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It takes Gllbey s famous
frosty bottle to pour
a summer drink this wintry

If the famous frosty bottle makes your taste buds
tingle, wait till you sip the gin. Gilbey's London Dry
was born in England in 1872, the unique creation
of brothers Walter and Alfred Gilbey. Gin with

a dry, subtle, balanced taste such as the world

had never known before. (Or since.) Gilbey's is
still made to the secret family recipe.Why
not let yourself in on our family sceret?

(Is it any wonder Gilbey's gets such
awarm welcome?)

i
|
i
i
i
f




rf§ v

The bottom of the sea is one good place to test water repellance; another is anywhere there’s undue moisture.
The London Fog Maincoat® will pass any moisture test with flying dryness.

Shown: London Fog’s Emsley —rain, wind and saltwater resistant, in our exclusive Claeth Cloth,
50% polyester and 50% combed cotton. Natural, olive, black, or arctic mist. $29.95

London Fog

Baltimore 11, Md.




Viceroy’s got the filter for
the taste that’s right!

Viceroy is specifically designed to taste the way [P

2l
you'd like a filter cigarette to taste. Not too ipSlongies . WCEROY
strong ... not too light...Viceroy's got the taste \ | aitip —
naem . | teste that's : Filter Tip
that’s right! s_right! =’ .




RUSSELL BUDRYS

THIS SEPTEMBER Issug, nooduced by
PLAYBl '-l Plavmate staffer Teddi Smith in he
fourth cover appearin ¢, is our bhigeest (and, we think, om
best) back-to-campus number ever. For undergrad and alum
alike, we offer our annual Pigskin Preview which, for pictorial
purposes. required logistical legerdemain ol a high order.
Twenty-two players plus coach had o be assembled i one
place at one time from distant campuses in Calilornia, Florida,
Louisiana. New York and points in between. The success ol
our Photo Department’s Operation All-America is auested to
by the unique gridiron shots herein. The suceess of prognosti-
cator Anson Mount's predictions (his past picks rank him
among the leaders as a weller ol toothall lortunesy will have
1o be determined in the months ahead.

As this 1ssue wem 1o press, we were stunned o learn ol the
sudden, untmely death, in London, ol Conuibuting LEdito
and good [riend Robert Ruark. This momh's Afternoon in
Andalusia is our third and fnal Ruirk short story with the
character Alec Bayr as its protagonist. All three will be part of
The Honey Badger, Ruark’s forthcoming novel tor McGraw
Hill. Bob, only 49 at the time of his death. will be missed both
as a writer and as a gentleman without peer.

In our Seprember lead fiction, Chariot of Fire, Ray Russell
once more uses his home ground. Hollywood, as a backdvop
for his cast of characters. Rav. at this wriung, is heading for
Alrica to research a hlm. Irving Wallace, a part-time resident ol
Spain (he has a farmhouse on the island of Minorca) and long-
time occupant of the bestseller lists (The Man, The Prize, The
Three Sirens, The Chapman Report), recalls with fondness a
pair ol enterprising and engaging ladies, the Everleigh sisters,
in this month’s Call Them Madam, which will appear in slightly
diflerent form in his forthcoming Simon ¥ Schuster book, The
Country Gentleman. Wallace, who's in the midst of his next
novel, The Plot, set Hollywood's hiscal seismographs afluter by
closing a seven-figure deal with 20th Century-Fox for screen
rights to two of his novels. As a tribute o Wallace's top-drawer
prolessionalism and ability to deliver, the money was paid o
him before one word of cither novel had been put on paper.

Dr. Alfred Kinsey, the man whose sex studies gave Wallace
the idea for The Chapman Keport, and the Institute he lound-

WALLACE

ed at Bloomingron. Indiana. are described lor the hrst ume
anvwhere with veportorial thoroughness and  objectivity in
Ernest Havemann's The Sex Institute. A lormer editor [or
Fime and Life, and a top magazine wirier lor almost two dec-
ades, Havemann, whose 1962 book Men, Women and Mar-
riage drew on the work ol Kinsey and other rescarchers, was
Institute head Paul Gebhard's personal choice 1o do the piece
for several reasons: Havemann's reputation for fairness and
accuracy and his long and imtimate contact with the Instutute
and its field ol inquiry. As the writer most dlosely connected
with the Institute, he has had access o s hbrary ol erotica,
has worked closely with s staft since the Kinsey report on
women in 19533, Havemann was the author ol Lije’s much-
acclaimed, medepth study ol homosexuality in the United
States (June 26, 1961) and collaborated with Dr. Gebhard on
a two-part summary ol the Institute’s just-published report,
Sex Offenders: An Analysis of Types. which appeared recently
in the Ladies’” Home Journal. Over the vears, he has authored
miny picces on psychology and psvehiatry.

There appears 1o be some hope lor peace in our time (au
least in the world ol journalism) when two presumed arch
rivals of the magazine world, reaysoy and Esquire, can get
on so famouslv in 1965: The lawer had a good-natured spoof
of rLAYBOY in its August issue, in which we were joined with
Reader’s Digest 1o lorm Digest Boy, and in this September
issuc, rLAYsoy presents Fsquire publisher Arnold Gingrich's
ciertaiming memoir, Horsing Them  In with Hemingway
(which will appear as part of his The Well-Tempered Angler,
to be published by Allred Knopl). In it, Gingrich—who was
Fsquire’s editor irom its birth in 1933 unul 1945 and has been
its publisher since 1952—recounts some wild fishing expedi-
tions in the Thirties with Papa and novelist John Dos Passos.

Also on the September agenda: CGahan Wilson's Mother
Goose, bizarre cartoon twists on children’s classics; William
Pearson’s Las Vegas-based The Muses of Ruin, which will
form part of a novel by the same name o be published by
McGraw-Hill; Sex Stars o} the Twenties, Part 'V ol Arthur
Knight and Hollis Alpert's The History of Sex in Cinema;
Algis Budrys' chilling lantasy, The Ultimate Brunette; and
many other fact. hction and photo leatures to fill the eye and
mind, lift the spirit and hre the fancy.

CINGRICH

HAVEMANN

WILSON
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Hey, shirt...
I’ll meet you
for lunch.

A nice long lunch.

A shirt like you deserves a mar-
tini. And a black and blue steak. A
chocolate mousse. And brandy.

And then...you know what, shirt
.. let’s talk him into playing hookey.

You've got a glint in your eye,
shirt. And it’s a shame to waste that

on an office.

Van Heusen made you for me.

They know me. Snobbish enough
to like a button-down collar that
rolls just that way. Sexy enough to
like a shirt that fits the way a man is
built. And all-girl enough to fall in
love all over again with the one man

in the world who can handle white
stripes on blue twill.

In fact, shirt, let’s start playing
hookey right now. Hmmm?

VAN HEUSEN"®
4177 younger by design

Van Heusen and Lady Van Heusen Apparel



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 Q1. CROW

Famous, Smooth, Mellow

PLAYBOY
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6 FREE! “MIXING MAGIC™ BOOKLET. Dozens of recipes, serving suggestions and parly ideas, all colorfully illustrated. Send to Old Crow, Box 166 M, Wall SL Stalion, New York. N.Y. 10005.



DEAR PLAYBOY

E) AoDRess PLAYBOY MAGAZINE «

LAWMAN
I wish 10 express my appreciation to
you for the conversuwion with Melvin
Belli in the June issue of pravsoy. It
gave me a new understanding of this
brilliant, courageous, witty man. Here,
at last, is a man who did what he be-
liecved with all of his heart should be
done. Many of us secem to “believe some-
thing should be done” about so many
things. Few of us are willing to try.
Forrest J. Willingham
Pompano Beach, Florida

Mr. Belli roared into Dallas as the
King of Tors and sneaked out as the
Court Jester.

Kay Kayse
Dallas, Texas

I was quite [mrlurbt:d, after reading
the Melvin Belli interview, 1o find that a
man with what is unquestionably one of
the great legal minds of our time has
such a biased and narrow view of the in-
tegrity of his fellow man. It is dis-
appointing to think that everything with
which Mr. Belli disagrees becomes a
“travesty,” “outrageous,” “incredible,” a
“scandal,” ad infinitum, while every-
thing with which he agrees becomes “in-
controvertible evidence,” “lact,” or the
“truth.” I only hope that someday I shall
become as infallible as Mr. Belli.

N. MacDonald Bruce, Jr.
School of Law

Southern Methodist University
Dallas, Texas

Melvin Belli 1s not unknown to our
profession. He is not only flambovant, he
is the most egotistical individual 1 have
ever met. Nevertheless, and  probably
because of his flamboyancy and  cgo-
tism, he commands the respect of thou-
sands of American lawvers. We wish to
congratuliate PLAYBOY upon the presenti-
tion of Mr. Belli and his views. We take
no issue with his remarks concerning (1)
Dallas, (2) the wrial of Jack Ruby, (3)
insurance companies, (4) police ofhcers
and prosccutors. Our own experience in-
dicates that his comments are accurite
(although caustic), and our reading of
HEWSPaper accounts ol the Ruby wrial is
suflicient to convince us that the protec-
tions guaranteed by the United States

232 E. OHIO ST.. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

Constitution were left crumbled by Dal-
las authorities. Only the Belli interview
could have topped the Beatles one,
Richard M. Huckeby
Cisneros & Huckeby, Atorneys at Law
Denver, Colorado

Your interview with Belli has literally
fed my being. He is a guy I'd like to
know. It scems 1o me that once of the rar-
est and most valuable human raits is
that of awareness. He is real; 1o him, lile
and other people are real, 10o. Thanks,
rLAYBOY. You've once again presented a
meaningful, memorable interview with
an important person. Your interviews
are not equaled anywhere else.

Mrs. Susan Betz Hoskin
Carmel, California

The most interesting thing brought
out in vour interview with Mr. Belli is
his double standard—one standard for
Melvin Belh and another for the rest
of the world. Wire tapping is “morally,
legally, innately wrong; it stinks of
spving.” ]. Edgar Hoover is a dangerous
man for advocating it. But the Belli firm
employs it. H. Louis Nichols' act of giv-
ing an interview 1o the press alter sceing
Oswald was “unthinkable and unforgiv-
able”™ beciuse it “helped the Dallas es-
tablishment condition public  opinion
against any insanity defense by Oswald.™
And yet what effect on public opinion,
and on any future wials of Jack Ruby,
had Mr. Belli's outburst after the verdict
in Ruby's wial?

Mr. Belli's seminars teaching lawyers,
among other things, “how to sue mal-
pracucing doctors,” are very admirable.
However, I see no menton of his teach-
ing them how 1o sue malpracticing law-
yers. I am sure that some defendants are
occasionally  convicted result of
some lawver's having made a mistake or
having poorly prepared their  delense.
And the physical and mental damage
the defendants sufler can be as bad as
that inflicted by malpracticing doctors. ]
am sure that Mr. Belli would have much
more success getting doctors 1o testify
against one another if lawyers led the
way by testifying against their fellow
lawyers in cases ol legal malpractice.

Mr. Belli advises law  studems o
acquire some knowledge of medicine,
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HAVE A

LITTLE BRANDY

HANDY

A friend in need—that's Hennessy!
Your own flask of Hennessy will
come in handy any time, for any
occasion.

This popular, economical small size
is perfect for sporting events, pic-
nics,and outings...makes an ideal
traveling companion tucked away
in your briefcase or suitcase.

So have a little Hennessy handy—
it's the most popular cognac brandy
in America.

HENNESSY

COGNAC BRANDY
B4 & 80 Proof - Schieffelin & Co., New York

ALL-PURPOSE

LOTION

MIM COMBANY INC.
Niw YORX

©  worinusa r {

cont. § oL oIk

~Znglish
| Leather

after shave . ..
after shower . ..
after hours. ..
the ALL-PURPOSE
MEN'S LOTION

$2.00 $3.50 $6.50

ouc MEM COMPANY, INC. 347 Fifth Avenue, New York

surgery, swigical instruments, hospital
paraphernalia, etc. Likewise, perhaps
some ol the courses in medical schools
should be  dropped and  replaced by
courses in law. Fhen if lawyers were
made lable for mishandling a case, phy-
sicians could advise the patients when 10
initiate suit. For example, a psvchiatrist
sceing patents on death row, or seeing
someone like Juck Ruby, might think
they had suflered a lot ol personal injury
as a result of some lawyer's bungling.

I am sure that Mr. Belli speaks the
truth when he says, "I probably know
as much medicine as [ do law.” How-
cever, even my wife, who is a lavman,
knows  tlat “amenorrhea™ means  ab-
sence of menstruation and not iwregular
menstruation,

Stephen D, Bourgeois, M.,
Evreux, France

Re vour Playboy Inlerview with Mel-
vin Belli: As a Texan warped by Texas
newspaper  editorials  concerning  Mr.
Belli, it was a relveshing change 1o get o
know the real “mad genmus of the San
Irancisco bar.”

Hermon W. McCoy
Houston, Texas

Alter reading  Mr. Belli's remarks
about Senator Robert Kennedy an yvour
June Playboy Interwview, 1 felt a deep
sense ol revulsion at what I personally
Ieel to be a wholly unlur, unjustified
and undignified attack upon one ol ow
nation’s finest men. Mr. Belli pictures
Senator  Kennedy as an unscrupulous.
unprincipled, lidle man, who would use
the engine ol government to his own
ends. This type of character assassina-
tion does not speak well for Mr. Belli. As
a lawyer, he should know that words can
often do irreparable damage 10 the dha
acter and reputation of people, particu
larly those who serve in the public eye.

Bill Hennessy
Urbana, Ilinois

Being a lawyer for an insurance com-
pany, I've developed a sensitive car for a
phony swry, and your June interview
with Melvin Belli sounded  like onc.
Your interviewer scemed o regard mod-
est Melvin as some kind ol national folk
hero, instead of 1he biggest unmoored
aushag west ol Lakehurst. T don’t know
what he was doing while Belli (who was
probably wving to locite some more
publicity-lilled cases 1o serew up) was
phoning Canada. New York Ciry, s
burgh and the Virgin Islinds. T do know
that il he'd been reading a book Belli
wrote ten years ago, called Ready for the
Plamntifl, he'd have realized thae a great
deal ol s candid  conversation  was
warmed-over baloney. Many ol Belli's
quotes are lifted almost verbauim  from
the book which. dealing  primarily in
sell-praise, was a llagrant violation ol the
Canon ol Legal Ethics [orbidding attor-
neys from advertising.
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*‘That Man’
by Revion

A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE AND AFTER-SHAVE LOTION.
ALSO SPRAY-OECOORANT BODY TALC, SOAP, TALC, PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE.

Regarding his explanation for losing
the Ruby case, it still seems incredible to
me that any intelligent lawyer, however
publicity-conscious, would autempt 1o
detend his client by insulting the entire
prospective jury panel and evervone else
in town in advance of al case. At
any rate, if those Texans really scared
Belli, as he claims, he's apparently man-
aged a [ull recovery.

William J. Re
New York, New York

I have read your brilliant interview
with Melvin Belli and  thoroughly en-
joyed it. However, there is one legal bat-
tle Belli has won that vou failed to
mention, probably because it was very
recent. It seems that the San Francisco
Police Department  raided the North
Beach secuion of town and arrested all of
the topless showgirls for indecent expo-
sure and lewd conduct. The club owners
emploved Belli as their legal advisor and
within a few short weeks the topless girls
were acquitted and back in business. An-
other cheer for Mel Belli and rLaveoy.,

Pete halk
Vallejo, California

Your interview with Melvin Belli is to
be lauded. That jejune word game ex-
posed this babbling hypocrite to even

the most ve of your readers, and re-
vealed his eluborate windbaggery and
rambling rheworic. His criticism ol Mr.

Hoover and our FBI was especially ob-
jectionable, and like Mr. Belli's other
charges, was based on emotional hysteri
and not facts. As lor Mr. B
the word “outrage™ to describe Dallas, 1
think the term 15 more suitable to de-
scribe himsell, for he is an outrage 1o
this country’s enure legal system.
uph . Yates
Iresno, California

Not only is Melvin Belli probably the
most fascinating character you have ever
interviewed, but the interview isell was
one ol the most informative and most
well wrirten of any vou have done. I
compelled 1o thank vou for an insi
into a very interesting and obviously
telligent individual,

Robert Berman
Columbus, Ohio

Three cheers for Melvin Belli. The
people who condemn him are the people
who don’t have his guts. Freedom ol
speech 15 onc of our most treasured
rights and it's about time someone took
advantage of it. I'm not saving I agree
with everything he says, but I do admire
the way he says it. He is one of the few
people who will stand up for what they
think is right at all cos As far as I'm
concerncd, he's not only a great lawyer,
but a great man as well.

Sherrill Addis
Cleveland, Ohio




h.i
Looks tough,feels soft III Scorduroy sport coat

The wider the wale, the harder guys fall for it. So h.1.s scores a clear-cut knockout with this jacket. The corduroy is wide-
wale that's deep-cut for extra rugged looks, plus extra softness to the touch. Quite a one-two combination punch. The
tailoring is as traditional as the pre-fight handshake : natural shoulders, trimmed flapped pockets, 3-button front, lapped
seams, leather buttons and a 9" center vent. No matter what the odds are, the h.i.s wide-wale corduroy sport coat stays
game till the final bell. In Camel, Hemp, Clay and Olive, it's just $22.95. h.i.s, 16 East 34th St., NewYork, N.Y. 10016.
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BEEFEATER GIN =
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94 PROOF =

100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS * KOBRAND, MN.Y
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RUARK
1 can’t tell you what a delight it was
to find your June issue graced by Robent
Ruark’s story Sheda, and what a shock
it was to learn of his death soon afwer
ward. Having been more than somewhat
involved in World War Two (as an in-
[antryman in France), T muast say tha
Ruark’s backdrop of wartime London
brought back a wealth of memorics, some
fond, others ragic. My thanks 1o rLAvBOY
lor printing something hne to remember
Ruark by.
George Reid
Boston. Massachusens
We know you'll appreciate this issue's
“Afternoon in  Andalusia” Bob’s last
work of fiction for us.

SHE BOOM
You deserve most hearty applause for

the June piaorial of Ursala Andress,
The hine photography. some of the best
we've seen in rravsoy. coupled with U
sula’s magniheence, produced a feae
ol taste and beaurv. The lecling here is
that you've done your best picorial o
date.

Steve Malone

Jefl Burte

University ol Cahifornia

Berkeley, California

Not only is She lovely. in the June is
sue. but judging Irom the pictures of her
smiling, she takes good care ol her weth,

Frederic K. Sibley. DD,
Haverhall, Massachusers

What's a heathery, I congratulate Ursula Andress for he-
butter-soft yarn, ing Ursula Andress. John Derck [or being
knit into richest hues her hushand., and rraveoy for heing the
of pepper, navy, means by \\'lm._h John “(‘!'t‘k.(nlll(l share
indigo, blue, his weasure with the rest of the world.

forest green, olive,
teal, bark. burgundy,
bronze red, heather
red, spice brown,
walnut, red lovat,
dark oxford,

leaves, mustard

and even black?

Joseph Wood
Aliddlebury, Vermon

Thanks for the pix ol Unsula An
dress, Ursula has whae 1 oadimire most i
a woman—a superb rvib cage.

Charles L. Sords
Piteshwrgh, Penunsylvanta
Sure, Charlie.

I recently read a spread on Ursula Un

HEATHERNIT dress (il von can call that veading) i

by rooster rraveoy. I'd certainly hate 10 have her
' ater bill!

that's what! water

Phvlhis Diller
New York, New York

PRAISE FOR PIETRO

It's heen oo long in coming, hut now
that vravsoy has run its first story by
Pietro di Dot [ The Overmight Guest.
June], all is forgiven. I remember the
thrill of discovery 1 lel upon reading
his Christ i Concrele many years ago
and recognizing a4 unique wiiiing talent.
It sull is: The Quernight Guest was
superh.

A unique honeycomb knit in an exclusive multi-colored blend of 659 mohair, 35% wool, 2.50.

THE CRIMSON SHOP, Cambridge = YALE CO-OP, New Haven = THE ENGLISH SHOP, Princeton = PACE, Chape! Hill
GILBERT'S, South Bend and other educated stores .. ROOSTER CRAFT, INC., 17 EAST 37 STREET, NEW YORK.

Anthonv Romano
Philadelphia, Penusylvania




Neither rain nor snow nor heat nor Liz

s
can ever wrinkle lll ) Press-Free Post-Grads

Nothing puts a crease in these pants where a crease doesn’t belong. Whatever you're up to, Press-Free Post-Grads are
up toit, too. They hold on to their crisp, neat look hour after hour. No matter howoften they getwashed, they never, ever
need ironing. Trimly tapered with the authentic touches of belt loops and cuffs. In a wide range of colors and fabrics for
casual and dress wear. Forexample, 65% Dacron® polyester/35% cotton, $6.98. Flannels, hopsacking, reverse twists,
Acrilan® acrylic, $7.98. (Slightly higher in the West). Talon zippers. h.i.s, 16 East 34th Street, NewYork, N.Y. 10016 13
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Sole Distributer: Colonia, Inc., 41 East 42nd 51, New York, N.Y. 10017

It takes more than martinis
to build an image, mister.

An aggressive new after-shave from the House of 4711,
Part of a complete men’s line priced from 1.25 to 4.50.

lee nothmcr else you ever tasted
(except champagne!)

CHAMPALE is America's Original Sparkling Malt Liquor. bl
Gives a champagne glow to any occasion . .. yet costs just 'a",l’a 0

pennies more than beer. Buy it wherever beer is sold.
FREE—wirite 1oday for ewciting new CHAMPALE Recipe Bookiet- Dept. PB Metropohs Brewery of N. )., Trenton ©

MALT LIQUOR

SEX IN CINEMA
PLAYRBOY's June issue delighted me

when I found it included a Tull-page pic
ture of my mother, Colleen Moore. in a
scene from one of her silent hlms. [The
History of Sex m Cinema: The Tiwen-
tiecs—Hollywood’s Flaming Youth.] T'm
sure it isn't often vou reccive a letier
Irom somebody telling vou how much he
enjoved seeing his mother’s picture in
vour magazine. In any event, I was de-
lighted and I'm sure she will be, too,
when she receives a copy in Paris, where
she is spending the summer.

Homer Hargrave, |r.

Homer Hargrave & Co.

Chicago, 1llinois

I was quite surprised. when reading
The History of Sex in Cinema by Ar-
thur Knight and Hollis Alpert. 10 hnd
that nothing of s kind had ever been
published previously—at  least o my
knowledge. 1 think that Kmight and Al-
pere have done a reniarkable job, as [ar
as I can see lrom reading the fist three
installments in the series, i depicung
some of the goriest details of the sex lile
of the movies and the people who make
them. They are 1o be congramlated.

Albert Ellis, Ph.D., Executive Director

The Instue Tor Ravonal Living

New York, New York

I'm jealous of Arthur Knight and Hol
lis Alpert because theyre doing—ind so
damn well—what T had hoped 10 do a
few years ago. My work was 1o have been
primarily pictorvial—titled fove for Sale
—A Pictorial Histeny of Love and Sex in
Cinema. By the ume it appeared. i had
been edited strenuously and published as
Sereen Lovers, a properly innocuous uile
for the bland remains of the original.

But please, Hollis and Arthur, when
you get to the Thirties. don’t neglect
Sylvia  Sidnev. who had  an  carthy
passion—real sex that put most ol thase
glamor girls 10 shame. Of course. they
mostly wasted her in wenementgirl roles,
but there was more sex in anv love scene
of hers—Irom You Only Live Once or
Merrily We Go to Hell, for instance—
than in a whaole screen [ull of undraped
Goldwyn Girls.

John Springer
John Springer Associates
New York, New York

There is much 10 be said for the vela
tively objective treatment of The His-
tory of Sex in Cinema by Arthur Knight
and Hollis Alpert. After all. one man’s
sexpot may be another man’s sleeping
pi]], and with sex, above all other sub-
jects, Tacts are always safer than wvuths.
Nonctheless, I must take issue with the
Messrs. Alpert and Knight over their
neglecting o mention Louise  Brooks
and Evelyn Brent in whole pavagraphs
consecrated to the mediocrity of Clara
Bow. Nor do I approve ol the familiar




Put a picture of yourself here.

I_______--___—I

w §
See how good you look in -l-s Shetland Jacket.

Do it when nobody's around. There. The h.i.s Imperial Shetland does make the most of you. It's smooth-looking for all
its bulky-knit 50% wool/50% Orlon acrylic ruggedness. Genuine suede leather trims it, leather buttons fasten it and a
rich quilting lines it. Sandwiched between the outside and the inside is a layer of light-weight foam that seals cold out
and warmthin . Two roomy slash pockets. Handsome roll collar. Pick the color that's best for you: grey, sandstone, pewter,
or brown. Now put your picture away and get one for just $19.95. h.i.s, 16 East 34th Street, NewYork, N.Y. 10016
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STRAIGHT BOURBON WHESEY + B4 PROON =

4D WICADHY DISDLULRy GO, FraLs

Eii“il:lcum-'

|
{ ot BOURBOR 7',

ﬁ'\

Why shoulda
traditional Y
Shetland ’
have a
medallion

on the back?

Because it looks better from the front.

The edges never roll, the point stays centered. always neat. Our Bradford Shetlands are Scotch
as a burr, and woven of the softest woolens by Hebrides weavers. Subtle in blend and exqui-
sitely soft textured, for the most discerning traditionalist. Resilio Ties at knowledgeable retail-
ers. Or write Resilio, Empire State Building, New York City, for name of retailers nearest you.

P.S. All Resilio Traditional ties have a medallion on the back.

slander of Lillian Gish and Mae Marsh
as Victorian actresses supplanted eroti-
cally by Theda Bara. This is like ar-
guing from the evidence of pinup
archives that more pulses were quickened
in the Forues by Beutv Grable than by
Ingrid Bergman and  Jennifer  Jones.
The point is that, in the anonymous
darkness of the cinema. we secretly covet
the beautiful more than the salacious.
Finally, I am disappointed that Alpert
and Knight failed to wrack down and de-
stroy the vicious rumor that Theda Bara
was really William S, Hare in drag, or, as
the degenerate Romans used 1o say,
“Cave campem.”

Andrew Sarris

The Village Voice

New York, New York

FEET IN MOUTHS
We are all in agreement that the feet
used to illusirate Murray Teigh Bloom's
Hows and Whys of the Perfect Murder
in the May issue must helong 1o a preny
young female under 23, under 118 in
weight, probably a  secretary.  who
doesn’t walk too much and who must be
preuy well familiar with  proper  foot
care. Three of us say that she’s a blonde,
two say a redhead. and wwo say she's
dark-tressed. Can you show us the face
and figure that go with those pedal ex-
tremitics in some luture issue?
The Seven Sole Soothers
Second Floor Clinic
Ohio College of Podiatry
Cleveland, Ohio
No, but we can tell you that “she” is
6’1", 175 pounds, wears her blond haiy in
a crewcul and answers lto the name of
Norman.

ON TAP
Willizim  Iversen’s statement “Burton

brew was indced fit for a queen,” in his
Keg o My Heart artcle in your June
issuc, might lead readers to believe that
there is no longer a Burton brew. let
alone one ht for a queen. Bass, which
Iversen acknowledged as a [amous beer,
and its stable companion Worthington,
are stll brewed act Burton. where we
have been brewing since 1777.

.M. Davis, Sccretary

Bass, Ratcliff & Grewon, Lid.

London, England

Re Keg o My Heart: I must say that 1
started reading Mr. Iversen’s article with
a vague wlea that 1 would get through
two or three paragraphs and get lost in
“dry” history. Not so. 1 found his writ-
ing as bubbling, smooth and delightful
as his subject. Let's drink 1o Mr. Iversen.

R. M. Callison
Washington, D.C.

Iversen may have done too much prac
tical research in his subject. Tell him
that Hiawatha and the Kalevala ave in



Actual
unretouched

photo of the

1.S
Press-FreeShirt

after 25 days of dating,
touch football, classes, and
25 washings without
being touched by an iron.

The h.i.s Press-Free shirt burns its candle at both ends. It looks fresh even after a hard day’s night. It lives the way you
want to live, and never shows a sign of goofing off or pooping out. Ironing’s at absolute zero, so the h.i.s Press-Free
shirt Is completely carefree. (Makes you that way, too.) Plus these authentic features: button-down collar with longish
roll; true-tapered fit; hanger loop; back button and pleat. In oxford, broadcloth, madras, stripes. In perfect blends of
Dacron® polyester and cotton. $5.98 each. (Slightly higher in the West). h.i.s, 16 East 34th St., New York, N.Y.10016.
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WHO KNOWS
WHAT THE DAY WILL BRING
WHEN YOU START WITH
MAX FACTOR FOR GENTLEMEN

18 AFTER SHAVE LOTION, PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE LOTION,
GENTLEMEN'S COLOGNE AND DEODORANT COLOGNE

trochaic tetrameter and not in

pentametcr,

iambic

B. R. Gambrinus
New York, New York
From the depths
of borough Brooklyn,
By the shining Manahalia,
Comes Bill versen's “Excuse me,”
A trochaic-limned “ Excuse me”

FAT CATS
Robert Morley (In Praise of Obesity,

rLavBsoy, June 1963) is incorrect in assert
ing that “"unlike other minorities, we
[fat people] cannot i all Tairness de-
mand a council for our advancement. a
society dedicated 10 our cue and pro-
tecton.” He is wrong, I say, for lust
February a4 number ol us here  at
Princeton ook matters inw our own
hands and, in fac, did establish just
such an organization:  The Buue &
Bellye Society. The avowed purpose of
our group s, ol course, to recognize
widespread achievement on the part of
the wuly big men on campus. Needless
to say, we hive thus L had broad suc
cess iy our endeavors. At present. we are
interested in spreading  ourselves even
further; that is to say, we welcome in
quiries  from  parties on  campuses
throughout the country eager o obuiin
charters ol their own. Our motto, by the
way: “Let It Al Hang Ouwt!”

P. Thomas Benghauser, President

The Butte & Bellye Society

Princeton University

Princeron, New Jersey

PLAYMATE CANDIDATE

I've noticed that most of vour Play-
mates seem 10 come from the big cities.
Is there any chance of a small-town girl

!‘.” |
ko

who doesn’t know any important pro-

lessional photographers (this photo was

taken by a Iriend) becoming a Playmaie?
Dinah Willis

Hobbs, New Mexico

A very good chance, Dinali. A member

of onr Phole Department seill contact

you {o arrange for a test shooting at the
Playboy Studio.

CRUISING

I was particularly impressed by your
June article  Cruising. This  incidemt
could have happened in any “less re-
spectable” white community. T attend
college in the racially woubled section of
Rochester, New York, and my home is
located in a community that has but a
lundful of Negro Families. The same in-
cidents that occur in Rochesier, or in
the city on which the article is based,
also occur in the whitec community in my
home town.

One ol the ofhcers in the picce re-
ferved 1o the Negro woman as a “black
assed  migger  bitch.”  Another  ofheer
relerred to the Negroes as “animals.”
How in God's name are we going 1o live
in peace with the Negroes il we reler to
them as the officers did* The only thing
that is really different among the races
15 the pigment of their skin. When are
people going o realize this? We have
wreated the Negro as an inferior (that’s
putting it mildly) ever since he came o0
America. It’s about time the white popu
lace shaped up.

D. Johnston
Rochester, New York

I have just himished veading Paal Ja-
cobs” Cruising in my June rravsoy, I'm
sorry he didn’t have ume o whl those
respectable colored cinizens that he is for
civil rights. Afier all, it really was that
“burly cop” who caused their “jus-
tifiuble” resistance to him by interfering
in their business. They were only vio
lating the law by cursing and fighting on
a public sireet, and evervbody knows that
they have an equal right 10 do that il
they want to. If he was worried about
the ugly looks they gave him, he should
have carried a sign stating that he is fo
violence and against the police, then
they would have known he was on their
side. I wonder, il they had aacked
those two policemen belore thev could
radio for help, if he would have wied to
help the police or the mob.

No. I'm not prejudiced against Ne-
groes. The sooner these patriots ol [rec-
dom vealize that there is a dilference
between a Negro and a nigger, the beuer
oft they will be. A Negro is a member ol
the Negroid race. Many ol my acquaint-
ances and one ol my best Iriends is a Ne-
gro, a licwenant in this depariment, in
Lict. A nigger. on the other hand, is of a
social class equivalent 10 whit we down
here call “Tobacco Road white wrash™ in
the Caucasian race. No respectable Ne-
gro or white would associzne wiuh either
a migger or white trash. These are indi-
viduals whom we  police officers. both
colored and white, have to deal with and
recognize s the main source of law vio-




Some guys just talk about it,
while other guys are getting it.

Are you getting a Drummond sweater?
The latest in Drummond sweaters includes (top)

the new victorious Wellington pullover;

o the Aspen (right), a rugged plaid cardigan;
the Shaggy Man (tront), with the frosted
lovat fook. Corme and get them all in your
favorite colors. From $11 to $20 at the
finest stores. Or write Drummond, Ltd.,
Empire State Building, New York 1, N.Y.

DRUMMOND

i PRODUCT OF E»IME BENMAR KNITWEAR CORPORATION
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530 - Soundtrack recording of Academy
Award-winning score from Disney's new
tilm classic for every family that enjoys
being a family. Chim Chim Cheree, Super-
cahfragitisticexpiahidocious, etc.

617 = It's Got The

Whale World Shakin®,

Yeah Man, more.

546 » Way Down Yon-
der in New Orleans,
Black and Biue, etc.

" TWANGH
THE GOLOEN HITS

Reteel Rousar
Raunchy
Last Dase Tegsl
¥ wthary

550« Swingin® Shep-
herdBlues,Stranger
On the Shore, elc.

)
_FCLENN

145 » Tuxedo Junc-
tion, Kalamazoo,
more favorites.(®

214 » Herbest-sell-
ing album! Lady is
2 Tramp, etc.

DESMOND BLUE
PAUL DESMDHD,
| Aiko Sea. viith Strings
| Y FUWn Y AN TINL -
HCIU' AMD S0uL -
T SM0ULD CARE

378 » I've Got You
Under My Skin, Late
Lament, others.

€02 « Estrellita,
Gravy Waltz, Born
to Lase, Tippin' In.

PAUL ANKA'S
£23. GOLDEN WITS

PLT YOLR
HEAD DN
MY SROULDER

YOU MAE
T DESIINY

460 - His biggest
ali-time hits, newly
recorded!

| THE BEST OF
HENRY MﬁNBlll

534 « La Virgen de
la Macarena, The
Toy Trumpet,others.

536 « Timothy, Lu-
jon, Fallout!, Ex-
periment in Terror,

musu- for romance!
nelachrino smn 5

7 i - UL AR RESARET
Y O e

€18 - Moonlight Be-
comes You, If Ever
1 Would Leave You.

MARIO LANZA

IE YOU AAE BUT A DREAN

arn m s
W o
ARED W T Bal
Ve

624+Alone Iontnet,.
Charmaine, Time On
My Hands, others.

THE BEST OF |

e

Jwa
gl  Litt ate

L O the Reboumd
San Antanic Raze
g I ery

582 - Salan‘s Doll,
unchained Melody
Lovesick Blues, etc.

3?0 . l:ﬂes's Iync
piano concerto and
5 favorite encores.

434 + Airy saxo-
phone duets on
Stardust, others.

(M MOVIN OM
A FODL SUCH AS |
THE RHUMBA BOOGIE

256 « Also: | Don't
Hurt Anymore, &
more new versions!

Uuhrm l:um.m No.1
T

558 « A remarkable
performance by the
phenomenal Chiburn.

625 « In The Still
Of The Night, Chi-
cago, Shenandoah.

BIG

| HITS:PRADO
MAMED - 3 PATRICIA
CHERRY PIKK & APPLE
k WHTES N

MAMBO JAMBO

2a1 . "Nw sounF

recording of 12 top

hits by “Prez.”

MY

FAVORITE

CHOPIN

Yor

VAN CLIBURN | | TCHAIKOVS

5+ World-wide best-
seller! Cliburn's fa-
mous performance!

Malborn Galir Wopla

&minmm

543 Sunrnse Sere-
nade, Please, Adios
Mariquitalinda, etc.

and othes erofic geas

511 » Stardust, Ay
Maria, Moanl:ght
Serenade, others.

356 = A sparkling display of keyboard

mastery. Cliburn
liant interpreter

roves
Chopin in this superb
collection of 8 favorites—waltzes, bal-

mself a bril-

lades, nocturnes, etudes, scherzi, others

287 + 14 Sousa
strutters in wallop-
ing sound!

584 - .Si!lin' and
Thinkin', Candy
Coated Kisses, etc.

545 » Red Ruses for
a Blue udly
night Swee! f)nam

234 « His all-time
best-seller! Oay-0,
Jamaica Farewell ®

FRANKIE CARLE
. .30H.ITS IJFHIE'5U

B TIOL » HIGH NOOW =
UNDEH PANS SAILS & 27 s

€30+ Be My Love LM
Affair To R

215+ Definitive ver-
sions of Gershwin's
popular classics.

That Honey Mom Sound

AL CTHIRT

615 = You Took Ad-
vantage Of Me, Over
The Rainbow, more.

620 = Four Walls,
Half As Much, Ten-
nessee Waltz, more.

£l
m cum;mm

“? b "Rll:h hueﬂ

C'est Si Bon, mme

ST -
KORSAKOFF

SCHEHERAZADE

TERER CBOAM STMPIONT
301 » Orchestral

feast, sumptuous
sound. Hi-Fi““must,"

FLOYD CRAMER
= -

| ; EARADUAN SIMBET - AV

| IMIMMM

aT1- Nasn\nllepiane
star with strings
and chorus.

. MINGUS

425 « Top bassist,
combo in Flamingo,
Los Mariachis, el

M3 .« A stunning

fetlormam:e by the
bulous Heifetz.

470 « Top hits, to-
day’s hottest dance
beats, Susie-Q, elc.

-—Cmm nnati Enq

857, S5TA, 9578 -
3 Record Set—En-
ter each no. on card.

records for

(You merely agree to buy as few as 5 more records within a year.)

RIS & MR T N gAY
U WGP 1§ e

591+ This Train,The
Midnight Special,
‘We Shall Overcome.

The Orcheatra and Earus of

HENRY MANCINI

626 « The Glrl From
Ipanema, New

rankie and Johrnie.

Waltz You
saved for Me, Don't
Blame Me, elc.

L |
THE HMEST OF |

360+ 1946 lgsomud-
ern jazz milestones.
(Reg. LP only)

l USJI

10 E muunr,;

R0 TOP TEEN TUNES

593 « He's So Fine,
Walk Right In, Hey
Faula, El Watusi.

249 » You You You,
Undecided. other
alk-time hits.®

314 « Haunting mu-
sic of the sea and
its colorful ports.

So Tenderly |

H You Love e Ciaaly Love Mab

551 = Come to Me,

Bend to Me, Smilin®
Through, others,

950,950A- zltecon!
Set — Enter each
no. on card,

e

520 - ‘l’ou' Newr

355 « Stunning mas-
terpieces show pow-
er of the organ.

HiTSVilte. |

NEIL SEDAKA'S |

261 - Also: Secret
Love, Mona Lisa,
Cry, more.

432 « Calendar Girl,
Run Samson Run,
King of Clowns, etc.

THE
STUDENT PRINCE

BUF WY AR pLAR ArimAS)
243 » The romantic

Romberg operetta
—Lanza at his best.

581+PeanutVendor,
Swedish Rhapsody,
litterbugWalte. ®

THE BEST OF

-l '3
JAVA - COTTON CANDY
SUGAR LIPS - 9 MORE

548+The man with the golden horn In
Stella By Starlight, When the Saints
Go Marching In, | Love Paris, Bourbon
Street Parade, Poor Butterfly, Holiday
For Trumpet, Stranger In Paradise,etc,

THE BEST OF

PETER NERO

WOuN1 L
CRERIAY

OON BrVER
i

549 - Little Poppa,
0 Freedom, Big Gray
City, The Sunny Song.

627 = Night And Oay,
Secret Love, It's
All Right With Me.

gy - —
PINK_PANTHER
e

oy
HENKY MANCINI

515 = Pink Panther
Theme, other gems
from hit film.

586+ Gonna Find Me
A Bluebird, Break
Up Someone's Home.

CARBL OIS

‘\.I.ﬂ nn:.;_‘,’
n'hi d[
529- Lively sounds, 516 » Original cast
tmrthms IM new inall the songs from
teen dan Broadway's smash!
o mm“.!.. -
Em" mﬂl ':Frlﬂgm w'-?u'-"&'.l'
| ot T Saamis £ mpcurec o |

| T o e
363 - Fascinating 102 » 12 dixieland
stereo! Many art- Jazz classics in hi-

i and stereo.®

ists! Stereo only.



603 « My Gal Sal,
You Made Me Love
You, others.[®

544 - Easy o Love,
April in Paris,
sﬂnmy Weather.

SR> "™

619+ Dancing In The
Street, Wishin' And
Hopin', Funny, etc.

BELAFONTE

538 « Calypsos,
folk songs. bossa
novas — a delight!

M
FOR RELAXATION

1 = Singing strings,
soothing moods.
While We're Young.

[ Tehaiborsky |
“FATHETWE SYMEHUNY
{Ko. 6} AN

- 4&.
IROSTIN {
N¥

s‘ -

R ]

465 + Melodious
masterpiece in rich
Dynagroove sound,

STAR DUST
Besten Poys. Arthar Findher

490 - Shimmerin
settingsof pop, semi-
classical favorites.

STE = Calypso Sou-
venir, Siboney, In
¥ Time, others.

43 |

STARDUST | l
AUTUMK LEAVES ! |
| SELLERS

604 « That O1d Black
Magic, Gypsy in My
Soul, Love for Sale.

MUSIC AMERICA
LOVES BEST
Boston Pops
FIEDLER
Wi Tell

Danie Macabes

558 - B favorites

by Brahms, Wagner,

Rossini and others.

The Bull Frog Song,
walk On li?ﬂe Boy

124 + Frisoner of
Love, Tilé the End
of Time, others.(E)

626 Lonesome, She,

i 4
606 = You Made Me
Love You, Margie,
Lazy River, others.

The Best of 4
MARIO
LANZA

Sonta Lok - Be My v
Becasie ¥ow're ey 4 Oulrd

560 » 12 all-time

hits by the one and
only Mario Lanza®

563-The "Emperor’”
by the king olagian-
ists—a revelation!

4=Soundirackscore.
Some Enchanted
Evening, others.

—_—

527 » Cuilty, Blue
Boy, The Blizzard,
Am | Losing You.

SONGS OF FAITH |
andINSPIRATION

SB1 » Sacred sOngs
to lift the spirit
and stir the soul.

588 . Happiness, |
Wish 1t Was Mine,
Molly, Restless.

415 - My Favorite
Things, Moonglow
and Picnic Theme.

504 - Begin the Be-
guine (Shaw), In the
Mood{Miller),etc ©

423 » Hi-Lili Hi-Lo,
Love Me Tender,
Moon River, more.

'SONS OF THE PHONEERS 3mg
COOL WATER

)
e L

292 - 18 hits; Rid-
ers in the Sky, Red
River Valley, etc.

HARBOR LIGHTS
PIRRT SEREMADE < 10 mary

610 - Walkin' to
Missouri, Room Full
of Roses, others,

250 - Soundtrack
recording of epic
film score.

ANTIE SHAW
MOONGLOW
BEGIN THE
BEGUINE
STARDUST
FRENESI

183=His 12 top hits.
Temptation, elc.
{Reg. LP only).

DI | JavA
e | s, [OOSR
0 e |“W"‘:“‘F‘“

mm-mwmv
Orppa | EXODUS-§ more
512 « Recent hils
on world's largest
theater organ.

204 - Moon of Man-
akoora, Hawaiian
Wedding Song, etc.

466 » Haunting Eng-
lish melodies make
refreshing listening.

392-Tenor sax giant,
%Iﬂ_.‘rtlpln'l'ollm -
ing To Me, etc.

by 01 = Chicago, I'm
Confessin’, Alabamy
Bound, Georgia, etc.

(Specially recommended for PLAYBOY reade@

NOW...your choice of 4
outstanding records valued
to $23.16 at regular Club prices

..with a trial membership
in the RCA Victor Record Club.

Less than 25¢ a record...and you
send no money now

You get all 4 records of your choice for just 98¢ to introduce you to the
many advantages of membership in the famous RCA Victor Record
Club. Here's the easiest, most sensible way to acquire the outstanding
music you really want. Shop from your favorite chair, in relaxed com-
fort, and have your records conveniently delivered right to your door.
Without exception, these are records of guaranteed quality. As a mat-
ter of fact, RCA Victor's Dynagroove records are the world’s finest.

You get every 3rd record free! As a member, you continually receive
free records—one free with every two you buy (after fulfilling trial
membership). You receive a free subscription to THE MUSIC GUIDE, the
Club’s own monthly magazine, edited expressly for members. You get
the opportunity to order CLUB SPECIAL RECORDS —unavailable elsewhere
at any price. These exclusive recordings, created to RCA Victor’s un-
surpassed quality standards, will feature artists of extraordinary talent,
exciting new discoveries . . . and, in months to come, magnificent selec-
tions from RCA Victor’s treasury of outstanding performances, difficult
or impossible to obtain in any other way. CLUB SPECIAL RECORDS are yours
to own (if you wish) for as little as $1.89 with a regular Club purchase.

You need NOT accept a record a month. With trial membership, you
agree merely to buy 5 more records within a year at regular Club prices.
You need not accept a record every month. Choose the Club selection,
an alternate —or no record at all that month! The choice is yours, from
among more than 900 Popular, Classical and Country & Western rec-
ords to be offered within the coming year, representing some of the
world’s greatest record labels. Regular Club prices are usually $3.79 or
$4.79, $1 more for stereo (with a small shipping charge added to
each order).

Send no money. You'll be billed later for only 98¢ and a small ship-
ping charge. So pick your 4 records now, write their numbers on the
coupon and mail without money . . . today.

Records morked (E)ore electronically reprocessed lorstereo.  Decco ond Coral Reg. U.S, Por. OFF,

|
J

To: RCA VICTOR RECORD CLUB

Indianapolis, Ind. 46219

Please send me the 4 records indicated below, enter my trial membership
in the RCA Victor Record Club, and bill me later for only 98¢. I agrec to
purchase 5 more records within a year at regular Club prices. Thereafter,
for as long as I remain an active member, 1 will receive one record of my
choice FREE with every two I buy. (A small shipping charge is added to

each order.)

INDICATE BY NUMBER THE 4 RECORDS YOU WANT:

[0 Check here if you have stereophonic equipment
and wamt these and future records in STEREO.

I am most interested in the following type of music:

[] Popular O [0 Country & Western

Name

[PLEASE FRINT)

Address

Ciry State Zip Code.
This offer good only in U.S.A. 7-B1-1
SIMILAR OFFER AVAILABLE IN CANADA. Address: 215 Redfern Ave., Westmount, Que.

o e e . e o e e 4= (s e it it
Tow (3] @ ®ADID CORPONATION GF AMERICA

——————— T f— o — ———— —— ————
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©1965 Truval Shirt Co. Inc., New York

‘\‘ ’ \ e

“Si m tyle |

Life is for living, pal. And this is the shirt to make the most of it:
Career Club from our exclusive Award Group collection. See the Truval
styling. Taper-tailored to whittle your waist. Natural shoulder.
Button-down collar. And patterns and colors that help you
live it up. For only a little down: like $5.00 or so.

4

‘Career Club | Shirts by Traval

Truval Shirt Co. Inc., 350 Fifth Avenue. New York, N. Y.




Lators, Tt is a staustical Tact that most of
the erime oday is committed by niggers
(not Negroes), so il Mr. Jacobs” “burly
cop” sees It to interrogate one that he
observes in the wrong section ol the city,
he should be Tree 10 do so without Mr.
Jacobs criticism and - implication  that
just hecause the man was a Negro he had
to be questioned. “Frank, the burly cop,”
as Mr. Jacobs describes him,  would
probably have been just as anxious to
question o white bum i a well-to-do
neighborhood, be it colored or white.

Il Alr. Jacobs wants 10 get the real
view [rom i police cruiser, let him put
down lus pencil and notebook and strap
ot a gun every day lor a hving and try
to protect the ungrateful public from
the scum (be their skin black, white, ved
or vellow) that he and his kind look to
as mareyrs when caught by the police
aned heroes when they gang up on us.

Donald Duke
New Orleans, Louistzina

PLAYBOY 1DOL

My eve dell on this Laomiliar lictle
fertility figure in the headman’s hut on
one ol the San Blas Islands off the

|

0 5‘>J§
Caribbean coast ol Panama. 1 was just
disentangling mysell from the headman’s
hammock alter sampling the charms ol
his Lovorite wile—Dby his invitation, of
course—when I saw it i a niche above
the hammock. He was loathe to part with
it at fust, but after T explained who
youall were and presented him with a
couple of back numbers of the magazine,
he was more than happy to give it up.
As I Jeft. he was installing the maga-
snes in the miche where the idol had
previously held sway.
Tom Davis
New York, New York
Our  thanks to  intrepid  playboy-
explorer Tom Davis and his San Blas
Istand chicftain  friend for this natie
wersion of the Playboy Rabbit.

Slip into something comfortable
this weekend—

our herringbone
sport duo,
for example. -

Without intruding on your week-
end plans, may we suggest you take
along a PBM or two. Don’t be shy
—consider the extroverted charac-
teristics of our wool and mohair
jackets. Try our herringbone, shet-
land tweed. Already enjoying one?
Choose the new PBM Barleycorn.
Want slacks that harmonize
perfectly? Get PBM “Redline”
worsteds. Recognize them by their
red line trim inside the waistband.
That’s right, total PBM ...
unnmustakable in the presence it gives a4 man.

Americas, New Yorr

nue of

A

129

s-Maawel!,

Pincus Brot

Available at: MARSH'S—Huntington, L.I, « NORMAN STOCKTON—Winston-Salem +
COLE’S— Battle Creck « BASKIN—Chicago « SILVERWOODS—Los Angeles « LION—San Diego



taste Pall Mall.Pall Mall's natural
mildness means just one thing: smooth,
pleasing flavor. Buy Pall Mall Famous Cigarettes.

Outstanding—and they are mild!

ﬁﬁﬁ L

=

FAMOUS CIGARETTES '

.:"/'A{'-
/;' / S
| '/

Product of ﬂe s “?:’nzuba): cz&rméggpargx ©AT Co



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

amp. for the inlormation of those

[ew who may not yer be with it no
longer refers to the manner. manners or
shacking up ol homosexuals, any more
than it does o that quaint institution, a
pl:lu- in the COunmy where rents Gin
aet rid ol their kids for the summer. The
word camp has now been appropr

aved
by the hewerosexual cognoscenti—to de-
scribe anvthing tha’s in laughably, out-
landishly, bad swe: so
had. in fact. that 1's good. and /or so far
out thit it's in. Wedgies, Victor Mature
Forest Lawn., Lawrence Welk
and souvenir ashuays in the shape of the
Staue of Liberty, for example, arc all
considered camp, becuse their quintes-
sential squareness makes them almost a
parody of tasielessness. But (here's more
to it than that. As Susan Sontag, a pro-
fessor of philosophy at Columbia Uni-
VErsity. wrote mo oan

imedeemably

MOovies,

article on camp
{for Partisan Review a [ew months ago,
el (i;l[hl'l'
than camp). its often because it is oo
mediocre in its ambition. . . . The hall-
mark of camp is the spirit ol extrava-
gance.” Among the shining examples of
camp she lists 10 illustrate her point
are Aubrey Beardsley drawings. Titkany

“When something is just

lamps, the gory stories and headlines in
the National Enguiver and stag movies
“seen without lust.” Another camp ol
lower, writing lor The New York Times
Magazine. histed Barbara Stanwyck, Mo-
nopoly sets in Talian, stercoscopes and
Busby Berkeley's movie musical Gold-
dizgers of 1933 with Dick Powell and
Rulby aesthenc
would he very “high™ camp, as they say in
the wrade. 10 collect Brillo boxes and
Camphell’s soup cins as objets d'art; hut

keeler. In an sense, it

a pop-ant rephica of cither. because it was
cresnted as o conscious and deliberae sat-
ire of the real thing, and has earned the
kiss of death ol public acceprance, would
cmplutically  noncamp.
Which 1s not to say that cunp can’t be
intentional  and  premedit that
something can’t be cunp il it's popular.
Both Stmley Kubrick's nightmare com
cdy Dr. Strangelove and Terry Southern

be  considered

ted or

and  Mason  Heoilenberg's  erotic  farce
Candy. lor instance, rank high in the hi-
erarchy of camp, though hoth were made
with satiric malice alorethought and both
were huge commercial successes.
Confused? If so, we reler you to an in-
structive  cram  course i cimp  that's
been prepared, and will soon be pub-
lished, by a wio ol hip New Yorkers
named Chris Dritsas, Michael McWhin-
ney and Stephen Miller. Called The
Underground Guide to Camp, 1t's ap-
propriately dedicated o Tarzan, Jane, Boy
and Cheetah, and begins with a random
rundown ol campiana: Ted Mack’s Orvigi
nal Amateny Hour, senior proms, liltes on
condolence cards, Willkie buttons, Phila-
dclphi:l. 3-D movies, BUY BONDS DOSLETS,
the white cliffs of Dover, Gop BLESS OUR
nome samplers and the L. B. J. ranch.
Next comes a Whe's Whao of camp celeb-
rites to memorize: Kate Smith, Arvthur
Lake, Lois Lane, Mr. Kitzel, Dale LEvans
(but not Roy Rogers or Trigger), Snooky
Lanson, Hka Chase, Rudoll Friml, Yma
Sumic, Mr. Clean, Nancy, Sluggo and
Fritzic Ritz. and the entire Truman Lam
ily. Mary Baker Eddy, in her day, was
also very high camp, the authors note.
But Rosemary de Camp isn't. And Beue
Davis, Tallulah Bankhead and Madame
Maria Uuapruskuyu “stopped being
camp the minute people realized they
did Fhicka. And there ave
many things that might scem to be camp
but really aren’t. according o the guide.
Among them: Phyllis Diller, old movie
posters,  {emale  impersonators,  Joan
Crawford, feather hoas, James Bond pic-
tures, Butterlly McQueen and the Mor-
mon Tabernacle Choir. It's very camp,
however, o e beans, to
bring home a six-pack of Moxie, 10 re-
read Bavchester to smoke Fati-
mas, and 10 whistle Wawve the Flag Jor
Hudson Hiel, Boys while taking a show-
cr bath.” Mary Noble, Backstage Wile, is
but Stella Dallas
isn't. Neither are hot-water bottles, but
bedpans are.
same woken, isn't, but Willim Maller is.
And Clilton Daniels 1sn't, but his hair 1s,

were,” 5o

franks and

Towers,
learn,

also camp. we

Jarry Goldwater, by the

Tippi Hedren isn't. either. hut her name
is. Barbra Streisand isn’t. but her nose
is. And June Taylor definitely sn'e. bunt
her dancers are.

In the realm of geographic intelli-
gence, we made note of the Lact that Los
Angeles is, but San Francisco st And
we plan e wisit the following camp

Lourist atractions on our next vacation:
the Panama Canal, Knott's Berry Farm.
the Alcutian Islands and Grossinger's.
The high-camp davs—Ground Hog Day,
Mother's Day and  Purim—should be
celebrated in gala lashion by “having
Postum at Schrafft's.” And the guide’s sky-
high camp gilt suggestions include a box
ol Girl Scomt cookies, a mah-jonge sct, a
Betty Grable pinup picture lrom World
War Two, a Caprain Midnight decoding
ring. a paperweight that snows when you
shake it and a lifetime subscription o
Family Circle magazine. As for one's
own prized possessions, il have
five of the following” the authors m-
form wus. “vou're on the right track™ a
stulfed eIk, a Dr Pepper. a “cute” swiz-
zle stick, a copy of Forever Amber, a
refinished basement, a decaled turde, a
Wunrlitzer organ, comedv-tragedy  masks
as decor, a 78rpm record of the Andrews
Sisters, and a chel’s apron that exclaims
“Come And Ger '
Anvone who appreciates

Vot

cmp, the
auide continues, should also join w leasi
three of the lollowing organizations: the
P.T. AL the Juntor Chamber of Com-
merce, the V.F. W the DOACR. (if vou're
a guy). the Brownies and the Interna-
tional Ladies’ Garment Workers Union,
1ts also comp 1o know: all the songs
that were dropped from The Wizard
of Oz, the
radio program Grand Central Station.
Lady Bird’s real name. how Catherine
the Great died. what Olvimpiad  we're
in, that Frankfort is the capital of Ken
tucky and that Mrs. Richind Rodgers
mvented the Jonny Mop. But at'’s not
quite camp o know that Edhel Zimmer-
man is the former Mis. Ernest Borgnine.
Il you know what the "L
Thomas E. Dewey,

entire introduction o the

stands for in

however, “vou're

27
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Sour Mash
WHISKY

S0 PROCF

PSIED AND BOT

A.DICKELL

PR oRRD Jv

higher camp than anvthing in this book.”

The authors next quowe a selection of
immortal camp lines to live by: “The
sun flew in my window and crept in bed
with me” (Oscar Hammerstein); “Can a
girl from the mining town of Silver
Creek, Colorado, find happiness as the
wile of a wealthy, emitled  English-
man?” (Our Gal Sunday); “This is Mrs.
Norman Maine” (Judy Garlamd in A
Star Is Born): and “Let’s not ask {or the
moon. We already have the suns”™ (Beue
Davis in Now. Foyager). With a view 1o
rounding out our cultural background,
they then go on w list a few [imons
cups ol yesteryear:  dirigibles, mar-
thons, conga lines. Kav Kvser. Lum and
Abner, rolling pins amd all of the Sit-
wells. The book concludes with a proph-
cey of things that will be camp in 20
vears: royalwy. discothéques, Disneyland,
Scopitone, Vincent Price (“maybe™) and
the Seventh Commandment. The au
thors neglected o tell us whether cimp
isell will be camp 1wo decades hence—
we suspect not: or whether The Under-
ground Guide to Camp is camp. We say
it is—but it wisn't unul we called it tha,

Nice Worlk if You Can Get It Depart-
ment: The lollowing ad ran in the “Help
Wanted” column of England’s Birming.
ham Fovening Mail—"vourns for screw
ing, good piccework rates. Georse Burn
Lud., Rubone Lane. Smethwick.”

Mad Ave Goes Nautical: An outfit
peddling houschoats in Westport, Con-
necticut, where admen make up a large
percentage ol the population, calls itsell
Coastwise Marine.

Our man in London informs us that
the offices of Britain’s Timber Decay En
quiry Bureau are located on Wormwood
Strect.

-

For pantygivers who like 1o plan
ahead, we recommend the following rec-
ipe lor cggnog [rom Bon Appétit, a San
Francisco drinker’s guide:

12 ezy volks

t5 Ibh. sugar

I quant mnlk

I flch lighe rum

I quant heavy cream

Bear yolks until light. Add sugar
until thick. Sur in milk and rum.
Chill three years, {old in whipped
cream. Serve sprinkled with nutmeg.

Exccutives at Warner Bros. Studio
in Burbank recendy veceived  business
cards from the Hi-Ho Motwr Hoel an
Venwera Boulevard in Studio Gity, Cali
formia. In addition o the motel's name
and address, each card bore the blurh
“SPECIAL SIESTA RATES 1o 10 o in addi-
tuon to an cngraved drawing of the thice



Looks like cashmere.
Feels like cashmere.
Wears like crazy.
Costs like nothing.

Must be Gold Cup.

There's no sock quite like Gold Cup.
It's made for fun.
Comfortable. Luxurious.

But don't let the feel fool you. Gold Cup Socks are machine washable,
and as rugged as their special 75% Orlon*, 25% nylon blend.
There's even a heel-shield of extra nylon to assure longer wear.

We make this buttery sock in no less than 41 different colors.
Heathers. Brights. Darks. Lights. Even whites.

$1.50 buys a pair. If you don’t have the name of your nearest store, we do.

Wi BURLINGTON GOLD CUP
I“,':_‘l'__r;:'ﬂl."’Ll-‘ififl:"l BALFOUR MILLS, 1290 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS, NEW YORK 10019
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BLIMEY'!
00’d ’ave thought a shoe could look as bloomin’
gorgeous as a golden pint of ale?

Ah, but “English Pub,”
our new leather brogue
! color, is just that. In fact,
00 %l we discovered this perfect
~= shade leaning our tweeded
=== ¢lbows on the soft, worn
wood of "Arry’sbar in
Shropshire. The
j color is a tawny,
woody tone with
B just a dash of
B Dhitters.

' The shoes,

% of coursce, are
soft, supple as

- = ~ L the Cheshire Cat WEVENBERG SHOE MFG. €0, MILWAUKEE. WISCONSIN 51201
Stl(‘t.thed oz.lt on th(_ bar , and they’re crafted

to coddle you as only Weyenberg can (obblc Weyenberg M&SS&glC

them —each with the air
celled rubber cushion in the
sole, the padded archlift, the
special steel shank that
makes a shoe strong and an-
other cushion in the heel.

Now ’adn't you better
grab a ’andful o’ shillings
and get your “English Pub”
straight away. From 16.95
to 24.95.




Funny, what women
will do for men in
Paris.

with glove-tanned cow- save the tag from

| your Paris belt! Send

o%" it with $2 to Paris for

8 aregulation-size (22" x
315" x 15" )hard (ouch!)

maple fraternity paddle

with a leather thong.

.. @ They’ll show their

e wild side tomen in Paris J hide. Adjustable. Dish

BB Reversibles. Two-faced JER outsome dash.3.50

B cteerhide glove leather. S22 (@ They’ll turn devilish
@1 Harness Brown,withthe 88 formeninhell-for-leather
1 flip side Black. Heads Paris steerhide. Saddle-

E 1 yvou win. Tails you win, stitched. Solid brass

! to0.5.00

buckle. Hefty enough to Ee== Beautifully grained and
{ o They’ll need no intro- do more than hold your £ T
&1 ductions to menin Club pants up. 3.50 e

Fashion-wise swingers,
the famous Paris

College Advisory Board,
voted these belts Most
Likely to Succeed on
Campus this fall. So you
know they’ll be perfect for
your school. And

finished. Shipped post-
paid. Write: Paris Belts,
P.0.Box 3836,
Chicago, I11.60654.
Please indicate your
college or university.

PARIS BELTS |

@ Stripes by Paris. The

&Y colors catch the eye.

§ They'rebold. Like the
women who admire them.
3.50 takes one home.

) They’ll warm up to

# menin Regimental

81 Stripe Ribbons. Trimmed

q(a)



~ He owns a $2,200 runabout
= and a$75 English jacket,
yet he wears $4.98 Leesures.

PLAY

He took one look at Lee Classics and said hang the inexpense.
Why not? Lee Classic slacks dock at the best marinas. And wherever they
g0, they cut quite a figure with their tapered sea-legs and taut fit. Like the
seaworthy Classic above in a rugged sateen of super polished cotton.
Sanforized and Mercerized for lasting good looks and easy care. And
notice how masterfully Lee Classics underscore that blazer for the smart
yacht-club look. Classics dig inland life, too. In Sand, Loden, Sand Green,
and Black. Other fine Leesures from $4.98 to $7.98. Pipe 'em aboard.

. LEESUIES bY LEe... ucron

monkeys who speak no evil, see no evil
and hear no evil.
-

Our award for Undersitatement of the
Month goes to the Vancouver magisirate
who. after handing down a six-month
juill term w0 a 73yearold  prostitute,
sternly told her: “There seems to be no
hope lor rehabilitating you.”

-

The New Haven Railroad has plenty
ol critics, according to The New York
Times, but none so scathing as a Cher-
okee passenger who wold o reporer no
long ago: “My ancestors used to aftack
trains like dus”

-

Heart-warming  theological — intelli-
gence: o Wabaunsee., kansas, there's a
house of worship that calls isell the
Beedher Bible and Rifle Church.

-

We wish the best of luck to the party
who placed the lollowing ad in the clas-
sihied column ol Halilax, Nova Scotia's,
Muail-Stay:  "wantep—poG—Male  Pre-
farred. Must be of Co'lie strain and be
able to lip-read and be bitingual. Apply:
Box 3935, Chronicle-Hevald.™”

Paternal  Candor  Depariment:  Dr.
Marshall B. Clinand, author of the
dehnitive tome Sociology of Deviant Be-
hawvior, has warmly dedicated the book
“To my children, from whom 1 have
learned a great deal.”

.

As Shel Silverstein told s in his pic-
torial visit to Manhatun's Fire Island in
the August issue. the denizens ol Cherry
Grove—a haven lor the swishy set in the
cpicenter of that oilshore ¢'vsinm—are
great music lovers, among other things.
Arop the lliv parade along the beach, he
reported. are such sentimental evergreens
as He's Funny That Wavy. My Buddy.
Mad About the Boy. [ust My Bill and
I Enjoy Being a Girl. Unfortumacely, he
didn’t have space for the rest of the wp
20 [avorites. so he asked us 1o list them
here. Always happy o oblige: A Fellow
Needs a Guy, Adlexander's Fag-Time
Band. Camping Tonight. Adin't Mince
Behavin', When You  Swish wpon a
Star, Simpertime, Ain’t He Sweel, Gay
by Day. We Were Cruising Along, Ma.
He's Maki' Eves at Me, For Me and
My Guy. Youre the Queen in My
Coffee, Top Hat, White Tic and Heels.
The Quecrness of You, and that erand
old standard, 1 Want a Guy Just Like
the Guy That Marvied Dear Old Dad.

BOOKS

Theodove White's 1964 version ol The
Making of the President (Aihcencum) s
rather like the campaign itsell—wordy.
predictable and laden with picty. As i



MONK BIG BAND
AND QUARTET
w CONCTRT

COLUMBIA [75=-

STAN GETZ

oscar PETERSON TRIO | [goB BROOKMEYER | ML LELI(LLTY]
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RECORD CLUB

now presents the

GREATEST

:‘!é‘%\% ANV 4 155

OF ALL'TIME? JREIERRSEHREE

l ; 3
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3 1 BV 4V FOR ¢
: : ONLY

THELONIOUS MON
QUARTET

1025

{15
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1647 1713 1196

bl | JAMES BROWN
i SHOWTIME

VoL 1)
Somebedy Loves You
Caldonia
1784 1601
AHMAD JAMAL| I0OPS! The Swinging
Sounts of

BILL DOGGETT @
and his combo

y . ,
DINAH Mllof A e T e g h dove b
o i L 1 In the coming 12 meonths, from the _-Hm' o

62 £ more than 1 to be offered

‘ . ] &_‘Ii_iiwu{;tu
L il S8 " PLUS this RECORD RACK
RAY CHARLES | ] et FREE 37

: i Here's a handsome
GF:E%‘LES?H_ITS & John whe brass-finished rack  yo1as one

that adjusts to your  regord —
needs. It expands  up to 60!
as your collection

>prows. Folds flat

“~" when not in use. i qm e [y [PrLiPs |
1327 1554 1716 1911
" THE SOUND OF DUKE ELLINGTON |
HARLEM 1927 t0 1940 BlLlE HOLIDAY WO0ODY HERMAN

CANADA: prices stightiy higher; 1111 Lestiec SE., Don Mills, Ont.

1146- 1147 Two-Record Set Stereo records are $1.00 more.

(Counts As Two Selections )

Jazz Odyssey, Vol. Il The Ellington Era The Golden Years The Thundering Herds
{3 record set®) (3 record set®) (3 record set®) {3 record set”)
1867-1B68-1869 1870-1871-1872 4 ) 1875-1B76-1B77 p 1B78-1879-18B80
i Each of these collector’s sets counts as 3 selections and is not available in stereo
TIME O M ". cou PON Now NOTE: Stereo records must be played
SEND No MONEY—‘ A only on a stereo record player.
’ Y 4 RECORDS
HERES HOWF;: g:[\‘ ggg COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Dept. 226-3
1. Print your name, address and telephone Terre Haute, Indiana 47808
number in the spaces provided. n
1 2. Write in the numbers of the 4 records you
1 want — and for which you will be billed TS e s e e e g T o
only 99¢, plus a small mailing and handling (Please Print) First Name Initial Last Name
charge. Record rack will be sent free.
3. Check whether you wanl your 4 records T L
(and all future selections) in regular high-
fidelity or stereo. [ T A B T ey ———
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month you
will receive, free, the Club’s music Magazine Siai e e
which describes over 200 records from every | =~ TtrtUTTTTYUTYTY SRR ehio bl e LR o s
field of music. You may accept the month's |
top jazz recording (as selected by the Club's Telephone: Numboe oo iua o sinioies e siuissian sni s 1
staff of music experts), or take any of the =
| other records offered, or take no record in any E SEND ME “"E'Sﬁ FOUR %fcotols FOR ONLY 99¢
| particular month. Your only obligation is to (fill in numbers below)
1 purchase as few as four records during the
: next twelve months.
| If you do continue after fulfilling your obli 1
[ gation, you will receive a record of your choice 1
- uu::é"o:rmu. | FREE for every two additional records you buy. 1
| The records you want are mailed and bile¢ [Nl SEND MY TOUR RECORDS AND ALL FUTURE
to you at the regular Club price of $3.79 | Regular High-Fidelity ; [0 Stereo
l (Classical $4.79; occasional Original Cast rec- 5] chdis =
A | ords and special albums somewhat higher), : ; 1-ME
| plus a small mailing and handling charge. APO, FPO addressees” wrile for special offer :
]
i

© Columblia lecords Distribution Corp., 1965, 60,/FG5
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SWEATERS

CHEVRE’
The Hand Knit Look. 65% Mohair, 35% Wool. About $25.00.
i

m parody ol stylistic contrast between
John F. Rennedy and Lyndon B. John-
son. White's 1960 prose has gone slack.
Rheroric now passes for reportage. The
new, unmproved White is capable of
using the word “American™ as a value-
loaded adjecuive (as in “They made the
wise American decision . . ") of call-
ing . compaign speech “excellent™ o
“one of the worst” without hothering 1o
ell why: and of converting simple prop
osttions o rococo  profundiues (thus
the purpose of the Americin space pro
gram i1s to gain o lead in mankind’s firse

primitive probing ol the galaxies™). A
considerable portion of the book is real-
ly a Whue Paper on the civil righis
movement, which he correctlv sees as o
ubiquitous backdrop to the 1964 cam-
paign, partcularly during the long hor
summer i Northern anes. Butr he fails
o describe enther the somce of the hea
or ats intensity. Indeed, one senses that
White covered the New York Ciy civil
rights movement not Irom Harlem bui
[rom City Hall. where he casily iden
tired with the Eswablishment. He de-
scribes Mavor Wagner as it man “who
has done as much for aivil rights as any
clected ofhcial of the United States™—a
notion thar will certainly astonish Negro
leaders who are sull uving 1o crack the
mayor's opposition to the setring up ol a
cviliam board 10 review charges ol po-
lice brutality. Whenever White stops an
alvzing

and starts l'('pul!ill;_'. he gencrates
some of his 1960 fascination—paruculiar-
ly at the level of political gossip. We are
Lascinated, for example. 10 learn thar i
was by order ol L. B. J. that the Kennedy
memorial hilm shown e the Demoaratic
convention contained no clips of Bobby.
Bevond such udbits, though, there is lit
tle that amuses and less that iluminaes.
One notable excepuion is White's ac
count of the Goldwater-Rockeleller pri-
maries, in which he estabhishes bevond
reasotiible doube  that divorce  and
remarviage were Rockeleller's undoing.
Siting in the gallery while Rockeleller
addressed  a hostle convention, White
observed “a all, thin, blonde woman.
her hsts upraised and shaking, scrcaming
at the wop ol her langs: “You lousy lover,

vou lousy lover, vou lousy lover!” ™ How
did she know:

It 1s more than 30 years since James
M. Caan hrst made i and more than 25
since Edmund Wilson dubbed ham the
poct of the mbloid mwder. He was
and then some. His early books vecked
with tension, and the hlm versions stick
i the mind as the best ol their kind:
Garhield and Lana Turner in The Post-
man Aheays Rings Tauce, Joan Craw
ford in Mildved Pievce, Stanwyck and
MacMuwrray  in Double Indemnity.
Granted, Cain wrote 1o a formula
and lover murdering the hushand  and
then spiraling down into some twisted

wile

hell of their own—but cach new variam
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These are the shirts for swingers. The big-beat patterns come in a new nubbed cotton
that's with it all the way. Also with it: Shapely University Club tailoring, tapered to make
a man’s shoulders look properly broad, his waistline neat and narrow. Authentic button-
down collar, locker loop, long or short sleeves. Take up the check in blue, green or bur-
gundy. Pick the plaid in blue, green or whiskey. Each about $5. At “in" stores everywhere.
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Mack Shirt Corporation Cincinnati, Ohio
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Pd rather walk.

(How often do you feel that way?) .

If you are a victim of too many car pools, Portage shoes
might change your means of transportation.16.95 to 24.95

PORTAGE PORTO-PED

A drision of Weyenberg Shoe Mig. Co., Milwackee, Wisconsin 53201

NATURAL SHOULDER TROUSERS®
. in BUGGY WHIP WORSTEDS
. .

