets religion ond decides to return to medicol school.”
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Above: “"Here we see o delightful footboll extravogenze, in which yours truly ond the Crozy Horse girls celebrate the joys of body-contoct
sports with zest and gusto. (Funny, they oll resembled Y. A. Tittle in o sense.) These scenes do not oppeor in the film, but the girls were nice

encugh to horse oround with me for the soke of good sportsmonship ond the PLAYBOY cameros. By the woy, | still hove the scars from
this hittle impromptu scrimmoge.” Right: “"Here | wos penolized for too much time in the huddle, but it wos warth it. Fondling the bore

back of o French stripper is the greatest toctile sensation I've had since jumping noked into o vot of cold Roosevelt dimes.”

PHOTOGRAPHED EXCLUSIVELY FOR PLAYBOY BY LARRY SHAW
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BARBARA (continued from page 80}

worldly in the movies. But I suppose
that's because vou were brunette. 1 sup-
pose you'll hate me for saying that close
up you look both younger and pretuier.
And vastly more innocent.”

Barbara Bayne dipped her shining
blonde head and produced a fair imita-
tion of bridling.

“It's my hairdresser’s fauly,” she said.
“1 really don't know what the pansies
are plotting from day to day. I'm told
the fluffy-duckling bit goes very well
with my special kind of beady brown
cves.”

“I'd like you if your eves were pink.
And crossed. That's my first compliment
from vour whiskey. and so I think I shall
invade the flask again and appear at
some later stage resembling normal.
Then I make compliments on my own
ume."”

He drank again and handed back the
fask. “I say, you are a pretty woman
now that the alcohol’s at work. Maybe
even without it. You've a mnice early-
morning face.”

“Thank vou, kind sir. That's a pretty
turn of phrase. I might say the same for
you. Even with that hangover you're
wearing. And you really don’t strike e
as the mysterious sort of public kind of
writer with something very important to
say that nobody really understands but
you.

“I am really only a professional writer
who makes a decent living writng. If
anvthing important slips out, it’s largely
accidental. I'm afraid I don't qualify for
the Fuulkner-Hemingway school of off-
stage eccenericity. 1 just sort of write,
dull-like, daily, and hope my agent
doesn’t grimace o much when he gets
the copy. He's been known to. Grimace,
I mean. He's got the face for i

“No pride of authorship? No reassess-
ment of the priceless pearls that spill
from your hingers? No hammer-and-tongs
warfare with your employers over a deli-
cate, il possibly moot, point of crafts
manship?"”

“Very liule. Practically none.” Alec
Barr grinned uneasily. I don't like 1o
sound smug, but I've been a pro for such
a long time. I'm like a good, swurdy
whore. I can handle any number of sail-
ors on any given nighe.”

“You sound like a publisher's dream
author,” Barbara Bayne said. “Any other
noble aspects of character? Not even a
touch of ordinarv artistic temperament?
Wife beater? Dog kicker? Children hater?
I know you have a wile, of course. I've
seen her quite often at “21. She's very
prewy.”

“Thank you. She is very pretty, and
she's also a very nice woman. She has
one basic fault. I've a feeling she under-
stands me too well. That's to say, I think

108 she knows I'm a rotten husband. 1 think

she hates the mistress I keep in the back
room."

There was no intentionally coy blank-
ness on Barbara Bayne's face.

“That lousy typewriter?”

“That lousy typewriter. The unfortu-
nate thing is that I don’t know anv oth-
er way to make a living. And, equally
unfortunately, when vou're being direc-
tor, production manager, producer,
scripter, and all of the actors, young and
old. male and female, black and whie,
voure so bloody tired at the end of a
day in the embrace of the Iron Maiden
that you've lost your own identity. All
you want to do is sink a couple of fast
martinis and fall into bed with your
book on your subconscious back, so you
can get up and tackle the whole dreary
mess again tomorrow. Eventually you
may have a book, but you've mostly can-
celed out yourself as a human being in
the dismal process of building it.”

“Gracious,” Barbara Bayne said. “I
don’t think I'd want you permanently
for a house pet. Don’t you ever have any
funz”

“Not when I'm working. I'm generally
much too tired. I used to take off once in
a while and go looking for what you
might call fun, but 1 find I don’t care
much for carousing anymore. 1 have vi-
cious hangovers and I'm sort of shy
about sleeping with people I don’t know
very well.”

Barbara Bayne said, “I think your
genes have (rozen, or something. Your
psyche needs a little shaking up. Shall we
attempt it tonight alter the work’s done?
After the fight's over?”

“Consider me shook,” Alec Barr said.
“Well, here’s Chicago. You made it a
very short trip. Thanks. Now il only we
don’t crash coming into this lovely,
ineficient airport.”

“We'd only be following the current
fashion if we did,” Barbara Bayne said.
“Now I'm hungry and terribly thirsty
and I haven't been to the Pump Room
in a coon’s. I warn you, I'm expensive to
victual. I'm a very strong girl, and I
need my steady rations.”

“I brought some money with me, and
have beautilul credit cards as well,” Alec
Barr said. The plane landed with a
bump. “Well, we made it alive again.
Come on. let's go produce a taxi and
hasten o the Pump. Not o insult the
handy flask, which saved my life, but I'm
mostly a martimi man at midday.”

“1 don't know il this thing is going to
be worth our effort.” Alec smd. “It seems
to me there’s more bums around than
when I was a boy. Last really good one 1
saw was the hirst Louis-Conn. just before
the War, when Conn had old Joe loopy
until Conn got cocky and Joe cooled
him.”

They were having a quick dinner be-

fore the fight, which was supposed o be
for the honor of meeting the middle-
weight champion of the world at some
future date, o be decided by the tele-
vision sponsors.

“I have never heard of either one of
these guys, but then, I don’t follow fights
much anymore. 1 know some names like
Sugar Ray and Marciano and Graziano
sure, but there aren’t any Barney Rosses
around—no Henry Armstrong. no Lou
Ambers, not o mention the Baer boys
and Ceferino Garcia and, God help us
all, Tony Galento. I saw most of the
good ones—I should say all the real
good ones—before the War. After the
War, I switched from prize fights o bull-
hghts. Av least the bull is honest.”

Barbara took a bite of her sieak.

“1 love ‘em, bums or not,” she said. "1
watch them on TV all the time. But I
never saw one in the flesh belore.”

Alec shook his head.

“It’s the TV-—and prosperity—that’s
ruined the racket. Television killed all
the little clubs, where kids really learned
how to fight before they got tossed in
against real opposition. And prosperity
ruined the burnming urge. Who wants a
busted nose and a lumpy ear anymore
when he can make a hundred bucks a
week as an office boy and three hundred
as a plumber? A growling belly made the
good fighters. It was the only way they
could struggle up from the streets.”

He looked at his watch and called for
the check.

“About time we got moving il we're
going to see Tiger Taggert demolish
Bolo Bermudez. It's an unusual hght for
these times. The Tiger is actually white.
I thought we'd about run out of white
fighters.”

They pushed their way down the aisle
to the third row.

“Why, you've got working-press seats,”
Barbara said, impressed.

“Hell's delight, honey, anything for a
hundred rows back is called ‘working
press’ these days. It's a status symbol.
And some of the boys still remember me
from the good old days of Jacobs' Beach,
when 1 covered these things.”

A gnomish, almost-albino man turned
from a corner of the ring, caught Alec's
eye and waved.

“Hi, Whitey.” Alec yelled through the
smoke. “That's Whitey Bimstein—prob-
ably the greatest and most imperishable
handler of all ume. See Whitey with a
couple of swabs in his mouth and you
know nobody’s gonna call the fight on
account of blood. He and Ray Arcel
were the best.”

“You like remembering it, don’t you?”

“I suppose. [ like remembering the
night Galento, Tull of beer, caught a
prime Louis with a surprise left hook and
damned near chilled him. And I remem
ber a night in Washington when Buddy
Baer, who wasn't much of a hgheer,

(continued on page 138)
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wn the darkness the shape seemed familiar, so he acted with alacrity

THE EMPIRE STATE BUILDING is bounded
by Fifth Avenue and the Avenue of the
Americas and by 33rd and 34th Swreets.
He saw this little cluster of fact drop
into focus in his mind, precious, a thing
beyond value: it hung, a gold-wire mo-
bile. just behind the curtain of his eyes,
swinging in a black velvety cylinder. So,
he said aloud. that’s the top of the Em-
pire State, there beside the moon; 1
know that, and therefore, 1 know where
I am and I can get back to Betty's. Now,
where am I? He didn’t know. He leaned
against the bricks of the building behind
him, full of fright, worse than fright, ter-
ror, and wondered why he didn’t know.
It came to him after a while. He
couldn’t know where he was because he
didn’t know from which of the four pri-
mary directions he was seeing the Em-
pire State Building. Half of me, he said,
is blind drunk: the other half might as
well be living inside an idiot.

A pair of headlights turned into the
block drifted him. He
moved along the building 1o a doorway.
The car ran dead silently in the dark
street, a cardboard cutout pulled by
strings, with two cop-faces in a bright
green dashboard light, staring straight
ahead. I didnt do it, he said. The butler
did it. Did whar? Whatever it was he
might have done since—he looked at his
watch, 1t was 1:20—since, let me think,
since about 10. About 10, because he had
left Beny at 8 to go to The Hole, and he
remembered when he'd left The Hole
because the 10-0'clock news was on the
black litde radio on the back bar. Then
he'd made it to Pete Masconi’s flat,
where the party was; he remembered
going up the two flights of stairs, and he
remembered Pete coming to the door,
and he remembered a redhead with a
drink in her hand looking over Pete's
shoulder at him. She was nude
wasn't she? Yes, or had that been later?
At any rate, he’d made it to Masconi’s.
And of course Betty hadn’t been there,
he'd told her he couldn’t take her, and
told her why: it had been some good rea-
son but still she'd been hotly furious.
The reel of his memory ran out there.

and toward

fiction By KEN W. PURDY

He moved out of the doorway, turned
left and walked. It was a damned dark
street and the dark and jumbled build-
ings lining it told him nothing, but in
the fullness of time he saw a river.
Whether it was the East River or the
Hudson he couldn’t know and it didn’t
matter. He turned himself around and
went back the way he'd come. He told
himself, with elaborate patience, that
now he must come to an avenue, and on
the avenue there would be a taxi, and
that was how it turned out.

He had taken the key off the ring in
the cab. and now he held it carefully in
his right hand and guided it into the
hole with his left, smoothly, noiselessly.
There was no light in the apartment. He
pulled out of his shoes and made the lit-
tle distance to the living-room archway.
The bed was down. He closed his eyes
and waited 30 seconds or so and looked
again. Yes, just onc rounded shape un-
der the covers. He undressed in the bath-
room and he slid into the empty side
of the bed, slowly, most carefully. He
could hear her breathing, but she made
no other sound. He lay on his back. He
let a deep breath whistle softly out of
him. My God, he said, I made it. I'm
safe. He listened. The slow breathing
beside him, the hum of the little refriger-
ator, outside the mad soft howl of the
nighttime city, and that was all. His iden-
tity flowed back into him like new
blood. He knew who he was and where
he was. Courage rose in him. I'm still
drunk, he said, but at least now I know
where 1 am. Slowly, he moved his left
foot until it touched her. He waited. He
flexed his knee, and pressed that leg
against hers. She stirred and sighed.

“Hi,"” he said.

She didn’t answer, but her left arm
came from under the warm covers and
up his arm to his shoulder. He turned
on his side and reached for her. She
moved to him.

“I'm sorry about tonight,” he smd. "1
know how mad it made you.” She didn’t
answer.

All right, he thought. That’s OK. He
leaned gently on the far arch of her hip

until she was flat on the bed again. He
went into her. She sighed again, and
held him, and moved against him gently
three or four times. Her left arm
reached out, he heard her hand brush
the table. a glass tinkled, the light went
on. She looked up at him. The whole
room swung, he felt his brain bulge in
his skull. He had never seen her before.
She smiled, a preuy girl, a strong face, a
big generous-looking mouth, her lips
just open, her cyes slitted against the
light.

“I don't think we've met,” she said.

His heart raced. The blood surged
into his head, his [ace burned with it.
The girl was holding him tightly, laugh-
ing. laughing, laughing. Everything was
clear enough: wrong building, wrong
apartment, wrong city, wrong coumniry,
wrong world; he looked io the doorway,
in which he knew a man must instantly
appear, he would be eight feet tall and
four feet wide, he would have seven
wedding rings on his left hand and a
bloody ax in his right. He tried to pull
away from the girl, but her arms and her
legs were strong and locked around him.

“Who are you?” he heard someonc
whisper. “And who am I?”

“I'm a friend of a friend of yours,” she
said. “And I know who you are: you're a
friend of a friend of mine. Your friend,
and mine, is in my apartment, not alone,
and I'm in hers, not alone. You see?”

He nodded.

“You can kiss me again now,” he said.
“The joke part is over.”

In the morning, when Bety came,
they were making love again and laugh-
ing. Each forgave the other two, cal-
lousnesses,  drunkennesses, infidelities,
frights, all were forgiven, and for a long
time after that, for a year nearly, they
lived together in contentment. They
laughed a lot.

“Who are you?” one would ask, and
the others would say in unison, loudly or
sofuly as it chanced, “I am a [riend of a
friend of yours.”
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neiman captures the salty air of a

All hands are tensed and on the alert as the close-hauled boats maneuver within inches of one another. Those that succeed in jockeying
for preferred slots will cross the starting line at full speed—and with maximum advantage—ijust at the moment the starting gun booms out,
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brecze-swept mediterranean yacht race
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man at his leisure

THE GIRAGLIA YACHT RACE, an annual
regatta running 243 whirlwind miles from San
Remo, Italy, to Toulon, France (and vice
versa during aliernate years), is the nautical
apogee of the summer for the Riviera set
Following a round of on-shore parties, as
many as 80 skippers [rom a variety ol nations
point their yachts at the tiny island of Giraglia
(off the northern tip of Corsica), cirdle it, and
race for their wrophy. “The Giraglia is alwavs
up for grabs, with no favorites,” observed artist
LeRoy Neiman from his vantage point aboard
an ltlian hshing boat in the speaator fleet.
“Anvthing can happen because of the vagaries
of the wind, with strong mistrals blowing up
to 100 kilometers an hour. One vear, 35
percent of the entries had to abandon the
competition and rewurn.” Augmenting his ap-
preciation of the sight of sun-dappled Medi-
terrancan waters and of colorful pennants and
burgees was the elearic atmosphere of pre-
race excitement. Neiman noted: “What could
be more enjoyable than to see the start with
all its pageantry, enjoy a cool drink, then hop into your car for a leisurely drive 1o
Toulon for the finish, with stops at palmy spas like Monte Carlo. Nice. Juan-
les-Pins, Antibes, Cannes and St-Tropezz This puts you in a perfect frame of
mind for the thrilling moments of the finish watched from Fort Saint Louis.™

Top right: A husky member of the foredeck crew helps sway up a running backstay. Above: With a stiff breeze and fost-ebbing tide
going in opposite directions, the Midi waters kick up a wicked sea. This makes for dusty going, which tries the mettle of men and ships.
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Ribald Classic

th e sheet Of lOU@ from Kalilah wa-Dignah by Abdullah ben Almocaffa

T A DA
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Mindful of his new-found vigor, she went {o him—and again the cloak worked its magic.

AGES PAST IN ArABY there dwelt a merchant who took to wife a lady so fair that his next-door
neighbor, a painter, loved her beyond the bounds of neighborliness.

It came to pass that on a certain night, her husband being absent, they [rolicked in the
garden, and the lady said: “Devise, I pray, some sign or signal by which I may acquaint
mysell of your coming into this garden. This done, I could haste to meet you without your
calling, which is dangerous.”

The painter pondered this deeply and replied: “So be it. I shall paint pictures on a
white sheet so that it will resemble no other picce of linen. When you see one walking in
the shadows draped in the sheet, that one will be none other than myself, and you can come
to me. Such will be the signal of love betwixt us.”

Alas, since even Allah sleeps and evil prevails, one of the lady’s menservants overheard
this parley and hoarded the secret in his heart. A few nights after the sheet had been painted
and wied and proven, the servant betook himself in secret o the maidservant of the painter,
who was his Iriend, and said: “That painted sheet of thy master—I would borrow it for the
evening, and belore he returns, 1 will return it to thee.”

“Thy command is my delight,” said the maidservant, nor did she question him as to the
reason for the loan. And thit same night he robed himsell i the sheet and stwrolled in the
moonlit garden until the merchant’s wife espied him and made haste to be at his side, but si-
lently. Nor did the manservant in the sheet utter a word lest he be overheard. And in the dark-

ness he and the lady secured the felicity they sought, and the merchant’s wife returned to her
bed somewhat surprised at her lover's unaccustomed vigor and virility.

Allah sull nodded, [or later that same night the painter returned home and felt a longing
to spend an hour of bliss with his sweetheart. Wrapped in the sheet, long since returned by
the manservant, he made enwrance into the garden where the lady soon saw him, for she was
restless and was gazing from a window. Mindlul of his new-found vigor, she quickly went to
him, and again in the dark garden the sheet of love worked its magic.

But as the painter folded his sheet and made ready to seck the confines of his house. the
merchant’s wile laughed and said: “How was it 1onight, my love, that you wrod the path of de-
light once and then again? Mayhap we wead it thrice another night.”

The painter in his wisdom answered not and withdrew in haste, and that might was the
last that he walked in the moonlight draped in the sheet of love. That device had indeed, at
least for him, outlived its purpose.

—Retold by J. A. Gato n
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tkp aberrant eroticism of the german moviemakers to the far-out, phantasmagorical creations of the french surrealists

BACK IN SILENT DAYS, American audiences were exposed to far more loreign movies than they are today. For one thing, there were no
language barriers. Distributors merely inserted English subtitles to replace the original French, German or Italian, and advertised an
“all-star cast” 1o obscure the [act that nobody in the film had ever been heard ol before. Nor did such pictures play in tiny, tony art
houses; on the contrary, the better ones opened in the largest theaters on Broadway, and a great many more found their way into
the neighborhoods. As a result, the American moviegoer of the Twenties was quite unconsciously the recipient of two distinct and
often conflicting screen moralities—Europe’s and Hollywood's. With ever-increasing domination of the Hays Office over the home-
grown product, it's small wonder that critics and intellectuals of the cra, not to mention the public, found greater challenge and stim-
ulation in those pictures that came from abroad.

Undoubtedly, they were correct. No American firm, for example, could possibly have produced The Cabinet of Dr. Caligari,
the first of many films that established the German studios as the most creative in the world during the early Twenties. (Admittedly,
Caligari was not the first to arrive here from Germany; but because of the recent hostilities. many German filims had slipped into the
country in the guise of “Swedish” or “Scandinavian” imports.) Superficially, Caligari is the story of a series of grisly murders that break
out in a small town in Germany, murders that the police are unable to solve. When his best [riend also becomes a victim, Francis, the
hero, takes matters into his own hands. Suspecting that the criminal is a fairground charlatin named Caligari, who displays for the
delectation of the crowds a wraithlike male somnambulist named Cesare, the young man spies on the doctor and his “cabinet,” in

A HARD DAY’S NIGHT: In ““The Loves of Casanova” (above), produced in France and Italy by a group of expatriale Russian moviemakers
114 in 1927, the legendary Latin lover (portrayed by matinee idol Tvan Mosjoukine) wearily surveys the aftermath of an evening's arduous ardor.



THE BITCH GODDESS: Leggy Marlene Dietrich (above) erolically embodies DOURBRLE PLAY: Hollywood’s sloe-eyed Louise Brooks

a cold-blooded new breed of cinematic femme falale as the siren Lola Lola, a seduc- (above) starred for German director G. W. Pabst in “Pan-
tive nighl-club singer who lures a lust-struck professor ( played by Emil Junnings) dora’s Box™" as an amoral vamp who dispenses her favors no
to his doom in “The Blue Angel,” Germany's first talking picture, released in 1929. less freely to a portly publisher than to his virile son, off screen.

RUSSIAN UNDRESSING: [lalian film makers dodged government censorial restrictions by disguising nudily as anti-Communist propaganda
in “The Last Czars' (below), a 1928 pothoiler directed by Baldassare Negroni, in which a pair of bearded Bolsheviks reap the spoils of revolution.




SEXUAL SURREALISM: “Un Chien Andalou,” the Salva-
dor Dali- Luis Bunuel 1929 classie, included a still-controversial
sequence (below) in which a man, lilillaled by the sight of an
auto accident, fondles a woman's breast through her dress, which
disappears, baring her bosom—uwhich becomes her bullocks.

EROTIC AUTOMATION: While filming his marathon superepic **Melrop-
olis” in 1926, the great German director Fritz Lang (below) shows an actor
how to manhandle the helpless heroine (Brigitte Helm), whose likeness
is transferred (center) to the melal body of a robot, which ¢ : to life
(botlom) before its crealor and his sponsor, a power-mad industrialist.




which Cesare is supposedly sleeping. But even while
Francis and the police waich Caligari, Cesare is at-
tempting to knife Jane, Francis' fiancée, in her bed.
Changing his mind, he abducts her instead, carrying
the girl over angular rooftops and shadowy paths
until killed by his pursuers. Caligari himsell, learning
ol the death, escapes to an insane asylum, with Francis
lollowing after. The audicnce soon learns that Cali-
gari is in fact the head of the asylum, that Francis is
one of his charges—and so are Cesare and Jane.

For its 1ime, the picture exuded an impressive pro-
fundity. Madness had been rellected on the screen
before, to be sure. In Caligari, however, one actually
saw the world through the eyes of a madman—
Francis—a world that Sigmund Freud was just be-
ginmng to penetrate and explain. Moreover, the
film was acted in the exaggerated stvle of the German
expressionist theater, while its decor seemed related
to the then-emerging designs of the Cubist painters,
Obviously, The Cabinet of Dr. Calizari was art.

Although Sieglried Kracauer, author of the defini-
tive hislm}' of the German film, From Caligari io
Hitler, has discovered all sorts of sinister sociological
implications in the (lm, for sophisticatcd minds
there lurked in it even more sinister sexual overtones.

Clearly, what the film has shown is Francis' [an-
tasy. But just before the picture ends, we are re-
turned to reality. There is a shot of a very slender
and ascetic Cesare delicately toving with a flower;
and this is [ollowed by a shot of Jane, alone in a
white flowing dress. Now the story behind the story
begins to fiv together. If Cesare is still alive—after
appearing to have been Killed by his pursuers—then
Francis must have fantasized his death. But why?
The only reasonable explanation seems to be that
Francis is wildly jealous of Cesare’s imagined love
for Jane. And yet, when we see Cesare at the end of
the film, not only is he paying no auention whatso-
ever to Jane, but he actually appears 1o be the kind of
young man who wouldn’t be interested in any girl.
Since Caligari himsell is shown throughout as an
archetypical representation of the hated, authoritarian
father image, and the whole [antastic episode is
triggered by the death of Francis' best friend, it is
possible that—perhaps unconsciously—beneath the
surlace ol their film, the authors are telling another
story altogether, a story with homosexual implica-
tions. In any case, there is no escaping what one
critic has termed its “dark neurotic tone,” the morbid
[ascination with sick and twisted minds that sulluses
its every image. Caligari has long been hailed as a
hlm that broke new paths for the cinema. One of

OVEREXPOSURE: The lavish Italian remake of “Quo
Vadis?' in 1924 abandoned all pretense to piely in a
bid for box-office bounty. When the film flopped, despile
such orgy scenes as the one (right) in which a girl’s loga is
tugged off by @ rapacious Roman, il became clear that
sereen gex for ils own sake no longer guaranieed success.
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SATANIC SABBATS: Replele with graphic scenes of fetishism, nudity, unholy rites and macabre, Bergm;umsqw symbols of death and
demonology, the Swedish-made “‘Witchcraft Through the Ages” (above) was banned from public showings almost everywhere in the world.

A FAMILY AFFAIR: Italy's “Bealrice Cenci” (1926) was an eye-filling melodrama of incestuous love between a lascivions nobleman (zeen
top right divesting a loyal subject of her inhibitions) and his enlicing daughier (shown opposite). The picture was never shown in the U. S.

these paths led to an intense absorption with the depiction of perverse and abnormal personalities,

Never has the screen been more thoroughly pervaded with the darker side of the human soul than in those films that came
from Germany throughout the Twenties. Caligari, Count Dracula, the Golem, Ivan the Terrible, Jack the Ripper, the mad hn-
ancier Mabuse, the mad scientist Rotwang—these were the creatures who populated major productions from Berlin’s superb-
ly equipped Ufa studios, monsters who tortured and tormented with all the enthusiasm and ingenuity of a Marquis de Sade.
In such hlms as Nosferatu, Waxwaorks, Dr. Mabuse, and practically all the later silents by G. W. Pabst, abnormality was the
norm. Vampirism, fetishism, flagellation and perversion in all its forms crowded the scenes of the higgest and most popular
German films, catering to—and also reflecting—the tastes of what was probably the most thoroughly demoralized and dissolute
nation in all of post-War Europe. And Berlin, notoriously the center of this corruption, was also the center of film production.

Even before the War had ended, a few of the German producers had begun turning out what were [rankly sex films,
blatantly prurient in both content and intent. Under the sponsorship of the Socicty for Combating Venereal Diseases, Rich-
ard Oswald directed a vivid dramatization of the woes of the syphilitic, depicting as a mater of course the sources ol inlec-
tion. His Let There Be Light (Es werde Licht) was so successful that Oswald continued his enlightenment through three more
cpisodes, with an appendix titled Prostitution for good measure. In 1918, the august Emil Jannings lent his presence 1o Ger-
minating Life (Keimendes Leben), also on the subject of sex hygiene—this one bearing a scal of approval from an important
medical ollicer in the government, Dr. Paul Meissner. Without question, these high-sounding sponsorships were obtained for






PLAYBOY

the sole purposc of geuing the films past
Imperial Germany’s official censor board,
for as soon as the War was over and the
new Council of People’s Representatives
abolished all forms of censor control, the
number and variety of sex hlms increased
cnormously—but now without the shght-
est pretense ol official or scientihic sanc-
tion. Their mask of moral uplilt
abandoned, the producers turned with
unabashed enthusiasm 1o the sk of
depicting debauchery in all its forms and
guises on the screen.

In many instances, the titles were seli-
explanatory:  The Seducer (Die Ver-
fithrten), Free Love (Freie Liebe), Hyenas
of Lust (Hydanen der Lust), Demi-Monde
(Halbwelt), Miss Mother (Fraulein Mut-
ter), Paradise of the Prostitutes (Das
Paradeis Der Dirnen), and many more.
In these, nudity was incidental wo the
graphic delincation of fHeshly pleasures
and excesses. The camera lingered upon
scenes ol seduction like a hot-cyed voyeur,
panting over every detail of amorous
play preceding the moment of triumph,
at which point there was generally a
reluctant fade-out. In the numerous films
[eaturing prostitution, the ladics lelt no
doubt as to their profession, exhibiting
their wares promptly, provocatively and
repeatedly.  Homosexuality  was, quite
openly, the theme of films like 4 Man's
Girthood (Aus eines Mannes AMdidchen-
jahven); transvestitism was the subject
ol Prince von Pappenheim (Der Fiirst
von Pappenheim); while in Opium, the
drug was held responsible for every con-
ceivable form ol eroticism and perver
sion. The Steinach Film, prepared with
the authorization of the noted Austrian
surgeon, presented on celluloid his ex-
periments in the sexual rejuvenation of
animals and man. It included not only
shots of the sexual organs, but also
ol copulation—all in the interests ol
science, ol course,

Sinece the motion picture often acts s a
seismograph for changes in sociery’s mor-
al climate and social conventions, the
emergence ol these conspicuously  sex-
oriented films in Germany at the end of
World War One is not particularly
strange. What places them apart from
Glms made anywhere else in the world at
that ume, however, is their morbid ab-
sorption with pathological sex—sex not
as an alhrmation of life, but as a crippler
and  destroyer. Sympromatically, many
were presented as dire warnings to adoles-
cents of both sexes, swressing the dangers
rather than the delights ol sensual gratifi-
cation—a particularly profitable way to
have your cake and cat it, too. In any
case, these pictures were notably success-
ful for a year or two, despite the mount-
ing protests from every shade of German
opinion Irom the Socialist Party to the
Boy Scouts. And no doubt they were a
major consideration when, in May of
1920, the Nauonal Assembly of the in-

120 [ant Weimar Republic voted a [ull return

to state censorship of motion pictures.

Surprisingly, however, the German
censors seemed remarkably unconcerned
with the morality of their movies, center-
ing their attention instead on films that
were inany way politically suspect—a
prictice that was maintained, with some
shilt ol emphasis, throughout the Hit-
lerian era. As a result. not only was
there considerable nudity on the Ger-
man screen, but also considerable lati-
tude in depicting relations between the
sexes—the greater “realism” that eritics
are fond ol relerring to when making
comparisons between LEuropean pictures
and our own. In the original German ver-
sion of Variety, for example—a film that
enjoyed enormous success in this country
in the middle Twenties—Emil Jannings
1s seen as a man who abandons his wile
and child and gives up his carnival side
show when he falls under the spell ol
Lva de Puui, a sexy wapeze performer
who later betrays him with another man.
Jannings goes 1o jail for the murder of
her lover. When the film was prepared
lor American distribution, however, the
abandoned wife was edited out and the
titles were rewritten to sugeest that the
aerialist was Jannings' wile insiead of his
mistress, thus creating a situation at once
more conventional and more readily con-
doned by the average audience.

Despite such  alterations, critics and
audiences alike sensed the advent of a
more human, more psychologically valid
form of cinema in the sumptuouns pro-
ductions that issued [rom the German
studios in such awesome profusion dur-
ing the early Twentics, First to catch the
public’s eve and Tancy was a long, elabo-
rate serics of films that “humanized”
history by concentrating on the sex lives
{usually unsavory) of historical hgures. In
Deception, a typical example ol this “hu-
manizing,” Emil Jannings as Henry VIIT
plays hide-and-scek with the ladies of
his court through the hedges of a [ormal
garden, then ardently massages their bos-
oms when he catches up with them.

Throughout the Twenues, the Ger-
man studios continued o produce ul-
lating superepics—chiel among them be-
ing The Loves of Pharaoh (Das Weib des
Pharao), the wwo-part Nibelungen and
Metropolis. In Metropolis, Fritz Lang's
protracted glimpse into the world of the
future, a scientist creates a robot woman
in the image of the leader of the workers;
unlike most movie ventures of this sort,
she emerges [rom the west tube otally en
déshabillé. Perhaps the most {amous of
the Ula Kulturfilme, a long series of
science-oriented educational pictures pro-
duced for theatrical exhibition, was Ways
to Health and Beauly (Wege zu Kraft
und Schonheit), a feawure-length docu-
mentary that sang the praises of sports
and calisthenics in elaborately staged re-
creations of Roman baths and ancient
Greck gymnasiums, Although the screen
was crowded with naked youths and

maidens leaping, running, dancing and
Just posing, film historian Siegfried Kra-
cauer reports that “the bodily beauties
[were] so massed wogether that they al-
lected one neither sensually nor aestheti-
cally.”

On the other hand, the morbid strain
in the German soul, adumbrated by
Caligari, found expression in a long
series of pictures that linked sex unmis-
takably with sadism, torture and death.
In Fanina, the daughter of a feudal lord
learns that her father has jailed her lov-
er, the leader of an aborted uprising. On
her pleading, the father releases the
young man and agrees 1o their wedding,
then whimsically orders him hanged dur-
ing the ceremony. With Vanina looking
on, the execution is carried out, where-
upon she dies as well—on the spot, of a
broken heart—as  the  sadistic  tyrant
cackles over his macabre joke on the two
lovers.

This atmosphere of sinister sexuality
reached its apogee in Waxworks (Das
Wachsfigurenkabineit), which impreg-
nated cach ol its three episodes with the
mounting horror of lusts unbridied. The
opening sequence is a disarming  bur-
lesque  in which  Harun  al-Rashid,
played by the ubiquitous Emil Jannings
under an enormous turban, uses his posi-
tion to seduce a baker’s wile and 1o cut
off the head of anyone who happens o
displease him. As one critic noted of this
dubious comedic romp. it was a bit like
“trving  hard  to  laugh  boisterously
around a sickbed.” What [ollows is sicker
by far. In the sccond episode, Harun's
tongue-in-check seductions give way to
Ivan the Terrible forcing himsell upon
the bride of one of his courtiers on ‘their
wedding night, and gleclully devising
the most ingenious torments for the pris-
oners in his torture chambers below un-
til madness overtakes him.

These nighumares had their counter-
parts in the daily Life of Germany during
the first hectic years of the Weimar Re-
public. Political murders were common.
The tyrants behind the scenes of govern-
ment—including Hilder—were dispensing
justice as quixotically, and as cold-
bloodedly, as any of the celluloid mon-
sters on the screen. To the average
German, understandably, the world was
filled with intangible menace. Reflecting
this insecurity was a spate of hlms, begin
ning as early as 1920, that focused the
camera upon the anarchic sueet life of
a4 major city.

The plots of these so-called “street”
films were remarkably similar, invariably
depicting the adventures of an ordinary,
middle-class citizen alone in the cty at
night. Also invariably, they included sex
adventures—generally with a prostitute,
Prototype for this genre was a picture
titled, appropriately enough, The Street
(Die Strasse), written and  directed by
Karl Grune in 1923. In it, the somewhat

(continued on page 126)



"But when you went to
Spain, vou tried
bullfighting.... When
yvou went to
Switzerland, you tried o
mountain climbing....
When you went to..."




"Look, Charlie, I'm no
psychiatrist, but it seems to
me that if yvou want to function as
a man, you're going to have
to stop wearing women's
clothes, and walking and
talking funny, and dating
Buy¥S.... On the other
hand, if you want
to make it as a girl,
you're going to have
to shave off
that mustache !"




*Actually, we just use it for
carrying the groceries--but it
sure shakes everyone up!"

Above: A stronger in poradise, our outcost islonder ponders sfatus quo.

Below: Sketching Shel heors bold new solution to population explosion.

"Don't think I haven't made a real effort
to change the way I am...! I've gone to
straight parties....Il've tried dat-
ing girls,...I've tried going to bed
with them. I'm even seeing a psychi-
atrist twice a week, and he says
that while it would be a mistake to
become overly optimistic regarding
the eventual outcome of any such
case, after three or four years
of analysis, he
believes I may be
able to--hey--
there he is now!"




"The gay boys call us "rough trade'!
We're the ones they date....We're the ones

they buy presents for....And we're the
fég}s ones who always give them a hard time,
A who beat them up and steal their money..-.
"Well, I suppose ga So when I tell you
drawing cartoons for these fags are sick,

PLAYBOY isn’'t too bad....
It's the fellow who
has to photograph
all those naked girls
I feel sorry for!"

you can believe they're W
sick!"

"Gosh, Sally, imagine finding a

"I'd like to kick off great-looking girl like you
tonight's show with a medley in a place like this!...
of evergreens, including But what do you mean,
'Mad About the Boy,' 'Just My Bill,' you're in drag?!"® ’ AV
'He's Funny That Viay, ! = @~ ﬂa e
My Buddy A AP
and / I'{é\(@kl
'I Enjoy \ =2/
Being a Girl'...!" < e




"Hello, Mom, this is Betty....Yeah, I had a
nice trip, Mom....No, the motorcycle didn't
give me any trouble....Yes, Mom, I'm staying
with a girlfriend....No...I didn't take my
pink chiffon gown, because I don't have any
use for it here....Well, sure, Mom...sure
there are lots of nice Jewish boys around, but..."

Above: Shel extols virtues of heterosexuvality to skephicol couple.

"...I'm relaxing in my cottage yesterday after-
Below: Goy decever pouts provocotively for our omused cortoonist, noon, when the doorbell rings--and me--
thinking it's Philip, I run and put on my best
cologne, 1 put on my garter belt, I put on
my nylons and spike heels, I put on my black
negligee, I put on my wig and make-up, and 1
run to the window and peek out--and it's my
parents!! So I run back into the other room, I
wipe off my make-up, pull off my wig, slip
out of the negligee, kick off the heels, remove
the nylons and take off the garter belt--
put on a pair of blue jeans, a flannel shirt and
a pair of loafers,
and run back to the =
door--and they're ﬁ?leéx
gone! So I stroll 5kﬁf%§;
back into the other 6QJ3_ “\\
room, take off ¢
the blue jeans, ‘9£>
the shirt and the _//xx\f' %
loafers--put on ’ N
my garter /
belts.." A
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stufly hero is lured Irom his safe apart-
ment by the ranle-dazde of lights and
speeding cars outside his window. Once
on the street, a displav of nude paintings
an art store whets his appetite for an
illicit  romance. A sirectwalker  soon
obliges, leading him to a gaudy night club
where she is joined by her pimp and a
riend. In the course of the evening, they
pick up—and murder—a rich bumpkin
just arrived in the city, then make the
bourgeois appear to be the guilty party.
He is arrested and carted off to jail, at-
tempts suicide, and is released only alter
the real killer confesses. He staggers home
at dawn through empty streets: as his wile
silently sets his plate of warmed-over
soup before him, the implication is that
he has had enough adventuring to last
him a lifetime. Home is the only place
where he can find shelier [rom the mael-
strom outside.

This theme was reiterated 1 many
ways. In Husbands or Lovers? (Nju),
it s a married woman who leaves
her bourgeois home and husband (Jan-
nings again) to become the mistress of a
sexually stimulating stranger. In this in-
stance, however, when the adventure is
over and the lover suggests that she go
back to her hushand, the woman prefers
suicide. For some, the reluge ol the
home was no more auractive than the
chaos of the stwreets.

Perhaps the most realistic of all the
street films was The  Jovless  Street
(Die frendlose Gasse), which numbered
among its distinctions the appearance of
Greta Garbo in her first major role out-
sidle her native Sweden, and Marlene Die-
trich in 2 bit part. A lowkey study of
the social disintegration brought on by
inflation, it was direcied by Ausirian-
born G. W. Pabst, soon w become the
areatest of all German directors ol films
on sexual themes, if not, indeed, one of
the greatest in the world. In The Joyless
Street, he paraded the entire gamut of
Depression-bred  types:  war  profiteers
and black marketers, kept women and
prostitutes, and a middle class lorced to
choose between corruption and stirva-
tion. So lorthright was his treatment of
this moral upheaval that the film has
rarely been seen in its entirety; in coun-
try after country, the censors have made
their cuts—although rarely concurring
on just what should be climinated. Miss-
ing from the version shown in the
United States, for example, was all the
action centering on Asta Niclsen as a
prostitute who sends her lover to the gal-
lows: while the Italians cut out scenes of
Garbo being recruited lor a brothel by a
procuress—despite the fact that she was
saved Trom this late worse than death by
the intercession of a handsome young
American Red Cross officer.

Shortly after The Joyless Street, Pabst

126 joined forces with two of Sigmund
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Freud’s collaborators. Dr. Hanns Sachs
and Dr. Karl Abraham, to turn an aciual
psvchoanalytical  case  history  into  a
motton picture. Since German films—in-
cluding his own—had always been partic-
ularly rich in visual symbols, Pabst saw
in the dream imagery of the subcon-
scious an appropriate ¢xtension ol the
domain ol the camera. Secrets of a Soul
(Gehenmnisse einer Seele) was the hirst
serious attempt o demonstrate Freud's
methods on the sareen: and if the proc-
ess, in view of present-day knowledge
ol psvchiatric wreatment, scems ridicu-
lously oversimplified, it must also be
admitted that o date no one has remote-
ly rivaled the multilavered symbology
with which Pabst depicted the dreams
and  hallucinations ol his  tormented
hero. The man, a college professor, has
long been sexually impotent, but be-
comes acutely disturbed alter a dream in
which he attempts to cut his wife's
throat with a dagger—an act which he
comes close to duplicating in real life a
lew days later. Afraid now to even wuch
a knife, he seeks psychiatric help: and
the remainder of the film summarizes his
sessions on the couch, during which the
ordinary objects that surround him in
evervday lile—gates, ladders, bells, doors,
trains, knives—become transformed into
sexual symbols ol impotence and [rustra-
tion, virility and lecundity. To illustrate
the success of the Freudian method, the
flm ends with the professor proudly
dandling his newborn baby, as the sun
glows on distant mountain peaks.
More than any other director, Pabst
was aware of the alfective power of
things as svmbols, ol objeas charged
with emotionitl overtones while still ve-
taining their ordinary signihicance in the
context of a seene. In the final years of
the silent era. Pabst used this technique
to shape a series of flms that remain
unique in their revelation of croticism
and their awareness ol sexual appetites.
The opening of The Love of Jeanne Ney
(Die Liebe der Jeanne Ney) is masterly in
this regard. To establish clearly the sca-
brous character ol the Russian spy Khali-
bicv, the camera silently surveys his filthy
room—empty liquor botiles, overflowing
ashtrays and, tacked to the walls, nude
pictures torn lrom magazines. No more
need be said: and it comes as no surprise
when later, as Khalibiev proposes to the
blind daughter of a well-to-do business-
man, he is simultancously  pawing  at
Jeanne Ney. His insidious brand of
symbolism is scen again toward the end
of the film when, in preparavon for
raping Jeanne in a railway compart-
ment.,  Khalibiev  slowly,  suggestively,
opens his tic. A master realist as well,
Pabst staged another sequence for the
picture, an orgy, by simply hiring a
hundred or so White Russian olhcers,
plying them with vodka and women,

and filming the uninhibited results.

Pabst went on from here to create a
trio ol hlms—Crisis (Abwege), Pandora’s
Box (Die Biichse der Pandora) and Di-
ary of a Lost One (Tagebuch einer Ver-
loreneny—centered  wholly  upen  the
sexual drives of their neurotic hercines.
Lulu, the heroine of Frank Wedckind's
two plavs on which Pandora’s Box was
based. was in the words ol one commen-
tator “a forthright and ecarthy vampire
who had o have the innocence ol a
child in her lace, the nstincts of a black
widow spider and the beauty of Semira-
mis.” If patent-leathery Louise Brooks
filled the bill—and she did—it was be-
cause her director knew how o articu-
late her every smile, gestne, movement
or maoue of pewlance into his over-all
pattern  of deadly erouc [ascination.
Both Lulu and Thyvmian (the “lost one™)
were innocents: their hold over men was
not calculated—but neither were they
concerned when, alter they had drained
them of both their riches and their vital-
ity, they left behind a shauered hulk.
Amoral, driven by an insatiable hunger
for sexual experiences ol every sort, both
women seem to pass through life un-
scathed—at least unul. in Pandora’s Box,
Lulu meets an almost inevitable fate at
the hands of the sex murderer Jack the
Ripper. Briginte Helm, the woman in
Crises, was lar less mnocent, but no less
driven by her appetites. Bored with her
wealthy husband, she sets ol on a round
ol cheap aflairs and premeditated  de-
bauchery.

The women Pabst depicted, motivated
by their sexual needs of the moment,
found lasting incarnation in Marlene
Diewrich’s flaunung and lorthright Lola
Lola, the heroine of The Blue Angel
(Der blaue Engel). The first of the Ger-
man sound hlms (albeit directed by an
American, Joseph von  Sternberg), it
raced the degradation of a middle-aged
professor (Jannings again) caught in the
cobweb of a beautiful but predatory cab-
aret entertainer. Why does this eminent-
ly desivable woman give hersell 1o the
stuffy but respected Dokfor? Simply be-
cause, for her, he represents a new kind
ol sexual experience, an  interesting
change from the adoring youths and
blas¢ night-club performers who habit-
ually cluster about her. And why, later,
does she marry him? Obviously, for no
reason other than the status of his po-
sition. But when, beciuse of this mar-
riage, the professor is dismissed from the
school, Lola Lola promptly reduces him
to her menial and resumes her aflairs
with other men. The crowning indignity
comes as the troupe returns o the pro-
fessor's home town. Dressed in a clown's
costume, an  outsized collar (lralpul
around his neck, his “act” 1s to crow
like a rooster while a magician breaks
cgus against his brow.

Il this willlul degradation of the male
is just a bit reminiscent of Theda Bara
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“Ours is an inleresting story . ..”




in 4 Fool There Was, of the vamp as
femme fatale, there is one significant
difference. The vamp actively and delib-
erately exerted her charms 1o lure men
1o their destruction; while no small part
of the auraction of these latter-day si-
rens was their otal unconcern as to
whether they were loved or not. As Die-
trich sings m The Blue Angel, noncha-
Lamly displaying her gorgeous legs:

“Men cluster to me
Like moths around a flame,
And if theiv wings burn

I know I'm not to blame . ..

"

Nor is she. In The Blue Angel, she goes
no further than 1o peel off a black stock
ing or to expose a naked shoulder. The
desire s in the men; and when that de-
sire no longer excites her own, it is time
for her 1o move on o someone ¢lse who
will. Perhaps these wanton women of
the German hlm at the cdose of the
Twenties bear some resemblance 1o the
lemmes latales of earlier years in that
they, oo, leave behind a wrail of human
wreckage, But it is worth noting that by
the cind ol the decade, the lemme fatale
had  complewely disappeared rom  the
German screen—and in her place, ri-
umphant, swod the wanton woman.
- - -

Films llourished in Germany through-
out the Twenties because, beginning
with the War vears, thev enjoved the
support and subsidy of the German gov-
crument. Elsewhere in Europe, movie-
makers were not so lortunate. World
War One had literally devastated the in-
dustry, creating a shambles that ook the
better part ol a decade o0 clear away.
Among the Allied nations, studios had
closed down for lack of heat and power.
The War over, the Americans pressed
their  advantage, buyving  inwo  theater
chains and potentially competitive stu-
dios and, above all. buying up whatever
Ewopein talent reared its lovely head.
Revolution in Russia brought the hilms
ol that nation under the control of the
Conmissiniae for Educition and Propa-
ganda; and its direaors did liule more
than reierate the righiness of the Com-
munist ciuse in oa series of propaganda
pictures that were technically advanced.
morally pure and deadly dull. The new
Sovier hero would  rather  atack  the
Winter Palace than molest a lemale.

The rise ol lascism i Taly had ns
own curiously puritanical  clfect upon
Italian hlm makers—except where they
could exhibit nudity under the guse ol
historicity, as in the popular Maciste
movies and in the Garganuan Queo a-
dis?, coproduced with Germany in 1924,
Shorily after the War, however, film
makers in England sought 10 regain au-
diences with a series of blatantly sexy
pictures. The Honey Pot, for example,
purporting to be a story of theatrical
life, featured a theater manager who was

little more than a procurer of men for
the women of his company, who were all
too willing to be procured for. “The
stage door of the Diadem Theater,” read
one of its subtitles, “where voices and
figures are bought and virtue is sold.”
The film was called in by the censors, as
were The Door That Has No Key. Love
Maggie. Tell Your Children, and the
[ew others produced in a similar vein.
Harassed by censorship and economics,
film activity in England remained negli-
gible in quantity and quality through-
out the Twenties.

But not in France. Although alter the
War the French industry was so thor-
oughly demoralized that Charles Pathe,
the leading  producer. was forced 1o
sell his swudios and equipment, a new
clement had entered the scene. The
voung French aesthetes—writers, poets,
painters—had  suddenly discovered the
cinema. Throughout the War years, these
avantgardists. under the leadership of
critic Louis Delluc, had written essays,
criticisms and even cinépocmes 1o pub-
licize their enthusiasm lor the new "t
form.” Now, the War over and studios
up for grabs. would-be producers were
willing 10 gamble on anyone with a script
and the conviction to see it through lor
little or no monev. Film theoreucians
suddenly became film makers.

For their models they chose American
and Scandinavian pictures in preference
to the mannered, theatrical style ol their
own film d’art nadition. They prelerred
their more realisuic themes and seitings,
their use of nature and the out-ol-doors
—Dbut, Delluc added, “the French cinema
must be French.” As much out ol theory
as out ol cconomic necessity, they G-
ried their cameras ino the Paris sureets
and  the French  countryside. to  the
Marseilles waterfront and  the Rhone
valley. Their pictures were populated
with sailors, working-class wypes. and
that most durable of French literary in-
ventions, the goodhearted  prostitute.
And while ther plots were frequently
little more than an excuse for visual
ctfects. somehow not only the effecis but
the characters and the stories themselves
still smacked ol literature. In one hlm,
for example, a charming seducer hands a
rose¢ 0 his victim: a close-up reveals a
black caterpillar inching along its stem.

Typical of the period was Delluc’s
own Fever (Fievre), a purposciul attempt
to capture the ammosphere of a water-
front bar. A group ol sailors swagger in,
just returned from a cruise to exotic
lands. One ol them has brought home
an Oviental wile (or at least an Orviental
girl—the Qilm makes no positive iden-
tilication). The room grows wense as the
bar's hard-Liced proprietress makes a
play for the sailor. A fight breaks out. a
man is killed. and as gendarmes clear the
saloon, the Oriental, who has remained
mmpassively  curled up in a  corner

throughout, cauuously reaches for a
llower on the counter, only to discover
that it is artificial. The emire film has
the feeling of being a symbol, and a
somewhat literary symbol at that: bu
Delluc’s real achievement lay in the in-
fusion of his sordid settings with the
[rank sexwality of sailors ashore after
weeks of enforced celibacy, and the cold
jealousy of the woman behind the bar
toward the little Oriental girl.

While it was technique that interested
Dellue and his adherents o more than
story, the coment of many of their films
wis also breaking new ground for the
French cinema. As in Germany, studies
ol cveryday lile became  popular—al-
though, being French, the touch was
lighier and more provocative. In La Féle
Espagnole. for example. a woman is
loved by two wealthy, elderly men.
When forced 1o make a choice. she tells
them to fight it out between them: they
Kill each other, and she gailv dances off
with a vounger suttor. In Eldorado, the
mother of an illegitimate child  akes
weird revenge on her seducer. When
his own legitimate daughter is about o
be munrried to a wealthy  Lindowner
whom the father has selecied, the mother
locks the girl in a building overnight
with the voung painter she really loves.

From such themes and characters. it
was but a shore step o the flowering of the
TFrench film in the Jate Twenties, with
pictures like Jean Renoir's Nana and
Jacques Feyder's Thévése Raguin again
emphasizing the combination of atmos-
pheric settings and literary sources. Re-
noir, som ol the great lmpressionist
pamter, filmed Zolu's story ol an impe-
rious cocotte in a stvle reminiscent of his
father's canvases and  the  backstage
lithos of Toulouse-Lauuee, accenting
with youthlul zeal the woman's merciless
drive for absolute dominance over her
reunue of lovers. Memorable 1s a scene
in which a sedite nobleman humiliates
himsell at her whim, dancing and beg-
ging like a litde dog in rewwnrn for her
[avors. An atmosphere of  fin-de-siécle
croticism pervades the endire lilm. from
a torrid, sweaty cancan carly in the pic-
ture to the mterlude, as Nana hes dving
ol smallpox, when one ol her servants
plunges his hand inwo the bodice of her
matid and pulls forth a Lge and shapely
breast. Above all, there is the volupuu-
ous presence of Nana hersell, plaved by
Catherine  Hessling, whose  enormous
eyes and beestung lips set in a dead-
white [ace were Tully as disturbing to the
ordinary moviegoer as they were 10 the
wealthy nobles who flocked about her on
the screen.

In Thérvése Raquin, another of Zola's
“heroines” was simplihied in Feyder's
version to a woman motivated almost
solely by lust. Married to a sickly shop-
keeper, she takes a lover and together
they murder the husband. Later, alter
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they have set up light housckeeping in
the rooms behind the shop. the paralytic
mother of the murdered man contrives
to murder them. As a studv ol unsat-
ished sex, of the viciousness and sensual-
ity ol a passionate vet heartless woman,
Thévése  Raquin stands  remarkably
close 1o Pandora’s Box, with the dif
lerence that where Lulu poruaved the
depravity of the haut monde, Thévese
demonstrated that it could flourish juse
as luridly in the most bourgeois of
homes.

Feyder's next hlm. The New Gentle-
men (Les Nouwveanx Messieurs), was a
comedy that lightly satirized French pol-
itics—but it brought him head on with
the French censors. As in Germany. sex
was not the censors’ priniry concern:
nudity  was rampant on the French
screen inosuch  thoroughly  commercial
items as Casanova and i mnumerable
films that had the Paris inusic halls for a
background-—such as Josephine Baker's
Papitou. with its interminable parades
ol nudes & la Folies-Bergere. But The
New Gentlemen centered on a voung
union leader who rises in politics. be-
comes a member ol the French Parle-
ment, and acquires a ballerina as his
mistress. Formerly the mistress of a right
ist deputy. she continues 10 change
partners with the shilts in their political
lortunes. A particularly bright sequence
incdudes a vision ol a Parlement session
in which all the benches e occupied,
not by the ministers, but by the actresses
and ballerinas whom they are currently
keeping. This seems o have particularly
outraged the French censors, who hither
o had confined their activities 10 pro-
tecuing their nation against such sinisier
loreign inltuences as Potewmbin and Ten
Days That Shook the World. \When they
banned The New Gentlewmen outright,
Fevder lelt France lor Hollywood.