Crisp, good looking — soft to the touch.
New colors include Casey Green and Snuff
Brown. Our Natural Shoulder cut, always
correct, fits all men comfortably. Own one.
They’re the best. Write for the store near-
est you: Corbin Ltd., Dept. PT, 385 Fifth
Ave., New York, N.Y. 10016

TROUSERED BY
CORBIN

was delt and sure. Who can forget those
agonized realizations that the female was
deadlier by far than the male, than lover-
boy had been suckered for faiv? Yer most
of Cain’s Luer work has made no mark
at all, In his newest oflering, The Magi-
cian’s Wife (Dial Press)j—about a business
exccutive in love with the sexy tule
characier, whose mother has a leweh lo
the exccutive—the rusted patern s sol-
id rust. Colloguialisms like “step out,”
“heel,” “crumb,” Cdumbbell” parsy,”™
“spud,” “woll,” “chaser,” “dibs.” give
the book such i stale tone that we mught
be reading something Cain wossed into a
bottom drawer several decades ago and,
unflormmeely, happened  upon  agmn.
The once-cleanc style has come  un-
plugged: clichds run amuck: “the coast
was cear,” Ueash o his chips.” “really
did lus sl ke the bull by the
horns,” “ull hell freezes over,” " the
soup.” “You made my heart go bump.”
says a damsel with the hots. Worse, how-
ever, Cain seems to have lost his touch
for the exaciness ol detail that melodri-
ma demands if it is 1o remain aredible.
By way of an alibi, for example, the wile
must be seen enwering a movie theater,
where she is known by both the cashier
and the ticket taker, and then leaving at
the end of the show. Once inside, she ex-
its via a fhire door. How she manages to
re-enter without being noticed is simply
glossed over. In the carly books, Cain’s
people were so real that we began to
perspive as they got sucked in beyond
their depth. Here. they are only paste-
board, and 1t 1s they who get soggy.
“Money, which represents the prose of
life, and which is hardly spoken ol in
parlors without an apology. is. in its
effects and Liws, as beantiful as voses.”
This quote [rom Ralph Waldo Emcerson,
ol all people, introduces Growth Oppor-
tunities in Common Stocks (Harper & Row)
by Winthrop Knowlion, vice-president
in charge ol rescarch ar Wall Swreet’s
White, Weld & Co. Mr. Knowlion
rehishes the world ol common  stocks,
where immutable laws are mutned, and
where investors’ whims are as sigmbhicang
as price-carnings ratios. I1 your goal is 10
get vich quick, vou will hind his book
conservative: I believe that il yvou make
an 8 percent return on your common
stock investments over a period ol vens,
vou can regard yoursell as having carned
a [air and satisTactory return. 1l vou carn
100 1o 15 percent, you can be proud of
voursell.” One of the most important
chapters for the amateur investor deals
with the selecion ol a good broker.
That this may not be as simple as 1t
secems 15 illustated by the  following
Irom the SEC: . almost 28 percent
of the 210 hrms registered with the Com-
mission during the first quarier of 1961
included no experienced persons among
their principals, and over 50 percent of
the firms were in the hands ol persons




If you’re man enough to handle McGregor’s Wild “Animal” Look,
send for name of nearest store.

re only a big-game hunter can track them down.)

—

(These animals by Glenoit are so ra
e
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G-r-r-r-e-a-t is the word for his Wildlife Stadium Coat from McGregor. Even the rac- T .

coon would be fooled by this natural, untamed look. It's 65 acrylie, 35% 111r:li;u-r1.‘|[r by 1'_#?_(:'(:rg;rur-'i)um;:cr, }ﬂC_ n

Glenoit. $59.95. Her MeGregor Wildlife Stadium Coat has a make-believe look of the 666 Fifth Ave.,, N. ¥, N.Y. 10019

f:(:l'(-:w'T:. We'll bet a bear couldn’t guess it's really G5% :1(;1'_\'!1(:, 35% modacrylic by Glenoit. I'mabig-game hunter. Pleasesend

$59.95. Both coats are knee-length, with a 100 nylon lining. Both have parka hoods, e HaAThe D e aTeat stote that

leather buttons and loops. Both come in “His” and “Her"” sizes. carries MeGregor's Wild “Animal™
Look:
Mr. !
Mrs. 1
Miss __ - I — I
Address

. sl “ City
for the Wild "Animal’Look _
State—___ Zip code. 1
Also boy-sized, boy-priced. Made in Canada, too. [
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Go. Without a care in the world. In LEVI'S

GO STA-PREST® CORDURQYS. They keep their smooth

press. Their sharp crease. Without ironing, of

course. For Cone blends 50% Kodel®

Polyester/50% cotton for the most durable,

durable-press corduroy. Make the scene

WITH in tan, loden, antelope. 28-38. $7.98.

Boys’, 6-12. $5.98. Prep, 25-30. $6.98.

LEV' ’S® OF At your favorite store.

CONE MILLS INC., 1440 Broadway, New York 18, N.Y.

CON E @} Cane mokes fobric for opporel, home, ond industry.
CORDUROY.



with under two years’ experience.” Mr.
Knowhon comes down hard on broker-
age houses that lure the amateur with
ads like WRITE XOwW FOR OUR BOOKLET
DESCRIBING 45 I1SSUES FOR CAPITAL APPRE-
CIATION  WITH ABOVE-AVERAGE DIVIDEND
ixcoME. He observes, “If | could come
up with just two or three isues per
year that provided meaningful capital
appreciation  with  above-average  divi-
dend income 1 would be happy.” I you
are thinking of joining the 17.000.,000
investors extant, this book provides an
excellenn entree. though it does not
quite refute the old saving. “The only
way to make a Killing in the marker is
to shoot vour broker.”

The Human Comedy may or may not
be getting less human (depending on
which prophet vou read), but it's cer-
tainly not getting anv less comic. as Roy
Bongartz shows in Twelve Chases on West
#9th Street (Houghion Milllin). The hook
consists ol a dozen interconnected tiles
scton New York's Upper West Side, in an
ex-mithob neighborhood now full of room
ing houses for working people ot all
colors and with more than its share of
weirdies of all eolors. The hero (2 com-
ic term in itself with this guy) is Benny,
a d0-plus  parking-lot awendant. The
thread through the stories is his Jpursuit
of Flo, a skinny waitress whom he wants
o make and, eventually, wants to make
his wile. Benny  always hobbles  his
chances, but the stories are worked lop
much more than  Chaplin choke-ups.
In his pursuit of Flo. considerable char-
acter is areaed for both of them. and a
lot of other people come vividly alive:
Ray. the Negro who breaks his neck s
hates the hospital: Fredo, the ten-year-
old who pals areund with Benoy: Phil,
the shady parking-lot boss. It's a well-gal-
vanized gallery. What Bongartz has real-
ly done is areate one big supercharacter
—the City, or at least this section of it: a
squabbling, busy. harried, hateful b
understandable and thus moving mons-
ter. ‘Three of the standout stories are
Gloria, in which Flo brings a gorgeonus
Negro sister-waitress to hide out from
her boyhviend in Benny's apartment
where the three of them spend a pathetic
weekend:  The  Steel Ball, in which
Beuny, Flo and Fredo pretend to be
living in an apartment in oan aban-
doned building 10 help out Phil who
owns the house: and Changing Places, in
which Benny hinally pops his narTiage
proposal. Bongarez has a sharp car, svim-
pathy, and the ability to see an orderly
story in disorderly life,

Maurice Girodias founded (he unique
Olympia Press in 1953, Not only did it
publish books in a forcign language
(English in Paris); not only did it grab
avant-garde hooks of quality that con-
ventional  publishers would not touch:
but it also served as a kind of bank for

| MADISONAIRE |

=

The Traditional Suit takes on a new hue

Leave it to Varsity-Town to come up with a brand new shade of
blue for their natural shoulder MADISONAIRE suits and sport
coats. It's called Oxford Blue—a color with just the right restraint
for traditionally tailored clothing. Not bright or brassy, but just
right for a gentleman’s wardrobe. Chances are many of the nice
people you meet on your Honda this fall will be wearing Oxford
Blue by Varsity-Town’s MADISONAIRE. Vested suits from $80-$85.
Sport coats $45 and $55. The H. A. Seinsheimer Co. Cincinnati

HER FINE STORES: The J. L. Hudson Co.. Detront = M. Levy, Shreveport @ A. M. Dawison
?I“:-l:ltliuBllI;EF::t ‘l.'l-l?E;‘éeE S‘QNuEeoghnp_ Macon ® The Hecht Co.. Washingion, D. C. * Bodin-Van Dom,'t:les Mon;els - Fg.:ni:;:
berger's. Charleston ® Jason's, Billings ® Jerrems, Chicago » May D & F, Demde_r * Godchaux -n_'N-ew leana‘ s
Quality Shop. Portsmoulh ® L. S Ayres. Indianapolis ® Houseman Clothing Co., Grand Rapids l'. ate-Brown, a o e
= Bledsoe's, Ames ® Hemphill-Wells. Lubbock * Rike's. Daylon ® The Dayton Company. Minneapolis ® F & R Lazarus, Columbus

i 's Madi i i (football

Blue Book from ¥ y-Town's 170 pages of style news and sport _mlorrnatoc_m
w‘“e‘ 1 sport r ds. fraternity data) free in the Varsity-Town slore in your city. Or write for your
free copy ‘lc The H. A. Seinsh Co., Cinci ti, Ohio, 45202, makers of world renowned Varsity- Town Clothes.
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show up in

SEA\/EES

the new way to go casual

What's this new B.F.Goodrich sneaker got
that others don't? Plenty! Plenty of looks.
Lean. Low-cut. Lively. And plenty of comfort
built right in. Because new SEAVEES have
the exclusive P-F* Posture Foundation to keep
you light and easy on your feet.

Only B.F.Goodrich could bring so much
comfort and class, in new SEAVEES. Got good
times on tap? Go to any good store—and show
up in SEAVEES today! SEAVEES are priced from $5.95

SEAVEES in colors? You bet, Besides While, there's Light Blue, Navy, Green and Breton Red.

BEGoodrich

Get the yacht shoe with Grip Power: the new P-F Yacht Shoel Exclusive "Grip Block™
sole design plus the famous Posture Foundation rigid wedge in the heel for extra comfort.

expatriates—uented  and  otherwise—
where they could pick up a few francs by
writing frank pornography under pen
nitmes. The Olympia Reader (Grove Press)
is it steamy sampling ol the Press” ca-
reer. with an interesting  introduction
by Alonsicur G., and with notes about
cach of the pieces, in some of which he
plucks the plume from the nom de
plume. One could dismiss Girodias as
just another feelihv-book fellow il not
for two things: First, many of Ins porno
bhooks are pretty good 1ongue-in-check:
and second, he has published some genu-
ine literature. The pornogriphy by the
pseudonymous scribes is designed for ap-
peal 1o all wistes: Rabelaisiaim by Beau-
revard de Farniente. Indin by Avallah
AMardaan, Chinese by Wu Wu Meng:
there are sadism, masochism. and more va-
rictics of venery than Heinz has pickles,
as well as funnyavpe looling hike Canedy
and Zazie and Fanny Hill. The other ex-
cerpts run from the dubious to the ind’s.
putably good. from William Burroughs
10 Jean Genet and Samuel Beckert, with
waylays for Henry Miller, De Sade, Law-
rence Durrell and others. No press. no
matter how purple. cin be brushed off
il it brought out J.P. Donleavy's The
Ginger Man, which is r('prrst'uiul here,
or Nubokov's Lolita, which s not repre-
sented  because reprim permission was
reflused. Instead, Givodias supplies an
account ol lis relanions with Nabokov
which shows that 1lus superhuman auo-
thor is as mortal as any. The whole an-
thology, though it sometimes pants and
unpants a hit ludicrously, stumds ais a sig
nificant part of our times in literature
and in hile.

Woody Guihirie, spiritual  Fither ol
Bob Dylan and all the other voung, rest
less. 1opical Tolksong writers, has been
silent since 1952, when he was hospital-
izcdd with a progressive neurological dis-
ease. Now, Robert Shelton, lolk-music
critic lor The New York Times. has edit-
cd i Born to Win (AMacnmllan) a torrem
ol his previously unpublished notes. cs-
says. verse, maxims. lyrics and  leters.
There are ales of Woody's wanderings
through this country and of s mer
chamt marine  experiences  during  the
Second World War. There are celebra-
tions of physical love, and prescriptions
for the good socialist life. Guihrie was
not a docrimire socialist. Tt was always
cdiflicult Tor him 1o generalize; he was
drawn to the specific. to the man who
preferred drinking in a decaying, dink
bar because in the bright places “he
didn’t like them neon lights “cause it
shines in the girls” faces and made them
look like they was dead corpses.” Chil-
dren absorbed him. Of his own, there
was the quicksilver Cathy, the basis lor
many of the laughing children’s songs he
wrote and recorded, His description ol
Cathy's death by fire is the most painful
section of the book. Yet even that loss



There’s none of that sweet stuff in 4711.

It's cool.

4711 is a refreshant cologne, not
a perfumed cologne.

Men use it all over after a shower.
It’s clean and invigorating. Makes
your skin tingle. And, on those days
when you may have some doubts
about it, 4711 makes you feel like

you're really alive. Its citrus scent
refreshes and then recedes politely
into the background.
There’s nothing noisy about it.
And some men are finding it’s a
great after-shave. Crisp, bracing,
with just a bit of a bite.

ne-& Parfiimerie-Fz
NGASSE N°4T711
COI.OGNEON RHINE

Sole Distributor: Colonia, Inc., 41 East 42nd St., New York, N. Y. 10017.

But it doesn’t matter how you use
it. If it’s refreshment you're after,
one way or another you'll get it
from 4711.

It’s been cooling things off since
1792,

The House of 4711
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LEFT TO RIGHT: Mandarin Travel Set. After Shave & Cologne in unbreakable contain-
ers, $4.50; After Shave, 6 oz.. $3.50; Cologne, 6 oz., $4.50; Deodorant Mist, 4 oz., $3.00;
Cologne Mist (not shown) 4 oz., $4.00; Man Talc, $2.50; Bamboo Shower Soap, $2.50

SWANK, NEW YORK—SOLE DISTRIBUTOR

Our Leatherstocking pullover in the new 1965 colors with himalaya's quality knitmanship.
B. Altman, N. ¥.; Macv's. San Francisco; ). H. Holmes, New Orleans: A. May & Sons,

o

Grand Rapids; Nate's, Vermont and other leading stores. himalava, 350 5th Ave., N. Y. C.
ra ! ’, 1

Pl / : v,

can suede
and knit conquer

the language barrier,

his Princeton degree?

the him

in himalaya
has discovered the

Abominable Snowgirl

couldn’t keep Guthrie down. He was an
incurable opumist—and the title of the
book, Born to Win, is both the name of
one of his songs and his aedo. 1 Win
has one underlying theme in addition w
the perfecability of man. it is the im
portance of song. As this decade’s cvil
rights workers have discovered, “Singing
helps o keep vou going. It might not bhe
all that keeps vou going. but its a
mighty powerlul way of telling somebody
that vou aim 1o keep going.” And no
lolk composer ol this cenuny has heen a
more powerful poct ol his own and oth-
crs’ keep-goingness than Woody Guthric.

Did vou know that 1o lie with a bui-
teved bun means going to bed with a
woman who has just been enjoved by an-
other man? This delightiul piece of in.
[ormation comes [rom o delighilul old
book, Classical Dictionary of the Vulsar
Tongues. which i turn comes from a
delightful new book, The Golden Age of
Erotica (Sherbourne Pressy by Bernhardt
J. Hurwood. Hurwood 1s the sex-con-
scious man’s H. G. Wells. His hook is an
outline of erotic history in that golden
age running  Irom 1660, when King
Charles 1T was crowned and took all his
wenches 1o court with him, w the Late
1870s, when sex had “become such a
dreaded concept that even statues were
deprived of their genitals.” Hurwood
flashes through all segments ol crotica.
from Joe Miller gags 1o exotic fads of
the day. to books, theater (American
whores reserved whole  sections, using
the theater as kind ol a “sexual stock ex-
change™). even to magazines. A chapter
titled “rrLaYBOY'S Ancestors” reports that
there was 2 magazine in 1785 England
called Rambler’'s Magazine: Or, “The
Annals of Gallantry, Glee, Pleasure and
the Bon Ton: Calculated for the Enter-
tainment of the PPolite World: and 1o
furnish the Man of Pleasure with a most
delicious banquet of Amorous. Baccha-
nalian. Whimsical, Humorous. Theatri-
cal and Polite Entertainment.” One of
Rambleyv's regular (eatures was a divecto
ry ol whores. Rambler's even had a
philosophy ol its own. “"We¢ hive not
Hatered hypocrites and scoundrels,” the
cditors wrote. “that we  might  share
in their dishonest plunder. To unmask
these has been our object . . . We have
expressed that openly. which others did
by mnuendoes, amd cquivogues: we lave
made love our principal theme . . © and
for this we have incurred the malice ol a
gang ol reverent hypocries.”  Author
Hurwood points out that American erot
icism took a different road from that of
our English forelathers. The Amenican
puritanism turncd morality topsy-turvy.
As long as sin was loudly and clearly de-
nounced, "It was petlectly permissible to
tell any Kind of story or pamt any verbal
picture. It was all right to stimulate the
reader’s imagination.” And thus it re
mains in mid-20th Century America,




The Second Best Shape in ltaly

at the coolest little figure in its class —$2585.%That’s all the money you part with for all this car, the
Fiat 1500 Spider. Styled by Pininfarina, the romantic web it spins is captivating America. It's dynamic outside
and a dynamo inside—a perfect expression of Italy’s fabled creative energy and inspired art. Lean into a curve
with Fiat’s curves and know what it’s like to drive this five forward-speed sportsman’s dream. And to help you
keep it humming, there are 425 parts-and-service centers in the U.S.A. This new five-speed Spider

is waiting for you at your Fiat dealer. So what are you waiting for? Always have at least one FIAT

“Suggested price p.o.e. New York reflects reduced U.S. excise tax. See the Yellow Pages for your nearest Fiat Dealer. Fiat Molor Co., Inc., 500 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10036.
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Cinch Ring-Buckle $4.00
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This is new!
HERITAGE by HICHOK

Authentic heirloom
buckles add distinction
to traditional belts.

AOK HICKOK HICKOK HICKOR
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SIDELINER

Too smart to just sit it out.
Sideliner warms up the dawn,
defrosts the night. Wool
melton personally heated

by Orlon pile lining in body
and hood. Sizes S, M, L, XL.
At smart stores everywhere,
about $19.95

Slightly Higher West Coast

S‘iraac'@

Wil
EMPIRE STATE \BJ.DQ N.Y.C. STAHL-URBAN CO.,

with True Confessions, Peyton Place,
Harlow, and a mass culture spinning
still [rom the impetus ol that early
American sexual scli-loathing.

A new contender for the international
intrigue medal lately worn by Ian Flem-
ing is James Munro. the pseudonvim ol
an Lnglish college lecturer who has pro
duced The Mon Who Sold Death (Knopl).
Munro, like Fleming, is writing ol the
end of innocence, of the new era n
which  CIAs, Special  Services  and
saekstes live by their own laws so that
others may live or die. But Munro has
installed a giant brain in the smooth
James Bond machine, and added a hali-
heart and semisoul to John Le Carrd's
burned-out Leamas. A gunrunner o
the  Algerians during the death seand
of the French generals, John Craig is
nuarked for assassination by a lanatic
plastique-thrower who employs torure
and murder not for sadism’s sake, but
because these are ellicient and so is he.
Craig unfolds in the lashionable anti-
hero manner through a style that s
spare but not self-consciously so. And he
cngages, inevitably, in the personal vio-
lence that mirrors society’s methods ol
solving vexatious problems. Craig is ad-
dicted to danger, but, like all addicts, he
does not so much enjoy his craving as
simply require it. Understanding these
weaknesses and strengths and exploiting
them artfully is Loomis, a British spy-
master whose role is similar to that of M,
Bond’s manipulator. But Loomis, unlike
M, is frankly inhuman while directing
an inhuman operation. Contemptuous
ol the niceues of social nuercomse, he is
“a gross, sloppily dressed man™ with
“manic eves . . . gangster, judge, detec
vve; and all in one [at, messy parcel.”
Craig, clutching for the taters of his
soul, increasingly sceks absolution lor his
own misdeeds. 1 killed him, didn't 137
he asks Loomis’ licutenant. “He fcll on
the wire” Absoluuion granted. In the
endd, however, as Craig's enemies die, so
does that part ol him that is not con-
tained in flesh and blood. He is like the
headlines, wapped in a ghastly manrdh.
and Munro has caprured its cadence all
too well.

-

Surcly there is no figure in the history
ol world letters whose name has heen so
bandied about while his works hie
been so banned as Comte Donatien Al
phonse Frangois, Marquis de Sade. Every-
one knows, generally by hearsay, ol his
vices, and now with the publiciion ol
The Marquis de Sade (Grove Press), o
wider American awdience has an oppor-
wnity to discover his virtues. De Sude
had the courage to accept prison rather
than sacrifice “my principles or mv
tastes,” and it was during his years in the
dungeons and asylums of France that he
dreamed up the proudly perverse ro-
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“the swingiest week of your life”

Want to have a ball: register in
Broomsticks Slacks Swingstakes at your
nearest retailer. Winner and companion will
fly to New York, have a limousine and
chautfeur, stay at a Park Avenue hotel, dine
at fabulous restaurants, go to all the "'in"’
places, see a hit show. They will fly to

the AFL Play-off game, hosted by AFL stars.
All this as a guest of Glen Oaks who craft
Broomsticks, the slacks that create a
slimmer, taller “'with-it"' look. Shown here:
our AFL Pro-Rated slacks fashioned from
Acrilan and wool worsted, detailed in true
Broomsticks luxury. At stores everywhere.
About $10.95. For store nearest you write:
Glen Oaks Slacks, 16 East 34th Street,
New York 16, N. Y.
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AFL PRO-RATED ACRILAN®*/WOOL WORSTED
SLACKS BY GLEN OAKS

“Chemstrand’s acrulic fiber
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WINTHROP

ACTION-FREE

Collegiate Classic
Action-Free
Cashmere Grain
in Antiqued Brown
or Black.

Leather lined.
Cushion insole.
Winthrop

Classic Brogues
$14.95 to $24.95.
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INDULGE YOURSELF n a Harbor Master . . . the classic any-weather coat for iwo-fisted
executives. Living ot up here: the “HUDSON”. smart raglan model with slash thru pockels, stand up
Bal collar with tab, fly front, center vent, self yoke . . . and special inside toll and pipe pockets. In exclusive
2x%2 poplin of 65 DACRDN®Y polyester-357C Combed COTTON, protectively treated against rain and oily
stains wath Du Pont ZE PEL* fabric fluoridizer., Natural, wory, ohwe, nawvy, black. Sizes: regular 34-52;
short 34-44; long 36-52. About 335. Wilth zip oul alpaca liner, about $55. Al fine siores everywhere, or
write HARBOR MASTER Ltd., A Divsion of Misty Harbor Lid., 512 Seventh Avenue, New York 18, N. Y.

Another Jonathan Logan enterprise

DU PONT REQISTERED TRADESMARK SLIGHILY MIGHER WEST OF TME ROCMIES

mances and deeply revolutionary philo-
sophical  statements that  have been
burned by many and cherished by a few
ever since. The present volume, intelli-
gently  compiled  and  wanslated by
Richard Seaver and Austryn Wainhouse,
boasts, lor the hrst 1ime in this country,
the complete  Justine, De Sade’s most
Famous tale. 1es told mainly by the beset
Jass hersell, a virtnous maid. “the oy ol
villainy: the uoger of every debauch; ex-
poscd 1o the most arbarous, the most
monstrous caprices: driven witless by the
most brazen, the most specious sophist-
rics: prey 1o the most canming seduc
tions, the most bresistible subornavons.”
It is difhcult 10 ke the Marquis™ ex
pressions ol indignation at poor  Jus
tine’s treamment altogether seriously  (he
enjoys it oo much), bhut the writing un-
questionably merits more serious atien-
von than it has received from those who
have been cither oumraged or delighred
by finding nothing in n besides a series
ol incredible ncidents. Also included in
this fat book is another “Moral Tale.”
two “Philosophical Dialogs™ and several
eritical and biographical picees. One necd
not belong 1o the cule of 1those who hail
the Divine Marquis as the greatest veli-
gious prophet since Mohammed w0 be
grateful dor the long-overdue publica-
tion of the unbowdlerized works ol a
man  who clevated  perversity mto  a
strangely noble sivle ol life and pornog:
raphy into authentic heraure.

It was Michacel Harringion's  hook
The Othey Ameviea thar vediscovered
the poor in America and helped set ofl
the present “war™ on poverty. In his new
volume, The Accidental Century (M-
millan). Harrington’s subject is much
vaster and much more complicated. He
desaribes it as “a hopelul book about de-
cudence. It focuses upon death in order
to understand the new lile which is pos
sible.” What is dying are the old eco-
nomic and religions value svstems and
mvithologies ol Western  civilization,
Thev are being destroved by a sweeping
1echnological revolution, now accelerat
el into ovbernation. . Bur we  have
“lurched  into the unprecedented  rans-
formation of human life without think-
ing about it.” without plinnming for it
H:orington's exploration ol this acciden-
al anslomuion is butiressed by oriti-
cal analyses ol the work and  theorvies
ol seminal hzures i the s, socwl
criticism.  cconomics and  philosophy—
Thomas Mann. Dostoievsky, Fread, Bau-
delaire. Nictzsche, G, Wrielu Mills, Yens,
Ortega v Gasset. Without rational hu-
man divection, Harringron warns, we are
moving toward an “inhuman  collectin
ism” in which “the ideal ol autonomous
and choosing nan will become & memo-
1y, like Eden.” B he believes the aca-
dental revolution can become  “socially
conscious of itsell through a profound
decpening ol democracy™: and this goal




It's Jockey “Meet Your Match” Month

PLAY THE MATCH QUIZ!

See if you can match these men with the
Jockey (L7 {7 underwear that smts them best

|
|
|

B. VETERAN POLITICO

LT e
2 [l
HINECK BO'SUN SHIRT

SLIM GUY* BRIEF

Answers: (A-3) He's a big man on campus. .. a leader

. . head of his class. It's no surprise that his underwear has
pace-setter style. It's the new Slim Guy racer. Tailored for
the new, trim, fashionable lock. The shorter, tapered legs
have new racing vents and contrasting trim. $1.50.

(B-1) Though there's snow on the roof, there's still plenty
of life in the old boy. His vote is cast for
new Slim Guy briefs, styled for men who
think young. They give you famous Jockey
support plus mesh-pouch ventilation, ac-
tion side vents, high-cut leg openings. And
they feel really great. $1.50.

(C-4) No self-respecting alligator wres-
tler would wear anything but the tapered
Brute shirt. It has all the quality features

3. [P

TAPEREO SLIM GUY RACER TAPERED BRUTE SHIRT

of the classic Jockey T-shirt plus a new tapered cut to fit a
guy without a paunch. Try it. You may not be an alligator
wrestler, but you'll sure feel like one. $1.50.

(D-2) He has blue eyes and brown hair, so naturally he
chooses the hi-neck Bo'sun shirt with its action styling, longer
sleeves, longer tail, and heavier body fabric. What have blue
eyes and brown hair got to do with choos-
ing underwear? Don't ask us. He's the
psychiatrist. $1.50.

How about you? Which Jockey under-
wear malches you best? Come in and find
out during Jockey “Meet Your Match”
Month. Now at your favorite men’s wear or
department store.

It's not Jockey brand
if it doesn’t have the Jockey boy

JOCKEY MENSWEAR, KENOSHA, WIS., A DIVISION OF COOPER"S, INC.
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THE CHRONOMASTER

Helping you make
time is the least
of its virtues.

The Chronomaster has a
terrific 17-jewel movermnent that
tells ordinary time, sure.

But it can also tell elapsed
time anywhere. In the air. Un-
der water. On good old terra
firma. Anywhere.

It can take your pulse and
respiration (which you might
be interested in knowing under
the appropriate conditions).

It's a yachting timer. It's a
time-out watch. It can tell you
what time itis in any time zone
other than your own.

It's a racer’'s watch. (Built-in
tachometer, you know.) It's
waterproof*, shock-resistant,
luminous.

And the way it starts con-
versations has to be seen to
be believed.

Of course, the most incredi-
ble thing about it is the price.
For $100 you can make time or
anything else you might have
in mind.

*Provided case unopened, crown, crystal intact.

CROTON WATCH COMPANY

Croton-on-Hudson, N. Y.

he calls sociaiism. Because of cvberna-
tion. abundance for all is possible, but it
will be only il the management of the
technological revolution is taken out of
private hands and made subject 1o the
democratic  decisions  of  the  majority.
Then, with all routine and repetitious
chores done by machines, “man can be
freed Tor acuvity of his own choosing.™
As a socialist. Hinrington does not want
to “scize” power, but rather o translorm
it. How? Perhaps the means ol accom-
plishing this trick will be the subject of
a Tuture Harrington book.

“Caviar emplor!” Sum scribtics wit of
John Lennon's sirprizing fist cullsection
of stormies. pombs and drangings. In
His Own Write. Udders disgust the
snories and poobs and dribbings as silt
they meerily imijaded far butter and
far smartists. Bad weather rejoycing or
leary. must innervitably grave into the
didly temptimitation to wit about the
wirk in Lennon's hone nonsentice, wick-
tty, conlamusing, butt sumptimes (aloss,
too oflan) simptly biflling and esoterribic
linguage. Wee all sew plaid quilt. But
from this point on we'll ry o resist. At
least long enough o report that Len-
non’s second bank—er, book—A Spaniard
in the Works (Simon & Schuster), 1s at
its Dest another dose of arsenickers at
convention, at s worst merely moron
the same. His biting average remains
a steady .275, no Stan Muscle or Joe
L 'Maggination but good enough o stay
in the league. An occasional hit (“the
honevmood was don short,” “it is just
a face she is going through™) and a
lot of misses (“you'll have a nervous
breadvan,” “he wrned the other cheese,”
“I findd it recornered in my noscbook™).
Unfortunately, these last examples are
more representative—not  puns  really,
but merely arbitary changes in words,
without incisive point or witly associa-
ton. At times it scems that Ringo has
been sneaking into his room in the mid-
dle of the night and changing the keys
on his typewriter. Since every story de-
pends almost enurely on its language
(read swraight they have little point), the
reader spends as much time deciphering
as laughing. It should also be noted that
many of the stories and drawings. in
their prolusion of scatological imagery,
not only submit to bur demand a psychi-
atrust’s analalysis—the book could almost
be subtitled “Phallus in Wonderland,”
or “Finneganus' Wake.” But when Len-
non's admirers point 1o Joyce. no matter
how modestly, they overlook a crucial
point. Jovce, too, tore apart and recon-
structed language—but with love. and
for a purpose, to break what Valcry
called the “beauulul chains” of lan-
muage, o lorce it o express what must
otherwise remain mute. But Lennon has
no such love; his writing is not so much
purposeful reconstruction as  gratuitous
mutilation. But perhaps—for it’s becom-

“I WON'T WEAR A THING
BUT TOWNE AND KING!"

says ELMER TWANG, game warden

ATHERTON,CAL..Aug. 18-Aplague
of quail has made a disaster area out of
this pleasant hamlet. Millions of birds
have stripped the landscape of every
green leaf. Citizens begged for an open
season on quail. No dice! Instead, the
game warden imported 27 Siamese tom-
cats to scare the birds away. When last
seen, the cats were Y2-way to Las
Vegas, with quail commandos on thetr
tails. Wearing his new T&K cardigan 6-
button classic—50% Peruvian Alpaca/
50% virgin wool — the warden said,
“How did I know those cats would
chicken out?” His sweater, one of 7
great colors, 16.95.

TOWNE AND KING, LTD.

Coordinated Knitwear
Redwoaod City, Calif. 94064

You're getting warmer,

Infact, as of right now, you have dis-
covered“Nottingham” by Niagara.
It has all the comfort, all the
warmth you'll ever need. A Borg
deep-pile lining of 100% Acrilan®.,
acrylic. A Borg deep-pile collar of
50% acetate, 50% Acrilan. A water
repellent Montoro Suede outer
shell of 100% cotton. Loden, Olive,
Brown, Martini, Rust. All with
sheepskin color shawl collar. 32-
46. $34.95. At good stores eve;y—
where. Niagara Apparel Co., 77
Swan St., Buffalo, N.Y.

Nizge®




ing lashionable to take the Beatles very,
very seriously—perhaps he has Wingen-
stein rather than Joyce in mind: “My
aim s to teach vou o pass from a picce
ol disguised nonsense 10 something that
IS patent nonsense.”

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

Mort Sahl once observed that Eddie
Fisher really wanted 1o be Frank Sinaura,
but that he'd have o be Peter Lawlord
first—because, cracked the comedian,
there is no short cut to greatness. In
the most Hatering sense, something simi-
L mighe be said of the “new” Naney
Wilson. She seems headed determinedly
toward the summit that is Lena Horne
by way ol the knoll that is Diahann Car-
roll. Miss Wilson's sheer sex appeal cut
Like a laser beam through the male divi-
ston ol the celebrvity-rich audience in her
recent rewurn o Los Angeles’ popular
Cocoanut Grove. On display was a glit-
tering new act cooked up by arranger
Luther Henderson and special-material
writer Bob Hergert. Conceive, if you
will. a upsily Ircewhecling Beer Barrel
Polka or a puton medley of current
Mersey-rock. This from Nancy? This, in-
deed. What's more, she sold it madly o a
capacity arowd feverishly nibbling [rom
her palm. The ballads, of course, were
theve, 1Who Can I Turn To, Maore and
the nowadays seldom-sung If You Ave
But w Iveam nicely paced Miss Wil
son’s hourlong opening show, but it was
the “special”™ wmes thae really sought—
and  found—acceptance. A medley, for
example, ol what Miss Wilson termed
“The Emerging Songs—the new culuure,
y'know.” turned into  delightul  spoof
as she churned out—with appropriaely
frugish gvrations—A Hard Day’s Night,
I'm Telling Yonu Now, Eight Days a
Week andd I Know a Place. For treat-
ment ol the material, Luther Henderson
won plaudits. As chiel implementer of
devices musical, pianist. Ronell Brigho
was omstanding—sim patico to every Wil-
son muance, bend ol phrase, note. At the
divms, the  singer’'s husband,  Kenny
Dennis, proved a wue helpmeet. Down
to her exquisite gowning, it is certainly a
New Tmage for La Wilson. Onstage,
Nancy is now [ancy: her pauer verges at
times on the razor's edge of covness. She
rennns, though, a songseller of powerful
indlividuality and a super show-woman.

THEATER

The same disconcerting facts of finan-
cial life that have plagued the Broad-
way theater are now very much part of
off-Broadwav's existence. The hit-or-miss
syndrome (i show is cither a hit or a has-
been), endemic to the uptown stage, has
wreaked havoc among even the most
maodest of downtown productions, Thus.

PROTECTED BY

otchgard’

AgFLLLLE

THE SPORTING LOOK! Bold Corsair packets and big belt
loops set off the trim action-cut of new LEVI'S Rods—the slim slacks for active
living! The fabric is a handsome, heavyweight weave of 65% “Dacron” polyester
and 35% combed cotton. And these slacks will never need ironing—because
they're LEVI'S Sta-Prest—the original permanent-press slacks!

LEVI'S STA-PREST"
with DACRON " ..o rogorod vadema

B The word marks LEVI'S and STA-PREST are registered in the U.S. Patent Office and denate garments made only by Lew Strauss & Co . 38 Battery Streer, San Francisca 34106
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Doing what comes naturally . ..with Hopsack
Handsome, practical Hopsack Sport Coats. Authentic Cbl]egeﬂéﬂ

natural shoulder tailoring, 3 button patch and flap model.

BROAD AT CARPENTER STS . PHILA.. PA N Y OFFICE: 12590 AVENUE OF AMERICAS

SuITs
SPORT JACKETS

Impeccable Arrangement...

THE
PLAYBOY
VALET

For the dapper dresser, a fashionable valet
guaranteed to keep his apparel appealing.

The walnut-finished valet is topped with a
bronze-plated replica of PLAYBOY's famed bunny.
Hanger, shelf and base hold suit, shoes and
accessories. Size: 4' high, 17" wide, 15" deep

at base. Complete with matching clothes brush
tapering into polished walnut shoehorn.

$50 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to:

PLAYBOY PRCDUCTS
919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinois 60611

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

the seeker alter summer off-Broadway
fare may find only three shows at his
disposal.

The title of John Arden's Live Like
Pigs 15 apt. The main characters are the
mter- and overrelied members of the
swinish Sawney clan, who have been dis-
possessed  from  their squatter lile in a
discarded tramcar and resituated by the
British government in a flive-vear-old
housing project wuh lights, running wa
ter, doors and other conveniences—all
ol which are unfamiliar and unwanied.
The Sawneys can’t stand their new home
or their neighbors, so they wreck the
home and reciprocate the patronizing
advances ol friendship with curses, in
sults and flying garbage. In a program
note, Arden explains that he is not taking
sides with either the Sawneys or their
bourgeois neighbors. He is  mocking
both, and what they represent: outra-
geous individualism and smug socialism.
Director David Wheeler's Theawer Com-
pany ol Boston has come to town with a
woelully amateurish cast. which is not up
to the author's intentions and makes up
for its failings by overacung. At the
Actors’ Plavhouse, 100 7th Avenue South.

Cole  Porter's work  spanned  two
World Wars and countless revolutions in
[ads and folk heroes. Porter was, and s,
Iresh, sophisticated, sleek, soigné and
sexy. Somceone ought to devoie an eve-
ning to singing his songs and his praises.
Ben Bagley wies: he has had the inter-
esting nouon ol assembling a show from
Porter’s lesser-known muenial, such as
Poor Little Oyster. The choice of num-
bers is admirable. Lesser Porter wrns
out to be not lesser at all—except, appar-
ently, to Baglev. He calls hus evening
The Decline ond Foll of the Entire World as
Seen Through the Eyes of Cole Porter Re-
visited, und it is his misconcepuion o
assail Porter’s contemporaneity. As Por-
ter  was  wriung  his  escapist  witties,
American  troops  were  marching  into
bawtle. Bagley illustrates this wath slides:
Mussolini on screen, Porter on stage.
But Bagley s no Joan Litdewood, whose
World War One musical wke-oll, Oh
What a Lovely War, was acrid and
amusing. Thanklully, Bagley’s perform
ers are shrewd enough not o beiabor
the camp. Comedienne Kave Bailard has
tuned her broadness down, and when
she s called upon o spool singers—2Ma-
bel Mercer, Bea Lillie and Sopiie Tuck-
er—rather than songs, the resulis are.
gleclully, right on wtrger. Miss Ballard
and the other two girls (two men, wo,
and a prano) also get 1o sing an obscure
ballad apicce, with no fooling around,
which should be enough o make anyone
realize that Cole lives! The order all
around s Porter straight. Unlortunarely,
what is served up is a mixed Bagley. At
Square East, 15 West dth Swuecet.

The oll-Broadway production of A
View from the Bridge uses Arthur Mill-
or’s expanded, full-length version ol his
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What makes cocktails

swing?

Calypso limes.

Calypso limes. The
juicy yellow limes Rose's
Lime Juice is made from.
Limes grown in the suliry
West Indies. Ripened
slowly in the deep heat.
Mon, limes grown else-
where aren't in this race.
That's why cocktails made
from Rose's are rather

special. Like the Gimlet:
one partRose’sto 4 or §
parts gin orvodka. Serve
itin a cocktail glass or

on the rocks. Or the Rose's
Collins: 3 parts gin, vodka
or rum to one part Rose's.
Pour over ice, fill with
soda, stir. Or the Bloody
Mary: One jigger vodka,
Yz jigger Rose's, tomato
juice, salt, pepper,
Worcestershire. Shake with
ice, serve in a tall glass.

Or the Rose's Sour:
4 parts whiskey to 1 part
Rose's. Shake, with ice,
strain into a sour glass.
Or Rose's Tonic: Add a
dosh of Rose's to a jigger
of gin topped with
Schweppes Tonic.

Plenty more, too. Get
yourself plenty of Rose’s
Lime Juice. And swing.
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Maybe
Mark Graig slacks

Make that blonde
hop on your lap
take six strokes of f
your golf game
get you that raise
or make your
secretary eager

but you never know
(till you try a pair.)

Mark Craig Ltd.

10 West 33rd Street, N.Y.
Chicago Office, Room 845
Merchandise Mart

onc-act Broadway play. In all other re-
spects, the new production cuts the play
down to size—and in so doing, oddly
enough, makes it appear a better work.
Bridge never succeeded as a Greek trag-
edy about an Italian family on the
Brooklyn waterfront, with a gabby lawver
as a onc-man chorus. Longshoreman LEd-
die Carbone is just not an epic hero. Ulu
Grosbard’s uncluttered, straightforward
praduction emphasizes the reality ol Ed-
dic’s predicament. He 1s a man perverted
by his love for his niece into revenging
himsell on her lover—and loses his
nicce, his good name and his life. with-
out cver really becoming aware of what
he is doing. The play is staged in the
round, with 2 minimum of scenery and
props, and with simplified lighting.
What could be declamatory is now con-
versational. The few real outbursts are
shattering in their intensity and their
proximity: The audience is sitting in
Eddie’s house. For the most part, the ac-
tors are unfamiliar faces with impressive
tilents. Not only do they make the char-
acters” actions and inactions  credible,
they even seem lalian. One additional
surprise in this production is that it re-
veals, in Miller, a feeling for the
rhythms of working-class speech. At the
Sheridan Square Playhouse, 99 7th Av-
enue South.

DINING-DRINKING

In this era of way-out, ultraexotic res-
taurants, it's a refreshing change ol pace
to get back to basics. Whyte's is admir-
ably old-fashioned in its concepts of
service and turn-of-the-century culinary
standards. First established 57 vears ago
at 145 Fulton Swreet in downtown Goth-
am, it still stands dhere, swrounded by
quick-lunch caravansaries, as a bastion ol
good cating. It is matched in almost
cvery respect by an uptown branch at
344 West 57th Street. Ray Hopper. the
owner of Whyte's, quictly, warmly, but
Iirmly oversees the entire operation and
steadlastly refuses 1o allow any touch of
ungraciousness 1o plague cither ol s
houses—uptown or down. The menu,
which has been enjoyed by Presidents, is
simple Fe, with emphasis on the pisca-
torial. The Mulligatawny soup is indic
ative of how Mr. Hopper runs his place:
it's made with & wuch ol cwrvy that's
conjured up on the premises from an
old Indian recipe. Number-one best sell
er in recent vears has been the Finnan
Haddie—unsurpassed  even  in Boston.
Frozen foods are anathema; all vegeta
bles are garden fresh., The bread and
rolls are a special delight. made in
Whyte's own ovens, slow-baked over hot
bricks. The pastries, also home-grown,
are. multitudinous and mouth-watering.
The fare is so completely American—and
we mean that in the best culinary sense
ol the word—that even the many cuiry

“I WON'T WEAR A THING
BUT TOWNE AND KING!”

__
5 y, :

says DICK CHUTE, sky diver

GRAVITY, MONT., Sept. 6 — Testing
a parachute of his own design today,
Dick Chute broke 2 records, and 6 ribs.
He put fins on the thing and guided it
into a bull's eye on the roof of Zeke
Murphy's silo. He was first to use an
aqualung as a retro-rocket. Voted the
best-dressed space-jumper, folks in the
drop zone asked where he got the “jet-
styled” 75% wool/25% mohair, 3-
color-toned pullover. . . and how much?
“Any good store features Towne and
King,"” says Dick. “This sweater? 16.95.”

TOWNE AND KING, LTD.

Coordinated Knitwear
Redwood Citv, Calif. 94064

she'll
get the
message

... for this mas-
culine aroma is
as persuasive as
it is crisp and re-
freshing. After
shave lotion
2.00 and 3.50,
also available in
cologne.




dishes have Dbeen  successfully  nanaral-
ized. The only Continental wouch is the
wellstocked  wine  cellar, with  recom-
mendations capably made by an experi-
enced and well-urained staff. Whyte's on
Fulton Swreer is open Monday to Friday,
for lunch and dimner, unil 9 ran Up-
own on 57th Street, where an outdoor
garden is availuble for dining during 1he
wirm-wather months, it's open for lunch
and dinner [rom Monday 1o Saturday,
[rom 11 A to 10 parL
-

It's away from Chicago's posher pre-
cincts, in a neighborhood that  might
have seen better days. but The Bakery
(2218 N. Lincoln Avenue) 1s a gustaory
oasis  that  ranscends  its surroundings,
Presided  over Dby the fiercely musta-
chioed  but engagingly amiable Louis
Szathmary and his wile, The Bakery is a
small, pleasantly  unpretentions  affair.
The main dinmg room, whose white
witlls are covered with collages made ol
matchbooks in anuque  frames, holds
about a dozen tables. A second, even
more casual, room in the rear, dubbed
“the Kitchen™ (the salad chel operates
i full view), is set up to handle Lorge
parties. The dinner is prix fixe (55)
and leans heavily 1o the Hungarian,
hehting chel Szathmary's forebears: he
does wonders with such main courses
as chicken paprikash, goulash and roast
breast ol veal swafled with pork. How
cver, we went with the filler ol beef Wel-
lington whose crisp pasuy shell proved
as tastily rewinding as the beel isell.
Other  specialties  include  bouillabiisse
and roast duck with cherry glaze. The
entree is preceded by either a rich Gal-
lantine ol duck piaté, crépes de mey in a
white wine sance or boneless chicken
wings hilled with chicken hvers sanced
in bread crumbs and served with mus-
tard-honey sauce. and i soup which var-
ies i content but not in quality from
day 1o day—in wirm weather it may be
cold apple soup or garden vegeuble: at
other thmes it miy be savory cream ol
potato, leek or consommé. Desserts e
disastrously caloric, but who can gue
with a Hungarian? A\ wide variety ol
Viennese tortes, over 200 kinds of aepes
and assorted  soufliés make up the list
from which the daily dessert offerings
are drawn. The Bakery is open for din-
ner only from 5 1o 1, Monday throngh
Thursday, and Irom 3

D ran to ] Aan on
Friday and Saturday. It's wise 1o make a
reservation and it's necessary 1o bring
VOUT OWI Willc, a mMinor moconveniciee im
light of the major repast that awaits you.
No bar, either, 5o do your cockuailing it
your illh’ll'llll(_'l][.

MOVIES

Those Magnificent Men in Their Flying Ma-
chines or How I Flew from Llondon to Paris in
25 Hours and 11 Minutes has i tevvific has-
ic idea. The producers have built repli-
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For the great life!
‘GO-GO BEAR® rates the
rooters raves as the newest
of hooded bench warmers!
The racoon look at its best,
but even better of man-
made fur by GLENOIT that
can be worn reversible with
100% nylon on the outside.
Small to XL. About $45.00
at ‘in"men’s stores or write:
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cas of the airplanes of about 1905 (what
a collecuion!), and the planes are actual-
Iy flown, or half flown. in this comedy
about @ air race from L. 10 P. at that
tme. Robert Morlev is an English news
piaper publisher whose daughter is plane
cazy and whose flying boviviend con-
vinces the old man to put up a big prize
for the race. It happens: Japanese. lial-
ian. French planes and pilots arrive, and
a 1woavpical  Imperial German Army
team.  There's an  Americm. wo. of
course, who llips for the lord’s lassie. 1f
they had only stuck 10 the nurvelous
material abat was there, producer St
Margulies and direcor (also co-author)
Ken Annakin wounld have had a fine ilm
about those kookie crates and the nervy
nuts who flew them. But they wanted 1o
muke it Big—which meant long enough
10 have an imermission and  sell “hard
tickets.” which meant Todd-AQ as well
as Deluxe color. So thev stuffed it with
two sets of running gags (Red Skelton
and  Irina Demick). both  fabulously
unfunny:  and  they dug up all ihe
Keystone Cops ricks that used 1o be
done with tin lizzies—only now it’s with
parchwork  plines.  Warmed-over  gags
wok over from comic reality. Stuart
Whitman (the Yank) and James Fox (the
Englishman) are vight as race- and girl-
rivals: Sarvah Miles. the ginl. s mediocre:
Alberto Sordi.  Jean-Picrre Cassel  and
Terry-"Thomas kid themselves. But Gert
(Goldfinger) Frobe is sharp as the Kai-
ser's colonel. Whatever the hihm's faulis,
go dig those crazy wircralc

The simurai who was reallv a swinger
with his sword was o the East what the
fastest gun was to the West. Mavbe nei-
ther was as good as the movies say, but
who cares? There's room lor a linle exag-
g('];l[i()l] on \\'il}(‘. ‘\'i(l(' sCrecH. Samurai
Assassin, with Toshiro Mifune. s sull an-
other story of mid-1%h Cennry Japan
when the leudal svstem became lTutile
and the samurmi were bemg cur adrift
from lordly retinues. Milune plavs a sam-
ur:t who hires out as killer for o crew
of rebels. The band plans the Killing ol
a nasty nobleman: ratting members are
rubbed our: and the dose resemblance
ol a restaurint girl 1o princess he loved
and lost makes Mitune moonv. Tv all
ends in an attack on the lovd and has
Laddies thar provides one ol the hercest
swordplay displays ever sareened. Mi
{une’s onlv shortcoming as the enane
knighi-crran is thac he's plaved that pan
enouch already (Yopmbo, Sanjuro), He's
oo versatde a wype o ler lamsell get
typed. Newcomer (1o the U.8) Kiha-
chi Okamoto, the director. has obvioushy
been seetng a lot ol Kurosawa-—but he'd
be crazy if he hadn't, The delicate touch
that the Japanese give these saber sagas
—in pictorial composition, mn exact cdit
ing—makes them a good cut above mere
melodrama,
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We're Filling Assignments Now!

PLAYBOY's College Bureauis look-
ing for campus representatives.
An enthusiastic guy to handle
PLAYBOY promotion and publicity
in the campus area—to act as
liaison between the magazine's
prestige national advertisers and
the all-important college market.
If you want to brush up on your
business ‘‘savvy’’ and add a little
bulge to your billfold, dropus aline
with your qualifications and in-
clude a recent photograph. We'll
send full details on how you can be
a campus rep of the nation's
number one magazine for men.

PLAYBOY COLLEGE BUREAU
232 E. Ohio St. « Chicago, lillincis 60611

What's New, Pussycat? is a [arce that
has everything—except a plot, but that
doesn’t scem o matter. It has talent ga-
lore (Peter O"Toole and Peter Sellers);
swift direction (Clive Donner, who cdid
Nothing But the Best); miles of [unny
lines and lots of sprightly sight gugs in a
script by Woody Allen. It even has
Woody Allen, as we showed you last
month in What's Nude, Pussycat? The
story, such as it 1s, goes like so: O Toole
—displaying a  zesty Mlaiv for far-out
comedy—is a lashion-mag editor in Paris,
Scllers a wacky psychiatrist with @ pen-
chant for patients of the opposite sex.
P. 0. goes 1o P. S. for help with his prob-
lem: He attracis girls and likes it; he
wants to ger married, but he can’t stop
sowing his oats. P. S. likes girls, too, but
has much more wouble getting them to
reciprocite—perhaps  because he wears
red velvet suits and shoulder-length hair
—-s0 he wakes o wailing his  patient
around for tips. Woody is a beatnik
painter, a pal of O Toole’s, and also has
difficulty with dames. Though some of
the dialog is more frantic than funny,
many of the lines are inspired lunacy:
Allen says he has finally got a job, helping
girls to dress and undress at a sirip joint.
“"How much?” asks O. "Twenty francs,”
says A, "Not much,” says O. “It’s all 1
can alford,” says A. And the visual gags
are wild (especially an insane scene by
the Seine, and a manic Mad, Mad, Mad,
Mad Waorld-type climactic chase on go-
carts). The three stooges” female [oils—
Ursula Andress, Romy Schneider, Capu-
cine and Paula Prentiss—haven't got
much 1o do except look luscious, but they
provide a delectable meringue for this
nut-filled cinematic pie in the [ace.

-

Ecco! is this scason’s enry in the Mon-
do Cane sweepstakes—and  1t's  really
getting down 1o sweepings. I there's a
nut or a lreak anywhere in the world
who hasn't been filmed, let him be pa-
tent: the types who mike these so-called
documentaries are on the way. It's all in
color, ol course, has it lush theme song,
and a narration to class it up (this time
by George Sanders). Some ol the tastier
tidbits: & derviére club in Paris where
girls poke their poops through curtains
and the members choose the cheekiest; a
Lesbun club, also Paris. with “he” and
she dancers getting down to it; muscle-
men lexing their flexibles for a [emale
audience in Reno: a muscle woman—a
blonde singer i a San Francisco bar
who bends iron bars as she warbles. Of
course there are the sadism bits: a Black
Mass in modern England where they cut
a chicken’s throat over a reclining naked
girl, and a German students” dueling club.
There's the usual religious icing: a Greek
rocktop  monastery  and  the  famous
Christ over Rio. There are some inter-
esting nonsensational items: the trectop
Kenya hotel. from which wild animals
can be watched; hand-harpoon  whale
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Any time—any place. . . vou'll cut

a mighty handsome figure in this sharp,
pile lined suburban coat by Cresco.
Real man-style comfort in genuine dry
cleanable suede leather. A “hasic” for

every wardrobe.
Popular 3-button style. Luxurious
Orlon modacrylic pile collar and

matching Orlon pile lining,

Write today for address of nearest store.
Colors — Forest Green, Antelope,
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How to light a new fire under an old flame

Diamond (large)

Fur (chinchilla)

Flowers (roses, long-stemmed)
Dinner (Chamborf)

Your cologne (Sportsman,
spirited new scent

of the sixties)

Once she’s known you in
Sportsman, you’ll never
be quite the same

to her without it.

SPIRITED NEW SCENT OF THE SIXTIES
IN THE ALABASTER FLASK
WITH THE HUNTING HORN

RICHARD HUDNUT® NEW YORK « LONDON * PARIS

fishing that still goes on off Portugal; an

annual do in Osaka when hundreds and

hundreds of vouths crowd into 2 small

temple for a religious contest. Feco!

only echoes its  predecessors:  but o

those who liked them, here is even more.
-

The Harew sweepstakes is now over,
I'he Carol Lynley and Carroll Baker
flicks are now out, and as 1o which one is
the “real” Harlow, the answer is “nei-
ther,” The Lynley film is a black-and-
white quickie made in Electronovision—
a process wherein a scene is shot with
several cameras, and  angles may  be
switched without stopping the action. As
in TV, they can see it as they film it and
can edit as they go. This fist Harlow
was made in eight days and is not as bhad
as that sounds. The photography and
lighting are under par, but Miss Lynley,
vying hard., sometimes hits the mark;
Hurd Hatlield is impressive as hubby
Paul Bern: Ginger Rogers and Barry
Sullivan, as Ma and Step-pa, pass a cou-
ple ol musters. Alex (AN the Way Home)
Scegal probably did the best direction
possible  with  a low-level script and
a high-speed  shooting schedule. The
Baker opus, riding high on Joseph L.
Levine's pmnacle purse. rolls in with
Panavision and Technicolor and some ol
the swankiest settings since Gloria Swan-
son. There's the bedroom of a million-
aire (Howard Hughes?) with a panel ol
push  buttons that operate  everything.
Well, almost everything. And there are
producers’ offices and stars’ homes such
as they would like us 10 believe don't ex-
ist anymore. Carroll looks more like
Harlow than Carol, but she gives some
instructive lessons in How Not 10 A,
(Conch the scene where she looks in her
purse and sees she has no money for
lunch: more Mary Pickford than Har-
low.) Anvway, neither Carroll nor Cirol
has a bt ol the Blonde Bombshell's
slinky. sexy. comic quality. John AMichael
Hayes™ seript lor Baker s based on the
Irving Shulman barvel-bottom biography
and ranges lrom rapid repartee o stunted
stalks that aren’t even corn. ("Maomma,
all they want is my body.”™) The story is
—manurially—more or less the same in
both pix. bue there is a shightly dillerent
cmphasis. Lvnlev’s hdm portravs Muarie
Dressler and Marin Ouspenskava as char-
acters who try o warn Step-mia about the
groom’s condition (impotence); the Bak-
er film builds up Arthur Landan. Jean's
agent, who supplicd Shalman with inlo.
Landau is plaved by Red Butions in still
another of lus portrayals that provide
heartbuwrn nstead of heart. Peter Law-
[ord looks far sond acts Tatwous as Bern;
Michael Counors is cast as Harlow's co-
star and spurned suitor. presumably be-
cause he has dimples like the e Gable.
But thae me stndout  perform-
ances: Muron Balsam, as the
chiel, and Ral Vallone, as Step-pa, arc so
solid that they make the sob siory sub-
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Bright Darks:

The New Look in Wool

Must “dark” always equal “drab”?

No, says wool, and proves it by bringing new

excitement to what could be (should be)

your next new suit. The fabric is crisper, cleaner
—and tailors superbly.

The colors have new depth and clarity

— a brightness which, in wool, is that of a glow,
not a glare.
Altogether, an illuminating example of
Well-Dressed /Wool-Dressed.

Louis Goldsmith’s
3-Piece Herringbone Sparks
a Lively Color Trend

7

IFall colors are always the hest.

[
These are in natural wool, loomed in America =

by Southern Worsted Mills. And with I\

\ [
Louis Goldsmith’s trim, slim tailoring, they e
make into handsome suits indeed. About $70.
In Mallard Blue, Wood Olive, Antique Olive,

Charcoal, Prairie Clay or Crackling Brown.
For store names, write:

Dept. 1065, American Wool Council,

570 Seventh Ave., New York, N. Y.
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Tapered fit with reinforced
side-vents. Perma-Sized®
combed cotton knit. White,
Black, Jet Blue, Olive, Gold.
S-M-L. XL in White only.

Short and tapered to hug the
hips. Reinforced side-vents.
Combed cotton broadcioth.
White, Blue and Plaids. 28-40

100% DuPont stretch nylon.
S:M-L-XL. $1.50

stantiitl when theyre around. Gordon
Douglas direcied this movie-type movie
with appropriate skill. Both of these pic-
tures are better than  expeaed: The
quickic is cheap and choppy. but has
touches of ruth: the biggic is a contes
sion-mag confection with some real mo-
ments ol movieland madness. But the
Harlow story is basically a horror story,
and neither of these  pictures really
wEIps it up.
-

The Longest Day was a solid, wide-
ranging, lrequently jim-dandy panorama
of D day, 1944, The “sequel,” Up from
the Beach, is shorter but scems longer.
much narrower i range, and generally
gimcrack. It starts on D plus one and
wies to tell how one squad gets oft the
beach, but as a film it never gets ofl s
rump. Clifl Roberison is a sergeant who
stumbles onto a group of French villag-
crs being held hostage by a few Ger-
mans. He leads his squad to rescue the
villagers, and then a choleric colonel tells
him the place is going 1o be shelled. to et
these people down to the beach and evite-
uated to England. Red Buttons, again,
scemingly still around lrom The Fong-
est Day, is a Ple. assigned to help him.
When the bunch gets back to the beach,
there is no ship. so the French are all or-
dered back 1o the village. But they can’t
go there becinse of the barrage. so back
and Torth ChHif and Red shuule their
charges, which gives too much time for
character vigneues of the French and i
sort of romance with a sort of girl named
Irina Demick. There's a German ofhcer
prisoner in the group. and guess what:
He's not a Nazi, he hates war. he's been
commandant of this village for several
years and the people respect him. Rob-
ertson docs his best o keep the film on
the ground but not under it, and Marius
Goring, as the German, keeps a still upper
nostril. Buttons is stomach-turning. This
15 a war diama with the overpowering
conviction of papier miche.

Ernest: Pintolf, who made such sharp
cartoon shonts as The Crinic, has now
filmed  his  frst feature  with  actors:
Harvey  Middl Fi Biad  news.
Pintoll, who has shown ofthear wit and
origimality, still has them: theyre all
clearly visible in HM, 1, but, like, un-
der glass. The chiel pane is the story.
Pintoll has Tocused on an average joe
who lives in a Jersey suburb with wile
and kids and works for the New York
Fire Depariment. One day his engine
gets called o a fire in a chick’s apart-
ment, and while rescuing her, Happy
Husband Harvey geis some itchy ideas.
So there are lengthy lunches with the 1o
mato and sneakmg out of the house at
night to call her from phone booths. Lit-
tle Iaughs litter the way, a wuch or two
ol heart tug, even a mite ol imagination,
but nothing like what Pinwil’s  past
promised. The principal duricter is the

principal pleasure—Harvey, as played by
Gene Troobnick, He's the potato-nosed
comic ol the original Second City troupe
(and former praveoy staffer) who shows
here a gift for quict feeling and a strong
simple presence that would ke him far,
il a4 man without conventional good
looks could go [ar in American movies.
Arlene  Golonka  (wife) and  Pawricia
Harty (chick) wre cory (wile) and cute
(chick). Hermione Gingold s wildly
miscast as Mrs, Koogleman, a marriage
counselor, in a series ol scenes that never
pay oft in this wite wiangular tale.
L]

The Ipcress File is an English suspense
film. and Ipoess isell s not a per
son, place or thing. To el what it is
would be 10 give the show away, and it's
o good a show for that. The adapta-
tion ol the novel by Len Deighion deals
with a secret army operative who's By
with food and great with girls, and who's
pitted against a huge foreign plot. It's
unfair o say that ic's filched from Flem-
ing, but Deighton’s popularity probably
came [rom the public enthusiasm that
sent up James Bond's stock. Harry Palm-
er (neatly played by Michael Caine) is a
bit of a bounder who is sprung from mil-
itary prison by an intelligence ofhcer
who then makes him take tough jobs on
the threar of putting him back in the
jug. Our man is assigned 10 a group in-
vestigating the snatch of a top scientist,
headed by a mustached major who prods
Palmer pitilessly. Also in the group is a
delish dish (Sue Lloyd), widow of a
former agent, whose thoughts and nights
are now (ree. The push to solve the so-
called Brain Drain ends with Palmer in
a torture chamber equipped with all the
up-to-date  psychological  improvements,
The dialog is fast and fairly Tunny, the
plot is just plausible enough. But the
color is rather corny. and director Sidney
J- Furie is 0o fond of nonpregnant
pauses and  wrick shots  (for instance,
watching a man approach through a
pair of glasses lying on the floor). This
would have been beter than  better-
than-average with  direction that  was
[aster than Furie.

RECORDINGS

This Is Damita Jo (Lpic) and a fine thrush
she is, with an outsized voice, astute
phrasing and a swinging approach to a
ditty. The exstalwint of Steve Gibson's
Red Caps turns her ittentions 1o such
upbeat arabesques as Nobody Knows
You when Youw've Down and Out, Bye
Bye Love and Silver Dollar, with a
fistful of ballads tossed in for good meas-
ure. Damita Jo is a joy.

-

Not that we need it, but Proof Posi-
tive 7 J. J. Johnson (Impulsc!) oflers just
that ol J. J.'s wombone wizardry. In the
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DID SMIRNOFF INVENT WOMEN?

It was a great idea, but we didn’t do it. All we invented are the drinks a girl likes best. Why? Because in Smirnoff
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context ol a quartet (except on Lullaby
of Jaz:zland. which is performed by a
quintet). Johnson is formidably creative,
turning Miles” Neo, Max Roach's Blues
Walt= and the Victor Young war horse
Stella by Starlight into highly personal
tours de force.
-

The Astrud Gilberte Album (Verve) is an-
other soluly persuasive slice of Brazilian
life served up by the girl from Ipane-
ma. With a large assist from composer-
guitarist Antonio Carlos  Jobim. who
ducts with her on the album’s best num-
ber, Agua de Beber, Astrud projects with
an assurance that has come with experi-
ence. The charts are by Marty Paich, and
among the expert instrumentalists in at-
tendance are flutist Bud Shank and bone
man Milt Bernhardt.

-

Happily  brought together arve  Bob
Brookmeyer and Friends / Stan  Getz / Her-
bie Hancock / Ron Carter / Gary Burton / Elvin
Jones (Columbia). The aumosphere is re-
laxed and liluing: the material is a
mixed bag of originals and standards
(including a gliverving Skylark): and the
solo work of Brookmeyer, Getz and vibist
Gary Burton is cominually rewarding.

-

The Oscar Peterson Trio / Canadiana Suite
(Limelight) is an ambitious project and
a highly successful one. An eight-part
tribute by Oscar 1o his native land (his
conlreres, bassist Ray Brown and drum-
mer Ld Thigpen, are now also bona flide
Canucks), it is an evocatively imaginative
portrait in  jazz. rraveoy illustrator
Thomas Strobel's paintings add visual
appcal to the album.

Joe Williams has to ratc an E for
cltort on The Seng Is You (Victor). So many
of the works on display aren’t worthy
of Joe's talent. What he's doing with
Yours Is My Heart Alone, My Darling
and People, lor example, is more than
we can fathom. There's nothing wrong
with Williams that a litle discretion in
his choice ol material wouldn't cure.

-

New York Jazz Sextet / Group Therapy
(Sceprer) brings together some excellent
musicians headed by Art Farmer on
Fliigelhorn and tenor man James Moody,
who doubles on flute. Add wrombonist
Tom Mclntosh, pianist Tommy Flana-
gan, flesh it out with drums and bass,
and you have the makings of good jazz.
Unquestionably the man ol the hour is
Farmer, whose Fligelhorn work is in a
class by itsell. Runner-up is Flanagan,
a prodigious piano man of shockingly
unprocliimed wlent.

In a recording of rare and delicate
beauty, the esteemed  barvitone  Dietrich
Fischer-Dieskav  (Angel), accompanied by
a chamber group, sings (in Latin and
German) cantatas by early-18th Century

composcrs Frangois Couperin, Alessandro
Scarlatti and Geore Philipp Telemann.
Fischer-Dicskau's voice is a marvelous in-
strument, capable of dramatically convey-
mg a wide spectrum of cmotions while
retaiming its pure, crystalline quality.

New Dimensions / The American Jozz En-
semble (Lpic) [catures one of the few mod-
ern jazz clarinetists around, Bill Smith,
and his partner in time, pianist Johnny
Eaton, with the quartet rounded out by
bassist Richard Davis and drummer Paul
Mouan. Their approach is avantgarde
but  undersuindable, and their [resh
ideas put new life into such chestnuts
as Makin® Whoopee and It's AN Right
with Me. The main attvactions, however,
are such modern meladies as the Bird's
Cheryl, Miles” Little Willie Leaps and
their own creations.

-

Nobody but Lov /lov Rawls (Capitol) is
further evidence of the voung singer's
growing stawure as a belter of note. Per-
forming in front of a Benny Carter-—led
and —charted orchesira, Rawls has a ball
blasting his way through [It's Menday
Every Day, Nobody but Me, Gee Baby,
Aint 1 Good to You and eight other
power-packed tone poems.

The overseas aggregation on  Now
Hear Our Meanin’: The Kenny Clarke / Francy
Boland Big Band (Columbia) makes its
meaning very cear. Fronted by Belgian
pianist Boland and expatiate drummer
Clarke, the European orchestra speaks
a universal language. Superh instrumen-
talists such s trumpeter Benny Bailey,
trombonist Ake Person and reed man
Sahaly Shihab augment an incdsively bit-
ing ensemble effort on a trio of Boland
compositions,  the Rodgers and  Hant
stand-by Johnny One Nole, and a pair
of jazz originals.

-

The score [or The Pawnbroker (Mercu-
ry), composed, arranged and conducted
by Quincy Jones. is a stunning achieve-
ment. A Laithlul and provocative mirrvor
of the film, Jones' first creation for an
American movie (he did one for the
Swedish ilm Boy in the Tree) stands
beautifully on his own. Discount the
opening vocil by Marc Allen of the
Theme from “The Pawwnbroker”; it's in-
appropriate amd insipid.  (Why  must
there always be a title song?) From there
on the LI’s a gem.

.

There's absolutely no chance of our
taking the advice offered in the tite
Peggy Lee / Pass Me By (Capitol). The lyri-
cal Miss Lee is at the 1op of her form in
a highly imprompuu small-group session
(Pass Me By and That's What It Takes
are the big-band ¢xceptions) that moves
with wondrous ease and impeccability
through such as Sneakin® Up on You, I



reap what they’'ve hand-sewn. A hearty
new broad toe genuine hand-sewn moccasin in

a bumper crop of harvest colors. Dig them up
at the number one store in your area.

Hand-sewn vamp styles shown above lrf)nl row (1 tor ) 41-239 Bugundy. 59-239 Palomine, 42-239 Burgndy Scoteh Grain,
21-239 Mecea; back row (1 to r ) 62-239 Golden Harvest Scorch Gram, 77-239 Olive Bronze, 11-239 Black. Abomt $14.95

DEXTER SHOE COMPANY 210 SOUTH ST. BOSTON, MASS.
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For playboys and playmates
at leisure . . .

THE PLAYBOY SHIRT

A cool, casual cotton knit shirt featuring the
distinctive Playboy Rabbit.

Playboy Shirt (in black, red, white, dark biue,
powder blue and yellow). Sizes small, me-
dium, large, extra large.

Code MNo. W20, %6.

Playmate Shirt (in same colors as Playboy
Shirt). Sizes small, medium, large.

Code No. W32, ¥6.

Shall we enclose a gifll card in your name?

send check or money order to: FLAYBOY PRODUCTS
919 N. Michigan Ave. « Chicago, lllinois 60611
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key no.

Reserve Your Place In The Sun With . ..

THE PLAYBOY
KING-SIZE TOWEL

A brightly colored, luxurious Terrycloth towel
big enough (66" x 367) for a stylish wrap-up to
any aquatic occasion. Code No. M36, $6 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBDY PRDDUCTS
919 N. Michigan Ave. » Chicago, lllincis 60611
Playboy Club keyhelders may charge by enclosing key no.

Wanna Be Avound, A Hard Day’s Night
and Quiet Nights.

The leader of the jarzz-can-befun
school has a hne time on Dizzy Gilles-
pie / Jambo Caribe (Limelight). In a puck
ish calypso mood, the Diz—encouraged
by James Moody on tenor and flute,
Kenny Barron on piano, and a rhythm
scction—lets joy be unconfined with his
ebullient tilted trumpeting and happily
hokey vocalizing. Mon, we dig it

Eydie Gormé Sings the Great Songs from
The Sound of Music and Other Broadway Hits
(Columbia) has its brightest moments in
the “Other” catcgory. Given that high
Gormé gloss are {1 Never Entered My
Mind (from Higher and Higher), Bill
(Show Boat), As Long as He Needs Me
(Oliver!) and Just One of Those Things
(Jubtleey—all op-drawer melodies and
all improved upon by Eydic.

Once of the most engagingly pleasant
Broadway scores we've heard in a long
time, Half o Sixpence (Vicior) has music
and lyrics by David Heneker; while
Faintly reminiscent of My Fair Lady and
Oliver!, they still have their own am-
biance, and Tommy Steele as Kipps is a
first-rate performer.

Barték / The Six String Quartets (Colum-
bia), performed by The Juilliard String
Quartet, spans 30 years of the com-
poser’s life and is an accurate barom-
cter ol a genius rooted in classical form
yer constantly siriving for fresh avenues
ol expression. The Juilliard  group—
Robert Mann and Isidore Cohen, vio-
lins;  Raphael Hillver, viola:  Claus
Adi, cello—possesses the technical skill
and sympathetic grasp necessiry to con-
vey the breadih and scope ol Bartok's
demanding works.

-

The weird, wonderful world of Weody
Allen, Volume 2 (Colpix) is flled with
was kidnaped ("When my parents real-
izedd I'd been Kidnaped  they  rented
out my voom™); at 13 he enmiered an
amateur music contest where he won
two weeks at an interfaith camp (1 was
sadistically beaten by Kids of all races
and  religions™).  He recalls a Miami
Beach synagogue ("B'nai & GoGo™): his
wedding night ("My wile gave me a
standing ovation™); the girl he met in
Rome who becune o sueetwalker in
Venice and drowned; the vewerinarian
faith healer who restored speech w0 a
parrot; the artmovie theater that serves
pre-Columbian coffee and whose ushers
are on Rhodes scholarships: and the sex-
wal [reedom in Scandinavia (1 have this
picture of American cops knocking on
Sweden's door and velling, “All right,
Sweden, we know what you're doing in
there’ ™).

Bottoms Up!
With . ..

PLAYBOY MUGS

PLAYBOY's frolicking Femlin

kicks up her heels on these custom
ceramic mugs. Coffee Mug holds up to
10 oz. of your favorite hot beverage.
Beer Mug fills the cup with

22 oz, of ale or beer.

Playboy Beer Mug,

Code No. D4, $5 ppd.

Playboy Coffee Mug,
Code No. D16, $2.50 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gilt card in your name?

Send check or money order fo: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS
919 N. Michigan Ave. « Chicago, Illinois 60611
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key no.