- - -

Along with the experiments thar Del-
luc and his disciples were carvving out in
the creation of the new French cinema,
there were two other important influences
that lefr their mark on the French him
ol the Twenties—the Loge colony of
Russtan énugres and Pans' own con-
siderable body of artists in residence.
The aristic world of Paris being par-
tcularly closely knit at this time, not
mlrequently the three spheres mer and
overlapped, with a resulung interchange
not only of ideas, but of personnel. In
1919, alier the Russian Revolution had
driven out of that country virtually its
entive motion-pictmre indusury, Paris be-
came the unofhicial headquarters for the
émigres—producers, divectors and, per-
haps most notably, the internaional fa-
vorite Ivan Mosjoukine. Mosjoukine, a
fine actor, was cut in the siyle of a Euro-
pean John Barrymore—handsome, swash-
romantic. In The Burning

buckling,

i.p Five (Le Brasier Ardent), which he di-

rected himself, he called upon all these
qualities to create a gallery of dream lov-
ers for a lonely woman; the ones she fa-
vors soon materialize in her waking life.
His greatest success, although certainly
not his greatest picture, came with Casa-
nova, the lawvish Franco-Ialian produc-
tion that made life in 18th Century Paris,
Moscow and Venice scem one long—
and somewhat boring—round of orgies.
As proworype of the artist-libertine, Casa
novii, Mosjoukine cut an elegant swath
through droves of damsels  (including
Camherine the Greaty who flung thems
selves, in varving  states ol undress,
around his aristocratic neck. In the end.
their very profusion worked against the
film’s deliberate attempt at eroticism. At
the conclusion ol one gigantic orey, Ca-
sanova lies i his splendid  tlied bed
surrounded by beter than a doren naked
beauties. Fully dressed and wigged him-
sell, he sures ghissily into space. Ob-
viously, one can have wo much of a
good thing.

Among the émigres, but very much his
own mitn, was a young violinist who de-
termined that he, too, would be a him
maker: Dmiri Kirsanov, Working lever-
ishly with whatever shim resources he
could lay his hands on, he served as a
spiritual link between the Russians and
the French avant-garde movement. Al-
though he belonged to neither group,
Menwidhmontant, his masterpiece, shares
many ol the characteristics ol the Delluc
school—but done with a force, a brio and
an originality unmatched by Delluc’s fit-
teratenys. The film begins with a hovrily-
g moniage as two young girls witness
the harcher murder ol their parents.
Moving 1o Parrs. they become nudinmettes
i an arubcial flower Lactory, Soon both
sisters huve been seduced by the same
young man, who is Later Killed in a knile
brawl over a prostitute. The younger sis-
ter. pregnant, goes o a hospital to have
her baby: when she s discharged, she
disconers that her older sister has be-
come a sucetwalker. The wwo girls, both
ol them hardened by experience, take in-
costunous comlore in each other. All of
this is set forth, without subutles, in
nursclowsly compressed. beautifully mm-
pressionistic  images  that sugeest  far
more than they actually ell. When the
voung man, for example, leads the older
sister 1o a cheap hotel, the camera re-
mains on the streec as they enter, then
swings up to a window just as the hight
mside goes on,

With so much imerest focused upon
the acsthetics ol cinema not merely by the
vouthtul cinéastes, but by scrious critics
and antellectuals as well, it was mevitble
that practitioners of the older, more
established arts would also want to inves-
igate the medium, even if only tentative-
lv. It was also incvitable that the hilins
they made would be the very antithesis
of anything wrned out by the commer-

cial studios. They formed a third circle.
ticd closely 1o such then-current  art
movements as Dadaism, Surrealism and
nonobjective painting; and their films
reflecied their common desive 1o disturb
and shock  the bourgeoisie. Sometimes
these were mere pranks, as when René
Clair in Entracte photographed Irom be-
low the vising and lalling tutn of a
graceful ballevina, then ran his camera
caressingly up the length of her body to
reveal that she was in faa a handsomely
bearded gentdeman. The American pho-
tographer Man Ray, working in Paris,
insevted into his fust ilm. The Return
to Reason (Le Retowr i la Raison),
along with flashing  glimpses ol pins,
needles and collar buitons, the negative
ol a luscious nude. In Starfish (Etoile de
Mer), in conscious parody of Hollywood
movies. Man Ray has a young man take
a girl 10 his room. When she has com-
pletely undressed and is holding out her
arms o him expectanty Irom the bed.
the voung man tips his hat politely and
says “Adiew” End ol scene.

But Surrcalism. appearing in the last
half of the Twenties, was no joking mat-
ter. Armed with a new awareness ol
Freud and the symbolisim ol dreams. the
Surrealists embraced the film mediom
with a special enthusiasm. In it they
realized. dreams ceuld be ranged and
photographed. and svmbolic  Linguage
could be used o tell what could not be
stated divectlv. While Germaine Dulac’s
The Seashell and the Clerayman (La Co-
quille ¢t le Cleygyman), the first ol the
Swrrealist efforts, suffered from an overly
explicit. overly literal transliion of sto-
ry clements into symbolic images, never-
theless its very simplicivy helped clarify
the wchnique. The film leads us into
the dremm world of - vepressed and im-
potent young priesi. harassed on the one
hand by such surrogate Lather fizures as
a general, a jailer and his supertor in the
order. and on the other hand by his
thoughis of a beamiful woman who
Maunes herself repeatedly before him, yet
constantly ¢ludes him. The symbols are
obvious: the  dergyman  filling  glass
phials with water. then dropping them
to the floor where they smash in slow
mouon: a hate drecam in which the [a-
ther-general’s head s splic down  the
middle through wick photography. And
at one point, symbohism s ihandoned
compleiely as the priese is shown mastur-
bating under his cassock. In the words of
a4 contemporary antic, it is a pseudo-
scientific statement. much more like 2
doctor’s ill than a poem.” Yetr hilmic
poctry was what these artists had in
mind.

Far more successful  artisticallv—in
deed. perhaps the most successful avant-
sarde film ever made—was the Salvador
Dali-Luis Bunuel Survealist nighimare,
An Andalusian Dog (Un Chien Anda-
lon), which plumbed the depths of the
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subconscious mind 1o dredge up images
at once compelling and  horrifving.
Although the him has no storv in any
conventional sense, 1t suggests the dichot-
omv between good and evil in every man,
with death the ulumme victor. Visions
of death recur: the death’shead pauern
of a moth; the shooting of a man in a
Corotlike forest who, as he dies, carcsses
with trembling hingers the naked back ol
a girl who materializes for an inswant,
then disappears: the hnal shot of two
lovers propped up dead and desiceated
in the burning sand. But more of the
images are disturbing for what they show
ol life. Dali’s recurrent image of putre-
[action—ants crawling from a hole in a
man’s hand—is seen twice in the film;
while the vision of a Lesbian toying with
a severed hand sews oft in the hero a
chain reacton of naked lust. Turning 1o
the woman he is sunding with, hands
cupped, he attacks her breasts. As she
shrinks away, he pursues her, backing
her against the wall unul he can fondle
her at will. Her dress magically disap-
pears and the breasts are exposed, but

they dissolve almost immediately inwo
her naked buttocks. The man conunues
his caresses, and in a close-up we see a
mixture of saliva and blood dribbling
from his mouth, his eves rolled back in
their sockets. At another point in his
pursuit of the woman, he struggles to-
ward her dragging alter him the svymbol-
ic accouterments ol organized society:
two grand pianos, cach draped with the
bleeding  carcass of a  donkey and,
hitched together by ropes. a brace of
clergymen and what seem o be the two
tablets of the Ten Commandments.

As a prelude o Un Chien Andalou,
Dali and Buiuel filmed a sequence in
which a young man (playved by Buiucl
himself) steps out onto a Paris balcony
and gazes calmly at the night sky; then,
as a thin cloud cuts across the full moon,
in extreme close-up, he takes a straight
razor and slishes an eveball of the girl
sharing the balcony with him. It is a hor-
rifving moment, but one lTullv consonant
with the purposes both ol the picture
and of the Surrealists. In as direct a met-
aphor as has ever been put on the screen,

“From now on yow'll be known as agent S.E.X.
I suppose you can guess what we expect of you?”

the public’s eye is opened to a new
kind of vision, a new interpretation of
beautv—and ugliness. But even as the
film appeared. the era lor aesthetes amd
acsthetics was rapidly drawing to a closc.
Germany's endemic depression was wid-
ening, soon to envelop the entire West-
ern world. Ugly clashes between  the
extreme right and the extreme lelt
spread from the political arena out into
the streets, ultimately affecting all areas
of life. The premicre ol the second Dali-
Bunuel collaboration, The Age of Gold
(I’Age d’'Or), for example, was halted
not because of its extravagant eroticism,
which included the extraordinary scene
in which two lovers, inflamed by the mu-
sic of Wagner's Tristan and Isolde, voll
in the gravel at a garden party, frantical-
Iv biting and chewing at each other un-
ul blood comes: and which finishes with
the woman, uterly Irustrated, sucking on
the toe of a marble statue. Tt was ended
by a riot fomented by the Action Fran-
caise, an extreme rightist group  that
objected 10 the film’s anticlerical and
antimonarchist implications.

But the hnal period to the entire
movement was set neither by politics nor
by aesthetics. By 1929, sound films had
arrived; and by the ¢nd of that year, no
one could doubt any longer that they
had come to stav. No more could a
young artist sct off with a camera and a
few thousand franes and make a picture.
Now, studios were a necessity—and with
them, all the costly paraphernalia of
sound recording and reproduction. Even
the smallest theaters were converting to
“talkies™; a silent picture could scarcely
be given awav. At this juncture, Jean
Cocteau, sturdiest of the Swrrealists,
elected 1o make his first film, producing
—with sound—his quasi-autobiographi-
cal The Blood of a Poet (Le Sang d'un
Poéte), filled with homosexual svmbols,
literary allusions and a maddening nar-
cissism. Instead ol a new beginning, it
proved to be a last gasp. By the time the
film appeared. the Thirties were already
upon us—and with them, a new urge lor
realism created by the wlkies, and de-
manded by audiences suddenly sobered
by the great Depression. “Art lor art's
sake” was no longer a tenable position
in the face ol bank f[atures and bread
lines. Now what the public wanted was
entertatnment—and, as Mae West was
shortly 10 observe, “Goodness had noth-
in’ to do with it.”

This is the fourth in a servies of arlicles
on “The History of Sex m Cinema.” In
the next installment, authors Knight
and Alpert dolly in for searching close-
ups of the legendary sex symbols, male
and female, who made the Twenties the
golden age of the silent screen: Garbo,
Valentino, Dietrich, Swanson, Gilbert,
Negri, Bow and Barrymore.
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Lk anti communist.

I rescued it from the trash can in or-
der 1o pass it on to you and show you
what Kind ol illiterates are trving to pass
judgment on “linvature” here in the
shadow ol Cape Kennedy.

Marshall Giller, President
Cape Canaveral Federal

Savings and Loan Association
Cocoa, Florida

A FULL MAN

It is so terribly hard to be a [ull man
down here in the South. Hatred and big-
ouy reign as gods here. Evervthing we
say in the way of wruth is immediately
branded as “Communist” by Carl MclIn-
tire, "Com-Symp™ by the local John
Birch Society, and “atheist” by the local
Baptist minister. It gets exuremely exas-
perating and sometimes it hurts, but 1
will continue my fight.

I also thank you for your leadership
in the area ol equality. I have long
fought for it, and it is heart-warming to
hear someone in  your position say,
“We're [or it, 100.”

Peter Lee
University of South Carolina
Columbi:, South Cuarolina

IVY LEAGUE MORALITY

As female products of a university en
vironment, Connie and T had analyzed
and attempted o apply many of the
precepts of  The  Playboy Philosophy
even before we read them in your publi-
cation. Mr. Helner's views have largely
coincided with owrs in most of the helds
he has discussed—religion, ethics and
morality included. However, since the
inception of the Philosophy as a major
lorce shaping the minds ol our society,
we have watched the results with disniay.
Basically, we have discovered that in the
area ol sexual relations. even the most
vocal of your proponents are incapable
ol putting vour Philosophy into practice.

It is true that most mature males can
understand  liberated femininity. How-
ever, one cannot equate understanding
with acceptance.

That moral codes have been broken
down, surreptitiously or overtly, is evi-
dent. As far as liberality can go. howey
er, we leel that mutual regard must be a
primary requisite lor potential  sexual
partners. I this vegard exists before the
act, why should it be dissolved by the
act? Respeat can be an immediate reac-
tion or one that develops with time. Sex-
wal desire can be gratified in a moment,
or it can be withheld as the situation
warrants. However, when a lipservice
Playboy Philosopher says the time is
now, who cin know untl the phone
doesn’t ring or there is no knock on the
door that he didn’t even belicve himsell?

INVER
HOUSéE

IMPORTED RARE SCOTCH

1009 BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY EIGHTY PROOF IMPORTED BY INVER HOUSE DISTILLERS, LTD . PHILA.
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What makes a potentially sincere indi-
vidual corrupt an honest relationship?

The Playboy Philosophy is in wide-
spread use—as a seript for a one-act play.

We used to go to parties and we'd
meet guys. Sometimes there were fire-
works, sometimes only a pale gleam. We
called it physical intensity, but I think
it was more spiritual than anything else.
Whatever it was, it commanded our
attention and our respect. They made us
[eel that we weren't alone. We enjoyed
them and we felt needed. And they were
all handsome. Bovs with Ivy League
bodies and sometimes even Ivy League
minds.

Comnnie met an Ivy League moralist
once. She said he was a hypocrite: To
the victor belong the spoils and who
wants garbage. But I think he spoke for
all of collegekind. What he said was a
truism: “For every battle there is a victo-
ry: [or every victory there is a loss.” For
the man—Ior the boy, rather—who is
looking for warmth, the words are the
weapon. The words are the means 1o his
end. And then? He never returns. He
and all the others who don’t return are
our loss.

I met a sweet boy once. T asked him to
love me without saying “love.” He was
sweet and he thought I wasn’t because 1
would not let him call it love. The
warmth of strong arms was more pre-
cious to me than a soft voice. I would
not listen to words. I wanted o give
with my body and hold with my heart. I
never saw the sweet boy again.

Connie met a violent boy once. “Give
all of yourself to me,” he said, “and I
will give you none of myself.” Once she
told him she loved him. I cannot toler-
ate weakness.” he said, and he lelt her.
Then he came back, and she loved him
once more. In his arms one night she
said she had found the strength 1o love
him no longer. After he made love to
her that night, he went away.

What is love? Cooperation, compas-
sion, coordination, communion. Then
what is sex?

And so it goes: Ivy League morality. If
we love we must sleep with a sword or a
wall or a mile between us. Without the
sword even [riendship is impossible.
Maybe it shouldn't be this way, but it is.

Gloria Thorne
Los Angeles, California

THE DURANTE PHILOSOPHY

Kudos for the forthright stand you've
taken in your Playboy Philosophy. Hav-
ing worked in a mental hospital for
nearly six years, 1 can testify that our sex-
ually repressive socicty has driven a good
many men and women insane. And I'd
hate to count the number of syphilitics
that I've shipped to the morgue, people
who'd be alive and healthy today if
they'd been exposed to even the barest
rudiments of sex education.

Being a normal male with healthy het-

crosexual instinets, I'm dismayed that
society’s laws consider me an immoral
blackguard for doing what comes natu-
rally. In the words of Jimmy Durante:
“"Why the hell don’t evervbody leave
everybody clse the hell alone:”

Brynn Sean Starbuck

Highland, California

FILET MIGNON AND HAMBURGER, TOO

My personal reaction when I first read
The Playboy Philosoply was one of pro-
found relief that somcone finally had
enough courage to speak some scnse
about taboo-ridden subjects.

When society imposes restrictions that
are not justified. then it is not only a
right but a duty to squawk loud and
long. And when society can tell me
when, where, how and 1o whom I may
make love, society is meddling where it
has no right 10 meddle!

Hefner advocates living life to the ful-
lest in every respect and enjoying the
process. If that is hedonism, then call me
a hedonist.

I told my husband even before we
were married that he could have as
many extracurricular activities as he
could handle. as long as he continued to
love me. After all, even a man who is
served filet mignon every night (and 1
am not so conceited as o class myself as
filet mignon) might like a taste of ham-
burger now and then. Nevertheless,
though he knows there is no objection,
he has not become a libertine. I think
many a man would do less “running
around” if everything were honest and
aboveboard. There seems 1o be a special
[ascination in the hidden and forbidden.

I am a very happily married woman. I
agree with The Playboy Philosophy in
almost every instance, for Helner is say-
ing things 1 have thought for vears.

My credo is very simple: Do what you
please, as long as you don't hurt other
people. My rights end where other peo-
ple’s begin, and vice versa. Fair enough?

Arda K. Romain
Minneapolis, Minnesota
Fair enough.

SAVING THE SEED

Il you love someone deeply, you will
care what happens to them for a life-
ume. Besides the other rewards of mar-
ried life such as having someone to come
home to, the sexual pleasures can be so
sausfying that one would not even think
of looking f[or sausfaction elsewhere.
The ideal married life is when a couple
makes each day like their wedding day,
when they were so much in love with
sich other, and each night like their
wedding night, when they enjoyed sex-
ual union. The only way it is possible
for a couple to enjoy sexual union every
morning and every night is by the prac
tice ol male continence. The theory of
male continence recogmizes that sexual

union in marriage has two purposes: re-
production and an expression of affec-
tion. These two functions are separate
from each other. When a husband and
wife want to have a baby, he discharges
his seed during sexual union. If they just
want to show their deep alfection for
each other, the husband does not dis-
charge his seed during sexual union. As
long as he does not waste his seed, both
husband and wife can enjoy sexual
union every morning and everv night. If
the hushand wastes his seed at each sex-
ual union. then they cannot enjoy it
every day. By living such an ideal mar-
ried sex life. a couple would never need
to look for sexual sauslaction outside of
nurriage.

Coleman Slezeki

Bayside, New York

That’s an ideal married sex life?

VIEW FROM INDIA

The early Christians lived in ancient
Rome. In that city, slaves of all ages and
both sexes were displayed naked for sale.
Children quite commonly went about
naked until they reached the age of 12.
In the arena, public sadism was carried
to the point of public murder for amuse-
ment. Whatever clse it may have been,
this hardly adds up to an atmosphere of
prudery.

In Jerusalem iwself, the accusation was
brought against the founder of Chris-
tianity: This man consorts with sinners.
Indeed, he did consort with sinners, and
scems to have thought them a beuer lot
than the priests in the temple.

Many unauthonized attachments have
been added to Christianity, such as, for
example, the Prohibivion law in the
U.S. A, which was supported by the
Protestant clergy. This, however, had no
roots in earlier Christian history.

When I was in the U.S. A, I worked
for an “Anti-Communism Crusade.”
From ume 1o time, I invented good ideas
to fight the Communists. [ found that
these ideas were not wanted ac all. The
“Anti-Communist Crusader™ was not real-
ly against communism at all. He loved it,
because he was making his living out
of 1. What would he ever do without
“good old communism”™? He might have
had to go back to work. In the same way,
the “antisex” people in the U.S A.
simply want to make their livings out of
sex. Is this not really a form of harloury,
alter all?

R. Khrisnu
Gandhidham, India

SWINGIN’ VICTORIA

I suppose you know that Queen Vicio-
ria had her man. Alier the death of the
Prince Consort, a man was kept in the
royal palace for her health and well
being. When fivst 1old of this, I was hor-
rified and said that T couldn’t see how
she could stand for that. He was a politi-
cal necessity, my informer told me, and



added that the health and welfare of the
Queen was ol more importance to her
than her feelings. His name was John
Brown. He lived in the royal palace and
had @ room next to that of the Queen.
He was popular with the royal children,
who ran to him to intercede with the
Queen if they pot into difficulties. Every-
body knew that he was there, they knew
what he was there for, and nobody said
anvthing about it. I have found his
name mentioned in other places and am
sure that it is true. Queen Victori was a
stickler for propricties.
The Rev. Floyd Cartwright
Danville, Virginia
That’s Viclorianism, all right! Live
one way, pretend to live another way,
and call  the pretense  “propricty.”
Brown's role in Victoria’s life, incidental-
Iy, is discussed in detail in Elizabeth
Longford’s recent and worthy biography,
“Victoria: Born (o Succeed.”

THE SAGA OF MARY ELLEN

Recently. I picked up a back issue of
Life magazine and was surprised to see
that Miss Mary Ellen Terziu had been
fired from her position as a Bunny at the
Baltimore Playboy Club. Reportedly this
was duc 1o her campaign work for Sena-
tor Joseph Tydings. Although the story
does not so state, apparenty Miss Terziu
worked for the Senator in her off hours.
Il she did this campaigning on her own
time, then her firing is at considerable
adds with the wdeals stated in The
Playboy Philosophy with regard to per-
sonal Ircedom.

Whi'e I certainly recognize the possi-
bility ol Life slanting the story to suit
themselves, if it was prescmcd factually,
then the whole Playboy Philosophy
comes off smelling strongly ol hypocrisy.
It would scem, if the story is wrue, that
personal freedoms are one thing for the
leaders of the Playboy Empire and quite
another for those employed by it

It would seem that a word of explana-
ton is in order. Would you please
oblige?

John B. Nail, Jr.

Moundsville, West Virginia

rLaYBoOY magazine and the Playboy
Clubs arve popular targets with both
publicity seckers and the press, because
anything involinng Playboy is certain
to attract public attention. Playboy sn’t
perfect, but the personal and  profes-
stonal ethics of our enlerprises are some-
thing in which we take justifiable pride;
most of the negative news about Playboy
is as phony as this tale of political in-
trigue in Bunnyland. Although the story
appeared in both Life and Time, as well
as in a number of newspapers across the
country, and Bunny Mary Ellen Terzu
was even inlerviewed on the “Tonight”
show by Johnny Carson, her termina-
tion from the Baltimore Playboy Club
(by the Club Bunny Mother) wasn’t re-
molely related to polities. If the press

had bothered to check, they would have
discovered that Miss Tervzin worked as a
part-time secretary for Senator Tydings
prior to being hived as a Baltimore
Bunny, and she actually gave the Sen-
ator as one of her employment refer-
ences; contrary to what the news story
suggests, Playboy encourages such out-
side intervests and activities for Bunnies.
After her separation from the Baltimore
Club, Mary Ellen worked briefly as a
Bunny in Miami, and is currently em-
Ployed as a secretary (o Congressman
Adam Clayton Powell of New York.

PERCEPTIVE PROSECUTING ATTORNEY
The lo’lowing dispatch from the UPI
News Service should interest you:

Washington—Asst. Prosccuting At-
torney Joseph B. Clark, delending
Connecticut's anti-birth-control law
belore the Supreme Coun: “There
can be no doubt that abstinence
from sexual intercourse will pre-
vent pregnancy.”

Suan T. Major, Senior Editor
KLIF
Dallas, Texas

1 believe that you should hand out
awards for “The Most Progressive Idea
of 1965, and I hereby nominate Assist-
ant Prosccuting Aworney Joseph B.
Clark of the State ol Connecticut for his
modern and progressive suggestions on
ways to limit the size of [amilics.

Alan Liger
Brooklyn, New York

The Supreme Court was similarly un-
impressed with the arguments of Clark
and his colleagues: The case ended tn a
7 to 2 decision declaring Connecticul’s
anticontrvaception law unconstitutional.

SCANDINAVIAN SUICIDE

Throughout the 1964 Presidential
campaign, I was forced to histen 1o ulra-
conservative [riends ate Sweden's suicide
rate as proof ol the evils ol welfare
legislation.

However, I lose patience when a man
of Rabbi Tanenbaum's background sug-
gests, as he did in the February install-
ment of The Playboy Philosoply, that
there might be a causal relationship be-
tween  Sweden’s “problem  of  sexual
promiscuity” and its suicide motive (as
far as 1 know. there are no statistics
available). 1 will simply point out that
Norway, a country equally addicted to
the same forms ol social democracy rav-
aging Sweden, has one ol the world’s
lowest suicide rates.

Jerry Patterson
Minncapolis, Minnesota

SEX IN OSLO

How difhcult it is for human beings to
accept sex as a primary factor of human
life! How can sex, which is so important

for a human’s happiness, be a sin? I can
respect a person for his puritan point of
view, but not if he condemns another
person just because of his convictions. It
was shocking to read that there exist
laws in the U.S.A. that can regulate
people’s behavior in the bedroom, even
il they are married. Even if the Laws are
not used often, it is an insult 1o the free-
dom and dignity of the individual. Soci-
ety does not care 1o regulate  sexual
behavior here in Norway.

I hope that The Playboy Philosoply
will continue, for I think it is & valuable
contribution to the struggle lfor a more
unprejudiced America, and a more un-
prejudiced world.

Bjorn Christensen
Oslo, Norway

SEX IN THE ORIENT

Please accept sincere congratulations
on Hefner's eloquent and informative re-
marks in the May Philosophy. How any
pereeptive person could remain in favor
ol censorship after this objective analy-
sis 15 beyond me.

Helner briefly touched on an ironical
aspect ol our socicty which never ceases
to amaze me. This is the fact thar the
widespread popularity ol eroticism that
currently pervades movies, literature, ad-
vertising—you name it—is under con-
stant attack by various righteous citizens.
They bemoan this degrading and degen-
crative obsession with sex. and  hght
against evervthing from topless bathing
suits to sex education in the schools.
The real irony, however, lies in the Fact
that it is precisely and entirely because
contemporary society is so sexually mal-
adjusted and suppressed that these ex-
ternal manilestations of sexuality receive
an audience. When I was in the Orient,
this farce was acutely apparent. There,
sex was an integrated part of the culture
and was completely and realistically ac-
cepled. Morcover, the abundant avail-
ability of sex contrasted suongly (at least
to me, an American) with the lack ol
public monomania regarding it It cer-
tainly provided an enlightening perspec
tive to the truly sick, repressive attitude
toward sex existing in the U.S. today.