Light Up Your Lady’s Eyes With

THE PLAYMATE
CIGARETTE CASE...
...AND PLAYBOY LIGHTER

Case of soft glove leather, lined in Rabbit-
patterned pure silk, safeguards her favorite
brand of cigarette, regular or king-size. When
not lighting up, rakish Playboy Lighter tucks
away neatly into Cigarette Case pocket. Avail-
able in black or in white. Both Case and
Lighter 36 ppd.

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS

919 N. Michigan Ave. = Chicage, lllincis 60611
Playboy Club keyholders may charge by enclosing key no.
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ADMITS YOou

YOUR ONE PPLAYROY CLUR KEY
TO ALL PLAYBOY CLURS

SEFTEMBER 1965

SAN FRANCISCO AND BOSTON OPEN SOON
SE YOUR PLAYBOY KEY IN 16 CITIES

CHICAGO (Special)—Scon keyholders will be using their keys in
16 cities with the openings of the San Francisco Club this fall,
Boston in December and London in spring. (See box for all Clubs.)

Our loveliest Bunnies (70 of them!) will greet San Francisco key-
holders and direct them through five levels of fun-filled clubrooms.
The $1,500,000 Club at 736 Montgomery St. will offer Californians
two showrcoms — Playboy's Penthouse and Playroom — plus the
impressive VIP Room (for Very Important Playboys). The Club
is at the foot of Telegraph Hill, in the heart of the fun center.

Boston’s budding Bunny habi-
tat premieres at 54 Park Square,
just across from Boston Com-
mon. Eastern playboys will revel
in the many lively clubrooms —
Penthouse showroom, Party
Room, convivial Playmate Bar
and Living Room with Piano
Bar. Guests can park their cars
under the Common.

Save $25 right now'! Apply
for your Playboy Club key and
take advantage of the $25 Char-
ter Rate applying in new Club
areas before the $50 Resident
Key Fee goes into effect, (Over
10,000 residents of Chicago, Ar-
izona and Florida have paid this
$50 fee.)

Once inside The Playboy Club,
beautiful Bunnies direct you
through a world designed with
your pleasure in mind. While
you present your key to the
Door Bunny, closed-circuit TV
telecasts your arrival throughout
the Club. Your own name plate
is placed on the Lobby beoard
each time you wvisit the Club.

In our many clubrooms you
are sure to find your favorite
form of night-club entertain-
ment. Choose from variety shows
(except N.Y.), live jazz, danc-
ing in most Clubs, or just relax
while the Bunnies serve you
Playboy’s man-sized drinks and
hearty meals.

Mail the coupon today for
your 525 Charter Key, good in
every Playboy Club.

Architect's sketch of the Boston
hutch —debut is set for December.

Playboy Club Showrooms Spotlight
Largest Talent Roster in the World

Brilliant newcomers like Larry
Hovis (featured on CBS-TV's new

Friday-night color series, Hogan's
Heroes) appearatThePlayboy Club.
Here Larry performs with lovely as-
sistants at the Los Angeles hutch.

CHICAGO (Special) — The
thnill of discovery is always in
the air in the showrooms of The
Playboy Club. Keyholders have
watched stars like Dick Gregory
and Jerry Van Dyke rise to
fame, while established person-
alities such as Henny Youngman,
Gary Crosby, Larry Storch and
the Kirby Stone Four also per-
form throughout the circuit.

New shows appear in the
Penthouse every two weeks (ex-
cept in New York) featuring top
talent you've seen on national
television shows and in movies.

The relaxed and friendly at-
mosphere of a fun-filled private
party prevails throughout The
Playboy Club—and you always
see a great show packed with
variety and excitement,

L B B

Bunnies serve playboys and playmates generous and potent drinks—
and offer tempting filet mignon and New York-cut sirloin steak dinners.

DINE FOR THE SAME PRICE AS A DRINK

CHICAGO (Special) — Playboy
keyholders now can lunch at the
Club 12 times in a row without
having the same entree twice!
Our hearty Living Room bufiet
offers a choice of 10 Playboy
specialties each week. Or you
may enjoy tender filet mignon in
the Penthouse or beefy London
broil from the Playmate Bar
Chuckwagon—each for the same
price as a drink, only §1.50!

The dinner buffet features
platters of steak-kabobs, chicken
and barbecued ribs. Showroom
favorites are Playboy's steak
specials — filet mignon or New
York-cut, 8-oz. sirloin steak. And
don’t miss the breakfast buffet
—three eggs, baked ham, pizza,
English muffin and coffee.

All these mouth-watering

Playboy specialties are priced
the same as a drink—and Play-
boy's famous man-sized drink
(more than an ounce and a half
of your favorite brand) is known
from Coast to Coast.

PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

Clubs Open—Atlanta Dinkler
Motor Hotel: Baltimore 28 Light
St.; Chicago 116 E. Walton St.:
Cincinnati 35 E. Tth 5t.; Detroit
1014 E. Jefferson Ave.: Jamaica on
Bunny Bay., Ocho Rios; Kansas
City atop the Hotel Continental;
Los Angeles £560 Sunset Blvd.;
Miami 7701 Biscayne Blvd.; New
Orleans 727 Rue lberville; New
York 5 E. 5%th St.; Phoenix 3033
N. Central; St. Louis 3914 Lindell.

Locations Set—Beston 54 Park
Square; London 45 Park Lane; San
Francisco73 MontgomeryStreet.

Nextin Line—Washington, D.C.

[~ == BECOME A KEYHOLDER/CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TODAY = =

Gentlemen:

TO: PLAYBOY CLUBS INTERMNATIONAL
c/o PLAYBOY MAGAZINE, 232 East Ohio Strect, Chicago, Minois

Here 1s my application 1or key privileges te The Playboy Club.

60611

maganmne.)
'4 Enclosed find $_

e e e e e e e i it T — ——— —— —— —

NANME (PLEASE PRINT)

OCCUPATION

ADDRESS

cITY TSTATE ~ ZIP CODE

Key Fee is $25 except within a 75-mile radius of Chicage and in Arizona and Florida
where keys are $50. (Key fes includes %1 lor year's subscription to VIP. the Club

- U1 Bill me for $
| wish only information about The Flayboy Club. 262

S S
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New ideain lap- 5|tt|ng

( Unwrinkle-able Slacks?)

slacks

These slacks stay as smooth and wrinkle-free
as her cheeks. Through countless lap-sittings,
sportcar-squeezings and leg-crossings. The
Crease, sharp as a serpent’s tooth, stays sharp
forever. (And she'll never have to get off your
lap to iron these slacks, no matter how often
they're washed.) Tailored of 65% Dacron*
polyester and 35% combed cotton, with
Scotchgard” Brand Stain-repeller for that spot
less look. In a choice of slim styling, wherever
slacks are sold. Or write Wright, from $6.98

bt
M*rr. MANUFACTURING cn.g

*Dukont’s r.m

nt,

TOCCOA, GEDRGIA

U



Outstanding among recent oflerings of
folk [arc: Odetta Sings Dylan (Viclor).
in which the gifted lady from San Fran-
cisco applies her  deep.  Tull-throated
voice to a selection ol Bob Dvlan's com-
positions, highlighted by the popular
The Times They Ave A-Changin', Mas- ,

ters of War and Don’t Thinlk Twice, 11s
All Right. The scll-sivled poet of protest
never sounded so good. On his own
record, Bob Dylan / Bringing It All  Back
Home (Columbin), he imuwoduces a new
bindle of original compositions. liner-
noted by several snatches ol very free
verse. Quoth Dyvlan: “i am called a song.
writer . . . some people say that 1 am a
poct.” Songwriter, ves: poet, perhaps (il
vour taste runs to sell-conscious illitera-
tion); but we're not vet ready o call him
a singer. On a Vinnge Series reissue,
John Jacob Niles / Folk Balladeer (Viclor),
the venerable performer sensitively in-
terprets an assortment ol Appalachian
ballads collected by Dr. Francis James
Child, the eminemt 19h Cenwury scholar
and folklorist. In a similar vein, the
Kentucky Cumberlands are mined for a
rich lode on A Time for Singing / Jean
Ritchie (Warner Bros). In collaboration
with "Than Hall, who smgs and adds a
full-bodied guitar accompanimenm to her
wispy dulcimer, Miss  Ritchie renders
with polished authenticity a dozen tunes
remembered from her childhood. We're
not among those who scorn Peter, Paul
and My for being neat. articulate
and thoroughly prolessional, and we're
pleased 1o veport that their A Song Will
Rise (Warner Bros)) comtains stellar ven-
ditions of a dozen ditties, ranging rom
the rowdy Sun Francisco Bay Blues o
Peter Yarrow's moving solo of his own
composition,  Gelgarry Mountarn. Two
Alnica-oriented LPs—both as dillerent as
black and  white—are Makeba  Sings! /
Miriam Makeba (Vicior) and Sebastian
Temple / Africa Belongs to the Lion (Capitol).
Miss Makeba makes a musical our of

On the GO? GO with confidence!

the world. from Brazil to California, Get new Tackle Spray Deocdorant and you've
with an extended visit o the Dark Con- got pmt_ection that goes with you all day, all
tinent in between. Her wide vocl range night. Great scent, too. Cool and crisp

: , - : ,
is especially suited o several Zulu songs, as a costly man's cologne.

but she comes across equally well in

English. Schastian Temple, a native ol NEW TACKLE® SPRAY DEODORANT
Pretoria, is a new lace on the folk FOR INSTANT SOCIAL SECURITY
scene. Judging by his cllective and en-
thusiastic handling ol a dozen oniginal,
Afrikanerinspired  tnes.  the  lolkniks
will be paying homage 0 Temple for i
long time to come. More high-caliber
Makeha mav be [ound on An Evening with
Belafonte / Makeba (Victor). The two share
the solo spotlight and team up (o de
lightful duets on a brace of the numbers,
Train Song and My Angel. 1t is a coneen
of mnative Alrican songs—Zulu, Sotho,
Nhosa and Swihili—and both Miss Make-
ba and Mr. Belafonte beautifully com
municate their unigue qualities.

ﬂ PHARMACEUTICAL DIVISIOM / COLGATE-PALMOLIVE COMPANY



“Us Tareyton smokers
would rather fight
than switch!”




THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR

A plavmate of mine caims she can
hear TV and radio progrioms  through
the fllings in her weeth, 'm beginning
to wonder who she is listening to—me or
Frank Simra. Is she putting me on?—
S, PCL Miami. Flovda.

An official of the Federal Communica-
tions Commission hay stated: "It is quite
-pu.mbh- that a pevson, when standing in
the stvong electromagnetic field vadiated
from a nearby. high-powerved radio trans-
mitler, conld hear the program  being
broadeast by that station because of cer-
tain chavactervistios in s dentalawork.”
She may not be putting you on al all.
Why not sugsest that a D_1)_ N, tune onl
her dental antenna? If she continues to
hear strange voices when she should be
responding to yours, a bench check of her
mental antennae might be i ovder.,

w11ilc poring over a weighty volume
ol erotica, | came across the word karezza.
From the context, | zathered it was
some kind of echnique. Is 12 And am |
missing anything>—Kk. E., New Orleans,
Lousiana.

Yes, it 15 a technigue, and no, you've
not nussimg anything, Accovding to Kin-
sey, the word comes [from Sanskrit and
Hmdu litevaturve and means cojius reser
vatus—or the deliberate avordance of a
sexual climax. It was praciiced by whole
communities, such ax the 19th Century
Oneida Community in New York State.
wha [elt that by avording a single sum-
mit, they could expervience as many as a
dozen or more ,fJ('n.":a of response. Most
modeyn authorities agrvee, however, that
the rice frazzled neries s oo dareat
to pay for the dubrous pleasure this tech-
migue may bring.

I know that the bottom button of the
vest is always lele open, But why N, L,
Rochester, New York,

Rather than turn away the dainty
dishes set beforve the king, England’s cor-
pulent Edward VI preferved opening
the last button of hix vest. The fashion
rematns today because of wtility—ouver-
cating has not yet gone oul of style—
and convention: To pavaphrvase Swin-
burne, s not a king the precedent of
men?

At a lriend’s wedding veception, 1
spent the evening with 2 girl whom 1
hidd not seen lor some time but know
frly well. T asked her Tor a date the
following Saturday and she said  yes.
Alter wking her out. she agreed o
another date. But when T ocalled her.
she promprly bhroke it saving that she
had @ previous engagement  and  had
lorgottea about it. She apologized, but

insisted that proper (‘lillll('lt(' demanded
that the prior commitment e honored.
My problem s this: My Iricids  say
she's connme me, that 1 should have
told her ol right then and there, and
that I should lorget about her. How-
ever, she has expressed a desire to see
mie agan. so I'm hung on the proverbal
horns. What is vour advice? Should |
forger about this girl or should 1 oy
:Ig;li!l:‘——!'. AL DL, Akron. Ohio.

Try agaim. We don’t agree with you
friends that an ocecasional lapse of nem-
ory justifies youy writing the givl of). Of
course. 1 her Uprevions engagements”
become a habit. she may  indeed  be
hying to tell you something.

M\_' fincée and T hive reached an

IMsse OVer a pomt ol social ctiquetice.
Whenever we're mvited o visit friends,
she accepts withowr asking who else will
be there. Personally. T like to know who
I'm going 10 spend an evening with, and
I think she should inquire belore accepn
mg. Who's rightz—R. L. P., San Mutco,
California.
She s,

l have always been under the impres-
sion that baccarat and chemin de fer ave
one and the same card game. I they are
two separate games. as L was informed not
long ago. what are the main differences
between them?>—1. |. H.. Miami, Florida.

The tico ave almost the same. In bac-
caral the house keeps the bank, while
in chemin de ler the players alternate in

banking the game.

"\{' been going with my girl lor three
vears, and we recently became engaged.
I thought she was a virgin and, wanting
her o remain that way until we were
married, I never made any advances. A
few days ago, I visited a vecent acquitin
ance’s pad and spied a photograph ol
her on his desk. She was doing a sugges-
tve dance, scemed highly imoxicaed
and was barely clad. When 1 asked him
about i, he said she was just a sillv kid
who came over once in a while lor some
Kicks because the guy she was engaged 10
wouldnt layv o hand on her. Wha do |
R.B.. Blacksburg, Virginia.
Haive a heari-to heavi tall with her
and promise to provide at home what

do now:>

she's been forced (o seek on the road.

' just bought my hrst sports car, an
MG Mideet, and 1 have been acoused
by several of my more experienced
driver Iriends ol not getting the Tull po
tential out of my fourspeed gearbox.
For example. T alwavs ake the tchome-

You can do it—
smartly and
confidently—in
BARDSTOWN
- Clothes by
Merit. Authentic traditionals
predominate, of course. But
there are new and mighty
handsome natural-shoulder
style variations too. All feature
the ever-neat fit at your collar
line as only exclusive Neck-
Zone Tailoring gives you. And
you've never had so many fine
fabrics to choose from. Heading
back to school? Bucking for a
promotion? Either way, you're
well on your way with a
BARDSTOWN wardrobe.

NEW! AUTHORITATIVE]
> "'The Arl of
ﬂ;;;:\g!onm Being Well-Dressed,"

v by Meril. Write for

your free copy to
BARDSTOWN CLOTHES

A Division of
MERIT CLOTHING CO.
Mayflield, Kentucky
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ter up to red line (6000 rpm) in first and
second gears, but when I reach the legal
speed limit in thivd—which generally oc-
curs at about 3000 rpm—1I automatically
shilt into high gear for cruising. Now
I'm told that it would be better to stay
in third gear while cruising than to shift
into high belore reaching 6000 rpm in
third. I I were 10 lollow this advice, I
would rarely get into fourth gear under
normal driving conditions. So  who's
right: should I alwavs try o go to red
line in each gear or continue to cruise in
high gear>—NM. C., St. Paul, Minnesota.

Your friends are wrong. I's pointless,
wasteful of gasoline and yubber, and de-
structive of the engine to run a car on
the red line all the time. The lachome-
ter ved line is put there to remind you
that if you go much past it you ave likely
to blow up the engine. (In racing, a driv-
er wwill run to the limit before shijting,
and perhaps a couple of hundred revs
over the limit, but long engine life is a
faclov of mimimal concern in his think-
ing.) It is also bad practice to run a
small, light engine slowly under load,
but most engines of this type are happy
m the band from 2000 to 4000 ypm and
this is where they should be for most of
the time.

I'm a writer—not a well-known writer,
but a modestly successful one—who lives
in an enviable bachelor pad on the Last
Side of New York. 1 do most of my work
at home, often into the wee hours, and
I require absolute quiet. My next-door
neighbor  constantly  throws  raucous
parties, well past midnight, and  the
noise s scriously interfering with my
work. My  patiecnce has  just  about
reached its end, and since there must be
legal succor for people like me, I'm
thinking of involving him in a little
litigation. What do vou advise>—N. M.,
New York, New York.

If we were you, we'd try 1o wheedle an
muitation Lo one of your neighbor's par-
ties. Once you know him. explain your
problem. Discuss his social life and your
working life, and see if you can’t schedule
them to allernate both your nocturnal
activities. If he's unreasonable, consider
a change in wovking hours—or another
apariment. If you find Hmf unreason-
able, then see a lawyer. But bejore doing
s0, bear in mind Ambrose Bierce's
defindtion  of  liligation: “A  machine
which you go into as a pig and come out
as a sausage.”

Prease forgive any imprecision of word-
ing or thought, but I'm writing this
letter under the influence of a racking
hangover. In my right hand. T hold the
pen thae shapes these words, and in my
left. I've a potently mixed bloody mary—
the “hair of the dog that bit me,” as they
say. The phrase is my reason for writing,
Can you explain its oy L LS B
San Francisco, €

The idea of “like curing like” (similia
similibus curantur) goes back to ancient
times, although it's not such a primitive
notion when you consider modern medi-
cine's extensive use of bacterin in the
form of inoculations against certain dis-
eases. Specifically, the phvase comes from
the Roman belicf that the best cure for
doghite was application of the burned
hair of the offending dog. Hope you feel
better by the time you read this.

. have a friend who continually asserts
that approaching young, good-looking
gals in downtown Washington with the
statement “Hi, babe, going my wav:" is
the only way to meet them. I say that a
casual, polite approach is beuer, but im-
possible to use excepr at a party. Do you
have any advice for snagging any of this
wonderlul supply ol wild game. or is this
to be left untapped:—C. J- ML, Wash-
ington, D. C.

If yowr buddy isw't putting you on, he
probably also sports a necktic that lights
upp and says “Kiss me quick!" There are
no set rules for striking up an acquaint-
ance with a total stranger. Although it’s
castest (o wail for a legitimate apening—
such as at a social gatheving—you can
utilize a “casual, polite approach” in
some pubﬁf' places | parks, stores, mu-
scums, theaters). Try one of the vener-
able conversational gambits—the time,
the weather, divections, the paintings
you're both viewing, the movie you've
just seen, or whatever seems a ppropriate,
The lady’s initial response—encouraging
or cold—should clue you in on your
follow-up.

M}' wile and I often dine at a good
restaurant in the Colorado Rockies. As
with most of the enterprises in the re-
gion, this restaurant depends on the
summcer tourist scason for most of s
business, but it remains open  year-
roundl. During the off scason we are
olten served personally by the genial
owner. My question concerns the leaving
of a tip. 1 am certainly not opposed 10
tipping lor good service. but is it proper
when you know you are being served
by the owner himscll>—S.S., Boulder,
Colorado.

1's not a question of propriety: tip-
ping the owner simply isn't necessary. If
you know him well, you might invite
him to join you for a drink. but pay-
ment of the tab and compliments to the
chef (if warranied) should be reward
enough.

Fur the past six months I have been
dating a 37-vear-old married man with
two children. In all this time we have
never been intimate, due to his inability
to make love to me. He claims that he
wants me, and that he has never heen

impotent with his wife, but I'm afraid
that this may turn our to be more than a
temporary hang-up. Although I'm only
149, I can tell Irom our conversations that
I've experienced considerably more sex-
ual variety than he has, and I'm certain
that this situation will eventually destroy
his pride if it continues. What should 1
do?—Miss J. G.. New Orleans, Louisiana.

Impotence is often induced by guilt,
and since your friend has no difficulty
with his wife, this could very well be his
problem. Why don’t you maintain your
relahonship on a platonic plane (this
would solve his sexual conflict) and find
yourself a younger, single boyfriend (to
prevent any of your own).

l was interested in buying a Kodak In-
stamatic 800 camera, but a friend. who is
a photography buff, suggested that 1
should not. He said that since the cam-
cra does  everything  automatically, 1
would never learn the pleasures of pho-
tography as a hobby. Price. incidentally,
is no consideration. What's your point of
views—L. T., Jr., Des Moines, lowa.

If youw're intevested in a simple, no-fuss,
no-bother instrument, the Instamatic—
as well as many other fully automatic
brands—is fine. If you plan to make pho-
tography a hobby (you didn't say), then
vou'll awant a more complex camera in
order lo experiment with light, speed
and focus. Since you won’t know which
way {o lean until you try, why not play
it both ways? Buy the Instamatic for your
girlfriend and a good camerva with man-
nal controls for yourself.

l find myscll increasingly under fire
from male [riends because of my refusal
to jom them in divulging intmate facts
about my past and present relationships
with girls. T maintain that things like
this are o important 1o discuss just for
the sake of lively conversation. However,
some ol my Iviends. who have less luck
with women than I, have accused me of
covering up just to discourage competi-
tion. Who's right>—]. W., Manchester,
New Hampshire.

You arc. 1U's been our experience
that the fair sex is much more likely to
entrust both confidence and affection to
guys whose discretion they know is above
reproach—which may explain why you
have more  “luck”™  than  your big-
mauthed buddies,

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sporis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and cliquelle
—will be personally answered if the
wriler includes a stamped, sclf-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Adwvisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Hlinois 6061 1. The most
provocative, pertinent queries will be
presented on these pages cach month,



Take a fresh view of things. Look over the line. 15 models
will surely broaden your horizon. Sharp styling. Precision performance. Four-
stroke reliability. These things are distinctly Honda. Prices start about $2157F
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*Plus dealer’s transportation and set-up charges.
For name of nearest authorized Honda dealer write: American Honda Motor Co., Inc.,
Dept. JZ, 100 W. Alondra, Gardena, Calif. ® AHM 1965.
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PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

YOU CAN LEAVE awtumn lcaves behind
and jer-hop into spring by visiting some
of the great resorts ol South America this
November. Many of them offer the wi-
ple wear ol incomparable beaches: lavish
after-dark  facilities.  combining  gam-
bling. dancing. entertainment and  hne
cutsine (not to mention a hevy of vaca
toning senoritas cager to be bowled
over by un amigo novicamericano): and
ll'l:lli\t'l'_l' CASY aceess 1o S, AS most cos-
mopolitan ciiies. One ol the smariest
and Tiveliest areas s Argentina’s Mo del
Phua. Its 250 howels include the luxuo-
rious Provincl (with the world’s Largest
casino next door). and the hetter-than-
average Horizontes. Hermitage. Nogaro
and Roval. Additional diversion is pro
vided by i good goll course and side
ips o huge Argentine ranches at Cha-
padmalal and Ojo de Agua (@ breeding
center lor world-lamous  Argentine race
horses).

Brazil’s Copacabana is fronted by an
especially splendid beach in lively Rio
de Janeivo. Plaices o stay include the Co-
pacabana Palace, the Excelsior-Copaca-
bana, Miramar Palace and Ouro Verde.
Ar one end ol Copacabana beach Ties
the Leme Palace, newest hotel within
reach of Rio.

Chile's Vina del Mar s @ justly well-
known and stunning  blend ol rocky
clifts. blazing Howers and brilliane sea,
only a couple of hours by car [rom
Santiago through a lush green vallev., Al-
though there are other towns and beach-
es nearby. cach with its rocky coves and
op- aud popartdully decovined  mnbrel-
las. Vina's aasino is where the evening
action takes place. There e a'so horse
racing at the Sporting Club and golfing
at the Country Club. Places 1o stav: the
O Higgins. Vina del Mar, San Martin
and AlGraar.

In Cartagena. Colombia. we like the
Bocr Grude at Boca Grande  Beach.
within easy access of the cinv's waterfront
markets aud lovely homes. Cartagena’s
marvow strects are lined by thick-walled

white houses and palaces enclosing gar-
dened patios: s wide fortificd Spanish
ramparts stretch more than 16 miles,
From the Bocan Grande vou can also
veach the casino in the Hotel Casino
for gambling and  entertonment, and
vou i go by launch south thvough the
bay past primitive  bshing villages 1o
wopical shinds Tor skindiving, notbly
from Pivate Island in the Rosario group.

The hinle comnoy ol Porn oflers a
lwrge variety ol unusual vacation pleas
ures. In addition o the novel sport of
sand  skiing on the coastal mountain

slopes at Pasamavo Grande and surfing
at Miraflores Beach, some of the best
decpsea fishing in the world is located
ofi  Peru's coastline ar Cabo  Blanco
(rcached by Panagra 1o Lima, with con-
nections to Tarala). Sport fishermen find
unlimited  prey mcluding  black
marlin (the record catch of 1560 pounds
belongs o Cabo Blanco).  broad-billed
swordhsh. Pacihie bigeved wna. striped
marhin and Pacihe sailfish. Surl casting
Irom the heach of the Club Cabo Blanco
(i excellent place o stav) will get vou
snook. robalo. grouper and corvina,

In Uruguav there are no less than
cight beaches within 12 miles of down-
town Montevideo, Pocitos is the ciy’s
most  fashionable  (stay  at the Hotel
Cisino) and Cinrasco. certainly the most
atractive  (best howel: the Ermitage).,
Many of the beaches boast casinos. husy
cailés and  jumping  boites.  Numerous
other strands siretch up the coast from
Maontevideo—notably Atkintida, Piriipo-
lis and. the real glanor spot. Punta del
Lste. whose Cantegril Country Clulby s
an clite resort.

The alphabetical  yundown  leaves
Venezucla, where dramatie ruins of an-
cient Spanish Torthcations dot a How-
cred coast and rocky shores. I's an casy
Hight from Caracas to Margavita Tskand;
the manager of the Bella Vista can pro
vide vou with the necessary government

here,

permit to don scuba and dive Tor vour
own pearls rom heds thar have been
cultivated since the mid-1ith Century,

Novembers o perfect month 1o visi
Japan, hut i vou want 1o add carly-hird
skitng o vour other pleasures. head for
the Akakura region near Nagano, The
Shiga Heighis Hotel, more Western than
Oviental, offers hrstrate cuisine and vol
canically heaed mineral hotsprings pools
lor relaxing alter a dav of schussing.
Faght ski lifts provide an over-all rise of
abour 900 feet o e downhill and cross-
country runs on artificial slopes.

H voure headed for Europe. reserve
time for the Spanish specialtey ol par-

tridge shooting. You can expect 1o hag
anvwhere from 300 1o 750 braces ol the
bivd during a seven-day tour in the envi-
rons ol Madrid. Since most Ewropean
preserves are private. you'll find it con
venient o join an organized parey (a
travel agent can help). What's more,
vou'll enjoy readv-made company ofien
including opranking Spaniards who'll
be o source of hospitality lawer in the
main cities.

Fov further imformation on any of the
above, wrile (o Playboy Reader Sevir
e, 232 . Olao St., Clicago, 1l otto ] . n
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The young bucks of America go clean-white-sock
in the new crew Adler calls Adlastic

Meet madlastic Adlastic. The revolutionary new crew of 659 lambswool plus 35% nyvlon with spandex
for 100 stretch. Up and down. This way and that. And that's not all. Adlastic alone has the give to take
on all sizes 10 to 15. The first of its kind to last far longer and fit far better. Size up Adlastic in 28 colors.
All clean-white-sock all through. Clean-white-sock? Right now thinking:

never out of step though somewhat out of line. The line forms for Adlastic A I ER

at stores where clean-white-sock is yvours for one young buck and a quarter. i sowes couran
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

1

RIGHTS BEFORE BIRTH

In the June Forum, Richard Kelly
opines that the legal point at which
human  being  comes  into  existence
should be established as the moment of
birth. This would Ieave the way open o
legalizing unrestricied abortions,

I would like to refer Mr. Kelly to the
April 30 issue of Time magazine which
reported on an interesting aspect of this
question in s "Law™ column on page 58.

It seems that recent court  decisions
have granted damages o people who
hive sued for injurics sustained before
they were born. It has been proven by
medical science, the article pointed out,
that the fetus 1s most susceptible 10 per-
nanent injury during the first three
months of pregnancy. On this basis, ju-
ries have been awarding damages [or in-
juries sustained during this period.

Now, the question that arises is this: If
a person has the legal right 1o sue for
damages sustained before birth, can he
not also make claim 10 the most basic of
our inalicnable rights—ihe right o life?
I think he can.

Viewed in this light, abortion is sim
ply murder, and is no more a solution to
the population  problem  than  Hidler's
policy of genocide.

Terrence ], Gibbons
Brooklyn, New York

I read with disgust the leter endtled
“The Case for Abortion” by Richard
Kelly in the June Forum.

I do not intend 1o express my views
on abortion, but merely to point out
Mr. Kelly's unfamiliarity with the facts,
his illogical presentation, and the inhu-
nmune attitudes expressed in his leter.

First, in discussing when a human
being legally comes into existence, he
savs:  “What  more  reasonable  point
could be chosen than that of birth? Sure-
ly no one will say that when the sperm
first penetrates the egg a human being
with legally enlorceable rights has come
into cxistence . . ."

As a matter of fact, there are those
who hold the theory of Immediate Ani-
mation. This theory states that the soul
is infused at coneeption. This makes the
cembryvo a human being; that is, it has a
body and soul. It seems 10 me that a hu-
man being deserves legally enforceable
rights from the thme it comes into exist-
ence, solely on the grounds that it is
human.

There is another theory, that of Medi-
ate. Anmimation, which says that the soul
15 infused when the embryo takes on the
shape of a human (six to cight weeks). If
this theory is true, an embryo deserves
legally enforceable rights six to  eight
weeks alter conception.

But the beliel of most philosophers is
that the soul is infused when no Turther
division of the embryo is possible; that
is, when it is impossible for identical
twins to be formed. Even in this case,
the embryo deserves legally enlorceable
rights belore birth.

The Catholic Churdy's position is that
the soul is infused at some point before
birth, and since the exact time when this
oceurs canmot be known, aborton, even
in the carly weeks of gestation, may in-
volve the destruction of a human being.

Mr. Kelly says that countless human
lives are injured by the Catholic
Churdh's inhumane stance. First of all,
the number of injuries per vear which
abortion  would  prevent is far from
countless. Secondly, he ignores the num-
ber of human beings (embryos) that are
Killed every vear.

M. Kelly asks, “Is it in society's best
interest to force an unwanted baby on a
couple that is not vet mature or finan-
cially stablez” T say that it is in society's
best interest to prevent the conception
ol unwanted children. The question
could be: Is it in the couple's best inter-
est? Perhaps not, but there wre more hu-
mane actions that could be taken than
abortion.

Mr. Kelly says that “legalized abortion
is basic 1o the exisience ol the premari-
tal sexual freedom that Mr., Helner ad-
vocates . . " To my knowledge, Mr.
Hefner does not advocate  premarital
conception. He advocates premaril sex
ual freedom for those who are respon
sible enough to prevent conception.

If there is a case lor abortion, it cer-
tainly was not presented by Mr. Kelly.

Jim Snyder
Loyola College
Baltimore, Maryland

We believe there is a case to be made
for abortion, and Hefner intends devot-
g an entire upcoming installment of
“The Playboy Philosophy” to a discus-
sion of the subject, including its moral,
religious, legal, social and  scientific
implications.

The fabled fragrance so elusive
it took a generation to capture.

POSSESSION

de GORDAY

A tolally new aura in perfume
Born in France. A legend in ils own lime
Three-Fifty to Thirty-Five Dollars

© 1965 PARFUMS CONDAY, INC.
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Nothing can top.
SLACKS APPEALr

ASHER

Handsome wide-wale corduroy slacks that

reallyfityour lean, hip-lessdimensions. It's from
Asher's exclusive Tapered Man® Collection, per-
teclly proportioned to fit you under the seat and
in the thighs. Ban-Rol* waistband. About $12.*
Foracopyof “HowtoBuild a Slacks Wardrobe,””’
write Asher, Dept. P, Fitchburg, Massachusetts.

*#Blghtly higher in the West.

THE DONN CALDWELL CASE

I was shocked 1o vead the leter by
former disc jockey Donn Caldwell in the
June rraveoy. The description of his
crimes curied by the wire services and
newspapers was quite dillerent e the
time ol his arrest, but 1 do not for one
moment doubt the absolute tuth ol
Caldwell's version. I lunve been a disc
jockey for about ten vears and I'm sure
all of us i s business have, at one
ume or another, lele the hor breath of
possible ruin on our necks from similar
situations.

In My, Caldwell's cise. what would
the rest of us luive done: A voung girl. a
desirable man. a leae of pregnancy. The
resultz. A relationship thin proy ides mu-
tual savislaction without intercourse—a
wise and commonplace course ol action.
Except. in this case. someone [ound out.
Then caone the humiliation ol having
publicly to answer lor a “arime’” in
which all ol us engage. For committing
this “crime.” Mr. Caldwell faced not
only humiliation, but the loss ol lis
carcer and breedom—the possibility ol
ten vears in prison and the prospect ol
having o start all over again alerward.
While others snicker ("Oh. that sly dog
Caldwell—gor - crught with o voung
one”). Caldwell himsell is suflering the
extreme ol puritanical social dimmation.

The laws of West Virginia that per
mitted this 1o happen scre me. frankly.
I would leave tlas stne, except 1lin con-
ditions  elsewhere  are essennally  the
same. Ttois even more vegreuable that m
this society | cannot sign myv name to
this letter: it mught casilv he recognized
and cause prolessional yepercnssions.

(Disc jockev’s name
withheld by reqguest)
Huntington. West Vi

Both my wile and I were anuzed by
the lener from Donn Caldwell in the
June Forum. 1 cevtainly teel thae the
crime for which he was imprisoned is
no more serious than ordinary sexual
intercourse. This s not sodomvy as 1
understand the word., Oval-genital anu-
nuey is a legitimate part of love play
and s accepted as such by many happily
married couples.

Norman McQuillin
Brooklvi. New York

I am a 20-vear-old college givl—neither
promiscuous nor virgin—bhut I was trulv
shocked to learn thar 19 of the 50 states
have sodomy laws forbidding oral-geni-
tal inumucy. The existence ol these faws
15 horrilving.

I was under the impression that such
activity was a naturzl and delightful part
of sexual loreplayv. T live e Calilornia.
Am I breaking the law on this count®

(Name withheld by request)
Resed:a, California

Yes. Oral-genital sex play 15 illegal in

every staie excepl Hlinols, even belween

a hushand and wife. (See “The Plavboy
Philosophy” February, Aprd, Seplem-
ber, 1964.) Hefner will offer a concluding
slatement on these nvational and sup-
pressive U.S. sex statules in the next
isvue.

May I join the rising swell of applause
Tor reayesoy’s cllort 1o enlighten the pulb
lic concerning  the  old-Eshioned  and
mallashiwoned  clemenmts in our sociciv:
The leter Irom Donn Caldwell was so
unbelievable that it ok two readings
before 1 ocould totally realize the enon
mity ol the sitwtion. As such leners
reach vou, and through you the public
surelv there must be o renaissance ol rea-
son which will ¢y us our ol such
medieval injustice. I encowrage vou o
comtinue the highe for sanitv. I ghere s
to be a "Gren Sociey.” it will hane 1o
include veavisoy and its Plilosophy as an
imiegral part ol s structure.

Vinwon Cerf
Sumlord  Universiy
Stanlord. California

Having just rvead the June issue ol
reavsoy, | am almost speechless. Inore-
sponse o "\ “Sex Oflender” Speaks.” vou
st thae the same stiuate  that sem
Donn Caldwell 10 prison, lor [rom one
to 1en vears, applies cqually o every
marricd couple in West Virgmi. 1 am
15, mv hushand s 22, and though we are
not “ignoram hillbilhies™ who indulge
freely and then tore o kud an cach hip (@
common misconception of West Virgt
ns). we do enjov cach other every
night. We express our leelings mowhat-
ever lorm seems to bhe the most elfective
at the time. as T imagine 90 percent ol
all other married couples do,

I suggest that the Charleston Police
Department start an immediaie method-
ical check of all the aiv's bedrooms—
working . night. of course—ad with-
in 72 hours thev would lave enough

(lorger Ll sentences. there's no

fines
money in them for the C.P.1Y) 10 throw
the biggest palicemen’s hall in history.
Please. please withhold my name for
fear 1 will be jailed for loving my hus
Dand.
(Name withheld by request)
Charleston, West Virginia

Concerning the Caldwell case. am I o
believe that our sociery s so smuog aoud
impersonal thar the cold lacs of an indi
vidual's suffering from a gross injustice
can be openly brought to public light
without cliciting mmmedizie and corre
e action?

I accept the fact thar onmmoded sex

Ltws. and the antiguated moral cades by
which they were institued. are change-
able only graduallv. But has the time
come when we Americms are so impas-
sive that we can sit back and read pub-
licly of judicial cocrcion and do nothing?

For scveral years I have considered




This easy-going slip-on is made from“Living” Leather,
a new kind of tough natural leather. It isn’t bothered
by rain.It takes the worst punishment in stride.

And it’s real soft on the wallet.

Our new Johnsonians aren't The uppers are made of scuffs, scratches, scrapes, rain, mud.
bothered by anything. Not rough “Living (Formula X-1000)7 Leather. All the things that prematurely age
weather. Not tough treatment. “Living™ Leather is a natural, top- ordinary shoes.

This smooth slip-on is a shining  grade leather that’s been given a The price? Real soft. Johnsonians
example, pre-conditioning treatment. sell from $8.95 to $14.95.

A special tanning process Take alook at the new Johnsonians

protects it from the ordinary (even at the stores below or write for
extraordinary) abuse that the name of your nearest dealer.

shoes take. So these Johnsonians in “Living” Leather.
Johnsonians You can’t beat ‘em.

sandwpte @ Jlnsonian

A qualily product of Endicott Johnson, Endicolt, N.Y.

ARIZONA: Bisbee: Phelps Dodge Mercantile Co.. Clifton: Phelps Dodge Mercantile Co., Douglas:

Phelps Dodge Mercantle Co., Holbrook: A &B. Schuster Co.. Morenci: Phelps Dodge Mercantile Co.
CALIFORNIA: Alahambra: Downer's Men's Store, Comptnn: Mr, "B Family Apparel, Crescent City: Santa

Maria’s Shoe Store, El Sobrante: Family Shoe Store. Hayward: Grurman's. Hellvdale: Dee's Shoe Box, Los Angeles:
Beverly Bootery, Mountain View: Kline's, Norwalk: Shoeterria Family Shoes, Novaro: Family Shoe Store, Oakdale:
Chicou’s Family Shoe Store, OQakland: Brown Bros., Pasadena: Big Ben's Shoe Store, Pinole: Family Shoe Store, Pittsburg:

Sol's. San Francisco: Family Shoe Store, Federal Clothiers, San Jose: Gene's, Hoffman's Store For Men, San Lorenzo: Grutman's,
Santa Susana: Evan's Shoe-Land, South Gate: Dec’s Shoe Box” Waesonville: Van's Shoe Store, West Los Angeles: Jackson Shoes.
COLORADO: Denver: Tober's Shoes. IDAHO: Coeur D' Alenc: Fisher Clothing, Lewiston: The Shoe Rack, Oldtown: Maio Depr.

Store. Priest River: Maio Dept. Store. MONTANA: Billings: Depner's Shoe Shop, Deer Lodge: Skopmo Store. OREGON: Baker:

The Bootery, Bend: Bend Shoe Clinic, La Grande: Gene's Shoe Store, Madras: Rohde's Shoe Store, Portland: Al's Family Shoe Store, G.1.

Jo's. TEXAS: Austin: Ausun Army & Navy Store, Beaumont: Shoe Town, Dallas: Big World Store, Wholesale Merc. Co.. Fort Worth:
Mitchell's Depr. Store, Groves: Shoe Town, Port Archur: Shoe Town, Vidor: Shoe Town. WASHINGTON: Auburn: Shocland. Chehalis:
Yardbird's Shopping Center, Port Angeles: McLean's Shoe Store, Puyallup: Shoeland, Seartle: Raymond’s Shoes, Sedro Wooley: Lalcrlf Shoe Store,
Spanaway: Paul's Shoes, Tacoma: Discount Mare, Erickson's Shoe Store, Shoeland, Wenatchee: Stan's Merry Mart, Yelm: Wolf's Depr. Store.
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Jaybird. Favorite nesting place: Campus, or
wherever the young man's mood prevails. In a
heefy twill of 659, *‘Dacron”® polyester/359%,
Cotton. Automatic wash 'n wear. About $11.00.
At your favorite store, or write Playboy Reader
Service, or YMM Slacks, Michigan City, Ind,
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young man's mood

aAJAYMAR sLack

A Product of Jaymar Ruby, Inc.,
Michigan City, Indiana
®DuPont's reg. TM.

Jaymar Slacks are available at: BERRY-BURK,
RICHMOND, VA. » BULLOCK'S. PASADENA &
SANTA AMNA, CALIF. = FOLEY'S, HOUSTON,
TEXAS «» D. H. HOLMES CO., LTD., NEW
?RLEANS. LA. and other fine stores from coast
o coast.

mvsell a rather enrenched realist and a
somewhat cynical observer of the evils
on the human scene. However, public
callousness such as this exceeds my most
blasé¢ attitudes and makes me leel like a
hopeless idealist by comprrison.
Richard L. Kuhn
Santa Ana College
Samta Ana, Calilornia

I knew a litde boy once, years ago,
who had a very domineering mothe
who made him wash his hands
time he touched his “wienie,” because it
was dirty . . . and so he was constantly
washing his hands. The List 1 heard ol
him, he was studying law in the state of
West Virginia and hoped 10 become a
prm(-('min_r.; attorney Oor even a
someclay.

Could vou tell me the name ol the
prosecuting attorney and the judge in
the Donn Caldwell case? I've always
wondered what happened 1o thac liule
hoy.

[} ('l'y

judge

William W. Bliss
Los Angeles. California

The judge was Thomas T. O'Brien
and the prosecuting attorney—who has
since been voted out of office—was
Thomas 4. Goodwin.

It's a rather sad
rLAYBOY's editorial viewpoint that you
were so quick to sympathize with the sex
offender whose letter appeared in your
June Forum.

By the offender’s own statements, he is
a “college graduate [and] an ex-GI™ and

commenury on

was “a radio- TV personality . . . with a
rather large teenage [ollowing . . . [with
al home . . . swimmung pool and buili-in

hi-h [and] a new Jaguar XK-E.” This
probably puts him in the 22-to-28-vear-
old age group, and in a position to wicld
great influence with young, impression-
able teenagers. It is easy to imagine how
one in his position might involve a
young girl in such an act with "no lorce
mvolved.”

Consider also his statement that nei-
ther the girl her  parents  ever
brought any charges against him. It s
casily understandable that  the family
would want 1o avoid any publicity in
such a matter. This rases the qurstinn,
then, ol how the issue did come 10 Light.
I neither he nor the girl disclosed their
actions, the act must have been wit-
nessed by someone, and this is surely not
something that should be done in public
or in any place where the public might

nor

chance to be.

If you weren't so quick 1o jump to the
defense ol a person who has suffered a
the hands of a law with which vou dis-
agree, you might decide that this person
should be categorized as a “diny old
man’ or, quite possibly, a pervert.

I his statements about the under-
handed legal mechanics of his case are

true, one might apply the hackneyed
phrase that “the end olten justifies the
means.” This man very probably ruined
the lite of an impressionable young girl
and made ANy moasures used to remove
him [rom society completely justifiable.

Bill Svkes

New Orleans, Lowsiana

The Donn Caldwell case is a sheer ra
vesty ol qustice. I the laws concerning
“the abominable and dewestable crimes
against  nature”
the penal institutions  of
wou'd not he able 1o
overflow.,

Significantly, the interview with Mel-
vin Belli was also in the June issue. [
don’t think 11 would hurt Mr. Caldwells
case¢ il Mr. Belli were induced to take
an interest in it

were surictly  enforced.
this countn
handle  the

Boly Brown
Lehigh University
Bethlehem, Pennsylvania

After reading “A ‘Sex Offender”
Speaks™ in the June Forum, my wife and
I feel obligmted 1o express our support
ol freedom of sex by mutual consent.
There was a time when I was a minister
in one of our major Protestant denomi
nations, but I have left that vocation for
personal reasons, and I am now serving
as a professional librarian in (he public
schools. My wile is a registered medical
technologist. Having stated these person-
al facts, we wish 1o announce publicly
via your magazine that we
I:.'lppy to serve {(in whoatever capacity we

would he

can) in support of the cause of advocar-
ing changes in our sex laws so that sex-
wal action by muual consent will never
be a punishable crime in these United
States. We hope to encourage others by
our public announcement o speak out
and work in behalf of liberalizing our
obsolete sex laws.

There is a Biblical passage which goes,
“You shall them by thein
disciples .~ . Perhaps viewpoints should
be judged parddy by the wvpe ol people
who hold them. We believe
mutual
some,

know

that sex by
consent 15 whole-
humanitarian what's
more, were a happy couple going on our
sixth year ol marriage.
Ralph Phester
Champaign, Illinois

harmless,
and

view

I was appalled by the leuwer [rom
Donn Caldwell. To think that m  this
day and age, and in this country, such a
ravesty ol justice could occur! 1 con-
gratulite vou on the stand you have k-
en against such laws as these. Iv s ume
we completely re-examined our sex stat-
utes and  endeavored o correct  the
situation.

In the meantime, I sincerely hope tha
Mr. Caldwell's letter will have caused



PACIFIC T

< e e

DOUBLE DATE
"IN A RAT FINK

Whether you travel in pairs...or packs...be a
leader in Pacific Trail’s fantabulous RAT FINK!
Wear the untamed look of North American Tundra Shag of

100% ““Orlon™*. .. bold, bushy and durably water repellent. It’s
topped with attached hood and sports the *“Hog Nose” big zipper
lock of ’65. Trap yours...by the pair if you like...in “Think Fink"
Brown or Silver Black. Sizes S, M, L, XL ......... $27.95 each.

*Naturally, it's
ORLON®
Acrylic Fiber by

DU PONT

Pacific Trail Sportswear, 421 - Bth Ave. M., Seattle, Wash.

77



PLAYBOY

78

7,
I’f:"dlfl 11‘]
__"l;mlmu

"y

.
s

o

R

] Hu»m tsm
} Ao

entuRElN
smoul'NG

G000

Chart your course to pleasure

On the water or on the town, vou'll emoy
your pipe more with Holiday, And so will
evervbody else! Holidayv's famous aroma
1s welcome anvwhere. Al home. At the
oflice. At parties. Let us introduce vou 1o
this distinguished zet together ol five fla-
vorful tobaccos. For free sample, ]ul name.
address on a post card . .

Mail it 10 Holiday., Box
3-AC. Richmond. Va

Larus & Brother Company, Inc.. Richmond, Va
Fine Tobacco Products Since 1577

< Edgewurth

e¢nough furor in West Virginia to lorce
action on his parole,
Elcanor White
Bogota, New Jersey

On reading the lewter from Donn
Caldwell in the June Forum, 1 sent him
a note expressing my profound sympa-
thy asking il necded food or
hooks.

T'hat was three or four weeks ago. [
have nor received a reply. Whether this
is because he does not feel like an-
swering or for some other reason, I do
not Perhaps myv leter was with-
held from the addressce by the peniten-
vary authorities [or some reason. 1 have
no idea what rules concerning  corre-
spondence with prisoners may prevail at
the West Virginia State Penitentiary.

In any case, cannot something be
done to lighten the lot of this unfortu-
mate man? His letter describes a hideous
injustice.

H. D. Craft

New York Military Academy

Cornwall on the Hudson, New York
See the following letter.

and he

know.

I am writing vou on behalfl of my son
Doun Caldwell. His story would Gl a
book. He was [ramed and ratlroaded.

Thank you for publishing his letter.
He has been swamped with leners of
The warden and others are very
hot about this issue and are withholding
all his mail. Donn was given these leters
the first day they started coming in, b
since then. all lewers have been withheld.

Donn was inlormed last week that he
would soon be coming up for parole—
thanks to rLavsoy! If he gets paroled. he
will answer all his mail as soon as he is
released.

IT vou have received any letters favor-
able o him, would you please forward
them o Governor Hulen
Mr. Robert Kuhns, Chairman of
Board ol Parole, Charlesion, West
oinia?

The entire state knew of this terrible
injustice,
limb o help s

The mail is stll coming in.
again and God bless you.

AMrs. Victor D, Caldwell
Moundsville, West Virginia

rotest.

Smith or 1o
the
Vir-

but no one would go out on 2

Thanks

TIME FOR ACTION

Those of us who are not vesidems ol
West Virginia can do nothing 1o change
its laws, no matter how archaic they are.
However, il vou have looked mto the
of Donn Caldwell and feel that he
has been unjustly wreated, why don’y you

Casg

do something about geuwing him out ol
jrilz From his lewer, it seems that one of
his major problems, and one keeping
him from being considered for parole, is
his lack of a job. Surely, a voung man
who managed to become such a success
would be an asset 1o any business.
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The Philosoply is line, but let's get a
hule action i here.
Mrs. Bernard M, Yoflee
Ranwoul, Ilinois

RE LETTER JUNE ISSUE DONN CALDWELI
HAS A JOB WITH ME HOPE 1T HELPS=—
AMTARTEN J. CONXN, PRESIDENT

BRIDGE ENTERPRISES

DETROIT, MICHIGAN

My hushand and T are shocked by the
fact that authorities can siep in and cut
somdl. productive vers out of an ordi-
nary citizen’s life. We think My, Helner
15 doing a fine thing with his Plavboy
Plalosopliy and we would like 1o help
m some way—Dbut what can the average
citizen do? Have vou any suggestions [o
imterested readers:

Alice Leavitt
Salem, Massachuscus

Each individual is able to help in a
different way—as the telegram  above
clearly indicates. The averave citizen can
helpr combat suppressive sex and censor-
ship laws through frequent public pro-
tests to s own state and local elected
officials, and 1o the newspapers, radio and
TV stations that. in turn, influence com-
munity opinton. Quite probably, if there
had been anv sort of public outery in
Donn Caldwell's behalf when he was
origimally arvested. he would never have
been railvoaded into prison; almost cey-
tainly, a single cvusading West Virginia
newspaper editov, or radio or TU neiws-
caster, who had been willing to take
Caldwwell’s case to the people, could have
saved him. Bul no one caved enough to
et nvolved.

Fhat's swhat the average citizen can
do to help—he can cave enough. he can
gel mvalved, becanse he vealizes that the
croston of just one maw’s unalienable
vights unquestionably affects us all. As
Joltn Donne said: “No man is an island,
entive of itself . . . therefore never send
to know for whom the bell tolls: it tolls
for thee”

For veaders who desive a more divect
and immediate  pavticipation in “The
Playboy l‘;’u'!n.\.f.aphj"' wself. 11 15 now
prossible to contribute financially to it
through The Playboy Foundation, a
newly formed, nonprofit corporation,
ovganized (o further the same ends Hef-
ner has been writing about in his edi-
tovial series.

Your June issue suongly presented
two points: (1) Many state sex laws are
hostile 10 basic human rights and  the
wellire of our society. (2) Few elected
ofhcials will dare to promote the needed
relorms,

State-by-state ntacks on these Laws are
obviously impractical. Reliel must come
down [rom the wp. as in the 1951 Civil
Rights decision by our Supreme Court,
The Supreme Court is immune (o pres-
sures that Irighten elected officials ar all
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Et tu, Brut?

Bold new
Brut

for men.

By Fabergé.

For ofter shave, after shower,

after anything! Brut.

lIevels. The recent trend of its decisions
certainly gives grounds [or hope that it
would invalidate these “"morality” laws
en masse,

Every worth-while reform has required
leadership and monev. pravsoy is the
leadership. The question is whether we.
the readers, ave a Forum or a force lor
promoting the best interests ol our soci
ety. Aler concluding that these Laws must
go, are we willing w just sit and wan?

I think not! Lead on.

Donald G. MacChesnev
Alexandria, Virginia

We believe that the ume has come for
rLAYBOY o demonsirate tun it can not
only comment responsibly on important
moral and social issues inour society.
but is also willing and cager 1o use s
considerable vesources in an aclive pun-
suit of realistic legal codes regarding sex-
wal behavior.

What we propose specifically is thar
rraveoy  back  hnang wmllv challenge
through the Federal courts ol the consti
mtionality ol ouwdated  state  stawutes.
such as the one in West Virginia under
which Donn Caldwell was convicred. We
propose that praveoy act as a point for
rallying public inancial and moral sup-
port in this matter. We suggest this to
rLAYBOY because ol its unique position as
the focus of opinion and discussion con-
cerning “delicue™ social problems and
because we Feel that pravsoy is the only
possible organization able o clfectively
pursue such a course of action.

rLAYROY, the time has come for action
on your part. You ean count on at least
three active supporters.

Aax Koslow

Creig Klute

Dean Brown

Darmmouth  College
Hanover, New Hampshire

We accepl. as twe of the first projects
of The Playboy Foundation: (1Y Gaming
a parole Jor the tmprisoned Donn Cald-
well; and (2) establishing a suitable case
m the Fedeval couris, so as (o secnre a
Supreme Cowrt test of the constitution-
ality of a typical state sodomy statute,
similay to the West Uirginia law under
which Caldwell was convicted. and the
other sodomy, perverston and “crime
against nature” legislation to be found
in 49 of the 30 stales and the District of
Columbia.

Those wishing lo contribute 1o these
tivo, and simtlar [uture projects inspired
by the basic precepts of “The Playboy
Philosophy.” should make checks  pay-
able to “The Playboy Foundation,” cfo
pLAYBOY, 232 FE. Ohlio Street, Chicago,
Illinois 60611,

CALDWELL AND THE CONSTITUTION

I am constantly ouwtraged and per-
plexed by archaic sex laws such as the
sodomy statute that was used 1o convict
Donn Caldwell. One question  weighs

for the
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heavily on my mind whenever such “jus-
uce” is mentioned: Are cases such as
Donn Caldwell's ever appealed? He was
denied probation, but could he not have
been retried in a higher court? I am
thinking mainly of a test case to have
such puritanical laws judged unconstitu-
tional.

I cannot accept an Orwellian socicty
that emers the bedroom and  dictates
personal sexual mores. For even married
couples 10 be convicted of practicing fel-
latio (along with nearly every other sex-
wal practice, barring simple coitus) scems
incomprchensible. Tt is akin to being im-
prisoned for ecating strawberries during
the month of june or being incarcerated
lor wearing the color green. Are there
no avenues ol Liw open 1o test and erad-
icate such statutes other than lor siate
senates 1o revoke the Lvws (which seems
unlikely)?

I am not knowledgeable in constitu-
tional Iaw, but doesn’t [reedom of sexual
practice come under some aspect ol the
Constitution? Surcly it involves the pur-
suit of happiness.

Perhaps you, as the only voice damn-
ing irrational sex laws, could enlighten
me concerning this heartfelt query.

Mrs. Derrick W. Brown
Willingboro, New Jersey

Sexual freedom, like the vicht of mar-
Hal privacy, is not mentioned specifically
in the Constitution, the Bill of Rights
or later amendments. f‘frjpf'_fnﬂ'\‘. hoze-
cuer, the Supreme Court’s recent decision
muoalidating  Connecticnt’s  antiqualed
bivth-control law will establish a healthy
precedent.  Justice Douglas, in his ma-
jority opinion, cited the Fivst, Third,
Fourth, Fifth and Ninth Amendments,
all velating to “zones of privacy.” with
which the high Court held the Connecti
cul  anticontraception  law interfered;
so, i would seem, do most state sodomy
statutes, and for much the same reason.
In addition, as Hefner has pointed out
previously, there is the basic question of
ahether o not any law which is clearly
no more than a secular codification of a
religious taboo isn’t an infringement of
the First Amendmenl’s guarantee of a
separate church and state (see the letier
that follows). Hefner will consider the
constitutional tmplications of U.S. sex
legislation in greater delail in his next
installment of “Philosophy.”

In one letter in The Playboy Forum
for June 1965, it is pointed out that the
Nebraska attorney  general,  Clarence
Meyer, has said the constitutionality of
miny sex laws has never been wested. It
scems to me that the present judicial di-
mite i Washington is a lavorable one
i which o press [or abrogation ol these
unjust laws on constitutional grounds.

Another letter 1 the same Forum—
from Donn Caldwell, an inmate in the
West Virginia State Penitentiary-—relates
a case that may be appropriately ap-
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pealed on constitutional grounds. The
overthrow of one of these laws in one
state, by the U. S, Supreme Court, would
go a long way toward geuwing rid of
them all. The Caldwell case suflers a de-
fect in thar the other participant was a
minor, although the aw under which
Caldwell was convicted is apparently not
concerned with that. But there must be
many people languishing in state prisons
for parucipating in sexual acts wnh
other adulis by mutual consent.

Some such case should be tested i the
Supreme Cowrt. Perhaps it's time for
PLAYBOY (0 put some money where its
mowth is. rLavsoy's attormevs could lo
cate the “straighiest™ feasible case o
the test.

It mav be than some ol vour readers are
not aware ol the constitutional principle
imvolved. It is so simizhilorward, how-
cver, that 1 am wvruly amazed that it has
never been applied. Please allow me 10
clucidate:

1. A sin is a transgression against the
liw of God.

200A crime 1S a4 ransgression  againsi
the law of man.

3. 1 the Government dehmes as a
crime  (in other words. passes a law
against) an act et is aosine only hecanse
it s o sin—thar is establishment. as the
Taw of the land. ol the weachings of a re
ligion or ol a group ol religions.

1. This is clearly in violation of the
constitutional guarantee of separation ol
chirch and state.

Millard H. Persicm
United Sexual Rights Commitiee
Pusadena. California

CHANGING DEFINITION OF PERVERSION

Afer reading Donn Caldwells lene
in the June Forum, 1 immediaely ve-
called a discussion some [riends amd 1
had vecently abour the delnitions ol the
terms cunnilinetion and fellatorism which
are found in Stedman’s Medieal Diction-
ary.

Cunnthinction and  ellmorism— are
both defined as forms of sexual perver-
sion, the Tormer a lingual-vulvar contact,
the Luter a buccal-penal contact. Since
cunnilincrion s a mataral coed common
occurrence among many species ol ani-
mals, as is lellnorism  (although 10 a
lesser extent), we concluded thar either
(1) animals are perveried or (2) the aces
In question e not forms of perversion,

Obviously, the delinition of the 1erin
perversion is a changing one, relative 1o
the time and place ol its wsage. Il per
version is defined as “contriny o nor
mal,” then we suspeat that My, Stedman
is ignorant ol both amimal and haman
sexwal conract. II perversion is delined
as “contrary to the moral way,” then we
thank A, Stedman for including a bit
ol his personal morality in his dictionary
definttions.

On the other hand, Dovland’s Medical

Dictionary defines hoth words without o
moral judgment.
GG
Chicago, [inois

SEX IN SWEDEN

[ am an Americin studying sociology
m Stockholm, Sweden. In one of the
seminars 1 oawend, we examine Swedish
sexual attitudes and behavior. It would
seem that the common conception ol
“Swedish sin,” held by many Americans
and  reflected by Rabbi Tanenbaum's
statement  that there is a “problem ol
sexual promiscuity between unnurried
nrtes and Temales. with a0 kind ol na
tional license that operates there” (Feb-
vy 1965 Playboy Philosophy), is vathe
maccurate . Although there are  disap-
pointingly few sociological or psvcholog
ical studics on the issue in Sweden, those
studies that exist would seem to indicue
that the percemage ol people indulging

m premarital sexual relations s not
much greamer in Sweden than in the
United States.

But there s, ol course, a  great
difference between the sexual attinudes
in the two countries. In the United

States. premarital relations are roundly
and  almost  universally  condemned,
whereas in Sweden they are nor only tol-
erated. but often considered  right and
proper. Sweden’s reputation of allowing
greater freedom  in sexual  relations
would actually scem to be based on this
more liberal  attitude.  mather than o
rellection of acuual practice.

[t should be added that the Swedish
concept ol Iree love does not condone
promiscuity, but is a highly moral con-
cept siressing the  developmenmt of  re-
sponsibility. In fact. myv guess would be
that promuscuity is less frequent in Swe
den than in the United States. On the
other hand. Swedes acknowledge  that
the situation is somewhat less than per-
fect, but wacher than be prudish abour it,
they face the mutier candidly and openly
and try to bring about some amelioration,

\s o lootnote, T onghe add that the idea
that the suicide rate is “enormous’ (also
expressed by Rabbi Tanenbauwm) or in-
creastng 10 Sweden is also incorrect. The
rate has fluctuated in the hall century
between 1911 and 19660, but has increased
only L5 per 100,000 population {rom the
period T911-1915 w0 the period 1955—
1960 a 1raly insignificant difference.,

James Roth
Stocksund,

Sweden

IMPERSOMNAL SEX

I have read the religious round-table
discussion with some care and consider
able merest, and T want o say thae this
portion of The Playboy Philosoply was
ancattempt in the right direction. As the
Trialogne warns out, however, it swikes
me as an opporwnity for AMr. Helner o
expatiate his ideas while subtly con-
veying 1o his readers the rather obtuse
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and sometimes innocuous generalizations
of the clergy. Perhaps 1 am overly sensi-
tive in this area, but it seems to me that
they appeared to be theological straight
men for Helner's articulate commentary,

Helner's comment on the [reedom of
the mdividual is an unassailable prem-
ise. The right of the individual, [rom
which Mr. Helner says evervthing else
cvolves, is of paramount importance 1o
us all. T agree with him when he savs "1
believe that every  individual  should
have the right 10 explore his own indi-
viduality. and that society should assist
him in this.” However, our paths begin
to diverge when Mr. Hefner says “I he-
lieve that man is a rational being, and
though his heredity and environment
play a major role in establishing the pat-
tern of his existence. he possesses the
ability to reason and the capacity of
choice not granted to the lower ani-
mals.” I believe man is indeed a rational
being and does have the capacity to
choose, but 1 suppose 1 am more aware
that along with man’s finite freedom, he
is sometimes subtly enslaved Ly his own
psychological blocks and he is not above
victimizing others, While [ do believe
man can make a rational choice and can
behave decently, T have seen 100 many
instances where he has both enslaved and
exploited his fellow man. In no one area
of life can a person be more dehuman-
ized, exploited or enslaved than in sex.

There is a difference between liberty
and  liberunism.  and  individual  [ree-
dom is alwiays subject to two qualifica-
tions: that a man's act will not enslave
another person. and that a man's acts
will not enslave lamsell. While 1 share
Hefner's view that a man has the right
to discover his own individuality, 1 do
not belicve he has the right 10 do so
at the expense of violating the same
rights in others. Perhaps Helner agrees
with this, but I get the impression from
reading peavsoy that this is not the case.
For example, in one recent rravsoy
hiction piece a ginl said it was bener 1o
make love under water where no talk is
possible. This may be satisfving for a
man, in the sense in which Theodore
Reik writes that sex for the man is sim-
ply to be enjoved like a good steak. and
it may fulfill a man’s personality or his
sell-expression or his development. But
it seems to me that this is the kind of
depersonalization or dehumanization of
the woman that is most reprehensible.
The over-all impression 1 ger as 1 oread
PLAYBOY is that the women in the pic-
tures and in the fiction picces are simply
dehumanized plavgirls.

In his editoriai for December 1964
Mr. Helner says, "1 certainly think that
persomal sex is preferable to impersonal
sex . .. but I can see no logical jus-
tification for opposing the latter unless
it is irresponsible, exploitive. coercive. or
in some wavs hurts one of the mdividu-
als involved.” This is precisely my point,

that impersonal sex is exploitive, is en-
slaving, and 75 using the other person as
an object precisely because she is imper-
sonal. A girl can be more victimized by
sex than a man. The very symbolism of
the sex act itsell—a man expelling, a
womiin receiving—is more than simply a
description: it is a psvchological fact.
The consequences of sex in all their
enormity bear more heavily on woman
than on man.

While it may be true for the man, as
Helner says, that sex “offers a means of
intimate communication between indi-
viduals and a way of establishing person-
al identification within a relationship,”
1t seems 1o me thar straight sex is almost
invariably destructive of personal reli-
tionships. However, when deep, abiding
personal relationships have been estab-
lished, then sex, while it does not
strengthen the relationship, does noth-
ing to damage ir. Sociological and psy-
chological studies scem 1o bear out that
casual sex or straight sex is destructive of
interpersonal relationships. On the oth-
er hand, when premarital relationships
have strong interpersonal bonds, then
sex has hiule effect on the strength of the
relationship. For the woman sex often is
used as a weapon in the hushand hunt,
For the man, straight sex is all too often
a method ol taking out hostility on
women.

Another point that bothers me in The
Playboy  Philosophy is the following
statement of Hefner's: I think the best
sex, the most meaningful sex, is thar
which expresses the swong cmotional
[celing we call love. And I think you can
find the emotion implicit in a great deal
ol what the magazine has to say about
the male-female velationship.  because
PLAYBOY is a very romantic publication.”
It is precisely because Hefner confuses
love with romince that I find the most
serious fault in the magazine. There is a
grear difference between love and ro-
mance. and such qualities of love as re-
sponsibility, respect and knowledge are
vastly  dilferene [rom romance. When
these qualities are present, sex. premari-
tal or otherwise. is morally viche. In fact,
what we have is a moral marviage. il not
a technical marriage. Bue the ragedy of
our time, as I see it, is that 100 many
people confuse romance with love, affec
tion with commitment, and passion with
responsibility.

While I am all for what Helner sug-
gests when he says it would be good if
young people “would only wait a bit,
and spend a hule time finding them-
selves, belore auempting 1o hnd their
mates for a liletime.” [ do not believe
that this really must significantly involve

x. beecause in at least some of the stu-
deats here at this partcular college, 1
have lound that for both the boy amd
the girl the more experimentation in sex
that has gone on, the less the eapacity 1o
trust the member of the opposite sex.
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Rather than leading to a faithful rela-
tionship within marriage, one of the
[rustrations occurring because of roman-
tic sex is that inevitably the boy decides
that he cannot really trust any female
and the girl decides that all a man wanis
is 10 go 1o bed. The more this is encoun-
tered. the more both men and women
losc the very thing that Helner and 1
would agree is of paramount impor-
tance: the development of onc’s own
personality.

Let me close in saying that while I do
not agree with much of what St. Paul
had to say about sex, it does scem to me
that he stated in a single sentence what
is for me the only adequate sexual code
for our times: “All things are lawful
unto me, but all things are not expedi-
ent: all things are lawlul for me, but I
will not be brought under the power of
any.” I Corinthians 6:12.

Dr. Richard C. Devor, Chaplain
Allegheny College
Meadville, Pennsylvania

We cannot accept the contention that
all casual, uncommitted, impersonal,
transitory or lighthearted sex is destruc-
tive. Emotronal imvolvement can make
sex—or any other inteypersonal activily
—more meaningful and rewarding, but
it doesn’t follow that sexual intimacy
without invelvement is necessarily neg-
ative. The inability lo vecognize thal sex
play and pleasuve can be posttioe. in and
by themselves, is a veflection of the neo-
puritan need (o continue (realing sex as
something sacred or profane. The phe-
nomenon  we lerm  neopuritanism  is
especially  pronounced wmong contem-
porary clevgy, wheve explicit puritanism
is incveasinzly considered a  Christian
hevesy, but churchmen still insist on
investing  the sex act with the same
supernatuval implications. The same sup-
pressive sexual morality that was previ-
ously expressed in  divect  veligious
prohibitions is now justtfied with psendo
soctopsychiatvic  refevences  that  only
emphasize the pathetic puritanism that
mofioates them.

Your statement that premarital sex
can be morally vight ixn’t the expression
of permissive humanism thal it seens, for
toexisis in oa conlext of severe anlisex-
ualism. You write: . . . straight sex is
almost invariably desiructive of personal
relationships. However, when deep, abid-
g pevsonal relatiouships have been es-
tablished, then sex, while it does not
strenglhen the velationship, does nothing
1o damage it.” Sowme endovsement. Sex
may hurt, but it can never help! Despite
the  passing  refevence to “sociological
and psychological studies” (your own?),
these conclusions on the effects of sex in
courtship have no foundation in fact.

And your statement that, while it
would be good if young people waited
a bit longer before getting married, “I
do not believe that this really must sig-

»

nificantly involve sex,” is incredible.
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Contrary to the Impresston you lraoe
gained from your obseyeation of some of
the student velattonships at Allegheny
College, in the extensive scientific study
of male and [emale sexual belwiior con-
ducted by the Institute for Sex Rescarch
at Indiana University, a sighificant cor
relatton was found between premarital
sexual experience and suecessful mar-

ringe.

SEX WITHOUT LOVE

Therve is one point on the subject of
sex that 1 do not believe has been ade-
quately discussed in The Playboy Philos-
oplry. What ave the consequences of sex
without emouonal involvementz You say
that Helner bhelieves “sex without love is
better than no sex ar all” (The Playboy
Forum, April 1965), but I contend that
this idea suggests only the quick, imper-
soral visit 10 the local brothel,

While this may be an acceprable intro-
duction 10 the world ol sex, I cannor be-
lieve that the mature male can obtain
the sexual sausfaction he desires without
cmotional involvement with his pariner.
The problem here may be in the use ol
the word “love.” "Sex without love” is it
rather nebulous  statement, since the
word love has various meanings o
different people. Tor a sexual relation-
ship (as opposed 10 an ephemeral physi.
cal satislacton for one party) there must
be mutual desive, which requires o cer-
tain amount ol emotional imvolvement.

Joseph W, Drewry
Virginia Polytechnic Institute
Blacksburg, Virginia

Mutual desive doesn’t neecessarily re-
quive emotional mmvoloement. Obuvtous-
ly, tivo peaple can just go to bed for the
sheev  pleasure  of ii. However, thal
doesn’t negate your main argument thai
sex s better with emotional vapport. We

agrece.

WHO NEEDS LOVE?

I've agreed with nearly  evervihing
Helner has smd, but T must object to
what I feel is implied in the mordinate
glorification ol the emotional aspects of
sex. I object to what is impliat in such
statements as . . . osex without love is
berter than no sex at all.” 1 wounld rather
stress sex as an adjunct o love, not the
reverse. This odd  preoccapation with
love is an emotional hang-up.

A relationship with an emotional basis
can be a very rewarding experience; but
to mply allection somehow justihies sex,
or that casual sexual acuvity 1s in rather
poor taste, is hardly realistic.

We probably do more damage by at-
tempting o make of sex more than it is,
than by all the reswrictions and inhibi-
tions in the world. This is really what
prudery and permissiveness are about.
The conservative element exalts sex so
that a casual attitade toward it is i the
same class with disrespect of God; and
the liberal-progressives condemn any re-

...leave the bottle on the
cﬁz}n/(;ypz'ece. and don't ash me

to take none, but let me put my lips

to it when [ am so d. l?oged e
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strictions at all, defending  themselves
against the charge of promiscuity by
flinging “love” in the Lace ol criticism.
They exalt sex with a fervor bordering
on religious zeal.

So the conservatives rvave about “ir-
responsibility,” which is just a way of
saying you're doing something T don’t
like: and the liberals scream “tyrant,”
which is to say vou're telhing me I can't
do something I want . The upshot s
that everyone loses sight of the real
problem: which is. as Helner has often
said, whether anvone has the right o
regulate a purely personal activity be-
tween consenting adults when that activ-
ity does no violence to the society in
which they live.

Helner uses the old love and vesponsi-
bility gambit 100 ofien, though, There
simply is no sexual acuvity among adults,
within the context of mutual consent,
that needs justihcation or reason. Sex
just o5, and o vy o defend or justify it
is as silly as defending or justilying the
force ol gravity. And. T might add: o
deny 1t is just as hopeless!

The sexual belhuvior of hunuins s
mostly socially oricnted. Anv activiry ex-
cept during ovulation is & waste of ellort
as far as reproduction is  concerned.
(Which. incidentally. is why the Catholic
attitude toward birth conwrol is such ar-
rant nonsense.) Any further sexual activ-
iy [except during  ovulation for the
purposc ol conception] is, for the female,
a means ol securing the continued aten-
tions of a hushand. This need not be a
conscious thing: it is simply the way we
are made. The human child yequires an
extended period ol cie and cducation.
This is best provided in o family situa-
tion, which is preserved by the continu-
ing sex relationship between the parents.

To impute so much value 10 emotion-
al involvement in sex is 1o aggrandize it
all our of proportion w its Imporiance.
Members ol an advanced culture can
alford the luxury ol sewing themselves
the prerequisite of love, il they wish: but
there s certamnly Livde caltural or bio-
logical basis for sudt o requirement.