Richard L. Kuhn
Santa Ana, Calilornia

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publicalion
on  subjects  and raised in
Hugh M. Hefner's continuing editorial
series, “The Playboy Philosophy.” Three
booklet reprinis of “The Playboy Phi-
losophy,” including istallments 1-7,
8§-12 and 13-18, ave available at SI per
booklet. Address all corvespondence on
etther “Philosophy™ or ~“Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, viavsoy, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611,

sues
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O'ROURKE :
CARROLL SHELBY ferrart’s Sformidable foe

oNeETIME chicken Tarmer. Tormer race driver (SCCA National
Champion in 1956 and 1957) and current auto entreprencur,
ex-Texan Carroll Shelby—whose stock in trade is a corralful of
ornery Mustang GT350s and a baskedul of deadly Cobras—is
taking dead aim at international motor sport’s World Manu-
facturers’ Championship for Grand Touring Production autos.
Heretolore the Holy Grail of the bolide builders has heen won
with monotonous regularity by Ialian auto wizard Fnzo Ferrari

&
But Shelby American, Tnc., has vaveled very Tar very [ast [rom
the day early in 1962 when a British AC body was mated with
a Ford 26i-cu-in. V8 and gave birth to the Cobra. With Ford's
hot engines under his Cobras” hoods and Dearborn’s enginecr-
ing stafl Iending staunch support, Shelby —who looks like he
just siepped out ol a “Marlboro country” ad—came bumper
close 1o heisung the hardware from I Commendatore in 1964,
That season, Carvoll’s Cobras started off with a whoosh by com-
tng in onetwo-three in the Grand Touring class ar Sebring's
erucling 12:hour grind. By season’s end. however, Ferrari's long
experience had paid off, but 1965 may prove to he a horse-
power of another color. February's Daytona Continental found
Cobra GTs again one-awo-three in class. Sebring, next on the
agenda, piled up more points for the Shelby shock troops, as a
Cobra GT finished first in class (the Ford GT40, also under the
Shelby acgis, knocked off the Ferrari prototypes in this one,
too). The 42-year-old Shelby (who has long since discarded the
hib overalls and baskethall sneakers that were wademarks in
his more carelvee driving days) is a man with a mission (I
think we've paid homage o European ideas in inernational
acing [or oo long™): il Fevrari's all-powerful Prancing Horse
succumbs to Cobra venom, and Carvoll jets back 1o his Los
Angeles home base with the United States” hrst World Manu-
Lacturers” Clizmpionship in tow, he will indeed have gone a
long way toward convincing those in search ol superior motor-

136 racing machinery that their best bet is to Sce America First,

EDWARD BROOKE «gamnst the odds

witex Edward Brooke rvan lor the oflice of auorney general of
Massachuseuts last vear, he had every porient of disaster going
[or him. He was a Republican running in a solidly Democratic
state during Lyndon Johuson's blitz. He was a Protestant in one
of the most heavily Roman Cathelic states in the country. He
wias a Negro in a stace that is 98-percent white. In spite of these
staggering political millstones, he romped home an easy winner
and became the fust Negro o hold such a high stane political
ofhce in America since the Reconstruction era. A Bronze Star
mlantry veteran ol World War Two campaigns in North Alrica
and lualy, the state’s wp legal officer represents a break from
the wpical Negro politician of the past, who dealt primarily in
racial probiems, Brooke secks and gets votes on the basis of
broad-based political issues, not color. “1 didn't run o be the
first Negro attorney general,” Brooke says, T just wanted 1o be
the aworney general ol M

achusers.” Campaigning on a
straight antimachine, aime-busting platform, Brooke drew sup-
port [rom the lefe and right wings of both partics. After his
clection, he moved swiltly to sccure indictments against moguls
on both sides of the political lence: A consulting state engineer,
an attorney, a judge. a Government councilor and a waterways
director have all been mailed in Brooke's Lu-reach

1z cleanup of
Massachusetts” odilerous political dumps. A vigorous civil rights
advocate, but admitedly not a “militant,” Brooke is active
across the political specorum. “Today. the Negro has o be
broader in his vision, in his participation in public life and in
his total responsibilities,” Brooke says. He labors 18 hours a day
at his job of attorney “lor all the people—the guilty as well as
the innocent,” but many pundits in a resurgent Massachusetts
G. O. P. are looking [urther aliead. To them, the most vigorous
vote getter in the state looks tailor-made for the governor’s chaur,
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THOMAS SCHIPPERS boss baton at the met

UNLIKE MOST CHILD ProDIGIES in the performing arts, whose
careers are usually characterized by 1o much notornety too
soon and early relegation to artistic oblivion, "Thomas Schip-

pers, the -old hoss haton ol the Metropolitan Opera
and current musical oast of two continents, has ver to miss
a beat in his rise to the apogee ol international acclum
since has debut as a concert pranist at the age ol six. Schip
pers, an athletically bailt six-footer who could double for
Maximilian Schell, wok his next step up the musical ladder
ot fame when, at 13, he was accepred ar Philadelphia’s
lamed Curtis Institute as a budding concert pianist and or-
mist, In his tvpically precocious Lashion. Schippers arrived
the major turning point in his career shortly after his 18th
birthday. when he entered the Philadelphia Orchesrs
nual lmernational Young Conductors Contest and ook
second-place honors despite his lack of any previous con
ducting experience. His musical mctier thus established, he
made his professional podium debut the same vear with New
York’s Lemonade Opera, and wtwo years Later premiered
Menoui's The Consul on Broadwav, Since 1953, when he
bhecame the voungest American ever 1o conduct ar the Met,
Schippers has spent his working vear shuttling back and
lorth between his job as Met macsiro and the top opera
houses ol Europe. where he has reigned as artistic directo
ol the Festival ol 'Two Worlds at Spoleto. Tuly, lor the past
cight vears, Currently honevmooning at lus summer home
on the island ol Corlu., Schippers will lead the Israel Phil-
harmonic in a concert series next month belore return
open the Mets 166 season. He hopes o have his own or-
chestra someday which will be “one third Jewish for sound,

one third Italian lor Iing, and one third German for solidity.”
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BARBARA (continued from page 108)

stavted a right hand in Bethesda and
hit joe on the chin and knocked him
¢'ean out of the ring and into my lap.
You could have scraped my eyes off with
spoons. But Joe always came back and
demolished the people who got lucky
with him-—that is, unul his legs went and
Marciano persuaded him o veo e with a
lot of right hands.”

The announcer was introduang the
lighters now.

The white boy, Tiger Taggert, was
lean and freckled and towheaded and
‘voked mean. He aiso looked durab’e. The
coloved boy. Bolo Bermudez, was com-
pact, with no rough edges, no corners.

“He's a Cuban,” Alec said. “There's
one country that's still hungry enough
1o produce good fighters from the cane
fiec'ds. They get a lot of practice swing-
ing that machete for ten cents a day. 1
will bhet you two to one—ien bucks to
hive—on the Cubano.”

“You've seen the odds?”

“There aren't real'y any important
adds on a fight like th's. Six to five and
tike your pick. You want it the other
way round, I'll give you two 1o one and
take the white boy.”

“I'll go with the T ger,” Barbara said.
“He ‘ooks like a hiuer. Tots of leverage
in those long arms.”

"Well, we'll see,”” A'ec sawd. “Here's
the bell.”

The Tiger was a shufller. He moved
MTar-looted 1oward the cenwe of the ring.
hands low, and as the compira Caban
voared in, swinging, the lreck’ed white
boy lifted a long left and stk “t into
the Cuban’s nose. There seemed little
“ffort—not much more than o posh—bur
blood jumped from Bermudez’ nosirils.
The Tiger moved . st fac-looted.
and sank a right into the Cuban’s stom-
ach, t[mlhling him over. Stepp ng bhack,
the Tiger hooked h's ‘elt :harp’y 1o the
Cuban’s jaw, and you cou'd see his head
ST,

“Looks like a short nsght,” Alec mut-
iered, as the Bolo wrest'ed into a clinch.
“You want me to pay yo»r now?”

“Not this very moment,” Barbara said
huskily. “Look at that.”

Bolo Bermudezr was bit'ng the Tiger
on the neck. and in the el'nch he was
pumping lurious short ponches ar the
white boy’s lean, musc er bbed  belly.
When the releree pushed them apart,
the Cuban ook a solid shot at the white
hoy's jaw, staggering him. and the rel-
eree held the Cuban oft, canvoning him
against hitting on the break. There was
hload on the Tiger's shou'der. [rom Ber-
mudez’ bleeding nose, but there was also
an angry area of pink on the white hov's
belly—pink  that had come from the
inhghting.

“Maybe my lad’s wougher than we
thought,” Alec murmured. "Now look at
that”

Bermuder roared in, ok another
straight left in the mouth, ignored it
and hit the Tiger a solid hook 10 the
jaw, followed by a suraight right to the
chin. The Tiger's mouthpicce flew out
m a spray ol spittle, and the Bolo was on
him, crowding him inwo the ropes, driv-
ing piston punches 1o the belly.

Taggert catapulted himsell off the
ropes, led with a left that looked low
and crossed with a right that pur the
black boy down on one knee. He ook
the count of eight and was up when the
bell rang.

“Well. my lad loses that one on points
as well as that foul from hiuing going
out ol the clinch,” Alec said. “But we
ain’t home yer.”

Round two found both fighters in the
middle ol the ring. slugging [Lu-footed,
firmly planted. Alec looked at Barbara
Bayne, whose breath was coming in
shore hisses from white-pinched nostrils,
Her lips were biuen together in a
straight line, and her breast heaved
every time one of the men connected
so'id'y.

There was no finesse to the fight. The
men swang, Alec thought, as Tony Zale
used o swing when he was indestruct-
ible, as Henry Armstrong punched when
he was a flail'ng windm:!! of leather.
The Bolos right eye was completely
closed, with a deep cut in the brow that
gushed blood. The referee was making
small effort toward separation as both
fighters heeled and buued and punched
as they voluntarily broke themselves.

The white boy, Tiger, was painted
with the Cuban’s blood. He himself was
not cut, but hoth eves were swollen into
slits, and his belly was almost as red as
his shoulders Trom  the savage inside
pounding he was taking. The crowd had
risen. screaming, and Aec was astounded
at the savage shrillness of the voice be-
longing 10 the pretty blonde girl beside
him.

“Kill him, Tiger! Now, now, the right,
the right!” Barbara Bayne was screech-
ing, and Alec could see her dilated pu-
pi's. like the eves of a crazy horse.

The bell rang as the men stood toe to
toe, and they kept slugging until the rel-
erce pulled them violently apart.

“My mistake.” Alec said mild!y 1o Bar-
bari. “We seem to have run onto quite a
massacre here.”

Barbara did not appear 10 hear him.
She was leaning forwaud, bhreathing heav-
ily, with her eves intent on the white
boy's corner, where the seconds were
working frantically w0 give him his
breath back.

The bell for rvound three banged and
both men rushed out again, with no at-
tempt at feint or parrv. Both swung
richt hands from the deck, and both
connected on the point of each other’s
jaw. Both went down like axed cattle—

the white boy on his face, the black boy
on his back. The crowd was standing, a
solicd animal roar filling the arena, and
again Alec was startled, and not a liule
shocked, to hear a keening, almost a
crooning, coming [rom the mouth of Ba
bara Bayne. Her lips now were drawn
back over her tecth.

Quite obviously the referee had never
been confronted with a similar situat oa.
He stood, finally, equidistam between
the two men and began his count. At
seven Bolo Bermudez got up on one
knee. He was on his feet at nine. He
staggered over to the neutral corner and
clung gasping to the ropes. At the comi
of ten the white boy hadn't stirred. The
referce walked over to the newral cor
ner, beckoned 1o Bolo Bermudez, and
the black Cuban staggered out. The rel-
eree raised his hand. When he released
it, the Cuban sank to the Hoor again, out
as cold as his opponent.

Elbowing through the crowd, Alec
said, “I'll be damned if I saw anything
like that i all the fights 1 covered—two
guys knocking each other stift on the
same punch. You live and you learn.
Hey, what's the matter with you?”

Barbara was deathly pace.

“I—I can’t get my breath. I need some
air—some air and maybe a drinz. And w0
sit down. I guess I got carried away. Was
I very noisy?”

“Noisy enough.” Alec grinned. “T was
afraid once that vou were going into the
ring with a shoe in your hand o help
your b(l}'. How come }'Oll HEVET Saw a
real prize fight before?”

“Nobody ever asked me,” Barbara
Bavne said. “But it was marvelous. I've
never been so excited in my life.”

"I better keep you away [rom
bullhights,” Alec murmured, “il the sight
of blood affects you this way. The
bullhghters have a saying, if a lady is
emotionally aftected by a corrida: “Que
mantenga ¢l taxi corriendo. "

“Which means?”

“Keep the taxi running during the
last bull so you can get the lady home
quick before she cools off.”

“Do you have a taxi running?” asked
Barbara Bayne, and her cyes were very
wide.

- L] -

“T was told it could happen this way,”
Alec Barr said. 1 did not believe it
could happen this way. I still don’t be-
lieve it ecan happen this way. Not so
soon—not so swiltly. It almost did, once,
in London, a long ume ago, in similar
circumstances  involving blood and ex-
citement. But I was putting off for to-
morrow what should have been done at
the ume, whether either one of us knew
it or not.”

Barbara  Bayne unashamedly
miked as she walked across the room 1o
Ind cigareues.

“I suppose youn think me wanton,” she
said. "Wanton  this, wanton that. I'm

was
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not, really. I don't—I really don’

“It is a very familiar line,” Alec said.
“Last heard in London.”

“And what was London?”

Alec’s voice was biuter.

“I was put in the position of being
rather indirectly responsible for killing a
girl with whom [ was about to be in
love. It's a long story and will wait. We
should have succumbed o impulse, as
vou and I did tonight, but—" he shook
lis head. “I didn't know then that you
were supposed to seize happiness in your
hand a0 the moment of offer. 1 returned
next night to collect my love and found
a flattened house. The Germans beat me
1o my date. Enough of that.”

“I'm terribly sorry.,” Barbara Bavne
said. “But I'm not sorry about our pre-
cipitous rush into bed. And don’t blame
it on the fights, either. I'd have had vou
sooner or later, although—" she chuck-
led, T must say. that ready axi was a
ime idea. Now,” she said briskly, “it's
carly. I suggest we sling on some clothes
and  go out 1o inspect the village,
There's a lov of night lefi”

Alec got out ol bed. and Barbara
slapped him lightly on the backside.

“I think vou could use another shave.”
she said. “You're just a lintde bristly.
There's a razor in my dressing kit.”

Alec winced. There was entively too
much Sheila in the room tonight. His

- —

- —————— -
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mind raced as he showered and then
scraped at his midnight beard. These
things didn’t happen o stodgy, profes-
sorial-type, married authors. Not to meet
in the morning and to bed before 11. It
was too [ast—much too fast. But there it
wis. It wasn’t cheap and it wasn’t awk-
ward and it was altogether—lovely. Bar-
bara Bavne. Famous aciress. Three
bloody rounds of prize fight and straight
oft to bed. He shook his head again, like
a groggy boxer. All of a sudden he felt
lightheaded and strangely purified and
voung and—and wonderful.

“You can’t stay in there all night,” her
voice said. “Give a girl a chance at that
shower. will you?”

“All yours,” Alec said, and came out
with a towel wrapped round his loins.
Barbara kissed him in passing and pat-
ted him hightly again.

“Mmmm.” she said. “What a clean,
sweet-smelling, lovely man. T'll be out in
a minute. My flask is ar your disposal.”

“You're a very strange man,” Barbara
sald hours Later. “Somewhere along the
line vou must have been stultified by
something or. more likelv, clobbered by
somebody. Mother complex?”

They were sitting in a place called Le
Bocul. listening to a wemulous piano
being plaved by a girl named Jeri. B
bara Bayne had just reached out and

touched Alec Barr tenderly on the cheeks
with her hngertips and, rising in her
scat, had kissed him lightly on the lips.

“Wasn't anvbody ever nice to vou be-
forez” Barbara Bayne asked. “Nobody
ever patted you on the fanny because
she felt like 1™

“I really don’t kmow.” Alec said.
“Maybe 1 never thought about it much.
I have, it seems to me, been so very ter-
ribly busy ever since 1 can remember.
Maybe I haven't had time for anvbody to
be what vou call ‘nice” 10 me. Mavbe 1
haven't allowed 10"

“You are a fool, you know,” Barbara
Bayne said. She was looking beautiful in
the firelight, which did dramatic things
to her cheekbones and the fine straight
nose, digging a deeper smoky hole into
her dimple.

“You're a fool,” she repeated. “Because
vou have an unrealized talent for fun.
You were happy today at lunch in the
Pump. and you were sincerely pleased—
mavhe even a liude flatered—when Phil
remembered vou and Kup came over to
have a drink. You were happy to be rvec-
ognized at the hights. You've a nice way
with people—1 watched vou with the
waiters and the cabbies. You're great in
—pardon the expression—Dbed. But don’t
vou ever. ever, really let loose and howl?
Do you ever get drunk? I mean real-
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ly. Fallin-down, stinkin’. Ugly. Noisy.
Furniture-breaking sort of drunk?”

“Not that 1 can remember,” Alec Barr
said. *“I am what you might call a well-
contained load. That's 1o say, 1 generally
know cnough to go 1o bed bhefore some-
body advises it. Truth is, I get sleepy.”

“By God, you're contained, all right,”
Barbara Bayne said. “I don’t know if I'd
want to be around when you spill over
the millrace. You'd probably fire the
barn and shoot the constable before you
raped the duchess.”

“I've very little experience with duch-
esses,” Alec said. 1 knew a rather nice
viscountess once, though, on shipboard.”

“You tell the damnedest anecdotes,”
Barbara said. “Then what?”

“Nothing very much. I haven't got the
facility for personal color. Evervbody
does something unusual in a war, even if
it's only a command that changes the
world. In my case, my hest command
came when a gun broke down in an un
likely manner and mmmediate counscl
was sought.”

“What'd you say: ‘Damn the tor-
pedoes?” Barbara asked. " Full speed
ahead’?”

“No,” Alec replied. 1 just said to the
gunner's mate on the bautde phones: “Fix
it The story gained considerable cur-
rency as time wore on.”

“You're a complete phony about your
War, aren't youz”

“I didn’t know it showed so clearly.
Actually, 1 was scared to death.”

“And sull are?”

“Not reilly. Well, yes, maybe. Some of
the ume. 1 frequently have the lecling
that whatever I've got, somebody will
surely come and take it away [rom me
someday—when they sce through me, 1
mean. I don’t really believe 1 was ever in
a war. I don’t really believe I've written
all the things I've written. Every time 1|
sign a check I think maybe the cops will
slap me into jail for forgery. 1 don’t be-
lieve I ever shot an elephant or kissed a
pretty woman or went satisfactorily 1o
bed with one”

“I have. as they say, news for you,
friend. Maybe you've never been in a
war. Maybe you never wrote a novel
Maybe you mnever shot an elephant.
Maybe somebody will come and take
everything away from you someday. But
vou know something else?”

“I think so,” Alec Barr dipped his
head. “Yes, that 1 bhelieve.”

“You better believe it Barbara
Bayne said, and leaned across the table
to kiss him. This ume her lips were
warm and solt and lingering.

“It's an old joke,” Alec Barr said. “But
I'll make it again. My room or yourss”

“Don't argue,” replied Barbara Bayne,
snatching up her handbag.
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SHELTON: Absolutely. And when Hitler
was gaining his power, he had the
bnancing ol Jews. Then he more or
less double-crossed them. You know, of
course, that Hitler's grandmother was
Jewish. The Police Gazette had an article
showing gravestones and saying that some
of his lorebears were Jewish.

PLAYBOY: Most scholars do not consid-
er the Police Gazetie an unimpeachable
source. But tell us: Did vou approve ol
Hitler's actions against the Jews?
SHELTON: | don’t approve ol the destruc-
tion and death ol any person.

PLAYBOY: Was the Jewish conspiracy
also responsible for the Depression, in
your opinion?

SHELTON: Absolutely. Herbert Hoover
has gotten the blame for it, but he
was placed in leadership when this coun-
wry was already at its lowest ¢hb because
of the conspiracy engineered by these
international hnanciers.

PLAYBOY: Actually, the Depression didn’t
begin until alter Hoover had been Presi-
dent for several months. In any case, it
hardly scems likely that these interna-
tional financiers would have conspired
to create a monetary crisis that would
result in their own bankruptcy—which
happened in many cases. What's your
opinion of Franklin D. Roosevelt’s New
Deal, which many credit with rescuing
the country [rom the Depression?
SHELTON: Roosevelt did more than any
other President to liberalize, to socialize
and o bring this country into the social
revolution we are cexperiencing today.
PLAYBOY: Are you saying that he was a
conscious agent of the conspivacy?
SHELTON: Either that or he allowed him-
sell o be duped.

pLAYBOY: Was Harry Truman a dupe,
too?

SHELTON: He was a fair President, but too
many of the conspirators had already
infiltrated the Government, so that he
had no choice but to follow their con-
spiratorial policy.

PLAYBOY: How about Eisenhower?
SHELTON: I[ he had had the initiative
o take the steps his conscience told him
he should, he could have reversed this
trend to communism.

PLAYBOY: But he didn't?

SHELTON: No,

pLAYBOY: Did John F. Kennedy?
SHELTON: President Kennedy had realized
he was being guided into the deep-blue
end of the stream. He was struggling to
get back on dry land, and this was the
reason of the assassination.

PLAYBOY: He was assassinated because
he was resisting the international finan-
ciers’ conspiracy?

SHELTON: H¢ was trying desperately to
pull away. That was the reason of the
assassination.

(continued from page 54)

PLAYBOY: Oswald was not an independent
agent?

SHELTON: Absolutely not. He was a
Marxist assassin acting on orders. The
Wirren Commission was nothing but a
Sunday-coating dress-up to suppress the
facts.

PLAYBOY: Arc vou saving that the ass:
nation, and this alleged suppression of
“the facs.” were engineered by the in-
ternational Jewish financiers’ conspiracy?
SHELTON: Absolutely.
PLAYBOY: A Jack
being Jewish . . .
SHELTON: Absolutely. Hired 1o silence
Oswald.

PLAYBOY: Is President Johnson, too, in
on the conspiracy?

SHELTON: Clearly. President Johnson is
a power-hungry politician. In statements
he made in the Senate, he was opposed
to civil rights as being unconstitutional,
saving that he hoped he would never
see anvthing so drastic as the Civil Righis
Bill being brought forth. Now we sce
a complete reversal. It reminds me of
LBJ os. LB] in a lawsuit.

PLAYBOY: What's your opinion of Barry
Goldwitter?

SHELTON: He was the lesser of two evils
in the race. There was things of Senator
Goldwater that I didn't agree with.
PLAYBOY: For imstancer

SHELTON: Well, the mental health. He
was instrumental at the beginning of
this program.
PLAYBOY: T'hen
spiracy, too?

Ruby, of course,

is he in on the con-

SHELTON: Well, he certainly was not a
segregationist, since as  governor ol
Arizona he desegregated the National
Guard.

PLAYBOY: Goldwater was never governor
of Arizona, nor did he have anything to
do with the desegregation of the Air
National Guard. as claimed by his sup-
porters during the campaign. Considering
what you apparently believed to be his
integrationist convictions, however—plus
the fact thay he is half Jewish and Wil-
Iz Miller s Catholic, why did the Klan
cendorse the Goldwater-Miller ticket rath-
er than the Democriatic nominees, who
were white, Anglo-Saxon Protestants?
SHELTON: In Alabama the Johnson and
Horatio ticket was not even on the
ballot, so we didn’t have that problem.
PLAYBOY: If not Goldwater or Johnson,
who do you [eel would make a good
President?

SHELTON: Governor Wallice. Of course,
its an impossibility. It shows the South-
crn people is the most discriminated
against than even the nigra race. It
would be impossible for a Southerner
o become President.

PLAYBOY: President  Johnson is  a
Southerner.
SHELTON: He 1s a Texan, not a
Southerner.

PLAYBOY: Well, Texas was one of the
Confederate states; most of the state lies
Larther south than Tuscaloosa: the cast-
ern hall lives on cotton; segregation 1s
widespread: and almost everybody stands
when the band plays Dixie. That sounds
like a Southern state 1o us. But led's get
back to Governor Wallace. What quali-

“Nice breal!”
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fications do you feel he has for the
Presidency?

SHELTON: He would not show prejudice
against nigras, Northerners, Catholics,
Jews. He has shown that he is interested
in the wellare ol this couniry.
PLAYBOY: In the opinion ol many who
have followed his carcer, liule il any-
thing the Governor has done since tak-
ing oflice could be considered in the best
interests cither of the Negro or of the
nation. Is it true that vour fadher s an
officer on Wallace's stail?

SHELTON: | hclieve so.

PLAYBOY: Do vou know the Governor
personally?

SHELTON: Certainly I know him.
PLAYBOY: Does he ever confer with yvou
about state affairs?

SHELTON: If I would answer vou about
that, there would be questions rused,
so I don't care 10 comment.

PLAYBOY: Governor Wallace has  de-
nounced the press for its “leltist bias™ in
reporting about the civil rights move-
ment—particularly about racial incidents
in Alabama. Do you agree with him?
SHELTON: Absolutely. The vast majority
of the press is in on the conspiracy.
The local reporter is uswally all right;
he has to make a hving lor Ins family.
It is in the cditorial head offices that
you find the distortion directed by this
conspiratorially controlled  press. The
national news medias creawes anything
that is sensational. that will sell copy.
They go out of their way to grasp any-
thing that appears sensational in racial
demonstrations o sell news.

PLAYBOY: Such as the Reeb and Liuz-
zo killings, and the deaths of the lour
Negro girls in the Birmingham church
bombing?

SHELTON: The Klan can be made a
sensational 1ssue by reaching into the
past pedestals of history and trying to
place the Klan of today in the same cate-
gory as the Klan of the Reconstruction
era. But this Klan is definitely not the
Klan of our forelathers, because this is a
dilferent ume.

PLAYBOY: All the murders we menuoned
have been committed during vour ad-
ministration as Imperial Wizard of the
United Klans.

SHELTON: As [ saird belore. we  had
nothing o do with any of them. We do
not believe in violence.

PLAYBOY: Lets change the subject. How
do you [eel about mixing the races?
SHELTON: I would say race mixture is
definitely harmful.

PLAYBOY: Why?

SHELTON: There are  various  heredi-
tary diseases that certainly would bring
about withholding of advancement. For
example, the nigra has a dread disease
called sickle-cell anemia that is only
found in the nigra. It is not found in
the white race unless there is mixing of
the blood.

PLAYBOY: A national survey conducted



some years back reported that almost one
in five “white” Americans had some
Negro blood. Do you aceept those figures?
SHELTON: [1 is possible.

PLAYBOY: Would you consider someone of,
say, 1/32 Negro ancestry 10 be white?
SHELTON: [ breeding  animals
for registration and vou don’t have the
full breed. vou don’t get your papers.
For maintaining the heritage ol the race,
we've got o nainbin a pure race.
PLAYBOY: \Why?

SHELTON: T'o maintain the power 1o gov-
ern for luture generations. Only the
pure race have w the highest degree the
power o govern. You cannot show me
any nation in history  that did not
cramble once they allowed their races to
hecome amalgamated and thus lost their
moral [oundations.

PLAYBOY: Can vou name one that did?
SHELTON: The Roman Empie. for in-
stance, lell after their morals collapsed.
PLAYBOY: The Roman Empire was at its
height during the reigns of s pagan
emperors and did not collapse till after
its emperors and most Romans had been
Clistians for more than a hundred years.
Since you proless 1o be a Christian your-
sell. can vou tell us where it says in the
Bible that segregation is morally right?
SHELTON: [here verses  in
the Bible that verify and maintin this.
PLAYBOY: Nume one.

SHELTON: Wcll, Acfs, 17th chapter, 26th
verse, lor instance.

PLAYBOY: Lct's look it up in this Bible on
vour desk . .. The opening words of that
verse are “God hath made of one blood
all navons of men . . .7

SHELTON: Manv so-called students ol the
Bible attempt to use partial phrases of
the Scriprure as you just did o jusuly
intermingling ol the races, to create a
[alse mmage of the Latherhood  under
God and the brotherhood ol man.
pLAYBOY: There's no such thing as the
brotherhood ol man?

SHELTON: Only of white, native-born,
gentile, Protestant Americans. 1 don’t
have o aceepr a nigra imo my home,
and iF 1 reluse him this hospitality, T am
not a sinlul person.