What s required is 1o dispel some ol
the mystical atribuies ol love, and re-
SIOFe SEX Lo its proper position as a good
and pleasant, and quite dispensable (ex-
cept in s veproductive funcuion) pas-
time. Let us put aside sex per se and
concentrate on the abstract concept of
personal Ireedom.

George R. Fisher, Jr.
Pasco. Washingion

Hefner doesn’t assoctate sex with love
- order 1o justify the former: he agrees
that it requires no such justification.
Sex with emotional involoement is pref-
erable to sex alone, because 51 doubles
the pleasuye that way. providing both
physical and emotional satisfaction al
the same time. As for our society’s “odd
preoccupation with love,” we confess to
enjoving the “emotional hang-up”; and

e think it seould be a vather draly old
world withont i, Actually, we seem to
have a higher vegavd [or loie and sex
than you do. For if youw're under the
imfesston that, apart from procreation,
the only reason women engage in sex
ts lo secure “the continued atteniions”
of men, you have a lot e learn about
the opposite sex—in both departments.

CHRISTIAN RE-EXAMINATION

I generally agree with the views ex-
pressed in the Philosophy  povtion ol
vour fhne publicition—and concur in
your conviction that the puritimical ver-
sion of religion (which is hardly Chris-
an!y has done great damage o the
proper understanding of one ol God’s
very good gilts, humun sex.

That there has been a revolution in
thinking on the subject is. in my opin-
ion, a very good thing, and while nor ad-
vocating licentiousness in any lorm. 1
believe that both protessionals and laity
i the Chostian Churdhy must re-exam
me carelully ther adeas about the entire
role of sex in their own lives and e the
larger life of sociery.

The Rev. Bruce L. LeBarron
Rector, Trinity Church
Lime Rock, Connecticut

CLERICAL HAND WRINGING

I'm becoming mcreasingly accustomed
o finding that so-called religious “leiud-
ers” (and here no olfense is intended in
a personal sense o the  distinguished
panel members themselves) cinnor dis-
cuss  anv  subject without  hecoming
irapped in a lot of verbiage. The vound
table runs all around Robin Hood's harn
to arrive right back at the same place—
mamelv. a lot of hand wringing about
whit o dithcult problem this is.

Whatever may be said about the cur-
rent revolutions”™ (sexual, religious, po-
litical, cic), one thing is quite clear:
They poine 10 the demad that sita-
tions be dealt with sitvationally. 1 can’t
imagine how long it's going 1o take us o
wike up 1o the rather obvious Lace that
ONe CIMOL Sit i SOMme IWory lower, or
(this is 0o vrue 1o miss saving) radio sta-
ton, and make pronouncements about
what people should or should not do.
How cm we know the motives, back-
grounds.  pressures  and  circumstances
that lorm the backdrop against which
real decisions are made?

What 15 a heinous sin in one context
may be absolutely redemprtive in another.
Sex may be exploitative and irrespon-
sible or it may be constractive and edily-
ing—Dboth in and out of marnage. The
most that can be said is that in the iree
exchange ol discussion and informaton,
we cinoassist persons to amake the best
possible decisions and choices, expecting
both successes and Gailures 10 resule.

Here in dhis area is wheve the job
must be done. In  churches, homes,

schools—ves. even magazines—we must
endeavor to lashion mature minds and
spirits who, while nou alraid ol lile and
mterpersonal encounter of any sort, take
very scriously the consequences ol their
attitudes and  behavior. Anything short
ol this is a misuse of God's gilt of mind
and body.

The Rev. Robert R, Hansel
St. Luke's Episcopal Church
Fall River, Massachuseuts

THE CLEANSING RITUAL

Your Playboy Philosoply is indeed
provocative. However much we religion-
ists [latter ourselves to the contrary, 1 be-
lieve you will hind thar vehgion makes a
comparatively poor inculcator ol moral
behavior. Tt is my own working principle
that moral behavior is not properly con-
strned s a primary objective ol religion:
it is, vather, a by-product. One is more
imclined o adopt behawvioral  preceprs
from the actions of respected, nonau-
thoritarian associates.

Nor should rravsoy laner itsell thas
it s a potent force in the process ol
moral inculcation. It is, however, sharing
in a lunction customarily perlormed by
religion—the cleansing ritual.

The best place o study this phenome-
non is not with academic in ethics
and moral theology, but with anthro-
pologists. Such discussion may be less
compelling from the viewpoint ol jour-
nalism. but T submit for vour considera-
ton that it will come nearer Iruition
than the reciprociting apologetics be-
tween Mr. Helner and the dergy.

The Rev. J. Raymond Fisher
Palacios, Texas

GOD IS LOVE

Helner's Philosoplty is wonderful. 1
join all those who have hailed his re
scarch (which s indeed considerable)
and his courage. Il he s ever arested
again lor his editorializing. we'll all
come to help him. sit in the cell with
him, if need be. One word that he was
in trouble would bring us all w his
rescue.,

I am a Catholic. T love the Catholic
Church Tor its great works of mercy and
charity. Nothing else so lovingly minis-
ters o the physical necds of mum, excepu
for sex. I pray daily that the Ecumenical
Council will be forced. by knowledge-
able Catholic leaders, 1o cleanse s dog-
mas ol medieval thought. It has been my
experience, in the confessional (and |
am a convert—confession did not come
easy to me) 1o come upon a few priests
who have learned to interprer what they
have heard i that litde box, ol man’s
(and woman's) sexual needs, These men,
as yet, are rave, but they exist, and one
can take hope that the young men enter-
ing the seminaries, with their thorough
wraining in psychology, will one day be
able 1o change the existing  dogmas.

(continued on page 188
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: PET E R O’T O O L E

a candid conversation with the impudent, irreverent irish actor

Our mierviewer is the noted English
drama critic  Kenneth  Tynan, whom
readers will remember as the author
of our September 1963 ivlerview with
Richard Burion, as well as of two
PLAYBOY arlicles: “Papa and the Play-
wright” (May 1964) and “Beal’e in the
Bull Ring” (January 1965). Tynan writes
of this month's charismatic subject:

“Peter  Seamus O'Toole, born  in
County Galway 32 years aco, became an
emigrant at the age of one, when his
Jamily left Iveland to settle in the York-
share city of Leeds. Bad health and war-
time cvacuation kept him out of school
until he was 11, and two vears later he
gave up formal education [or good. Afi-
er spells in journalism and the navy, he
won a scholarship to the Rova! Academy
of Dramatic Avt in London. A spectacu-
larly promising graduate, he went on to
serve a lough professional apprentice

ship at the Bristol Old Vie, Britain’s
leading  provincial stronghold  of  good

theater, where he spent  three seasons
playing everything from Shakespeare to
John Osborne. Alveady drums were beat-
g throughout the profession, signaling
the arrival of an  exceplional talent.
O'Toole got the [ull fanfare in 1959, play-
mg a garrulous Cockney oynic m Willis
Hall's London hut, "The Lons and the
Short and the Tall” Since then he has
built lumself three mternational veputa-
tions: as a Shakespearean actor (Shylock
and  Petvuchio  al  Stratford-on-Avon,
Hamlet in the inaugural production of

“I adore making love, I really do, but I
don't want babies at the end of cvery
sweet howr. Unless bivth contrvol is sanc-
tioned, the world is gommg to be in ter-
rible trouble.”

Britain’s National Theater), as a star of
epte movies (‘Lawrence of Arabia,’ ‘Beck-
et ‘Lord Jim’), and as a manic, vound-
the-clock hell-vaiser. Once, picked up on
a drunk-and-disorderly charge, he 1old
the court: ‘I felt like singing and began
to woo an imsurance building.”

“I went (o see him at his home near
Hampstead Heath, the lofty stretch of
parkland that overlooks central London
from the north. Herve he lives, tall and
lean and Irvish, with his tall, lean, Welsh
wife, actress Sian Plallips, and their two
hittle  givls—five-year-old Kate and two-
vear-old Pal. Traffic voars by a few
yards f[rom the front door; O Toole's
den is at the back of the house and bears
outside it a brass plate that reads: Tne
MARCUS LUccicos RooM. This is a privale
Shakespearean joke: Marcus Luccicos is
an offstage character in "Othelly’ who,
despite an  wrgent summons from the
Venetian senate, fails to arvive and s
never mentioned again. The yvoom s
plastered  with  theatrical  posters,  pic-
tures and prints of actors, and dozens of
trophies, ncluding the gloves worn by
Siv- Henry Droing in Tennyson's chron-
icle play ‘Becket” There is also a tape
recorder, on which O'Toole has been
known to  record his early-morning
cough. He claims that it is comparable,
i iis spectal racking intensity, only to
that of Jason Robards, [Jr.

“He met me looking as he sometimes
does i movies, wan with .s‘fr'r‘pft’.\'.\'llf'.\'.c,
his complexion etiolated as if dusted

“I belicve that the number 11 bus goes
to Hammersmith and that Sania Claus
't drivang it And I believe in Gandli's
remark that God las no vight to appear
to mankind excepl in the shape of bread.”

with powdered ash. But the old insom-
nwc Celtic dynamo was still whirring
within him, and he said he was ready to
talk. Would I mind if he rambled, he
asked. I said not in the least; and—as
Jelly Roll Morton used 1o sing—1)dn't
He Ramble, speaking in a spasmodic
flow of Yorkshive-inflected Irish, punc-
tuated by snorting hools of laughter. To
paraphrase the tag line of the same song,

‘I hope the butchers never cut him
down.'”
PLAYBOY: During the two yecars you

spent in school, what were you good ar?
OTOOLE: | was very good at English
composition. I wrote a marvelous thing
once, called “A Sound of Revelry.” It
was all about a village idiot I once met,
an old twat named Obadiah, who heard
a sound of revelry. He got into this pub
where everyone was playing darts and
enjoving themselves, and he joined in
the darts match, and they all poured
mixed drinks down him—créme de
menthe  and  altershave lotion. Then
they Kicked him out; he got thrown
through the door. But when I met him
in the sireet ouwside, he felt perfectly
happy; he'd been accepred at last. Apart
from composition. 1 couldn't do any-
thing much except play Rughy football.
PLAYBOY: Wus it a Catholic school?

OTOOLE: Christ, it was so bloody Cath-
olic it'’d frighten vou. It was about as
Catholic as you can get—the full expa

“The truth is that I dislike the filn
world. I think 1 am temperamentally un-
sutlee 1o i1, I simply can’t bear being
nmicroscopically examined by a camera
from movning till night.”
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uiate Irish nunnery. Probably the first
word [ ever heard was “sin.”

PLAYBOY: What does sin mean o vou?
O TOOLE: Well, I feel it going into a
New York bar late at night. You see,
they used 10 have no licensing laws in
lreland and the place was rather dull.
but now the bars have to close at 11
night. and you can commit sin by having
a drink. It's a great gas. But [ used to
sce st as black horseshit—steaming horse
droppings, but black. It used to paralyze
me, still does. 1 still have a reek ol sin.
PLAYBOY: What's the most sinful thing
you ever did at school?

OTOOLE: The hrst tme 1 was really
aware of committing a grievous sin. the
full mea maxima culpa. was when 1 was
a very small thing. av inlamt school. 1
drew a picure of a horse pecing, and 1
got the crap beaten out ol me by lots ol
great horrible  hawks—Happing  nuns
with white, withered hands. They'd nev
er held a man, those hands.

PLAYBOY: What's the most sinlul thing
vou've ever known a [riend of yours to
do?

OTOOLE: | can’t tell you the most—ithere's
a different one every week—but 1 can tell
vou the most recent. I know a lovely girl
who's full of life and spirit. She married
a le'low I never liked the look of, and he
made her sign a paper, which he put in
his safe. swearing that she'd always wear
black and would never sing [olk songs. 1
don’t know why, but that made me ill.
He was buichering something that was
so preity. that would make any hour
sweeter. But T get resentiul ar the fun
miest things. That was just last week's.
PLAYBOY: During vour school days vou
served as an aliar bov. What was at like?
OTOOLE: It means being a sort of
master ol ceremonics. It means knowing
the protocol, and occasionally reminding
the gentleman  in charge that we're
doing Low Mass, not High Mass, and
giving him litdde nudges. But 1 loved
every second of it. Aler all. drama as we
know it in England was started by the
Church; look at the morality plays. The
Mass was my hrst performance; it's as
simple as that. Also, believe it or not, 1
really believed. During the War, when
sweets were rationed. I used to go in the
church and put a bloody 1offee on the
alwar rail. That's a kid's action. but I was
really hooked on the ceremony: 1 loved
it. I had very liule horizon then, and for
me it was something  splendid  beyond
words. How does one believe? What's
the mechanism of beliel? T haven't the
fainest idea.

PLAYBOY: When vou married Sian, she
was a divorced woman. Did that involve
you in any conscience struggle?
OTOOLE: 1 haven't had a  conscience
struggle with the Church since 1T was
about 16, when 1 sirolled our ihrough
the door and never went back. But [ sull
have spasms and twitches, because, look,
there's nothing more potent and highly

changed 1o a kid than the whole idea of
transubstantiation and the robes and the
incense and the candles and the bleed-
ing lamb and the crown of thorns.
PLAYBOY: You felt all this in Protes-
it Britain?

OTOOLE: Ah, but i a Mick commun-
ity. And there’s nothing more Mick than
an expatriate Mick—take a look at the
Irish bars on Third Avenue. Have vou
ever been o Leeds? 1 just spent three
sieepless nights there celebrating my [a
ther’s birthday;: he was born at midnight
on St. Pawrick’s Day, he admits 1o 75 and
looks 50. Wisdom ol my [ather, uttered
- a pub last Thursday night: “You can
lead a horse 1o water, but thubarh musi
be lorced.™

PLAYBOY: When did you lose vour vir-
ginity?

OTOOLE: On the sieps ol a  church,
steangely. | was 15, and whao 1 felt was
gross humiliation. I went our with a
friend and we found 1wo very expen
enced  ladies—semiprofessional, 1 think.
The only advice I'd had was 1o take the
tative, so I steered the lady's hand in
a certain divection. The first thing she
said on making contact was, “Put that
on the mantelpiece: I'll smoke it in the
morning.” 1 saw her again about six
vears ago in a pub: we had a quiet word
and giggled a bit. But at the time T feh
cnormous guilt—sins ol the fllesh, sins
agamst our Blessed Lidy. 1 had 10 con-
fess i in fact 1t was almost the last time
I confessed. “Was it with a woman. my
sonz” “Yes, Father.” "Was she nunried,
my son:" I think not, Father.” That
cost me a coup’e of rosaries and all the
stations ol the aoss—ihe full Waiting for
CGodol routine.

PLAYBOY: Aler school vou went mto
journalism. How did that happen?
OTOOLE: I had a very good f[riend

who was a priest. and he wanted 1o save
me from being a grease monkey. because
at that time my whole ambition was o
sell Jaguars. Anvway, the general man
ager of one ol the local papers was a Cath
olic. 50 he Tound me a job as eaboy and
copyboy. It lasied from the age of 14 10
the age of 18. I wrote captions, and went
to foothall and cricket matches, and
cven got tickets for the theater. T was a
critic. T used o review striptease artists,
and Buster Keaton, and Laurel and Har-
dy, and plays at the Theater Roval. Also
I learned about photography. working
m a horrible darkroom. and became a
sort of assistant art editor. 1 remember 1
usecd to gee horse meit for the chiel pho-
tographer. Never knew why he wanted
it; probably he was Kinky for horses. A
betting man, perhaps. But all this was
my real education, and it moves me to
think about it. because it was marvelous
for me. a slum Mick, 1o be pushed into
something that seemed so  enormously
sophisticated. I entered the company of
literate men; they liked me and wok me
around, hid me under their overcoats in

bars. And every week I had wwo alter
noons olf 1o nke classes in English Liter-
ature. 1 began o leel instructed  and
liberated.

PLAYBOY: Do you go back 10 Ireland
olten?

OTOOLE: Whenever I'm not working
I go 0 Galway and Connemara, provid-
ed I can get past Dublin. With Dublin,
the only thing you can do is turn up the
collar ol your coat, pull your hat down
over vour eves and walk straight through
it; otherwise you're there forever. But
no anc’s ever flourished in Ireland; her
greatest export 1s men. Look at the thea-
ter, for instance: Run through Farquhar,
Sheridan.  Goldsmith,  Wilde,  Shaw,
Svnge, O'Casey. Brendan Behan and
Samuel Becket—all wild geese who flew
the coop.

PLAYBOY: Whit was vour hrst
appearance?
OTOOLE:  Aged  sin,  as  «  character

called Professor Toto in a children’s con-
cert. I had 1o feed a donkev sugar.
PLAYBOY: And how did you get the
part that led o evervthing else—as Pri-
vate Bamforth in The Long and the
Short and the Tall?

OTOOLE: They sent me the script and
I wrote back saving it's marvelous; who-
ever plays it will become a star, and
please let it be me. Next thing I know.
Albert Finney's playing it, and the next
thing I know alter that is that Albie's
got appendicitis, and they're asking lor
me again. At first I turned then down,
because Albie and I had jomed the Roy-
al Academy together, and we were both
tottering about wrying to get our feet in
the door—in fact, we still have a certain
sort of dark professional rivalryv—but in
the end 1 100k the part. and I'm very
p'eased 1 did. Apart Irom anything else,
I got 1o meet Katharine Hepburn. She
cme round one night after the show
and smd she liked it very much, but 1
wis 100 overwhelmed 1o speak, so we
just said bye-bye. Then suddenly my
phone never stopped ringing—producers
and directors all wanting me, which sur-
prised me, becse T was bad news at the
tme: they'd written me off as a Cockney
savage. But she'd gone around and done
a Barnum and Bailey for me. 1 met peo-
ple—and I keep on meeting people—
who'd say: “Kate Hepburn told me all
about you” What a sweer thing. |
thought: T hope 10 Christ I can do the
same for someone someday. Then sud
denly my wife was big with child. When
it was a girl. T thought: Why not name
her after that beautiful thing? So 1
called her Kate. I never told Miss Hep-
burn. though.

PLAYBOY: It waus around this time that
vou had vour nose hxed, wasn't i?
OTOOLE:  What  happened  was  very
simple. I'd already had my hooter kicked
a4 bit on several occasions. and during
The Long and the Short and the Tall 1
got it kicked to death again—onstage. It
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was flattened all over my face. Then a
part came up in a film called The Day
They Robbed the Bank of England and,
as I say, the poison had already gone out
about me being a horrible savage, so 1
thought. well, [——= it, at least I'll get the
thing gathered into a tidy heap. So 1 had
it changed for the purpose of being able
to play in pictures. Simple as that.

PLAYBOY: Have you had any other
physical problems?
O'TOOLE: My eyes, mainly. I've had

cight operations on the lelt one alone.
It’s in the family: my old man has got
funny eyes, woo. I don’t need glasses. but
I go cross-eved very quickly, and sirong
lighe affects me; 1 respond to it with
lumps behind the eyeball that have to
be taken off regularly. 1 think it's psy-
chosomatic, really. Or perhaps it's a kind
ol sugmata. There 1 go—on the aoss
again. Did T tell you. by the way, that
my daughter Kate is geuning religious?
She went to a Christmas show at a Cath-
olic school near here and came home
raving about what she called “an activiey
play in which Jesus Kite was killed at
the crossings.” But another thing about
me. I used 10 have a ferocious stammer
and a bisp. 1 got them cured playing
Rugby in the navy against the Swedish
police. T turned up late and the captain
punished me by making me play in the
pack—with the [orwards, you know, a lot
ol huge grcat pork butchers sweltering
about all over the place. My whole Rug-
by life had been beamed on the fact that
[ kept well away from the pack, but
there 1 was, sweating and heaving
among the best. Having had every bone
crushed, T was moved to fullback. which
is suicide allev—I mean, s ridiculous—
and people were yelling “Die. Navy, die
with it!” and “Tigerish now, Navy!”
Anvway, | did dic with it on one occa-
sion and someone kicked me strmight in
the mouth and cur my 1ongue in hall. 1
didn’t know what T was doing—probably
trving 1o lick the sale off his knees like
my dog does when it’s hot—but anvhow,
my tongue wias hanging out like a
moose’s  uvula, and  crunch  went  dus
great Swedish bogey, and T woke up in
hospital. They made me do exercises for
weeks—counting my  ieeth  with  my
tongue and things like that—and [ never
stammered  again.

PLAYBOY: So much for physical afflic-
tions. Has anyone ever written anvthing
about you that hurt your feelings?
OTOOLE: Olten. I gave up reading re-
views years ago. because (a) 1 found it
unprofitable and (b) 1 was always being
accused of wearing oo much make-up.
Evervone else could come on drenched in
crepe hane, but Paddy O™ Toeole would be
attacked for wearing make-up. But the
thing that hurt me most was when some-
one sand thac I only acted 1o demonstrate
how pretty 1 was. Which was very unlair,
because I've always considered myself 1o
be the author’s advocate. Mind you, I'm

at the stage now where I don't give a
damn what anybody says. All I care about
is whether I think the work’s going well.
PLAYBOY: In 1959, the drama critic of
The New Yorker said that you had
“a technical authority that mav, given
discipline and purpose, presage great-
ness.” Any comments?

OTOOLE: Discipline? I've always had that;
despite the rumors, I'm one of the most
frightening old disciplinarians who ever
drew breath. And purpose? If that means
dedication and a serious point of view,
let. me remind you that it was me as
Hamlet  who opened the National
Theater.

PLAYBOY: You were once quoted in
print as having said: "1 want 10 do the
film of My Fair Lady. It'll be good for
me to act with Audrey Hepburn.” Did
you say that?

OTOOLE: Never in my life. It's also in
print that I'm living with Rudolf Nure-
vev, and that isn’t true either. The simple
fact is that someone from Warner Bros,
approached me about My Fair Lady,
and I said that I thought they were pot-
ty and that the only man who could amd
should play Higgins was Rex Hurrison. 1
did say 1 wouldn’t mind playing Doolit-
tle, but they didn't like that at all.
PLAYBOY: You've made vour name in
films playing tormented heroes who end
up more or less martyred. Do you e¢njoy
being “on the cross™?

OTOOLE: No, but I kmow what you
mean. I read a piece about me the other
day with a headline that wene: “r'a
TIRED OF PLAYING SUFFERING GENTS IN
THE FAR EAsT.” But lecs go through the
list. Lawrence of Arabia? Yes. | suppose
he was a martvr of sorts, Henry 11 in
Becket?>  Well, he ended up  being
whipped for his sins, but he didn't enjoy
it. He accepred it because it was politi-
cally expedient. and he loathed every
second of it. As for Lord Jim. he certain-
ly chose 1o die, but I plaved him not for
that reason but because it was the only
chance I'd ever had of doing a Western
—or an Eastern, il vou like. He was a
simple, silent, guiltridden lellow who
rides into own like Shane; 1 just lancied
the idea.

PLAYBOY: You've also appeared as God
m John Huston's movie of The Bible.
OTOOLE: Yes, I played the Author. As
a matter of lact, there are three of me in
the ilm. Huston had this marvelous idea
about the three swangers who appear to
Abraham in Chaprer 18 ol Genesis. He
thinks theyre a pre-ccho ol the Trinity,
so 1 play all three ol them, and one of
them 15 God. 1 use three dillerent voices,
ranging {rom senile Scunthorpe 10 juve-
nile Scunthorpe. [The Scunthorpe  dis-
trict in northern England is 1o Yorkshire
what Brooklyn is 10 New York or Pomo-
na to Los Angeles: a stock target for lo-
cal comics.|

PLAYBOY: Youre among the very few

screen actors who have ever played God.
What's He like in vour version?
OTOOLE: He's the full anthropomor-
phic God. He’s the troubled old fellow
who comes down and has 10 decide
whether or not 10 blow up Sodom and
Gomorrah. And He has the first recorded
Levantine argument with Abraham about
how many righteous people make a town
worth saving—50. 30, 10; they really
bargain with each other. When 1 ar-
rived in Rome 1o start work, they gave
me the wsuxl first-Communion nightie
and a pair of wings, because they obvi-
ously hadn’t read the Old Testament.
So John Huston asked me how [ thought
Abraham would visualize God, and 1
said it would be more like a Hiuite
statue, and so that's how we did it Its
;lmhrnpomorplli(' with a vengeance, be-
cause we played it Tor a lot of fun, What
else can you do? “Sarah was reproved.”
1t says rather sternly in the Bible, after
she's spent a perlealdy innocent night
with Abimelech. How can Sarah be re-
proved? She's 127 years old.

PLAYBOY: Alter The Bible, you made
a comedy called What's New, Pussycat?
with Peter Sellers. Evervbody agrees that
it's fairly [ar our. Are they correct?
OTOOLE: It depends what vou mean
by [ar out. Everyday life is far out. I first
realized that many vears ago, when I
turned on the radio and someonc was
asking a man to describe his most embar
rassing experience. I've never forgotien
what he said. 1 was sitting @t home one
night. washing my wombone, when 1
looked through the window, and there
in the moonlight on the auzy paving 1
saw a hedgchog. Thinking it might be
thirsty. I took it out a saucer of gin. The
lollowing morning 1 observed that the
gin was untouched. Imagine my embair-
rassment when I found that it wasn’t a
hedgehog at all: it was a lavatory brush.”
F'm sorry, bur il thar isn't far out, [
don’t know what is. What was he doing
washing a trombone? But o get back to
Pussycat:  We began with a brilliane.
sketchy, Perelmanesque seript by Woody
Allen, who is a genius. Then things got
a litde neurotic, with lots of politics and
inhighting and  general weachery. and
finallv—with the ghost of W. C. Fields
hovering over our heads—we improvised
the whole thing from swart 10 finish,
There were areas in the seript thar were
undeveloped. which s the norm with
most films: You cast hrst and write alier-
ward. I actually wrote with my own [air
hand about three filths of the seripr.
When I say “wrote” T mem that we'd
meet at ten m the morning—sellers and
I and Clive Donner, the divecior—and sit
around talking and hoping. Sellers had
the ideas. T did the words and Clive was
the arbitrator. We jotted things down on
the backs ol conraceprives and off we
went. I play a fashion journalist and
Scllers is my analyst. We ook it on the
wing every day, grabbed an idea and
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built 1t from there. I've seen 30 minutes
of the rough cut and I {cll on the floor.
PLAYBOY: What will your next film
Le?

OTOOLE: Will Adams. I'm making it
with my own company. John Huston is
roing to direct, Dalton Trumbo has
written the finest script that ever
breathed, and I've got Toshire Mifune—
the greatest actor in Japan—to play in it
with me. Will Adams was the first Eng-
lishman to go to Japan. He's the un-
known Elizabethan. He made a much
greater contribution than  Raleigh or
Drake, but he committed two grievous
aimes: He was born in the lower classes,
and he didn't come home to share the
goodies. He was a shipbuilder's appren-
tice who fought against the Armada and
went off with a Dutch rading fleet to
open up the East Indian mirket. He was
wrecked on the shores of Japan, where
the Jesuits grabbed him—the Portuguese
Jesuits, whose main  contributions  to
Japanese civilization were Christianity
and the gun. He was sentenced to be
crucified—as you've already spotted, the
cross occurs and recurs in my speech—
when the emperor met him and liked
him. He taught the emperor mathemat-
ics. built his first ship for him and be-
came his most powerful advisor, the first
and last white samurai. 1 don't want 1o
raise any monuments. but Adams was
about the onlv one of Elizabeth's great
globe-trotters who didn’t go 1o plunder.
PLAYBOY: How did you find out about
him?

OTOOLE: I met an actor in Kyoto who
told me the story. Have you seen the
Zen garden in Kvoto? Just five rocks and
a load of pebbles—but the use of space!
I sat there and T contemplated peace.
Japanese pocts have been describing it
for centuries, but for me it was like a
huge ocean, with little bits of life ap-
pearing and being verv beautiful—and
being allowed to be beautilul. Anyway,
that was where T met this actor. who told
me that Adams was still revered as a
Buddhist saint. with a shrine ol his own
and a'l thae 1 listened with my mouth
wide open, came home and looked up
the records, and got thoroughly hooked.
PLAYBOY: You're producing Will Adams
voursell. Would you also like to be a
direcror?

OTOOLE: Only if 1T wasn’t acting as
well. Direction is something very odd
and vecent. Iv's an innovation of the
20th Century, invented 1o protect the
author from the vagaries ol the actor-
manager: | think it’s time there was an
imnovation 1o protect the author and the
actor and the public from the vagaries of
the director. Given a good play and a
good team and a decent set, vou could
chain a blue-arsed baboon in the stalls
and get whae is known as a production,
But my wrouble is. I love acting. 1 think
it's the micest thing that ever happened
10 anyone.

PLAYBOY: What play would you most
like o him?

OTOOLE: King ILear. And I'm going
to make 1. One of the marvelous things
about having a few shillings is that I'm
in a position to call the shots. And [
hope the director will be Kurosawit, the
man who made Rashomon. 1 think he
knows Lear in his bones—that mono-
lithie, feudal thing.

PLAYBOY: Will von be inlluenced by
the famous Paul Scoheld performance of
Lear, which Peter Brook direcied for the
Royal Shakespeare Company? He played
Lear not as the usual titanic hero, but as
a aanky old man whose daughters prob-
ably had very good reasons for resenting
him.

OTOOLE: | didn’t like the Scofield
Lear. It was a tremendous performance,
but it wasn’t the play the fellow wrote. 1
realize that nowadays vou can’t :ccept
things like voyal authority and feudal
command, and T also realize that the
text ought to reflect what Hamlet calls
“the very age and body of the time”: but [
wanted o call for “Author!” at the end,
and I expected Peter Brook to come run-
ning on. Shakespeare’s Lear was an
appalling, dotty old man with two daugh-
ters who were the original ugly sisters.
That's the simple plot premise, and the
whole play is about undressing—taking
oft clothing and crowns and dtes. Re-
move these things and vou get the
“poor, bare, forked animal™: that's the
theme, and Shakespeare has rivers of
irony flowing to express it. without any
help from Mr. Brook. Of course, Shake-
Sl}(‘:ll'l! I“ilk(,’ﬁ W comnent on our [illll.‘fr—]
played Shvlock with one foot in Ausch-
wiz—but you musin’t forger the peo-
ple he wrote for. who knew all about
robes and ceremonies. His theter wasn't
only a temple of the arts, it wis a corn
exchange. As an acior, Paul Scofield is a
gent who could show us all the way
home. His performance was exiraordi-
nary. I cime home haunted by the
bloody thing. and | keep on waking up
saving the lines as he sad them. Bun in
the whole conception. 1 felt there was
oo much bending. It bent the ext. To
me, Lear is the greaest artilact ever and.
vain as I am. T don't intend 1o arv it un-
ul I'm about five vears older. T haven't
got the equipment.

PLAYBOY: You once said that vou hated
the “head-back-and-sonoritv-of-utterance”
school ol acting. Docsn't it sceretly rather
atriact you?

OTOOLE: I'm anracted, ves. but T don't
want to join it I wruly do not like arias.
I can play John Giclgud's records for
hours. and I can watch Callas  spell-
bound. Theyre phenomena, and I'm
quite  prepared 1o adore phenomena.
But I'd haie 10 copy them. I loathe Vie
torian floridity: I even dislike florid op-
cra: Lucia di Lammermoor drives me up

the wall. No, I just like actors to talk
sense.

PLAYBOY: Since you've been in a posi
tion to choose your parts, have vou ever
plaved a character the audicnce was
meant 1o hate?

OTOOLE: ['ve played several [ullsized
monsters—Lawrence, for instance. Didn't
everyonc hate Lawrence? I'm not like
John Giclgud, who says he can’t possibly
persuade  audiences to  dislike him. 1
know more about villains than 1 know
about heroes, and I'm prepared 10 siate
a casc for them. People say T romami-
cized Lord Jim. 1 don’t know whether
that’s true. because I haven't seen it I've
never seen any of my pictures all the
way through.

PLAYBOY: Isn’t that rather unprofessional?
OTOOLE: The rcasons are orilly proles
sional. The first time I saw mysell was
in the rushes of The Day They Robbed
the Bank of England and 1 was shattered.
For the next two weeks I felt like death:
I couldn’t work, 1 couldn’t talk: I just
posed and farted about like an idiot. It
made me  self-conscious and  awkward.
Sellf-aware is one thing: sell-conscious is
another. The wruth is that I dislike the
film world. I think I am temperamentally
unsuited to it. I simply can’t bear being
microscopically examined by a camera
from morning ull night.

PLAYBOY: lets talk about artists you
admire. What comedians, for cxample,
make vou laugh?

OTOOLE: LEnglish comics like Sid Field,
who's dead. and Jimmy James. who's
just retired—he was the comics” comic.
You felt secure the moment he set loot
on the stage: it was like watching a
great violinist take up his bow or a grea

surgeon  pick  up  the  scalpel.  And
Frankie Howerd—hike w die! For me, the
sreatest  Americin comic was W, C.

Fields. He had this wick that all great
comics have: They're blinkered: they re-
fuse 10 see anvthing except one blink
cred poimt of view, from which they
trample on unremittingly. It may lead
them o illogical conclusions, but they'll
stand by those conclusions: thev'll die
for them. And it's funny, because for
them iv's real. I mean, when Fields hated
children. he  veally  did. And  when
Irancic Howerd gets indignant. he's real-
Iy and passionaely furious. And I just wer
myse Lwghing. Oh, and T loreot Zero
Mostel, who's obviously a comic genius.
He came into this prenty house when
Sian and I had just bought it :nd it
looked like a great empiy soup kitchen
with workmen apping away all over the
place. He sirolled in with thit huge
great Irame and thar glare and  1thi
enomous authority, wearing a beret o
Limping. 1 believe he'd just knocked
down a bus in New York and the bus
company was suing him for damages.
Anvway, we had a few jars of boore mul
he suddenly glared at the workmen and

bellowed: “Take all the ceilings out! 1
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want i long, wall room!” And, by God,
they were nearly starting to do it
PLAYBOY: What do you think of Len-
ny Bruce?

O'TOOLE: He's something else. He was
my salvation when I went 10 Hollvwood
for the hrst time. It's a very unpleasam
place and I hated it. I mean. it looks like
a parking lot mixed with Coney Island,
which is enough to put any decent man
off. But people kept saying: “Wait till
vou get to Beverly Hills.” Well. T got o
Beverly Hills, and it was Christmas, and
I saw nothing but Sama Claus in neon
lights and reindeers climbing out of
ch'mmevs. The awlul thing is that every-
one who lives there loves it. But Lenny
was plaving ar the Unicorn and he re-
stored mv  sanitv—I  went night  aflter
night and died on the floor. What T love
about Lenny, apart from the [act that
we click as chums, is thar he's the only
man in show business who ¢ casual'y
describe a town hall as a shit house and
a hotel as a toi'et and get away with it
It's unbelievable, the way he switches
the audience on to his wave 'engih.
Again. it’s that blinkered point of view,
and that total sincerity.

PLAYBOY: Laurence livier directed you
in Hamlet at the National Theater in
1963. We're told he can be preuy in-
timidating when he wants 10 be, even at
the best of times. What was it like to
play Hamlet for a man who had made
history in the part himsell?

OTOOLE: I found him perhaps the least
terrifying man I've ever met in the
theater—beca at hrst glance 1T could
sce  through him and he could see
through me. and he knew that T knew
that he knew. Look, love, I've been bul-
lied all my lile by bigger experis than
Larry Olivier. T can assure vou. and he's
just got to get in line. He trned me to
stone a couple of times with that gray-
eyed. mvopic gaze of his. but a couple of
times he made me very happy. Alier one
rehearsal he said 1o the company: “La-
dies and gentlemen. for the first time in
living memory we have seen the real
Hamlet.” When the greatest actor on
two stalks says a thing like that. what
can vou do? OF course, I felt I was being
watched every minute.

PLAYBOY: Do vyou feel thar he may
have regarded vou as a potential threat—
as the young prince who might usurp his
throne?

OoTOOLE: Il he wus sending out waves
like that, I wasn't aware of them, and in
any case, it wouldn’t have affected me;
alter all, he asked me 1o play the bloody
thing. He came 1o the house and asked
me a lot ol oblique questions about the
part, and hnally I said 1o him: “Look, it
doesn’'t maner what theories I've got
about Hamlet. All that mauers is what
comes through in the performance.” 1
could have quoted exactly the fifth
emendation made by H. Curtis Scrotum

m 1855 and that sort of thing. but I see
no point in that kind of discussion. Be-
sides, I've worshiped at Larry's shrine for
years. Nothing has cver been done. or
will ever be done, like his Richard III at
the Old Vic in 1944, The relish of it—
that was what impressed me, although 1
was on'y a child—the way he seemed to
savor evervthing Riclurd said, with a
nagging, almost pedantic delight. Then
there was Trius Anevonicus, and Corio-
lanus, where he came on like a boy, with
that wonky, juvenile gait. 1'm hooked on
Larry O%ivier. T mean. he's done 1t; he's
sat on the top ol Lverest and waved
down at the Sherpas. He speaks from
O!ympian authority, and T think he bri-
dles that authority admirably. 1T know
lesser farts in bigger organizations who
brandish their puny accomplishments
like a club. But I'm not sure he ought to
be ruming the National Theater. Lar-
rv's business is acting: he belongs in the
stable, as head stallion. T don't think he’s
got a great deal 1o conribute as a direc
tor. In Hamlet 1 wandered amazed
among scenic flyovers and  rumpers: |
didn’t know where I was. T only did @t
because T was flattered out of my trou-
sers 1o be invited.

PLAYBOY: [ct's talk about books. Whi
modern novel have you most admired?
OTOOLE: (afch-22 comes popping into
my head. It's a mighimare, but it'’s the
truest thing I've ever read about war. It
described everything T felt in the navy.
PLAYBOY: Among living people, whom
would you like 1o meet that you haven't
already mer?

o'T00LE: Marlon Brando. [or one; I'm
a great stage-door  Johnny, Unul re-
cently, T'd have said John Steinbeck, but
['ve just mer him. The same applies 10
Gene Krupa. You see, I'm a bit ol an
amateur musician—imy  instruments  are
drums and bagpipes—and I used o play
with a jazz band in Leeds. Evervone
wrote us off as arty, nail-biting wife beat-
ers because we used to sing old Lead
belly songs that have since made the top
of the pops. That's when 1 first heard
about Gene Krupa, who's the finest or-
chestral drummer there ever was. T met
him the night Lord Jim nprrm.'d in New
York. Having shaken every hand in
sight, | slipped olf o the Mewopole bar,
and he drank Coca-Cola with me and
then went up and beat the living Jesus
out of those drums. It was a big thrill.
And, ol course, I'd love to meet Khru-
shchev, because he's the man who brought
Marxism away from the alwar, il you see
what I mean. And that wife ol his, with
those legs like milk bottles. T think
Khrushchev and T could have a really
good fuss together. I'd like to 1alk o
him about communism’s biggest mistake,
which was the use of history as a spine ol
infallible theory to support a body of
doubtful  practice. In [act, they alter
cach vertebra according to any prevail-

ing notion. They've done the Jesuitical
bit on Marxism. and that's a crime. It
isn’t as bad as the crimes of the Cathohie
Church, but it's in the same neighbor-
hood.

PLAYBOY: What people in the pasi—
real or fictitious—are you most fascinared
by?

OTOOLE: Don Quixote, Edmund Kean
the tragedian and Judas Iscariot.
PLAYBOY: \Vhy?

oToOLE: Don Quixote beciuse 1 ad
mire anything quixotic. Kean because
he’s the actor I'd like most 10 have scen.
And Judas beciuse bogeyvmen have al-
ways fuscinated me, and he's the sue
preme  bogeyman in Christianity. Yon
sce. | think he was in on the Crucilixion.
Christ needed somcone 1o put the hinger
on him: he needed 1o be martyred. and
he ralked Judas into it

PLAYBOY: You say vou admire evervthing
quixotic. Do vou have any personal ec
centricities voursell?

OTOOLE: | never cury a waich or a
wallet or a lighter. Or a kev: I just hope
some  bastard’s  in. Otherwise 1T go
through the window, and then the police
come and ir’s horrible. T have a photo-
graphic memory; 1 lcarned Hamlet in
three days. T have no sense of direction,
and I have a most peculiar sense of (‘me:
I've no idea of the day or the daie. hut
at certain hours I ger a desperare twitch.
For instance. Tl well you 1he time now.
IU's about 6:340.

PLAYBOY: It's G:34.

oTOoOLE: Not bad lor a lellow who
hasn’t slept. Do you know how I knew
that? Beciuse I'm an actor, and all over
England the curtain is due 1o go up in
60 minutes’ tume. As for physical oddi-
ties. I'm hairless around the tivies, and 1
was treated as o gl untl T was about
12. 1 was very preuy and rinher wbby,
with a mop of golden curly hair that I've
wried 1o keep straight ever since. 1 used
to be called “Bubbles.”

PLAYBOY: Were you cever homosexual?
OTOOLE: Never. When 1 was  abow
12, of course, T joined the fraternity of
ML, under the auspices of the rever
end brothers. ML stands for Muatual
Masturbarion, which was regarded as a
healthy aliernative 10 ordinary sex.
PLAYBOY: But you got over it?

O'TOOLE: Yes—you might say I pulled
mysell together.

PLAYBOY: We hear you have wouble
sleeping, and a couple of years ago you
collapsed [rom exhausuon in New York.
What makes it so hard lor vou 1o sleep?
OTOOLE: One of the things that keeps
me awike is that I don't know why I
can't sleep. New York isell is a stimu-
lant. The first time T went there I stayed
at the Algonquin, besotted with visions
ol the Round Table. I walked into the
bar, and there was James Thurber; 1




walked into the lift, and there was Bren-
dan Bchan, sitting on the floor with a
bottle of milk. It's always like that. But
the ume I fell over in New York was
something special. I'd just finished Lord
Jim . Cambodia. The natives were
burning down embassies, and Sian and 1
had hid in lavarories; it was very un-
pleasant. We went to Japan for a holi-
day and then flew to New York. That's a
[rightening flight: I hate airplanes any-
way; I can’t believe all that Llonnage can
float in the air. Anyway, we stopped at
Anchorage, Alaska, where I bought a
pair of cuft links and a bowl of chili con
carne; and as soon as we left, the place
fell apart in an carthquake,  which
shook me up. By the ume we got to
New York 1 hadn't slept for 36 hours.
There was the usual bloody circus of
journalism and television, which I sub-
scribed o, but my reserves were gelting
low. Then 1 wene on Channel 13 for an
hoar, and the interviewer dug very :]ccp.
and I was moved both o laughter and
o tears. By now I hadn't slept for 60
hours, but 1 thought I could do the
Tonight show, and 1 went on it and sud-
denly I lell over, crunch, broke my dark
glasses and came home in a box. But
about sleep in general: 1 don’t mind
mussing it when I'm working in the thea-
ter, because I've got the whole day in
Iront ol me belore the performance. But
in the cinema ic's different: After you've
tossed about in a bed and eventually left
it because you don’t want to wake up
your wile, and you've tried o read a
book on the sola until your cyes are
abour I/11, you have 10 tun up at the
studio and pretend 1o be some super
high-stepping gent. Sometimes 1 go into
the garden and sit on the swing for
hours. It's not nice. Rebecca West once
told me that she was a happy insomniac.
But she's all nigh, you sce; she's in the
loncly business ol putting words on pa-
per, whercas I've got o wrn up and
look lovely. I've wriced every pull there is,
lrom tranquilizers 10 knockout drops. In
Japan I spent a fortune on a pillow
that's supposed to mastwrbate you and
nod you gently to sleep. No good. 1 be-
licve you cin buy a bed alled “Fairy
Fingers™; they wickle up and down your
spine, scttle around your scrotum, and
you toter gently imto an wrredeemable
kip. I haven't tried thae yer. In the navy
I used 1o drop ofl quictly when I was on
watch, looking lor submarines; I'd tuck
my cigarette up my sleeve and ger nico-
une stains on the mswde of my elbow.
Nowadavs I'm lu(_l\}' il I ger an hom's
sleep a night.

PLAYBOY: Huave you cver taken pep
pills?

OTOOLE: Once, and never again. 1 had
spent a might aalking, as 1 olten do,
and I had to play the Moody One next
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day—Hamlet. his melancholy nibs. T felt
a bit dreary, so a lady in the company
gave me a litde green pill out of a silver
Victorian pillbox. T was on the ceiling
for 48 hours. 1 was cuckooing and crow-
ing from chimneys, hurtling about and
gamboling and skipping—and 1 never
stopped talking. I wept at weather flore-
Casts.

PLAYBOY: Let's get back to eccentricitics.
Are vou superstitious?

OTOOLE: In respect, ves. Iowon't
go out of the house without wearing
green socks. In the late 19th Century,
Britain made it a capitl offense for the
Irish to wear green, their national color.
So they made a point of wearing it. and
this was handed down to my [ather from
his father. But 1 disbelieve in all other
superstitions—especially  the  Catholic
Church. I'm a retired Christian,
PLAYBOY: Do you believe in God?
OTOOLE: | Dbelieve, as John Le Carré
says in one of his books. that the num-
ber 11 bus goes 1o Hammersimith and
that Sama Claws isn't driving i, And 1
believe in Gandhi's marvelous, ironic re-
mark that God has no right o appear o
mankind except in the shape of bread.
What a lovely flip ol the Catholic coin!
But it 100k me a long time 1o dishelieve
i transubstantiation. I you're o Catho-
lic, you aren’t a sinner as long as you
can drop in at what they call “the short
127 —12-0'clock Mass. It's there for ac-
tors, writers, painters and other drunks,
and it's short because the priest needs a
drink like everybody else. All they do is
clevate the Host, and if you witness the
transubstantiation—the changing ol the
bread mto Christ’s body and the wine
into his blood—you're home and dry,
voure as pure as the driven C.P. Snow.
PLAYBOY: Hiave vou ever Killed anyone?
OTOOLE: Not to my knowledge. Unless vou
count hirth comwrol: From time 1o time
I've seen a thousand Shakespeares and
Ibsens in my handkerchiel. When T was
calledd up for military service. they told
me that 1 could only be a conscientious
objector il I swore that my Christaniy
was offended, and since I'd abandoned
that lovely primrose path of dalliance. 1
couldn’t with any honesty take that
stand. Faced with the aliernatives of
soing down into the mines or going to
jail, 1 preferred the sea, and 1 vomited
over every square yard of it. But il there
was another war, I'd be a conscientious
objector like a shot.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned birth conurol.
As “a retired Christian,” what are your
[eelings about it?

oTooLle: When 1 was a Cadholic—and
I really went all the way, I had a had
case of handmaiden’s knee—I remember
a frightening debate going on about the
sin of being cremated. Intelligent people

one

100 were shricking against it from pulpits.

Nowadays cremation has been given the
blessing, but I can remember real terror:
peop'e hiding their heads if thev'd had a
relative cremated. I thought at the tme
that unless they allow cremation and
birth control shoriy, there’s going 1o be
i mountain of dead bodies with a pvra-
mid ol newborn babies on top, and
that's all there'll be on sea or Lind or in
space.

PLAYBOY: Then vou think that birth
control 15 a wood thing?
OTOOLE: Good? Its lovelv! T adore

making love, I really do, but T don't
want bables at the end of every sweet
hour. I can’t see how anvone could make
it conroversiial. The who'e argument is
based on a wonky interpretation of @
wonky bit of Genesis abo:n Onan being
slain by the Lord because he spilled his
sced on the ground. Seeing that every
one in that part of the Bible is rushing
around seducing their sisters ar the age
of about 830, it scems a mad point to
dwell on. Unless birth control is sanc-
tioned. the world is going 1o be in 1erri-

ble wrouble. T haven’t the laintest ide
why the Church should promote the
stangulation  of  carly seed by the

rhythm method rather than by bouncing
it against a piece of rubber. Somebody
once asked me 1o suggest another name
for the vhythmm method, and T said i
ought to be called “parenthood.”
PLAYBOY: What are vour politics?
OTOOLE: I'm a reured leltwinger, 1
dou’t vote. I think there's a ptace lor an
actor in any political system-—Cazarist
Russia. Imperial Japan or Tory Britain.
PLAYBOY: Even for a working-class ac-
tor like vourself?

OTOOLE: I'm not working-class: I come
from the coriminal classes. My Father
was an off-the-course bookie, and that
was a crime untl a few vears ago. But
il von want 1o define me. I'd better
confess. I'm a wotal. wedded, bedded.
bedrock.  ocean-going, copper-bottomed,
riple-distilled Socialist. At the last ¢elec
tion. 1 insisted that evervone in my house
vote Labor, even though I knew it would
moan I'd be taxed o the bollocks. The
only objection came from my driver.
“Sack me if vou like,” he said, “but I'm
a Conservative.” And he went off in the
Rolls and voted Tory. But somchow |
ddn’t feel as adamant as that. Sometimes
democracy frightens me: it doesn't always
ler the minority think freely. The only
thing I'm sure of is that 1 would never
lift a finger wo help the Conservatives.
PLAYBOY: Arc there any laws you'd like
to sce repealed?

OTOOLE: The laws against homosexu-
ality. And censorship and capital punish-
ment would have o go. I'd also change
the laws relating o divorce. The Arabi-
an system makes sense o me. You simply
say “Piss ofl " 10 your wile three times
and you're divorced, as long as it's done

in front of her uncle. Of course. vou
hive 1 go on paving her upkeep and
providing for the children.

PLAYBOY: Ol all the parts you've played.
what speech means the most to you?
OTOOLE: Somcthing Vadimir savs int
Sam Beckew's Waiting for Gaodot: 7 As-
wide of a grave and a dithcult birth.
Down in the hole, lingeringly, the grine
digger puts on the forceps. We hive
time to grow old. The ar is full of our
cries. But habit is a great deadener.”
PLAYBOY: Are vyou afraid of dying?
OTOOLE: Petrified.

PLAYBOY: \Why?

OTOOLE: Because there's no future in i
PLAYBOY: When did vou last think vou
were about 1o die?

OTOOLE: About [our o'clock this morning,.
A few weeks ago 1 watched a commer-
cial on relevision. It was selling insur-
ance, and 1 hadn't realized how graphic
and Grand Guignol they'd got. There's
a fellow on the beach with his wife and
ten children vomping around in  the
sand. and suddenly they all dissolve. And
he thinks: “Must insure with the Pru-
dential” or whatever, Bur if T was going
1o die, I'm afraid 1 wounldn’t give a dammn
about anvone. A man in New York
once asked me what I'd like engraved on
my tombstone, and 1 said: = *Oh Christ,
what a puy.””

PLAYBOY: \Whit would vou like peop'c
to say about you as an actor, when
you're dead?

OTOOLE: “God rest his soul.” Thau's
all. While I'm alive. I've got only one
interest, one concern and one love, and
that's work. Afterward, nothing matters.
I wouldnt mind borrowing  W. C.
Fields' epuaph: “On the whole, I'd rath-
er be in Philadelphia.™ Oy possibly
something that a Iriend ol mine wrore
on the program of a bad Pirandello play
1 appewred in: “Poor Pete—out ol his
depth in the shallows.”

PLAYBOY: Il vou had 1o sum up your
attitude toward lile with a swory, whin
would it be?

O TOOLE: | once who
commuted robbery with vieolence, and
he was sentenced 10 a long prison siretch
and 12 sirokes ol the cat. He'd been in-
jured during the vobbery, so they put
him in hospital 1o make him better so
that they could make him worse, During
the administration of the cat, he [ainted
after six strokes, and the doctor put him
in hospital again. And he got very
Iriendly with the nurses and the doctors.
and afwer a while they gor him well
enough 10 go back and take the next sin
strokes. I saw him afterward and 1 said:
“Oh, Jesus—that bloody Law, that bloody
judge! B he said: I don't want the
fellow who made the law, and 1 don’t
want the lellow who passed the sentence.
Al I want is the fellow who held the

bloody whip.”

knew a lellow
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LHARIOT OF FIRE

the car became a hateful thing
to him, its beauty transformed
into ugliness by the corrosive
alchemy of jealousy and defeat

fiction By RAY RUSSELL

I was a blooded stallion, but of
metal and glass; gleaming and grave
like a swtllion; haughty as one;
poised with dormant power and
ready to spring into speed at a
touch.

Its wood was South African burled
walnut, its leather, that used in the
finest gloves. It was convertible, and
contained a small bar, a stereophonic
radio, a dictation machine and a
telephone—but only one. because its
owner, Robin Craig, was anxious to
avoid ostentation. “As to color,” the
Rolls-Royce representative had mur-
mured when Robin had first pre-
sented his specifications, “what is
your preference, Mr. Craig?”

Robin knew exactly what he want-
ed, [or he had dreamed of such a
car for too many years. What he
wanted may have seemed slightly
suspect to some, but Robin didn’t
mind: having seen 10 it that the
whole of Hollywood thought of him
as the busiest swinger in town, he
could afford to be a littde gay in his
choice of shoes, of trousers, of hair-
cuts amndd of car colors. So “Laven-
der,” he said. “To match my eyes.”
His cyes were indeed that rare hue,
a gift, via a Mendelian detour, from
a great-aunt. Rolls-Royee representa-
tives are triained to accept onlré de-
mands, and a representative in
Beverly Hills must, carly in his
career, be thrice-immune o them.
So this representative, nodding, mak-
ing a neat notation on a pad, said
evenly, “Lavender. Yes, Mr. Crag."”

When, on a Saturday, they phoned
to tell hum it was ready, he lelt his
old car, a Lincoln Continental, at
his Bel Air home, and took a cab
into Beverly Hills to pick up the
Rolls-Rovce. The beamy ol it
thrilled him, pumped blood into
his face, contracted his stomach lin-
ing, congested his throat, made him
feel the way he'd fele the first ume
he ever saw a girl with all her clothes
off. He filled out the papers in a
daze, not secing them, not hearing
the routine questions, saying noth-
ing when the Rolls-Royce man,
presenting him with the keys, said,
“Thank you, Mr. Crug.”

He diove the purring creature,
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top down, all over the Beverly Hills shop-
ping area, honking and waving when-
ever he spotted a Iriend strolling in or
out of Blum’s, or Frascati’s, or Martin-
dale’s Book Store, or the litde shop thart,
quite without guile, called itself Carl
Jung, Accessories; he dropped in on his
agent and bullied the poor protesting
man into taking a spin with him: he re-
galed his wife, his Kids and several cro-
nies from his car phone and placed a
long-distince call to his mother in the
Bronx; then. unknowingly winding tight
the spring of fate’s infernal machine, he
headed for the Laurel Canyon home of
Sandra Cayden. Maybe, he told himsell,
maybe with this car I'll finally be able to
make it with Sandy.

Sandy, at that precise moment, was
miking it with Rudy. They made it very
well, and were quite pleased with what
they had made when it was done.
“Whew,” Rudy was saying. “That takes
the stuffing out of a chap.”

“Who needs a stufty chap?” drawled
Sandy, affectionately.

“Which reminds me, love. Have you
been seeing Rob Craig?”

“Light me a cigareue, Rudy? No, not
really. Lunch once or twice in the
commissary.”

“Do you like him, then?”

“Oh, he's sweert, I suppose, but kind of
gauche and dumb. Besides, he's been
married to the same woman since 1 was
cight years old. And three kids yer.”

“That wouldn’t stop him, you know.
And it wouldn't stop you.”

Coyly: "Is it vour business?”

He grabbed her indecently, roughly,
in a gesture hall wruly possessive and
hall a jocular parody of possessiveness.
"You know ruddy well it's my business,
vou little parcel.” She sereamed in mock
terror, giggled, became excited, and be-
gan 10 work those sweet arts designed to
put the swibng back into him; after
which, she proceeded to take it out of
him again, such being the cycde and
droll paradox ol love.

Sandra Cayden was a tough, sharp,
lovely little picce of 18. She was as
bright as chromium, which does not nec-
essarily mean she was as hard or as cold
as chromium. She was that perky, chirp-
ing bit ol golden fluff so aptly called a
chick in the going argot. A chick she was
indeed, so soft, so small, so irresistible, so
drowsy and blinking from the cozy hu-
mid warmth of the recent egg. so unerr-
ingly knowledgeable about where and
where not. when and when not to peck
[or sustenance, 1o snuggle for shelter. She
also knew, nmuitively and unchicklike,
precisely the right occasions when rebel-
lion would net her more profit (in re-
spect, image and social altitude) than
conformity. Such rebellion might ke
the form ol—temporarily, at least—avoid-
ing the bed of the famous star Robin
[avor of that of the less

influential (but more chic) young Rudy,
who was only the associate producer on
the film in which she and Robin were
costarring. Her body was a molded pink
pudding and showed to optimum advan-
tage in a bikini—a compace arousement
of hard liule breasts, deep-dish navel,
rounded belly, jutting fanny, perfectly
graduated  legs, enchantingly feminine
feet. From toe-tip to topknot she was a
menu ol rich desserts, a magnet for
hands and mouths.

Thoroughly stuffingless now, Rudy
was lving on lis side, idly gawking out
between the slats of her louvered hed-
room window. “Who do you know owns
a Rollsz™ he asked suddenly.

“Let's see, there’'s——"

“Who do you know owns a lavender
convertible Rolls*”

“Lavender? Convertible? Nobody,”

“Then Nobody just pulled into your
driveway.”

“Probably turning around.”

"No, he’s geuting out. Christ, it's
Rob.”

“Rob Craigs”

“Speak of the devil.”

“Oh, hell. Did you park at least a
block away, like I 1old you?"

“My unassuming litde Lark is well
hidden, yes. But he'll see your car and
know you're at home.”

“Did you see my car when you came
in?”

“Well, no . . .

“My unassuming little Jaguar is hav-
ing its thousand-mile checkup.”

=Lhen:. . ="

“Then, Rudy darling, we just lie here
and hold our breaths until he goes
awav."

The door chime made its velvety
sound, once, twice. They said not a
word. At length, Rudy announced,
“There he goes.”

“Shove over a minute—I want 1o get a
look at that Rolls.” She rose nudely on
all fours and squinted through the slats.
“Crazy,” she said. “1 dig that grillwork.”

He gently slapped her poised rump. “1
dig this grillwork,” he said. “"The other I
can do without.”

“You don’t like i1, really?”

“It’s so English.”

“But you're English.”

“Giving me the right to hate what’s
wrong with England’s green and pleasant
land. Its all summed up in that grill-
work backing out of yvour driveway right
now. Thar stiflness, that status quo, that
‘We will never change' autitude, the
whole bloody awful Establishment.” He
looked over her shoulder at the retreat-
ing Rolls-Rovee. “I'll give him time 10
get away, then I must toddle.” He began
to dress.

Rudy Smith came of what used to be
called Old Family, his full name being
Leander Creighton Rudolph-Smith, Jr.
He was dever, good-looking, young, edu-

cated within an inch of his life, had
taste, and liked o think of himself as a
Survivor. He had survived his family's
loss of fortune by geuing into the
motion-picture business, Lrgely through
show-business [riends met on the Cote
d'Azur when he was yet a child and his
[amily was still affluent. He could be.
and usually was, quite charming, and he
had many small but cory accomplish-
ments: he told a good story, was an ease-
ful dancer, a skilllul parlor mimic.
passably played bridge, gin rummy, gui-
tar, and spoke French, Italian and Ger-
man fluently. English less well.

“See you tomorrow?” asked Sandy.

“No, more's the pity. T have one of
those damned Sunday discussions with
Burnham and that lot at his Malibu
place. Il start with brunch, then drag
on through cocktails, dinner, and prob-
ably he's laid on a private screening of
some rot, and by that time 1 won’t be
good for anything. Not t0 mention the
long drive back.”

“Then T'll see you Monday.”

“Oh, absolutely. You have an eight
thirty call Monday morning, remember?
For hawr?”

“Damn these costume pictures.”

He pulled on his vousers. “Get 10 bed
eirly tomorrow, old love.” He pulled on
his socks. “Alone.”

“And if T don'e?”

He tugged at the toes of her left foot,
one by one, emphasizing the five sylla-
bles of "I, will, break, your, neck.” The
final tug, on the big toe, made her yell
“"Ouch!™

As he wok his leave, she stood behind
the door. 10 mask her nudity, with only
her head showing. “You've probably
wrecked my toe,” she pouted. “Ir'll be
all your fault if T develop a limp and
hold up production.”

“Couldn’t care less. Tt's not my money.
I'm on a salary, so the longer the better.”

“And look what vou did o my shoul-
der. Sce that red mark:”

He kissed 1t “Krasnaya,” he said. “In
Russian  that  means both ‘red” and
‘beautiful.”

“I don’t believe it. What if they wam
1o say “The beautiful blue sky? They
have to say The red blue sky?”

“Don't ask me. Ask Cliy Horne.
That's who I got it from.” He cantered
lithely away and she shue the door.

- - -

Clayton Horne had unearihed the du-
bious krasnaya tidbit while rescarching
the screenplay he had written for Robin
Craig and Sandra Cavden. Tt was a his
torical Tudge titled The Invader of Maos-
cow, cadged from Pushkin, and was being
filmed in the new process, CinAmaze
(wider and  wller  than  Cinerama).
Oudistancing  Cleoputra, Lawrence of
Arvabia, Fl Cid and other hard-ticket
road-show spectacles, it was planned as a
three-parter, with fwo intermissions,

(continued on page 110)
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THE MOREAU
MYSTIQUE

an exclusive playboy
introduction to the brooding,
beguiling high priestess of
today’s french cinemactresses

UNLIKE mMOST of the cinematic world's
current leading ladies, France's leanne
Moreau, by her own admission, possesses
few of the physical assets commonly con-
sidered prerequisites for projecting sex
appeal. And yet La Moreau—as she was
dubbed by the French press years ago—
has been described by international film
critics as “a slithering sensualist,” *““a cold,
blasé beauty” and most of the other sexual
superlatives normally reserved for only the
most well-endowed filmic females. Eschew-
ing any attempts to rank her among today's
growing crop of celluloid sex goddesses
(“'Beautiful? Of course not. That's the
whole point about me, isn't it?”"), the 37-
year-old Gallic femme fatale relies on her
reputation as a versatile actress and out-
spoken sensualist as the key to her charis-
matic charm. As she puts it, “When | am
in love, it influences my pleasure in acting.
Most people don’t have the energy for pas-
sion, so they give up and go to the movies.”
Although dedicated to the screen as a
vehicle for her voluminous talents, Miss
Moreau first made her dramatic presence
felt on the stages of Paris' Comédie Fran
caise and Théétre National Populaire. Not
until 1959, with 20 “forgettable films" al-
ready to her credit, did she find her movie-
making métier as the star of Louis Malle's
“The Lovers.” The first of many profes-
sional/passionate men in her well-publi-
cized private life, Malle launched her
career as French filmdom's most desirable
of devastated demoiselles. Now with star-
ring stints in such films as “The Victors,”
“The Trial,” *“Jules and Jim,” “Banana
Peel” and “La Notte” behind her, Moreau
has once again teamed up with director
Malle in his forthcoming “Viva Maria!”, a
fin-de-sigcle tale of Latin American war and
women, in which Jeanne and Brigitte Bar-
dot share seductive honors across the same
scenic Mexican countryside that provided
the mood for this provocative portfolio.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DOUGILAS KIRKLAND







Moreau's flair for cinematic candor is often outshone by her own frankness.
On men: “I learn well from men. Wouldn't my life be ridiculous if | didn"t?"
On love: “All women should keep their lovers, somehow, if they can.”

On success: “Fame means nothing. You can't make love to it . . ."” On
politics: “l should have had ten love affairs instead of wasting all that
time.” On herself: “My secret is to have no secrets. 1'm transparent.”
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“like a regular play. only longer.” Horne
had not counted on quite that much size
when he first tapped out the original
three-page outline onc idle afiernoon
and dropped it on his agent’s desk. But
the agent, snifing money, had promptly
reggistered the title, multilithed a couple
of dozen copies, and clobbered the
twwn's most cpic-happy producers until
one of them, Ira Burnham, biting, had
hired Horne, at a considerable weekly
stipend, to work up a Treatment, a First
Draft, a Second Draft, a Polish, a Tem-
porary Complete and a Final Shooting
Script. This was known as “licking the
story,” a phrase which aptly though un-
consciously synthesized the  suspicious,
hostile attitude toward that archenemy,
the seript. Each of the parts would be
90 minutes in length, the whole 1o last
four and a hall hours, not counting the
two intermissions. It was budgeted at
$12,000,000, but the smart boys said
they'd be lucky if they brought it in
under $30,000,000.

The more spectacular exteriors of bat-
tle and belcaguerment had already been
filmed on location in Peru, and now the
company was back in Hollywood to
shoot the interiors at the studio and the
less sweeping exteriors on the swudio’s
hill-lanked ranch in the Valley. Sandra
Cayden had not journcyed to Peru; the
scenes between her and Robin, being
“intimate,” did not require the Peruvian
vistas as backdrops. Sandra had, in fact,
mct Robin for the first time only a week
before, when the studio shooting had
begun.

Monday morning, Robin in his Rolls
sailed through the studio gate, on his
way to the sound stage, in a lavender
mist of ego, waving and smiling. His
simple bumpkin joy was comagious, ir-
resistible; the guards affectionately waved
and smiled back.

In a comparatively quict corner of
Stage 12, the hairdresser was putting the
final ouches to Sandy’s sculpied coiffure.
She was already in costume; her bosom,
creamy and cloven, was taped high in-
side the lowcut period bodice. Rudy
stood next to her, engaged in easy con-
versation. Robin joined them. “Drove by
your place yesterday,” he said to Sandy,
“but you weren’t home. Wanted to show
you the new heap. Hi, Rudy”

“Hi, Rob.”

“New heap?™ Sandy asked with elabo-
rale innocence.

“Oh, you've got to sec it. Come on
outside. You, too, Rudy . . ."”

“No time, Rob. You've got exactly
fiftcen minutes to get into make-up, wig
and costume.”

“1 can do it in ten. Come on, don’t be
such an assoctate producer.” And outside
they went 10 admire the pastel Rolls. A

110 small crowd of grips, juicers and bit

players had already gathered around it
The aunosphere was quiet, wor.-ihipful.
with only an occasional low whiste or
moan of adoration. When Robin spoke,
his voice was cathedral soft: “It's like rid-
ing on cotton candy.” Then, seductively:
“One short spin around the lot. How
about ™

Sandy began to soften, but Rudy said,

“Seriously, Rob—we don’t have the
time.”
Robin  Craig smiled casually  into

Rudy's eyes, saying, “You'll make the
time, old buddy, won't you." It was not
a question.

Rudy wrned on his heel and strode
away. Robin Craig, with a courtly bow,
escorted Sandy inte the dazzling car.

While Rudy waited for them 1o re
turn, he wandered onwo the adjoining
sound stage, 11 (superstition forbade a
Stage 13). There, the day’s shooting
would soon commence on A-OK, a musi-
cal exploitation quickie stwrring the
recording favorite Tommy Rondo. The
winning combination ol the popular
singer and an up-to-date space-age story
in which he played a young singing as-
tronaut was considered a box-office natu-
ral. Rondo, clad in opalescent space gear
no more [antastic than his usual garb,
was pacing with corrugated brow while a
dialog coach trudged patiently beside
him, script in hand.

“Can I carry your books, Vera Mae?”
said Tommy Rondo. “Can 1 carry your
books, Vera Maer Can I carry your
books, Vera Maer Can | carry your books,
Vera Mae? Can-I-carry-your-books-Vera-
MAE?#™

“Tommy,” said the dialog coach with
deep gentleness, “it's more like, just:
Can I carry your books, Vera Mae? Sim-
ply. No stress. Try it once again, all
righe?™

God in His mercy, giving us a hghting
chance, has written in glaring colors,
Danger! Contains Highly Concentrated
Euvil! Poisonous! Inflammable! Corrosive!
on the labels of His viler spawnings;
but we have made ourselves color-
blind, for it has become de rnigueur to
ignore those signs. We foolishly have
taught ourselves to look past exteriors,
to exercise “intelligence” and magnani-
mously disregard ugliness so deep that
even our withered, atrophied instincts
sometimes  (but oo seldom) rise and
weakly bristle, as they were intended to
bristle, at the sight of the shark’s metal
face, the tarantula’s crouch, the vulure's
hunched stance, the insane aspect of the
bat. the ignoble scrounginess ol the jack-
al. It was by dint of this fashionable
blindness that Tommy Rondo was able
10 walk the carth unhindered, unchal-
lenged, even trusted. More than trusted:
idolized, adulated, deemed enticing. He
was fortunate to have been born in such

an age and have slavering approval wash
over him in brackish waves, for in other,
more instinctual times he might have
been caged and pilloried on the basis of
his looks alone.

“Can I carry your books, Vera Mae?”

“Thats it, Tommy! You've got it
Now one more time, and not quite so
heavy on the ‘books’ . . ."

“Cool it, man, I've had it.” said Tom-
my Rondo, leaving the dialog coach and
walking over to a girl who had been
unobtrusively waiting for him to finish.
Mark well that “unobtrusively,” for
Rudy did: the beautiful girlfriends of
Hollywood stars, when they waited for
their beaux, customarily did so with cal-
culated and unabashed oburusiveness;
but this one wore her beauty comfort-
ably. as if it were an old trench coat. She
struck Rudy as being vaguely [amiliar,
yet she was not an actress, nor had he
ever met her. Owside, he could hear
Robin and Sandy returning. Robin was
saving, “Laura Benedict has the same
thing in gold, but I think gold is valgar,
don’t you?” Rudy hurried back to Stage
12 and hustled Robin into costume.

The actors finished relatively early
that day-—5:30—but Rudy was obliged 1o
stay behind to hear one of the monologs
which his producer, Ira Burnham, called
discussions. “. . . Some of the Peru foot-
age, have vou seen it, Rudy? Bad. Sun
in the camera. That long shot of the run-
away coach rolling down the hill and
smashing into the tree, it's a mess, you
can’t see a thing, what kind of camera-
work is that, this is what we're paying
him a fortune for, 1o get the sun in our
eyest Terrible stufl. Got any ideas?”

“Leave everything 1o me, Burnie . . .
It was seven before Rudy left the studio,
driving straight for Sandy's place.

Arriving there, he pulled up short,
surprised to see a strange car in her
driveway. No, not strange—his mind
rushed in to it like a zoom lens and rec-
ognized it for the lavender Rolls. Sur-
prise giving way to j;lw-l:lcnchl:(l anger,
Rudy spun the wheel and screeched
away from the scene, which was indecd
revolting, consisting as it did of the
Rolls and Sandy’s Jaguar parked corily
side by side. From inside the house float-
ed music and a spray of laughter, but
Rudy, accelerating recklessly, was already
too far away to hear these inflammatory
sounds.

His first act, upon returning to his
bachelor apartment above the Swrip, was
to pour and drink a suff serving of
Scotch. His second act was to pour and
drink another. His third act was to kick
a hassock all the way across the living
room, yelling, “Lavender, sweet ruddy
Jesus!™ His fourth act was w0 phone a
young professional lady he knew of and
invite her over, an invitation which she
accepted. In the fifth act, he was almost
a nonparticipant, his guest taking the

(continued on page 216)



“Will you be needing me any more tonight, sir?”’
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AN UNEVENNESS OF BLESSINGS he rubbed her with suntan oil, he took her for moonlight swims, he walked with her in the
cornfields, but while he talked about art and philosophy and life, his thoughts were filled with the unarticulated throbbings of desire

fiction By HERBERT GOLD surinG 1iiaT vivin, unresolved summer in 1941 before the United States entered
the War, 1 ook a job as counselor in a coeducational summer camp near Jackson, Michigan; in fact, near Grass
Lake, Michigan; in fact, even closer to Napoleon, Michigan. It was a summer of busy high skies and tireless sun,
with umes of dust and times of ardent dog-days heat, and the llower of feeling opening. I was moved by green and
weather, and, even more, by the fact that I knew 1 was being moved.

I had a friend, I had a girl. 1 had cash in my pocket. I wrote poewry. Not yet out ol high school and too voung



ILLUSTRATION BY PHILL RENALD

for the defense plants, T filled in a gap as assistant professor ol tennis and journalism. Under the gaudy honorific
title of “Uncle,” 1 had power and dominion over a crew of squirmy spoiled boys.

Ol course, not much cash and awful poetry—and that girl!—and my backhand at tennis!—and those rich kids
with their suitcases tull of Kleenex! . .. Well, but I really did have a friend, a long lazy loony confident fellow
named Phil, totally unlike me. I was merely lazy and loony but not very long. Together we got the good out of
violations ol camp laws, rules, regulations, standard procedures, clearly marked signs, mature advice and codes ac-
cepted by all decent lolks in the summer-camp business, and so flagrantly much good that on the day when we
boarded the bus back 1o town, the owner of the camp, a physical-education supervisor in winter life, put one
plump hand on each of our hard heads and murmured, “Forgive them, Lord, (continued on page 138)
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TAKE A CHANCE

A walk along the Boardwalk. Beginning
at the start and reading clockwise: GO,
the ancient strategy game of Japan for
two players that can be learned in half
an hour but not mastered in a lifetime,
by E. S. Lowe, $4.98. PARCHEESI, a
classic pursuit game for two, three or
four players, known as the backgam-
mon of India, by Selchow Righter, $3.
OH-WAH-REE, an antique gambling
game for two, three or four players that
has been modernized into a strategic
capture game for present-day tastes,
by 3M, $7.95. TROKE, a strategy game
for two, three or four players where the
emphasis has been put more on straight
fun than on deepthink, by Selchow
Righter, $4. FORMULA-1, a board-game
version of Grand Prix racing for two
to six players, by Parker Brothers, $5.
monNOPOLY, the undisputed king of
American board games for two to eight
players based on real-estate trading
and wiping out your friends, deluxe
edition in a wood traveling case, by
Parker Brothers, $15. YACHT RACE,
In which authentic strategies are trans-
ferred to a board game for two to skx
players, by Parker Brothers, $9.50.