PLAYBOY: The purpose ol the civil rights
movement s not w lorce anyone to ac-
cept Negroes into his home, but to win
lor Negroes the same fundimental hu-
man rights enjoyed by whites—the voue,
adequate housing and  schooling  any-

you're

are. many

where  they  choose,  equal  job  op-
portunitics, cqual  access  to public
accommodations.

SHELTON: Asking me to take a nigra

into my home is the same as & minister
of the Gospel being forced to aceept a
criminal, or a bootlegger, or a gambler
into his home on a social basis,
PLAYBOY: Arc vou cquating Negroes with
criminals, bootleggers and gamblers?

SHELTON: Certainly not. Not in all cases.
But if it is distastelul 1o me for ni-
gras to be in my house, it is my right not
to have them in my house.

PLAYBOY: That is your privilege as a pri-
vate citizen. Federal law clearly states,
however, that it is not your privilege to
refuse the use of public [acilities—includ-
ing churches—to anyone on the basis ol
skin color, no mater how distastelul it
may be to vou personally. Recognizing
this lact, the national governing body of
the Methodist Church. 1o which vou be-
long, has wrged racial integration of its
member churches. Has vowrs complied?

SHELTON: No. sir. it certainly has not.
PLAYBOY: What would you do if it
dlid?

SHELTON: I would leave the church.

Many people would leave the church. T
have no desire to meet the nigra. I don't
want him forcing himsell on my society.

PLAYBOY: Do you know any Negrocs
personally?

SHELTON: Certainly. How  could  you
avoid a2

PLAYBOY: Do you have any Negro
friends?

SHELTON: I do not. I don’t want the
nigra lorcing himsell socially.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any white
fricmds>

SHELTON: Those who feel as 1 do

and dhere are many of them. But about
these churches and  integraton. The
Southern Baptists and also the so-called
Methodists have went o the extent of
recommending  such  books as  James
Baldwin's Another Country and Martin
Luther King's books. In these books are
nothing but the vomose of hilth.

PLAYBOY: Filth in Dr. King's books?
Wherer?
SHELTON: You have 1o read them for
voursell.

PLAYBOY: \We have, and we don't find
any in them.

SHELTON: For any church thar calls it
sell a church o recommend this vpe
ol literature for the age group ol 14 o
19 is bevond anything I can say. The be-
einning of Another Country is a sex
orgy of interracial participation. Defini-
tion ol sexual feclings and desives and
how they are animally carried out.
PLAYBOY: How can you place Baldwin's
erotic novel—which has received  wide
critical acclaim—in  the same cuegory
with the writings of Martin Luther King?
SHELTON: | lhive just given you two
examples. T could name countless others.
The newsstands are ftooded with filth.
PLAYBOY: Muagazines as well as books?
SHELTON: All  kinds  of  publications
are going overboard in trying to areare a
sexual desive, a lust for sexual latitude
in this country. When vou create a lust-
ful desie in the vounger generation, yon
break down the morality of the country,
and once you do that the country itsell
will tumble.

PLAYBOY: Can you give us the titles of
a few magazines that you [eel are gencr-
ating this moral decay?

SHELTON: rraveoy is onc of them. Why,
you even had a nude nigra model in the
March issue, who incidentally comes
[rom Tuscaloosa.

PLAYBOY: You sound a strange note of
civic pride. Do you think movies are
obscene, too?

SHELTON:  Absolutcly, many of them.
They should be cleaned up. There
should even be i cleaning up ol relevi-
Sion progrims.

PLAYBOY: \Which programs?

SHELTON: [t's mnot cxacily what they
say, but the motions that's curied owm
on the programs. [Shelton stood up and
did an animated imitation ol a belly
dance.]

PLAYBOY: Wi show did you see that
on?

SHELTON: 1 am too busy 1o be memo
rizing the mames ol television shows. |
am too busy combating the civil rights
phase of this international conspiracy 1o
demoralize our children and adulis. 1o
weaken our moral swength and inro-
duce debauchery so as to make the even-
il take-over casici.

PLAYBOY: Do vou subscribe to the com-
mon segregationist beliel thar Negroes
have lower standards of sexual morality
than whites?

SHELTON: Yos.

PLAYBOY: Do you also share the conviction
that Negroes are endowed with larger
sexual organs, greater lasting power and
more active libidos than whiwes?
SHELTON: | do.

PLAYBOY: Do you base that beliel on
firsthand knowledge?
SHELTON: Certainly not. Bur scientific

texts I have read show dus clearly.
PLAYBOY: What texts?

SHELTON: | can’t name them ofthand.
PLAYBOY: You announced in a speech not
long ago that Negroes are “responsive (o
the phases of the moon.™ Just what did
you mean by that?

SHELTON: Our research  and  studies
have found that there is more stirving
and movement ol the nigra when they
have a full moon. They show a higher
incarease in the rate ol crime and
during the [ull moon.

PLAYBOY: Can vou nume the scientilic
sources on which s “research”
based?

SHELTON: Not right ofl.

PLAYBOY: Do vou believe that Negro men
veirn alter white women in preference
10 Negro womens

SHELTON: \Why clse do we see so many
attacks being made in New York and
Chicago. where the nigra thinks he is
strong with his civil rights movememt>
Why do we see all of these assaults and
rapes  being commiued  against white
women? There is a psychological reason
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why they have eliminated the practice of
describing rapists in Northern newspa-
pers as being nigra.

PLAYBOY: A siudy of nationwide police
records by an NBC investigating team
found that only an insignificant percent-
age ol rape cases are interracial. The
vast majority are rapes ol black by black
and white by white. In Philadelphia, to
name one Northern city, the number ol
whites raped by blacks is almost identical
10 the number of blacks raped by whites.
SHELTON: Well, all I can say is, let the
nigra have his enjoyments with his own
race, but meantime don't interfere with
the same activity ol the white.
PLAYBOY: Do vou think that so-called
“unconventional” sex practices are more

commaon :ll“(.)llg N{.‘g’l'ﬂt‘.‘i tll(ll] ;tmOllg
whites?
SHELTON: From some of the whites

that I witnessed participating in this civ-
il rights struggle-—these sex perverts and
bearniks and pinkos. tennisshoe wearers
and all—these whites that have been in-
volved in the civil rights movement here
m Alabama are mustfits and in all prob-
ability are perverts just as oddball as
S01me lllg'
PLAYBOY: You have been quoted as
saying i the police cannot stop civil
vights demonstrations, the Klan  will.
You said you will use “whatever means
are necessary.” Would those means in-
clude the use of hrearms?

SHELTON: 'That is a misquote. T said if
it reached the point the police could nor
stop the nigra invasion ol private prop-
ety and the prowcion of the home,
then the Klan would ake whatever steps
WEre 1ecessary.

PLAYBOY: Would those steps include
the use of firearms?
SHELTON: An  individual must  main-

tain the power to prowect his home. His
home 1s his castle, or it was till the advo-
cates ol civil rights, as at Selma, denied
the right of & man 1o his private proper-
ty by walking up on his porch and asking
to use the rest voom and when refused
exposing themselves ofl the [ront porch
and into the Tront vard,
PLAYBOY: Can you document
charges?

SHELTON: When a case such as this oc-
s, an indwidual  should have  the
right to prowct his property and 1 am
certainly going 10 protect mine.
PLAYBOY: What would you do if Mar-
tin Luther King were to launch a Negro
vorer-registration drive in Tuscaloosa?
SHELTON: The Klan  has never had
any objections to a nigra qualilying 10
vote il he is qualificd. However, we are
opposcd to nigra or white who are not
qualified 1o register and vote,

PLAYBOY: Do vou think the voting test
in Alabama has been honestly run?
SHELTON: There might have been some
discrepancies  because  of  the  nigras’
intimidations and demands for massive

these

demonstrations instead of coming up as
mdividuals. The Klan has never had any
objections 10 i nigra qualilving 1o vote
il he can qualily. But there must be
some type ol aptitude wst on the nation-
al level.

PLAYBOY: But the Klan has prowesied thar
they did not want the Federal Govern-
ment intruding in the state’s control of
its own voting requirements.

SHELTON: You have 1o screen out the
unqualified. But the majority of the ni-
gras have never had a desire o vore,
anyway,

PLAYBOY: How do you know?

SHELTON: They have never even requested
the vowe on many occasions. But they
have never been denied this right 10 the
extent that the news medias make an
issue of it. The onlv time that we see a
collection ol nigras is when an mdividual
like Martin Luther King or some such
professtonal agitators and promoters come
into own and, through the superstitional
beliel ol religion, they whip the locl
nigras into a frenzy so that they can just
abowt guide them into the sureets and do
anything clse they want to. But once they
leave, then you see the nigra going back
to his daily routine ol life. They do not
have and have not shown the mitiative
to have any mass voter-registriation
drives in the past

PLAYBOY: 'T'he mass march from Selma 1o
Montgomery 0 demand  those voting
rights was led by Nobel Prize winner Dr.
Martin Luther King. Doesn’t this honor
indicate that world opinion is with the
Negro rather than with the Klan?
SHELTON: It was a pathetic thing to give
King the Nobel Peace Prize. He has
done more than any other individual 10
create turmoil and tension and to divide
the races, white and black.

PLAYBOY: Many would feel that is a curi-
ous statement coming from one of the
natton’s leading exponents of racial segre-
gation. But speaking ol dividing the races,
nany ol your views are shared by the
Black Muslims, the segregationist Negro
religious sear headed by Elijah Muham-
mad. What do  vou think of their
proposal 1o gather the nation’s 20,000,000
Negroes into black enclaves from which
all whites would be excluded?

SHELTON: It would be a workable so-
lution, whether m the Unied Stares or
in north Brazil or in South America.

PLAYBOY: Bruzil or South America?
SHELTON: Or wherever. It might be
Africa.

PLAYBOY:
that Negroes might take over a
state. How abouwt Alabama?
SHELTON: Why not New York instead?
I know what you are wrying 1o get
me 1o say. You want me to agree with
the Black Muslims.

PLAYBOY: You just did when you said
that the Muslims' segregated  resettle-
“a workable soluuon.”

I have never associated

The Muslims have suggested
whole

ment plan was
SHELTON: \Well,

with the Black Muslims. T have never
mer with any Black Muslim and I have
no desire to meet one. Jim Venable. the
head ol the so-called National Klans.
used to be associated with me dll 1 heard
ol him defending a Black Muslim in
Shrevepore. That was the List | cared w0
have to do with him.

PLAYBOY: Scveral reporters who covered
a recent United Klan rally in Adanta
siadd that Jeremiah X, the Atlana Mus-
lim leader, atended and was favorably
relerred o by the speakers.

SHELTON: Not by me.

PLAYBOY: What wis your reaction to
Malcolm X’s statement, shortly helore
his death, thar he was going o present
evidence in court that the Black Mus
lims have received financial and moral
support [rom the Klan?

SHELTON: This Klan does not have
money 1o give to the Black Muslims or
anybody else.

PLAYBOY: Malcolm was murdered by
Mushm assassins before he could testfy.
You have said Martin Luther King will
also be assassinated. By a Klansman?
SHELTON: Certainly not. No, it will
be by one of his own people. There is a
power struggle within the movement.
They all want o sit in the King's scat,
And thar scat they want 1s in the best
restaurant in town.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any plans 1o thwart
the public-accommodations section of the
Civil Rights Actz How are you going to
prevent integration of schools, lunch-
rooms, hotels, swimming pools, play-
grounds and golf courses?

SHELTON: \We  shall  borrow a  page
from the North and yesort to de facto
segregation. And  evenwually, when the
Negroes realize we will never give in or
give up, both races will go hack 10 peace-
ful segregation by the wawral grouping
ol races v different residential neighbor-
hoods and in their own places of wor-
ship. schooling and recreation.
PLAYBOY: In view ol the quickening
pace at which integration is proceeding
twoughout the South, and the deter
mimation ol the Administration to en-
lorce it, your prediction would scem
to be wishful thinking. There is every
indication that most Southerners are be
ginning o realize that integration can-
not be stopped. Do you seriously believe
that the Klan can hold it back forever?
SHELTON: Certainly. That is the pur-
posc ol my life. The Klan can hold back
any massive movement for right now.
Then a cycle or revolution is going 10
come to pass and it s going 1o revert
back. Then one day we are going 10 wit
ness a stronger, even more segregated so-
cicty than we have ever belore witnessed
in the past

PLAYBOY: We hope and believe, My,
Shelton, that you couldn’t be more

wrong.
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MILESTONES OF SUCCESS

shared by my associates and me, with the
inevitable resule that a great deal of
time that could have been devoted to
finding and producing oil was spent in
negotiation and comroversy over who
was 1o do what where, when and how.

I wanted 1o drill in a certain region,
but the other firm's experts insisted on
starting drilling operations in another
spot some miles away. I capitulated, and
a great deal ol time—some four years in
all—and fantastic sums of moncy were
spent in Tutile operations.

Evenwually, however, it came our
team'’s turn to call the shots. In 1953, we
discovered one field which, by 1957, was
producing nely 9.000.000 harvels annu-
ally. In 1955, we located another field
and drilled two wells which were pro-
ducing at an annual rate of some
2,000,000 barvels by the following vear.

Then, in 1957, having obtained a con-
siderable degree of autonomy in regard
to our oil-prospecting operations, we
really hit our siride. We quickly discov-
ered several addivonal new ficlds and
drilled many more wells—boosting neu-
tral-zone  production into the tens of
millions ol barrels annually. Another suc-
cess had been achieved, but the end is
nowhere in sight. Independent geologi-
cal surveys state that proven reserves in
place in the arvea covered by my conces-
sion exceed 13.5 billion barrels!

My business career began when 1
struck oil on the Nancy Tavlor Allot
ment  in Oklahoma  and  realized a
SI12,000 profit after selling the lease on
the property. I encountered many dil-
ficulties and experienced many  disap-
poinuments in the years that followed.
But I can chart the course of my carcer
by such milestone successes as those 1
have deseribed.

I think the same holds true for any
successlul businessman. His first notable
success serves 1o give direction and impe-
tus to his career in whatever held he en-
ters. 1 he possesses the inclinations of
the 1rue  business cureprencur, he
strives constantly 1o achieve progressive-
lv bigger successes. Wherever possible, he
butlds each new one on the foundations
provided by those he has  already
achieved.

To the real entrepreneur, there is no
such thing as an ultimate wrinmph. His
nn is 10 make a continuing and over-all
success ol his career, and he knows the
only wav this can be accomplished is by
achieving a continuing series ol successes.

The businessman who wants to reach
the wop can afford o be pleased when he
manages o accomplish an end against
the odds he inevitably faces. But he can-
not alford o allow any of his achieve-
ments to make him complacent.

While the suceessful businessman rec-
ognizes his notable achievements  lor

146 their importance, he regards them pri-
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marily as road markers that serve as in-
valuable aids m guiding the future
course of his business operations and
career.

In my own case, I firmly determined
to stay in the oil business after my initial
success with the Nancy Tavier Allot-
ment Lease. Subsequent successes as a
wildeatter provided me with additional
experience, produced more profits that 1
could use as working capital to expand
my operations  and  gave me  more
confidence in my business ability. Each
ol my milestone successes also served to
whet my appetite for facing increasingly
greater challenges.

By the ume I started my campaign 10
gain control of the Tide Water Associat-
ed Oil Company, I lelt that 1 had served
a hard, instructive apprenticeship in the
oil business. T had learned my oilman's
trade [rom the bottom up.

I believed that I'd learned my lessons
well. 1T wanted 10 apply my knowledge 1o
projects of broader scope. 1 was con-
vinced that by implementing ideas and
plans I had formulated in the oil helds,
I could direct the operations of Tide
Water Associated more successfully than
they were then being direcied by the
company’s incumbent management.

1 did. of course. eventually succeed in
my campaign to gain contol of Tide
Witer Associated-—but only alter a long,
uphill fight against odds that look fright-
ening even in retrospect, long alter the
battle was won. Yet, [ consider my victo-
ry only a minor achievement compared
10 the far more important and meaning-
[ul success my associates and I achieved
in building up the company aflter 1 had
gained control of it

The assets of Tidewater Oil Company
—the name was changed some vears ago
have multiplied until they now exceed
$S800,000,000. Tidewater's operations have
mushroomed in size and scope: it operates
with greater efhciency and with greater
benefit o stockholders, emplovees. cus-
tomers and the public at large. Never-
theless, 1 do not consider cven these
achievements anywhere near final. In my
opinion, the company still has Lar 1o go.

My attitudes oward the operations of
Geuy interests in the Middle East con-
form to similar paterns. Obtaining the
neutral-zone  concession,  locating  the
arca’s vast oil deposits and eventually at-
taining high levels ol oil production there
are all achievements that can be con-
sidered milestone successes in my coreer.
But the job in our Middle East oil ficlds
is far from fnished. There is room there,
LOO, for t’xl)illlsi(lll and il'l'lpl'U\(‘lﬂ(‘lll—
room for more and bigger succeses.

I believe that w be wuly successful,
the businessman must first discard——or,
at the very least, greatly discount—mnost

traditional concepts of success. And he
should critically examine whatever pre-
conceived theories he may have about
gauging or achieving it

Let me reiterate my contention that
there is no such thing as the ultimate
success many business that operates un-
der a competitive, frec-emerprise system.
Nor 15 there any such thing as success
that is inherently lasting, that will not
fude unless v is nurtured.

There is nothing constant about busi-
ness. The business world s a changing
onc: the business scene varies from day
to day and even from hour 1o hour.
Thus, no single achievement will long
retain its imitial value. The stwtling
success ol today  can soon  bhecome
obsolete and worthless—ihe abject fail
ure of tomorrow.

I learned early in my career that an
oil well that came in lor, sav, 2000 bar-
rels a day initial production could run
dry long before the osts of drilling it
had been recovered.

By the same woken, a manufacturer may
put a revolutionary new product on the
market one week only to have a compet-
itor introduce an even more revolution-
ary one the next. A sales campaign that
is sweeping the market can be buried by
the avalanche of another that proves to
be more effective. The programs intro-
duced by a company president may
achieve great success Tor a tine and then
be wrecked overnight by developments
over which neither he nor anyone in the
company has any conuol.

Success is at best fleeting. The only
way in which a businessman can hope 10
achicve anything remotely approaching
lasting success is by swriving constantly
for success m everything he atemps.

In this, a rough analogy can be drawn
between the businessman and the mo-
von-picture or stage star. A relatively
unknown actor may be catapulied 1o
stardom beciause ol a part he plays in a
single  production.  Overnight  he  be-
comes a popular idol, and he is swamped
with offers from producers. But what
happens il his next role is a bad one, or
il the nexa production in which he ap-
pears as a llop? His popularity wanes
rapidly. Unless the roles he plays and
the productions in which he plays them
immediaely after his seiback are success-
Tul, the star will hind that he has become
a has-been.

Intelligenmt  thearical  personalities—
those who have remained on wp vear
alter vear—are acutely aware ol
perils. They examine all offers with ex-
wreme care, wrning down roles they do
not {ecl suit them, velusing 1o appear in
productions  that are below  standard.
When a theatrical big name does accept
a role, he spares no cllort 10 give the
bese perlormance he can,

Naturally, every perlormance

these

and
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every production cannot be an Academy
Award winner or draw earitical raves.
There will be some of each that will be
mediocre or even bad. But the twop
names are those whose average of hits is
highest and who consistently do their
utmost to do their best. It scems to me
that 1o these extents the successiul actor
and  the successful businessman  have
much m common.

The businessman who can build an
entire career on a single success is a rare
bird, indeed, if he exists at all. The busi-
nessman whose career can survive an un-
broken series of [milures afier even the
most remarkable of initial successes is
rarer stull.

To carry the analogy one or two sieps
further: The successlul actor meticulous-
Iy examines scripts offered to him. He
learns all he can about the producer, di-
recior, the other actors proposed for var-

ious roles and the technical personnel
with whom he will be working if he
accepts the part oftered to him. If he
does accept, he rehearses endlessly—and
then gives the finest performance he
possibly can.

A businessman reaches the top and
stavs there in much the same manner.
He realizes that business successes are
scldom coups. but, rather. the results of
paimnstaking planning and hard work.
The successful businessman  examines
any given business situation with at Ieast
as much attention and care as the suc-
cessful actor examines his scripts. Usual-
ly, the businessman will be even more
painstaking, for he must concern himself
with such added dimensions as costs and
competition,  production  rates  and
profits and other such mauers not nor-
mally within the actor’s province.

The businessman also concerns him-
self with  people—the personnel  with

whom he has to work as well as those
with whom he is dealing or intends 1o
deal. Then he plans carefully, going
over his plans again and again, searching
for flaws, seeking ways to improve or
better them—and this is the business-
man’s version ol the actor’s rehearsals.
When, at last. the plans are ready and it
is time for him 10 act—in the broad sense
of the word. of course—the businessman,
like the actor. gives the finest perform-
ance he possibly can.

No matter how well things trn our.
the seasoned businessman knows that he
cannot stand indefinitely king  bows
and acknowledging the applause. I he
wants to stay in business, he must do
something for an encore—and the sooner
the beuer,

When the late, great John Barrymore
achieved his first huge successes as a star
of the legitimate theater, he was once
asked what he thought about while ak-
ing his opening-night curtain calls.

“I think about two things,” Barrvimore
is said to have replied. “First of all, I
think about improving my next per-
formance so that I'll get more curtain
calls. Then I think about what part 1'd
like to play after the show finally closes.”

It may be true that there's no business
like show business, but evervday busi-
nessmen could do far worse than to use
a paraphrased version of John Barry-
more's answer as their guide. Once a
business success has been achieved, the
astute businessman gives thought to am-
plifying his achievement—and he is im-
mediately alert 1o opportunities  that
may grow out ol it, or 1o new opporiuni-
ties that may presemt themselves.

Sooner or later, every businessman has
his big opportunities 10 achieve big suc-
cesses. He must be able 1o recognize
them when they present themselves, and
he must also possess mmagination, ability
and willingness to work hard—the ele-
ments needed 1o make the most of his
opportunities. These are not necessarily
innate wrants or abilities. In most in-
stances, businessmen  acquire and  de-
velop them as they go along.

But once he's recognized his opportu-
nity and set his sights on a goal, the
businessman must lay his plans with
great care. He must hand-pick the aides
and associates in whom he reposes the
greatest confdence—individuals he can
mspire to devote their wumost energies
1o the tasks he has set for them, just as
he must exert his own energies 1o the
utmost.

If he does these things, he will greatly
cnhance his chances of achieving a
milestone success. After a while, ic will
become almost a habit, and a series of
milestones will mark the path of a long
and wruly successful business career.
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however, a pro is just that, and don’t
expect him o play with vou for lree
unless you are good Iriends.

There are more than  14.000 golf
courses in the world, and hall of them
are in America, occupying more than
one billion dollars” worth of real estate.
Of the 7112 registered U.S. courses, a
handtul qualily as authenuically great.

Brookline, outside ol Boston. where
reenager  Francis Ouimet  deleated  the
English gianis Harry Vardon and  Ld
Ray in 1913 1o win the LS. Open. e
mains one ol the great wsts of the dlassic
wame. The Merion Cricket Club near
Philadetphia. where Bobby Jones com-
pleted his grand-slam victory ol winning
ithe UL S, Open. the Britsh Amateur. the
British Open and the Ul S, Amatear in
1930, is still. perhaps. the best all-mround
course i Amenici. The giant Pine Val-
lev outside of Camdei. New  Jersey, s
the most horriie course in the United
States. The great goll-course  architect
Charles MacDonald once said thae “the
object of a bunker or a trap is not only
1o punish Luk ol conwrol, but alsa 1o
punish pride and egoism.” ‘There are no
cgoists at Pine Valley, particulanly at the
A370-vard sevenmih hole, which oifers one
Fairway trap that measures an acre and
hall and has rough inside i Jack Nick
laus imerrupted  his honeyvmoon just to
play Pine Valley while his bride. Ban
bara, waited i the car (no ladies per-
mittedj. Pebble Beach and s neighbor
Cypress Point, in Calilornia, are, by com-
mon sweeptance, the greatest occanside
courses in Amneric. Georgra’s Augusti
National, where Gene Sarazen won the
AMasters Towrnament in 14955 by stuthng
in a lour wood [rom 235 vards out lor a
double cagle, is another supreme exam
ple ol goll-course architcaure a its best.
The Delrav Beach lavout in Flovida is a
new course that has achieved gicatness o
the point where Arnold Pahner is paving
S12,000 ol his own money 1o join. In re
cent vears the velvety greens ol Palm
Springs.  California, have become  the
winter capital ol goll in America, where
more than 400,000 rounds are shot each
season on such modern munvels as La
Quinta, Thunderbird and Eldorado.

While most ol the hne courses in
America still belong 1o private clubs, the
day has long since passed that the vener-
able Chevy Chase Club outside Wash-
mgton, D C., dosed 1is austere gates o
“persons engaged in wade.” The courses,
i not actuial membership, in almost any
club are available 1o guests upon inoo-
duction and invitation. Some of the best
courses in the country, such as Pebble
Beach, double Pebble  Beach
serves as a private membership cluly for
those living in the arca and is open on

Drass.

greens’-fee hasis 1o anvone staying at the
adjacent Del Monte Lodge.

Probably the best single goling buy
America is a special oft-season package
offered by Pinehurst in North Cavolina.
From November through February there
is a winter rate ol S89 a week which n
cludes a comlortable room, meals, tips
and access to five championship courses.

The accommodations at the various
clubs and resort hotels run the full
range. Burning Tree, in Marvland, sticks
close to the simplicity of its turn-of-the-
century  clubhouse Sanford  White  de-
signcd, when all a goller wanted was a
place 10 change his clothes and store a
handy supply of potables. Other goll
clubs have expanded their facilities to
include bridle paths. polo helds, ennis
courts, hockey rinks. bowling allevs and
dance hall all in one huge. monsuously
cquipped dubhouse. The eminent goll
oritic Herbert: Warren Wind  desaribed
one such as looking “hike some mag-
nihicent luxury liner that somcone had
forgotten to Lanch.” In Texas, natu-
rally, it is possible o arrange o have
Irozen daiguiris helicoptered out o you
while on the course.

The wue believer must sooner or luer
make the pilgrimage 1o the British Isles
and  play the ancient courses of  the
game’s birthplace. British Overseas Air-
ways Corp. oflers the best single sporting
tour availuble—a 13-day visit to the great
comrses ol Scotland and  England oy
S695 round wrip from New York. This
allows wead  such  legendary
comrses s Prestwack. Troon. Gleneagles
and, the holy of holies. the Royal and
Ancient Goll Club of St. Andrews.

In both Scotland and America some of
the externals of the game are dunging,
Regular courses have been getting long-
er. A course length of GBOO yards was
once considered more than enough. Now
tournaments are plaved on courses meas-
uring 7200 vards. Today's players e a
different. beeher breed. From the hal
lowed spot e Augusta where Savazen hit
his four wood, Nicklaus in the Masters
this year used @ five iron to get home
and probably could have hit a seven il
he had fele like i

Where there isn't room to build a reg-
ulation course, developers are carving
out specially designed  pitch-and-putt.
par-three courses with powerful lights
rigeed 0 wrench o few more hours of
playing time out of the day. But in spite
ol refinements,  improved  equipment,
changed concepts and all the rest, the
ancicnt challenge of goll remains.