CHAIRMEN

OF THE

BOARDS

the passions and pleasures of
playing the gsames, their arcane history,
who plays them, and a report on the
latest twisls on this addictive pastime
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TO ANTHROPOLOGISTS tracing the early
history of mankind, there are sev-
eral telltale signs that indicate
when a primitive society becomes
civilized. Two virtually infallible in-
dications (after the discovery of fire
and learning to get in out of the
rain) are the fermenting of liquor
and the invention of games to help
man while away the time between
hunts. The story of his attempt to
amuse himself by pushing objects
along a board-game layout is almost
as old as the saga of man himself.

Sir Leonard Woolley at the ex-
cavations around Ur of the Chaldees
unearthed some superb game sets,
forerunners of today’s backgammon
boards, inlaid with lapis lazuli, that
have been dated at 3000 B.Cc. The
mighty Egyptian temple at Qurna
built in 1400 B.c. was erected with
an early version of a chessboard

Continuing on around from above left:
TWIXT, a three-dimensional strategy
game of placement and blocking for
two or four players, by 3M, $7.95.
RISK, a game of global strategy and
world conquest for three to six players,
based on skill, roll of dice and the
luck of the draw, where each gamester
has entire armies at his command, by
Parker Brothers, $7.50. CHESS, the
master strategy game that has been
played as everything from a game for
pleasure to a training ground for war.
The set shown is of bronze and German
silver pieces in a velvet-lined mahog-
any chest, by Malmik Enterprises of
Chicago, $350. The board is of white
birch and walnut, by Drueke & Sons,
Inc., $14. JUMPIN, a strategic game of
alignment and movement for two or
four players, by 3M, $7.95. BATTLE OF
THE BULGE, an authentic board-game
re-creation of the World War Two cam-
paign for two to two dozen players,
by Avalon Hill, $5.98. BACKGAMMON,
the still-popular track game of the
anclent world. The cowhide traveling
case with complete game equipment,
by Abercrombie & Fitch, $59.95.

FREE PARKING

DO NOT
PASS GO

DO NOT
TAKE A
CHANCE

TURN
DIRECTLY
TO PAGE 116
FOR
MORE
FUN AND
GAMES
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cut into the roohng. The Indian em-
peror Akbar played what we now call
parcheesi the right way, from a lour-loot
dais overlooking a magnificent courtyard
of inlaid red and white marble slabs
which made up the board and 16 beaute-
ous slave girls who acted as playing pieces.

That the life of the gamester, while
enjoyable, is not always wanquil has
been writ for all to see. In Pompeii
there is a mural depicting two men in a
local tavern just about to come to blows
over a game of Ludus Duodecim Scripto-
rum, a backgammon type of pasume
called The Game of Twelve Lines. The
innkeeper can be seen rushing up to
them uttering the classic phrase *“Ilis fo-
ras rixsatis,” which is. roughly, the Latin
equivalent for "Il you guys want to
fight, get the hell outside.”

The Emperor Nero, that ignoblest Ro-
man of them all, was a prodigious gam-
bler at the Ludus board, wagering up to
400,000 sesterces (about $17.000) a point.
Nero could stand heavy losses, because
he also loved simple heads-or-tails flip-
ping contests for high stakes which he
played with two-headed coins he had spe-
cially minted: being Emperor. he always
got hirst call. Another Ludus plaver was
Commodus, who went a step further and
simply turned the imperial palace into a
gambling casino with a brothel in the
back.

Throughout history, the board games
that men have invented for their pleas-
ure have also been the mirrors of their
desires, their environment, their social
mores and, not infrequently, their per-
sonal prejudices.

In 1774, a board game appeared in
Anglican England called Royal Geo-
graphic Amusement in which players
pushed tokens around 100 European cit-
ies with all the attendant dangers and
excitements of traveling in the 18th Cen-
tury. Far worse than going direaly 1o
jail and not passing go and not collect-
ing 5200 was to land in the square al-
lotted to the Papal city of Ferrara. The
unfortunate player who did so had to go
all the way back across the Lualian Alps
until refreshing draughts of Protestant
air could put him back in shape to
travel again. Roman Catholics developed
a board game ol their own called The
Game of Pope or Pagan. During the
flourishing period of the Church militam
there was a popular board game called
The Sicge of the Stronghold of Satan by
the Christian Army.

Often board games have reflecied the
hazards that face the players in real life.
There is a classic Arab game called The
Hyena Game that is either played on a
regular board or improvised on the
ground. The object is 10 move a piece
which represents the player’s mother with
some dirty laundry, 10 a water hole,
have her wash the clothes, come back
with a dlean burnoose and not get eaten
up by hyenas along the way.

Perhaps more than any other counry,
the United Swates has produced board
games that not only reflect social atti-
tudes within the country, but can adjust
themselves to suit changing mores. One
ol the very first pasteboard games in
America, put out by Milton Bradley in
1850, was called The Checkered Game
of Life. In that gilded age of innocence,
the player who stayed on the path of
virtue and landed on the lile squares of
Honesty, Ambition and Truth would
find himself heading toward Honor and
ultimately w0 Happy Old Age. The
squares of Gambling, ldleness and In-
temperance could lead him only to Dis-
grace and Ruin. A modern version, The
Game of Life (for some obscure reason
no longer checkered), is still being sold,
but the rewards and setbacks encountered
along the road are restricted largely 1o
making or losing money.

In 1889 America was immersed in the
Horatio Alger dream and enjoyed a
game about geuing ahcad in business
called The Olhce Boy in which, accord-
ing to the game instructions, is shown
“the haps and mishaps in the career of a
businessman from the start as an ofhce
boy, gradually working his way up to the
Head of the Firm. If he is careless, in-
attentive or dishonest, his progress is re-
tarded and he is sent back or kept in low
positions; if capable, ambitious and ear-
nest, his promotion is assured.”

Thousands of new ideas for games are
sent every year to board-game manufac-
turers by hopeful designers. One such
game, now making the rounds but as yet
unsold. ofters a different wtwist to the get-
ting-ahead-in-the-business-world theme. In
this game, the rising young execcutive
is faced with a series of difficult deci-
sions. One of these occurs when he dis-
covers his employer flagrante delicto with
a secretary in a motel. What should
Horatio do? Should he keep mum and
earn his hoss’ cternal gratitude as a loyal
and devoted worker? Should Horatio
blow the whistle and ruin the old man
on the spot, or just hold it over his head
as a bit of subtle blackmail in the years
to come? Depending on the subsequent
play of the game. any ol these answers
could turn out to bhe the right one.

Even the frustrations of present-day
politics make their appearances on the
game boards. Since last vear’s Presiden-
tial election, the radical-right communi-
ty in Southern California has enjoyed
the brisk sale of a game called Victory
Over Communism. The idea of the game
is for each player to answer a question
on history or current affairs. 1f he is
right according to the precepts of that
political faction, everyvone shouts “Free-
dom!” and the player is allowed 1o
move along the board and “liberate a
captive nation.” There is a uime limit
placed on the game: 1964 1o 1973, If all
capuve nations are not liberated by
1973, evervbody loses.

The modern colossus of all board
games is, of course, Monopoly. It would
be all but impossible 10 hnd a literne
American over the age ol 12 who has not
been exposed o it at one time or anoth-
er. The story ol how it began is vintage
American rags-to-riches.

Like a lot of men during the grea
Depression of the Thirties, one Charles
Darrow found himself unemploved. He
stayed home and worked on a game he
and his friends could play to while away
the ume tll things got beuwer. Because
he was interested in real estate and re-
membered the boom days of the Twen
ties when he and his wife could go o
Atlantic City for vacations, he devised a
wading game about buying and selling
property in that New Jersey resort, in-
cluding a snip of the famous boardwalk
itself (every land parcel in Monopoly is
named after a site in Adanuc City, ex-
cept for Marvin Gardens, and no one,
including Mr. Darrow. can remember
how it got in). His Iriends liked the
game so much he made up some sets for
them and then began selling a few to lo
cal deparument stores.

Darrow took his version to Salem.
Massachusewts, and the head office of
Parker Brothers. The leaders of the game
industry, Parker Brothers had intro-
duced the European game of ping-pong
to America.

The members of the board played a
few test rounds of Monopoly and liked
it well enough, but it was clear that Mr.
Darrow was an amateur at game design.
In the hrst place, it was Holy Writ in the
industry that 30 1o 45 minutes was the
absolute  maximum time limit for a
board game. Darrow’s invention could
take as long as three or four hours per
game. Also, there was no “the end.”
Board games were supposed to work their
way through a series ol obstacles and
finally come to a definite stop somewhere.
Monopoly just had a “go™ and the players
kept moving around and around. Be-
sides, it was 100 cumbersome, too com-
plicated and  just wouldn’t do. Parker
Brothers shipped it back to Darrow with
the information that “your game has 52
fundamental  errors.”  Fortunately for
everybody. Darrow knew so liule about
the game business that he stumbled on
and committed the 53rd blunder ol
attempting o market Monopoly by lnm
self, which is like someone writing a nov-
el and then uying to peddle it door 10
door.

He managed 10 sell enough sets, how-
ever, to reinterest Parker Brothers, who
finally took the game on and brought it
out under their banner in 1935, In a
business where a game breaks even if
sells 25,000 sets and becomes a best seller
at 100,000, \Immpt)ly was an incredible
phenomenon. It sold L000.000 sets dur-
ing the first year. After Christmas ol
1935, Parker Brothers assumed there

(continued on page 236)



the high life and times
of chicago’s
legendary everleigh sisters,
who once held court

in america’s most opulent
palace of pleasure

article By
IRVING WALLACE

In late February of 1902,
when Prince Henry of Prus-
sia arrived in New York
City to accept the yacht

built for his brother,
Kaiser Wilhelm II, then
ruler of Germany, he

was asked by mem-
bers of the press
what sight in
America he
would most like
to see. Bored
reporters
waited for
the expect-
ed official
reply:
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the White House, Niagara Falls or the Grand Canyon. In-
stead, Prince Henry answered, “The sight in America I would
most like to see? I would like to visit the Everleigh Club in
Chicago.”

The members of the press were stunned with disbelief, then
alive with delight. Thereafter, they took the prince to their
bosoms. For as they knew, and the more sophisticated male
population of the United States (and apparently Europe)
knew, the Everleigh Club was neither an attraction ordinarily
discussed openly nor was it a men's club in the ordinary sense.
It was, as one periodical kindly pointed out, a club that “no
one ever joined . . . or resigned from”; it was “a Chicago
‘mustn’t’: 2 house of ill—but very great—fame.”

After presenting the United States Government with a
statue of Frederick the Great, Prince Henry received his gift
from the United States Government in return. He was escort-
ed to Chicago, and there, after depositing a wreath on the
Lincoln monument, taking a guided tour of the Loop and
suffering a reception at the Germania Club, he was granted
his one wish. At midnight on March 3, 1902, Prince Henry of
Prussia was the guest of honor at a great party—the local
newspapers called it an “orgy”—given by the two Southern
sisters who were the madams of the Everleigh Club, and their
retinue of 30 beautiful and uninhibited hostesses.

It was a long and raucous night. Ten dancing girls, attired
in fawnskins, wildly striking cymbals, amused the Prince
while he solemnly discussed Schiller with Aida and Minna
Everleigh, the proprietresses of the internationally renowned
resort. Later in the proceedings, during 2 moment of high
hilarity, the prince toasted the Kaiser (and the Everleighs) by
drinking champagne from a girl's silver slipper, thereby
popularizing a custom that would know its full flowering in
the 1920s. For the prince, the occasion had been extraordi-
nary and memorable. For the Everleigh sisters, the royal visit
had been enjoyable—but routine.

During the nearly dozen years in which it flourished, the
Everleigh Club rarely went a week without the appearance of
some celebrity, either American or international. In the two
years before Prince Henry's visit, and for almost a decade
after, famous foreigners from every nation, after making their
official rounds of the stockyards, lake front and municipal
monuments, climaxed their sight-seeing with an evening in
the Everleigh Club.

The club’s popularity was well deserved, because few bor-
dellos had ever existed, or existed then, that could compete
with its opulence and lavish hospitality. In the time of its
greatness, the Everleigh Club enjoyed constant comparison
with other competing maisons de joie in America and abroad,
but almost always to its own advantage. Typical among do-
mestic competitors was The Castle in St. Louis, a three-story
brick house managed by the plump and affable Negress Babe
Connors, whose teeth were inlaid with diamonds. In this
sporting house, Paderewski once accompanied the entertain-
ers’ bawdy songs on the piano, and in its rooms a Republican
national platform was once written, and from within its walls
Ta-ra-rara Boom-de-ay swept on to plebeian acceptance.
Here, the young girls, octoroons, “girls in long skirts, but
without underclothing, would dance on a huge mirror.”
Typical among the Everleighs' foreign competitors was the
House of All Nations in Budapest, a $100,000 house of ill
fame on Andrassy Street, where a reception parlor featured
“portraits of the women, nude, from which you made your
choice. You then touched an electric bell push under the
photograph and it was covered, so that the next visitor would
know the lady was engaged.”

Yet, despite such unique and imaginative competition, the
Everleigh Club of Chicago, from its rise in 1900 to its fall in
1911, was the most renowned and unusual brothel in the
world, overshadowing all similarly exotic establishments
before and since, from Paris to Shanghai.

The founders of the Club—"the most famous madams in
American history,” the late Polly Adler called them—came

from an old Welsh family that had settled in Virginia in 1679,
The father of the Everleigh sisters was a successful and edu-
cated Kentucky attorney who spoke seven languages. Their
mother counted Edgar Allan Poe among her ancestors. Of the
children produced by this couple—there were at least five, two
sons and three daughters—the most prominent were to be
Aida (although the press often referred to her as Ada), born
in February 1876, and Minna, born in July 1878. As young-
sters, the sisters showed great promise—Minna had begun
reading books at the age of five—and when they were adoles-
cents, they were enrolled in one of the finest Southern finish-
ing schools, where both excelled in elocution and play-acting.

In their respect and affection for each other, the sisters were
almost as close as Siamese twins. Sibling rivalry was not yet a
part of the common language. And so when Minna, at the age
of 19, fell in love with a Southern gentleman and was married
to him in an expensive ceremony, it was not surprising that
Aida, aged 21, married the Southern gentleman’s brother
shortly afterward. Minna's marriage was of brief duration.
“Her husband was a brute—suspicious and jealous,” observed
a friend. A few weeks after the honeymoon, Minna left her
husband and her old Kentucky home and fled to Washington,
D.C. It was only natural that within a week, for the same
reasons, Aida left her husband to join her sister.

Since the Everleigh sisters had inclinations toward theatri-
cal careers, and were attractive, they auditioned for several
stock companies going on the road, and were accepted by one
such company. At the time, the younger of the sisters, Minna,
was the more aggressive of the pair. She was a blue-eyed
redhead, slender, lively and ambitious, with a keen business
mind and a love of reading. Aida was a quiet and trim
blonde, and she worshiped her younger sister.

For several months the sisters were on the road as actresses,
touring the country from New York to Texas. This experi-
ence with their fellow troupers gave them an enduring aver-
sion toward all actors, Years later, Minna would still say, I
don’t like actors, as a rule. They all have a little of John
Barrymore in them, all of them assuming a hundred different
guises.” Finally, disenchanted by the exhausting and uncom-
fortable life of the road-show player, and discouraged by the
lack of chances for advancement, they began to look about for
a more stable and ladylike means of existence. Then a series
of events occurred that would soon cast them in new roles.

En route to appearances at the Trans-Mississippi Exposi-
tion in Omaha, Nebraska, they learned that their father had
died and left them an inheritance of $35,000. While wonder-
ing if they could become independent by investing this mon-
ey in a different field, they overheard an actress friend one
day drop a remark that gave them the idea for a business.
The actress had complained that her parents considered the
stage no better than “a den of iniquity” and the career of
actress no better than that of a prostitute or madam. Al-
though the Everleigh sisters joked about it at first, they soon
began to discuss more seriously the possibility of investing
their inheritance in a career which, though it was considered
no more respectable than acting, might nevertheless be far
more profitable.

Before investigating this new business, however, they decid-
ed to meet more people and learn what else was possible. In
Omaha, they quit their theatrical troupe and determined to
become a part of the city's community life. Using family
connections, they got themselves invited to dinners and soi-
rees in some of Omaha’s better homes. But their beauty and
gaiety were not appreciated by their married hostesses. Soon
they found themselves ostracized by the upper-class wives, and
Minna began to speak darkly of avenging herself on them by
establishing a home that their traducers’ husbands would be
only too glad o visit.

But it was not alone a desire to even the score with a hand-
ful of snobbish wives that turned the Everleigh girls to prosti-
tution. According to one who was to become their closest
friend and confidant, Charles (continued on page 180)
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BY ROBERT L. GRIEELN

HEADING oUT [or an evening's entertainment of cockaails, dinner and discothéque calls for just the right wardrobe,
Braced against the chill autumn air, our man on the town suikes the properly stylish note for such an occasion. Show-
ing the way to where the action 1s, he wears a herrvingbone chesterfield that lives up to the elegant requirements of
its lamous namesake. This classic is undergoing vet another one of its periodic revivals, and praveoy delightedly pre
dicts that this well-deserved renaissance will give the old sartorial war horse a first place in fashion for the coming sea-
son. Worn without a hag, it imparts a bit ol dash 1o a business suit. Fitted out with the correct gloves and hat. it could
be worn o a coronation and not be amiss. Seen here in the historically correct semihitted cut with concealed buttons
and traditional velvet collar, the style is also available in brown, bottle green and lLight gray, by Varsity Town, $80.
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SHORTLY AFTER HOBBS had crossed the Indiana-Ohio border, headed east, his ammeter needle
veered over to the left and lay implacably against the peg. His warning light came on a full,
startling red. He cut his radio, his heater fans and finally his dash lights, but his headlights vel-
lowed and when he shone his flashlight on the dark ammeter, the needle had not moved.

He rolled onto the shoulder, stopped and looked under the hood, but the steady water-
temperature gauge had already 1old him it wasn’t anything as simple as a loose or broken fan
belt. The generator was out, and that was all there was to it. For luck, he tested the firmness of
as many electrical connections as he could reach, but nothing came of that. It was now just a
question of driving as far as he could on his battery, which, thank God, was up to full charge
from all the mileage since Chicago.

Forty miles down the road, practically groping by now and praying against state woop-
ers, he got into a service plaza and had them give his battery a kick with their quick-charger
while he went in and ate a disgusted meal. He already knew nobody was going to do anything
about a foreign generator this side of Toledo, and certainly not at this tume of night. He made
it into Toledo at three, found a motel operated by a motherly woman who hated him on sight,
and slept until morning.

In Toledo, he was sold his own generator, rebuilt, and a new voltage regulator. Two
hundred miles later, his ammeter began flashing back and forth like a man waving a shirt on
a life raft, and then went dead again. His voltage regulator began to buzz, and that was how
he came to be in Warren, Ohio, when he ought 1o have been in New York. In New York,
he often pondered in later years, an otherwise respectably married lady either did or did not
spend two whole, entire, positively humiliating hours sitting in a hotel lobby waiting for him.
It was his private opinion that she had done no such thing. If she had, he had missed the only
occasion in their relationship on which she did not chicken out. He could stand missing her;
he regretted missing the occasion.

Meanwhile, in Warren, Ohio, he had fallen in love.

Love in Warren was very much like love everywhere; he had found a motel for himsell,
since the Toledo stop had arranged his timing to get him into trouble after all the garages
were closed, and had asked the desk clerk for the name ol a decent place to eat. Directed to a
place which was “good but not dressy,” he found it was mediocre but dressy; the hostess moved
him quickly to a very quiet table in an alcove beside the kitchen doors. He sat there in his
aloha shirt and green twill slacks, wishing idly that he were dead and in hell, looking for-

fiction By ALGIS BUDRYS

[HE ULTIMATE BRUNETTE

he knew coldly and clearly what he did to women and he did not like it; he knew
what one of them would someday do to him and it filled him with a nameless dread

ward to a broiled steak, knowing he'd get a fried one, and wondering what had ever possessed
him to think Ohioans considered anything less than a sports coat and white shirt as not dressy.
Shortly after he had reached the customary peak of self-loathing, the next table wurned out to
be occupied by a stunning, sad-faced, full-mouthed, medium-sized brunette with skin like vel-
vet so golden it was almost visibly tinged with green.

Oh Christ, he thought, I should have known, and noticed that she was drinking a light
Scotch in an old fashioned glass, with just a hint of bubble in it. Four or five loves ago, this
had become established as the drink his loves drank, just as they had developed long legs when
he was 22, had acquired sad eyes when he was 27, had become medium wall at about that same
ume, but had not really produced high, firm breasts undil the time early last vear when his
engine had burned out on his way to New Orleans. They had always been brunettes, of
course. This one had by far the best skin, and it seemed reasonable 0 suppose that he could
look forward to this feature [rom now on, for each was always like the last but better. Meet-
ing them was becoming more and more of a hammer blow; being with them and then watch-
ing himself leave them was costing him more each time. If they improved much more, it would

ASSEMBLAGE BY JACK GREGORY / PHOTOGRAPHY BY SEYMOUR MEONICK
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become totally unbearable,

“Sam Hobbs,” he said to her, and she
raised one eyvebrow markedly.

"l beg your pardon?”

“My name is Sam Hobbs, I'm in 1own
overnight with bad eleciriciey in my car,
I've got one hundred eighty-seven dol-
lars cash and a checkbook, and a week’s
time.”

“How very interesting.” She tapped
an ash from her cgarete with quick
precision.

"Now you. on the other hand, are
married, engaged. or somcone’s  good
friend. Yon have a well-paving joby vou
don’t like, a staggering load of debis
public and psychic, a taste for quict
good living, few of the common inhibi-
tions but a number of uncommon ones,
and a sexy mouth.”

“You're insane.”

“So are you,” he said with the certain-
v of a man watching a prano [all down
a statrwell. “There is no argument be
tween us, If T were king, nothing now
could ever part us.”

She looked ar him as if over the tops
ol a pair of glasses and said: 1 must say,
vour finesse staggers me.”

“Darling, I've been in Ohio—a four-
hundred-and-iilty-mile  state—lor  eight-
cen hours, and I'm only in Warren, but
I am also all used up until such time as
vou renew me. If vou don’t like it, screw
it, but that s the shape of things that
are.”

“1 don't like bad language.”

“Neither do 1. Let me well you some.
You can always cover your cars. How
about “It's too early,” and “It's 100 lae/
or ‘Not here!? How's that for obscem-
wv? Wam some more:”

She looked at him like a live human
heing and shook her head. “You may be
vight.” she said.

He conquered the impulse to reply
“And 1 may be wrong, you know you're
vonna miss me when I'm gone.” Instead,
he said politely:  Join me lor dinner:”

She  looked  surtled  and  glanced
around as il every [riend and relative
she had were packed into the place, in-
stead of the desuliory scattering of good
honest laces that were bent over their
soup plates hither and thither about the

room. “Where are vou staving?' she
asked.
He told her the name of the moiel

and she nodded gravely, indicating she
had it memorized. or that she approved
his taste, or something equally posiuve.
They went back to minding their own
business, she being joined in due course
by a chap who apologized for leaving
her by herself and looked like 2 rising
voung man from a larger city. possibly
Youngstown.

Hobbs ate his sieak, gathered himsell
up and ook his battery-drviven car back
1o the motel, where he decided in favor
of a shave and against a shower. He

called his partner collect, told him he
was i car trouble and would probably
be a litle late about everything and not
to [rew

Some ume later in the evening his
phone rang and he picked it up while
killing the volume on a spottily cut run
of Only Angels Have Wings. Trapped
in fog. knowing the Andean pass was a
nesting place ol stupid condors, Thomas
Mitchell was groping for an opening
through which to urge his laboring old
rimotor mail plane.

“Sam.” he said.

The girl said, "How are you, Eleanor?”

“Fine,” Sam said. “Thomas Mitchell
just got a condor through his wind-
shield.”

“Oh, no!” the girl said. “Are vou
hure?”

“Lonely.”

“Is there anything 1 can do? Do you
want me to come over?”

“I can’t run the i more than a mile
or two at night.”

“Yes. Of course. I'll be there m about
half an hour. Is there anything you
want me to pick up on the way?”

“l don’t have anvthing drinkable on
the premises.”

“All right, ine. I'm sure 1 can find a
drugsiore open.”

“"See you.”

“Yes. Please don’t worry—it's no trou-
ble for me at all. It's a shame about vour
car. It sounds 1o me as if i mght ake
days 10 hx"

“Could be.”

“1I'm sure I'll be there soon.”

On  the saceen,  blinded  Thomas
Mitchell was spinning to his doom in a
cloud of condors.

“Hurry,” Hobbs said, thinking that by
now his fine, legpy blonde wile was cer-
tnnly in a saloon with his fretful pariner.

“You are my cousin Eleanor.” the girl
explained gravely, sewing a paper bag
down on the dressing table and lilting
out a boule of White Label. “You were
in a hiwle bitty car accident and 1 may
have to take care ol you lor a couple
ol days.”

“All right, 1 got that” Hobbs said
with equal solemnity, closing the door,
wondering what e felt ke o come all
the way [rom Youngsiown 1o hear a sto-
ry about Cousin Elecanor. "What do you
do in this town and what’s vour namez”

“Well, my name is Norah and 1 teach
dancing. Social dancing.” She moved her
body in her olive silk sheath with a mo-
tion that was neither dramauc nor ex-
plicit but summed up what it was she
did when she danced.

"Stvle,” Hobbs said. “Fine siyle”” He
smiled at her suddenly, feeling the sud-
den outbreak of pure pleasure at having
her 10 smile at, to move his mouth in a
way that nothing else ever moved it. She

was resting her weight lightly against the
edge of the dressing table, her hands fla
on the wood-grained Formica beside her
hips, and he was thinking that another
woman would have her ankles crossed
negligently and her shoulders back, but
she did not. and that her eyes were grow
ing larger and larger as he drew nearer.

“T run a little outfit that designs and
manufactures custom furniture,” he said.
“Executive desks at a grand a copy. Stulf
like that.”

“All right.” she was saying. “And
vou're beautitul.”

“Something like that,” he said as he
reached her.

There had not been much conversa
tion between them. At dawn, he said: “ls
somebody going 10 recognize your car
out front?” and she shook her head.

“My car 15 at my cousin Eleanor’s,”
she said with a soft chuckle, warm.
sleepy and full of herself. I switched
them,” and this seemed to be a full and
satislactory solution to all the possible
problems involved.

“What about this Eleanor?” he asked.
“How many relatives do you have in this
town? How tied up are you:”

She smiled at him like a linde jam-
faced girl blaming it all on her brother.
“Me?” she asked incredulously. “I'm nev-
er tied up. When a beautiful man with a
bad car came along, how tied up was I?7
She closed her weeth lightly on the round
of his shoulder. “"Why? Do you want to
take me somewherer” she murmured
with the tip of her tongue.

“1 want I want,” he smd. T want
to inhabit faery lands forlorn with you.”
And he did. He did. He wanted 10
take her with him through the pass in
the Andes and on beyond, to where the
Incan roads swept straight and new
from way station to way station, innocent
of wheel tracks, and at might the torch-
bearing runners ran lightly, uvrelessly,
naked and the color ol earth, bearing the
messages ol the emperor.

She was murmuring with pleasure.
“Do you say things like that a lo?” she

whispered.
“Only 10 my love.”
She  wurned  sleepily,  sirewching  her

body, her har and smooth arms brush-
ing his lace and neck. "Am 1 vour love:”
she asked lighily,

“My perfect love.”

“You are mv best.”

“And you.”

“Mmm!”  She  wrned  [arther  and
kissed him, warm and like velver come
alive, light as pale douds over the lace
of the full summer moon, her eves glossy
and dark as a river at midnight. Hobbs
laughed sofltly. He was hall asleep, and
he had been thinking of her as a prim-
cess ol the Incas, as the magic woman

reontinued on page 208)



recollections by esquire’s publisher of deep-sea fishing expeditions with papa and john dos passos

HORSING THEM IN WITH HEMINGWAY

=

~memoir By ARNOLD GINGRICH

When it looked like Dos Passos was going to lose the battle with his barracuda, Hemingway yelled for a gun.

“Gingrich is a pretty keen fisheyman,” I said.
“I started him,” said Hemingway.

—ROBERT EMMETT GINNA
in a May 1958 interview with Ernest Hemingway

HE DIbN'T, and even il he had, the deep-sea fishing 1
did with Ernest Hemingway would have been a false
start, never leading to any real appreciation of the
deepest satislaction of angling. We fished out of Key
West and out of Bimini, first in "34 on the Anita, the
boat that belonged to Josie Russell, and later in '35
and ‘36 on the Pilar, the boat Ernest bought when
Esquire advanced him the money he lacked to com-
plete the deal. Most of that fishing was hard work,
calling for a great deal of back-bending exertion, and
though some of it was fun, none of it was what 1 later
came to consider real anghing.

Ernest was a meat fisherman. He cared more about
the quantity than about the quality, and was more
concerned with the capture of the quarry than with
the means employed to do it. He was also—and this
is what no true angler is—intensely competitive about
his fishing, and a very poor sport. If the luck was out,
then nobody around him could do any right, and he
was ready 1o blame everybody in sight, ahead of him-

sell. When things were going right, he was quick to
promote everybody in his company to high rank as
good [ellows, and was jovially boastful about their
every least accomplishment, as well as his own. But
let a hook pull out and his attitude was never to
praise the fish that managed to bend it, but only to
blame the hookmaker.

In Bimini in June of "36, when the Adanuc record
for marlin stood at 736 pounds, Ernest hooked a
beautiful bright silver marlin with the coloration of
a young fish, It was big, and as it leaped again and
again, with a long, low wrajectory like that of a horse
going over steeplechase barriers, its faint lavender
stripings glistened in the sun like the light flashing
off a diamond. Big fish, up in the 600- and 700-pound
class, usually looked dark, of an allover blue -that
almost verged on black. So Jane Kendall Mason, who
had pioneered the Cuban marlin fishing with Hem-
ingway some five years earlier, who had a boat ol her
own and at least as much big-game-fishing experience
as he had, ventured the guess that the fish might go
about 450 pounds.

The fish was still on, and stll in sight—t0 me it
looked about the size of a tank car—when she spoke.
Hemingway bridled as if

(continued on page 256) 123
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As lllincis linebacker Dick Butkus (50} and end Gregg Schumacher (B4) close in for the tackle, Wolverine halfback Rick Sygar scoots

SpOrtS By ANSON MOUNT toothall is the most dynamic and exciting spectator sport in America. Bascball is
sulfering from hardening of the arteries. Boxing is dead, a victim of bad scriptwriters and poorer actors. Wrestling has long
since become pure show business. One of the things that gives college football such vitality is the element of change. The game
is constantly being improved, new coaching techniques are being introduced, new offensive and defensive systems are being in-
vented. Small schools grow big; waditional patsies uire new power and prestige. Conversely, yesteryear's football factories are
being cut down to size by drastically raised academic entrance requirements. The population explosion is vividly affecting col-
lege enrollment and, in sell-defense, college administrators are rapidly upgrading scholastic standards.

From the spectator’s seat, the most noticcable expression of college football’s growth and ferment is seen in the frequency and
extent of rules changes. Last year there was a semireturn to platoon [ootball, an effort on the part of the rules committee to please
everyone. As it happened, it pleased no one and all sorts of awkward game situations developed, with most teams taking dozens
of deliberate game-delay penalties in order 10 switch platoons. Many other teams continued 1o play the old-fashioned game with
most players coached to play both offense and defense, thereby suffering a great disadvantage. Some coaches, seeing the handwrit-
ing on the wall, made belated atempts o convert to platoon ball halfway through the season. The result of all this was that
last year was the kookiest season in one’s memory, with dozens of sure ]mw(rh(m\ts folding up like punctured balloons and
many so-s0 :i(|llnds emerging into greatness. The difference was the readiness w ith which teams such as Notre Dame, Arkansas and
Alabama adaped o platoon play, while other tcams—Auburn and Indiana among them—didn’t make the transition smoothly.

This vear all but the smallest squads will use separate offensive and defensive platoons. Since most of the better players
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through the lllini forward wall. Michigan, our pre-season pick for 1965's top team, won the gome and the 1964 Big Ten championship.

have been accustomed to going both ways, the coaches will have the knouty problem of deciding who plays on which platoon,
This will be a difficult decision, indeed, because a truly outstanding player is generally as valuable on offense as on defense. He
may even be as valuable a lineman as a back. For example, Mike Garrett and Rodger Bird are perhaps the most talented de-
fensive halfbacks in college Toothall—and we have them histed as such on our All-America aggregation—yet both have gained
a major part of their fame for offensive exploits. John Niland, the massive lineman from lowa, has been playing guard though
he has the delincations and talent of a pro tackle. Most coaches won't be sure who is playing what positon unul September
practice 1s well under way, and then they will assemble their platoons just the way we did: by finding the 22 bese players avail
able and distributing them according to their skills. And now, on to the predictions.
G

If quarterbacks could be bought, the market in pinpoint passers would be sky-high in the Last. At nearly every major {oothall
foundry east of the Alleghenies the coaching stall is frantically se: lrdnu;, player rosters for quarterback talent. Syracuse, Penn
State, Pivsburgh and Buffalo are particularly barren of s

qu.']rlmhau.l\'s: the possible exception is Holy Cross, which fo a dazzhing sleeper last in Jack Lente.

Therefore, the Eastern crown could go to whoever wins the quarterback treasure hunt. Syracuse, however, might just forger
the passing and simply run over people. With praysoy All-America hallback Floyd Little and haliback Mike Koski running be-
hind a talented offensive line led by center Pat Killorin, the Orangemen will be almost unstoppable on the ground. Penn State
finds isell in the same situation: no quarterback but a strong running attack made up of a flock of fast halfbacks and soph {ull:
back Roger Grimes. who is the most exciting new runner to show up on Mo Nittany in a decade. All this locomotion will be
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OFFENSIVE TEAM. Front row: Paul Crane, center (Alabama); Jerry Burns, Coach of the Year (lowa). Second row:
Karl Noonan, end (lowa); George Rice, tackle (Louisiona Stote); Stan Hindman, guard (Mississippi); Dick Arrington,
guard {Notre Dame); John Niland, tackle {lowa); Rick Kestner, end (Kentucky). Third row: Nick Eddy, halfback (Notre
Dame), Gary Snook, quarterback (lowa); Floyd Little, halfback (Syracuse). Rear: Jim Grabowski, fullbock (lllinois).

TOP TWENTY TEAMS

STANFORD

LOUISIANA STATE

MARYLAND

FLORIDA
SYRACUSE. .. SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA.. ..
ARKANSAS.
OREGON

NOTRE DAME

PENN STATE

TEXAS TECH - coacvse i, R
Possible Breakthroughs: Tulsa 8-2; West Virginia 7-3; Michigan State 6-4;

Ohio State 6-3; Missouri 6-4; George Washington 9-1; Cincinnati 8-2; Wyoming
8-2; Bowling Green 8-1.

sprung loose by a formidable offensive
line led by tackle Joe Bellas, who is
probably the leading lineman in the East.

Boston College has just about suc-
ceeded in establishing itselfl as a major
Eastern power. Losses from graduation
are severe, but there is so much good
manpower left on hand that Boston fans
won't notice much difference. This is
supposed to be a rebuilding year for the
Eagles, but by midseason they may have
their strongest and biggest team in
history.

Army and Navy appear to be in bad
shape. Serious losses from last year have
cut deeply into both squads; the new
switch 10 two platoons will sorcly 1ax
l'l'lillll)()\-\'t'_.‘l' TCSOUTCES, and ill(‘ﬁ])(?fi.(?ll(:(_‘(l




DEFENSIVE TEAM. Front row: Jack Shinholser, guard (Florida State]. Second row: Casimir Banaszek, end (North.
western); Stan Dzura, tackle [California); Bill Yearby, tackle [Michigan); Aaron Brown, end [Minnesota). Third row: Bill
Cody, linebacker (Auburn); Carl McAdams, linebacker (Oklahoma); Tam Cecchini, linebacker (Michigan). Back row:
Rodger Bird, halfback (Kentucky); Bruce Bennett, safety (Florida); Mike Garrett, halfback (Southern California).

THE ALL-AMERICA SQUAD

{All of whom have a good chance of making someone’s All-America team.)
ENDS: Moreau (LSU), Mitchell (Bucknell), Twilley (Tulsa), Malinchak (Indiana), Hadrick and Long (Purdue), Jeter and White (Nebraska),
Palm (Oregon), Morin (Massachusetts), Washington (Michigan St.)

TACKLES: Bellas (Penn 5t.), Singer and Shay (Purdue), Graham (Tennessee), Brown {Tulane), Townes (Tulsa), Hines and Phillips (Arkansas),
Pettigrew (Stanford), Taylor (Cincinnati)

GUARDS: Gagner (Florida), Battle (Georgia Tech), Miller (lowa), Barnes (Nebraska), LaGrone {(Southern Methodist), Richardson (UCLA)
CENTERS: Killorin (Syracuse), Dittman (Navy), Tobey (Oregon), McKissick (Utah), Hyland (Boston College)

LINEBACKERS: Nobis (Texas), Kelley and Bugel (Ohio St.), O'Billovich (Oregon 5t.), Hansen (lllinois), Goss (Tulane), Clarke (Army), Lynch
{Notre Dame), Vincent (LSU)

BACKS: Ward (Michigan), Granger (Mississippi 5t.), Handley and Lewis (Stanford), Griese (Purdue), McDonald {Idaho), Lyle (George Wash-
ington), Harris and Kristynik (Texas), Wolski (Notre Dame), Unverferth and Barnington (Ohio 5t.), Lentz (Holy Cross), Morton and Antonini
(Kentucky), Spurrier (Florida), Bowman and Sloan (Alabama), Juday (Michigan St.), Davis (Virginia), Dennis and Clay (Mississippi), Shivers
(Utah St.), Glacken and Calabrese (Duke), Williams (Bowling Green), Lane and Roland (Missouri), Hubbert (Arizona)

SOPHOMORE BACK OF THE YEAR: Halfback Warren McVea (Houston)

SOPHOMORE LINEMAN OF THE YEAR: Guard Tommy Keyes (Mississippi)




PLAYBOY

128

and unproven quarterbacks will replace
the graduated Stichweh and Staubach.
(Staubach, by the way. may wrn up
heaving passes for the Quantico Marines.)
About the only success-determining fac-
wrs at variance between the two eams
are schedule (lavoring Army) and coach-
ing (1 major plus for Navy). As usual,
the Army-Navy game will probably be a
tossup, with the luckier team winning.

THE EAST

INDEPENDENTS
Syracuse 91  Colgate 1-3
Penn State 1-3  Rutgers 63
Boston College 64 Holy Cross 64
Army 46  Villanova 54
Navy 37  Buifalo 46
Pittsburgh 28 Boston U. 2

IVY LEAGUE
Harvard 72 Yale 45
Qartmouth 63  Brown 4-5
Princeton 63  Columbia 36
Cornell 54  Pennsylvania 36

MIDDLE ATLANTIC CONFERENCE

Gettysburg 81  Temple 64
Delaware 12  Lehigh 2-1
Bucknell 63  Lafayette 2-7

YANKEE CONFERENCE

Massachusetts 81  Connecticut 4-5
Maine 63  Rhode Island  2-7
Vermont 62  New Hampshire 2-6

TOP PLAYERS: Little, Killorin, Brown (Syra-
cuse); Bellas, Kunit, Grimes {Penn St.); Hy-
land, McCarthy (Buston C.); Clarke, Champi,
Braun (Army); Dittman, Norton (Navy); Crab-
tree (Pitt); Paske, llg, Clark (Colgate);
Lentz {Holy Cross); Brown (Villanova); Poles
(Buffalo); McCluskey, Grant, Leo (Harvard);
Macleod, Beard (Dartmouth); Maliszewski,
Savidge (Princeton); Ratner (Cornell); How-
ard, Gronninger (Yale); Hall (Brown); Molloy
(Penn); Ward (Gettysburg); Van Grofski
{Delaware), Mitchell (Bucknell); Landry,
Morin (Massachusetts); DeVarney (Maine).

The main problem at  Pittshurgh—
even more serious than a green squad
and questionable quarterbacking—is the
schedule. You have to read it 10 beheve
it. 1f the Panthers break even this vear,
1 will be the neatest trick at Pittsburgh
since Salk beat polio. Rutgers is coming
back and so is Holy Cross. Crusader
quarterback Jack Lentz ran berserk last
vear despite assorted broken ribs, so with
his health restored he may lead Holy
Cross 10 a fruitlul season. Its main prob-
lem will be adjusting 10 new coach Mel
Massucco  without  benefit  of  spring
practice.

Colgate is basking in the glory of
1964, its most successful season in 30
years. And things look just as rosy this
fall. The Red Raiders’ vicious defensive
plaoon. which was primarily respon-
sible for last year's success, is returning
almost intact.

At this point. Harvard appears to be
the class of the Ivy League, but if past
scasons are any weather vane, the Ivy

race will be a wild exercise in improb-
bilities before the year 1s out. The Grim-
son is richly endowed with backhiekd
stars, and il coach Yoviesin can put to-
gether an oftensive line and a good
defense (his specialty), it will be a rosy au-
twmn in Harvard Square. Neather Dart-
mouth nor Princeton looks quite as
strong. Dartmouth’s problem is a leaky
delense that cost the Indians  three
games last vear. However, quarterback
Mickey Beard and end Bob Macleod
should form one of the better combina-
vons in  Eastern  [football.  Princeton
suffered heavy losses—including the en-
tire backhield—from last vear's undelear-
ed team, but the Tigers and their snazzy
single wing will still overpower most op-
ponents. Cornell will be a contender for
the Ivy wuile if a host of good sophomore
linemen come through. Yale has the
highest all-time won-lost percentage in
college football, but appears to be in
danger of losing that distinction  this
vear to Notre Dame. The Yalies are
green and especially thin down the mid-
dle, and have the problem of adjusting
1o the new coaching regime of Carmen
Cozza, an especially wugh task without
the benefit of spring pracuice. Brown has
an outstanding quarterback in Bob Hall.
while Columbia is suffering the torments
of adjusting 1o the loss of Archie Rob-
erts. who is simply irreplaceable. Penn-
svlvania, under new coach Bob Odell, is
on the way up, and this year may unveil
a few surprises. The Quakers are deep in
experienced returnees and good sopho-
mores. and with hallback Bruce Molloy
leading the way, Penn is our nomination
lor top spoiler of the Ivy League.

Getysburg,  with  three  magnificent
quarterbacks in Jim Ward, Dick Shirk
and Mike Darr. should again dominate
the Middle Atlantic Conference.  Last
vear's almost unprecedented collapse of
Delaware isn't likely to happen again,
however, so look for the Hens to be back
in the thick ol the title race. Bucknell
has one of the top players in the counury
in end Tom Mitchell. Temple had its
best year since 1945 last season, and with
a litde luck could do as well in 1965,

Massachusetts so completely outclasses
every other team in the Yankee Confer-
ence that the only baule is for second
place. That honor is likely 10 go 10
Maine this year.

- - -

Every vear the same drama is played
out in the Big Ten. The principal actors
vary, but the plot is always the same:
Some team is the consensus  pre-season
choice to win the Conlerence champion-
ship, something goes wrong along the
way (injuries. ennui, a few fumbles) and
the team that couldn’t lose does, and
onc of the predicied also-rans picks up
all the marbles and the Rose Bowl bad.
Last vear, Hlinois' juggernaut somchow
got scuttled: the vear before, it hap:
pened to Northwestern. In fact. only

once in the kast two decades has a con
sensis presscason favorite actually won
the Big Ten dde. That was Ohio State
n 1961,

THE MIDWEST

BIG TEN
Michigan 91  Minnesota 64
lowa 91 lllinois 55
Purdue 82 Indiana 46
Michigan Siate 64  Northwestern  3-7
Ohio State 63  Wisconsin 28

MID-AMERICAN CONFERENCE

Bowling Green 81  Ohio U. 46
Kenl State 64  Western Mich. 46
Miami 55  Toledo 46
Marshall 55

INOEPENDENTS
Notre Dame 713 Dayton 4-6
Xavier 73 Southern Hlinois 64

TOP PLAYERS: Eddy, Arrington, Wolshi,
Lynch {Nctre Dame); Yearby, Cecchini, Ward,
Oetwiler, Vidmer (Michigan); Noonan, Snook,
Niland, Miller (lowa); Hadrick, Long, Griese,
Singer, Shay, Minniear, Teter (Purdue);
Brown, Hankinson, Gillingham (Minnesota);
Juday, 'ﬂashin%m. Lucas, Jones (Michigan
St.); Unverferth, Barrington, Kelley, Bugel
{Ohio St); Grabowski, Custardo, Hansen,
Pinder, Bess, Price (Illincis); Malinchak,
Beisler (Indiana); Banaszek, Rector (North-
western); Richter, London (Wisconsin); Wil-
liams, Rivers, Luettke (Bowling Green);
Lyons, Turner, Parr (Ohio U.); Peddie, Phil-
pott (Miami); Good (Marshall); Burch (Tole-
do); Spear {Dayton); Hart (Southern Iilinois).

Despite this, we still have o go along
with everybody else in tabbing Michigan
10 repeat as champion, since we have a
tenacious heliel that somehow logic still
has a place in this game. Certainly the
Wolverines deserve the role of favorite.
The major loss from last year was quar-
terback Bob Timberlake. but soph Dick
Vidmer looks so good that Timberlake
may not be missed. Carl Ward  at
halfbick is unexcelled in the league and
reavioy  All-Americas Bill Yearby at
tackle and Tom Cecchini at linebacker
will help give the Wolverines an awe-
some defense. 1f coach Bump Elliot can
ger Michigan safely past Purdue (the
only blot on last vear's record), it should
be the op weam in the conntry.

Not lar behind Michigan is Towa. The
Hawkeyes had a relatively dismal record
last fall. but a scant dozen points on the
scorcboard  separated them  Irom great-
ness. The speaacular acrial olfense s
back, including pravsoy  All-Americas
Cary Snook and Karl Noonan. The run
ning game has been beeled up and last
vear's leaky delense has been shored up.
Best of all, the schedule is avorable, so
look for the Hawkeyes to be the big sur
prise 10 evervone but us. For this spec
tacular comeback, and for ficlding one
of the most exciting teams in the coun-
try. win or lose. our Coach-ol-the-Year
accolade goes to Jerry Burns.

(continued on page 25%)
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reining playmate

miss september is a high-ranking horsecvoman
among chicago’s post and paddock set

MAN'S BEST FRIEND may be his dog, but the only fourlegged love of Sep-
tember Playmate Pauti Reynolds’ life is a galloping gelding named
Frankie. One of the Midwest's comeliest champion riders, Chicago-horn
Patti, who first graced pLAYBOY's pages as one ol The Bunnies of Chicago
(August 1964), has spent the past vear training her thoroughbred and
trotting off with trophies and top honors at local horse shows in hopes
ol ultimately making the international equestrian scene. “Acuually,
there's no money in horse shows themselves,” reports the charming ex-
cottontail, “but if you can take ¢nough firsts and seconds against top-
notch competition, you'll usually wind up with an attractive offer or two
to train one of the betterknown breeders' stable of jumpers. After I'd
worked as a Bunny for three yewrs, | found I had enough cash saved
up to buy my own horse and train him for a couple of seasons without
having to worry about bill collectors’ beating a path 10 my door. So 1
went out and bought Frankie, stabled him near Chicago’s Lincoln Park,
where we could work out every day, and started getting him ready lor
some of the regional meets. Within one vear after his fivst public jump,
Frankie had hive gold cups and a drawerhul of blue ribhons o his credit,
and 1 had decided to spend the next few years of my lile on the hool.”
When our posting Playmate isn’t busy putting her pranding pet through
his paces or earning her next entry fee as a part-time model for a well
known local hair stylist, she spends most of her free ume at Berlitz

Left: Pert Path strikes o convincing cowgirl pose
("l once saved an old quarter horse named Duch-
ess from the glue factory with my last fifty dollars,
ond she repaid me with my first riding ribbon”).
Below: Frankie and friend enjoy stableside chat.



Above: Miss September displays perfect form during @ Western-
style workout with her current prize winner (“Frankie's a
natural-barn jumper, so | had to reclly sell him on the idea
af being photographed in anything but his usual English
saddle”). Left: Frankie gets attentive oprés-ramp rubdown frem
the most glamoraus groam a four-legged fellow could find.

brushing up on her linguistic talents. “I've managed o acquire
a working knowledge of Spanish and Iwalian so far,” says Patti,
“and with a few more courses under my belr, T shouldn’t have
toa much trouble trading tips with the European equestrian
set. Next o horses, my second love is traveling, and if all goes
well, T may be able to combine business with pleasure by
working my way up into international riding competitions and
a chance to clear the high hurdies in other parts of the world.”

Despite her designs on conquering the Continent with her
cquestrienne’s expertise, Patti is enough of a raven-haired
realist to admit that the right guy may come along in the
meantime and lead her up another well-beaten path. “I've al-
ways been something of a loner,” the sultry September miss
confided, "but I'd gladly wrade horses [or a home with a man
who shares my interests in lile.” Outside ol bridle paths,
studying foreign languages and traveling, Pawi's other pet
pursuits include fast cars ("I'm a charter member of the Outer
Drive Hero Drivers Club™), feftuccim (“ladian food and my
waistline are old enemies™), fox-trotting ("I'm  old-fashioned
cnough to still prefer cheek-to-cheek dancing over wall-to-wall
fruging”) and hligree ("My aparunent is so [ull of Italian an-
tiques you'd think I was running some sort ol rococo work
shop™). When it comes to male companionship, she confesses
a weakness for rugged outdoor tvpes who “dont need great
looks or smooth lines 1o keep a givl imerested.” 1f any [urther
endorsement of the joys ol outdoor living 1s needed, we sug-
gest a sportsmanlike appraisal of this month’s centerfold.
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PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH




Above: At girlfriend’s apartment for an avernight slumber party, Patti and pals choose their weapons far an impromp-
tu pillow fight. Below: As hostilities progress, the camely combatants get caught in an unexpected downy deluge, from
which aur war-weary Playmate retreats (bottom) for a feathery 40 winks and @ morning-after memento of the big battle.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

H.ve vou heard about the man who never
worried about his marriage, until he moved
Irom New York to California and discovered
that he still had the same milkman?

A newspaperman, in Adantic City for the Miss
America Pageant, was seated in a boardwalk
bistro when a lovely young blonde sat down
beside him. They began to char and, alter a
number of drinks, he proposed that they buy
a bottle and finish it in his room. She was
agreeable—so much so, in fact, that betore the
bottle was hall finished, she began 1o undress.
Belore she got into bed, the newspaperman
casuwally asked her how old she was.

“Thirteen,” she replied.

“Thirteen? Good Lord!” he exclaimed. “Tut
vour clothes on and get out of here!”

“What's the martter,” asked the girl, pouting.
“Superstitiouse”

Before we get married,” said the young man to
his hancée, "I want to confess some affairs I've
had in the past.”

“But you told me all about those a couple of
weeks ago,” replied the girl.

“Yes, darling,” he explained, "but that was a
wuple of weeks ago.”

A beautiful ginl appeared at the gates of para-
dise and asked to be admitted. Saint Peter asked
her the routine question: “Are you a virging”

"Of course,” she replied.

To be sure, Saint Peter instrucied an angel
doctor 1o examine her. When he was finished,
the doctor reported, 1 think we can let her in,
but I must report that there were seven slight
dents in her maidenhead.™

Saint Peter decided that he couldn’t deny her
admittance for such a wifle, so he sent her along
to the regisuavon derk. “Your name?” asked
the clerk.

“Snow Whate,” she answered.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines spinsier
as an unlusted number.

A pair of suburban couples who had known
cach other for quite some time talked it over
and decided 10 do a liule conjugal swapping.
The wade wis made the Tollowing cvening and
the newly arranged couples retived o their re-
spective houses. Alwer about an hour of hed-
room hliss, anc of the wives propped herself up
on an clbow, looked at her new partner and
saad:

“"Well, T wonder how the bovs are getting

along.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines erogenous
zone as the skin you touch to love.

Two hipsters were sightsecing in the Ever-
glades when one suddenly stepped into quick-
sand and began sinking, while his  [ellow
truveler calmly looked on.

“Hey, man,” shouted the sinking swinger,
“how about giving me a hand?”

“Sure thing, dad,” replied the other hipster,
as he began dapping.

A b driver was driving a pair of honey-
mooners to a rented cabin in the mountains
just outside of Denver, when he inadvertently
lost his way. Coming to a side road, he asked,
“I'm supposed to take the next wurn, ain't 127

“Like hell you are,” came the groom's voice
from the back seat. “You just stick to your
driving.”

We know a cynical hushand who says it's bet-
ter 10 have loved and lost than to have loved
and won.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines optimist
as @ man who makes a motel reservation be-
fore a blind date.

There's nothing like a girl with a plunging
neckline to keep a man on his toes.

Then there was the absent-minded  sculptor
who put his model o bed and started chiseling
on his wile.

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Party Jokes Edilor, vLavsoy, 232 E. Ohio St.,
Chicago, HI. 60611, and carn $25 for cach joke
wsed. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for first cavd vecewed. Jokes cannol be veturned.



“It certainly isn’t easy to get a scientist lo relax . . . |
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UNEVENNESS OF BLESSINGS

they know not what they do.”

I knew, ol course, whae T had tried 1o
do. But I left Camp Doanbrook in the
sume poignant conditon with which |
had enmtered—an embauled innocent in
matters ol love. My chronic condition,
an absence of excess, a deficiency of sin—
in short, the presence of a lack—was
complicated by the fact that my friend
Phil had become an expert with spectac-
ular gifts of persuasion; he knew how to
skinny-dip at night and o stroll inti-
mately in the woods and to row stalwart-
ly across Big Woll Lake [or a frozen
Milky Way: and Kate, the girl whose
teeth he rotted with candy, was a bouncy
and bounceable happy creature who as-
sented to all his suggestions and only en-
tered analysis after she had received her
master’s in sociology (sosh) midway in
the Cold War. Then it turned out that
she had done the wrong thing with my
friend, but the wrong thing only retro-
spectively, in a manner of speaking that
made him out to be sibling and father
and protest against sibling and father,
nonc of which he intended to be when
he strutted in boxer shorts or borrowed
my raincoat for a conversauon under the
pine. In other ways, Herr Doktor, it was
the right thing.

But not me. I could do neither wrong
nor right thing, it scemed. The girl I
tried to ourdistance at swimming, who
then outdistanced me all summer in
every other way, then said to go away
even closer, then outdistanced me again,
liked to have suntan lotion rubbed onto
her arms and legs; I rubbed. She liked
Mars bars when I bought Milky Ways,
Milky Ways when I offered her Mars
bars. She liked to talk about art, music,
life; I found difficulty in classifying all
these topics.

“Are you sure of yoursclf?” Sandra
asked. “Because I think that's importane,
don’t you?”

I did. Oh, 1 did.

“Do you [ecel secure?” she asked. “Be-
cause 1 think a man should always fcel
secure.”

I wanted to feel secure and to ry to
feel even more sccure. But she ahways
stopped me. “Secure” is not the same as
“fresh,” she explained with cheerful ped-
amry. In the English language, these
are different matters. My grip on the
language was almost as unsure as my
grip on Sandra, and when I gripped my
confidence, 1 found myself with a hand-
ful of air and fingers. And the nails in
my palms while Sandra instructed me.

“Because 1 like a man 1o be sure of
himself, Dan—that's even better than
good-looking or a swell dancer. Would
you like to put this goo on my back?”

She said "back,” but meant more, She

138 said “goo,” and meant goo. There 1

(continued from page 113)

couched on my knees on the outer
raft, breathless after swimming, rubbing
suntan  lotion, discussing  Sibelius and
Thomas Walle, growing more and more
unsure of my ceriain sell. “You don't
like the Ruby Yacht anymore, Dan?
Qoh, that feels nice. A livde more up
there. There. You don't like the Fitzper-
ald wanslation from the original Persian
anymore, Dan?”

“Nope.” I was surly and covered with
greasy greaseless cream. “All nonsense.
Exaggerated. A sympiom of 19th Cen-
tury British imperialism.™

“And another thing I want to have a
good long talk with you about is politics,
Dan. And also you're not full of sell-
confidence. You're not really proud of
being you. Don’t get that oil on my latex
suit, it stains. You don’t radiate energy
all the ume like a healthy boy; oh, I
don’t mean that, excuse it, Dan, I mean
like a voung man should.”

But she would not cooperate joyously,
energetically, libidinously, as a girl al-
ways did. excuse it, a young lady eventu-
ally does in the novels I liked in those
days. Sometimes I felt as if I had had
enough of tennis counseling or mimeo-
graph labors, children making pie beds
and children who needed help with let-
ters home to their parents. (“P.S. And
mommy lissten, I like my councilor very
much please bring him a dozen pair of
socks size 12 Shelley's father already
brought him a sweater.”) I wanted to
take Sandra away from all this. At least
for an hour or two.

Instead, we wawched a duck go
squawk, pulled by the leg straight down
into the swampy depths of the lake.
“Ooh, listen that squawk,” said Sandra.

“Snapping turtle, it’s the baule of
life,” I said, “the survival of the fittest.”
I had bought secondhand books about
the story ol secondhand philosophy, the
secondhand romance of art, and the mys-
tery of heredity, explained by a man
with chromosomes. A writer with a name
like Hendrik Willem Van Loon (wiuy
comments on eternity) had o be a ter-
rific authority, though a name like Am-
ram Scheinfeld (dark  ecstasies  about
gene clusters) ranked prewy high in my
psvche, too. “Nature,” 1 announced,
“provides a balance of nature in order
o——"

“Ooh, I bet those sharp teeth,” said
Sandra.

“ICs all in the jaws. Listen to me, San-
dra. It's not teeth, it's the powerful jaw
muscles——"

She squirmed away. “I'll Listen 1o
you,” she remarked, "with your powerful
jJaw muscles, if you'll first get your greasy
hands off.”

They were greasy, of course, from oil-
ing her packed linde body against sun-

burn. And she had asked me to oil. And
now that I had done my work, 1 had
been enticed to play lubriciously. But
like some decoy duck. she swam in cir
ces unal I grabbed with my snapper’s
snout; then she derisively let me yank
her down to my destruction. No. per-
haps she did not deswoy, but she certain-
ly umraveled.

“I knew this fellow once,” said ducky
Sandra, “he wasn't a bit secure. A boy
should try to be secure.” Blissfully, drow-
sily. she streiched out beneath the sun
with her cyes closed, not caring how 1
looked at her. Her arms were fine,
round, ambered by summer: there was
a delicate lightening shade into  her
breasts where they sheliered each other,
cradled by latex; her eyelids fluttered 10
get just a glimpse of me, which was all
she rvequired. She said: “This [ellow was
kind of grabby. but insccure? Oh, hon-
estly. You know, Dun, vou sort of re-
mind me of him”—propping herself up
on an elbow, examining me through
eyes whose intentions were veiled by a
thick brush of lash. “Only he was taller.”
Flopping back down to brown the other
side.

I tell the world frankly: Sandra was
no joy to me. I wept at night, alone, be-
cause the Gernun armies were in Paris,

On Sundays. when the parents drove
up from Detroit. Toledo and Cleveland,
we dressed the children in their ceremo-
nial white shorts and white T-shirts with
the camp insignia stamped across narrow
or pubescent bosoms; we dabbed cala-
mine lotion on bites and then stuffed ba-
nanas down throats at breakfast. The
kids were supposed to weigh in heavy
for their bout with parents. (Now, in
1965, so much lauer in history, even the
children eat slimming foods) Jokesier
Phil, my pal, exercised his entire reper-
tory of shoveling, cramming, tamping
and gagping gestures, and said o Davie
Soyder, “Swallow, you crud, or I'll tell
your mother what you did when you lost
the International After-Hours Suwip Po
ker Tournament.”

"Oh, please, Uncle Phil!”

Phil claborately relented. “OK, you're
a nice aud. Listen, you have one morc
banana, hey, and mum’s the word.”

With gratitude Davie found space 10
tuck away another few wopical ounces
ine his endless whorls of childish gut. Phil
hoped thereby 10 store up a little credin
with the head counselor in case Aunt
Kate, junior counselor for Girls Group
Two, the Brownies, was absent at bed
check.

By noon the beastlings had all been
shined up and we counselors were ready
for parental discussion of heat rash, wax
in cars, nervous stomach, and how much
progress their heir to a chain of drug-
stores was making in cafts. “Not very

(continued on page 212)
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THE SEX INSTITUTE

in indiana’s quiet groves of academe, dr. kinsey and his
associales started a remarkable research project and a revolution

aricle By ERNEST HAVEMANN

A JOURNALIST who writes on a subject that in any way involves sex—as | have olten had occasion 1o do
in the past decade on teenage MAITIAZES, CAmMpus Marriages, marriage problems in general and subsidi-
ary issues such as homosexuality—would be a lool not to consult with the Institute for Sex Research,
that famed institution founded in 1938 and incorporated in 1947 at Indiana University by the late great
Dr. Allfred C. Kinsey. Being no fool (I hope), 1 have consulted regularly with the Institute. I often call
my [riends on the stall long distance, and many a time I have flown o Indianapolis and rented a car au
the airport to Pay a personal call au the Institute, which is on the university campus at Bloomington, an
hour’s drive 1o the south.

The inevitable always happens. The long-distance operator, when I ask for the Institute for Sex Re-
search, tivters. The girl at the car-rental desk in Indianapolis, when 1 tell her that my address will be
the Institute for Sex Research, raises her evebrows. Sometimes [ go along with the gag; I say that 1
plan wo offer my body to the Institute. But usually I am just depressed. Why should the Institute for Sex
Research, 17 years alier its first monumental study of Sexual Behavior in the Human Male first ap-
peared, still be the subject of so much self-conscious merriment?

Above all, why should its work still be so suspect? I frequently mention the Institute’s findings in
my articles and lectures, for nobody can pretend 1o write or talk authoritatively about sex without men-
toning them. But almost every time, some editor takes me to task or somebody in the audience rises 1o
challenge me. Don’t I know—so go the questions—that the Institute’s work has been criticized by some
of the most prominent psychoanalysts and social scientists in the world? Am 1 really so naive as to believe
that all those people interviewed by the Institute staff told the vuth about their sex lives?

Well, all right. I can see considerable merit in the psychoanalysts’ eriticism. And I don't necessarily
believe that the people interviewed by the Institute were either totally honest or giflted with total re-
call. But I do believe that the reports put out by the Institute are, in general, accurate—and that, further-
more, they are the most important books that have been published in my lifetime. I believe that 1he
Institute has done more to change the pattern of modern life—and lor the better—than any other insti-
tution that ever Hourished on American soil, with the one possible exception of the Constitutional
Conventuion.

The Institute, in recent years, has been much less of a storm center than it used to be. The headline-
making days of the giant reports on men and women are over: the more recent books, less sweeping in
scope, have attracted far less attention. It operates nowadays almost in obscurity: If you ask the desk clerk
at a Bloomington hotel 10 direct you to the Institute, vou are likely 1o get a puzzled look; and even vour
taxi driver will probably not know the way unless he happens to be an Indiana University student who
has seen 1t on his way to classes. Certainly the Institute does not advertise its presence. Its outer door,
hidden in an out-of the-way corner of the third floor of one of the umiversity buildings, looks like the en-
irance Lo any routine ('lilSSIT)()I]]; the words INSTITUTE FOR SFEX RESFARCH are {continued on pugr' ;'52)
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By ROBERT L. GREEN our annual autumnal survey of classic reviv

A rrosrEM that weighs almost as heavily on today’s college student as avoiding an economics class that starts before ten in the
morning is deciding what o take back to campus with him for the coming sche ar. Most college catalogs are stuffed with
ition on everything from lab fees to university drinking rules. But in none of these otherwise estimable publications can
ious student find a reliable guide to correct dress for on and off the campus.
Annually, Pravsoy comes to the rescue and fills this sartorial void. Here, again, is our own campus check list designed for
1¢ hom the greenest frnhm:m o (hL‘ most wpln-.m .nut g] aduate ‘»[u(lt‘lll', wmmh back for another go-round at the academ-
_ ol wardrobe needs that as as appli-
cable to the University of Maine as it is e Colle aciic. F re we' ; te the dilferences that exist in various
geographic areas and see how these basic fashion requirements are adapted around the country.
First, let’s look at the national scenc.
Suits: Even though most schools spawn certain fads and foibles of their own, the authentic naturalshoulder suit siyle featuring
the classic Ivy League cut in a three-button model with straight-flap poc kets and beltloop trousers will once more sweep the Amer
ican college campus seene from coast to coast this year. Stripes, lrom the narrow hairline o the pinstripe, will be making it through-




als and new directions in attire and appurtenances for the academic year

Above: Reodying for o return to the acodemic groves ore o plotormful of stylish scholors ond their oftendont coeds. Reoding from left to right: The

fellow conferring with the conductor is cosuolly clothed in o long-sleeved lomb's-wool V-neck pullover, by Brentwood, $12, worn with a buttondown
cotton oxford shirt, by Von Heusen, $5, and tapered worsted wool hopsock trousers, by Poxton, $20, topped off by o ploid wool topcoat with o camel-
color lining, by Fox Knopp, $45, ond o soft velour hat, by Chomp, $13. The fuzzy fellow dons o hooded parko of roccoon ond medocrylic fiber, by
Koshon, $80, over wide-wole cotton-corduroy slocks, by Spotwood, $11. He is reody for the slopes with o poir of Goloxie 1l permonent-edge snow
skis, by Hort, $134.50. The next chop is completely color-coordinoted in o three-piece sport set of o glen-ploid jocket, o sleeveless Shetland pullover
ond wool hopsock slacks, by Cricketeer, $75. The shirt is on oxford buttondown, by Excello, $6. His girlfriend is sofely perched on o motched
luggoge set consisting of on oversized attoché cose, $40, lightweight “oirsuiter,” $42, ond o sturdy two-suiter, $50, all by Venturo. They ore
joined by a warmly bundled collegiote in o single-breosted corduroy topcoot with ploid wool lining ond o detochoble six-foot scorf, by Zero
King, $45. The guy is corrying o 50mm Leicoflex camero with bottery-powered exposure meter, equipped with a Summicron /2 lens ond re-
versible lens hood, $585, ond leother cose, $28.50, by Leitz. At for right is pensive poir with the man in o topered jocket, by McGregor, $25,
worn with worsted wool-flonnel permonent-creose slocks, by Thomson, $17. In front is Mark 1l fitted leother comero godget bog, by Perrin, $49.95.
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it suits will be heavy favorites:

out the fashion spectrum, but fewer of the broad chalk varieties will he in evidence. Lightwe
They alford allseason, allregion wear. plus the comfort needed in our cemrally heated society. This year. ten-ounce Dacron-
polyester blends should begin to mudge the traditional all worsteds and silk worsteds for hrst choice in ine hghoweight suns. Most
ol the better suits come with matching vests, in a style to which we give the highest marks. Trousers for the college man are slim
and trim but, happily, are cut a bit fuller than the “pipestems™ of the noncollege yvoung man. These stvles should be worn longer

than their high school counterparts and should just clear the shoc wop. he number of suits you'll need depends on your social

Hmum.

schedule, but three 1s the m
Sports jackets: The classic navy-blue blazer has become a wardrobe essential that goes well anywhere. Blazers worn with
nated in Europe and is sure to be a success on American caimpuses. The always

wurtlenecks give an elegantly casual look that or
popular checked and plaid jackets will be joined by solid-color madels in soft pasiel shades.

and charcoal-brown slacks sull make up the backbone of any collegiate ward

Slacks: At least a couple of pairs of charcoal-gra
robe. A pair of hopsack or twist slacks, along with chinos and poplins, fill out the basic requirements here.

Topcoats: Be sure you have one slightly formal coat. Dressing casually at the right time is nilty, but being too mlormal when



Moving down the frack we see o suitobly styled lvy Leoguer in o three-button wool ond polyester vested suit, by Sogner, $60, cotton oxford button-
down shirl, by Aetno, $6, silk foulord tie, by Prince Consort, $3, ond center-creose felt hot, by Adom, $11. He corries o Tele-Rolleiflex comero with o
135mm Zeiss Sonnor /4 lens, $450, and cose, $29.95, by Honeywell. Kneeling is on ottentive audiophile looking over a Model 860 solid-stote stereo
tope recorder with built-in speoker system, by Ampex, $289. He sports a three-button glen-plaid coshmere jocket, by Phoenix, $6%, cotton oxford but-
tondown shirt, by Eogle, $7, ond a foulord tie, by Resilio, $3.50. Looking on is o fellow in a wool hopsack suit with motching vest, by PBM, $75, o
tob-collor broadcloth, Dacron ond cotton shirt, by Manhotton, $7, ond o silk patterned tie, by Wembley, $2.50. His topcoot is an all-weother Docron
ond cotlon model that reverses into o poplin roincoot, by London Fog, $55. Moking woves is o chop in o snop-fastened sueded split-cowhide jacket
with Orlon fleece lining, by Levi's, $40, homespun-weave cotton trousers, by Contact Slacks, $9, ond © mohoir muffler, by Handceroft, $6. The lad ot

right is in on alpaca ond wool sports jocket, by Clubmon, $40, o topered Docron ond cotton oxford buttondown shirt, by Moss Shirtmokers, $&, fou-
lard tie, by Fabioni, $6, ond permonent-crease worsted wool-flonnel slocks, by Anthony Geslure, $15. Heoding upcountry is a poir of hardy souls.

The man on the left dons cotton-corduroy woshoble slocks, by Seven Seas, $11, with o hond-knit wool V-neck sweoter, by Puritan, $20. At for right the
chop tops off his whipcord slacks, by Thomson, $19, with a long-sleeved cotton turtieneck, by Robert Reis, $3, and o wool-ploid cutershirt, by Moss, $12.
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vou're off to a dance or a dinner date in town is a fashion gaffe vou'll w to avoid. Your il

e tweed or gabardine, a waditional camel’s-hair polo coat or one ol the British short styles coming on very big this year.

Raincoats: ‘The hest bets here are the crisp-looking tan. ural, navy or olive washable poplin sivles on the marker. A zip-
i warmer is i wise che no natter what the cimate of your home campus, You should always be prepared o accept a quick
invitation o a colder climate. A grean second choice 1s a black raincoat. Besides s unlitarian value as bad-weather protecuion, this
chon stvling serves nicelv with ho - formalwear during the debutante season.

Dress shirts: Youw'll need ac least a dozen. You can’t miss with the classic long-pointed cotton oxford hutiondown model. Along
with the buttondowns. our advice is to try some of the tab- and spread-collar stvles and see how they look on vou. Conformity to an

ablished style has its merits, but a I dullness by making an cllore to oy the wide variety of shirt fashions available.

Though suits and sports clothes are veering away from Hashy colors and ten toward the neutral shades, shires are getung cor-
respondingly more colorful. In addition 1o solid whites. blues and pinks, we sce swipes, both neatly narrow and boldly broad, mak-
ing the college scene ina big v . Muted checks will be much in evidence o give a European touch.

Tics: The current popular widths are 254 inches and 234 inches. The fashion trend in eravats is wward the bolder colors,




HOTOGRAPHY BY O'ROURKE 7 GOROON # TAJNIR

As we near the end of the platiorm, we find the lost of our meticulous matriculators. The cloth-copped fellow at left checking in with a new classmate
s carrying a water-repellent wool-tweed topcaat with alpaca collar and royon quilted lining, by Pendletan, $45, over o lang-sleeved lLinks-knit
V-neck pullover with ribbed cuffs, by Drummond, $16, and fully lined diagonal-ribbed corduroy trousers, by Contact Slacks, $12. He finishes off
his outfit with a catton-braadclath buttondown shirt, by Hothoway, $7, on imparted potterned silk ascol, by Hondcraft, $5, and on English
water-repellent houndstaath waool cop, by Knox, $5. The chop bringing up the rear doesn't seem to mind at all being lost in line, since he's shoring his
place with a pretty coed. He is wearing a sport combination of cattan-paplin permanent-crease slacks with extension waistbond, by H.1.S,, §7, ond o
three-buttan wide-wale carduroy jocket with leather-trimmed flap pockets, by University Seol, $25, worn over a cottan axford buttondown shirt by
Truval, $5, and o “soft-lack” Orlon V-neck pullover with ribbed cuffs, by Puritan, $13. He is broced against the chilly fall weother in @ Docron ond
cottan-poplin roincoat with slash pockets ond roglon sleeves, by Gleneagles, $40. At right is a quartet of campus gifts for the ospiring baccaloure-
ate. Clockwise from the top: Encyclopedia in 24 volumes with almost o holf-million references, by Encyclopoedio Britannica, $549. Galaxie |l manual
portable typewriter with a full-sized keyboord ond chongecble type foces, by Smith-Corono, $124.50. Motorcycle with 50-horsepower vertical twin
engine ond dual carburetors, Model T120/R, by Triumph, $1220. “Vaorsity Sport * 10-speed sport bicycle with drop hondlebars, by Schwinn, $66.95
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with an increased emphasis on foulards.

Formalwear: A black, naturalshoulder
dinner jacket with satin shawl or faille
semipeak lapels is basic to yowr ward-
robe and social life. This is particularly
true in Eastern colleges, where increased
formal activities are becoming the mark
of each successive season. Don't worry il
your immediate budger isn't fat enough
to include formal clothes. Every college
area has rental stores where you can ob-
tain what you need; but there is nothing
like having formalwear that really his
vou. Take a look at the separate jackets
mtroduced in pravsov (The Playboy
Dinner Jacket, November 1963) and add
one of these stylish specials to  your
wardrobe.

Shoes: Six pairs make a sensible and
solid shoe wardrobe. A well-balanced se-
lection would include one pair of plain-
we  bluchers in cordovan  or  Scotch
grain, a pair of classic loafers, a set of
black slipons, one of the desert-type
boots, deck or tennis shoes, and a
grained wing-tip blucher,

Socks: At least a dozen pairs should be
on your list. Stick to the darker shades of
brown. blue, gray and black, and be sure
that all of them are over-the-call models.
For extra socks, try the fisherman knits
in assorted colors.

Belts: Six ought wo be enough. The
best buys this year are in waxy leathers,
fabrics, clastic, madras and casual web
styles. Have at least one alligator in
brown, tan or black, depending on the
co'or choices in your wardrobe. Reversi-
ble belts with leather on one side and
fabric on the other make another good
fashion note. They can be very handy
for helping o dress vour outfit up or
down, depending on the occasion.

Gloves: A couple of pairs ol gloves
should handle your needs—one dress set
and one more casual pair made as much
for warmth as for style. Your dress
gloves, of course, should be color-coordi-
nated with your topcoat.

Odd vests: I you own them, take
them along. The atitude on waistcoar-
ing varies throughout the country, so
play it cool and sce what is being worn
on your campus.

Walk shorts: Take four pairs. There is
a lot of variety in this area, ranging
from Indian madras, hinens, seersuckers,
washable  whites, solid-color poplins,
white ducks and off-whites in cord and
samicloth. “I'ry 1o strike a balance with a
brightly pawerned plaid, a dassic scer-
sucker, a pair of whites and a strong
dark solid color.

Now let's see how these basic styles are
applicable to the different collegiate sec-
tions in America.

1uE NorTHEAST: IU's here, among the
ivy-covered walls, that the classic Ameri-
can campus fashion look was born. The
Ivy League wrend today is a bit more
casual than in past years, but the wadi-
tonal influences arve sull strong.

Sutts: Four is the minimum here. Your
selections should indude a dark shark-
skin in gray, blue or olive: a tweed n a
medium shade of tan, brown or gray: a
whipcord or hopsack in tan or hrown:
and a more formal dark suit in navy or
black. We see a big comeback for neat
narrow  stripes and  herringbones.  The
overall styling divection 15 toward  the
subdued pattern. Vests, we're glad to say,
are going 1o be strong agaan this year.

Sports jackets: Four jackets are abouwt
right. Your blue blazer, a bold Duke ol
Windsor—type plaid. a pauerned Shet-
land or tweed and a gray herringbone
would be a workable combination.

Topcoats: There are the incvitable
lightweight tan-poplin windbreaker jack-
ets, as well as such newer items as the
Navy-oriented “cp.o.” (chief peuy ofh
cer) topcoat and a warm-up jacket in
school colors. (Your local campus store
or coop will most likely have them

available) Ski-parka coats are stull very
much with us, and e professional
three-quarter  length  is  the current

choice. Shearlings and  shearling  wypes,
more famibiarly known as “goat coats.”
are also good bets. OF course, you'll need
an  overcoat for wearing over suits.
There'll be some handsome ones around
this vear, particularly the heavy rich
tweeds and subde herringbones.

Shirts: Mimature tauersall checks on
colored and white grounds are reappear
ing for dress shivtwear. Bue the real Ivy
look this year 1s going o be carried by
Forizouial-siriped knit sport sevles. We
think you need a minimum of six, pref-
eribly cight, sport shirts.

Sweaters: At least a hall dozen are re-
quired. The lashion here tends oward
subtle classic Shetlands, lamb’s wool and
cashmere in all of the siyles. Lighiweighe
turtleneck jerseys and dickeys worn under
regular sweaters give a Continental lay-
ered look that should be increasingly
popular.

Hats: The Tyrolean is being substitut-
ed for the classic pinch-felt dress hat in
the Northeast; not by everyone, but by
cnough to give you all the protective col-
oration vou need o step out smartly in
one of these Swiss specials.

THE soutHeast: This is a collegiate
arca where fashion is practically a com-
pulsory course. It isn’t that the campuses
are full of suft shirts, but the combina-
ton of good naturalshoulder clothing,
carcfully coordinated with a healthy
respect for good grooming, leaves the un
pressed, socks-falling-down crowd stand-
mg out in the rain.

Suits: Be sure that at least one of your
suits has a matching vest. It's sull the
choice of the best-dressed men on cam-
pus. Tweeds are very popular, with
prime choices appearing in the medium
shades of gray or brown. For a scecond
choice, you might try a classic glen plaid.

Sports jackets: For this area we recom-

mend a bold Shedand plaid. The South-
east is also the suronghold of powerfully
hued wweed jackers.

Slacks: The big stems here are light
blue poplin and hard-finished worsteds
and whipcords. The crispness ol whip-
cord and its natural ability to coordinate
with bold tweeds make v the perlea
extra-slacks choice.

Topcoats: The new direciion is the
fleecce-lined car coat. Some models have
already been seen prominently at both
the University of Virginia and Vander
bilt. Suede is another Southeastern high
light this year. Parucular interest s m
the dark-brown short coats.

Shirts: The styles are preity much the
same as everywhere, with some emphasis
being shown in the new snapdown col-
lars. In sport shirts, Indian madras is
stll a popular favorite, but there's also a
great enthusiasm for red-and-white 1able-
cloth plaids.

Shoes: In addition to the basic shoe
wardrobe, we find a lot of interest in the
tassled  slip-ons in lighter honey-toned
ans. The Norwegian-type moccasin also
gets pood  prades from  style-conscious
Southeasterners.

Sweaters: Here vyou are beuer ofl
going along with the boys north of Ma-
son-Dixon and sticking 1o cdassic soft
woolens in cardigans, crew- and V-necks.
Turtlenecks are just beginning 10 make
an impression, but probably will not
cacch on in a big way for ac least
another vear.

THE pEEP souTi: The climate directs
the fashion styles here. Casualwear in
Dixic tends o take its influence [rom
the vachting crowd rather than from the
ski set.

Suits: Navy blue is the absolute 1op
choice for more formal dress. The pre-
ferred colors in the medium and light
shades are gray and olive. Glen
plaids are always correct. Because of the
sudden changes in Southern tempera
tures, it's hard o get through any given

ason with suits all of the same weighe,
50 take both regular and lightweighe
styles.

Sports jackets: Once you've checked in
with your mandatory blazer, a light-
weight bold plaid makes a good second
choice. As with suits, you'll want 1o carry
light- and regularweight jackets. Light-
blue denim and seersucker also appear
to be popular for the coming year.

Slacks: White 15 the big color in
Southern climes both for extra slacks
and lor walk shorts.

Outerwear: It does snow in the South.
and anyone who has faced a cold-snap
Florida night knows that you need at
least one pood warm car coat. Slim-line
wrench-coat models are the big news in
runwear.

Shirts: The buttondown is worn al-
most exclusively with only a few wabs

{continued on page 234 )
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fiction By WILLIAM PEARSON what crapshooler ever threw the - bones withoul a special plea to a goddess?

SAMMIE LEADs ME into his casino and tells me 1o choose my table. Play is desultory at all of them; it is the middle of the Las
Vegas dinner hour. The combo is serenading us with twangy country music: The harmonica and fiddle go into a wild hocdown
finale and the kazoo rides after their medley like a posse of hornets.

I know the table I want. Eddie Reilly, that melancholy old veteran of the Mississippi gambling boats, is on the stick, and Rick
Douglas is one of the dealers. 1 don't think Sammie will try switching dice on me—the casino license is worth 20 umes my 550,000

but if he does try, I don't think Eddie will let him.

I am trembling, but not because 1 am having second thoughts about risking the entire $50.000 of the insurance money that
came to me as my share of my lather’s estate. And not because 1 donbt my own capacity to ruin Sammie in this 15 minutes of no
limit play to which he so eagerly agreed in his office upstairs. No, | amn trembling because I stand at the edge of the cataracts men
fall off into madness, and because it is now too tempting, too tempting to take this route into oblivion. For through the roaring in
my cars | can still hear my wite's shattered voice confessing the story of how Sammie had, on three different oceasions since our

ge, forced her into bed with him,

Sammnie relieves the box man at the table I've chosen and sits down. The diamond stickpin in his tie flashes like a beacon,
and his cool smile is that ol a man sure he knows the butions to push to make the world spin backward. And sure, ves, that he can
finish me. But I see him glance ae Mark Humset, whose real job as casino executive viee-president is to ride herd on Sammie on be-
half of the Chicago syndicate that now conwrols the operation, and the glance tells me what 1 needed 10 know: that Sammie will
have to answer to Chicago, perhaps even with his life, for letting me play these 15 minutes with the sky the hmit

I take up a position opposite Rick Douglas. Douglas has about him the swagger of a motoreyclist set 10 saream down the
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main street of a small wwn. His jet-black
haiv is japanned and his jet-black eyes
spoil o brawl.

sammie lifts a stack ol yellow chips
tfrom the house’s rack. They are stamped
with the asino’s identlying design, but
they carry no legend of dollar amount.

The five or six other players are sud-
denly warching us. It is curious how
quickly they have caught the scent. Like
pazelles grazing downwind of a kill

Curious, wo, that 1 should leel such
extraordinary  serenity. 1 hardly  dare
breathe;  the  shightest movement  will
shatter  these  exquisite  intimations  of
omnipotence.

The man 0 my lelt has just sevened
out, the dealers are collecting the bets,
and Eddie Reilly brings the dice back to
the center ol the baize layour with the
crook end ol his stick.

“How much on each chip?”’ Sammic
hﬂ"—b‘

I hand him my check. “"Ten thousand
dollars.™

The stark hush that follows is as thrill-
ing as the hrst seconds of a [ree [all. The
sweet panic belore the parachute keeps
is promise. But Sammue’s lace s a steel
mask: he gives me hive yellow chips and
pushes my check for $50,000 through the
lockbox slot. “Your dice, kul.”

Lcldie Renlly shdes the bowl toward me.
No casino would ever risk using gatled
dice, and no one has touched the bowl
since we came to the wble. Sull . . .

I take two dice and put a silver dollar
on the pass line. One dry run w make
sure they aren’t loads.

“New shooter,” Eddie says gloomily.
“Coming out, coming out %

The dice land. “Six,” Eddie says, “six,
the poing.”

Five more throws. Then the dice come
up six. “Six, the winner. Pay the (ront
line.” Rick Douglas pays me ofl with a
dollar, and sell-disgust at my own cau-
ton gores me like a sk, T knew the
dice had 1o be honest. 1 knew, my God, 1
knew.

Sammic glances at his wairch, Taps his
agar. Eddie holds the dice out of play in
the center, tickles them with the suck.

I put down four yellow chips. “Forty
thousand dollars” a woman hidden on
the other side of LEddie’s majestic em-
bonpomt savs in an awed stage whisper.
Sammnie dusts a speck ol ash from his tic.

“Same shooter,” Eddie savs. “All bets
down =

I send the dice skimming toward the
Far backboard. they hit, bounce hallway
down the wable.

“Seven!” Eddie says. “Seven, a winner.”

The 5 or 6 players have hecome 15,
mavhe 20—spectators are swarnuing like
locusts out of the amber mist. They
watch Lascnated and T watch Giscinated
as Sanmie  impassively  gives Douglas
four vellow chips and  Douglas  then
stacks them beside mune. Now the crowd

waits to see what I owill do with the
$80.000. and beciuse Sammie is the house
and 1 o not. I am s heroo bue the
honor is dubious. Mixed with its good
wishes there is a rodent whill of malice, as
thrill-hungry as the oestrus with which a
speedway grandstand waits lor the hrst
Haming crack-up.

I build the wwo stacks into one stack
of eight and leave 1t on the pass line
The length ol the wble, cdawed hands
immedmtely descend on that same nar-
row perimeter of charmed felt and erect
little minarets of chips and silver, for 1t
is part ol the voodoo aedo of every
player since ume began that the biggest
bettor has juice with the slattern god-
dess. Next I give Douglas a S100 ball and
buy four $25 chips. One ol them [ drop
o his shire pocket as a wke. another
in Eddie’s. Tt s the first tme T have ever
tipped  housemen, and it astounds me
that [ should be doing it. The aberrant
exhibivomist  clations  of  playing  on
front-line  clover. But the ceremony
nceeds a crowning touch: I toss a third
one 1o Sammic.

Now the dice. Out into the world 1
sendd them again.

“Nine,” Eddie says, “the point is
nine.”

A new combo is socking a rtorchy
rumba. Douglas’ hips sway with the n
sinuating tempo, brushing the table as if
he were weasing a woman’s thighs. He
looks sleck and greedy, like a purring cat.
The dice are waitng, and so is the crowd.
I feel my fist prickle of fear, and I
think Sammic is feeling his.

Then the incmtatory  dithyramb  be-
gins:

“Nine right back, dice!”

“Six, mine the number,” Eddie says.

“Ninety days, dice!”

“Four.” Eddie says,
way. The line is nine.”

“Nina from Carolina, dice!”

“Eleven,” Eddie savs, “come and held.
The point is nine.”

“Quenine, dice. the bitter dose

“four the easy

“Twelve,”  Eddie says, “mine the
number.”

“Three times three, you charmers!
Gel hot!"

By mnow 50 people have crowded

around the wble. And Mark Humset has
matcrialized behind Sammie like an as-
sassin with a poisoned dagger. Sammie is
erim, but his executive vice-president s
grimmer. Humset bends over. whispers a
tevse question 1o Sainmic. Sammie, his
eyes never leaving my hands untl the
dice leave them and then never leaving
the dice until they retm 1o my hands,
answers, “Ten thousand on each chip.”
The commissar from Chicago turns
ashen.

Again and again [ throw the dice. but
oo muany overanxious parapsychologisis
are transmuting psychic instructions on
the same  frequency.  Then  Samme
glances for an instant at his watch, and,

as i o spell had been broken. the dice
spin o a dance ol glory

“Nine! Eddie says. “Nine, a winner.
Pay the line.”

The crowd roars its approval. Douglas
starts to pay ofl bets. But Sammice’s hand
chops down on his like a machete. The
dealer winces with pain. Sammic scoops
up the dice. checks the house markings.
gives them the pivor tese by highdy posi-
tioning and spinning  diagonally oppo-
site. corners of each cube between his
thumb and forclinger. I wack  cach
movement, but one hand casually covers
the other and 1 cannot tell whether he s
making a switch, “All night.” he savs,
“pay off.” He tosses the dice ono the
table.

I look now at my 16 yellow chips and
I feel the pure elixir of exaltation cours.
ing in me like a divine brandy. sweet
with promises ol immortality. Buc I har-
bor a bookkeeper, wo, a wrewch ol a
umeserver who sits on a high stool enter-
ing nickels and dimes and  suspender
butions into dusty ledgers, and now this
crabbed old clerk with gravy stuns on
his vest and spectacles held wogether by
dirty adhesive tape clears his throat for
another plaintive lecture on the ant and
the prasshopper. (S160.000, he says. Stop
now, you will still be wealthier than vou
ever dreamed of being) He is an old
retainer, he has been with me lor years.
but he is geting on and his memory 15
failing. He forges that 1 came o this
room tonight l[or purposes unconnccred
with moncey. I have purposes that give
me a power, and I now have much less
than 15 minutes in which o accomplish
them.

I leave the 16 chips on the pass line
and pick up the dice. And again, the
length of the table, arms and hands fran-
tically reach out—as if to touch the robe
ol a passing holy man—toward that same
charmed perimerer of felt. But T am not
ready to shoot. There is a decision to be
made. Whether o play with the same
dice, because when dice win for you i
folly to try the patience of the goddess
by changing them, or whether o de
mand new dice as a precaution against
Sammice’s sleight of hand.

A voice, Mark Humset's, savs: “The
house limit m s casino s five hundred
dollars. As of this second, no higher bers

go.

I put down the dice. “Then I'm cash-
ing m.”

Sammie taps his warch. “You stll have
cight nunutes of nolimit play.”

“Mr. Humset just said the limit was
five hundred dollars.”

I heard him. I'm telling you, vou sull
have eight minutes lelr”

From Humser: “What the hell do vou
think you're doingz”

The crowd is with Sammice. Someone
starts 10 boo. The hooting spreads. On
the pit side of the table. Sammic’s

(continued on page 179)




THROUGH A WINEGLASS HAZILY
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a staggering account of one of the wettest junkets in history

nostalgia by EDVWARD B. MARXKS IN THAT still-Depression year of 1937 my salary as associate editor of
the American Wine and Liquor Journal was a mere pittance, but attractive fringe benefits went with the job.

I particularly enjoyed the time spent around the town interviewing the greats and near greats of the trade that
was being re-established in the United States following the repeal of Prohibition in 1933. Many of these were the
representatives of foreign wine and liquor concerns seeking to restore the name and fame of their brands. I remem-
ber several talks with Charles Martell and Maurice Hennessy, who were striving gamely to kindle a taste for fine

cognac in palates deadened by bootleg rye. And I recall an especially lively session with the Right Honorable An- 149
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drew Jameson, then 81 years old, who told me he had once shot buffalo on the plains with Teddy Roosevelt. A man
not easily daunted, Jameson cherished the notion that quality-whiskey drinkers would prefer John Jameson's Irish to
Scotch. In this hope, alas, he was deceived. Irish got off to a slow start in the post-repeal market, though the inven-
tion of Irish coffee has since helped make up some of the lost ground.

In those days, André Simon, dean of the gourmets, came from abroad to preside at the tastings of the Wine and
Food Society, which generally took place at the Plaza. I hardly qualified as a gourmet, but my crass connection with
the trade got me in. I succeeded in impressing an up-to-then skeptical young woman by escorting her to a superb
tasting of oysters and champagnes. A trial of port wines and cheeses greased the way to another romantic triumph.

I also recall, through a haze for which the interval of years can only partly be held accountable, the graduation
exercises of the first bartenders’ school to function in the post-Prohibition era. Behind a brightly burnished bar that
had been bountifully provisioned by a thoughtful distiller stood a dozen confident young men. The exercises differed
from most commencements in that the graduation ceremony and final examinations took place simultaneously. In
their gleaming white uniforms, the graduates awaited your drink order and your critique of their performance. The
guests rose to the challenge. In a freeloading session probably unmatched in academic history, they conscientiously
tested the virtuosity and versatility of the fledgling barkeeps, gravely recording their judgments (for as long as they
could) on the official rating forms.

My work took me to all forms of distilling, rectifying and wine-making establishments, including some whose
hasty veneer of respectability but thinly concealed their more dubious status in Prohibition days. By way of encour-
agement, I was usually invited to sample the newly legitimized products, and what I have referred to as fringe benefits
came perilously close at times to being occupational hazards. One languorous spring afternoon, after a morning visit
to a Brooklyn winery topped off by a heavy Italian lunch, I was interviewing an important distilling executive. 1
asked him a provocative question, leaned back expectantly for his reply, and immediately dropped off to sleep.

Lest the reader be misled by these bibulous accounts, let me hasten to say that most of my days were grubby ones,
spent in the business publication’s dirty, drafty office on Lafayette Street. There 1 wrote up my interviews, phoned
trade sources for market quotations, edited correspondents’ copy, shamelessly cribbed relevant news items from the
dailies, and spent long, lugubrious hours compiling entries and reading proof for the Red Book of the Wine and Liq-
uor Trades, first directory of the resurgent industry. Our business manager had an idea a minute, and most of them
involved more work for the harried editorial staff, which consisted mainly of me. I badly needed a holiday, but saw
no chance of a respite until summer. Suddenly, deliverance came from an unexpected source.

For some months, our advertising columns had carried advance notice of the Good Will Tour to France. The
basic idea for the tour was a sound one. The French wine and liquor interests were anxious to extend their market
in the United States. Americans traditionally crave to visit France. Why not charter the Ile de France, take over a
shipload of American wine and liquor dealers to see the sights of Paris, visit the vineyards and distilleries and sample
the goods at the source? The enterprising American promoters went the next step and persuaded the French to pick
up most of the tab. The tourists’ outlay would be limited to the round-trip ship passage at minimum rates. All living
expenses in France—hotels, meals, transportation, Paris entertainments—were to be defrayed by the French.

I began to salivate when the first ad for the three-week tour appeared in our magazine, but there seemed little
hope of making the trip. Our business manager had staked it out for his very own. But the winds of chance felled
him with a nervous breakdown shortly before the take-off date and I fell heir to a first-class cabin for the journey.

In a burst of generosity, I invited my sister along, at her expense. I gave her my cabin and she put down the
minimum fare for a tourist accommodation which I occupied. On a glorious April morning our friends and relatives
came to see us off, my brother brandishing a bon voyage bottle which proved wholly redundant, since one of the im-
porters had ordered up drinks for all hands. '

As the sleek, immaculate ship churned out of its berth and made for the harbor, Phyllis and I joined the throng
on deck. Though our own transatlantic travel had been limited to student trips, we sensed, early in the game, that
this was going to be difterent from most luxury voyages. The passengers somehow lacked the soigné look of characters
shown in the cruise-ship ads or depicted by Noel Coward in Private Lives. The bulk of the 800 on board were wine
and liquor wholesalers, retail store owners and tavernkeepers making their first crossing. In dress and deportment
they fell somewhere between an Atlantic City convention crowd and the Apalachin mob. First class did contain a few
affluent importers and industry leaders, but most of those in the better cabins had landed there because an indulgent
distiller had ponied up the higher fare to accommodate a favored customer.

In addition to the 1le’s superb cuisine, passengers were offered gratis an aperitif and a choice of fine vintage wines
at luncheon on the first day. We took this as a commendable initial gesture on the part of one of the better-known
importers, and were agreeably surprised when selected beverages of another importer made their appearance at din-
ner. Imagine our pleasure when still another merchant played host for the evening’s gala, with all drinks on the house.
Besides all this, expensive favors were freely distributed. The following day three different firms gratuitously stocked
the beverage side of the menu. And so it went for each of the six days of the voyage. The ship was afioat in more
senses than one. I rode the tide happily until the evening Chauvenet's Sparkling Red Cap and a rolling sea did me in.

But even in the privacy of a stateroom, one was exposed to the temptations of the bottle and other sybaritic en-
ticements. Each cabin received daily injections of miniature and not-so-miniature gift bottles of brandies and liqueurs,
cigarettes and cigars, chocolates, flowers and perfume for the ladies, and other lavish souvenirs.

We reached Le Havre in a comatose state, and looked forward to a few relaxing days in Paris before visiting the
wine districts. But any hopes of resting up were dashed when our tireless leaders plunged us into the daily schedule. In
addition to large doses of the usual sight-seeing, we previewed the Paris Exposition of 1937, lost our francs at the grey-
hound races at Courbevoie, and took in the Folies-Bergere and several fashion shows. (concluded on page 168)



Wiy

. .Ju‘bt v”.'fom__wat a,._rhrﬂl{ o ’ﬂi.?..bﬂrlta e i
- T N ..')l-fﬂ.-dﬂt’i.,

1) (R e —_ , ._
TR e mv Mpadmgﬁfgﬂ“s,w »

Fy 1 | [ Y JV P
ORI N0 T R T B
._.!. - - -

3 .....,.._, - J‘\ﬂg y, STy
2 -. i y u\‘.lv :

Y ¥ o % b
e UGS ..ﬁ..

o 2 g

~i & gany.. ) .ﬁ? ‘
. , : ‘..v:, L __._.
% ..m. : %1 NS " _”..Jm»u . &apsﬂﬂ v

- .l,.m. .. L=

_%_ : 3 ,,.:-,Em_m.mmum&aJ ‘

\..-_.J ¥ 2 \__.\ V4 |."..,1-

1 55 atﬁ‘@«:?ﬂ%l-‘!lr

b7 F _«fa‘_ ﬁa *ltd.j iiiil \\J

“Indian giver!”

151



PLAYRBOY

SEX INSTITUTE

casually printed on a piece of card-
board pasted to the ground-glass pan-
el. Inside is a small, bare reception room
with two wooden chairs and a desk pre-
sided over by a thoroughly businesslike
middle-aged woman who is usually hard
at work typing letters or keeping hooks,
Very few of Bloomington's residents, or
even the students and faculty of the uni-
versity, have ever had occasion to walk in-
to the reception room; and fewer still
have passed through the locked door that
leads back 1o the working quarters. This
is mysterious and seldom explored terri-
tory-—and the source of most of the more
enlightened sexual attitudes of the Amer-
ica of the 1960s. Criticisms of the Institute
sometimes seem to get more publicity
than the Institute itself, but this is only
a conunuing echo of the old controver-
sies, and hollow. Quiety, slowly, but
surely, the Institute’s findings have
gained the ultimate kind of acceprance.
Scarcely a serious book is published to-
day—on any kind of human behavior
ranging from anthropology through
psychology to sociology—that does not
liberally quote the work of the Institute
for Sex Research.

To fully appreciate what the Institute
has done to our modern world, a person
must be old enough to have arrived at
adolescence, as 1 did, before 1948, when
the Institute fired its first great homb-
shell in the form of Sexual Behavior in
the Human Male. 1 grew up, in those
pre-1948 dark ages, in the little town of
Chester, Illinois. It was an earthy town,
surrounded by farmlands in which the
horses, catde and pigs were busy breed-
ing. We young people knew “the facts of
life” from personal observation. Some of
us practiced them: In my tiny senior
class at the high school there were at
least three girls whose graduation gowns
covered pregnant abdomens. Yet we were
incredibly ignorant—and so, indeed, were
the adults around us.

One day when I was in the eighth
grade, a [riend of mine suddenly jumped
up from his seat and asked the teacher
for permission to go outside and throw
stones at the Devil. Startled, she told
him to go ahead. and he did. Standing at
the windows, we watched him pick up
all the stones he could find in the school-
yard and hurl them as hard as he could
at something that we were unable to see
but that he apparently saw clearly. Poor
fellow, he was the victim of one of those
myths that used to torture so many peo-
ple a mere few decades ago. He had
been told that masturbation drives boys
crazy—and because he believed the myth,
he had gone temporarily out of his head.

I had another friend whose high
school years were turned into a night-
mare because somebody saw him and an-

152 other boy engaged in some sort of name-

(continued from page 139)

less shenanigans one night. I never did
find out exactly what they were up to—or
supposed to be up to. Things like
that were never spelled out in the polite
language of pre-1948 America. But the
word got around that this fellow was
“queer,” and mothers refused to let their
daughters have anything to do with him.
I think he ook to believing in his own
mind that he was “queer”; he tried to
talk to me about it several times, but
never could get around to frank details.
He was onc of the unhappiest fellows 1
ever knew, until ar last he moved away
to another town, got blissfully married
and sired six healthy children.

There was a girl in the high school
who was known as a “nymphomaniac.”
This was a mysterious word that none of
us understood exactly, but it conjured
up all sorts of wild visions of insatiable
and debilitating abandon. Some of the
boys, of course, managed to meet up
with her in private, but nobody would
have any part of her in public. She nev-
er found a steady fellow, all the while 1
lived in Chester, and as far as I know
she is still unmarried. Poor girl, she was
not a nymphomaniac at all—just a skin-
ny, homely and neurotic kid trying her
best to be popular.

All these things were a commonplace
in pre-1948 America, and nobody can
even guess how much unhappiness they
caused and how many lives they ruined.

Now, of course, almost everybody
knows better—and the one big reason we
know better is that the Institute for Sex
Research has laid the facts on the line
once and for all.

Up until 1948, nobody really had the
faintest idea whether masturbation was
common or uncommon, ‘“‘normal’ or
“perverted.” Now we know, from Sexual
Behavior in the Human Male, that more
than 90 percent of all men have commit-
ted this act which my boyhood friend in
Chester had been led to consider a sin.
If it drove people crazy, almost every-
body would be crazy. (Sigmund Freud
made an interesting error along this
line. At one point in his career, because
so many of his patients told him they
had masturbated, he decided that mas-
turbation was indeed a cause of emo-
tional disturbances. What he didn't
know was that all the undisturbed people
who never wvisited his office would have
told him the same thing.)

Up untl 1948, nobody knew how
many men in America shared my other
friend’s experience of having had some
kind of homosexual experience, from
the vague to the specific. Now we know,
again from Sexual Behavior in the Hu-
man Male, that one man in three has at
one time or another had a homosexual
experience reaching the point of orgasm
—and that the experience does not neces-
sarily make a man “queer” at all.

Up until 1948, the “nymphomaniac”
was a popular character in folklore and
literature. But Sexual Behavior in the
Human Male, and later Sexual Behavior
in the Human Female have proved that
sexual appetites and capacities, like
everything else in nature, range along a
continuous scale from the very weak 10
the very strong. Nowhere in the reports
of the Institute for Sex Rescarch does
the word nymphomaniac even appear.

The sexual misconceptions of the pre-
1948 world were by no means confined
to small towns like Chester. I went from
there to Washington University, a so-
phisticated school in the sophisticated
city of St. Louis, and was surrounded by
Just as much abysmal ignorance.

For one semester 1 went to the univer-
sity’s law school in a vain effort 10 get
interested in the safe and sure profession
of the lawyer instead of the insecure life
of the journalist. One member of the
law class was a married man, a rarity
among students in those days. He as-
sured us solemnly that his wife practiced
the most effective possible form of birth
control by using a douche composed of
one tablespoonful of vinegar in a quan
of warm water, and we believed him. At
the end of the semester his wife was
pregnant—and so, I suppose, were the
girlfriends of some of the fellows who
had followed his advice.

It could hardly happen today. Any-
body can go to a good physician—even in
states where it is still theoretically
against the law to disseminate informa-
tion about birth control—and get the
facts. And the facts are available in well-
documented dewail. Ever since Sexual
Behavior in the Human Male made
sex research respectable, other explorers
have been at work in this once-shunned
field. I don't mean to belittle Margaret
Sanger and her followers, who won the
first battles for family planning; but it
was the pioneer work of Dr. Kinsey that
paved the way for Dr. William Masters
and other medical research workers who
have made scientific studies, replete with
statistics, of how effective are such birth-
control methods as the pill, the vaginal
diaphragm, the various contraceptive jel-
lies and the condom. Their final word
on this subject is available to every phy-
sician—and, indeed, to anybody else who
cares to look it up.

Going back again to my university
days, I remember that one of the hrst
things all of us beginning law students
learned from the upperclassmen was
that if we went to a certain volume of
the state supreme court reports and
turned 1o a certain page, we could read
a titillating account of a subject almost
too racy to mendon. I got out the vol-
ume and found that T did not even have
to wrn to the proper page; the book
opened automatically, at a point where
it had been opened countless times

(continued on page 164)
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cnight
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Genghis
HKhan

history becomes

movie make-believe,

as the modern

mongol general’s grimy
guard captures

an oulsized

bathtub complele

with compliant

harem houris

PHOTOGRAPHY BY PHIL STERN

Tubside at palace in Peking, Oriental maidens prepare for the princess’ daily dip.

aLTHoucH Genghis Khan's armies have never been credited with venturing west of
the Crimea, the latest cinematic version of the mighty Mongol and his men raping
and pillaging their way across the Asian plains finds them on location in West
Germany. Starring Omar Sharif in the title role. Columbia Pictures’ new version of
Genghis Khan is another addition to the current filmic trend toward cpidermal epics.
It feawures the talented services of James Mason, Eli Wallach, Stephen Boyd, Fran-
coise Dorleac, Telly Savalas and a host ol winsome West German fashion models and
actresses displaying their appealing all as comely Cantonese concubines who intro-
duce the conquering Khan's warriors to the joys ol communal bathing. Although the
high jinkery pictured on these pages was cut from the final version of the film, ow
photographer has preserved what were some of the film's inore memorable noments.

Emperor’s number-one daughter displays majestic form as she doffs her regal robes.
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Above: After administering the royal ablutions, the curvaceous contingent of ladies in wailing begin their own aquatic ritual
(left), but their lively lavings are curtailed (center) by the sudden arrival of Mongol soldiers seeking still earthier pleasures.

Above: Setiing her lotus blossom for Shan—played by Telly Savalas—Genghts Khan's faithful comrade in arms, this lo:
Loreler uses her buoyant charms (left) to lure him into her watery domain, where a seductive sudsing (. center) aic

el
atls fam.




Above: Unaccustomed as they are to public bathing, the reluctant conquerors have lo be coaxed inlo joining these nol-so-modest
Oriental maids in a litile good clean fun. Not even the militant Mongols, however, can ignore such a tempting tubful for long.

Abaove: Even the fiercest of Mongol fighters cannol mainiain a superior front when exposed lo the expert care and handling of
these opulently endowed Oriental beauties, and Shan and his stubborn sidekicks soon succumb to local sanitary regulations.




Above: Having thrown in the towel and golten into the swim of this Cathay soap opera, the ecstatic and Sfragrantly bemused
Khan men become willing largets of the Peking palace’s private scrub team shown tackling its job with obvious enthusiasm.
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Above: Shan decides he's had enough of the Mr. Clean bit (if’s bad for the Mongol image) and takes matlers into his own hands
in order to stop the soapy onslaught. Right: Telly's vision plants a steamy seal of approval on his now-glistening dome.

n




wing ladies in wadmg give
harbaric bathing buddies a thorough rinsing to get off all the grime a guy can pick up when he’s oul conquering continents.




AFTERNOON IN ANDALUSI

the writer and the movie star looked forward to the tienta, but were not prepared for the barbed courlesy of their host

ﬁ.Ct‘?.U}! B u RHB ERT RHHRH THEY MANAGED three different flamenco caves after dinner, which ended at

2:30 a.ar. In cach of the side-street calés, faces lit when they entered, and the gypsies invariably said “;Hola Seqaorita Barbara!”
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Or simply “;0l¢ Barbard!” In cach of the places they visited, the guitarristas came immediately to the table o plav whae
scemed 1o be carbon u)pi(*s ol her favorite songs. The singers, corded necks swelling like frogs’ throats, yelled what also
scemed to be her favorite songs. Twice, on loud demand, she got up to pt‘r{()rm what appeared to Alec a verv aeditable
flamenco, with loud hand clappings and frequent ;Oleés! and 4y, qué tias! from the performers as well as from the few
dark men who rested against the bar and drank manzanilla. At the table, whole armies of bottles of manzanilla disappeared
as the flamenco singers and guitarists produced private performances for Barbara, with glares of rebuke from the leader if a
rival group started a song for another table in another part of the room.

[t was hive o'clock when Alec’s vawns almost echipsed the woody clack of the castanets.

“I done come a long way in the last twenty-four hours,” he said finally. “I think we've had enough cdicking and clack-
ing for one night, wouldn't you say?”

Barbara looked at her wrist watch.

“My God! And I've got 1o be up at six! Well, there's no point in my going to bed now. You can buy me breakfast in
another place I know, and then I'll just bathe and slip into my working duds. ¥ou want to go out on the set with me to-
morrow—I] mean this morning?”

“Great God, no,” Alec yawned again. “All I want is to sling these crcaky old bones into bed.”

“My bed?”

Alec shook his head emphatically.

“Great God. no, again. What with the flying and the f—— the lovemaking and the food and the flamenco, 1 am what
you might call 4-F at the moment. Take me back 10
the Trece, lead me to my room, and | will bolt the
door. I aim to sleep twelve hours straight.”

“You always did lack stamina,” Barbara said.
“Come on. We'll skip the breakfast. I'll have tea and
toast sent up to my room, and eat it while I dress.™

“For this small boon I am indeed decply grateful.”
Aldec said. I can take guitars with most meals, but
not with breakfast.”

Alec made one trip out to the sct and swore ofl.
It was the same old Hollywood mumbo jumbo that
he knew so well, except that it was being done under
a copper sun and was supposed to be an oil-well pic-
ture shot in the Middle East, But it was ¢

ier to use
the local camels and rig the Andalusians up in bur-
nooses, which made some sense. The gypsies were
all Moors, anyhow: the camels came from a nearby
game preserve; the mock-up oil rig was convincing,
and there was always the Spanish army for extras.
The noise was the same. Take and retake and retake
—the same smack of the ke slate, the same harassed
script girl, the same ill-tempered director, and the
same distractive cough into the sound track. Once
in a while an aireralt would zoom low and wreck the
take, or a Jeep would get mixed up with the camels,
but then, that was picture-making anywhere: 2
bloody dull way to make a living, Alec thought
dourly, as he announced that i future he would
sleep late ol mornings, to prepare himself [or the
flamenco ordeal of nights, and possibly go sight-

scemg i the afternoons. Barbara was amiable about
the whole thing.
“I do quite understand, sweetie,” she said. "It
must be ternibly dull for vou, just standing around
ILLUSTRATIONS BY ARTHUR PAUL while we do the close-ups and matching shots and
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middle shotis and long shots and insur-
ance shots and all the rest of this vital
trivia. But I have some happy news for
vou. The weekend's free: Svengali over
there has wrapped up my sequence, and
he’s going 10 torture somebody else [rom
Friday o Monday. We can do exactly
what we want. Isn't that splendid?”

“It is, indeed. The trip can now be de-
scribed as worth the effort. In light of
that wonderful news, do you suppose we
might give the clickers and clackers a lit-
tle rest tonight, and perhaps flout the
local customs by eating in our rooms
amdd going o bed early?”

“Poor, poor Alec,” Barbara said, and
smoothed his hair. “How you do suffer.”

“I don’t mind some aspects of it,” Alec
said. “But it's enough to sit up all night
with a bunch of gypsies without being
sneered at all day by a bunch of camels.”

- - -

They strolled the streets, buying
things—Alec bought some gorgeous evil-
smelhing carved-leather chaps he didn't
need, and a wicked-looking hunting
knife he didn’t need, and was measured
for some boots he didn't need, and
fought off the mclination to buy some
trajes cortos he certainly didn’t need.

“But you'd look wonderful in them,”
Barbara said. “I've got some to wear to
the tientas——" She clapped a hand to
her mouth. I forgot, clean forgot. We're
invited out t0 Juan Mendozm's finca—
ganaderia, actually, for Sunday’s tienta.
A ganaderia is a bull-raising ranch, and
a lienta is——"

Alec tweaked her nose.

“I know what is a ganaderia. And a
tienta is where they test the young cows
for bravery, because the fighting spirit of
the breed comes from the mother's side.
I'm the bull expert in this family, re-
member? You've sure gone real Hamenco
for a girl who's only been in Spain for a
couple of weeks. Why don't you try talk-
ing to me in English? 1 understand that,
wo."”

“My boy Alec Barr, the supercilious
son of a bitch, is back,” Barbara said
without rancor. "Why do you always try
o steal my toys”

Alec shook his head.

“1 don’t wam o steal your toys. Bue 1
am a linde amused ar how thoroughly
ladies become Hispanofied alter two
weeks in the bull country, or Ialianated
when they've been seven days in Rome
and spent a dirty weekend in Capri.”

“Do you want 1o go to this call testing
or not?” asked Barbara. “It's fun, I'm
told. Big ficsta—lots of pretty people and
big booze and fine food.”

“Sure.” Alec smiled at the childish ex-
citement in her eyes. “I haven’t been to
one in ages. Not since Mexico with Tom
Lea”

They sat mow at a calé table and or-
dered manzanilla and tapas—prawns and
olives and anchovies and fried octopi
and hamn and cheese.

“There’s so much [ haven't seen,” Bar-
bara said wistfully, chewing around a
big prawn. "I suppose that’s why I kind
of show off when I run into something
new. I haven’t even seen a bullfighe, let
alone a tienta. Exactly what is the pur-
pose, anyhow, apart [rom fun and
games?”

“It's mostly an excuse to get drunk,”
Alec said. “A big house party. But the
basic idea is, you test the two-year-old
calves for bravery. You put the calves,
male and female, up against a picador
on a horse 1o sce how many pics they'll
take. The brave heilers, who keep charg-
ing the horse despite the pain of that
iron pike, are set aside to be bred to the
stud bulls. The nervous Nellies become
veal for the markec”

“How about the little boy bulls?”

“They get a shot at the pike, 1oo. The
difference is that while they cape the
cows, [or [un, alter the picador bit, they
don’t cape the bull calves. They only
give the little bulls three shots with the
lances, because they don’t want to dis-
courage their hawed for men on horse-
back—men on horseback whom they will
meet two years hence when they are play-
ing for keeps and the little bull calf,
having been adjudged brave, will go out
into that nice arena 10 be rendered into
steak. Possibly for the poor, or possibly
to be sold in the butchershops as carne
de toro—bull's meat—instead of just
plain old carne.”

“It all sounds very inwricate. How do
you know that the courage passes
through the mother?”

“I don’t know it. I only know what
've been wold. And Spain is a very intri-
cate country. Where is this ganaderia?”

“Not far. About thirty minutes out-
side of town. I forget the name of the
place. But Juanillo is sending his car for
us about noon Sunday, il it's all right
with you.”

“It's ine with me,” Alec said. “How
do you know this Juanillo?”

“Just around. He's nice. Met him with
some people at a Hamenco. He took me
to dinner a couple ol times.”

“What did he do with his wife when
he wok you to dinner?”

“Wife?” Barbara's reaction was honest-
Iy blank.

“Wife. They all have wives. But I
don’t expect you'll meet her Sunday.
Wives don't get asked to tientas as a
rule. Only pretty americanas and france-
sas and inglesas—and other visiting fire-
men, like writers and movie actors, get
asked to tientas. Spain is a very intricate
country, like T said.”

“He never mentioned any wile,” Bar-
bara said, thoughtfully.

“He wouldn’t. It's an old Arab habit
that rubbed off after about eight cenuu-
ries of Moorish occupation. This An-
dalusian country ain’t Europe, sweetie
pic. 1t’s Africa. Europe stops at the Pyre-
nees. A lot of people still don't realize

that Spain is still Moorish. Anything
that starts with el or al, from algebra w
alfalfa to Alhambra, is Arabic. That nice
dirty river is not really Guadalquivir.
It’s Vad-cl-kebir, bastardized.”

“You make me so damned mad some
times,” Barbara said, with no indication
of anger. “You're a smart ass, you know
that? You make me [eel so stupid.”

“I'm not a wishful smart ass,” Alec
said. “I'm a writer. Just like you're a
ham. We're both hams. You adopt the
protecuive coloration of a counury or a
situation or a group just as a chameleon
changes his color. Yowrs is surface—
Smithfield ham. I soak up my comact
with situation and store it away. That
makes me a Serrano ham. I'm cured in
the snows, alter I've been cut off the pig,
before I'm fit for consumption. But
we're both hams. in the end. And 1
could as easily have said al fin or au
fond, if 1 was swanking it up.”

Barbara stuck out her tongue at him.

“Let's go back to the hotel and swop
being smart asses,” she said. “I don’t
want any lunch. These tapas are wo
much. What I want is a nap in a cool,
dark room.”

“Your aim is noble, il not exactly in
the mind,” Alec said, and clapped his
hands for the check.

A [at Jaguar was waiting in [ront
of the hotel when Alec and Barbara
came down. The whipcorded chauffeur
touched his cap.

“Buenos dias, sefiortta,” he said. “'Se-
ftor,” as an alterthought o Alec. “Don
Juan extends his compliments,” he said
in Spanish, “and regress that he could
not be here in person.”

I'll bet a pretty, Alec thought, that
even il the house is [ull of guests, that
Don Juan would have found it possible
to encounter the senorita personalmenic
il the word hadn’t spread that the sefio-
rita had a Yankee boylriend in town.
I do love the Spaniards. particularly
the southern Spaniards. Evervthing from
bathroom to breaklast to bed is muy
torero—a pass with the eggs, veronicas
with the bacon.

“Nice car,” Alec said. “Must have cost
a fortune o gee it into the counury.” He
patted the red-leather upholstery. “T'm
only surprised it isn’'t a Mercedes or a
Rolls.”

“He keeps those lor Franco,” Barbara
said. “Now you be nice and uncynical
and, for Christ's sake, speak  English.
Juan is very proud of his English. Don't
go hiwing him with any Spanish slang.
just to impress him because you're wear-
ing a tweed coat instead of the traje cor
to. Snobbery gets you nowhere. even
when 'it's inverse.”

“"Why,” Alec said mildly, “I am only
wearing tweeds because T don’t have any
trajes cortos. 1 do not intend to hight anv
cows today with the rest of the ourists,

(continued on page 228)
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article By KEN W. PURDY recent race resulls point to four-on-the-floor becoming a purist’s plaything

SINCE THE 18905, when it really was hard to do properly, skilllul gear shilting has been the hallmark ol the
cxpert and the measure ol the diflerence between the men and the boys. Alter all, a bright ape could be
tiught to steer; in fact, bright apes have been taught 1o steer. Lindsay Schimidt, owner ol an 1800-acre larm
in Australia, uses a chimpanzee named Johnnie as a tactor driver, and has tor years. Johnnic can steer a
straight course over a plowed field, turn the tractor at the end ol the turrow and keep this up all day. A
couple ol years ago a Southern highway patrolman was obliged 10 take into custody an ape who was going
to Florida for the winter at the wheel of an Austin-Healey. His friend and owner was sitting beside
him, apparently to read the road map.

There is no reason to doubt that, given loving kindness, patience and a sufficient supply of bananas,
any upper-LQ. monkey could be taught not only to steer but to go on to the next step and shilt gears,
and I wish someone would put this worthwhile project in train. It would be to  (continued on page 241)
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the reward of the quick-witted miller

Ribald Classic
A vouTHrFUL miller near Paris was en-
amored of a lovely voung wench named
Fabienne who lived in his neighbor-
hood. To speak the wuth, he was
more loved by her than she bv him,
for he only prél(‘lulml an attachment to
her to obtain what favors he could. For
her part, Fabienne was more than will-
ing to be deceived. She loved the miller
to such an extent that she neglected the
usual coyness of her sex and sought him
out at his chamber to take her pleasure.

Her widowed mother, however, who
was hersell still yvoung and every bit as
fair as her offspring, knew all too well
toward what seas runs the hot blood of
youth. Perceiving her daughter's over-
riding alfection for the miller, she for-
bade Fabienne ever to see or speak to
him, under pain ol being sent to a
convent.

But Fabienne, having once become ac-
customed to a diet of the [ruit of love,
craved 1ts sweetness more than she feared
her mother or the cloister. One day,
Il:u'il_lg found the miller lmuu'upicd in
his chamber at the rear ol his establish-
ment, she began (as was her wont) to
tease  him  with glances, words and
caresses certain to arouse love in the
veins ol any vouth. Rising to the occa-
sion, the miller lost no time in removing
the wench’s loose-fitting bodice and shilt,
and soon found himsell entertaining her
with precisely that diversion she had
sought.

It happened, however. that a servant
had seen her steal into the mill, and ran
to tell the mother. That worthy woman,
without even stopping to sccure her
robe, hastened to the mill to put an end
to the threshing ol her daughter. As she
approached, Fabienne was not 1o
caught up in her sport to [ail to recog-
nize her mother's sieps. Quickly she said
to the miller: “My love for vou will
surely cost me much, for now comes my
mother, who will be convinced ol that
which she most feared.”

The wily miller, preserving both his
presence ol mind and his ardor, ran to
the door 1o meet the mother. As she
burst into the room, he cast his arms
about her, embraced her with all his
passion, threw her down on a small bed,
pulled her shift up round her neck and
began o expend on her all the vigor her
daughter had  excuted in him. The
woman, while at first conlounded and
desiring to shout out, soon was per-
suaded to other desires. In lact, the
miller’'s inlectious cagerness  shortly

from the ‘‘Heptaméron’’ of Marguerite, Queen of Navarre

i =g )
For Fabienne a quick departure was in
order; her mother stood at the doorsill.

convinced her to take up the game in
full carnest hersell. By the time the two
had concluded their tumble, her re-
awakened spirit caused her to insist the
miller have at it again. Between the
scuffle and the dalliance, she completely
forgot what had brought her to his
chamber; and while she was covered,
Fabienne had straightened her garments
and cst';ll)c(l.

Therealter, neither mother nor daugh-
ter questioned the other’s activities. For
her part, Fabienne noticed an immediate
improvement in her mother's disposition;
and the mother, now herself tasting the
pleasures by which her daughter had
been tempted, could no longer think ol
chastising her for having yielded. The
miller continued to receive unexpected
visits, but now he served two ardent
damsels instead of one—a delightful
game, indeed, since, while a knock on his
chamber door would certainly signal him
to field, he never knew belorehand
whether he would be called to winnow
among the tender shoots or among the
full, ripe stalks.

—Retold by George Rhinchart ﬂ 163
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SEX INSTITUTE

before, and the subsequent pages were
grimy {rom the touch of innumerable
hands. It was a sodomy case involving a
husband and wife. None of us who read
the case knew exactly what sodomy
meant, and the Supreme Court wasn’t
about to tell us. All we knew was that
the dictionary said that it was something
“unnatural.” It must have been dras
tically “unnatural,” we felt, hecause the
fellow in the court case went to prison.

I know now, of course, and I'm sure
that every freshman law student in every
university also knows, that  this  well-
thumbed case in the law reports referred
to the act of fellato. I doubt very much
that we would know unless the Instutute
for Sex Research had brought this once-
forbidden subject into the open, and
made the very word fellatio a part of our
acceptable language.

1 shudder o think of how many
people, in those dark days helore 1948,
must have suffered the tortures of the
damned because they enjoyed oral sex
play of one kind or another and thought
they therefore belonged 1o some strange,
“unnatural” and perverted minority, so
despised by the vast majority of “normal”
Americans that any discovery of their
disgraceful habit would doom them to
everlasting ostracism, if not indeed to
jail. Tt ook those actul and persuasive
interviewers from the Insttute for Sex
Research, adept at putting people at
their ease and geuing them o admit se
crets they would not have admitted to
their closest [riends, to establish that
more than 60 percent of American men
and a substantial number ol American
women have engaged in fellatio, and al-
most equal numbers in the kindred prac-
tice called cunnilingus. (Among the
“best people,” the proportion is even
higher. The more education one has, the
more common is this type ol sex play.)

The law has not caught up with the
Institute findings: You can still go to
prison in Missouri for doing what that
man in the lawbook did, and in all but
one other state as well. (Hlinois is the
exception: in 1961 it adopted the most
enlightened code of sexual laws in our
national history.) But the laws ol the 50
states are applied infrequently and quix-
otically; few people go 1o prison these
days for engaging in hewerosexual oral
sex play, although the legal threats are
still there on the books. Indeed, a mun-
riage manual sponsored by the Catholic
Church now ofhaally recognizes that
there is nothing wrong with this kind of
sexwil conduct, provided i is followed by
intercourse. Would this have happened
without the Institute for Sex Rescarch?
Hardly.

Speaking of the law, there is one case
cited in Sexual Behavior i the Human
Female which 1 consider 10 be the final
word on how the Insutute for Sex Re-

(continued [rom page 152)

search has changed our modern world.
In the year 1943, less than a quarter cen-
tury ago, the supreme court of one of
our states ruled that a lower court was
absolutely right in committing a man 10
an insane asvlum. The proof that the
man was insane—get this'—was that he
insisted on having sexual relations with
his wife as often as three or even four
times a week., There was nothing else in
the world wrong with him; he was ad-
mittedly “bright,” “competent” and “a
good worker.” But the court ruled that
any man with a sexual appetite of such
magnitude had o be considered a psy-
chopath and put out of harm’s way.

We know now, from the figures in
Sexual Behavior in the Human Male,
that there are young men who enjoy coi-
tus as often as 25 times a week, and that,
indeed, some men are still capable of 7
times a week even alter they have
reached the age of 70. Unless some
anachronistic reforin wave suppresses the
findings of the Institute for Sex Re-
search and thrusts us into another dark
age, surely no man will ever again be
committed to an insane asylum for the
routine sin of rying 1o make love o his
wile three or {our umes a week.

To anvone who grew up after 1948,
the reasoning of the courts in this case
doubtless seems almost unbelievable. To
those of us who grew up carlier, it is all
too casy to understand. As the Institute
has shown, sexual appetites come i all
shapes and sizes. Take a pre-1948 man of
somewhar more than average appetite
married to a woman ol far less than av-
erage. Particularly a woman taught [rom
childhood, as women used 10 he tanghr,
that men are beasts. Let her then wake
her complaint o a lawver of less than
average appetite, 10 whom the thought
of coitus as olten as three times a week is
personally inconcervable. Let her case
against her husband come up before a
judge of similar temperament. And let
all this ke place at a time when there
are no sound statistics anywhere in the
world to show who and what 1s average,
and what the individual differences ave.
The poor husband was just a naural hu-
man sacrifice—in the dark davs of sexual
supersttion that lasted unul 1948,

The man who started aiming  the
searchlight of [act imo all the shadowy
corners of ignorance and fear was what a
pioneer has to be: a lanatically dedicat-
ed man, a rugged individualist, an inde-
faungable work horse. He was also an
insufferable cgotist, as stubborn as a
mule and as touchy as a prima donna.
Above all, he was. in my upiniml—-
though I did not like him and he did
not like me—one of the bravest men who
ever lived.

I fwst met Dr. Kinsey in 1953, at an
event which neither 1 nor any of the

other journalists who took part in it will
forget as long as we live. Sexual Behav-
ior m the Human Female was about 1o
be published, and every magazine in
Amgerica, as well as every newspaper and
newspaper syndicate, was clamoring lor
a look at it. Dr. Kinsey could easily have
made a quarter of a million dollars or
more for his Institute by sclling exclu-
sive rights o onc magazine and one syn-
dicate, but 1o his way of thinking such a
notion unscientific, commercial,
dishonest and indeed immoral. He de
cided instead to let the representatives ol
any and all publications look at galley
sheets, provided that they would hold up
their stories unul the day the book was
umveiled in the bookstores. So many
magazines and newspapers ook up the
offer that he had to arvange for three
separate  shifts  of visiting  journalists;
each group visited Bloomington for a
week, studied the galley sheets and then
went home, 1o be replaced the following
Monday by another group.

As it happened, Life magazine decid-
ed 10 send me, and the luck of the draw
made me a member of the firse shift, in
company with  writers from  McCall’s,
Hurper's, Mademoiselle, Cosmopolitan,
Reader's Digest and a number ol others
which I have long since forgotten. We
all gathered in Bloomington one Sunday
aliernoon, eying one another rather war-
ily beduse our stories were bound 1o ap-
pear in open and naked competition,
and bright and early the next morning—
at an hour o which Dr. Kinsey was ac-
customed even if we visitors were not—
we got to work on one of the sirangest
assignments in journalistic history.

The report on women, which runs 842
pages and contains 334 dables and
graphs. is a difficult book to read under
any circumstances, In gallevs it read like
Sanskrit—especially since there were not
even cnough of the galleys 10 go around.
The Institme stalf divided the copies
into sccuions: each of us got a hunk of
chapters from somewhere at random in
the volume; and alier studying what we
had for a few hours we had 1o pass it
along, in wrn receiving another section
[rom somehody else. As I remember it |
started reading something [vom the mid-
dle of the book. then jumped to the end
and back o the middle; T never had the
benefit of the intraductory explanations
at the beginning of the book until the
very last day. Fortunately, 1 had raken
along a dictating machine; I gave up
any attempt o understand the book and
simply dictated a condensation of what
ever scemed important into my micro-
phone, hoping to pick up the picces
later, alter 1 had returned home and had
my dictation transcribed. Bill Davidson,
then of Colliev's, did the same thing.
Some of the other writers who had not
come prcp,'u'c(l had a terrible ume, and

(continued on page 194)
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“Oh, growe up, Jack!”

MOTHER GOOSE
@

playboy’s mirthful master of the macabre serves up some
strange twists on a clutch of children’s classics
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“She’ll never buy 11!



“I know it seems cruel,
but 1t did

save their marriage!”

“I don’t like this—
he's left off
huffing and puffing!”
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to be somebody’ s

idea of a joke?’
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THROUGH A YWINEGLASS

Conditioned by their shiphoard experi-
ence, many ol our group enthusiastically
pursued their new penchant for collecting
souvenirs. Il no souvenirs were provided,
they carried off what was portable, and
for some ol our more acquisitive types
not even the Louvre and the Palais de
Versailles were off limits. The log for the
three-day stav also included an official re-
ception and banquet, a lunch at which
the growers of Burgundy uncorked some
ol their best bottles for our pleasure and,
on our last night. a gay but exhausting
finale offered by Cinzano at the Bal
Tabarin.

Slit-eved and bone-weary, we lelt Paris
carly the following morning in a fleet of
buses headed for the Champagne coun-
ry. At a briel  ceremonial stop at
Chiteau-Thicrry, we split up for visits to
the leading champagne dlablissements.
Phyllis and T went with a group of about
30 to the Bollinger caves at Av. A tour
through the cellars was followed by an
exquisite luncheon catered by Prunier of
rarts, which included Le Jambon de Ba-
yonne, Le Brochet de la Lotre dans sa
Gelée with a Sance Gribiche, and Le
Caneton Lamberty, washed down with
copious draughts of Bollinger's Extra
Quality Brut (1911 and 1920) and
topped olt with a masterful Marc de
Champagne (1917). As a special souvenir
ol the visit, each guest was presented
with a graceful shallow silver tasting cup
engraved with the date.

We remounted our bus in a pleasant
haze. Next stop was Reims, where we re-
joined the main parey lor a tour of the
cathedral and a reception and dinner
tendered by the Svadicat du Commerce
des Vins de Champagne. The Hawel de
Ville was adorned with French  and
American flags, the tables were piled
high with all manner ol delicacies lor
those who still cared about eating
couldn’t tell yvou what food was served,
Lut I do have an indelible recollection of
champagne, more champagne and stll
more champagne—the most. surely, that
was ever giathered in one place for con-
sumption iat one time. The black-lrocked
dignitaries of the town and Syndicat
never got ofl their prolix phrases on
Franco-American [riendship. There was
no audience 1o hear them. The rivers of
champagne, pouring lorth in such cease-
less abundance, had carried away with
them all remaining inhibitions. 1 hold
the memory of a swilling, swaving,
swinging, singing. dancing.  prancing
throng of my fellow wravelers—their
glasses long since discarded—who drank
from their bottles and  waved  them
about. Some ook aim and squirted their
neighbors with the golden hzz. Some left
the hall with their boutles and wandered
notsily up and down the streets. Some
sang questonable ditties on the cathedral

168 steps. An obstinate few perched atop one

(continued from page 150)

of the buses and kept spurning the driv-
er’s entreaties to ¢limb down. 1 don't
suppose it was more disorderly than some
of our classic conventions, but imagine
a convention with champagne in prodi-
gal amounts served absoluely free!
Before the effects had Tully worn olff,
we entrained for Bordeaux, where more
gooadies were in store. A . our {formi-
dable company was broken up into
smaller groups that were theoretically
more manageable. Our visit o the old
house of Cruse & Fils Fréres was a hap-
pily uneventlul alternoon of wine and
sunshine. 1 found most appealing the
lovely vistas of vinevards showing the
first blooms of early spring. That eve-
ning the Bordeaux Svndicar des Vins, not
to be outdone by its competitors of Bur-
gundy and Champagne, produced a mag-
nificent least to the accompaniment ol a
glorious succession ol Bordeaux greats
that climaxed with a dassic Latour 21
The next dav we staggered on to Co-
onac, a busy town ol 16,000, for a visit to
its lamed brandy distilleries and. heaven
help us, another sumptuous banquet.
The higher prool ol the local liquor
poscd a new challenge to our tosspots.
The French did not appreciate it when
one of our number, in a sudden fit of
chauvinism, pulled out a boutle of O'd
Taylor and loudly acclaimed its virtues.
France’s liqueur and cordial makers
were our hosts on the final dav. Phylhs
and I were in a party of 100 or more
who headed for Fécamp, on the Nor-
mandy coast between Le Havre and
Dieppe, where the Bénddictine Distillery
is located. Although it had been a com-
mercial enterprise for some vears. the
plant retained the lugubrious air of the
monastery it once was. In one room—
possibly a vestigial link with its religious
past—pallid teenaged orphans were pa-
tiently wrapping ecach bottle in its tissue
enclosure. We dutifully went the rounds,
and were about to leave with the inevi-
table gift bottles when an ofhicer of the
firm that imports Bénddictine 1o the
United States beckoned to us. Mme. Le
Grand. truly la grande dame ol the es
tablishment. had invited a privileged
few 10 join her for a commemorative
glass in the [amily’s private chamber.
About a dozen of us were guided 1o a
high vaulted room heavy with rvich ap-
estries and massive oak furniture. In this
setting, flanked by two of her sons, Mme.
Le Grand looked frail and tiny, but she
carried herself with surpassing dignity.
At her command, a Hunky opened a
huge cabinet, bringing forth an ancient
bottle and a set of magnihcent futed
glasses, Mme, Le Grand  filled  the
glasses. pouring with a steady hand, and
handed them to the guests. The vener-
able Lady spoke briclly in French, then, in
English that was quaint but lucid, she
offered a toast to the company, impart-
ing a special warmth to her words. It was

a senticnt moment, and we all stood
silent. I was standing next to a beret-clad
New Jersey retailer who had wandered
in by mistake. He scemed awed by the
occasion, but was the first to break the
silence.  “Bottoms up!™ he shouted,
drained the liqueur at a gulp—and put
the glass in his pocket.

That evening a jaded. droopy. sou-
venir-laden band boarded the lovelv Tle
at Le Havre for the return vovage. Again,
the daily schedule called for the wine
and liquor firms to play host on every
possible occasion. but the sauce had lost
its savor. The more durable passengers
went through the motions of partygoing.
They were joined by replacements for a
few members ol our original group who
had fallen by the wayside somewhere in
France. These fresh recruits had been
unaware, at the time of hooking passage,
that their crossing to New York was to
be other than routine: they were wide-
eved at the wonderment of it all. Mean-
while. some of our scasoned drinkers,
bored with conviviality en masse, sought
solace in the ship’s bar, where it was
actually possible to pay [or a drink.

Throughout the wip the ship's gvm
and steam room were crowded with peni-
tents frantically uving o ger themselves
back in shape. Morning and evening the
decks were crowded with  determined
walkers. Some of our shipmates released
their energies in a last burst of unin-
hibited souvenir collecting. Silverware,
ashtrays, demitasse cups—almost  any-
thing thar wasn’t tied or welded down—
disappeared [rom view. The situation
got 50 bad that the day belore our arriv-
al in New York the passengers were
warned by the line that unless pilfered
items were returned, there would be an
inensive search of each cabin. A rumor
also went the rounds that a certain
French museum had cabled the ship de-
munding the return of objets d’art which
had  vanished the day our hoard of
locusts had swept through the premises.
The threats were never public'y cuoried
out. Perhaps some of the missing loot
was returned. But the Cuostoms men at
the New York pier were confronted with
a conglomeration of curios rivaling those
of Citizen Kane. not 1o mention a stupe-
Iving amassment of boules ranging [rom
miniatures to jeroboams.

When we hnally stepped [rom the pier
into Manhatan’s spring sunshine. there
was an added meaning o the old cliche
“to set foot on dry land.” I can’t honest-
Iy say that my days of wine and liquor
made a reetotalitarian out of me, but
they did help keep me out of the gutter.
The next year a second shipload set sail
on the Good Will Tour to Tuly. When 1
heard about it T had twinges ol nostal-
@ia, not o mention nausea. But by that
time 1 had put the American Wine and
Liquor  Jouwrnal and its  temptations

behind me,
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LA SWANSON: Archetype of the emancipaled '20s woman THE PASSIONATE POLE: An erxotic European import, Pola Negri
—on screen and off —Gloria Swanson ran her own studio as {ubove) projecled a cynical sensuality, in many roles as a predalory femme
producer-star of such films as “Sadie Thompson' (abore). fatale, that incensed women and eniranced men—among them, Valentino.

PART FIVE: SEX STADRS OF THE TWENTIES

a revealing close-up of the legendary love goddesses and matinee idols of the silent screen’s flamboyant final decade

FOR THE BETTER PART of the decade that began in 1920, the love goddesses of the silent screen were, of necessity, forced to express
their more passionate emotions with brooding, heavy-lidded stares, heaving bosoms and anguished clutchings of the throat—their own
and others’. It may seem hard to believe now, but our parents and grandparents responded with avidity to the dialogless eroticism of
the screen. As Gloria Swanson put it, playing the somewhat autobiographical role ol a once-great silent star in Sunset Boulevard, “We
didn’t need dialog. We had faces!” To a considerable degree, she was right. Her own bizarrely gorgeous face, suggesting willlulness
and arrogant challenge to the males who crossed her fateful path, has remained one of the great monuments of the Twenties, as mem-
orably suggestive, in its way, as the more perlectly featured visage ol Greta Garbo.

But it takes more than a face to make a sex svmbol, and bodily charms were possessed in abundance by those glamor queens of the
jazz and bathwub-gin era. If they scem slightly lacking in
mammary endowment by the standards of later decades, 1
this was only because the brassiere had not yer reached its :
present heights of architectural ingenuity: the ladies usually

wore instead a silken Hauening device called a bandeau,
in accordance with the unaccountible fashion of the day.
But of excellent legs there was no dearth, and airy enchant-
resses such as Mae Murray, Clara Bow and Louise Brooks
enjoyed revealing them—sometimes in the boudoir, and
sometimes  doing  the charleston or a sinuous adagio
atop tables.

It can be argued that no decade in movie hisiory
spawned as many sirens as did the Twenties. Some were
home-grown—Irom Kansas ind Brooklyn—but many came
from distant paris: Garbo from Sweden, Dietrich from
Germany, Negri [rom Poland. When the decade began, the
vamp was still enthroned as cinema’s sexual prototype—
Theda Bara had just reached her high-water carning mark
ol 56000 a week—but she and her ilk were already begin-
ning to give way belore a more sophisticated type, a woman
no less predatory in her erouc wendencies, but not neces-

THE SPHINX (opposite): This vinlage composite photograph of
Greta Garbo caplures thal indefinable qualily of inscrulubility
which made her u unigue sex symbol and an enigmatic legend.
THE SHEIK: Until the '20s, movie heroes were cul in the clas-
sic mold—mnoble and sexless. Then came Valentino in “The
Sheik” (right), embodying o new breed of leering good-bad guys.




VALENTINO: In kis last picture, **Son of the Sheik,” Valentino (lop left) re-creales the role that made him famous—this time abducting Vilma
Banky to his desert tent with less than honorable intent. As a dashing but diffident young toreador in **Blood and Sand"—one of his most successful
Silms—Rudy abdicales the aggressor’s role to seductive Nila Naldi (lop right), a vamp in the Theda Bara iradition, portraying a tempiress who
altempls lo arouse her unresponsive inamoralo with a vicious love bite (cenler) and suceeeds with a vengeance (bottom). Stung by the “pink pow-
der puff” appellation his romantic roles had earned him among the male public, Valentino seized every opporiunily to disprove the aspersion by
displaying his manly musculature, as in a publicily shot (above left) for which he posed in loincloth and headdress as a virile “vanishing American.”



OUR DANCING DAUGHTER: Laler to become a prima
donna of the drama, Joan Crawford epitomized the fun-
loving, free-living flapper in her early pictures, as in the scene
(right) from “Our Daneing Daughters” (1928) in which
she shares herself impartially wiith a frio of eager suilors.
THE LATIN LOVER: Foremost among the ladies’-man
Jacsimiles of Valentino who thronged the screen in the mid-
20s—along with John Gilberl—was Mexican-born Ramon
Nuearro, seen here (cenler) stripped for action in ¢ Roman
galley sequence from MGM s original version of **Ben Hur."
THE PATENT-LEATHER KID: Sleek-haired Louise
Brooks became a sex star overnight, afler a series of fuluous
HAapper roles in the U.S., when she went to Germany to por-
tray the amoral, sex-hungry hedonist Lulu in G. W. Pubst’s
“Pandora’s Box.”” Al her wedding party (bottom), the groom
angrily inlerrupls her pussionate tango with a Lesbian friend.

sarily evil in her primal maure. Plaving this kind of
bad-but-good lady was a specialty of the early Gloria
Swanson, who must be given credit {or popularizing
the socially acceptable vamp. Which is to say, she could
make love illicitly and still manage o retain a place
in respectable society. She expressed (albeit a bit hokily
at times) the new, modern, sexually independent womn-
an ol the post-World War One cra. Due partly to the
fact that she came along at a historically propitious
moment, when the public was ready to regard sex as
one of the Iess hanelul luxuries, and also because ol her
own ambitious, ageressive, managerial nature, she
reached the pinnacle of movie stardom. If a new type
known as the flapper soon appeared in her wake. if her
appeal was supplanted in public adulation by the
myvsterious sensuality of Greta Garbo, she nevertheless
deserves first place in any conscientious examination of
the prominent sex stars of the Twenties.

Swanson was born the daughter ol an Army captain,
Joseph Svennson, in Chicago on March 27, 1899, only a
few vears after the birth of the movies. She had an
cducation of sorts, near the Army posis to which her
father was assigned, and thought she might like to be
an opera singer or an illustrator. Bue these ambitions
[aded away when one day she visited the Essanay
studios in Chicago. She at once decided she wanted 10
be a movie sur, like the popular Beverly Bayne,
Essanay’s hottest property at the time. At Essanay she
mel and entranced one of the studio I;iilg])im, Wallace
Beery, who was then stnring in a comedy series in
which he played, ol all things, a Swedish deaning wom-
an—in drag. Gloria married Beery in 1916, then di-
vorced him two years later when her career began o
Far tramscend her hushband’s. He was the first of five
husbands, all eventually discarded.

Mack Sennete took the diminutive teenage beauty
(she stood all of five leet, one inch high) 1o Calilornia,
where he displayed her as one ol the bathing girls in
his Keystone comedies. Short as she was, Gloria looked
uncommonly good in a bathing suit; she was vivacious,
had fhishing., expressive eyes, and she became popular
cnovelt o get lead billing, but soon she vired ol custard
pics and went 1o Triangle studios, where she could
“go dramatic.” Tnevitably she wirned \'.’ilT]])iS]l. as the
titles of her next pictures suggest: Everywoman’s Hus-
band and Society for Sale. The costumes of the day
made her look dowdy, but Cecil B. De Mille abducted
her to his producing unic at Paramount Studios, where
he dressed her flamboyantly in what he conceived to




GARBO: As a Russian spy in “The Myslerionus Lady”
(above), Greta Garbo plots to betray both her admiring boss
{played by an actor with the improbable name of Gustay von
Seyffertitz) and her couniry—all for the love of a handsome
foreigner. With her first major role, as the cause of John Gil-
berl's downfall in “Flesh and the Devil” (above right), Garbo
became a star—and the object of Gilbert's off-screen affection.

THE GREAT PROFILE: By the time he hit his cinemalic stride in the
mid-"20s (and his mid-40s), John Barrymore was past his prime, but his ama-
tory appeal was still potent enough to earn him a reputation as the great lover
of his day—thanks to steamy scenes such as the one in “The Tempest” (below
left) which found him in a bare-topped embrace with a rapt Cawmille Horn.
THE QUEEN OF SHEBA: Belly Blythe scandalized censors, and mesmerized
moviegoers, with her abundant atiributes (below) in *“The Queen of Sheba.”

o




THE “IT" GIRL: Notwithstanding the slinky-siren look
affected by Clara Bow in a scene from “My Lady of Whims"™
(at left), and her semideshabille in many of her publicily stills
(as in the one below), she personified perfectly the naughty-bui-
nice flapper girl next door: life of the petling party, guzzler of
bathtub gin and nonstop maker of whoopee, but goodhearted and
basically wholesome withal —exuding an ambivalent allure which
Hollywood tastemaker Elinor Glyn eloguently defined as “I1.”

be the height of fashion. In her first De Mille film, Don’t
Change Your Husband, her peacock-leather headdress was
startling enough 10 be pictured on the [ront pages ol news-
papers. Bur De Mille was a good deal more than a mo-
diste, and the more he gilded Gloria and starred her in
his high-society epics, the more he built the foundations
ol her remarkable career. In For Better, For Waorse, she
was swathed m chinchilla and wore a coiffure never before
seen, someone commented. outside a Shanghai brothel.
Next, in Male and Female, De Mille disrobed her totally,
but always with a robe or towel strategically deployed be-
tween his star and his camera. As the haughty Lady Mary,
she was viewed in boudoir, bed and bath, and when ship-
wrecked on a desert isle, was down to wearing only a
fetchingly 1orn negligee and later a revealing homemade
sarong. Cunningly, De Mille was developing the image
ol a haughty beauty turned primitive.