“Those who are familiar with the
game know that no man living can ever
hope o approach its possibilities,” said
goller John Henry Smith. “They know
it is the grandest sport designed since
man has inhabited this globe™

vou 1o

Reserve Your Place In The Sun With ...

THE PLAYBOY
KING-SIZE TOWEL

A brightly celored. luxurious Terrycloth towel
big enough (66" x 36”) for a stylish wrap-up to
any aquatic occasion. Code No. M36, 36 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: FLAYBOY FRODUCTS
237 Easl Ohio St., Chicago, 1llinois 60611

Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key no.

Cross-country
swimmers prefer...

Sy g

MASTER |
HOSTS ||

MOTOR HOTELS |

< Sl N

Across America, Master Hosts motor hotels boast
refreshing swimming pools and the most relaxing,
enjoyable facilities possible. When you travel,
look for the most refreshing sign on the road: the
bright gold knocker of Master Hosts . . .

Coast to Coast Guaranteed America’s Finest Motor Hotels

Send for your FREE directory today
MASTER HOSTS, 6000 Camp Bowie Boulevard
Fon Worth, Teas T61I6

1

name {print}

address

oty stale zipﬁrje_ ===

149



ART R R ,
G B AR

of  making an  imelligent  surmise.
and then remembered that I was 100-
pereent New Jersey-born American and
why the hell was [ thinking with an Eng-
lish accent? T pushed mysell into sitting
position and discovered that an anvil
had been sewn inside my skull. But I
went o the desk and Tound my note-
Look, opencd, thank God, and covered
with  Frank’s aamped, unpuncuoated,
lovely scrawl.

Hal—

Arrived 9:20 and found you in
siudy chaiv in what appearved (o be
coma Upon reading your notes iried
to bring you around with injection
meprobamate vecalling its efficacy as
antidote for other hallucinogens but
vesulls negative. Hal this was erazy
stunt you must have known danger
of drug after hamsters death how
could you be vo stupid Have gone
to lab to try and work out some-
thing If you can manage call me
there

Frank

The fingers of my right hand felt like
five Jead cvlinders, but I succeeded in
dialing the number. It wis some time
before Frank answered, and 1 knew he
must be absorbed with retorts and mi-
aroscope. Then he spoke, but instead of
the relief T expected 1o hear in his voice,
there was anxiety and even hysteria.

“Hal!” he said. “Thank God—I was
hoping He made a gasping noise.
“Hal, you've got o get over here right
away. The vellow Fungus——"

“The what? Frank, what's going on
there:™

“The Iungus we saaped [rom the me-
teorite! Hal, it's spreading. Clinging—to
cvervthing! On my legs now—my arm—
spreading 3

There was a dater, and a succession
of meaningless—no, God help me, mean-
imglul sounds! Quict, gentle Frank, who
never riised his voice athove a murmur,
wits screaming. Screaming!

I skammed the phone into its cradle
and grabbed my coat. On an impulse, 1
[ound the bulky Army automatic I had
kept untouched i a bureau drawer, and
shoved the muszle under my belt. Then
I went out.

As I headed into the swreet, the shad-
ow ol the siucer which had been hover-
ing over the aty for the past 11 days
made a pool ol darkness that added 1o
my gloom and the sense of impending
disasier. Now 11 seemed odd 10 me that
Frank and I had never connected the
mercorite with  thin menacing shadow.
When it appeared in the heavens, to in-
still unreasoning panic in the populace
and strt wild speculations about Rus-
sian attack and outerspace invasion, we
had joined the scientific skeptics in the
mment that it was onlv a metecorologi-

150 cal phenomenon, some kind of atmos-

(coniinued from page 70)

pheric mirage. Telescopes had failed 10
penctrate its secret, and  high-altitude
planes had failed o reach it. Then the
peculiar diamond-shaped metcorite had
been discovered, and Frank was deter-
mined to probe its yellow fungus. Had
he succeeded—only oo well?

I hailed a taxi and snapped the ad-
dress to the driver. We had gone only
hall-a-dozen blocks when he made an
unexpected turn down a street darkened
mto the semblance of night by the sau-
cer's shadow.

“Hey!" I said.
Fourth Street

“Msier, 1 " He wurned an agonized
[ace toward me, his ingers white on the
wheel. T can’t help mysell! 1 can't con-
trol this buggy!™

I heard the cabby’s vowl as he tried to
stop his plunging vehice and 1 braced
mysclf for a crash: I never anticipated
the sensation that followed. The laxi
was leaving the ground. It was being lift-
ed into the air as il by a giant's fingers,
and careless fingers at that. T was hurled
against the side of the car as was the
driver, but my door held and his didn't.
I heard his shrick of terror as he clung
to the door handle, but the giamt that
had us in its grip shook him loose into
nothing. and at the same time battered
me into unconsciousness.

When T opened my eyes, I wished 1
hadn’t. Belore me was a Hoating balloon
of flesh that made mvy gorge rise and al-
most unhinged my sanity. It swayed hyp-
notically, its single red-veined orh fixing
me with an unblinking, hdless stire, the
stringy, liver-colored appendages  dan-
gling from the thing, swaving as il in a
breeze. T wurned my head away hom the
sight and glimpsed a gleaming complex-
ity of machinery; T tried to move. and
realized thar 1 was imprisoned by a
“chair” ol some spongy substance that
lelt only my hands free. Without reason-
ing, I knew where I was and what [
laced. T was inside the spaceship that was
darkening the Earth, and I was confront-
ing the spokesman of the alien race
which had brought it there.

“Speak,” said a voice inside my head.
“I will understand you. I am Jushru, the
Overseer. Your mind is fAlled with ques-
tions, and it is my will to answer.”

“My friend!” T gasped, somehow cer-
win that this creature would know
Frank's [ate. “What has become of him?”

“The Flikkari has covered him.” said
the voice, “as the Flikkari will soon
cover all. Our estimate is two lunar peri-
ods. T anticipate vour next question.
What 1s the Flikkariz”

“Yes," I said, uy 12 not to think, not
of Frank, not of Earth, not of anything.

“FThe Flikkari is an enzyme.” Jushru
the Overseer said. “It is the detergent
with which we shall scour and cleanse
your planet of its undesirable life and

“This isn't the way to

foliation. When the process is completed
to our standards, we will bring our ves-
sels and our people to your planet. Thus
do we populate the galaxies. We are the
Swushuri, inheritors of the Universe.”

“And I

“For my collection,” Jushru said deli-
cately. “You are a prize specimen, you
know. In all my wravels through the cos-
mos I have never met your physiological
cqual, with your loose skin flapping
about and the strange metallic append-
age on your hip . ..

I realized then that Jushru. for all his
intelligence, had not vet recognized that
my “skin”™ was clothing and that the
metal appendage was mv Armv auto-
matic. The knowledge that my weapon
was still with me filled me with sudden
hope—not that I could be saved, but that
at least the Overscer of the Stushuri
might die with me. Carelully, I ok the
gun into my hand and pointed it at the
thing that bobbed belore me.

“"Would vou like to know the purpose
ol the appendage?” T asked.

“Yes, specimen,” Jushru replied heart-
ily, and I fired. The bullet hit the bal-
loon ol flesh and it splattered with an
ugly sound. Splattered, exploded and
was no more, and simultancously, de-
prived of its captain, the ship gave a
sickening lurch and started to descend.
IT the spongy arms of the chair hadn't
held me, I would have been dashed to
picces against the bulkhead of the vessel,
but I knew it would not be long belore
Mother Earth hersell would welcome me
in thunder and death, and I prayed that
my act hadn’t come too late to save the
human race . . .

- - -

Raised mysell from the solt ground
and looked about for signs of wreckage.
There wasn't a thing on the carper.
Could T have crashed through the rool
of myv own apartment house? I shook my
head to nid 1t of this ludicrous notion,
and stumbled 10 the desk. hoping that
there would be Turther word from the
laboratory. There was.

Hal—

Found your notes and have de-
veloped  antidote along  lines you
suggested Wil return as soon  as
experiments on lab animals com-
Pleted. Hal am greatly concerned
whether antidote merely intensifies
or allers natwre of myosergicin's
cffects but 1f animals swvoive fests
will veturn within jew howrs and
make the attempl

Frank
My nose was Dbleeding. T knew it
was the result of my heightened blood
pressure, and I quickly pressed my hand-
kerchicel o my face. I didn’t like the way
the count was staring at me across the
room. “Perhaps it’s the alitude,” 1 said
gaily. “Your mountainous country doesn’t

suit a lowlander like myself, Count.”
His lips parted in a smile, and once



again I remarked his unusual long white
canines with their gleaming points. 1 re-
fused 1o give credence to the supersti-
tious tales of the villagers, and ver . . .

“Your blood is very red,” the count
said with a disarming chuckle. “It is a
shame to lose so much of it lor a mere
nosebleed.”

“And just how,” said the Oriental
leaning against the carved manelpiece,
“do you suggest blood should be lost,
Count? In what service besides bestial
appetite?”

The count snarled audibly at this, but
the Celestial. tugging a his long mus-
tache, merely smiled. His other hand
lightly stroked the dark hair of the love-
ly sloe-eyed woman who sat beside him,
and I cringed at the sight of his walon-
like nails on her white skin. I knew, ol
course, how determined he was 1o eradi-
cate the Caucasian race in its entirety,
and I wouldn't have been surprised to
sce that hand signal o lhis dacoits to
varrote the Jot of us. Mata, however,
scemed fearless.

“There is only one honorable way to
shed one's blood,” she said coolly, “and
that, of course. is i the service of one’s
country. Don't you agrce with that,
Monsieur Egypts”

I followed her eyes to the pudgy little

man on the sola. He wore a red lez and
appeared to be asleep, and 1 realized
with a start how closely he resembled the
late Peter Lorre. 1 was almost ready to
comment on the resemblance when Bo-
gart entered the room brandishing the
hand grenade. I oried o tell him whose
side I was on, but when I glanced down
and saw the Nazi uniform 1 wore, 1 was
no longer certain mysell. In the distance
I could hear the pounding of Japanese
cannon and the ugly buzz of the Zeros
overhead. When the teargas bomb ex-
ploded in the room, I tried o ind my
way to the cupboard where the artillery
was stored, but that dirty fink Niuti had
hidden the key and all T could hind was
one stinking tommy gun. I spit out all
its bullets at the cops in the street until
they blinded me with their spotlight. 1
haed o get out of there, because I knew
Maria would be waiting for me on the
bridge, and I had promised to bring the
dynamite belore nightlall. The roof was
my only avenue ol escape, and 1 would
have gained my [reedom easily il that
damned  music-hall  mentalist hadn’t
reached 1t before me and brought a
hundred Viennese policemen into the
chase. Luckily, 1 caught a dangling vine
and swung over the precipice to the next
cliff, but found myself surrounded by a

H92

pack ol lions intent upon making me
their midday meal. I cried out to Simba,
and my old [riend responded and led
them away. It wasn't hard to pick up the
wail of Denham and the rest: all 1 had
to do was listen for their cries of terror
as they fled [rom the path of Kong. Sud-
denly my oot became entangled with a
monstrous root and 1 went crashing to
the jungle floor, my ankle twisting un-
derneath me. Crippled, 1 watched the
learsome Brontosaurus lumber toward
me, and even the sisht of mv rescucrs
didn't succeed m calming my [ears, for 1
recognized their ragged uniforms and the
tricolor sashes at their waists, and won-
dered what kind of death 1 would make
at the foor of the guillotine; but no,
even that quick end was to be denied
me, [or when 1 looked up and saw the
blade, it was swinging, swinging like a
gigantic pendulum, drawing ever closer,
closer, until finally its razor-sharp edge
slit through my clothing and I could
bear the suspense no longer and opted
lor the Pit . <.
2 e b

Climbed out and ol course saw that
my shirt was gone, no doubt slashed to
picces. There was, however, a strip ol
adhesive on my left biceps. I lifted my-
sell from the study chair and found my-

&
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“I believe you when you say you'll call me in

the city, but as a token of good faith,

couldn’t you give me your watch to hold?”
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selfl oo weak o move. It was an effort
even to bring the notebook in front of
my eves. There was a third scrawl from
Frank, but my vision was so blurred by
whatever substance he had injected into
my blood stweam that it ook me a {ull
hive minutes to decipher the message.

Hal—

The lab animals yesponded posi-
tiwely to the antidote but am still
not surve of its efficacy However feel
obliged to try as myosergicin seems
to be having increased deletevious
effect on your system Gave you 20
c.c.s Will return shortly Pray this is
the answer

Frank

When I heard the knock at the door. 1
knew at once that Frank wasn’t my mid-
dle-ol-the-night caller. Frank owned a
rude set ol knuekles, and this was a gen-
tle tapping, so discrect that 1 knew a
woman would respond to my “Come in!”

It was, indeed, a woman, the beautiful
Lady Tsobel whose husband, Lord Dra-
eo. ruled this principality with an iron
hand. Evidently that hand was lacking
i human warmth: with white bosom
heaving, Lady Isobel pulled me into her
botdoir and locked the door. 1 laughed
as I unbuckled my sword and sid: “Ods
blood, milady, this is a turn for the bet-
ter! When 1 rived with the Queen's
party, you scemed disdainful ol a mere
member of the Royal Escors.”

“Your reputation had preceded you,”
she said covly, “and T could do nothing
to make my hushand suspicious.”

“And now?”

“And now,” the lady said, “with his
Lordship salely in consultation with the
Queen’s deputies, vou may proceed to
live up 10 that reputation.”

Live up to it 1 did, and would have
perhaps  exceeded  her  expectations if
Lord Drago had not thoughtlessly re-
turned from s conlerence and entered
the bedroom. With an oath, he lunged
at me with his sword and. having time
lor neither dressing nor delending, 1
wisely chose the open window and
the waling  ladders ol ivy. “Guards!
Guards!” he shouted, and the clawer of
their boots sounded all about me. Fortu-
mately, a helping hand, belonging 1o a
shapely  ladies” maid mmed  Frangoise,
Cime o my rescue.

“In hiere!” she whispered, showing me
into her  darkened  bedchamber. 1
Ireathed a sigh ol relief, which she
plainly interpreted as one ol passion.
She flung herself into my arms, and
soon learned that her lowly station di-
minished neither her charms nor her ar-
dor. Yet even as we sported 1 sensed an
alien presence in the room, and lifted
myself from her arms 1o see the glower-
ing [ace of a young servingman, who
held a candle aloft that cast moving
shadows ol our dalliance on the wall,

“Rudolpho!™ she screamed. My hus-
band!"

Rudolpho’s oath was earthier than his
Lordship’s, and his weapon was a wicked
knife which he drew from his shirtwaist.
I met his attack with an upraised pillow,
but knowing 1 would be no match for
his brawn in my weakened state, made
my cscape through fceemess of foot. By
this time, the alarum  was  general
throughout the palace and. outnum-
bered, unarmed and undressed, I chuck-
led ac the wrning of fate that had
brought me o this pass, and when I
heard the upstaivs door creak open and
saw the Queen hersell beckon me toward
her, T ovaulted the stairs and  prepared
once more to do baule in the name of
liberty, cquality and [vaternity.

As the sun came up, the golden peak
ol the minarct flashed into my eves and
I sat up quickly, remembering to praise
Allah that T had lived 10 sce another
dawn. T gathered my rags about me and
prepared to venture lorth once more
mto the crowded streets ol Baghdad, in
the hope that some nobleman  would
pity my hunger. The morning was al-
most gone when 1 osaw cunuchs with
staves marching before the harem of
some gereat sultan, and as I moved my
worthless self from their path T heard a
wonEn's voice ory:

“Seize him! Seize that beggr!”

And lo, the cunuchs placed  their
hands upon me and bound me with
ropes and. despite my aies, hore me o
the magnificence of the sultan’s palace. 1
vembled with fear for my youny life,
even as the slave girls stripped me of my
rags., scrubbed and deansed and per-
fumed me with rose water and gave me
the splendid dothes of a prince to wear.
I was then brought into a great hall,
where singing women beat upon tabo
rets and dancing women undulated their
bodies like flowers, the petals ol their
clothing offering tantalizing glimpses ol
therr naked loveliness: and seated upon
the cushions, drawing my cyes like the
rising of the full moon, was a heaunful
lady of the sultan’s harem. She held out
her jeweled hand and spoke:

“Welcome, welcome, O mighty one,”
she said. “Welcome o us, Chosen of
Allah.”

I fell upon my knees and begged for
explanation, and heard these words:

“Mighty one, thou art the lost son of
the Sultan Haroun-cl-Akbar, siolen lrom
your inheritance by a wicked sorcerer.
But now we have lound you again, and
afl the wonders of your domain and
vour palace are yours again, for—alas!—
your father, the Sultan Haroun-el-Akbar,
is dead. For thirty moons we have been
without our beloved lord and  have
yearned for the day when we might find
his son. our master.”

And thus saying, the beautiful woman
drew me toward her, and T knew de-
lights such as no mortal man, Haroun-el-
Akbar excepted, had ever known. And
even as the long night ended, I knew

that she was only one of the harem’s
many treasures, and that T was the most
blessed o men. Not beciuse 1 was the
son of a sultan—ior, indeed, I was only
the son of Abu Kir, a lowly dealer in
carpets—but because Allah, in his com-
passion, had placed me in a harem that
had grown tired ol waiting . . .

Once again the sun was in my eyes,
but I opened them and saw Scarlew at
the vanity, plaiting her auburn hair, and
I chuckled and pulled av her dressing
gown, amd while she made solt. cooing
Southern sounds of protest. she lew the
silken robe slip and shide down over her
shoulders and  across her legs and 1
picked her up in my arms and coried
her up the winding stairway. By the
time 1 was ready to come downstairs
again, the party was in full sway, the
drums pounding and the swrings throb-
bing, and I ughtened the sash about my
waist, lit a cigarette and snapped my
finger on the brim of my hat belore
moving out onto the dance lloor where
Carlotta gyrated  sensuously o the
rhivihm of the tango. At my wouch she
shivered. and then vielded 10 me as a
partner of the dance, and her eyes prom-
ised that later she would be my partner
in love . . . But other eyes were seeking
mine—the contessa, stripping ol her
clothes in the middle of a bored circle of
spectators, a sighe that the damned pho-
tographers of Rome would have given
their eyereeth 1o witness. Very well, 1
thought wearilv, T will make the wita a
little move dolce Tor you, Contessa, and
nodded my head. She ran toward me
cagerly, but I snarled and stuck the cold
muzzle of the 38 against her solt white
belly and then kissed her havd on the
mouth. Her kiss was like Candy. “Good-
ness gracious,” she said, “I'm only a lidde
givl child, and 1 dont think Daddy
would hke this at all.” T didn't care what
her daddy-o thought, man. I mean, ke, 1
didn’t give a damn. I mean, like. her and
me, we had this date a long tme, and
even if dames were like sureetcars, to-
night was the nighe, dige And so | or
dered the Nubians 1o depart, and drew
the curtams, and sluwl)- removed  the
splendor of her garmems, except tor the
Layptian crown that topped her impe-
rious queenly head. “Are vou really Play-
wate of the Year:” 1 whispered. “Call
me Sophia.” she said, and held me close.
When she finally let me go, I made my
way to the study desk and wrote:

Frank—

Stufl you gave me no antidote at
all, mevely changed hallucinatory
poini of vicw. For God's sake. keep
a record of the formula, it's worth a
million  bucks. And  don’t worry
about  finding antidote. If this
damned stuff is going to kill me it’s
not a bad way to die.

Hal



.. And how did you get started in this business, Miss Andrews?”
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MOST BEAUTIFUL RACE

debacle; they fed him and gave him
spirits to keep him in fighting trim as
they hauled him off in the race ambu-
lance, which at this time made its only
appearance of the day.

During the same lap and after Fione
had left us for the duration, I drew level
with Trufh on the country stretch and
said evilly, "It was at Dead Man's Cor-
ner you reminded me to duel. There,
we'll duael.”

Just ahead lay the bend in question;
we were negotiating it a moment later at
a pace that let me see each sparkle of
mica in the rock which stood in the
bend's right-hand side.

Trufii sighed. “Fifteen laps left. Will
they stone us, do you think?”

“It's a possibility,” T said.

Presently he said, “Thank God there
are no American or Briush journalists
handy. Thank God our glorious dictator
kept this one in the country. Cassy, I am
sorry my greed did this to us.”

[PIROTEST
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(continued from page 66)

I reached out and patted his shoulder;
he needed it. “Not alone yours, Truffi.
Ours. And we share that, too.”

Then T rolled ahcad of him, pulled
hard right, and at approximately ten kph,
hit the mammoth rock. It gave me a
dent, nothing worse. So 1 was forced to
drive off the course and seek out a better
rock, which took off my oil pan.

- - -

That evening the hotel lights shone
joyous and welcoming. But as we five
walked in, fresh from the incredibly suff
ceremony of cup giving, no men crowd-
ed forward to shake my hand or any of
our hands. No woman warm with the
need to sleep with a courageous driver
came toward me. Even children stared
with chill and cocked their noses. Little
Fione said, I am dispossessed. Goddamn
it, at my age, after all I've done . . )"

Then two things gave me a whisper of
cheer. One  was  Stanguencui, who
winked and leered from around a lobby
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column. The other was the gorgeous
young woman, sleek as new wheat and
gowned by some flesh-loving Tintoretto,
who strode up and took Truffi's hand
and whispered something into his ear.
He excused himsell and walked off with
her. Watching them go, or rather watch-
ing her go, I thought there was some-
thing familiar about the sumptuous
rear of the lady. But I could not quite
place it
- - -

For a few days after that we were
more or less barricaded, then the sum
mons came—not from Mussolini, but
from another high offical. We were es-
corted to his state chambers. He had a
forceful mustache, a sign of privilege—
Mussolini didn’t like mustaches.

As soon as we were seated, another
door opened and Stangucnetti came in.
After him came the girl who had tapped
Trufh for honors the night of the race.
As Trufh sat up, frowning and alert as a
nervous horse, I recognized her. It was
Suanguenetti’s  daughter—Fione and 1
had seen her, very briefly, the night we
made plots with that larcenous farmer.
She hadn't, then, looked like this . . .
suddenly a vicious, bad thought came to
me, and 1 nudged Trufh. “Trufh,” I
hissed, “you spent a night with this.” He
nodded. “In vour pocket,” I went on,
“you had a sacrosanct document. The
one Fione and I made Stanguenetti sign,
so he could never, with grace, withdraw
from our six-way bargain. Trufh, where
is that contract”

“T'he damnedest thing,” he whispered.
“She wouldn’t take any money . . ."

I went pale. I hardly nceded o hear
the official when he began, quite
smoothly, telling us that Signor Stan-
guenetti had, in light of the question-
able circumstances surrounding the race,
and because ol his intense patriotism,
decided 1o split his winnings 50-50 with
the naton. The ofthcial was in it with
the Stanguenctuis up to his fat neck, but
even so, that left the Stangueneuis, fa-
ther and daughter, with plenty. I think I
lelt worst while we all posed, Stanguenet-

s hairy arm around my shoulders, for
the newspaper photographers. Then the
Stanguenetus had gone, the ofhcial gave
us his blessing and let us go, and we five
slunk off to our table in a corner of the
plaza. We sat looking at Trufii for a
long time, then fat Arito laughed.

“I hope she was good,” he said. “Noi
your fault, really. You'd never seen her
before. But by God, T hope she was
worth our money, all of it. Was sher”

Trufft reflected. “Yes, pretty good.
You know, I've had worse.” Then we all
laughed, there being litde else to do,
and ordered drinks; we put them on

Truffi's tab.



MANHATTAN TOWER

(continued from page 61)

The setting is ideal for small-scale en-
tertaining. “I can handle up o 50 people
with no wouble,” says Turner, “but the
apartment is best when there are just
four or five couples. To me, that's about
the right number for a party anyway.
I don’'t know how 1o cook and I never
step inside my kitchen except o get ice.”

Whether for a small party or a téie-i-
téte dinner, it is alter dark that the
apartment really comes into its own.
Turner can turn down the ceiling lamps
until the room is tinged with a bluish
cast and let the brilliance ol Manhattan
at night fill the room.

Aflter photography, music is Pete Tur-
ner's consuming interest. Whenever he
takes off on a [oreign assignment, he tries
to bring back a few hours’ worth of tape
recordings of the local music. He wired
his apartment for sound with separate
volume-control speakers in every room.

In sharp conwrast to the rich colors he
used in the rest ol the apartment, Turner
opted [for light tones in his master
bedroom. The room is simple and un-
cluttered, with a kingsize bed and a
custom-made  headboard as its major
piece of [urniture. The headrest doubles
as an electronic headquarters and houses
a cenwral panel that conwols all stereo
functions, the lighting throughout the
whole apartnent, as well as the exten-
sion speaker system.

The work center of Turner’s digs was
originally the second bedroom. With desk-
top storage units and soft pine paneling,
the oflice seems more like a casual second
sitting room than a working studio.

“I had o make this room livable,” ex-
plains Turner, “because when 1 get back
[rom an assignment and settle down to
go over my work, I feel like T am lit-
erally living here lor days at a stretch.”

He installed wtwo banks of cabinets.
One runs along the Iength of a wall
and  provides ample storage space for
filing. The other forms an L-shaped work
area with a recessed light box under a
flip-up desktop.

Like the living-room wall unit, all of
the cabinewry in the office area was built
as separate units and is removable,

“I uy 1o keep organized so 1 can put
my hands on anything as soon as [ need
it,” he says. I never know where 1 am
going to be next, so | have to be ready to
pack in 13 minutes 1o go on a round-the-
world trip. 1[ 1 had 10, I could probably
move cverything I own out of here in
hall a day.”

A resuless traveler, Pete Turner some-
day may have 1o move on. But for now
he lives the lile he likes, where hie wants
to live it—in a high-level bachelor’s lair
overlooking the lights and colors that
make up the fascination of a great city.
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PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR
(continued from page 71)

her cinematic debut in a trio of teenage
titles—Ski Party, How to Stuff a Wild
Bikint and Sergeant Deadhead. Jo's act-
ing ambitions will soon be more sub-
stantially enhanced, however, when she
receives a United Artists contract to play
a part in Blake Edwards’ forthcoming
film What Did You Do in the War,
Daddy?, as part ol her Playmate of the
Year booty.

As this year's titleholder, and the sec-
ond beneficiary of a newly instituted
reavsoy program of additional Lugess
designed 1o suitably honor its annual
Playmate favorite, Jo will be awarded
over S10,000 in prizes (sce page 72 for
a partial listing of this year's Playmate
of the Year awards), many of them in
PLAVBOY's sophisticated new color shade
—Playmate Pink. We are also pleased

to announce that future Playmates of
the Month will receive a total of $5000
in modeling and promotional [ees for
their centerfold appearances in the mag-
azine, which represents almost a 50-per-
cent increase in tribute to the glamor of
our gatefold girls.