But it wasn't long before Gloria became too big a star
lor De Mille's then-modest pockethook, and left his unit to
become the queen ol Paramount Studios, the biggest in
Hollywood at the ume. By now, 1923, she was the idol of
millions of moviegoers and was rewarded by her studio
to the tune of 520,000 per weck. For the next three
years it was estimated that her earnings came to a million

a year without !U([:ly's astronomical tax structure.
While still working for De Mille, she had married
again, this time Herbert K. Somborn, president of
Equite Pictures. Somborn tried 10 get his wife o work lor
lim, but Paramount refused to release her; and by the
time her contract with the studio had expired, so had her
second marriage. She met the man who was to be her
third husband while making Madame Sans Géne for
Paramount in Paris. Thither she had gone, irked by the
rise at Paramount of their imporwed Polish passion flower,
Pola Negri. A leud had developed between the two stars,
nurtured by Poli's pretensions to nobility—she having
been married twice, by her own account. to a Baron Pop-
per and a Count Dombski. If Pola could manrry nobility,
so could Gloria. Availuble in Paris was a French-Irish in-
terpreter by the lengthy but noble name of Marquis
Henry James de la Falaise de Coudray, described by one
Journalist as a “docile nobleman with a reckless taste in
spats.” After interpreting Gloria’s innermost thoughts for
the benefie of the Irench director of Madame Sans Gene
(in which she played a washerwoman who rose to high
status during the Napoleonic era), he became her con-
stant escort, then her husband. And so, overnight, Gloria
became a marquise—only 10 be one-upped the following
year when Mae Murray married a Russian prince.
When Gloria retnrned  from Paris, with o print of
Madame Sans Gene and her new husband in tow, her
motorcade from New York 1o Los Angeles ook on the
stature of a triumphal procession. She wired ahead (o
Adolph Zukor in Hollywood: “ARRANGE OVATION,” and
Zukor was happy to comply, meeting her with two bands,
and sceing to it that several legions of [ans were there to
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THE VAMP: By 1920 she was no longer in the heyday of such trinvmphs
as “A Fool There Was” (top) and “Cleopatra™ (above)—for the pub-
lic’s taste in sex stars had shifted from femmes fatales to fluppers—bui
Theda Bara remained very much in films as the villainous “other
woman” who templed, bul never won, the clean-cut, weak-willed hero.

THE MAN YOU LOVE TO HATE: Bullet-domed Erich
von Stroheim, both as acter and as director, opened American
eyes wide lo the subtleties—and perversions—of Conlinental
lovemaking. In a far-out Freudian scene snipped by censors
from the prinis of ““Foolish Wives" (opposite), he offered a short
course in transvestite sadomasochism, appearing in drag and
toupee, and biling the hand that feeds his demanding ego; the
hand belongs to none other than *the ever-popular” Mae Busch.

pelt her with flowers. One bouquet unfortunately landed
too close 10 target and blackened one of her lustrous
eyes. The marquis was installed in her 22-room Beverly
Hills mansion, and, in keeping with her new title, when
Zukor tiptoed up with a fabulous new contract from
Paramount, she spurned the filthy lucre. Henceforth,
she announced, Swanson would produce her own pictures,
and to this end she joined Mary Pickford, Douglas Fair-
banks and others at United Artists, buying heavily into
the firm.

Her first production on her own was called The Love of
Sunya. In it, a story of reincarnation, she played three
different lives, and for a bonus added i prolog that 100k
place in the old Egypt so beloved by silent-movie fans, in
which she jumped into a fiery furnace rather than sur-
render her body to a lecherous pagan priest. To atone for
her sacrifice, the priest became an immortal, wandering
through the centuries, until one night he happened upon
Gloria’s parlor—in Pittsburgh, of all places. Reincarnated
as a moony flapper, Gloria was unable to decide what
kind of lile to lead. The priest gave her three choices,
lasting about 20 minutes each. In one she became an
opera singer, living in sin with a dirty old impresario
who made her the woast of Paris and blinked blandly at
her retinue of gigolos and  (continued on page 214)

THE BITCH: The sardonic sexuality of Germany's Marlene
Dietrich in Von Sternberg’'s “The Blue Angel” (below)—in
which she transforms a dignified professor into a pathetic play-
thing—foreshadowed the emergence of the self-seeking, cold-
blooded leading ladies who ruled the screen in the early '30s.
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“I hope yowre the kind who kisses and tells—it’s
good for business.”



MUSES OF RUIN

personal bodyeuard Hips Michalak, looms
apelike from nowhere, edges close to
Sammie. T am suddenly realizing what is
going on in Humset's mind, and the
ironic but absolutely ideal irrationality of
it almost moves me to wild triumphant
laughter: My God, Humset believes that
Sammice and I are working together with
educated cubes. The paranoia of syndi-
brotherhood. No, Sammie cannot
retreat at this point: more than his van-
ity and public reputation are at stake: his
position in the hotel operation nself is
on the block; his Chicago partners are
never going 10 aceept  protestations of
mnocence from a man who in a few
minutes has lost over SI00,000 of casino
money.

For an instant I luxwriate in the love-
Iv peril of his predicament: he is that
clussic palooka. the poker plaver who has
to stav in on a sick hand o protec what
he already has in the por. The bitter test
ol strength between Sammie and Hum-
set goes on. The story will be all over
Las Veeas in an hour.

From Sammie: “Now gel this straight!
I'm vunning this casino, and right now
I'me vunning this table.”

Humser is simultancously wying o
stare. Sammic down and keep his dis
tince Trom Sammic’s nervous pet gorilla.
It is a held problem hard on  vice-
presidential dignitv: his eveballs wamble
in the ludicrous nystagmic orbits of a dog
irving to catch s tul. But he is licked—
temporarily—and  knows it. The feld
problem now is te withdraw with what-
ever face he can salvage. My problem is
dilferent. It is to win . . . twice more.
Twice more will not break the Blue
Lagoon. but it will break Samme. Twice

cale

more . . . and in return for vicory. a
vow to the goddess: T will never gamble
again.

Humset stalks toward the bank of

telephones on a table i the center of
the pit area. “Make your bet, shooter,”
Sammie savs.

“1 want new dice.

Eddie slides me the bowl. 1 choose my
dice. but T havent been warcdhang the
bowl, 1 have been wanching Humser, and
there 1s oo much at hazard 10 wrust new
dice withour one rial. T draw my vellow
chips from the pass line—the other play-
crs draw their money—and put down a
dollar.

The dice skinter across the lavout,
carom off the Tar wall. pirouette, stop.

“Eee-o-lehven!” Eddie says. “Pay the
line. Pav the held.”

Sammie grins  around his clamped
cigar. I want to weep, gouge my eves. But
Sammie’s ticking watch and the drill-
sergean cadence ol the slois and the
seething hungers ol the crowd grant no
indulgences. I take one yellow chip from
mv pile ol 16 and put it in mv rack—a
ke, along with the hirst chip I set aside,

(comtinued from page 143)

to quiet the old bookkeeper. Then I di-
vide the 13 into a stack of 8 and a stack
of 7. because this time I am going to
mike two bets: Whenever you have a bet
on the pass line, you ave allowed, alier
the come-out. to bet up to that same
amount that you will make vour point—
it 1s the only bet on the board where the
house pays off at true mathematical odds.

The stack of eight goes onto the pass
line. The dice come up en. 1 ber the
stack ol seven behind the line o ke
the two-o-one odds on the wen.

“Four,” Eddic says, “lour, solt and
easy.”

“Big Dick, dice!”

“Five,” Eddie says, “five, and no field.
Ten will win ™

“Pary of fives, dice!™

“Six,” Eddie says, “six the hardest
way.”
Four . .. five . . .six . .. like steps.

And the fatal seven next on the stair-
case.  The gambler who s not super-
sutious does not exist. Who expects a goll
ball or hockey puck 1o be inltuenced by
psychokinetie  pravers? But whane  crap-
shooter ever dhrows  the devil's-bones
without a sccret plea 1o the goddess: 1
close mv cves, kiss the dice nested en-
derly in my hand. All T ask is, no seven.

Please . . . please .
“Nine.” Lddie s “winner in the
held. Come bets, ficlkd bets . . . who

winns any:?’

Humset is on the phone. probably the
dircct line 1o Chicago. Sammie, his eves
riveted 1o the dice, cups his hands o re-
light his cigar. Eddie chants calls. From
the combo: wah-wah wail of the slip-
stick. raw moan ol the sax.

“Ten! Eddie says. “Ten, winner the
hard way.”

The coliseum roar ol the crowd.

Humset s back ar the table. Sammie is
staring at the dice with the glazed look
ol an animal locked into paralysis by on-
vushing headlights. But his is the paraly-
sis known as loser’s catalepsy. It manacles
him w0 this wble like a prisoner. At
last he nods 1o Douglas: Douglas pavs off
my two bets. Five stcks wouling 37
chips: S370.000. 1 recite the sum o my-
sell. nearly bewitched by its pociry and
the ambrosia ol clation.

“Make your ber, shooter,”
says.

“Il he bets again,” Humset says, “he
bets like evervbady else.” Humser jerks
his head wward the pit telephones. “I'm
passing on an order, Sammie.”

The carcalls of the crowd dvown Sam-
mie’s answer. Bur iv ds spit out like a
curse.  Humser s handicapped by his
awarcness of Hips menacing  presence
and the jeering hostility of the crowd—
he is as tense as a shenill's depury stand-
g off a mob at the door 1o the jail.

Sammic ecsiures to Eddie to give me
the dice. “"Make your bet, shoorer.”

Sammniie

“This casino,” Humset says, “isn’t cov-
ering any bet over five hundred dollars
“Make vour het, shooter. I'm covern

it.

I have him! Thanks 0 Humset, now
I have him. I nad oward my five stacks
of chips. “My money's on the board.
Where's yours:”

“What are vou betring?”

“I'm betting three hundred and seven-
ty thousand dollars.”

Sammie takes out his waller and writes
a check. He tosses 1t onto the table.
“You're laded!”

This 15 oo beautilul, wo beaunful.
Because Sammie doesn’t have that ki
of money in the hank. OF that T am sure.
And he will not be able to raise it. not
all of it, not with Chicago alter him, as
it will be now. for the 5300.,000-plus of
house money he has already lost o me
tonight. And so all T have o do is win
one more time, and then [ will have the
check, and alier the bank reluses pay-
ment hecause ol insufhcient funds. T will
go 1o the district avorney and sign a
complaint, and Sammie will go 1o prison
—il Chicago hasn’t fust exacred a more
extrene private revenge.

One ume, one time . . .

But now the bookkeeper T harbor wugs
at my elbow, mewling ol cauvon and
buckled galoshes in avalanches. “Seven
passes in a row already.” he says. “and
vou have about one chance in three
hundred of making eight in a row.” He
is a bookkeeper, figures are his life. but
he does not know that dice have no
memory. Il there had been a hundred
passes in a row, the odds o pass on the
next come-out would be no  differem
from what they had been on the st
“The dice.” he persists. “are sure 10 miss
out now . . . let them ger it our of thewr
svstem.” While T am pondering  his
gloomy counsel, the wily old kibitzer adds,
“You made a vow you'd stop il vou gor
two more passes. And vou did ger two
more passes. You don’t want 10 break
vour vow. do you:"”

*“You're being unlair.”” T replyv. I onl
bet a dollar on one of them. It shouldn’t
count.”

I hear his hacking laugh. "It isn’t the
[ault ol the goddess that vou only ber 2
dollar. She gave vou what you asked.
You had vour chance . . "7

Sammie says. “OK. shooter.”

I draw oll the 37 vellow chips. “I'm
betting a dollar”

“You're [aded.”

The dice spin off the wall.

“Seven.”” Eddie savs. “seven, a winner.”

Nevee, Sammie had said 10 me once.
nerve.

Sanmmie pavs me a dollar. No one clse
is on the board.

The old bookkeeper coughs for atien-
tion. “Wai,” he pleads. “The cvele s
sure 1o break now. Wait for a new one
to st

1T hadn't Listened wo you,” I said, “I 179
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“That’s the sovt of thing that gives boxing a bad name.”

could have hnished him. And T would
have had three quarters of a million
dollars.”

“No,” he veplies, it would have been
differene i vou'd ber the vellow chips.
A ivs 100 dangerous 10 oy now.
Wai,”

“AMake vour bet, shooter.”

“Two dollars is my bet.” The crowd,
sreedy for carnage, stivs with the rucu-
lene sub vosa impatience ol mutinous
sailors.

“You're laded.”

“Eleven,” Eddie says, “cleven, a win-
ner.”

Sammic pays me two dollars, “Nerve s
what it wkes kid. You got it, or vou
don't.”

“I'm betting three hundred and seven-
1y thousand and four dollars.”

“You're [aded.”

The crowd becomes a fat voluptuary
shivering with anticipation. People are
pressed six deep behind me and  there
must be a 300-pound stationmaster shov-
g cach of them inmo the small of my
back. There is something macabre in
this chaling voracity, almost as though a
Gova canvas had suddenly come writh-
mg 1o life.

And then. as T ke the dice, my con-
sciousness of the crowd and the slos and
the combo, which now seems 10 bhe all
cvmbals  and  throbbing  drums,  lades.
and the world is reduced o a green-felt
race track with Sammuie on one side of u
and me on the other, and the silence
scems thar of the catacombs in erernity.
fele there are

mumbers privnted in black and there arve
geomerric  lines  drawn  in white and
there is a reflected glare of  overhead
lights which makes it scem as il the twao
ol us are actors plaving the parts—as the
aurtain goes up on a packed. hushed and
darkened house—ol  precinet detectives
bent over another shamming victim of
our perhaps wo-cmhusiastic third degree.

“Throw dem  mbles'  a  heckley
shouts, and I do.

“Fight,” Eddie says, “the point is
cight.”

The nexe throw is too hard, and one
die catapults imo the aowd. (“No roll,
no voll.”) 1o is rerieved and returned o
Sammie. He  checks  it—thumb  and
lorehnger pivot test—then returns it 1o
play.

I shake my head. 1 don’t want ir.”

Eddie slides me the bowl. “"Don’t
change dice now.” the hookkeeper says.
“Tes bad luck o change in the middie of
a point.”

“He might have worked a switch,” 1

answer.

“How could he? You were watching.”

“Do you want new dice, or don’t
vou:" Sammie savs.

“One,” I say, and 1ake it “You're ask-
g for bad huck,” the bhookkeeper savs.

I close my eves. This one tme, 1
plead. this one time an ecight. An cigha,
and I am through forever.

“Ada Ross the stable lross!”

“Seven,” Eddie says, “seven, loser.”

Call Them IMadam

tcontinued from page 1IN}
Washburn. a police reporter on the Chi-
cago Tribune in that period. what wrned
the Everleighs 1o their veal cneer was
their deep bitterness toward males in
senerial. "Ie is doubtful if Minna and
Ada Everleigh ever forgave the brutal
teatment they had received from their
hushands,” wrote Washburn in an carly
biography ol the sisters: “theirs was a
stoved-up biterness toward  all males
from which they could not escape. Even
though thev relused 1o admic i, their
cevery action indicated a score 1o be set-
tled. The wav they studied men, their
insight inro the whims of men and their
determinirion 10 make men pawns in
their parlor were the antics of the spider
ane the v

In Omaha, Minna Everleigh made a
hasty but shrewd study of the attractions
available 10 customers  attending  the
mammoth rwo-million-dollar  Trans-Mis.
sissippi Exposition. and she found these
attractions limited indeed. Determining to
miprove upon the amusements available,
she bargarined for and purchased o brothel
that was doing poorly but was sitnated
near the exposition grounds. With what
remained of their inheritanee, she en-
hanced the run-down house of prostitn-
von by adding new interior decorations,
the best of foods and wines. and the most
auractive and talented of females, many
ol them recruited Irom among road-show
actresses she had met. Then she and Aida
threw open their doors.

The big spenders. anending the Expo-
sition in dvoves, quickly found their way
to the Everleigh boudoirs. By the time
the exposition ended, Minna and Aida
hadd increased their capital worth from
N35.000 w S75.000. a considerable sum
for two voung girls ar any time, but a
tortune au the wrn of the century.,

With the closing ol the Exposition, the
Everleighs realized  that thev had  lost
their more aflent clientele, Big-money
men, among the natives of Omahi. were
oo few. So the Everleighs looked else
where lor a sie worthy of their knowl
edge and gilts. Studying their atlases and
their priviee votes, they could find no
community not already  serviced by a
house ollering what they had 10 offer. At
last they returned o Washington, where
they sought the advice of Cleo Mitland,
the most prosperous madam i the capi-
tal city. Without hesitation. Madam NMait
land advised the voung Everleighs o do
their prospecting in Chicago. The me
vopolis—Herbert Asburv's “wem of the
praivie’—had o sale and  sophisticated
ved-light quarter of considerable dimen-
sions in a hedomsuc political diswrict. the
First Ward, known as the Levee, For
courageous  hivestors, the growth possi-
bilities were limitless. And above all,
added Madam Maidand, there just hap-
pened o be a house she had heard of
that could be had Tor a song.




The house available in Chicago was
really two adjoining three-storied stone
mansions with a total of 50 rooms, and a
broad walk-up from the sireet. It was lo-
cnted at 2131 South Dearborn Street. Tt
had been built in 1890 at a cost of
S125,000 by one Lizzie Allen, madam, as a
supplementary side show for visitors in
search ol culture at the Chicago World's
Columbian Exposttion ol 1893, Alter the
Lair, and shortly belore her death, Mad-
am Allen had leased the house and sold
s Turnshings and  inmaes 1o Efhe
Hankins, madam. Now Effic Hankins,
tull of vears and wealth, was ready for
retrement. She was also ready to deal
with the Everleighs. She offered the huge
seraglio at her bottom price—3s55.000 for
the furnishings, the girls on the prem-
ises, the good will, and a long-term lease
at a rental of S500 a month.

On February 1, 1900, the Everleigh
Club of Chicago had its grand opening—
and on that day, lor connoisseurs of joy
and students of carthy  Americana, its
legend began. It was also the debut of
Minna and Aida under the name of
Everleigh. Their family name had been
commonplace. Now, on the eve of histo-
1y, they sought something uplifting and
appropriate. One ol their heloved grand-
mothers had always ended her letters 1o
them, “Everly vowrs.” So Everly it was,
spelled Everleigh.

For its grand opening. the house had
undergone  a  drastic  wanslormation.
Eihe Hankins' white servants had been
replaced by coloved help. and Madam
Hankins” hostesses (uncouth. used wenches
in abbreviated costumes) had been re-
placed by Aida’s hostesses (“comely and
skilled . . . no amateurs . . . the choicest
talent in the country” ginbed in costly
evening gowns). The Kitchen was of the
besi—the wine was imported, the dishes
and hospitality Southern—and  the [ur-
nishings and decorations were unmatched
by any other brothel on the Fice of the
carth.

To help make the opening mighe a fes-
tive one, a Washington Senator  sent
flowers, The Midwests leading  wine
companics ane packers supplicd gilts of
their best food and drink. The first cus-
tomers were millionae Texas catdemen
whose party spent 5300 in a few hours.
Despite reezing weather, the Everleigh
sisters grossed S1000 on thar historic first
night. For fledgling  madams, aged 21
and 23, it wis an auspicious heginning,

During 1the nearly dozen years ol its
heyday, following its opening night, the
Everleigh Club achieved a world-wide
reputation  largely because of the bril-
lizimce and good tste ol its proprietors,
the extaordinary abilities of its prosti-
tutes, the distinction of s service and
the splendor of its interior.

To cach male seeker ol

escape

through lleshly indulgence. this was no
mean house of ill fame. Once inside its
doors, the customer was quickly divested
of any fears he may have held of crass
commercialism. This was at once a men's
club and a great lady’s home that offered
culture, beauty, domestic warmth, gra-
cious living—and expert sex encased in
the thinnest chrysalis of exotic romance.

From the moment of a customer’s en-
try into the Club, every eflort was made
to seduce his senses. The 50 rooms, in
buildings rising three stories high, were
decorated by Minna to represent a Mid-
western: Mohammedan  paradise. assault-
ing and captivating a client’s eyes, ears,
pialate and emotions. The rooms, decora-
vons and niceties were not expected to
satiinte every facet of every man's taste.
There was simply something available
for every man, no mauer what his
predilections.

On the main lloor, there were 12 spa-
cious. soundproof reception parlors: the
Gold Room. the Silver Room. the Cop-
per Room, the Moorish Room, the
Green Room, the Rose Room, the Red
Room, the Blue Room, ithe Egyptian
Room. the Chinese Room, the Japanese
Room and the Oriental Room. The
Gold Room leatured gilt furniture, gold-
trinmmed  fish bowls, 18-carat cuspidors
that had cost S650 each, golden hangings
and a S15,000 miniature gold piano.
The Copper Room was paneled in cop-
per and brass: the Moorish Room had
thick and priceless Oriental carpets and
incense burners; the Blue Room had
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blue divans with leather pillows on
which were sewn prints of Gibson Girls.
and there were college pennants hung
on the walls.

Also on the frst floor were an art gal-
lery with a reproduction of Bernini's
Apollo and  Daphne, a library  with
shelves holding 1000 books (mainly clas-
sics of biography. history, poectry and
hiction, all to Minna's taste), a vast din
g room with silver dinner service and
a great Twkish ballroom with a tower-
ing, waterspouting fountain ceniered on
i parquetry floor whose woods formed
MOsaic patterns,

To reach the boudoirs of love up-
stars, guests were led through a forest ol
potted palms and Greciun statuary and
up onc of the two thickly carpeted ma-
hogany staircases. In anv one of the 30
boudaoirs, the customer and the beautiful
girl of his choice could enjoy quiet pri-
vacy and incredible luxury. The basic
boudoir was furnished with a marble-
inlaid brass bed, a mirrored ceiling, =
shower or a gold bathtub, freshly cut
roses in vases, imported oil paintings
and concecaled push buttons that rang
bells for champagne. Yet each bedroom
had its individuality. One had an auto-
matic perfume  sprayer over the bed.
Another had a silver-white spotlight di-
rected upon the divan. A third had a
genuine Turkish mattress on the floor,
coveredl by a white cashmere blanker.
And on special occasions, Minna Ever
leigh. who was partial to buterlly pins
on her gowns, loosed Live butrerllies 10

['ve sold my furst painting! Start working

on a memoir of your years as my mistress!”
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fluer  disconcertingly about the bou-
doirs and parlors below.

After his first inspection ol the opu-
lent palace, Jack Laii, who was to be-
come editor of the New York AMirror,
exclaimed passionately (if sacrilegiously)
to reporter Iriends, “Minna and Ada
Everleigh are o pleasure what Christ
was to Christianity!™

At the Everleigh Club, a visitor was
never rushed rom the entrance o a bed-
room on the second floor. He was given
the illusion—at least until he received
his bill-—of being the guest of honor at a
dinner in a wealthy home. Fdgar Lee
Masters, author of Spoon River Anthol-
ogy, recalled in 1944, six vears belore
his death, what it had been like 1o eall
upon the Everleighs. Masters, who was
m his early 30s when the club was ac s
peak, described a visit 1o the brothel, He
noted that, of the two sisters, Minna
“somehow was the Luger personality, the
more impressive figure.” Often, he said,
“she came to the door when the bell
rang. Her walk was a sort of caterpillar
bend and hump, pause and catch up.
She was remarkably thin. Her hair was
dark and [rizzled, her face thin and
refined. "How is my boy?' was her cordial
salutation.”

Minna's boy was soon fine. He had
been given to understand that he was
expected to spend no less than S50 dur-
ing the evening. In the Turkish ball-
room, near the splashing fountain, or in
one ol the colorful parlors, he would or-
der a bottle of French wine for S12 (lat-
er, il he wished another botle sent o a
boudoir upstairs, the cost would rise 10
S15). Alter exchanging pleasantries with
[riends he recogmized. he would listen to
one ol the three four-picce orchestras
playing, most olien, Stay in Your Own
Back Yard or a miscrable tune composed
by the alderman of the First Ward and
one of the wo dominant  political
figures of the Levee, John Coughlin (en-
dearingly known as “Bathhouse John™).
This song was Dear Midnight of Lowve.
The customer was waited upon, hand
and loot, by colored valets and mads,
and Mlirtatiously but decorously engaged
by one ol the club’s 30 atractive girls.

II he came 10 the club for dinner, as
well as for more desired pleasures, the
guest was next escorted into the dining
hall. There, on damask cloth, with music
still echoing in his ears, he would par-
tike ol pheasant or roast turkey or
sminea lowl, served with more wine. Din-
ner, without wine or leminine compan-
ionship, was 550 minimum. Il he had
brought along business associmes  and
cngaged hostesses for them, his dinner
party might cost him 51500,

Finally, at a much later hour, all appe-
ntes one, the male guest
would make his choice Irom those givls

sated  save

182 who were still available. "The price for

the enjovment of the girl and her bou-
doir was 550, to which he was expected
to add a generous tip. The girl gave hall
the [ee to the madams and retained the
other hall. There were rarely, if ever, ac-
cording 1o the documents available, any
complaints from the paying customers.

Evidenty the 30 Everleigh girls were
satislying in every way. In his 1936 biog-
raphy of the siswers, Come into My Pwr-
lor, the Everleighs’ old [riend, Charles
Washburn, quoted Aida on her method
ol reeruiting the Club's girls

“I talk with each applicant mysell,”
said Aida. “She must have worked some-
where else before coming here. We do
not like amateurs. Inexperienced girls
and young widows are oo prone to ac-
cept olfers of marriage and leave. We al-
ways have a waiting list.

“To get in, a girl must have a prewy
face and figure, must be in perfect
health, must look well in  evening
clothes. IT she is addicted to drugs, or to
drink, we do not want her. There is no
problem in keeping the Club flled.”

Actually, the Everleighs lelt little to
chiince. To possess beauty, good health
and experience at lovemaking was not
enough to hecome an Everleigh prosti-
tute. Weekly, the sisters gave their girls
mstructions  in - make-up.  dress  and
Southern manners, and required  that
they read books drawn [rom the Club's
library.

Minna Everleigh constantly tried 1o
educate her girls to her own tastes. She
wis given to quoting Lord Byvron and
Guy de Maupassant, and 1o saving, I
don’t believe m using coarse words.” She
begged her girls 1o uy 1o appreciate the
therapeutic value ol soothing music. She
liked the violin, but it was the guitar
that she called “the voice of love and
passion.” Above all, she hoped that her
girls would treat their clients with respect
and altection. I love men,” Minna once
told a Iriend. “I estcem them highly.”

According to Charles Washburn, it was
Minna who delivered the standard good-
conduct lecture 1o new female arrivals.

“Be polite, patient and lorger whit
you are here for,” Minna would explain.
“Gentlemen are only gentlemen when
properly inroduced. We shall see that
cach girl s properly presented o each
guest. No lining up for selection as in
other houses, . . . Remember that the
Everleigh Club has no tnne for the rough
clement. the derk on a holiday or a man
without a checkbook.

“It's going to be ditheule at fisy, 1
know. It means, bricfly, that your lan-
guage will have o be ladylike and that
you will forgo the entreaties you have
used i the past. You have the whole
night belore vou and one hivy-dollar
client is more desivable than five ten-dol-
Jar ones. Less wear and tear. You will

thank me for tus advice in Luer years.
Your youth and beauty are all vou have.
Preserve it . .. Stay respectable by all
means. We'lll supply  the clients:  you
amuse them in a wav they've never been
amused  before. Give, but give interest-
ingly and with mystery. I want you girls
to be proud that you are in the Ever-
leigh Club.”

The girls el like ladies, and they
were prouwd—and so were the customers
who had an opportunity 10 be with
them. As a result, their customers cime
from the highest echelon of every profes-
ston and business, Understandably, some
of the most celebrated customers—among
them “a certnin famous actor, a certain
Fmous  dramatic critic and a certain
famous novelist,” as well as a renowned
aviator ol the period—did not wish thein
names made public. and they never
were. But many others were as delighted
to speak ol their adventures in the Ever-
leigh Club as they were o reminisce
over their days at Harvard or Yale.

Edgar Lee Masters remembered one
highly regarded Chicago auorney who
spent his annual (two-week vacation in
the Club. Grown weary. to the point of
madness, ol trving cases, he would go 10
see Minua and her girls, Handing Min-
mit S500 or so, he would retire where he
could drink wine and eat fried chicken,
and discuss the perplexiues of life with
Maxine or Gertrude or Virginia.

There were numerous other  front-
page higures who occasionally visited or
were habitaés of the Everleigh  Club.
Among these were celebrities of the liter
ary world such as Ring Lardner, George
Ade and Percy Hammond; celebrities of
the sports world such as James ]. Cor
bett and Stanley Kewchel; celebrities of
the theater such as John Barrvmore; ce-
lebrities of the gambling world such as
“Ber a Million”™ Gates; even celebrities
ol the crcus such as The Great Fearlesso.

The Club was also a haunt lor million-
aires. In 1905, the 37-year-old Marshall
Field, Jr., was lound alone in his Prairie
Avenue mansion, dead from a shouv in
the abdomen. Headlines, based on ru-
mors, shouted that he had been mur-
dered in the Everleigh Club and then
removed to his own quarters, although
Minna vehemently demied that he had
ever visited her house and police oflicials
stited  that  the Laal shot was  sell-
mflicted and acadental.

The Club's clicimele
mungsters 10 Government  oflicials.  Pat
Crowe, a bank robber who also kid-
naped voung Edwird Cudahy. was olien
a guest. Once, the members of an august
Congressional commitiee arived in Chi-
cago lrom Washington bent on investi-
gating something or other ol national
interest: their daytime vesearches prov
ing Iruitless, the Congressmen did all of
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their nighttime homework inside  the
Club.
For the Everleigh sisters, it was a

profitable and gay lile, but it was not an
casv one. Persistently, they were trou-
bled by rival bordello owners, criminals
and  reformers.  In o 1910, Nathaniel
Moore, son of the Rock Island Railroad
magnate, was killed in another brothel
through the use of knockout drops, and
then he was robbed. An elfort was made
1o plant his corpse in the Everleigh fur-
nace. but the Everleighs, forewarned of
the plot by some admirvers. prevented
the act in the nick of time. Another time
they were held up by a dope addict who
had entered the Club. and only quick
thinking by Aida saved their jewels. And
once a guest in annel underwear tum-
bled down the stairs to shout that the
house was on five. When the Chicago
Tribune learned ol the blaze, the night
editor desperately wied 10 locate veport-
ers to cover the story—only 10 discover
that his three top reporters were already

occupicd in the Club at that very
moment.
But relormers created the  greatest

problem lor the sisters. Some were harm-
less. Once, Lucy Page Gaston, head of
the Anu-Cigarette League, burst inwo
the Club and cried out to Minna. “You
alone can stop vour girls from going
straight 10 the devil!™  Cooperatively.
AMinna inqllirt:d. “How, Mliss Gaston?”

And Miss Gaston shouted, “Make them
stop smoking cigarettes!”

Other reformers were more dangerous.
Gipsy Smith, the London evangelist, in-
vaded Chicago, gathering crowds, and
entreated them with lervor, “A man who
visits the red-light district at night has no
right 10 associate with decent people in
davlight’” To acquaint Chicago’'s young
men with the evil that was rampant in
their city. Smith led & march of 20,000
persons into the Levee for a glimpse of
hell. After the march ended. ac least a
fourth of the males, who had never been
im the Levee before, staved behind, and
many of them made their debuts in sin at
the Everleigh Club dhiat same evening.
“We are glad lor the business,” Minna
told the press. “but I am sorry 10 see so
many nice young men coming down
here lor the frst time.”

In order 1o survive the attacks of their
enemies, the LEverleighs openly bought
police and political proteciion. Minna
once told the police that in 12 vears, the
houses of prostitution in the First Ward
had paid S15.000.000 in graft. Of this
sum, the Everleigh  sisters had  paid
S120.000. plus special assessments needed
to buy off state legislators in Springheld
and encourage them to vote against bills
unbavorable to brothels. Most of s
money had gone o two colorful alder-
men on the City Council. “Bathhouse
John” Coughlin and Michael “Hinky

Dink” Kenna, who were the political
powers of the First Ward. The aldermen,
in turn, had bribed the city police force
and the legislators,

Despite this continuing drain on their
resources, the Everleighs made an annu-
al profit {in a day when the income tax
wits neghgible) of S120,000. While they
dwelt amidst Tuxury, it was & business-
required luxury arvanged primarily [or
their guests. As for themselves, they were
caretul with their money and invested 1t
wisely. Before their middle vears, il their
business had  continued as wsual, they
could have expeced to be millionaires
several times over.

But business did not continue as usu-
al. There was a new mood in the land, a
mood of growing community pride—nd
prudery—which infected the citizens of
Chicago deeply.  Minna, o sell-styled
“freethinker.” had always distrusted or-
wanized religion. but especially did she
fear the Cathohie Church. T s agains
such women as the  Everleighs.”  she
would sav. But now, in Chicigo, church-
es of all denominations united o assert
pressure, and the Chicago City Council
was forced into establishing a vice com
mission and into allocating a sum of
S5000 o pay its investigators. In 1910,
the commussion issued its 399-page re-
port. In Chicago. alone, said the report,
there were 10200 brothels occupied by
4000 prostitutes and managed by 1880

— in

Every drop of Gordon’s Vodka is
screened fifteen times, using an agent
even purer than clean mountain

air. It's this exclusive patented process
that makes Gordon’s so smooth,

so clear, so perfectly mixable.
Expensive? Surprisingly, not.

80 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. GORDON'S ORY GIN CO., LTD., LINDEN, N. J

No.

You won't see our
"~ patent on smoothness
your Gordon’s VodRa

and tonic,

but every sip says it’s there.




PLAYBOY

madams, and among the foremaost of the
madams were Minna and - Aida Ever-
leigh. The  commussion  unequivocally
damued this wrafhic in flesh, asking. “1s it
any wonder thar a wempred girle a girl
who receives only S6 a weck working
with her hands, sells her body Tor 525 a
cay when she learns there is o demand
for it and men are willing w0 pay the
price:”

Little was done about this report until
a new election placed i ollice as mavor
the reform-minded Carter Harrvison 11,
At first he moved slowly, issuing a general
ukase that ordered “disrcputable wom-
en” moved from their places of activity
and “disorderly flins™ closed. Fle was still
reluctant 1o shar down one of the city's
most [avored atractions, But then, one
day. Mavor Harrison was shown an illus-
wated brochure that the Everleighs had
published. With disheliel, he read:

“While not an extremely  imposing
cdifice without, it is a1 most sumpruous
place within. 2151 Dearborn Soreer. Chi
cago, has long been Luned for its luxu-
vious  furnishings.  [amous  paintings,
statiary, and dts elaborie and artistic
decovations. . . . Steam heat throughout,
with clecric fans in summer: One never
Teels the winter's chill or summer's heat
in this Juxurions resort. Fortunare. in-
deed, with all the comlons of lile sur-
rounding them. are the members of 1he
Everleigh Cluh.”

The blatimey of this advertising, a
blot on his Lar city and his regime, in-
firinted and Gnadly - prodded  Harvison
o action. He summoned his police
chiel and aldermen. and thev came on
the run. He demanded that the Ever-
tcigh Club be closed at once. He would
lisien 10 no reason, no enneatics. The
Everleigh Club must vanish  from  the
Chicago Laindscape and the sisters must
be banished lorever.

There was no reprieve rom this exce
utive order. On October 24, 1910, Minna
and Aida were informed that the end
had come. Their proteaors could no
longer protece them—although possibly,
Just possibly, a 520000 assessment, wisely
distribured, might stav the closing order,
at least temporarily, Minua would not
have i I1 i was over. she was ready to
quit. She and Auda wok the bad news
philosophically, but their 30 girls dis
solved m tears. And so the Ivone door
was locked 10 “members,” the shuters
bastened. the Twrnitme draped. the seny-
ants dismissed, and the girls packed off
to lesser houses in more  hospitable
communitics.

Minna and Aida, who had enjoved a
leisurely and restlul rip around  the
world a year carlier. now decided 1o
travel once more. They left for Europe,
mainly o visit Rome, 10 relax and ab-
sorh culture, and 1o see il the bluenoses
of Chicago would meanwhile change
their minds, After six months, they re-

184 turned, and hearing that they  would

have protection once more. they opened
a new Everleigh Club on Chicago's West
Side. This was in August of 1912, But
when. 1o their normial protection fee, an-
other sum of SH0,000 was added, and
when the cny's relorm government ap-
peared more inractable than ever, the
Everleighs agreed that a comeback was
impossible. They auctioned off their Tux-
urious  furnishings—all  except  Aida's
beloved mimiatune gold piano, and Min-
nas own beloved marble-inlaid  brass
bed. leather-bound books, Favorite paint-
ings and several other senmtimental orna-
ments—and they lelt Chicago forever.

Bur they did not go empty-handed. In
addition 10 Turniture and anifacs worth
31500000 they departed Tfrom the Mid-
wost with S1.000.000 cash. S200.000 in
jewelry and S25.000 wonh of unpaid
hills run up by trusted ciems. They also
took with them happy memories, ne resi-
duc ol biterness, and  an  intimate
knowledge of the opposite sex. Minna
had Iearned, for one dthing. that most
nien preferred 1o samble with dice or
cirds vather than to make love 1o a wom-
an. “Rexl men, we Tound.” said Minna,
“would rather gamble any dav than gam-
ble with women.”™ This, she Telt, was be-
cause dice were less unprediciable and
less visky than women. Both sisters be-
licved that they owed 1heir success 1o the
marricd men who auended their Club,
and that they would lave enrned anoth-
or million “if it weren't for the cheaning
marricd women™ who competed with 1he
Cluly's girls. Minna believed that most
men were repelled by sexually ageressive
women. She liked to remind her girls,
“Remember the old saving, Wi o man
sees i a wonmin, he ges.” ” She believed,
also. that women were dependent upon
men. “A woman needs a oman's guiding
hand,  especially  in mateers.”
Had the madams ever indulged 1them-
selves in love aflairs with their clicns?
Minma remained silent on this subject.
Aida was always ready 10 speak of one
wealthy voung lover who had wished 10
take her to New York as his wile. Why
had she velused o legalize their affair
"My sweetheart took o tervible dislike 1o
our gold piano.” said Aida. “He sad it
was ... unbecoming. I ocouldn't forgive
him for tha”

In 1913, when they embarked upon
retirement. Minna Everleigh  was 35
yvears old, and  Aida Everleigh was 7.
They wanted only peace and anonvmity.,
Ar fst they could hind neither. The re-
cent past ratled  alier them wherever
they fled. When a close friend and a
lormer  client—Big  Jim  Colosimo, an
amiable gangsier—was murdered
Ialiam restaurant in 1920, supposcdly by
a lormer aide. Johnny Torrio, or by the
voung Al Capone. the Everleighs were
found and questioned. When a skeleton
wis dug up behind their old property in
1923, the LEverleighs were again interro-
gated by the police. When a prostitate
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who had worked for them for six vears
wis found murdered in New Orleans,
her hands cut off and her jewels stolen,
the Everleighs were once more visited by
the police. When Mrs, W. L. D. Siokes
tried o divorce her millionaire hushand,
and he  countercharged  that she  had
once been an Everleigh girl, the sisters
were hounded by the sensationsceking
press.

Peace. they realized ar last, could only
be gained through compleie anonymiry.
And so. having given up the Everleigh
Club, they now gave up its name and
their names forever. In 1914, they buricd
their past. their old identities and, call-
ing themselves by yet another name,
they becune wwo retived. independently
wealthy ladies. dwelling off Central Park
in New York City.

The Everleighs disappemed from pub-
lic notice so entirely that alier several
decades 1t was assumed  that they were
dead. Bur from time 1o time there ap-
peared in print a hine thar they might
sull be alive. In 1936, Charles Washburn
stated in his book Come into My Pavlor,
that the sisters were very much alive and
that he had visited them. He had seen
the remaining marble-inkiid  brass hed,
the gold piano, the books and oil paint
ings. and the statue of Bernini's Apollo
and Daphne. The sisiers waveled exien-
sivelv. he  wrote. they  anended  the
Broadway themer and they read books
and - newspaper  columnists. They  had
lost a good part of their invested Tortune
in the stock-marker crash of 1929, hug
they still retained most of their jewelry.
They varely had  visitors. They  had
purchased a radio, but except for thart,
they usually avoided outside companion-
ship—and there were no gentlemen call-
ers. “They own a home in New York,
free and  eear,”  Washburn  reporied.
“AlL they ask for the remainder of their
lives s o rool and one quart of cham-
pagne a week.”

LEight years Luer. there was a sugees-
tion that they might even then siill e
alive. In a M4 issue of Town and
Country magazine, Edgar Lee Masters
stated that Minna and Aida “knew that
the people who were throwing stones
them might well have been stoned  for
sins ol their own. Sull they kepr their
peace. They  disappeared  with smiiles
upon their Laces, and, when Last heard
ol. were living lives of unobirusive gen-
tility in New York Ciy.”

In 1944, because 1 had the notion that
I'wanted to write o1 play or a novel hased
on the Everleigh Club, mid also because
I was consumed with curiosity, I set out
o learn for mysell whether the sisters
were sull living. Finally, through the
help of several Iriends who had known
the girls in gayver days, I was able o
locate them.

They dwele as Southern gentlewomen,
and  recluses, in a brownstone  they
owned at 20 West 7lst Sireet in New




York City. They had become Minna and
Aida Lester, former Chicago “socialites,”
and i owr numerous  excanges. over
the relephone and in their conrespond
cnce. they persisted i maintining this
masquerade. The real Everleigh sisters.
they said. were merely friends of theirs,
Then and  theveafter. 1 played  their
game. I wonld sk them guestions about
the Everleighs. They would pretend 1o
visit the Everleighs. on my hehalf, and
return o me with the answers,

\ida was 68 vears old and Minna was
66 when I fiest talked with them. The
Manluuttan brownstone had been then
home since 1915, Because their enemices.
“plotters ol the Sowmh Side Levee. had
sought 10 cGiuse them wouble.” Minna
told me. they had lived relatively isolu
ed lives. The longscerer vears of decline
had been pneventful. In 1the Wall Sireet
crash ol 1929, according to Minna. thev
had  “sustained  severe  losses from  de
Gaulted morigage investments.” Still, as
Washburn reported. they had retained
their jewelrv and continned 10 live com-
fortably. if cirefully.

From 1911 unul 1937, as Aida and
AMinna Lester. the sisters enjoved an ac
tve retivement. They had belonged 1o
ten women's clubs and atended endless
meetmgs and teas. From time 1o time.
they gave “lnge parties.” They went 1o
movies constantly, although they consid-
cered modern actresses “too lustlul,” and

they went 1o plays, among them Rain—
all about Sadie Thompson—which they
found particularly Ialse and which they
detested. Oceasionally, they uaveled 1o
Virginia or Calilornia to visit relatives.
dut with the adver of World War Two,
their Lester Lives changed. They ceased
maveling, going 1o the theater, partici-
pating in club activities. giving purties.
They brooded over Hitler, and more
and more. they found their reality in the
happier past.

Afwer the War. they remained antiso-
cial. Besides. Minna was devoting hersell
o a hook she was writing, Pocts, Proph-
cls and Gaods, and she lelt that women's
organizations  and  weas were  incom-
patible  with authorship.  They rarely
went o ol doors. agrecing that New
Yok had become 100 crowded and busy.
They did not even 2o o church. They
were stlll Minna told me firmly, “free-
thinkers.” Their davs were filled with
reading and correspondence. They read
the Newwe York Hevald Tribune in the
morming  and  the Neie York  Jouwrnal
Amevican in the evening. In between,
they reread Byron. Shelley. Poe. De Mau-
passant and  the Brownings. Thev ex-
changed letrers with a limited number of
old clients who knew their e iden-
ves, ad with numerous relatives, and
alter every Christmas they [aithfully ye-
plied 10 the hundred cards they'd re-
ceived. And eachh New Year's Eve, alone

but together. they finished off a boule of
vintage champagne. They never quite
forgot what thev had once been. Aida
still had her gold  piano. and  Minna
wrote 1o me ol “the hawmed past™ and
the “vanished splendor™ of the Everleigh
Club.

In Seprember 18, at the age of 70,
Minna Everleigh died ar Park West Hos-
pital in New York Citv. and the obie
artes relerved 10 her as Everleigh, not
Lester. One wonders what 1he unsuspect
ing members of those wen women's clubs
now thought ol thew beloved fellow “so-
cialite.”  Alier maintaining  the  lonely
brownstone for a number of vears, Aida
Everleigh moved back 10 the old Family
house in Virginia. where in Januny of
1960, at the age of 84, she. oo, died.

With her passing, a golden era ol gra-
cious sinuing had come 10 an end in
Americi. Sex inoan atmosphere of casy
and silken lusury. in a lavish private
club, in an exotic boudoir. seductive and
exciting. was no more. It huad been re-
placed by sex in the electronic market-
place—the  telephone.  the  uninspired
apartment: and the welcomed suest had
become o mere “rick.” Gone were the
30 cnwacuve  hostesses. and  in o their
place. only one britle callgivl—a sanstic
and a case history for sociologists and
psvchounalysts.

FIND
THE

UNSHRINKABLES

First wool socks that won't shrink in the washer or
dryer! They're the ones with the Red Toe Stripe™.
That stripe is the mark of a Thorobred®— Jockey
Thorobred wool hose. It's a guarantee, too: if
these socks shrink out of size, you get a new pair

\Jockey

MENSWEAR

JOCKEY MENSWEAR, RENOSHA, WIS . —A DIVISION OF COOPER S, INC.

free. So go ahead—enjoy the comfort and absorb-
ency that only wool/ socks can give. But make
sure you choose The Unshrinkables — Jockey
Thorobred wool hose. Anklet and over-the-calf
styles. Imported from England, yet only $2.
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ROBERT SHAW ccior’s dilemma

IN RECENT PREPUBLICATION announcements of The Flag, third novel of a 87-vear-old Englishman from Coleshill, Bucks, publishers
Harcourt, Brace & World include a confounding group of photos. One shows a creweut guy with jaw of stone and eyes of steel;
another a rumpled, mustached middle-ager with a look not of steel but of irony: and another of a professorial gravheard. This
variorum of false faces represents, respectively, SPECTRE's assassin in the Bond bombshell movie From Russia with Love, the cocky
Irishman in The Luck of Ginger Coffey and the mock-mad scientist in Duerrcnnud’'s play The Pliysicists. The publishers, who up-
stage themselves further by billing Robert Shaw as actor and writer in that order, despite The Flag's rave reviews in the British
press ("Quite beyond the capacity of other contemporary novelists™—5S¢ olsman), provide a fourth photo of him minus the mitke-up,
at home with Mary Ure. Up to his neck in conflicts between his careers, Shaw is slowly but surely coming around to the idea that
lor him the pen is mighter than the star on a dressingroom door. "I)u.vp down I know thar acting is inferior to writing,” he says,
and though his own acting is superlative, its purpose is in the main remunerative: 1 act now 1o buy time as a writer.” Shaw is cur-
rently buying time as Henry Fonda's costar in Warner Brothers’ lorthcoming epic Battle of the Bulge. “Six children [by two wives]
need a lot ol supporting. Sometimes I think it would be sensible to do a Fall of the Roman Empire sort of thing and live single-
mindedly ever after at the typewriter.” Why doesn't he? “Bad work as

an actor alfects my writing. It also,” he adds with a grin,

“atleas my goll game, and I'm a lousy puteer to begin with.” That may be, bur he's gota strong drive, and all of the approach shots.

RICHARD KMNAFPP

HALLOCK HOFFMAN for adults only

PURPLE PASSAGEs [rom: plays by Edward Albee and poems by
LeRoi  Jones, uncensored imerviews with dope  pushers,
prostitutes and homosexuals, critiques of U. S. foreign policy
in Vietnam. classes in astronomy and the stock market, music
from Bach to bluegrass—that's a random sampling of the
divertisements afforded to devotees of FAI by California’s
Pacifica Foundation, an audacious broadcasting enterprise
headed by a 46-vear-old ex—electironics manufacturer s
English professor named Hallock Hoffman. Also, until re-
cently, a Pacifica commentator on the institutions of democ-
racy, Hollman now does double duty as the foundation’s
president and as secretmry-treasurer of  educator  Robert
Hutchins® prestigious Fund for the Republic. Both esteemed
and execrated lor its progressive programing. Pacifica braved
the rising tde of television in 1949 to pioneer the concept
of subscription FM—which provides blessed relief from the
distraction of commercials. It’s underwritten mostly by tax-
deductible contributions from 28.000 of its 1,300,000 listeners,

who volunteer an annual average of 521 apicce for the privi-
lege of savoring the rich intellectual and aesthetic smorgas
bord served up 18 hours daily on its stations in Berkeley
(KPFA and KPEFB). Los Angeles (KPFK) and New Yok
(WBAI). Considering the bland diet ol jukebox AM and
ho-hum FM fure ollered these days, that's quite a barsain.
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DON ADAMS (/e man from b.un.g.le.

g.
IF TV SOOTHSAYERS arc correct in their pre-
dictions, Get Smart, a coak-and-gagger vid-
copus debuting on NBC this [all, should
attract heavy laughs and weighty Nielsen
ratings. As Maxwell Smart, Secret Agent 86,
a bumbler of heroic proportions, comic
Don Adams, who was a click as the hapless
house dick Glick on The Bill Dana Show,
hopes to achieve a new pinnacle of imper-
lection. His investigative  gaucheries  will
now be international in scope as he locks
horns (and Rube Goldbergish gadgetry) with
the dread minions of kKaos. who are out 1o
rule the vou-know-what. This will be
Adams™ first fling as op banana of a TV
show since he dofled his Marine greens ali-
er World War Two and set off in search of
showbiz™ elusive bitch goddess. A decade
ago, the quiet, creweur Adams came up
with an onstage comedy character who has
appeared in sundry incarnations since then

a brash know-it-all who convincingly and
comically conveys the message that he
knows nothing. Among his pet portraits of
the last lew vears (during which he set some
kind of a record for TV appearances as a
guest jesier—9 with Ginry Moore, 20 with
Steve Allen and a cwich with Jack Paar
and Perry Como) were thase ol a relentless
prosecuting avorney whose barside manner
puts judge, jury and defendant o sleep,
and an ofll-base umpireschool eacher de-
termined 1o make the National Pastime a
thing of the past. His house-delective Glick
go-round and his impending trench-coated
cutup are simply situation-comedy  exten-
sions of his stand-up sell. When asked 10
compare his  Get Smart characierization
with  his  semiserious  counterspy  counter-
part, Napoleon Solo, Don dehly deadpuns,
“Anvthing he can do. I can do badder.”
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“Infallibiliy”™ becomes a0 grucsome joke
when it destrovs  personalities. Could
Pope John XXIITI have had a longer
time with us, one cannot help but Teel
he would have eliminated the docrine
that sexual incidents are “mortal sin.”
For John was the personilication of love,
affection and warmth. He was the first
Pope 1o refuse 1o eat alone. and when
his family came o visit him. nervous
and ill at ease. he said o them, lovingly,
“Don’t be afrmd. Tt is onlv I, John”
The whole non-Catholic world Ielt him,
loved him. No matter that the chnidians
belabor the “difference” between  sex
and love. There is no difference. Sex s
love, designed. surelv. by God. o muke
the human experience not only hear-
able, but happy: evervone  who  has
known sexwual love knows this. The un-
knowing must cither hnd out. or be
forever exiled [rom one of the most won
drous ol the gilis of God to man. The
finest of the Jesuits (those great scholiars)
and the Francaiscans (those hrown-robed
lovers of all carthly creatures. incuding
man) are doing their best o aid those
who are soruggling with sex and guilt
There is many an unknown and unsung
nun who is doing the same thing. They
have known oo many fallen-away Cath-
olics, and oo many vearning, would-be
converts who shy awav from this great
sancuuary for that one reason.

With mass higher cducation, people
will no longer wlerate the cruel repres-
sion that ends so wagically lor so many.
The Catholic Church has the most beau-
tiful Lirurgy for the adoration and praise
ol God: it has the greatest charity and
kindness: it loves the unlovable: it gives
not only o the “deserving”™ poor—it
gives 1o all the poor; it recognizes no ra-
cial diflerences: it visits those in prison;
it comforts the dying: it takes loving
cave ol the old. the sick, the deserted, the
abandoned, the ignorant. It surely can
be only a matter of tme unul it learns
to mmister unto those who need sexual
love. loosing them from the honds of
fear, shame and guilt, by no longer re-
quiring conlession of sexual incident.
But it will be a havd hght, and it will
Hot come soon.

“If sex disappeared from human life,
at present, the Roman Catholic Church
would be out of business in 48 hours.”
So said a Franciscan monk 1o me in New
York City. But that great heart of Christ
—the Roman Catholic Church—if only
it knew it has so much more than sex o
keep it going. It would not need 10 be
“out of business.” Tt has a built-in atrac-
tion for every human need, except sex,
and perhaps. when it has learned this, it
will find its hope for “One Fold Under
One Shephend™ realized. When it no
longer requires the groveling confession
of an act which is as natural and needful
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weeping humilianion and professed ha-
wed of a thing which has caused hu-
man happiness o overllow, when it
someday will learn that the body is not
sinful. it mav hope 1o atract back to its
mothering arms the separated brethren,
When it is willing o relinquish its au-
thority over man’s thought, and helps
him o think for himself. theve will sure-
Iv be grear rejoicing in heaven.

Prav, do not vield 1o the emptation
10 make reavesoy an intellectnal maga-
zine at the expense of emertainment.
heep the laughs going. keep up the
satire. develop  voung, honest writers,
Tickle us. make us laugh, as well as
think—and vou will. as the Moslems say,
“Return Late 1o Heaven.” and be maost
jovously received. Yours is the only light
shining at present in the American mag
azine world.

Beuv South
Washingion, D. C.

SEX AND THE CHURCH

I am a dergyman. concerned about sex
and secking answers. I am not a regular
readder of reaveoy magazine, parnly be-
aise ol hnanges—even 75 cents  can
upsct my anemic budger—and party be-
cuse of the puricinism that is rampant
heve as elsewhere. Tongues wag when a
nan i cenals even looks at rravesoy
on a newsstnd. But T did get a copy of
the current issue. 1 hind  thar sex s
presented in o noncynical and staight-
Torward muanner: and 1 And that there
are any number ol other featores that
appeal 10 my masculine 1aste.

Most of myv imvolvement in the whole
area ol sex has been i connection with
marriage and dworce and  remarriage.
Premavital sex has heen overlooked or
noved . not deliberately, but con-
veniently, for in the eves ol the Church
there is no legal premarital sex. T have
ofhiciated at any number of “shotgun”
weddings, and T have advised an equal
number of pregnamt givls not o jump
mto mariage. But as for dealing with
the problem ol sex among unmarried
career men d women. T suppose they
know better than to ask about it. T say
that sadly. knowing that the “ofhcial®
advice T would be obliged o give them
would be no solution at all.

Just as an exercise i reorientation, I
went back 1o one of my seminary text-
books to see what it might have o say
about “formication.” The book s The
Elements of Moval Theology, by R. C.
Mortimer. On page 175 (chapter 11,
“Temperance™) is the [ollowing quota-
tion: “The chief evil of [fornication,
then. consists in this. that it is harmlul
to the children born of the union.”
Well. that contingency has all but been
erased. Pills and  devices and  surgical
procedures can almost guarantee that if
a pregnancy is not wanted it will not

happen. There as sull the ouside chance
of an unwiamted pregnancy. bur that s
about as much a detervent w premarital
sex as the gas dhamber s 10 aiime. |
know verv well than as 1 look out over
several hundred people every Sunday
morning  there are perhaps dozens ol
voung people who were in bed with an
unmarricd  partmer  the  night helore,
The people in my congregation are per-
hitps just a livde more sophisticared than
the average group ol people 1 this
town. They are educuted, and they ke
seriously this maver of marriage. They
do not rush into mariage at 18 just so
thev can have sex. They marry in their
20s. alter they have completed college:
and in college they do not all deprive
themselves ol the pleasure of sex.

I think that Paul Tillich has put his
finger on the onlv workable ethical e
moral principle in his book Morality
and Beyond. His closing senience sum-
marizes itz CAmd this 15 the meaning of
cthics: the expression of the ways in
which love embodies wself. and life s
maimtaimed and saved.” I shan't get into
the semanues of the word love, bhut 1
think it is clear enough. Love is a per-
sonal thing. thin allows for individual
consideration of every case. Il John and
Marv. unmairied, go to bed. Church law
is unviclding and definte. Te savs this
action is wrong: it is a sin. The principle
of love would inquire into their motives,
their sense of responsibility. their necds.
In other words, love would not make &
categorical judgment,

(l-fpis.wp;ll priest’s name and address
withheld by request)

RESPECTABLE IMMORALITY

The “"new morality” pleaded for by
Helner is really amoralitv—which  the
dictionary defines as “without a sense ol
moral responsibility: outside the sphere
in which moral distinctions or judg-
ments apply.”

Truth and morality are not relative
things. For the Chrisuan they are the re
vealed word of God as contained in the
Holy Scriptures and expressed  within
the Church's life. What Helner is acuual-
Iy advocating is not a “new movaliry.”
What he is asking for is respectable and
accepted Tornication and other immoral
behavior. Man is. in one sense, a pri
matic amimal: and il past civilizauons
and cultures had not found the Judaco-
Chyistiin morality necessary lor a well-
adjusted,  contributory and happy life,
we would not know about God’s moral
demands today. The Church’s morality
is not a st jacket imprisoning our
natural hreedoms and expressions. Rath-
er, the Commandments are guideposts
pointing the wav 1oward tue human
fulfillment, peace and happiness.

The Rev. Perer Dally
The Church of the Holy Spirit
Vashon Island, Wishington




SPANKING CONTROVERSY
In the June Playboy Forum there was

a letter from an “intelligent  college
graduaic” who is Irequendy  spanked.

“hottom bared.” by her hushand. She
nuaintained, comrary 10 Editor Helner's
opinion. that wile spanking need not be
a sadomasochistic relationship: It can be.
as in her case. an overt expression of
male dominance. highly desired by both
partners.

Actually, there is some merit to both
sides of the argument. As First Searetary
of the International Federation of Non
Sadistic Wife Beaters, LFEN.SW.B, I am
in a position 1o claborate on the subject
with considerable authority. As any non-
sadistic wife beater will well you, non-
sadistic wile beating s for the sole
purpose ol asserting male dominance. Ay
one time a good old-fashioned spanking
applied o the bared bouwom of one's wile
was sufhicient for this purpose. However,
such is no longer wrue—especially in the
case of “imelligent college  graduates.”
Today's intelligent lemale has an excep-
tonally tough botom. This is a result of
many vews ol sitting in classrooms on
those hard wooden seats. In contrast, the
hand of today’s intelligent male is rather
weak from lack of use: It has usually
done litle more than sharpen pencils
from time 10 time. One might sy that
the hand of today's intelligent male is
not quite on the same level as his wife's
bottom. This rather unfortunate state of
affairs makes wile spanking virtually use-
less. Hence, we ol the International
Federation of Non-Sadistic Wile Beaters
recommernd the frequemt use of a cato™
nie-tails. I grant that the use of a cat-o™-
ninc-tails sometimes leaves scas and has
other undesirable aftereffeas. However,
lor  establishing  dominance. it's much
more potent than spanking and much
less painful than 4 mace and chain,
which we occasionally recommend in ex
reme Gises.

Il the writer ol that letter would have
her hushand contact me. 1 would he glad
to arrange for a Iree home demonstra-
tion ol our complete line of cat-o'-nine
tails, each of which comes with a complete
set of easy-to-lollow instructions.

Dr. David E. Doubletalk
First Secretary, LF.N.SAV.E.
Berkeley, Calilornia

Re Jane McElroy's letter: When her
husband  has misbehaved, who  spanks
him?

Nanci Gilbert
Bangor, Maine

It Mrs. McElvoy and her hushand
("The Case for Spanking.” Junc Forum)
want to go at cach other with bullwhips
as asexual sumulus, that's OK with me.
But she should admit. if only to hersell,
that this is what she needs. The key
phrase in that sad lewer is, “When 1
have misbehaved I am led 10 our

bedroom How and by whom is
this “misbchavior”™ determined® Had she
forgotten to get his shirts from the Laun-
dry, or had he found her in bed with
his best Iriend? In a broader sense, how
does "an intelligent college graduate” go
about “misbehaving”? 1 think children
and animals misbehave, Adulis don't.
If children arrive in this houschold,
will their “strong, dominant™ father ke
them in 1o waich Mommy being spanked?
Or will their Luher line them up with
theiv mother while he administers disci-
pline wholesalez It would make a psy-
chologist's mouth water o think of the
generations of mrauma. anxiety, sadism
and general neurosis that can be pro-
duced by this one couple. I think I am
going 1o give up on higher education for
women and concentrate on sterilization
of the mentally unbalanced.
Helene Duffy
Cold Spring, New York

I agree with rLavsoy on the subject of
spanking. When I am a bad girl. my hus-
band takes me imo owr bedroom and
puts me across his knee. Alter spanking
the seat of my panties unul they smoke,
he rolls me over on the bed and mukes
violent love o me. Therelore. as Tar as [

am concerned, spanking alter childhood
is a [orm ol sadism.
Mrs. Mary McCony
Cleveland, Ohio

The leter in the June issue [rom a
Newawrk, New  Jersev, woman who was
distressed by My, Helner's comments
about women who are spanked leads me
to believe that she and her hushand and
their young maried [riends are some
what immature.

In v well-founded  marriage, a sood
wile does not give her hushand cuse 10

assert s position as the head ol the
home, The wile asserts his position for
him by aelving on him for understand-
mg, love and imporant decisions con-
cerning family maters. I do not mean 1o
imply that a wonan should lose her jn-
dividuality by bowing 1o her husband's
C\'L‘I’}' commnundd.

The man who does not understand his
wile cnough to know why she finds it
necessary to “mishehave”™ certainly  does
not assert himsell as anvihing more than
an old-fashioned brute who resorts 1o
strong-arm methods.

This type ol relationship in the home
also has an il eficct on the childien. Ty

“My cufr runneth over.”
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shows up in the form ol lack ol respeat
lor the mother, since she has 10 be weat-
cd like a child herself. As a result, the
mother,  who is  the most  imponant
influence in the child’'s upbringing, is no
longer in command of the offspring, and
relies on he father o handle all disciphi-
nary problems. This puts a great burden
on the father, since the child is made to
feel that the father’s primary role is
administering  punishment.

My husband has never once had to (or
wanted 1o) assert his position as head of
our home by spanking me. He knows
where he stands by our reliance upon
him for 1the happmess he brings us.

Il my husband bares my bottom. 1t s
for something more pleasant and exct-
ing than a spanking. Now, that's a man!

Rosemarie Harnigan
Manassas, Virgima

My husband and I have been manried
for eight years. We are very happy now,
but this has not always been true. De
spite the remendous physical attraction
between us, we were very incousiderate
ol cach other in the early days. Both of
us had been spoiled by overindulgent
])ill'l.‘]ll.'i.

We were fortunate to have some dear
Iriends who had gone through a similar
period. When they heard us snapping at
cach other—alter a tnp back o Mother
convinced me that T couldn’t get along
without  my  hushand—ihey outlimed
their formula: Simply stated, we were
acting like children, so we should be
treated hike children. The guilty party
must submit 10 a child’s punishment.

Our [riends told us that for the first
month after they set up this arrange-
ment, not a week wenr by withour both
turning up an unprotected bottom  for
weatment.  Then  the message  came
across. Within six monihs it was almos
unnecessary. Now a reminder is required
only about once a year.

We wied this plan and lound it o
work exactly as they said Tt wasn’t casy
and my husband wasn't exactly gentle,
but I guess 1 wasn't, either. It is more
than three years now since T last found
mysell across his lap gritting my teeth,
and it has been nemly five years since 1
have had 0 spank him.

We do not feel there is any sexual
connotaion o all this. The master ol
the house can be an inconsiderate linle
boy at tmes and should bhe reated ac-
cordingly. Since unpleasantness has been
climinated  Irom our relationship,  per-
haps other couples can find a similar
solution.

(Name withheld by request)
Brooklvn, New York

A solution 15 a solution, but we still
feel that physical punishment 1s not the
desivable way of solomg disputes be-
tween adults. Nov s freating an adult
like a culd ordinarily apt to help her
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MOB RULE

I find it hard to understand how Hel-
ner can write with such perception on
the subject ol censorship and then turn
around and sanction mob rule, that is,
democracy.

Since its inception in Athens many
centuries ago, democracy never has been
and never will be found in a lree society,
for the simple reason that democracy is
incompatible with Ireedom. As long as
some men rule others, freedom will not
exist. A man is not Iree if he is forced, at
the point of o gun, to submit to the
wishes of the others in his community. A
man is not Iree 1o own property if he is
faced with a never-ending tax lien on
any property he mught own.

Hefner has devoted much of his Play-
bay Philosophy 10 the subjea of cen-
sorshap - He has said that it is wrong
lor the stare or the Church to dictate in-
dividual Titerary  and  sexual mores. 1
commend lvim. But il mob rule s just in
polincal areas, why is it not also just in
relavion o hiterary and sexual mores?

John Pruit
Chloride, Arizona

Amertean democracy can never he ac-
curately called “mob rule”—even by its
severest  cvttic—hecause  this nation s
based on maove than the somple will of
the majority: it has a Constitution that
guarantees the rights of the mionity, too.

We don't see how you can compare
frecdom  from sexual persecution with
[recdon from taxes—ithe former s an nn-
praper anvasion  of  private  behamor,
wihile m the latter imstance, modern sov-
ernmeitts the world over rarse a portion
of the revenne vequired for thewr opera-
lon tlyough laxauon (in Amenica, the
right to do so 15 established mm Avticle 1,
Section 8 of the Constitution: “The Con-
@vess shall have power to lay and collect
laxes. . .”)

The citizen’s right lo own property is
referved to m the U, S, Constitution, but
the govermment—=Federal, state and local
—retamns wltimate contvol over all prop-
erly within ats boundavies, establishing
ownership. we, taxes, etc. You state, “A
man s not free if he is fovced, at the
pont of a gun, to submit to the wishes of
the others in his community.” Bul ciwvili-
zatton coudd nol exist without laws—and
the laws must be enforced if they are 1o
have any meaning, somelimes even al the
point of a gun, The Constitution and the
laies of the United States protect the in-
dividual citizen from any unlawful acts
by the others in his community; Hu'_\- nlso
protect the others in the community from
any unlmeful acts by the individual
afizen.

PIONEERING ARCHBISHOP

The following article appeared in the
San Antonio Fxpress:

The  Archbishop of Canterbury
joim:(l other members of the British

House of Lords in urging the legali-
zation ol homosexual practices be-
tween adule males. The Archbishop,
Dr. A, M. Ramsey, is head of the
Church of England.

“Just as lornication is  always
wrong, so homosexual acts are al-
ways wrong,” he wold the lords. “But
wrong acts in this case, as in others,
can have various degrees ol culpa-
bility attaching o them.

“I think the case for altering the
law in respect of homosexual acts
between  consenting adults i pri-
vate rests on reason and justice.”

We wish to voice our support for your
swinging magazine, as well as our con
gratulations 1o the Archbishop for a
long-overdue, well-placed step in the
right direcuon. Let's hope the Arch-
bishop's inlluence spreads westerly.

Although our personal bent is hetero
sexual. we  exponents ol Ireedom ol
choice and expression say, bravo. keep
up the good work, viva PLAYBOY, wun-
derbar, and many, many thanks.

Michael A. Hebert
Donald J. Hoffman
San Antonio, Texas

The  Archbishop’s influence so  far
hasn't spread cven as far as the British
House of Commaons. After the House of
Lords passed a bill 1o legalize homo-
sexuality  between  consenting — adulis,
Commaons decrded by a lavge majority
not to allow nme in their schedule for
discussion of .

APOTHECARY'S APPRAISAL

The Playboy Plulosophy is the best
prescripuion lor our uling and febrile
society that has yer found its way inwo
the bihous and bloated pages of Ameri-
ci journalism, As the adjuvant and
corrective for eenturies of puritanical nos-
trums and witches” brews, rraveoy merirs
the warm approbation of all who seck to
end the self-poisoning of bigotry and
stupadity.  Rx: Copious  purgings, fre-
quently induced, with heroic doses ol
The Playboy Plitosophy, unul the pi
ticnt responds lavorably!

Robert Bray Wingate, M. S, F. R.S. A,

Harrisburg, Pennsylvania

“The Playboy Forum™ offers the oppoy-
tunity for an extended dialog between
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WHAT'S NEW, TEEVEE JEEBIES?

salive By SHEL SILVERSTEIN

‘ ~qumajl

“My daughter informs me you've heen drvinking Coke” “And then the quavtevback fades back to
the ten-yard line and . .

‘But, deay. 'm surve you had them “lLet's forget about the trim—1P1l
on when we went out” just take a manicure.”

“But I don't want Heviz to put “And you mean to say you've been here at the Academny
me in the driver's seat!” Jor thvee years withoul anyone being the wiser,

Miss Winthvop . . . 2"



new tongue-m-cheek dialog to enliven television’s late-night movies

p13

“I think I've got too many cards . . .

“Bet you couldn’t do that again wearing “OK, OK, so I wet the bed .. . 17
cight-ounce gloves . . .

“Some days you can’t get lucky no “So I fly all the way to Envope to see this skin
matler how hard you try.” specialist—and you know what he tells me? He
says 1 should be glad it's not yvutabagas!
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SEX INSTITUTE

the siwories they wrote reflected not so
much their mature judgment ol what
was important in the book as what litde
they had been able to take sensible notes
on as the pages were more or less
whisked in front of their eyes, in haphaz
ard and woclully illogical order. One of
the women writers gave up completely,
ignored the report and wrote a story
about what a strange experience it was.

The most important part of the weck,
as far as my relations with Dr. Kinsey
were concerned, ook place the very hrst
morning. We had an introductory meet-
g with members of the Institute stalf,
which Dr. Kinsey opened by passing out
copies of conracts for us to sign. Among
ather things, we had o agree to observe
his release date—no jumping of the gun
before the book was out. We also had o
agree to submit our manuscripts to the
Institute and correct any factual errors
that the stafl deteaed in our copy. That
is, the contract was supposed 10 bind us
to accepiing the Instumne’s correcuions:
actuarlly, owing 1o some kind of mix-up
in composition or typing, it read that we
agreed o accept any errors requested
by the Institute.” I was the first of the
visitors 1o notice this, and right then and
there I made o Fual nustake. The meer-
ing had been uncomfortably tense and
formal: 1 was voung and brash anvway
at the time, and I thought that a joke
might freshen the air. So 1 spoke up
loud and cdear: "Dr. Kinsey, don't vou
think  that we  journalists can make
cnough mustakes of our own withour ac-
cepung any of yours?”

My [Telow journalists  laughed.
Kinsey did not.

I was the kind of levity that he de-
plored, and he never forgave me for it
Every vime our paths crossed afterward,
lTor the rest of the week and the years 1o
come. he gave me the same cold stare.
After the siovies ahout Sexwal Behavior
in the Human Female had all been puby-
lished, he begrudgingly conceded 1o his
staff that he thought mine had done as
much justice as anvone’s o the work of
the Institute—but not without adding
that it was a shame I was such a “[rivo-
lous™ fellow.

As I thus Jearned the hard way, Dr.
Kinscy was a stern, grim and totally hu-
morless man. He believed thae fife was
real and hle was carnest, and that no-
body was pur on this carth to waste time
kidding avound. I had picked one ol the
surest ways 1o antagonize lnm; the surest
way ol all would have been to tell him a
dirty joke, as strangers ofien did 1o their
sorrow. The closest Dr. Kinsey himsell
ever came 1o a joke abourt sex was when
he had e group of curious visitors at the
Insutute, particularly if they were wom-
cn schoolieachers or civic leaders, If he

Dr.

194 happened o be feeling especially good

(continued from page 164)

on such a day, he would promise to open
up the Institute’s hles of pornography
and let his visitors see the most shocking
book ever written; the joke consisted in
his neglecting to tell them in advance
that it was unillusirated and writen in
Chinese. Even this teeble bit of humor, I
am sure, was palatable 1o the good doc-
r only becuuse of the needle it con-
med—it was one way ol punishing his
visitors for any  prurience with which
they may have regarded his Institute.

Dr. Kinsey was a puritan by birth and
by waining. He grew up in a sirait-laced
New England [amily where it was con-
sidered a sin even 1o hitch up the horses
on Sunday; he became one of the na-
tion's fust Eagle Scouts and a sincere
and exemplary voung man who studied
hard, worked hard and never smoked or
drank. In lauer lile he tried 1o take up
smoking. in a vain effort 1o seem like
one of the fellows, but he could never
learn 1o enjoy it and eventually aban-
doned the auvempt. He did succeed in
learning o force down an  occasional
drink, partly for reasons ol good-fellow-
ship and pardy because the doctors said
a litle alcohol would be good for his ail-
ing heart, but he was naive about drink-
ing to the end. The wavs he passed
around at cocktail parties always con-
tained enough glasses of syrupy liqueurs
to gag his more sophisticared guests.