When told that our readers had really
put her in the Playmate Pink of things,
Jo was so excited that it ook several
long-distance telephonic minutes’ worth
of feminine squeals and sobs before she
calmed down enough to tell us: “The
other two girls looked so great in their
April photos that I never dreamed 1'd
win. I'm so happy I feel like running
out and giving everyone who voted for
me a hug and a kiss. Honestly, T teel like
I've just been crowned Queen for a
Year.” And so she has.

“Who wants a piece of tail?”

WHERE THERE'S SMORE

(continued from page 92)

have forbidden tobacco (as he did alco-
hol) had he known about it. Christian
reformers can only envy them this as-
sumption. Mohammed did not claim
divinity, only that he was the Prophet
of Allah, but the Mosaic law came direct-
ly from God and God most assuredly
would have known.

Confusion in religion and morals
spilled over into medicine. Until re-
cently, when antitobacco latched onto
lung cancer to the virtual exclusion of
all other diseases, tobacco has been
blamed for almost every ailment known
to man except frosthite. Yet when to-
bacco first entered Europe it was hailed
as a wonder drug, the sovereign remedy
for the very ills it was later accused of
causing. Nicot hmmsell, whom botanists
immortalized by naming the plant
Nicotiana tabacum after him, thought it
a drug. In the covering letter to his ship-
ment [from Lisbon he described  how
poultices of tobacco leaves had cured
an  croding ulcer, a fistula, even a
severed thumb, and for vears the physi-
cians of Europe believed this therapeutic
nonsense.  Herbalisis and  apothecaries,
not planters, raised tobacco, and men
of medicine vied with one another
in  discovering new  cures.  Paralysis?
Drink four ounces of tobacco juice,
it purges “up and down.” Running
sores? Cover them with tobacco leaves.
Labor pains? A leal of tobacco, very
hot, on the navel. Corns? Gangrene?
Iiching?  Rabies?  Drink  the  juice.
Rheums? Catarrhs? Gononthea? Warts?
Smoke a pipe and be whole. During
the Great Plague of 1664-1666 English
schoolboys a1t Eton were made 1o smoke
an inoculatung |)ipe each morning, and
Samuel Pepys mentions in his  Diary
that he uwsed the same preventive in
another form. He “chawed™ it

With tobacco occupying such a prof-
table place in the pharmacopocia, it is
not surprising that doctors were among
the fivst and bitterest enemies of tobacco
for pleasure. They were against it 10 a
man, and they were against it for the
same reason that the madam in Shanghai
Gesture was against debuantes. “They
give away,” she complained, “what 1
sell,” and a layman with his own pipe,
snuflhbox or quid could wreak similar
havoc on the prolession of medicine,
Tobacco in unskilled hands, the doctors
said in effect, could be as dangerous as
the atlment itsell. Would you mend your
own shoes? Build your own house? Bap-
tize your own baby? Similarly, if you
wished 1o be cured of, say, epilepsy, you
should consult your physician for a scien-
tific prescription of the new panacea.
They said this in pamphlets, speeches
and learned journals and they said it
to increasingly deat  ears. The use
of tobacco for pleasure swept Europe,



sweeping aside the medicos and gather-
ing unto iself a fresh set of enemies
that ranged from James in England o
the Pope in Rome.

It was not so much the use of tobacco
as ats misuse that first raised such emi-
nent anger. The Archbishop of Seville
banned smoking in his cathedral, not
because he thought it sinful, but be-
cause the constant clash of flint on stecl
as smokers lit their pipes drowned ow
the Mass. The ban was ignored, as was a
later one in 1642 by Pope Urban VII
that carried the penalty of excommuni-
cation. “The use of tobacco,” said Urban,
“has gained so strong a hold on . .
even the priests and cleries that during
the actual celebration of the Holy Mass
they do not shrink from taking tobacco
through the mouth and nostrils, thus
soiling the altar linen and infecting the
churches with its noxious fumes, sacri-
legiously and to the great scandal of the
prous.” Sacrilege was not the sole offense
ol smokers. nor were only the pious
scandalized. English tofts, aflter intensive
tutormng by a “prolessor in the art of
whifling.” would flaunt such accomplish
ments as The Ring, The Wiflle (emit
smoke in short puffs) and The Gulp
(inhale) wherever they could find an
audience. Theaters were the greatest
sufferers, closely followed by taverns,
and many of Shakespeare’s plays had
their “world premier” under conditions
that would have shamed a stag party in
Gomorriah.  Dominating  the pit and
“clowding the loathing ayr with [oggie
fume” were the “reeking gallants”™ and
their “artillery.” Their reck came, main-
ly, from the harsh tobacco of the day;
their arullery was the fancy ordnance
needed to cope with it—a set of pipes, a
pipe pick, a large box of tobacco, a
knile to shred it, and a pair ol silver
tongs to handle the glowing ember that
was passed from one lout to another on
the pomt of a sword. The general effect
was that ol a three-alarmer in Bedlam
and the audience reaction was what
Madison Avenue would term negative—
so negative that theater buffs were the
first 1o applaud when James let fly with
his Counterblasie 1o Tobacco.

James 1T ol England, known o his
loyal subjects as “the wisest fool in
Christendom,” was also  Christendom's
greatest musocapmist, a word meaning
hater ol tobacco smoke. “Where there's
smoke there's ire,” they said of James.
but there is reason 1o believe that his ire
was directed as much at Sir Walter
Raleigh—whom he correctly suspected
ol having opposed his accession 1o the
throne on the death of Elizabeth—as at
tobacco itself. Raleigh did not introduce
wbacco into England as is generally
supposed, but he championed its com-
mercial possibilines and saw in tobacco
the [abulous gold of the New World
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that England never found. He was right.
(In 1964 the United States mined some
$60,000.000 worth of gold. In the same
year the 8-billion-dollar-a-year tobacco
industry paid the Federal Government
$2.095,176,000 1n excise taxes on cigarcies
and other 1obacco products. Suate and
local taxes on agarettes added another
51,312.000,000, bringing the wotal b 1o
53.437,176.000.) But any [viends of Ra-
leigh were enemies of James and most
ol them god it in the neck. Some, like
Raleigh  himself, got it with the ax.
Tobacco got it with the Counterblaste,
a document that has been called “the
Bible of no-tobacco.” It deserves the
accolade. Published over three centuries
ago, it anticipates every argument ever
marshaled against wbacco and  derides
is medicinal use with a wit and logic
rare among reformers. "It cures the gout
in the feet,” says James at one point, “and
in that very instant when the smoke
thereof, as light, [lvs up into the head,
the virtue thereof, as heavy, runs down
to the liule woe.” Other cures atributed
to the “precious stink™ got equally short
shrift and his Majesty then turns to the
social shortcomings of the “stinking Sul-
fimigation.” It is a form of lust, he
says, and i branch of the sin ol drunken-
ness that stupefies the user and, worse,
makes him unfic for the military service
of his king. It spoils the food, smells up
the house, causes bad breath and forces
the “delicate, wholesome and clean com-
plexioned wife” to embrace the hlthy
habit in self-defense against the horrid
stench of her husband. Smoking, in short,
is “a custome Loathsome o the cye,
hatefull o the Nose, harmfull o the
braine. daungerous to the Lungs, and in
the blacke stinking fume thercol, neerest
resembling the horrible Stigian smoke of
the pit thau is bottomeless.”

Counterblaste, which set the tone
for all no-tobacco tracts published since,
had no more effect on smokers than did
the 4000-percent boost in the duty on
tobacco with which James followed it
The book was ignored and the tax simply
encouraged smuggling, but what really
scuttled the king's cruside was his own
namesake, the colony of Jamestown in
Virginia. Founded three years after the
Counterblaste, Jamestown was the hirst
permanent English settlement in Amer-
ica, and for a time enjoyed the added
distinction of being the only one estab-
lished for the avowed purpose of mak-
ing money. It was neither a haven for
the oppressed nor an enlightened  ex-
periment in penology; it was unasham-
edly for the fast buck and the fast buck
was dreadfully slow in coming.

The principal cause of delay was the
poor quality of Virginia 1obacco. A
varicty known as Nicotiana rustica, it was
raw and bitter, utterly incapable of com-
peting with the mild Nicotiana tabacum

158 that was native to Latin America and

whose seeds were still a closely guarded
monopoly of the Spanish and Portu-
guese.  Far  from  producing  wealth,
Nicotiana vustica only diverted the col-
onists from producing food and for five
years Jamestown verged on starvation,
The next five were beuter, for in 1612
John Rolfe (later to marry Pocahontas)
got his hands on a packet ol Nicotiana
tabacum sceds smuggled out of Cuba.
It was a small packer. but it was enough
(tobacco seeds are so tiny they have 10
be mixed with sand for sowing and a
tablespoonful will provide the makings
for over 8000 cartons of cigarettes), and
by the ume the Pilgrims landed at
Plymouth in 1620, Virginia was on the
road to wealth. Tobacco, as Raleigh had
maintained, was gold, and obacco’s
archenemy James was quick 10 grab
his share—he gave Virginia tobacco prel-
crental tariff treatment over Spain’s
and made tobacco a roval monopoly.
This was a shoddy betrayal of anti-
tobacco, and antitobacco never [orgave
him. From then on he was their erring
knight, and when he died in 1625 they
sang, along with smokers, a song that
put him in his place:

Sir Walter Raleigh! name of worth,

How sweet for thee to know;

King James who never smoked on
carth,

Is smoking down below.

James died but Counterblaste lived
on, and no-tobacco has cribbed from it
ever since. One of the author’s more
fanciful flights was that autopsies on
smokers invariably revealed “an unctious
and oily kind of soot” in the lungs.
Three hundred years later the embauled
Lucy Page Gaston could still wow the
faithful with a grisly gag about an un-
identified corpse whose lungs were “so
full of soot the coroner couldn’t tell
whether he smoked cigarettes or came
from Pitsburgh.” James listed an im-
posing nrav of ailmemts he said were
caused by tobacco. This same list, con-
stantly enlarged, was a standard [eature
of antitobacco literature thereafter and
by 1857 had reached such [rightening
proportions that England’s noted medi-
cal journal The Lancet published it in
full as a public service. The editors, after
a firm disclaimer ol agreement. presented
over a hundred discases, moral lapses
and finanaal disasters that were blamed
on tbiacco. Among them were carly
death, msanny, tanirums, solwening of
the brain, paralysis, apoplexy, delirium
wemens, newvalgia, sterility, ulcers, m-
potency, consumption, dyspepsia, heart-
burn, [atulence, loss of memory and a
passion for obtaining moncy by Iraud.
(Modern  medicine supports only the
first. “Smoking dechinitely shortens a
man's days,” agreed the late Sir William
Osler, famous physician and  medical
historian. “I siopped once and the days

were about M hows long.”) Nor is this
all. Leeches, bugs and fleas that bite
smokers sulfer instant death and  the
children of inveterate smokers ave prone
o cnervation, hypochondria, hvsieria,
insanity, dwarfish deformity and a life
of pain. The sure itself is imperiled.
“Tobaco,” said antiwobacco m a para-
graph that ends with what must have
been the greaest anucimax of the 19th
Century, “impairs the vigour and energy
ol 1the English people and causes them
to sink in the scale ol navons. It ruins
voung men, pauperizes workers, counter-
works the ministers ol religion, and
renders  the old women ol Ireland
woublesome to the dispensary dociors.”

There were Tew dispensarics in Amer-
ica in 1857, so data on the behavior of
their aging female clientele is meager,
but no patriot need feel that his smok-
ing ancestors  courted  less  imposing
ailments than did addics in the mother
counwry. Beginning m 1798 with Dr.
Benjamin Rush ol Philadelphia, the
United States has produced a line of
reformers who could ay havec with
the best that Briunin, indeed all Europe,
could offer. Prior 1o Rush their voices
had been stilled by the operation of an
cconomic law expounded by Al Smith
m the 1930s. “Nobody shoots Santa
Claus,” said the Happy Warrior, and
tobacco had been such a mainstay of the
Colonial economy that to condemn it
was to flirt with wreason. New LEngland
Puritans, almost from habit, had passed
a few restrictive laws against smoking.
and a Viginia planter named John
Hartwell Cooke had Tulminated againse
tobacco because it impoverished the soil,
but nobody paid much atention to
cither. Independence changed the pic
ture. The diversification of agriculture
and indusiry that followed the Revolu-
tion robbed tobacco of its immunity from
criticism and the eminent Dr. Rush was
quick to raise his hand againse it.

Rush was wtruly eminent, antitobacco’s
man of distinction. As a signer of the
Declaration of Independence and Sur-
geon General of the Continental Army
under Wiashington., his name  curied
weight, a great deal more weight than his
findings. His principal finding, presum-
ably based on personal observation ol the
Philadelphia [auna, was that whacco
gave users a raging thirst that only booze
could slake and was the first step oward
skid row and the municipal lodging
houses. This parlay ol tobacco  with
whiskey became established dogma with
every reformer who followed him. “First
smokers frequent soda fountains,” said
the Reverend Orin Fowler in 1845, “and
from soda water get drinking beer, and
then brandy, and finally whiskey. One
tenth of all the drunkards annually
made in the nation are made drunkards
through the use of wbacco.” The Rev-
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erend Fowler was one of three brothers
—Orin, Orson and L. N.—who joined
with the Reverend George Trask and
Dr. Joel Shew to lead the fight against
tobitcco in the years before the cigareue.
The cigar, the pipe, the quid and the
pinch of snuff were their enemies and
they fought with bales of homemade
statistics and hundreds ol horrible ex-
amples drawn [rom their own expe-
rience. Among them they must have
known every lush and every loose woman
in the United States, for cach ol these
unfortunate victims of wobicco was 1n-
variably one of their nearest and dearest.
“He died in my arms,” was a [avorite
obit with the Reverend Trask. “felled
in his prime by the Stinking Weed.”

Trask was by far the most industrious
of the lot. As president of the American
and Foreign Anti-Tobacco Society and
proprietor of the Anti-Tobacco Tract
Depository, both of Massachusetts, he
compiled and published some 20 tracts
a year and “preached against Strong
Drink and Tobacco in places near and
far on wellnigh every Sabbath and ad-
dressed over 120 Sabbath-schools.” Such
husbandry bore much fruit. In his an-
nual report for 1865 he gloats that
“No Smoking signs are on the increase
from Dan to Beersheba; many merchants
won't hire clerks who use tobacco; and
spittoons  are vanishing [rom  pulpits,
pews and parlors, a signihicant indication
that chewers of the quid are losing caste
with those who don’t.” Trask himsell was
i brand snatched from the burning.
In a thinly disguised autobiographical
pamphlet utled “How James Blake
Dropped His Cigar and Found Christ,”
he confesses that he smoked cigars for 20
years, despite warnings from his Aunt
Rhoda that “religion which begins in
smoke ends in smoke, and no votary of
tobacco can be a spiritual man.” He
smoked six a day, “first thing each
morning, last thing at night, and no
devotee of Bacchus, no Brahmin, no
Hindoo, worshiped with more fidelity.”
When he couldn’t buy tobacco he bor-
rowed it, and il unable to borrow would
have stolen “as I am told our fast young
men do todav.” He would buv cgars
“even on Sunday” and on one occasion,
so low had tobacco brought him, he
“stopped an unwashed Irishman on the
street to beg a light of him and felt
it no compromise to my dignity. 1 loved
cigars more than my mother, my good
name, my church.” Then illness struck
and Trask found himself attended by a
consecrated  physician.  “ “Tobacco  has
laid you low,” "™ said the doctor. *You
must drop it or be a dead man; perhaps
in two days.” Here was an ecpoch in my
life and I had strength left only to drop
my cigar and feebly whisper ‘1 will
never take another whiff' and I never
have!”

Himself saved, Trask devoted his life

160 to saving others and, in addition to his

regular crusade, ook to needling his
betters by mail. No one was imune. In
1860 he wrote the Prince of Wales, later
Edward VII, and rebuked him for set-
ting a bad example for American youth
during a recent visit to the United
States. The royal mouth, Trask com-
plained. was always stuffed with a meer-
schaum pipe and children throughout
the land were now following his noxious
example. Trask demanded that he quit
smoking. “I cannot ask it on grounds ol
expense,” he wrote, “for what is money
to a Royal Purse, but it wastes time, oo,
and makes you look ridiculous. [Tobac-
co’s wastage of time also dismayed Philip,
Earl of Sutanhope, an English historian.
A man taking snuff, said his lordship,
does so every ten minutes. Each inhala-
tion (inhalation, sncezing, wiping the
nose) takes 114 minutes, 3614 days a vear.
In 40 years of life a man would spend
2 years waking snuff and another 2 years
wiping his nose, 4 years he could have
spent to bewer advaniage.] Also, think
of your children of the Royul Line. The
sin of the father is never so strikingly
visited on his children as is the sin of
tobacco smoking . . . and the man is not
yet born who can take the gauge and
dimensions of this insidious enemy which
has smote great nations."”

The prince, who got quite enough of
this sort of thing from his mother,
Queen Vicioria, did not reply, but Trask
was undaunted. He published the letter
as a tract and hve years later was writing
to General Grant in the same vein.
“Give up your cigar,” he implored. “"You
conquered in spite of it, and it sets a bad
example to one and all. What shall we
do with our Bands of Hope and our
gallant Cold Water Armies after vour
horrid example?” Grant doubtless had
constructive  ideas about what Trask
could do with his Cold Wiater Armies and
his Bands of Hope—wwo adolescent or-
ganizations pledged to abstinence from
alcohol, twbacco and profanity—but he
was 100 polite 1o suggest them to a man
of the cloth. He just went on smoking
and a great many of his countrymen did
the same. But they were not necessarily
following his example; they  were
following history.

Every American war has stimulated
the use of tobacco. "If vou can’t send
money,” a desperate Washington wrote
Congress [rom Valley Forge, “send to-
bacco.” It was an excellent substitute. By
issuing it to his men they could momen-
tarily forget that they were ill-paid, ill-
clothed and ill{ed. By selling or wading
it he could get supplies. Bills and sol-
diers were frequently paid in wbacco,
and Benedict Arnold’s sole use by the
British after his treason was as nominal
leader of an expedition to destroy the
tobacco crops and warehouses in Vir-
ginia that were the rebel army’s principal
source of cash and comfort. Alter York-

town, soldiers brought the tobacco habit
home with them, spreading both its use
and cultivation. The Mexican  War,
short and remote, did litde but popular-
ize the cigar, but the Civil War, lought
largely in 1obacco counury, brought to-
bacco into almost every home that sent a
soldier 1o the front. Four vears of it
wiped out the work of a lifetime for
such men as Trask, leaving them little
but to wonder at what had happened 10
the country and themselves.

They would have done heuer to stop
wondering and read their own litera-
ture. Few Americans doubted the re-
formers” motives—in Trask's best vear his
salary and expenses were hoth met from
contributions of less than S1500—but
[ewer yet believed their words. In at-
tempting to equate the use of tobacco
with drunkenness, debauchery and dis-
ease, they invariably overshot the mark,
citing "facts” a child could disprove and
“authorities” no one could find. Dr. Or-
son 8. Fowler, the “praciical phrenolo-
gist,” was forever quoting [ellow healers
who were figments of his own imagina-
tion. “Dr. Smith of Pennsylvania,” he
would tell the Right Thinking ladies of
New England, “has wreated three cases of
palsy caused by chewing tobacco,” and
the ladies of Pennsylvania would shud-
der at the “weed-soaked wretches™ reat
ed by a Dr. Jones of Maine. Others fell
back on chemistry. “The bath water
used by a smoker will kill geraniums,”
Dr. Joel Shew told a Lyceum audience
in Fall River, “and emanations from the
pores of a smoker will kill the wile who
shares his bed.” Why she should wish to
share it was not explained, for sterility
and impotence were supposed 1o be
among the frst fruits of whacco, but re-
formers were not interested in domestic
relations or the niceties of logic. They
were interested in the eradication of to-
bacco and they flayed it with so many
ridiculous charges that following the
Civil War the antitobacco movement vir-
tually disappeared in a gale of laughter
and a cloud of smoke.

Then came The Liule White Slaver.

In 1964 the United States consumed
197.446.,500.387 cigarettes, a figure that
compares [avorably with the number of
accounts of their origin. Some scholars
say the Aztecs were smoking cigarettes
when the Spaniards arrived and offered
some to Corwes. Others, equally learned,
say that what the Aztecs smoked weren't
cigarettes at all, they were simply wubu-
lar pipes made from reeds, and that the
cigarctte was invented in Peru. Every his-
torian has a theory of his own, each im-
peccably documented. The most likely
theory and certunly the only one that
could possibly be made into a movie is
that the cigarette was invented by an
Egyptian artilleryman av the sicge of
Acre in 1832, Being under siege was, for
Acre, old hat. This time the Turks, un-
der Suleiman Bey, were inside; the Egyp-
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SAN FRANCISCO AND BOSTON DEBUT SOON!

Save $25! Apply for Your Key Now

Headliner Teddi King performs for Atlanta showgoers in Playboy's Pent-
house while the Bunnies serve hearty dinner and drink specialties.

ENJOY AN ENTIRE EVENING ON THE
TOWN WITHOUT LEAVING THE CLUB!

CHICAGO (Special)=Whatever your favorite form of night-club
entertainment, you’ll find it in the many informal, yet elegant club-
rooms of The Playboy Club. Enjoy a new variety show in Playboy's
Penthouse every two weeks (with talent chosen from the largest
roster in the world) or hear cool jazz at the swinging Living Room
Piano Bar. There's dancing for you and your playmate in most
Clubs—either to the rhythms of an upbeat Playboy combo or to the
whirl of the discothégue. Or try your skill at the bumper-pool table
in the Playmate Bar—test your ability against that of the Pool Bunny.

The relaxed and friendly atmosphere of a private party prevails
in your favorite clubroom in every Playboy Bunny haven. And your
one key unlocks the door to every Playboy clubroom in the world!

Dine for the Same Price as a Drink

CHICAGO (Special) Key-
holders will be using their per-
sonal Playboy Club keys in 16
cities this year with the debuts
of the San Francisco, Boston and
London Bunny habitats. (For all
locations, see box on this page.)
San Francisco's Playboy Club,
nearing completion at 736 Mont-
gomery Street, premieres this
fall with Ave levels of clubrooms
including two showrooms—
Playboy's Penthouse and Play-
room—and the elegant VIP
Room. The club will be a
$1,500,000 showcase with such
special features as balconies with
planted areas on each floor and a
rock garden below the Playmate
Bar. The Club is at the foot of
famous Telegraph Hill in the
heart of the city's fun area.
Boston debuts next, at 54 Park
Square, with 35 of our loveliest
Bunnies pampering the best of
Boston, our Playboy keyholders
and {riends, in the many festive
clubrooms. The Party Room,
Penthouse, Playmate Bar with
bumper-pool table and the Liv-
ing Room with convivial Piano
Bar and fireplace promise to
make our easternmost Playboy
the liveliest spot in Boston,

Guests can park their cars be-
neath Boston Common, just
across from our hutch.

Order your key today to take
advantage of the $25 Charter
Rate for keys in new Club areas
before the $50 Resident Key Fee
goes into effect. (Over 10,000 res-
idents of Chicago, Anzona and
Florida have paid the $50 fee.)

When you present your key to
the Door Bunny (she may be a
PLAYBOY Playmate), she will
place your name on the Lobby
board while closed-circuit TV
telecasts your arrival to friends
who may be awaiting you.

In these new Clubs, key-
holders will ind top-talent en-
tertainment, live jazz, the same
friendly, informal atmosphere
that prevails in every Playboy
Club and, of course, the beauti-
ful Bunnies. Gourmet lunches
and dinners are yours for the
same price as a drink —and
Playboy's man-sized drink (an
ounce and a half of the finest
liquors) is known throughout
the land.

Save $25 and apply for the
key that unlocks a world de-
signed with your pleasure in
mind. Mail the coupon today.

CHICAGO (Special)-Now you
can lunch at the Club 12 times
in a row without having the
same entree twice! The famous
Living Room bufiet offers key-
holders a choice of 10 Playboy
luncheon specialties each week.
You may also enjoy tender filet
mignon in the Penthouse or
beefy London broil from the
Playmate Bar chuckwagon (both
in some Clubs) —each for the
same price as a drink!

Our cornucopian dinner buffet
features heaping platters of
steak-kabobs, bite-size chicken
and barbecued baby back ribs.
Penthouse and Playroom dinner
favorites are Playboy's steak
specials — filet mignon or New
York-cut, 8-o0z. sirloin steak.
(L.A. and Cincinnati Clubs also
feature the chef's succulent

Chicken Kiev.) And don't miss
our hearty breakfast buffet —
three eggs, baked ham, pizza,
English muffin and coffee.

All these mouth-watering
Playboy specialties are priced
the same as a drink, only $1.50.

PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

Clubs Open — Atlanta Dinkler
Motor Hotel; Baltimore 28 Light
St.; Chicago 116 E. Walton St.;
Cincinnati 35 E. 7th St.; Detroit
1014 E. Jefferson Ave.; Jamaica on
Bunny Bay, Ocho Rios; Kansas
City atop the Hotel Continental;
Los Angeles 8560 Sunset Blvd.;
Miami 7701 Biscayne Blvd.: New
Orleans 727 Rue Iberville; New
York 5 E. 59th St.; Phoenix 3033
N. Central; St. Louis 3914 Lindell.

Locations Set—Boston 54 Park
Square; London 45 Park Lane; San
Francisco 736 Montgumery Street.

Nextin Line  Washington, D.C.

San Fram:lsco Club nears completwn in picture taken last May (left).
Rendering (right) shows hutch as it will appear for its fall premiere.
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tians, under Ibrahim Pasha (great-grand-
father of the late Farouk), were outside
—trying to get in. They were finding it
rough going. for the walls ol Acre were
thick and the Egyptian artillery fire was
slow. Suddenly, for no apparent reason,
the rate of hire for one Egyptian battery
became  almost  staccato and  Ibrahim
sent aides to hnd out what had hap-
pened. What had happened was that a
cannoneer, tired ol laboriously spooning
powder into the powder holes, had taken
to rolling it into paper spills and pour-
ing the stufl into the gun like water. The
rest is history. Ibrahim rewarded the
fellow with a sack of wwhacco and the
ingenious gunner, having no pipe, rolled
the tobacco in paper as he had the pow-
der and gave the world the cigarerte.
The cigareue reached America just in
time to renew antitohacco’s lease on lile
and make a modest contribution toward
the cost of the Civil War. The boost for
antitobacco was in a new and seemingly
vulnerable form of the ancient enemy.
The contribution 1o the War was
$15,000 paid in excise taxes in 1865, and
comparison ol this figure with the ol
taxes of 53.331.979,000 paid by cigarcries
in 1964 is an exact measure ol antitobac-
s success in fighung them. It s a
dismal record and some of its worst ene-
mics feel that antitobacco deserved bet-
ter, for during some 60 years lollowing
1880 it Tought a good fight. It was very
tough, very dewermined and, thanks 1o

two of its outstanding leaders, it was
even entertaining,

The first of these was Lucy Page Gas-
ton, the Carry Nation of antitobacco
and the greatest antitobacconist of the
Imh Century. Lucy had whar it takes.
Born in 1860 of a long line of Abolition-
ists and hell-fire gospel shouters, she was
tall and gangly, with high checkbones
and a long upper lip garnished with
warts. At 13 she was teaching Sunday
school. At 16. wearing the colors of the
Women’s Christian Temperance Union,
she was wielding the ax. She swung it in
saloons, bordellos, gambling halls and
tobacco shops, but at heart Lucy was a
specialist. The cigarette was her enemy,
her personal enemy, and she had *a
clear call from God 1o fight it.” The cig-
arette led to drink, delinquency, disease,
divorce and death, and at 30 it led Lucy
right out of the W.C.T.U. and into a
crusacde of her own.

Chicago became her headquarters, and
detractors claimed that between Lucy
and the stockyards the town was almost
uninhabitable. Lucy paid them no mind.
Armed with the Clean Life Pledge—no
obacco, no swearing, no  vice—she
stumped the Epworth League and Chris-
uan Endeavor circuits. calling for personal
purity and laws against the cigarette.
This last was an imposing goal, but
not impossible. Lucy lived in an era that
believed in legislating evil under the rug,
so all she had to do was prove that ciga-
rettes were evil. In this she had a pecul-

“Personally, I think you should have
stuck with Abstract Exrressionism.”

tar ally, the cigar industry. Alarmed at
the inroads of cigarcites on their sales,
the cigar makers fought them with ru-
mors, charges and innuendoes and even
hired Greenwich Village hacks 10 write
articles condemning them. The authors
carned their pay. Cigarettes, they wrote,
were made from cigar-lactory sweepings
and from cgar buts that Bowery bums
—"butt grubbers"—were paid o retrieve
[rom the sidewalks of New York. Ciga-
rette tobacco, 1o mask its odious origins,
was doped  with opium, morphine or
chloral hydrate. Cigarette papers were
made in China by lepers and bleached
with arsenic, antimony, merc wry or
white lead. Cigarettes were rolled by
workers whose hands were “a mass of
scrofulous or venereal sores.”

Miss Gaston not only believed these
charges—she helped make them up, em-
broidered them and spread them. In
1899 she organized the Chicago Anti-
Cigarette League, and two vears later
expanded it into the National Anti-
Cigarette League to save the entire coun-
try.  Parades, pledges, threats, tracts,
harangues and noisy legislative lobbying
were her weapons and vouth was her pri-
mary target. “You're just the boy I'm
looking for,” she would cry, pouncing on
some smoking urchin in the sureer. *1
want to tell you what that cigarette is
doing 10 vou.” Then she'd tell him. An
carly, merciful death was the cheeriest
prospect she could hold out 1o him, and
she would personally guarantee it il he
persisted in smoking what she called
“the little white hearse plume.” An as-
tonishing number ol bovs believed her,
but no convert was allowed o swear off
on the spot. He must go home and think
it over, then report to Ant-Cigarette
headquarters, sign the Clean Lile Pledge
and receive a Clean Life button. Only
then was he saved, for, as Lucy pointed
out, “he would rather cut off his hand
than break his word.” The boy could
also join the Anti-Cigaretie League, if
sponsored by an  accredited  Sunday
school, and receive the A.C.L. buton.
This last was more desirable than the
Clean Lile buuon, for it entitled the
wearer to jeer smokers on the soreer and
cven  smatch  cigarewes  from  theiy
mouths. Their Favorite jibe at a cigareue
smoker as he polluted the public air was
“Stinker!  Stinker!  Stinker!” so  they
soon became known and despised as Lit-
tle Stinkers. To this day anvone who re-
fers to an obnoxious brat as “a lide
stinker™ is paying unconscious tribute to
Lucy Page Gaston.

Lucy earned the homage. By 1907 cig-
arcuites were  prohibited in Wisconsin,
Oklahoma, Arkansas and Nebraska, and
when a similar bill reached the legisla-
ture in Albany. Lucy dashed to New
York City to rally support. The “bastion
of sin” was a tough nut to crack. Hear-




ing that society women smoked, she
wrote their clubs urging them to join
the Anti-Cigarette League and sign the
Clean Lile Pledge. “Where Fifth Avenue
leads,” she said, “the Bowery will fol-
low.™ Society gave her the [rost and the
New York legislature proved almost as
slippery as the one in Illineis. Solons
there had passed what they assured her
was an anticigarette law, but they had
purposely drawn it in such vague and
ambiguous terms that the courts had no
choice but o declure it invalid. The
New York legislature simply let its bill
die in commitiee, but by 1913, thanks
Largely to Lucy's Anti-Cigarerte League,
13 states had laws against the sale of cig-
arettes and cigarete papers.

Smoking, ol course, went on as usual
in the blighted areas. Cigareue papers
were bought by mmil, and cigar stores
would charge 20 cemts for a box of
matches and throw in the cigarettes free.
Lucy. unaware of these dodges, devel-
oped a cure for such addicts as the legis-
lation might have been too late to save.
It was a nauscous mouthwash of silver
nitrare 1o be used alter meals for three
days, and its effectiveness lay in making
the gwgler sick as a dog il he 1ok so
much as one pufl from a cigarette during
weatment. Alier three davs ol abstunence
the patient was presumed o be oft the
weed permanently, but if the oraving re-
turned he was to chew on a piece ol gen-
tan root o holster his resolve. Lucy
always carried gentian root in her hand-
bag, stuffed in with the pamphlers,
Clean Life Pledges and graham crackers.
The graham crackers she ate personally,
and [requently they were all she had.
Every dime she could get went to The
Cause and as time passed, despite her
victories, she kept geuting fewer and
tewer dimes. The Lault was her own. Lucy
had appropriated the cigarette as her
own personal enemy and she had deter-
mined 1o keep it. Privates were wel-
comed into her army, but she despised
senerals and, since there simply were
not enough mentionable vices lor every
reformer to have one ol his own, a good
many generals insisted upon joining. As
her  National  Anti-Cigarcue  League
grew—it became the International Anti-
Cigarette League in 1911—the discordant
brass grew with it and the move-
ment demonstrated an alarming tenden-
¢y to grow out [rom wunder Lucy's
thumb. Taking a leal from the ant-
saloon people. who long ago had decided
that Carry Nations method of closing
ein mills with an ax was not ladvlike,
anticigarette became more sophisticated.
LEducation, the upstarts told Lucy, was
the new approach, and her habit of slug-
ging smokers over the head with her reti-
cule was really not educational in the
finest sense of the word. When Lucy
paid no atiention, they reduced both her
authority as president and her income,

and only the fortuitous arrival of World
War One kept her in the public eye.

World War One separated the men
from the bovs in anuwobacco. With
Pershing pleading for cigarettes to cheer
the troops, who wanted silver nitrate
and gentian root? Lucy did, and she was
one ol the very [ew in antitobacco who
had the nerve 10 sav so. No country satu-
rated with nicotine could lick the Kaiser,
she said, dodging brickbats the while,
and the cigarente was even more danger-
ous to the soldier than to the civilian. It
drugged  his senses, making him  easy
prey to the Boche, and its glowing tip
made a perfect target at night. When the
tobacco companies answered Pershing’s
appeal with carloads of cigarcues, Lucy
accused them of slaughtering “our own
dear boys” 10 counteract their bad pub-
licity during the antitrust suits brought
against  them, suvccessfully, i 1911,
When a patriotic organization in Kansas
sent cartons ol litde whate hearse plumes
to the front, she hauled 1t into court
(also successfully) under the state’s anti-
cigarctte law. If she saw a soldier smok-
ing, she snatched the cigarete from his
lips. And when the armistice was signed
she announced that “the War is over, so
the cigarette is once again poison.”

Hardly anyone listened. for the coffin
mail had lost its power 1o [righten. Most
of the states with anticigarete laws re-
pealed them, substituting laws against
sales 1o minors. At 60, tired and poor,
Lucy had all her work to do over again
and the old methods wouldn’t work any-
more. The International Anti-Cigarette
League knew this afl wo well and began
concentrating on school  childven and
the “scientific” aspects of smoking. Lucy
wottldn’t, or couldn’t, change her tactics,
and when her diaribes and cigarctie
snatchings raised a storm of lawsuits, she
was asked o resign as president. She did,
on the last day of 1919, and the next day
annonnced her candidacy for President
of the United States. Her announced
qualifications were that she looked like
Abraham Lincoln and had no husband
to distract her ITrom affairs of stue. Her
platorm was “morality.”

Lucy's morality plank called for the
prolubition of smoking, burlesque shows,
suggestive movies, tght brassieres and
modern  dancing.  In  their stead  she
wanted “clean sweet things” on stage
and screen, community singing instead
of dancing, debating socicties and spell-
ing bees instead ol cabarers. She actually
entered the Republican  primaries in
South Dakota, but oftered o withdraw
“in lavor of any man who will endorse
the moral reforms for which T stand.”
William  Jennings Brvan  must  have
qualified, for when he was nominated by
the Prohibition Party she was a delegaie
to the convertion that named him by
acclamation. The country elected War-
ren G, Harding, o agarete hend who
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had been selected in a smoke-filled hotel
room, so Lucy girded her loins o sty
the nation's coming ruin. She founded
another National Anti-Cigareue League,
1o fight both the cigaretie and the Inter-
national League that had deposed her,
but her voice was too shrill even for her
new  creation. When  she announced
plans 1o publish a magazine called
Coffin Nails, it cut oft her funds and she
was reduced to berating women smokers
and writing President Harding's sister to
make him give up cigarettes “lor the
sake of Americm youth.” In 1923 she
died. felled by a truck as she left an anti-
cigarcte vally, and her last request was
that the faithful omit flowers and give
the money to The Cause. Four school
children recited the Clean Life Pledge
over her grave.

Lucy's career has been cilled “the sto-
ry of antitobacco in miniature.” Tt is an
ipt phrase. At one time there were over
60 antitobacco  organizations in the
United States, each with branches, and i
wits @ house divided. Lucy split with her
own league over policy, others split over
trivia. Mark Twain's boast that “it's
casy to give up smoking, I've done it
hundreds of times” tore the movement
in two. One group rebuked him for lev-
ity. the other missed the point completely
and praised his perseverance. Eamon de
Valera provoked a similar schism. Arrest-
ed by the British for his parc in Ircland’s
Easter Rebellion of 1916, he paused at
the jailhouse door and smashed his pipe
to the ground. “I'm not going to give
vou English bastards the pleasure of tak-
mg it away [rom me,” he explained.
“I've just quit smoking.” Again, one
group cheered his reformation, the other
chided him for swearing. When he re-
sumed smoking the moment of his re-
lease. however, both united 1o deplore
his backsliding. Even the death of Gen-
eral Lew Wallace, author of Ben Hur,
caused  dissenston.  “General  Wallace,”
saidd the Waterville, Maine, Banner of
Health, “died at the emrly age of 78, an-
other victim of the deadly cigarette. But
for the filthy weed he might have lived
to an even hundred.” The Jericho, Ar-
Kansas, Primitive Christian saw things
differently. “General Lew Wallace,” it
said, “died at 78, having prolonged his
life beyond the Scriptural threescore and
ten by the use of those devilish ciga-
rettes. God made 70 the limit of our
years and those who violate it by em-
ployving drugs will surcly suffer.”

Dissension did not extend into exag-
geration, a field in which all segements of
antitobacco scored equally high marks.
It is doubtful that a dozen statemenis by
antitobiaceo since it first claimed Rodri-
go de Jeres was possessed of devils could
withstand  medical, legal or editorial
scrutiny, yet mothing has reswained it
from making them. And such statements
as “Cigarettes spread Ieprosy” or “No

smoker can enter the kingdom of Heav-
en” were not offered as expressions of
opinion. They were offered as proven
facts, and not all of them were advanced
by professional relormers. In 1914
Thomas A. Edison put aside his cigar [or
a moment o blast the cigarette. “The
injurious agent in cigarcies.” he wrote
in The Case Against the Little White
Slaver, a series of booklews published by
Hemry Ford, “comes principally from
the burning paper wrapper. The sub-
stance thereby formed is called acrolein.
It has a violent acuon on the nerve cen-
ters, producing degeneration of the cells
of the brain, which is quite vapid among
boys. Unlike most narcotics, the degener-
ation is permanent and unconuollable. 1
employ no person who smokes ciga
retes.” Another conwributor 1o the same
booklets, billed anonymously as “a wom-
an of exceptional mental avainments,”
buttiressed  Edison’s case with a simple
houschold experiment. She soaked 15
cigaretie papers in three tablespoons of
water and found that “a few drops of
this fluid will kill a mouse quicker than
you can sav 'Jack Robinson.”” She had
killed dozens of mice in this fashion, she
claimed. as had her friends, and what
she wamed 10 know—addressing herself
point-blank 1o Percival Smith Hill, presi-
dent of the American Tobacco Company
—wias what effect this paper would have
ot human beings. Mr. Hill did not re-
ply. but Dr. Charles A. Greene, one of
antitobaccos  favorite medical authori-
ties, was happy to oblige. “Alter five
years ol smokine,” said Dr. Greene, “the
blood of a cigarette addict is as black
as ink.”

Mr. Hill’s [ailure to reply was based
on hard experience. No reply, no denial,
would be accepted, and the cigarette in-
dustry had sopped making them. From
a swrictly business point of view they
were unncecessary, lor cigarettes, then as
now, thrived on abuse. When Lucy Page
Gaston began her crusade against them
the nation’s annual consumption was a
little over two billion: when she died 1t
was over seventy  billion.  Antitobacco
was better than an adverising  cam-
paign, its every knock a boost, and in
the early Twenties. oddly cnough, the
industry’'s main concern was noet  anti-
tobacco at all, but antisaloon. Brewers
and bartenders were not the only people
made jobless by the 18th Amendment,
Thousands  of  proflessional  veformers
were also thrown out of work and the
logical place for their peculiar talents
was antitobacco. The thought of an
attack mounted by these hardened veter-
ans gave the tobacco industry  night-
mares, and not even the soothing words
ol Dr. Clarence True Wilson, head ol
the Meihodist Board of Temperance,
Prohibivion and Public Morals could
quict s nerves. “The desperate efforts
of the outlawed liquor traffic,” said Dr.
Wilson, “to make credulous people be-



licve that the victorious Prohibitionists
will mow demand a Constitutional
amendment  against  tobacco—not  to
mention dancing and failure to attend
Wednesday-night Prayer Meeting—is the
limit of hypocrisy.”

The cigarette industry was not nota-
bly aedulous, but that is precisely what
it believed, and with good reason. “Pro-
hibition is won,” cried Billy Sunday, the
center fielder turned evangelist, “"now
for tobacco!” Early developments were
ominous. A national No-Tobacco Army
was organized “in the interest of per-
sonal purity, civil righteousness and the
final prohibition of the 1obacco trade”
and  prohibitory bills began  dropping
into legislative hoppers. One of them,
introduced in Indiana, would have made
smokers ineligible for public office and
liable to imprisonment at hard labor. “No
cigar, pipe or cigarette fiend.” said its
spansor, “has the right to pollute the air
another breathes.” The bill failed to pass,
but similar measures throughout the land
reccived alarming support and reformers
everywhere adopted the stance of those
who've got it made. “Il you want to be
on the side that’s going to win,” crowed
the No-Tobacco Educator, “join the No-
Tobacco Army!” And thousands did.

Then, for three basic reasons, the
movement lell Hat on its face. One rea-
son was the widespread use of cigarettes,
by both sexes, engendered by the War.
Another was the obvious failure of Pro-
hibition, necessitating money and man-
power to protect the 18th Amendment
itsell. The third was the continuing in-
ability of reformers to show that tobacco
was harmful to the average smoker. It
was one thing to point to a lush sleeping
in the gutter and prove the cvils of ex-
cessive drinking. It was quite another o
point to the Presidemt of the United
States and convince people he might
have done well 1 life had he stayed oik
the weed. Many reformers tried—Har-
ding got more letters asking him to stop
smoking than asking him [or jobs—but
most were content with smaller game.
Bernarr Macfadden, publisher of Physi-
cal Culture magazine, begged youth to
abstain from  cigareues and  promised
they would be “cleaner and sweeter” for
it. “The first step in making a ‘bad’
boy,” he wrote, “is to teach a good boy
1o smoke . . . Most accounts of the exe-
cution of youthful criminals end with
the words: “He went to the chair with a
cigarette on  his lips."” Muny others
raised their voices against cigarettes—Ty
Cobb, Luther Burbank, Connie Mack,
Gene Tunney—Dbut by the mid-"Twenties,
with consumption soaring and financial
support of antitobacco reduced 1o a
trickle, most people and most organiza-
tions bowed 1o the inevitable. A few, a
pitilul few, never surrendered. and the
most memorable of these was D, Charles
Giflin Pease, that reasonable [acsimile of

Robert E. Lee who snatched the ciga-
rette from Pershing's mouth and became
the last great champion ol no-tobacco.

Pease was against almost everything.
He was against tobacco, whiskey, colice,
tea, corsets, cocoa, ginger ale, meat, Her-
shey bars, vaccination, capital punish-
ment, Tammany Hall, the Salvation
Army and artificially flavored lollipops,
and by the time he died in 1941 at 86,
every one ol these evils had [elt the back
of his hand. Tobacco was his first enemy,
cigarettes his greatest, and he fought
them in prose and in person. Prose was
almost his undoing. In 1913 a “wol of
the twbacco trust”™ wrote a letter to
the editor of the New York Sun taking
issuc with a previous letter from Dr.
Pease in which he had denounced smok-
ing. Pease replied instanter, but in a
misguided effort 1o indicite widespread
support he signed his reply as coming
[rom a fictitious Annectte Hazelton at an
equally fictitious address in the Bronx.
“Dr. Pease,” Anncue’s letter concluded,
alter  several paragraphs of [ulsome
praise, “is our greatest fighter for a na-
tion frce of drug addiction and T am
with him.” When this letter was publicly
revealed as a fake, those last [our words
rose up to haunt their author. Reporters
ignored the exposure and feigned 1o be-
lieve from the phrase “1 am with him”
that Dr. Pease, twice a widower, was liv-
ing with Anncue in a Bronx love nest.
“How's Anncute?” they would ask him,
“I hear she smokes like a chimney.” In
1915 they carried the joke a bit far.
Hemry Ford, an admirer of Pease and a
fellow eccentric, invited him to sail on the
Oscar II, the Pcace Ship sponsored by
Ford that somchow was to end the War
in Ewrope and “get the boys out of the
trenches by Christmas.” Pease accepted,
but when the ship sailed on December 4,
he was not aboard. He was on the pier,
surrounded by his luggage and telling
reporters he had been forced 10 disem-
bark by the sudden illness of his mother.
The vruth was almost heartrending. A
plaviul reporter had inquired ol Ford if
“Miss Hazelton™ would be sharing a cab-
in with Dr. Pease. When Ford asked
who Miss Hazelton might be and was
told she was Dr. Pease’s boon compan-
ion, he was shocked to the marrow and
had “the immoral lellow” tossed ashore,
bag and baggage. The Peace Ship, a
pathetic failure, could ill afford the loss.
Dr. Pease could probably have stopped a
world war with the same [acility he start-
ed wars of his own,

One of his best was fought in 1909
with the New York City Board of
Health over smoking on the elevated
railways and Pease won it, he always
maintained, by teaming up with God.
Pease had harried the Board for ycars
with demands that it prohibit smoking
on the trains and for years the Board
had brushed him off. Finally, to quict
him, it proposed a compromise it felt no
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rcasonable man could refuse—an offer to
prohibit smoking in all save the last car
ol each train. Pease was not a reasonable
man. “It was only half a loaf,” he would
often recall later, with liule or no en-
couragement, “but even as I rode the
clevated to the public hearing T could
think ol no reason for rejecting it
Then, when I got off the train, a voice
spoke 1o me as [rom a burning bush,
‘Look :at the motorman,” it said. ‘Look at
the motorman.” I did, and my enemics
were delivered inmto my hands. My sta-
tion was the end of the line and the mo-
torman, the control lever in his hand,
was walking from the first car to the last.
I saw that he was not going to turn the
train around for the return wrip. He was
simply going to opcerate it from the oth-
cr end and on the journey uptown the
last car would be first and the first last
There were only three cars on the trains
of those days, so this meant thac all the
cars except the one in the middle—that
sweet oasis—would soon be filled with
the vile stench and debris of the tobacco
fiends. We got our law, of course. Who
could deny Him?”

Dr. Pease was one of the few doctors
active in no-tobacco whose title was au-
thentic. He was both an M.D. and a
D.D.S. and it was probably this eminent
background that saved him [rom the
physical violence his behavior so often
mmvited. At a dinner of the Men’s
League for Women's Suffrage in 1912, he
went from table to table snatching ciga-
rettes and cigars from the guests’
mouths. Some Ieft and others relit. but
no one hit him. lor years he personally
enforced the law against smoking in the
subway. When he couldn’t tell whether a
cigar was actually lighted, he would
knock off the ash with a folded newspa-
per. I a spark glowed, he led the culprit
to a policeman and demanded his arrest.
Later, when tea, coftee, cocoa and choc-
olate were added to his stable ol poisons,
he would walk through Central Park
snatching Hershey bars from children.
Mothers or nurses usually called the
cops, but the cops wanted nothing 1o do
with him. They would rather buy the
child a fresh candy bar than listen to the
doctor’s harangue at the station house.

Pease’s list of proscribed items grew
with the years, and for reasons that fre-
quently left his disciples in the dark. His
disciples were organized into the Non-
Smokers Protective League of America
and not a few ol its members found
themselves  fighting  corsets and  coffee
and sirloin steaks when all they really
wanted was less obacco smoke in public
places. Their leader always explained.
Corsets were bad because they restricted
circulation. Sirloin steaks were bad he-
cause sirloin was beel, beel was meat,
and Dr. Pease was a vegetarian. Tea and
coffee and many soft drinks contained
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including Hershey bars, were bad Dbe-
cause they contained theobromine and
the Salvation Army was wicked because
it gave coflec to the woops and spoiled
their aim. Tammany Hall was corrupt
and refused to outlaw smoking on the
streets. Artificially favored lollipops con-
tained a habit-forming drug that en-
riched the manufacturer by enslaving
the child. Capital punishment was bad
because it dispatched criminals before
they could renounce the tobacco that led
them into crime.

So it went, and with all these enemics
it is surprising that Peasc had any
friends, but he had thousands. Many of
them were rcporters. Reporters loved
him personally and as copy and they
demonstrated their affection by constant
baiting. Pease was always available to
those seeking redemption, and his ad-
mirers on the night shift would some-
times keep him on the telephone until
dawn to bolster their will as they
“fought the craving for the weed.”
Charles MacArthur, the playwright, was
particularly adept at this. He would call
Pcase, sometimes from as [ar away as
Chicago, to plead pitcously for “One
puft, doctor! Just one puff'” Dr. Pease
would be adamant against even this
small concession, but he was so kind and
concerned that MacArthur's conscience
would hurt him lor days. On one occa-
sion he was so contrite he actually con-
templated giving up smoking. Nothing
came of this high resolve, mainly be-
cause MacArthur shared with other re-
porters a sneaking beliefl that Dr. Pease
must be pulling their legs as assiduously
as they pulled his. He wasn't. When he
told them that Presidemt McKinley, as a
smoker, was a greater criminal than the
man who assassinated him. he was ex-
pressing his sincere belief. And when he
said that he personally knew a horse that
had jumped off a cliff in hysteria after
madvertently eating some tobacco leaves
in its hay. he was not joking. He never
told a joke in his life—nor saw one.

This lack of humor was the hallmark
of antitobacco. The only remark ap-
proaching the jocular in all its history
was Horace Greeley's reference wo the
cigar as “a flame at one end and a fool
at the other,” and scholars suspect that
Greeley stole this line just as he stole the
more famous "Go West, young man”
from an editorial in the Terre Haute,
Indiana, Express by John Babsone Lane
Soule. Its dourness has cost antitobacco
dear, but no onc ever bled so prolusecly
from its lack ol humor as did the late
Richard John Walsh, a writer, editor
and parodist. Mr. Walsh suffered. Tor a
parodist, the fate worse than death: He
wrote a parody of no-tobacco tracts that
close 10 reality the parodied
themsclves embraced him as their own.
His take-olf, The Burning Shame of
America, appeared as “a Labor ol love of a
devoted band of women and men of
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the No-Nicotine Alliance, founded at
Iilyria, Illinois, on a lovely spring day in
1924, and it was described on the title
page as a "handbook ol easy reference
for speakers and organizers against the
evils of tobacco.” To Mr. Walsh’s horror,
that is precisely how it was accepted. His
“Primrose Pathfinders,” rhvmed slogans,
were recited by the very people they
sought to burlesque. “To keep our glo-
rious nation clean/Stomp out the viper
nicolie!”  was  considered  especially
suitable for songfests, and there was
scarcely a dry eye in the house when the
speaker gave out with “Besotted [ather
who dehiled [ The air around his helpless
child.” Dr. Pease himsell plugged wtwo of
them—"Vile men who smoke upon the
street/Are not the kind T care to meet”
for young ladies, and “The butt by wan-
ton smoker tossed [Has Kindled many a
holocaust™ for firemen and conservation-
ists. In addition 10 poetry and some
splendid homilies in prose, Mr. Walsh
provided imvaluable economic data for
domestic use. Ouistanding were his bald
statements thar “the lumber wasied an-
nually on matches to light cigareues
would build 5000 homes” and “a man
who smokes ten cigars a day can become
a milliomaire in his old age by giving
them up.” And if such tugs at the purse
strings didn’t make a husband abstain,
he could usually be brought to heel with
Mr. Walsh’s  concluding  paragraph.
“Worst of all,” he says, "is the smoky
odor that hangs about the house. It gets
into the lungs ol the whole {amily, preju-
dicing them w0 all kinds of diseases;
makes it impossible for them to enjoy
the pure air. the smell of flowers, rubber
plants and ferns, and the perfume that
mother sprays about her boudoir. In
many smoking houses it becomes neces-
sary to open the windows at night to let
out the vapors of tobacco, thus exposing
the family 1o the dangers of dralts and
the risky night air.”

There is little market for such maeri-
al today, but it will doubtless be revived
if the Surgeon General’s report should
join the Counterblaste and those trouble-
some old ladies of the Irish dispensaries.
Such material was still being used during
the Forties, and Mr. Walsh may yet find
himsell standing shoulder to shoulder
with James I and Lucy Page Gaston in
the bright galaxy of no-tobacco. Tt will
be an honored place, but it will be three
steps to the rear of the incomparable
Pease. For who but Charles Gifhin Pease,
told that a woman who had smoked since
childhood had just died at 106, could
make the reply that shines as a beacon in
the deadpan liermure ol antitobaceo?
“"What a shame!” he cried. "What a
dreadlul shame! Who knows to what a
ripe old age she might have lived had 1t
not been for that death-deiling weed.”



“Thank you, my dear.”
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