What Dr. Kinsey really liked, in the
way ol social life. was his musicales; he
had once of the frse hi-h sets and a large
collecction of records, and every Sunday
evening his invited guests would gather
at his house to sit in stiff-hacked chairs
and listen o his music, preceded by his
own meticulously composed and formally
delivered program notes. The musicales,
considered a0 command  performance
for members of his staff at the Sex
Institute. were a cross borne for years by
his two highly reluctant chiel associates,
anthropologist Paul  Gebhard  and  psy-
chologist Wardell Pomerov. Dr. Pomcroy,
who hawes classical music, inally got up
enough nerve o stay away. Dr. Gebhand,
who likes it, finally gave up because the
seats were oo uncomlortable.

Dr. Kinsey also enjoyed  gardening,
which he tackled as carnestly and, in a
sense, as mathemavcally as evervihing
else; he ook great pride in pointing out
that  his  vard  comtained  over 200
different species of iris. He spent many a
late aflternoon in  summer putiering
around the plants, usually barefoot and
wearing nothing bur an old pair of
swimming trunks. Alwer he became [am-
ous, people began walking and driving
past just 1o carch a glimpse of the great
man, so informally auived, and he had
to let the shrubbery around his house
grow high enough to thwart them.

Until he was well imto his 40s, Dr.

Kinscy was an obscure though highly re-
spected zoologist—an expert on the mu-
tations and  permutations of the gall
wasp, an insect that lavs s eggs inside
the leaves of plams or the bark of trees,
and thus causes the swellings and tumors
that gardeners call galls, Not unil some
ol his students went to him for advice
about sex and marriage did he ever con-
template becoming an expert on the
mating  habits ol human  beings. But
when he began searching through  the
university library for scientific informa-
tion about sex, he found that there was
none—just opinion and guesswork—and
his scientific curiosity suddenly took a
new tack. He started gathering his ciase
histories: the university  admmistration
gave him remarkable support, and even-
tually the Rockeleller Foundation provid-
ed the money for a stafl. Dr. Kinsey, Dr.
Geblurd and Dy, Pomeroy spent ihe
next years traveling  wherever people
were willing to answer their questions:
and the Institute eventually wound up
with the sexuval case histories of 10,000
men and 8000 women, a truly monu-
mental statistical sample. (The Nielsen
recport on the popularity of television
programs, accepted as gospel, 1s by con
trast based on a mere 1100 homes.)

Dr. Kinsey, with his puritanical back-
ground and his duty-oriented character.
was as moral about sexual matiers as a
man can possibly be: he undoubtedly
entered upon his manriage as a virgin,
and never even considercd what his re
ports term extramarital outlers.” His
attitude  toward sex  was, il anything,
prudish—a fact which helped him greatly
in gewing support for the Institute. Tt
took considerable courage in those days
for a university 1o lurbor such an insti-
tution on s cimpus or or a foundation
to lend it hnancial support; and  the
slightest suspicion of any kind of leering
meerest in sex on Dr. Kinsey's part
would have doomed his project from
the beginning. On the other hand, his
siern and  umrelenting  moralism might
have been an impaossible handicap in his
actual research, and it is one of the as
pects of his genius that this did not turn
out 1o be the case. He managed o lisien
without bauing im eve to the most lurid
biographics of pimps and prostitutes, of
boys who had sold themselves 10 ho
mosexuals, of men who were in prison
for sadistic rape. And as he began to
realize the vast range of human sexual
behavior. he achieved what is probably
the finest accomplishment of a civilized
man—the ability to svmpathize with con-
duct that he himsell would  personally
have found unerly distasteful.  Sexual
behavior, he decided, is almost complete-
ly compulsive: all of us grow up with ca-
pacites and tasies and preferences over
which we have very litde control, and it
is not for a Dr. Kinscy, former Eagle
Scout and a bit of a square, 10 say how
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anybody else should live his life.

On all other matiers, Dr. Kinsey re-
mained uncompromising. He deplored
the fact that his otherwise impeccable
aide Dr. Gebhard liked 10 lie abed on
Sunday mornings alter his hard week of
reporting to duty at eight a.ar. Monday
through Saturday. And he once severely
castignted Dr. Gebhard for cating too
many of the peanuts that they had
bought with Institute money for a quick
lunch  between interviews. “Gebhard,”
he  complained, “you've eaten almost
twenty cents’ worth!” (In almost  the
next breath, however, he offered to lend
Dr. Gebhard a thousand dollars to tide
him over a financial crisis.) His suange
combination of tolerance on sex and
inflexibility on all other topics was best
illustrated by his attitude toward prosti-
tutes: He never condemned them lor
leading a “life of sin”"—burt he remained
horrified to the end by the late-rising and
indolent aspects of their career, which he
considered utterly demoralizing,

Many of Dr. Kinsey's findings dis-
tressed him; he was almost moved to
tears, for example, when he hirst heard
about the husband who was commitied
to a mental hospital because of his
thrice-a-week sexual appetite. He was
also shaken badly by many of his inter-
views with prisoners—especially men
who were serving time for the “crime” of
fornication with adult women who had
been their willing partners, and men
convicted of homosexual acts with adult
and willing partners. Nowhere so much
as in the held of sex, he decded, is man
(and woman) so guilty of inhumanity
toward man. Like most crusaders, he
eventually became oo sell-righteous for
his own good. He could never under-
stand why the world did not immediate-
ly rewrire its sex laws in the light of his
findings. The criticisms ol the psycho-
analysts and soctologists struck him as so
carping as to constitute a form of per-
sonal persecution.  His  hypersensitivity
and his heart trouble made him increas-
ingly cranky: and he died, in 1956, an
unhappy and embitiered man.

The work of the Institute goes on.

Recently, for example, a chic, beauti-
fully coiftured wearer of an expensive
dress walked into the reception  room,
gave the name of Virginia and was
immediately ushered 1o the office of Dr.
Cebhard, who has been the Institute di-
rector since Dr. Kinsey's deth. There,
for most of that day and part of the
next, Virginia talked frankly o Dr. Geb-
hard and his staff. What made the ocea-
ston  noteworthy and. indeed, almost
unique in the history of scientific investi-
gation, is that Virginia was a man: a
tansvestite, the editor of one of the eso-
teric little magazines published in this
nation by and for ransvestites.

Transvestitism is one of the many top-
ics about which the Institute for Sex Re-

search knows more than anvone else has
ever known belore in history, or knows
even today. Until the Institute began its
work, scientific knowledge of this strange
phenomenon was limited o a few pa-
pers published by psychiatrisis who had
happened to wear mansvestites and who,
ol course, wrote about them strictly in
analvtical and  therapeutic terms. The
Institute stall van into a number of
transvestites i the course ol 1ts inter-
views of the male population; following
up these leads, it has since attended
and waken moving pictures at wansves-
tite convendions, and has learned a great
deal about transvestite leaders like Vir-
ginia, most of whom have never been
near a psychiatrist’s ofhee. Conurary 1o
popular beliel—or at least o what I al-
ways assumed—it turns out that the wue
transvestite is not a homosexual; Virgin-
iais happily married, and so are many
others.  But  the Institute has  also
recorded the case histories of a number
ol other men who like to dress in wom-
en’s clothes and who are complerely ho-
mosexual; many of these men, who are
properly wrmed wtanssexualists, would
£o to Denmark il they could and have
the Christine Jorgensen type of opera-
tion to remove all traces of their mascu-
linity. Included in the Institute's files is
the case of one transsexualist who for a
tume worked happily as a big-city “police-
woman,” inviting  passes  lrom  male
mashers on the local transit system. The
police department never caught on that
its good-looking decoy was in reality a
man, but the Institute knows the story
in full detail.

The Institue gets quite a number of
exotic visitors. A folklore expert who has
been collecting all the ribald songs of
the Ozarks brings in a four-volume type-
wrilten collection, complete with words
and music. A noted student of Irvish lolk-
lore arrives to discuss the difference be-
tween the bawdy ballads of Ireland and
the United States, and leaves with a
promise 10 send the Institute some infor-
mation he has in his files about the ob-
scene carvings that ivreverent workmen
acated near the top ol medieval church
es, Lar above the vision of their priests. A
police official drops in with a huge carton
ol stag films and French postcards seized
i a raid on a Midwesiern wholesaler of
pornography—a welcome addition o the
Institute’s archives ol lorbidden erotica,
ol which more later.

The Institute also gets a steady stream
of unusual mail: cualogs of the new
high-heel and corser fetish booklers sold
openly in some cities and under the
counter in others;  atalogs ol the
strange devices manulactured in the Ori-
ent for the supposed enhancement of
sexual pleasure; a request from a Malay-
sin manulacturer for informaton that
would help him improve the quality of
his condoms; a letter from the Daughters

ol Bilitis. & West Coast society of Les-
bians. informing Dr. Gebhard that be-
cause of his interest in the organization
he has been named an  “Honorary
S.O.B."=Son ol Bilius.

Mostly, however, what has always im-
pressed me about day-to-day life at the
Institute is that i is so surprisingly rou-
tine, even downright dull. The stafl s
small: at the moment, 15 regulars, plus
15 wives ol graduate studems who are
temporarily employed to put summaries
of the 8,000 hmerviews on magnetic
tape so that they can be analyzed by the
university computers. The quarters are
sparse and Spartan—a dozen tiny offices,
a lfew workrooms, a photographic dark-
room and a library with overcrowded
shelves. The erotica is all locked up in
rows of grim sieel filing cabinets; there is
nothing in view to indicate the nmure
of the Institure’s work except a few pho-
tographs in one hallway of some erotic
Incan poutery that Dr. Kinsey and Dr.
Gebhard once collected on a wrip 10
South America, and the portraits ol
some distinguished scholars such as Jul-
ian Huxley and Dr. John Rock, the
Catholic physician who helped invent
the contraceptive pill, who have visited
the Insttute from time o time.

The staft still works, as it did under
Dr. Kinsey, from eight A o five par
Mondays through Fridays, and on Satur-
days from cight A until noon. Most of
the work is similar 10 what goes on in
other research centers of all kinds: the
long and laborious rendering of case his-
tories into statistics that ¢an be put on
computer tape, the compilavon of com-
plicated  statistical  tables, painstaking
stucly of the wbles for significant trends.
As everywhere else, the financial records
have 10 be kept and the correspondence
answered. In the old days, Dr. Kinsey had
his own private method for filing books:
now a woman librarian and an assistante,
also a womuan, are hard at work at the
wedious job of recataloging the 20,000
books on the open shelves and the 2200
in the locked files according to the neater
logic ol the Dewey decimal system.

Dr. Gebhard spends a lot of his time
writing; so docs John Gagnon, the Insti-
tute sociologist. The 1wo we also in
constant demand for lectures and consul-
tation. Gagnon serves on an Indiana siate
commitice for the study of parole of sex
offenders, and was recently called on 10
help sec up a hospital siudy of a [possible
relation between sexual intercourse in
carly lile and cancer of the cervix and
prostate. (The medical people knew how
to recognize cancer, all right. but not
how to obtain acamate histories of sex
wal activity.) One of Dr. Gebhard's regu-
lar chores is addressing each vear's new
Indiana State Police recruits on the sub-
ject of how to deal with people like
Peeping Toms and  exhibitionists. (He
likes 10 well them, among other things,
that when he himsell goes to a movie



“I promised one of them something last night, but
I can’t remember which one.”
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theater he feels perfealy comperent o
take care of a possible approach by a ho-
mosexual in the men’s room, and hopes
that the police will concentrate on mak-
ing sure his o has not been stolen by
the time he leaves the theater. Since
most policemen hate the Kind ol peep-
hole work that is sometimes orvdered Tor
the entrapment of homosexuals, he usu-
ally gets enthusiastic agreement.)

Legally speaking, the Institute is a to-
tally independent, nonprofit  corpora-
tion; this s an ngement which Dr.
Kinscy set up vears ago 1o insure that he
and his successors would alwavs have full
control ol s fhles aud could make an
uncondivioms]  guarantee that all infor
mation  from the people they  inter
viewed  would  crernally be held  in
confidence. In practice, however, the In-
stitute operates almost like a department
of Indiana University. Dr. Gebhard,

Gagnon and four other 1op members of
the staft have university appointments,
and Dr. Gebhard's salary is paid in pan
by the university. The university also
gives the Institate its working quarters,
furnmishings, supplies and uulities: and
the Indiana University  Foundation, an
alumni group. has given it money lor

upkeep ol the library. In return, Dr. Geb-
hard and  Gagnon  teach  classes  and
semars, and also work closely with oth-

er laculty members, especially in the
medical school, who are interested in
sexual problems. The Institme and s
stafl have always looked 1 me like part
ol a university: the operation goes along
quictly, soberlv and  unpretentiously.
There is perhaps a linde more levity a
the Tustiute nowadays than under Dr,
Kinsev's unsmiling vegime: when T owas
there at the height of the Tom Swifty
craze. I found thin some of the st

“Gladys, wheve are my 007 pajamas?”

members were amusing  themselves by
('mnpm'in" ribald ones like 1 guess I'm
genting ol Tom said himply. But most-
ly lll( Institure stall drives up carly in
the morning in its Volkswagens and its
sccondhand . American cars, exchanges a
bricl grecting with the woman at the
recepuon desk and ges right down 1o
serious work,

Dr. Gebhard, a mild, soltspoken, sell-
cltacing man ol 48, 15 somenmes asked
by strangers il all that exposure o sex-
ual  lore not lhinve a somewhin
aphrodisiae effect upon  the stall. He
likes to reply, “Are the people who work
in distilleries aleoholics=” Mo all appear-
ances, indeed, working ac the Instinate
scems 1o have a steadving effect. Dr. Kin-
sev had been married o the same wile
for more than 30 years when he died: and
Dr. Gebhard and all the other people who
have been listed as authors and co-tuthors
ol the Institute’s reports have now been
nurried for at least 20 vears, with the
lone exception of Gagnaon, a relative new-
comer, who is only 33.

The graduate wives who have worked
part ume at the Tostituie in recent years
constitne perhaps the best evidence of
how contact with the Institute is likely
to alfear a person’s sex life. Dr. Gebhard
lways warns them that they will be ex-
posed 10 some faces about strange sexual
practices  that most  voung American
women have never heard about, and
that they mav find the facis startling,
shocking and even disgusting. A few
young women, alter thinking over the
warning, have decided not o take the
job. Of those who have gone to work,
only two have quit: they Tound that they
were indeed shocked and  disgusied, 10
the point where the job was geuing on
their nerves. Many of the others have
volunteered that the job was the best
thing that ever happened to their mar-
viages. Like so many middle-class Ameri-
i givls, they had arvived at adulthood
with a good deal of inhibition and
squeamishness ibout sex; they had been
shocked and repelled by some of their
hushands’ sexual passions and  prefer
ences; at the Institute they learned, from
the sttistical ables, that their hushands
were behaving just as most men behave.
(One girl also conhided 1o Dr. Gebhard
that hier conscience troubled her bheciuse
she kept having daydreams about com
mitting adultery. Dr. Gebhard reassured
her with the igures on how many men
and women  actually commit  aduliery,
and the even higher hgures on  how
many think of ) All in all, the Insti
tute stll scems 1o oller convincing prool
that the more one knows about sex, the
richer,
his-

does

more satislying and more stable
-or her—sex life is likely to become.
One might expect that the Institute
would be constnly deluged by job ap
plicants attracted by whaa they consider
the lurid nature of its work, but this has



never been the cise; there have been
very lew volunteers ol any kind. Dr. Geb-
hard had a difficult time finding voung
women to work on the tapes, lor exam-
ple, until he happened o think of the
university employment olhee, which al
wavs has a list of studems and student
wives secking part-time jobs. As for the
more important staff positions, Dr. Geb-
hard has had 10 go out reeruiting hike
any other department head in this day
when PhiDis are in such short supply.
Unfortunamely.  his  requirements  are
somewhat unusual: He has o find schol-
ars who are without any  pronounced
sexual prejudices and who cin wilk w0
people in all walks of lile without show-
ing any alfectation or snobberyv. More-
over, he operates on a tight budget with
money that comes o him on a veur-to-
year basis, as shall be noted Luer: and he
cannot oller big salaries or job security.
Far from having a long list of eager ap-
plicants. the lustitwie is almost always
shortstalled; ac the moment. Dr. Geb-
hard is still looking for a psvchologist to
replace Dr. Pomeroy. who left more than
a year ago 10 become a minriage coun-
selor in New York, Only occasionally
does the Institute get a leter [rom some-
on¢ who is obviously iiching 1o In
turned loose in those locked cabineis—or,
as it once did, from a woman who caimed
she would be an ideal employee because

she had no sexual impulses whatever.
(Dr. Gebhard. of course. did not agree.)
- - -

The Iustiture’s locked collection grew
up more or less by accident. Dr. Kinsey,
who probably never had looked at a pin-
up magazine, much less a French post-
crd, did not even consider this aspect of
sexual lore at the beginning. And he was
conmemptuous ol most previous scholarly
books on sex: he believed thar man-
Kind's only really worthwhile knowledge
aboutr sex lav in the interviews he was
gathering: so he did not attempt 10 start
any Kind ol library ac adl. Dr. Gebhard
recalls that when he joined the Kinsey
stafl in 1946, just two vears belore publi-
cation of the report on men. the Insti-
tute owned fewer than a hundred books,

When the Institute became [amous,
however. scientists from  all over the
world began sending it sexual memora-
bilia—drawings from the walls of the
cave dwellers. photographs of the art of
ancient Pompeit, carvings from the fer-
tility shrines ol Japan—and Dr. Kinsey
decided  that the lustitute was  duty
bound o hecome a repository for every-
thing that related in any way 1o sex,
[rom scientific books to hard-core pornog-
raphy. The Institute has now invested
about a quarter of a million dollars in
bhooks and miscellancous crotica, has re-
ceived numerous gilts and owns what s
unquestionably the most complete col-

lection  in the  world.  conservatively
worth around a million dollars and in
deed priceless in the sense that jt could
never be duplicited.

Many of the gilis of pornographic
books and art have come from heirs who
discovered. 1o their surprise and embar-
rassment, that a wealthy Tather's library
had scaret shelves containing @ private
collection. One ol the biggest acquisi-
tions was a H00-pound shipment (rom
an - Englishman  who apparently  got
Irightened by the Prolumo scandal. A
man i Washington has promised o be-
queath the Institute a collection sup-
posed to be worth around S100,000; the
Institue’s  phowographer  has  photo
graphed the collection in color, lest it
somehow he destroved in the meantime.

AMany of the books in the locked files
were formerly printed and circulared
surreptitiously but can now be bought at
almost any bookstore—like Fanny Hill,
Lady Chatierley’s Lover and the Mar-
quis de Sade’s Justine. The Institute’s
volumes, however, are unique—the origi-
nal privately printed edition of Lady
Chatterley, with color illustrations that
even today's more  liberal  censorship
standards would never permit; and no
less than 25 different editions of Fanny
Hill, including onc rewritten and Amer-
wanized version (with Tour-letter words
that the original author never used) which
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was distributed under the tide The Life
and Adventures of Cicidy Martin.

Most of the stag hlms and French
postcards have come [rom  cooperative
police depuriments: there are a number
of police chicls around the nation who,
as soon as they have raided a dealer and
finished using his stock as evidence in
court, send it on to the Insutute as a
matter of course. This material is in-
dexed and dated, with the help of a dra-
ma professor who is an expert on the
history ol dothing and hair siyles, and
constitutes a rich somree ol information
about changing fashions in pornographic
tastes, which in tn rellect sexual prel-
crences, compulsions, inhibitions and ta-
boos. The carliest French posteards in the
Instinne  files were made i French
brothels in 1855, not many years after
indoor photography became possible. The
carliest stag hilm was made in 1917, only
three years alwer Birth of a Nation. Every
means ol communication  invented by
man has almost immediately been put to
pornographic uses. and Dr. Gebhard as-
sumes that eventually he will receive the
world’s first example on video wpe.

Nobody. except wop members of the
Institute stafl. has ever had access o the
entire collection, and only a very lew
people have scen any of it. No more
than 15 to 200 visitors a year manage to
convinee the Tnstitwie stafl that they de-
serve a look inside the locked cabinets:
almost all of them are M.D.s or Ph.Dus,
and all of 1them without exceprion are
working on mportant reseach projects.
In this respect. Dr. Gebhard is as severe
as Dr. Kinsey ever was. "I we suspea

that people are wying to get in here for
kicks,” he says, “we Kick them out.”” But
this scldom happens; very few curiosity
scekers apply. Only twice over the years
have halthearted avempts been made—
unsuceessfully—to break into the Insu-
e at night. A few souvenr hunters
among groups taken on ours have nude
olt wnh books from the open library
shelves, bhur nothing very imporune or
cven very interesting. One book thatr dis-
appeared was a wotally outdined  and
deadly dull wreatise on obstetries primed
i the carly 1h Cenury, and in Ger-
nan at that

In the 19505 (he ULS. Customs Depant-
ment scized some shipmems arriving lor
the Institute lrom abroad—carvings from
a  Shimo  [lertility shrine.  miniamure
paintings produced in 17th and  18ih
Cemury France, a few privaely pringed
books and hard-core pictures. The case
wertt to trial in the Federal  District
Court in New York in 1957, under the
odd designation of 7.5 s Thirty-one
Photographs, and the lustinne won. It
thus established its right 0 import any-
thing and everything, and has had no
further rouble except [rom an occasion-
al new customs inspector who looks into
a carton, is startled by whin he fiinds and
has 10 be set straight on the Institute’s
privileges. In almost every respect, in-
deed. the Instituie has enjoved good re-
lions with the law: 1t has had the
cooperation not only ol police depart-
ments. but also ol prison ofhcials. who
cnabled the stalf 1o get the more than
2000 interviews with convias which form
the basis of this year's new Insthute ve-

“I'd like to pull the same act in their
living room and see how they'd like it!”

port, Sex Offenders: An Analysis of Ty pes.
. - .

As T said e the start, 1T agree with
many ol the criticisms of the Institute’s
work—though certainly not with all of
them. 1T do not. for example. put any
stock in the complaint 1 hear most [re-
quently from acquaintances and lecure
audiences. namely, that nobody in his
vight mind would blure out all his sexual
secrets, and that the people interviewed
by the Institine must have bheen guilty of
considerable  evasion, hall-truths,  exag-
geration and ourright Iving. This seems
like a good common-sense observation.
appealing particularly to people whose
own inhibitions would make it diflicult
for them 1o answer a sexual question-
naire: but o anvone who has seen the
Institute staft in operation, it does not
stand up. The interviewers have gone
about their work in such a relaxed and
matter-ol-lact. manner, and with such a
Iriendly qmd shockproof air, that nobody
in his right mind would feel the necessi-
1y or the impulse 1o deceive them. More-
over, they learned through experience to
recognize  the  occasional  person who
wicd 10 ool them: and on wop of this,
they built checks and double checks into
theiv interviews to catch any prevarica-
tion their sixth sense might have missed.

The psychoanalysts have sted  the
same  criticism i more  sophi
terms: they have suggested that in every-
body’s recollections ol the past. especially
011 SO SCNSIVE a 1opic as sex. the truth is
often  distorted by unconscious  wishes
and fears, and people cannot always tell
the truth, no martter how havd they ay.
This may indecd be the case; but, il so,
the same cnitcism would have to be
made against virtnally all the surveys of
human behavior that have been under-
taken by social sciendists. Il the sociolo-
gists and psychologists are 1o acquire any
knowledze about human conduct and mo-
tives, they have wo assume that people are
rational, even if they believe that the
analysts are probably proving otherwise.

To me, the most relling aviticism of
the reports is that Dr. Kinsey was [Lar too
mathematicalminded,  thin he  went
about the business ol tallving human
sexual experiences in the same cold and
mechanical way he might hive counted
the number ol gall wasps landing on an
oak leal. His interviews were o con-
cerned with how much? and how often?,
and did not sulhiciently emphasize how?
and why? Av the same time, he was unue
tored in the finer poines ol stavistical
analysis, and was 1o proud 1o hive a
quahificd statistical expert o mike sure
that the ligures meant what an amateur
like him might take them to mean. But
these are delects of omission that do not
aleer the fact that the Institute has none-
theless learned more about sexual be-

(concluded on page 207)
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(Advertisement)

NEW TREND
IN PIN-UPS

college girls pin down the male
look they like: tall and trim
(the Dickies look)

PLAYBOY'S PLAYMATE may not be the only
well-pinned item in this issue. If campus
coeds continue a new fad, the man in the
Dickies Slacks (sce inside) may join the
fold and decorate dorms at Vassar, Smith,
Stanford, and other girl-populated places
of learning.

It's a trend that proves today's young
woman knows what she likes, and isn’t
afraid to pin it down. For one thing, she
likes the tall and trim look Dickies Slacks
give men of every height and heft. How
can Dickies guarantee a handsome set of
pins? It's all in the lean, clean, downright
mean kind of super-slim styling that
Texas made famous and Dickics of Fort
‘Worth made popular all over the country.
The result is simple: Dickies make men
look taller—and women look longer. (For
the names of some ol the women, sce
below.)

Top: Ann Breslouer, University of Florido, ond
Lee Hodges, Ohio University, with their fovor-
ite Dickies pin-ups. Mon on the left wears the
sleek Dickies Trimmer. Mon on the right weors
Dickies beltless Whistler slacks. Center: Eliza-
beth landis ond Ann Rhodes of Vassor Col-
lege moke their pin-up selections. Bohom:
Betsy Perry, Barnord coed, likes pin-ups, too.
“But | prefer the real mon,” she admits. The
lucky real men in the clossroom with Betsy
wear Dickies exclusive Shope/Set* slocks.
They keep their creose, ond never needironing.

<—&
Girls: Here's Dickies PMOC (Pin-up Man
on Campus). He wears Dickies TrimTab
slacks in the new wide-wale corduroy.

*Registered Trademork
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havior than was ever known belore.
They can be corrected in the [uture, and
they probably will be il the Instituie
keeps functioning. Director Gebhard s
well aware that the Institute has made
some mistakes: Although the report on
men 15 now out of print, he has refused
to permit any reprints or paperback edi-
uons, because he knows that some of the
statistics do not stand up. He also plans
to revise the standard Institute interview
so that in the future it will reveal not
only how people behave sexually but
also how they feel about it

The Insttute already has a good deal
more research material in its hles than it
has had the time to analyze, and there
are many more things still 1o be done.
The report on women, for example,
showed that about a third of women are
as keenly interesied in sex and as readily
responsive as most men, but that the
other two thirds can take sex or leave it
alone. This difference between the aver-
age man and two thirds ol all women is
the chiel cause of sexual maladjusiments
and misunderstandings. The question s,
what causes the diflerence? Is it an in-
born wrait, or does it result from the
dilferent ways that boys and girls are
brought up in our socicty? Nobody
knows—and somebody should be trying
to hind out.

As all the reports of the Institute have
shown, the pattern of sexual Dbehavior
scems to be see early in life: The boy
who matures carly and desperately han-
kers for girls by the time he is 15 is likely
1o remain eager and sexually active all
his life, with only the normal allowances
for the effect of aging upon sexual appe-
tite; and the boy who matures late and
has no pressing sexual drives at 18 s
likely o have a low sexual interest
throughout his adulthood. Yet the Insti-
tute has found some exceptions. One
man whose normal sexual rhythm seemed
to involve coitus with his wile once a
week went to France for many months
on business, took up with a French
girlfriend and  had  sexual  relations
every night of the week; then returned
home and went back to his oncea-
week pattern: then was again sent to
France and resumed his once-aday pat-
tern. Some of the women who gave in-
terviews had an exoemely modest sex
Iife in their early adulthoods, never ac-
tally desiring sex and responding only
occasionally in their relations with their
husbands; then suddendy, in their 30s or
10s or cven 50s, developed intensely
strong appetites and responses. I the In-
stitute could discover what caused these
changes, it might find some clues to
grcater sexual happiness lor all.

Thus, my own chicl complaint against
the Institute is that it has not yet ex-

plored many of these arcas—and also
that it has not done ¢nough new inter-
viewing in recent years to  establish
whether, as many people suspect, sexua!
conduct has been changing among the
voungest gencrations. But the Institute
has the hest of all excuses: money. Afwer
the 1953 report on women concluded
the first big pioncering phase of the
research,  the  Rockefeller  Foundation
ended its financial support. For the next
few years, the Institute had to pay all s
own operating expenses out of its royal-
tics on the two big reports; though these
amounted o around 5500000, the sum
began to dwindle rapidly. This was one
of the things that exasperated Dr. Kin-
sey in his final years; he fele that the
American public, as represented by the
Government and philanthropic founda-
tions, had abandoned the Institute just
when it had done its spadework, had
proved its value and was ready to Lwnch
an accelerated second stage of investiga
tion. At last, in 1957, unfortunately oo
late for Dr. Kinsey 1o know, the Nation-
al Instiute for Menwal Health began
giving the Institute an annual gram
which has continued cver since, current-
Iy at the rate of 5125000 a year. This
has enabled the Institute to comtinue
publishing reports such as the recent one
on sex criminals. But none of the Feder-
al money can be used for the library or
the locked collection, which would have
had to be abandoned years ago had it
not been for the amazing financial suc-
cess of the first two reports.

All in all, the Institute has nowhere
near the wealth and resources that most
people assume: for more than a decade
now it has been shorthanded and short
of money, especially for its library and
for new interviews. Perhaps it always
will be. Though it deals with a subject
that affects all Americans, not just those
afflicted with a disease, and though con-
tributions to it are tax deductible*—as,
indecd, are gilts ol erotic collections—it
is unlikely that anybody will ever set up
an organiztion to solicit donations door
to door for anything with a name like
Institute for Sex Research. Dr. Kinsey
did @ ot 1o make sex a respectable topic
of research and ol conversation—but not
quite cnough, at least thus far, for his
Institute’s own good.

*Anyone who wants lo help support the
work can send a check to the Institute
fJor Sex Research, Indiana University,
Bloomington, Indiana. Or contributions
can be made indivectly and without dis-
closing the ultimate destination by send-
ing a check to the Indiana University
Foundation at Indiana University, with
a nole eavmarking the money for the In-
stitute; this form of contribution is also

tax deductible.
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who had come over the mountains and
walked without Jooking left or right to
the palace of the emperor and had
found him.

The girl put her mouth lightly against
his ear. "Happy?”

“Uh-huh. Ie's alwavs fun being king.”
He ran lhis hand from her shoulder to
her hip as if creating her in a dream,

Later he woke up. fecling as if he
would live forever and be glad of it. She
was drowsing against him, light as a i
When he moved to slide away carefully
off the edge of the bed, she made a solt,
mewing, discontented noise and pulled
the cover around her shoulders with a
lithe, mstanmaneous twist of her body
that left her curled facing him. her
breathing once more serence. He looked
at her, shaking his head fondly, and
went to shower and wake up, making a
rumbling, puwring sound instead ol sing
ing. When he felt adequate, he came
back out, drying his shaulders, and stood
looking at her again. She had uncurled
and was Iving sprawled face down. one
leg bent up, her arms outstretched to-
ward the corners of the headboard. her
face peeping out of the swirled nest of
her hair. She was moving her shoulders
and hips uncertainly and whimpering in
her sleep. Her fingers flexed against the
sheets.

He almost got back into the bed. but
instead he went to the telephone book.

a o

He found a Velkswagen dealer, who
said he knew nothing about Hobbs' kind
of car bumt was willing to learn. Fair
enough. Hobbs began  walking  solily
around the room, pulling on his clothes.
He couldn’t keep himself [rom sneaking
occasional glances ac the girl in the bed.
though he knew in his belly he was only
acting like a man with a fresh saliy hole
where a woth had been. A man with
other bad teeth biding their time in his
Jaw.

When he touched the doorknob, the
girl sat up, smiled and arched evebrows.

“Car,” Hobbs said.

“Oh.” she sat warm and glowing,
looking softer than the girl he had met
in the restaurant last might, as if all her
pores had opened. But he had seen
something very much like that many
times before, he reminded himsell. Do
you have to go now?”

He shrugged, but he kept his hand on
the doorknob.

“Well,"” she said uncertainly. “If they
tell you it'll be a long thing, please call
me here. Tl pick you up and we can
come back o war”

He smiled and nodded.

He went out and found the garage,
where, alier a certain amount of talking
and poking back and forth, it was dis-
covered that the tooslack new  wires

908 leading [rom his generator had burned

through agzainst the exhaust manilold on
their way 1o the regulator. The mechan-
s fixed it o en minutes.

He stood there watching them do it Tt
was something he should have been able
1o find out for himsell and repair on the
road. bur he had been oo sick of it 10 go
look. He shrugged sadly, thinking of the
girl and how he alwavs mer them. and it
was obvious 1o him once again  that
there was nothing he could do about it
So he went back to the motel with his
car in good shape and his mind uneasy.

She was there, sitting with her back
against the headboard, wearing her coral-
colored bikini panties. her bare heels
digging into the spread on the made-up
bed. She was reading a paperback of the
great plays of the 1950s, which she ap-
parently carvied in her purse. The read-
ing light burnished her combed-out hair
and her shoulders while hlling her eves
with darkness. Hobbs thought ol Frankie
and how she had ached to be a mem-
ber of the wedding. Bue if this girl want-
cd to talk about plays, he would sav he
didn’t know much about them, because
he had had that 1alk in other times and
places. He stood just inside the closed
door, fecling uncertain,

The givl said, “Hello.” She smiled
fondly atv him. “That didn’t 1ake long.
How's the car?”

“All fixed.”

“Eh

“Listen, about this dance teaching. Do
you have to be ar the studio a certain
time, or what?”

“Nouv if I don’t want to.”

“Do you want 10" he asked, remem-
bering how he had smiled the night
helore.

She looked ar lim  with her head
cocked, alert and suddenly wary. “That's
up to you. What's the matters”

And there it was. She had put the
book down and was looking closely at
him; it was hard o read her eves, with
the hight behind her, but suddenly she
was not the same in anything, and he
could fecl himsell groping inside.

“Il it's up 1o me, nothing’s the mat-
ter,” he smid and went over to the bed,
kissing her, but it was just brave words,
and he held the kiss as long as he could,
Decause he did not want them looking at
cach other’s Taces any sooner than they
had 10. He reached out and touched her
with every evidence of tove and skill.

But at the wane of the sunny alier-
noon she hnally said: “I'd beter go o
work. There’s  somebody  important
coming in. I lorgor.”

He lay on his back. smoking a ciga-
rette and looking up into a corner ol the
ceiling. "Youngstown?”

“Who?"

“The boy from last night?”

She made a snorting noise through her
delicate nostrils and  shook her head

scornfully. "No. I just have 1o go.” She
hiad good control, but control is not the
same as self-, and he reached out to touch
her thigh, because he wanted it registered
in heaven that he felt compassion for
her. And he said: “Please don't,”

She looked at him with her neck
arched and her eves turned sideward out
of her thoroughbred profile. “"Why notz”

“Because 1 don’t want you 10,” he said
to the corner ol the ceiling. And he
didn’t want her 1o, It seemed 10 him
morally wrong that a girl should be told
the things he'd wold her and be unwant-
ed in the morning.

“That’s bullshit. Your car's fixed and
you want to get back on the road.
Youve wanted to leave since this
morning.”

And so they were imto it, and looking
at her he Iele the cold fear of discovery,
once again, of how vicious they could be,
of how the magic woman was more var-
wous than  the cmperor  could  have
guessed when he created her for himsell.
But what he said, because he was honest-
ly wrying o find out why it always went
ke this. was: “That's not reasonable.
You know I'm on my own time. Can
there be anything I want in New York
that isn’t much better here?”

He wied 10 look at her tenderly, but
the lact was that something about her
[ace or his voice made 1 worse. He
thought about the road: about the long,
voaring miles between here and New
York, the engine and gearbox screaming,
the rucks gusting back and forth across
the lane markers in crosswinds, the pot-
holes clubbing his ures and suspension,
the frecze of his mind and muscles be-
hind the wheel. his burnt eves locked on
whatever was coming toward the wind-
screen, the nmrow, dripping  tunnels
with their awful lights. the rough as-
phalt buwrring him with vibration on the
blind downhill mountainside turns be-
lore Harrisburg, the cops, the hot rod-
ders out at might in their Chevies with
their clinging girls. Always he managed
to  hit Pennsylvania sleepless and  at
night, where they were lorever trving 1o
patch up their crumbling cart wack and
marking it with burned-out lainterns. Al-
wavs he finished up on that Jersey Pike
with its too-low speed limit and the 1ar
run into the cracks like the stitching on
Frankenstein's monster. And then into
Manhattan at some hour between two
and eight when the clerks in his Kind of
hotel hated giving vou a single room
and once you had one you couldn’t get
to sleep, with your body sill on the
road. And when you finally did wake up.
it was some hour vou couldn’t use for
anything, and didn’t know who to call,
or what vou were going o do, and
wound up going around the city with
your face numb and vour eyes delensive.

“Whac in hell would make you say a
thing like that?” he said, vealizing that if
he got out on the road now, that was ex-
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actly how it would be.

“You would, you son of a bitch,” she
said. pulling the sheet around herself
and looking at the boule and his over-
night bag on the dressing table beside
her purse. “Ever since you got back.
What the hell made you go 1o that ga-
rage this morning, anyway? Didn’t vou
say you had a whole week:”

Well, no, he'd had as long as the car
would let him. But——

“Look,” he said clumsily, reaching out
for her rigid arm. “Look. T want to stay.
But I can’t. I want to take you with me.
I wane ¥

She said slowly, her arm cold in his
hand. "You've had what you want
You've had me-—fooled.”

He felt the werrible dismay of knowing
they were getting smarter., wo. Of hav-
ing it confirmed that his fear was real.
He had., once again, an ever-clearer
vision of how beautiful and terrible the
last one would be. “Listen—it’s——"

“1 want to get dressed now,” she said,
looking down at his hand.

He let go reluctantly. He still, with
some of himself, wanted 10 awake her 10
softness and sleep. But that portion of
him was only the part he kept o show 1o
God. “All right, Norah,” he said. She got
up. pulling the sheer from the bed and
holding it around hersell as she picked
up her things. Lven though she moved
only for hersell now, she moved with
grace and pride, and he watched her
longingly, though he knew it was past
time 10 long for this one.

“This thing happens with me.”

“Don’t let it bother you. You're not
the only man it happens with.”

“I meet yvou over and over again.”

Her mouth  pulled sharply at one
corner.

“Norah,” he said, 1 mean it. 1 wind
up driving a lot. To a lot of places. |
don’t really have a reason. I always have
some excuse. I don’t want 10 go. I wamt
10 stay with you.” He always wanted to
stay home, wo, with the cheuned girl
he'd married. But in the long alternoons
over the drafung table, his hand would
stop moving properly and his brain
would turn o porridge, and he'd put it
all down and in a mauer of minutes
he'd hive a reason for geuting out into
the rusting unwashed car; just pouring
gas imo the tank and maybe checking
the oil and maybe not. It was a good
thing he had a partner o stay home and
take care of things.

And now his own lips seemed 10 move
of their own accord. “Look, I can’t ex-
plain it: T don’t know why it happens,
but I do meet vou over and over agun.”

“What vou mean is. you make it with
bitchy-looking bruneues in safe places.”

He looked around the room. “Not
safe. No, not safe places. | 2

“Would you mind not talking 1o me?”

“Norah, T want vou to understand =

“Please.”” He saw that there were tears

starting in her eyes, and when he saw
that, he saw that he was through, because
there were some things he would not
break even to express himself nearer to
his heart’s desire. He got into his own
clothes again and [ollowed her out o
her car. which looked new and massive
beside his own. She did nothing to stop
him. but it was as il he had gone long
ago, or as il she had arrived the night
before and waited all night and day in
the wrong room.

He stood with his hand on the door-
frame beside her, leaning in. She started
the car and sat waiting. looking out
through the windshiceld, waiting 10 close
her door. Finally she looked at him as he
tried to think of exactly the right thing
and said: “Would vou mind:"
ant you to understand something.
It's someithing I can’t help. It's not your
[aule”

“I know it’s not my Fault. Now 1 have
to go tell my cousin why I wok her car
Last mighe”

He was watching her graceful left
hand. He reached out 1o touch it and
she winced away. He waiched the closing
door swing toward his hingers. It seemed
to him he waiched it {for a great many
heartbeats. and with detached  interest.
At the last possible instant, he gasped
and pulled his hand out of the way. He
had the impression there had actually
been very litde time between the jerk of
her shoulder and the thud of the door
closing night in the hame. He stood now
looking at his hand, at the inwicate
bones moving under the flesh, while she
pulled out of the motel lot. Then he
went back inside and packed quickly.

- - -

He drove the hirst 200 miles with his
fice motionless. By then he was well into
the mountams and wmnels. At intervals,
he said “Look, Norah,” soltly, only his
mouth moving, the words becoming in-
audible only inches Irom his lips. But as
the road 1ook hold ol him. the spells of
thinking about this particular girl be-
cime shorter and more widely separated.
He began paying attention o things
around him: o the readings on the dash,
the signs flashing toward him in the
night. He smiled a litde, thinking about
good moments from the might before.

He was beginning o be like himself
again, he thought. He lelt accustomed o
himsell. He began, with a certain sad-
ness, 1o think about the first girl: about
the crving, intense love ol his vouth.
“Look.” he said 10 her loudly as he cut
out around a semitrailer and shilted the
wheel a litde w0 ke the blow from the
wind, automatically rvegistering the slap
ol his top as he entered the pod of rap-
idly moving air it carried down the road,
“Look, what do vou want me to do”

But he knew what she wanted him o
do. She wanted him 0o go back and
change the past: to keep the promises of
his youth. He could still remember what

it had been like, parked in front of her
house that last night and listening o her
babble on about how even if he did
have to quit school, it didn’t matter—
they could get married, and both work.
and he could finish school at night, and
the whole thing going on like that. Bu
the truth of it was he couldn’t think of
any way of breaking up with her with-
out quitting school, becanse the look in
her eyes had begun o frighien him.

He remembered looking at her and
realizing she wasn’t even good-looking:
that her wast and legs were oo short,
and her neck was oo thin, and she was
going to be coarseskinned and dough-
faced in a few years. That all the virtues
and attractions he had scen in her had
been judged by oo many men belore
him. and there was a reason why all of
them had left her. He remembered the
many times she had wept in his arms
and named the others, and enumerated
the injustices they had done her. and of
the thousand perty things she had said
and done 10 get back at them alterward,
and he had realized he was actually
frightwened of what she would do to him.
And he had thought that he had a lot o
learn about women, but not any more
from her.

He had sat there, hunched over, the
sick knot growing in his stomach, listen-
ing to her run through a dozen plans for
them, each wilder and more abject than
the last, and each more savagely deliv-
ered, and he had realized suddenly that
il he let this go on. she would break him.
And he had urned toward her quickly
and said: “Look—it's over. Thanks for
evervthing, but it’s over. I've got all my
clothes and st in the trunk, and I'm
gonna be three hundred miles away
[rom here by breakfast time. So goodbye.
Even if 1 stayed, I wouldn't be any good
to you anvmore.”

“You won't ever be any good.” she
had eried bitterly. “I'm the only one
who knows how o make you leel like a
king. I'm warning vou, Sam—if you be-
tray me this way, I'lil—"

And that had done it. The digging of
her fingertips into his arm, drawing
blood through the sweaner and shire, or
mavbe the threat he didn’t want to hear.

“Christ almighty, get out of the car!™
he had cried, and shoved her door open,
reaching across her and, probably on
purpose, pushing  with  his  shoulder
against her thin rib cage. She had gone
sprawling out of the cw, onto the side-
walk in lront ol the sooty brick row
house with the chipping limestone steps,
and a drunk hanging around i stoop
three or four houses down had laughed.

Hobbs had found himself staring deep
imo her eves as she sat there with her
shocked mouth open, and he had seen
something there that had nearly made
his heart stop. He was already lunging
across the seat 1o slam the door shut as
she scrambled o her knees and reached
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to grab the doorframe.

Now. as he amomatically checked a
pair of headlighis growing in his rear-
view mirror. coming up a hell of a lot
faster than his own 73 mph, Hobbs felt
his arms grow rigid and his hngers lock
on the greasy wood of his steering wheel
until the flesh was aching agiinst the
bones. He was remembering the sound,
and then her ay. and the sight ol her
standing rigid, her back arched. her head
thrown back, holding the hand alolt. the
blood like ribbons wound awround her
trembling forearm.

She  had  gone 1ouering down  the
street then, knees still. the hand clasped
1o her stomach. her lace white as light-
ning, and the drunk had come stumbling
toward her uttering: “Hey! Hey, Jesus,
miss. can | do anvthin® lor you?”

“Nobody,” Hobbs muttered now as
the headlighs terned into {all quads on
high beam and made him dack away
from his mirors. “nobody can do any-
thing lor us.” He was remembering how
he had realized thar the only thing lor
him 0 do was w0 get the hell out of
there. And he was remembering how his
brain had trned over the first time he
had been down in o surange town with a
broken gearbox and had thought 1t was
she, behind the magazine counter in the
thivd-rate howel.

But it had only been a girl like her.
Very much tike her, but beter. Better
lor an hour or two. And he was remem-
bering other hours and other towns as
the big Caddy came booming up behind
him and cut out at the last second and
hung head and head with him for a1 mo-
ment, the driver staring  cuniously at
Hobbs™ inlrequently seen Kind ol cr.
while Hobbs watched lis wheels and
waited for the blowout or the dropped
tic rod that would send the Caddy into

him. He held the wheel steady, staring
across, listening 10 the beating ol his
wheels across the expansion joints, [ecel-
ing his car uy w pitch back and lorth.
Listening Tor the sound ol breaking met-
al anvwhere in his car, his shoulders
hunched agamst the sudden wrendh in
his own sweering, wondering if he would
hold 1.

Bur that was all rellex: just the way it
always was. Nothing was going 1o hap-
pen 1o the Caddy, and nothing was
going 10 happen o him, because the oth-
or cr's driver was i man, alone. Hobbs
siiled reassuringly across ar him. Then
he turned his vision back 1o the roud
aheiad of him, fecling all right, feeling
that a muan couldn’t ask for more than w
know exacly how 1t was all going 1o
end. He wondered, as he someumes did,
where she was at this momeni—the last
bruncuie ol all. moving 1oward him
somewhere in the space and time ol this
world, He was content 1o wait; he as-
sumed she was, o, il she had any idea
ol what they would do to cach other.

The Caddy had pulled away and was
gone down the road 1o its own appoint-
ments with speed vaps and justices of
the peace. Hobbs drove on. watching
ahead and behind, and o cach pair ol
headlights gaining on him he thought 1
love you, just in case it's vou at last. He
wondered il, when the metal broke and
the gasoline erupted into their marriage
bed, she would cry out in answer.

Hobbs had the certainty—call it even
peace ol mind—ol the man who knows
the nature ol his doom: It would be the
ultimate brunctre. the destroyed and the
destrover, the girl he loved and killed in
the loving. just as surely as she would
consume and destrov him,

\

“Dear, your father and I would like some pot.”

UNEVENNESS OF BLESSINGS

(continued from page 135)

superlative in aalts, P'm afraid. but won-
derlul in arts-and, Mrs, Snyder. Shows
remarkable wilent”

Davie’s mother was delighted. “Artis-
ticz” she asked. “Is he good with his
hands:”

Ihil showed me a choked, chortling,
warning lLace: Don't tell whal Daiie does
with Iy hands during vest perviod. \r,
Snyder, master of many  white-coared
phirmadists, intercepred our ritwal lurch
ol suppressed  Laughwer. Tl i
tion, passed from Phil o me. probably
cost us a box ol mims or a carton ol
chewing gum from the Snyder warchouse.,
Arusuc  msights, emotional  sensitivity
and having a steady pal hke telepathic
Phil won't make you rich, but they
can keep the old acne Irom its proper
feeding. All right, so Papa Soyder was
suspicious. | would car apples inswead ol
mints. and 1 hoped the Dewoir river
llooded all his candies into one gluey
mass it only to be hashed up for Hal-
loween giving.

After dinner, Phil directed a program
ol skis, which is the camp version of
classical ragedy, and then we parted the
specding guests f[rom their progeny with
many o wave, wear and smiling, lip-read
u

Six dozen socks and a sweater. Phil got
an electric vazor. Hell, wasn’t my chin as
hairy as his? (Answer: Not quite) And
my hormones even haivier? (Answer: Im-
possible 1o ascertaingg Why should he
have all the luck with girds and parents?

Here comes cranky Dan with his com-
plicated complain:

Why the devil should my girl demand
programmatic assertions that hile is real-
Iy good. and then barely let me cop a
feel, while Phil's ginl didn't care if he ex-
hibited @ spot of world-historical neurot-
ic mdiflerence—and yer they made out
hne wgether, (This is a sttement, not a
question.) There was and is no justice in
love. Girls who ask Are You Happy?
should be forced o be happy, like it o
not.

The mother who made me promise o
hold & wer inger at night near her son-
nybov's head, in order o west for winds

mvading the diannels and bypasses ol
the inner car, gave me socks thin would
have broken my big toe, except that my
big toc was ough. I was insulted; the
rest ol me was less tough than my big
toe. she should have remembered me
with Luger leer. Therelore, 1 went to
bed nights without wetting my finger 10
guard  against  dralts. 1 should  ger
chapped hingers Tor a Lomily whose socks
dudn’e he me?z Anyway, 1 needed all my
fingers for poking around the universe
and writing poetry. Resolutely 1 gave up
my resenoment, which hidd me imagining
an amputared  digit, due w  horrible



chapping, and there I lay in a tent with
sneikers and no  socks on, thinking
about solemn, silly, perfection-hungry
Sandra. She had smudged dark eyes, a
ponytail and a way ol smiling. Lovely
Sandra. Poor me,

Faced by all this trouble, my few prick-
les of beard pecked out, looked around,
decided against venturing into the un-
grateful world, and then just burrowed
back into my skin for safery. Said my
hormones: “Hurry up, please, it's time!”
(T. S. Eliot) Said my retracted soul:
“Closing up carly today.” (Bartender,
Anon.) No rarzor, no socks, no girl, no
truth but words, words, words (“They
have a plentiful lack of wit™). Ow, onch,
I summed up my life, I hurt. (Sandra
used the phrase “hurtie feelings.”)

I hurt!

I stared into the murkvy night and
wondered if someday I might Ieel better.

Expert Phil, my coach, admiued that
Sandra would be a tough nur w oack,
even for him. But. of course, bhetween
pals and for the sake of perfect honesty,
he would never think of her that way in
a thousand cruddy years—that Sandra,
sure, she reads books and all—bue still,
that Phyllis Bazelon, the Group One
counselor, she looked as il she were get-
ting tired of writing to that crud in the
merchant marine. And she was really
stacked. So0? So? So I still liked Sandra
better. Expert advice (an ¢lbow in the
ribs) could do nothing for me. Poor sick
Dan, who couldn’t be educated.

Sell-pity is an effort to make up by
loving oncself for all the love one does
not receive from Sandra, Linda, Sherry
or Beui-Jean. Anxiety is a crisis of the
fear of loss of love. Back it all comes,
back, back to perjured love. I knew the
dangers of being a sensitive poctry-writ-
ing chap. Sophistication, T figured ae 17,
was one ol my strong points, jusi as stu-
pidity was my weak point. However, |
could avoid some of the pidalls, I decid-
ed, still heavily thinking. as 1 led one of
my light-kidneyed boys out in his sleep
to do his duty in the ficld. (Enuresis was
very popular that summer.)

“But I don’t have o, Uncle Dan,” he
mumbled.

“Listen, you have 1o, Sheldon.”

“No, honest, I don't.”

I made encouraging waterfall sounds.
No luck. A fountain’s hiss, a whispering
whistle. A drip. A bubble. My entire rep-
crtory of magical liquid persuasion. Si-
lence Irom Sheldon. He stumbled. In
slow motion, he crumpled like a melting
snowboy against my leg.

“Wake up!™ T shook him. "Go now.
Make!” We were shivering outside in
the 1all grass. I never led Sheldon all the
way across the field 1o the lavatory, hut
reserved a nearby patch of weeds for
him. Despite his ministrations, it grew
unuammeled: it bore its burden of Shel
don with vegetable it and fortitade,
and came 1o flower in a crown of milky
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seeds. A-chew! 1 said, suffering from hay
fever, and even in his sleep the brat
smiled dimly, blast him. He knew I had
my mind, that modified whorl of sinus,
on other maners,

“But Uncle Dan, I already did.”

Sull draped in slhumber. he  headed
back, pushed and shoved and  guided
and destroved by my mystic power after
a dozen delicie wrmares which 1 had
studied while standing up i a lile
bookstore on East Ninth Swureet in Cleve-
Iand. At his bed 1 discovered that
Sheldon had spoken the vuth: T did
already, Unde Dan”” He knew: he had.
Was it not Rousseau who argued thin
children. in their primal innocence, al-
wavs know? And musin't we rcturn at
last to that unalloyed wisdom? And put
Sheldon's sheets out on the line i the
morning?

Sandra drowned me in chagrin while
Sheldon merely drowned me.

What I then thought during thit
cricket-anointed  night, however, while
the lacewings hollered and the night
sparrows chirped, and somewhere o duck
squawked and a wain went  Hooey!
Hooey! was that now 1 would [ool San-
dra good. She thought she had my num-
ber, and indeed she did: but I would
change the number overnight. No longer
would I be one ol those sensitive poetic
chaps. No, I resolved. disgustedly kicking
mysell inte my cot near the door ol the
tent. pulling the sheer over my head de-
spite the heat, crippling my cars with
two well-aimed blows, but leaving the
mosquito nimble and intact: no! Groan-
ing, swearing, blaming and desiving. 1

wonld not be one of those sensitive
pocts who tell a girl how briule, sly. su-
perhcial she is, and I can’t live without
vou. No. | would tell Sandra she was sly,
but not britde and superhaal, and 1
would say: “Oh I'll die if you don't .. "

Now 10 pocory. In that tossed mid-
night hour of rage 1 composed a poem
forever lost w the light. It explained
(patiently, logically) o the world of
Sheldons and Phils and Kates and Sny-
ders and  head  counselors amd - oiher
adults that there were truths of which
they did not dare dream, but 7 dreamed,
cuwrse them alll T was in e with na-
ture, blast 1. (Patience: logic) 1 was be-
side myvsell. singing in the wilderness,
and ah, wilderness were enough enow, as
I recall. {(And rationality, o))

With shiming face. 1 gazed inwo the
darkness and conhdently gave that buzz-
ing mosquito one more blow that my car
would not soon forger. Then an Jast 1
slept. while  the  insomniac  mosquito
chanted 15 solemn music lor dining
pleasure. When i alighted o cat, I was
lost in crooked sleep, kidding mysell,
compensatory Dan. Buzz, buzz, whine
and buzz.

The next morning my lile ovdle, like
the mosquito’s, went imo a new phase. I
nibbled at Sandra’s ear. 1 vearned for
blood, buzzed, got waved away. I wried
and wried. Sandra sugegesied 1 not give
up. [ promised o wy again.

“You need practice, Dan. [t was called
courtship in the old days. You know, I
think vou're gening a livde wller, like
this [ellow T know back in the city. He's
not o much taller than you, and he's a

“I had Professor Dwyer last semester, bul this is the
first time I've taken a class under him.”

neat dancer, not like vou. but vou're still
growing. And you could learn not to be
such a stoop—up on vour toes! Up!
And you know much more about life, I
think. Youre a regular philosopher.
You're really revealing a great deal to
me, Dan.”

“You want to talk things over tonight,
Sandraz”—the sly philosopher.

“I think 1 cin arrange it I'm not
going to wash my hair, it'll just geo dirty
again. Yes.”

Yes.

When not on duty with our counse-
lees, Sandra and T used to wlk things
over in various hidden spots it night—
while swimming in the moonlight and
shivering from cold, while lving on the
grass at the plice where the camp fag-
pole was impaled (me shivering with [u-
tile desore), and in the cornficld where 1
tricdd to drag her amid the rustling
sheaves (she shivered with anger and an-
ticipatory suspicion). Or maybe she shiv-
cred with plins, or merely wondered
when T was going to hgure out how to
pry open the lid over a nice, careful,
complex, suburban girl.

We wlked abour symphonic swing,
about poewry with and without rhyme,
about the advantages ol photographic
memory and perfect pitch. On one par-
ticular August evening she did let me
coax her o the cornfield. We necked.
There was a strange hot wind above us,
and below the moving assels of corn, a
still, buggy, expeciant coolness. A gram-
matical progression that is much clearer
to me today then occurred: I necked, we
necked, she petted. She trembled. What
did it all mean? they ask about the mys-
tery of life in novels, and 1 asked in real

life: What does it mean? She cluwched
and  swarmed  against me  in that
cornficld;  she pressed.  flailed, made

squeaking noises; a hot swarming fury of
girl sitid vesves-yes 1o a question she was
asking herselfl and bit me hard on the
mouth  because 1 didn't have scnse
cnough o do the asking—Iill you,
Sandra?

Abruptly she flung me away and
scrambled from her knees to her Ieet
and began walking. She would not speak
o me all the way back to camp. She
would not say good night. She turned
scowling toward the girls' cabins, her
damp hair still hanging over her [ace
(remember Veronica Lake?).

“Good mizht.  Sandra.
nightz"

No answer. My mouth swelling, my
heart in turmoil, 1 went 1o bed, confused
and ignorant. 1 learned the obvious
truth only later: Girls resemble boys in
certain vespects. It's not all suing for
what vou want. Girls want it, wo: girls
want!

“Hey, Sandra! Good night!”

No reply. just those sad dragging fect
in sneakers.

Hey, good



I didn't know. Perhaps even Sandra
didn't know enough. We didn't know
ithe wuth about desire all two 1ogether.
Go away now, bedraggled Sandra’s body
was implying. and come back when you
know something that can make me both
carnest and Inlarious.

Sandra, I wondered in my sleep under
lumped-up Army blankets. Sandra, San
dy, Someone, T sighed; and meant the
Latter especially, draluily calling spirits of
oirl out of the vasty deep. The evening.
cmbedded in varieties of corn, jabbed
my cob, was being worked by my [antasy
ol what might happen in some perfect
Platonic cornfield. You would think that
I must have been forced to recognize the
pruth, that Sandra and I had made a
Lind ol love together, but on my word
ol honor—in fact. on my word of dishon-
or—I had kept my stupidity intact. It
was not how 1 had planned love; ergo, |
clidd not admit it 1o mysell. T was [ated o
mournfulness; it was not to be: or il it
came to be, buffeted by my grieving im-
agimtion, it was not to have been was.

The next day Sandra  occasionally
elanced at my broken lip. grinned wild-
ly. wirned away with a look ol great in-
telligenee and said nothing. When 1
wied 1o smile, my lip smarted and I
didn'e really feel like smiling anvway.
Sandra was more in tune than she ler on.
Her suburban gabble and chatter was an
attempt 1o jam the radiating broadcasts
of her underground sense. Dimly realiz-
ing this. 1 nursed my wounded mouth
and did nothing 10 make Sandra live up
10 hersclf.

Then followed the sadness of end of
summer, abrupt nostalgia of the uncom-
mitted, withering dry leaves and satier
ing  hopes. The  counsclors suffered
together through a bratal hot spell. We
packed up our kids, knowing that the
most untemble brat would have 1o wait
longest for his unwilling parents to come
alter him. A few more evenings | hung
double-mindedly over Sandra, malcon-
tent to apply her lotions and unguents,
my intentions stagnant with fear. Joey's
parents finally arrived; the hot spell con-
tinucd heyond the possible: a day ol fore-
boding, heavy sky. leaden air, shrill
clatter of angry insccts and hammer of
woodpecker. We  badly  needed  that
storm which breaks the thrall of summer
just when we know that the seasons have
hinally been stopped on their rounds.

I closed the car door on Joey, our last
camper, and waved goodbve, “A nice boy,
e made real progress,” 1 told his par

ents. il only he'd learn how to use a
handkerchiel  and  stop  Kicking  other

children in the head.”

“He's so double-jointed,” said his fond
mommy.

“How was he in interpersonal group
relations:”  demanded  his Father, who
was a high school principal.

“You heard Uncle Dan,” said Joeys
mother, who had not been to college.

“He said he gained four pounds and
learned how o kick over his head.”

I figured that they had already decid-
ed on the socks for me anvway. so 1
added. “Interpersonally. he has a lor 1o
learn.” In  fact.  interpersonally,  Joey
stank. 1 suggest vou give him some
professional  help.” 1 was  thinking:
Drown him, push him oft a chif, draw
him and quarter him prolessionally.
“Art lessons!”  cried  Joev's mother,
“I've always said so. And here is a linle
token of our esteem for your concern
with our little man. On behalf ol both
my husband and mvsell A

Argyles, brutally stamped “Seconds.™

That night, in the deserted rec hall.
we held the larewell Counsclors” Record
Hop. We were [ull of griel tor our depart
ed youths. all 98 of them. and hoped
10 finish off the summer with a celebra
tional blare of Artie Shaw, Glenn Mill-
er, Harry James. and a Dbriel term of
necking alter dark, pening abfrer dark.
and an analysis of the booty received
from gratelul parents. Since we knew no
[amous people. we had a session ol sock-
dropping. We danced.

“Sandra, will you show me?” T asked
her. She knew how to dip and wrn in
the foxwrot.

“Maybe.” she said. “I promised to
dance a lot with Bradley.”

“Well, you can dance a lot with him.”
I said with my usual brilliant sardonic
emphasis, improved as it always is by

and
}'U 4]

jealousy: that is. sapped and bled
shrunken o mere petalance, “but
can also 1ake the time out w—— oh.
never mind.”

“Oh, I'll show you,"
lenting. She was a woman, protective

’

she promised, re-

and tender. "T'll show vou, Dan.” she
said, il vou won't say ene-two, onc-iwo
all the time in my ear. It isn't like that.
anvway.”

I knew that she would preler sweet
somethings 10 the sour nothing of my
cllort to become a swell dancer and a
neat  date. My cornfield  advisor  had
grown distant. 1 decided to surprise her
with a birthday present in December.
Therefore. having already in my mind
delighted her with a silver pillbox. 1
wondered why she had not forgiven me
my trespasses as I had forgiven hers, She
had a duty o read my mind: our love
would be a uniquely binding episode in
the history ol telepathy.

she danced with Bradley. 1 danced
with Friedel, the duncing teacher, who
was also the wile of the head male coun-
selor, Uncle Fred. He was a muscular
old man of 28, with smiling sweaty
creases circling his neck above the gym
shirt and the physical-education special-
ist's heartiness with younger men. Frie-
del held me o close, T thought.
“Whoops,” T said.

“Only my [eet,” she remarked sweetly.

The storm broke later that night. Bu
unlike storics, where grave events occur
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when storms break. veal life at our camp
did not provide any violent alterations. 1
remember that Phil's Kate, later 10 be
therapized, had the kind of face—gaggly
cyes, ainkly nose—that at least once
cach evening. a vard or so below, crosses
its legs so that vou sce oo much thigh.
Goddamun, there it goes  again, 1
thought: and in the meantime, the un-
conscious face went on goohly smiling.
She never learned the graceful art of sit-
ting. She had been taken by another des-
perate are. Sandra knew how 1o sit, and
wore sensible white tenmis shorts, and
possessed hersell Tully with a livde pout
and smile. but Phil got to tike Kate for
a walk from which she returned hot and
mussed and a few leaves sticking 10 her
back and he broadly smiling.

There he went again, goddamn, god-
damn, T thought with green enraged
fliecks of jealousy and red ones of lust
naking montage in my cyes. Sandra did
not judge Kate, because she had been
taught 10 judge not. She merely looked
meaningfully from her 10 me and said,
“Little bitch sure likes to show it off,
don’t she?”

“Sandra, [ think they're in love.”

“But I'll go for a walk with vou, Dan.
I shouldn’t be too hard on her. Aflter all,
she hasn’t anything else to offer a fel-
low.”

= Mes:

vou've read the Rubdiydat, San-

dra, and really understand ir.”
my

For meekness, she ook my arm

16
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and hugged it 1 hers as we headed Patst
the swings and the Group Three sand-
boxes, down past the flagpole to the
shore. We stood beneath the scudding
clouds, watching the moon rush through.
Softly she asked if I would like to kiss
her goodbye right now, in this poetic
moment, because she might be o busy
later to give it her full avention. A few
drops began 1o fall. Haggardly 1 accept-
ed her offer. We parted.

The dancing scene of Harry  James,
flies, sund, girl counsclors in shorts and
halters, boy counselors in shorts and
T-shivts, Phil's Kate rashly in a skirt, all
ol them strolling by lake waters, finally
came to an end. We packed away the
colored lights in storage crates. Already
we missed the linle monsters. We said
goodbye with a sense that we had al-
ready parted and thae this farewell ook
place after the end. It rained steadily; it
drummed and drummed on the flapping
tents; I lay awake all night in a rising
autumn  chill. The summer season of
191 was over-—the last of its sort for me.

That winter, during the immense pri-
vate hush that lay encased within the
public roar of the attack on Pearl Har-
bor, Sandra yiclded 10 me again and this
tume I knew it. I had reached the point
ol making coherent demands. By the
next summer I was learning how 1o use
the M-1 rifle.

“Whether you know it or not, buddy,
youve got a star on your hands!”

CHARMIT OF FIRE

(continued from page 110)
lead—quickly and defly like the erafts
woman she was—as per his curt instruc-
tions. She left scant minutes  after
arriving.

By morning, Rudy was his cordial self
again. He bestowed cheery  greetngs
upon all. Between takes, he approached
Sandy and said he thought he might
drop around that evening. Too brighly,
she said, “Fine, darling, do that. Oh: but
call fivst. will vou? Just in case 1 have o

go ou?”

He did call. “It's me, dear, I'm on my
way.”

“Oh . . . well . . . I'm feeling rouen,

I'm alvaid. I have this awlul headache.
and my tummy’s all upset . . "

“That's a pitv. I'll read 1o you, or
we'll warch the telly.”

“Oh, that's real sweet ol vou,
please don’t bother . . .”

“No bother. That's what [riends arc
for.”

"I'd rather you didnt . ..

“Nonsense, itll cheer you up.”

“l look dreadful, and mv hair's a
Tness:, . =

“Darling, this is Rudy, who's seen you
in the monuug with a hangover! You've
l}(-mg silly.”

“Please, Rudy!”

“Oh, very well, I won't insist.” Then
lightly, he added: “Do you have some-
one there?”

“Whatz No!”

“All right, old love, don't get In a
sweat. I'll see vou in the morning—if
vou're feeling beuer. Bve-bye.”

He hung up and dialed the Craigs'
private. number. It was answered by
Kate Carver, Robin’s actress wile and
the mother of two of his three children.
“"Hello, Kate, Rudy herve. Is Robin
abow?” She said he was dining out with
his agent. “Oh, well, it's nothing urgent,
really -—]usl. wanted to remind him of his
early call in the mor NIDE. o

Then he dialed Sandy again, and ex.
pertly mimicked the gross tones of Rob-
in's manager. “Lemme talk ta Raab. It's
impawtint.”

Sandy said, “Just a minute,” and he
heard her call “Robz .. .7 He hung up.

He stood at the phone for a long mo-
ment, staring at it. His mouth hardened.
Nasty linde half-lormed  schemes  skit-
teved across his mind. Like apprising
Kate of Robin’s true whereabouts. As he
began o dial the Craigs” number again.
he wondered what preciselv he should
sav. The dial whirred and snicketed:
generions of gentlemanly codes bul-
leted him with qualms: the Craig phone
began to ring . . .

The qualms alone did not change his
mind, but something more cvuical did.
He sensed that Kate was undeceived by
Robin's ingenuous ruse about dining
with his agent; it was a lirde facesaving

b
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game they played to keep the home in-
tact, a game called I'll Pretend I Don't
Know II You'll Pretend You Don't
Know T Know. Kate knew exactly what
her husband was doing; she just didn’t
know who he was doing it with—al-
though she probably suspected  even
that. In the first year ol their marriage,
Robin had returned home late one
night, wilted by remorse. He woke up
Kate and contritely confessed all. She sat
up in bed, listened patiently, lit a ciga
retie and slapped him a powerful whack
in the face. “You idiot,” she said. “Don’t
ever tell me that sort of thing again. If
I don’t know about it, I don’t have
1o react o it. Bu if you spill your guts to
me, then I have no choice, 1 have 1w
react, I have o play the injured wile
with all the vimmings—tears, hysteria,
recriminations. That may be what you
want, but it's not what 7 want. and I'm
not going to give it to you. So the next
time you trot alter the biggest pair ol
bra cups on the loi, please have the com-
mon decency 1o lie 1o me. You're an
actor, aren't vou?r Act!”

Rudy, aware of this agreement be-
tween the Craigs, hung up before Kate
had a chance o answer the phone. He
lelt sapped, stymied, impotent, and he
slept badly that night.

- - -

Exactly when the lavender Rolls
Royce became Rudy's béte noire s
difhcult o pin down. He saw it with in-
creasing frequency in Sandy's driveway,
a blatant bulletin o all the workd. and,
every ume. his heart was pierced by re-
membrance ol the humiliating parking
ritual Le had been lorced 10 go through
("Did you park at least a block away,
like I told you:"). He began to sce the
lavender car in the parking lots of San-
dy's Tavorite restaurants, oo, and it be
came a hatelul thing o him, its beauty
translormed 1o ugliness by the corro-
sive alchemy ol jealousy and sexual de-
leat. He grew to detest more than ever
the disunctive grillwork ol the Rolls,
any Rolls, and the sight of . even in a
magazine photograph, made the bile fivst
trickle, then flow, then gush  through
him.

On the set, tension began to erackle,
causing actors to grble lines, grips 10
drop props, placid make-up men o sud
denly curse and stomp ofl. Stage 12 came
o be known as Retake Row. Aud ver
not one overt word ol argument or con-
tention had been spoken among Rudy.
Robin and Sandy. All their congress had
been frosted courtesy. with rigid smiles
pasted upon  their faces like gummed
stickers.

One day, when the picture, marned
and bloated, staried to drilt toward the
recls ol Overschedule, Ira Burnham wok
Rudy asicde at the lunch break for a dis
cussion. The discussion  circled  (lazilv
but inexorably, like a carrion hird) over
the wopic of teamwork. . . . You're on
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a team, Rudy, I know you understand
that, with vour English background,
cricket, the playing helds of Eton, and 1
know that when in doubt, you'll always
remember it's the team that comes first,
the team being in this case the picure.
The picture comes first. Nothing else.
Personal feelingsz They're fine, so long
as they don't disturh the harmony of the
company. Harmony, Rudy, that's the
key word. Any time a personal feeling
starts to enter m, vou'll ask voursell: Is
it good for the harmony of the team? Or
is it bad. Will the picture be unouched
by this? Or will it suffer. And sometimes,
you know, Rudy, sometimes we have 1o—
and this goes lor all of us—sometimes we
have to sacvihce something, make a little
personal sacrifice, do an unselfish thing,
lor the good ol the team, 10 preserve
that harmony . . "

The voice went on, but Rudy no long-
er felt obliged 1o lisien, for he knew ex-
actly what it was saying. It was saying, in
the silkiest, most righteous cuphemisms,
“IU's our job o keep Robin happy. It he
wants a cup of colfee, we ger it for him.
If he wants a smoke, we light it for him.
Il he wants our girl, we do everything
but shove it in for him.”

Pleading hunger, Rudy was able 1o
leave Burnham in mid-discussion, but he
did not go directly to the commissary.
First, he stopped ofl at Stage 14, The red
light was on, forbidding entrance tempo-
rarily, but it soon winked ofl, indicating
the end of the ke, and Rudy slipped
nside.

Tommy Rondo was saying 1o his di-
rector, “I loused up the lip sync on the
last chorus, Herbie. Let's shoot that hunk
again.”

“lt looked fine to me, Tommy.”

“Again, all righe?”

“Again, everybody, last chorus, this is
@ take .o

The buzzer rasped, the red light went
on, and from a loudspeaker came the
prerecorded  singing voice of Tommy
Rondo. Bathed in light, the real Tommy
Rondo ground his hips like a stripper
and silently mouthed the words ol the
title song:

Ay oh kay!

Ay oh hay!

Shoot me mta awbdit, baby,
Right away!

Don’t delay!

Tuliday's the day!

We'll blast off tuhgetha cuz we're
Ay oh hay!

Rudy noticed the girl again. She sat
velaxed o cauvas chair, oblivious o
the din around her, spectacles on her
nose, reading a book. The question
magged him: where had he scen her
bhelore?

The tke was completed to every-
body’s satisfaction, and the lunch break
was called. Rudy overheard Tommy
Rondo tell the girl that he couldn’t take

her 1o lunch after all, he had o huddle
with his press agent, would she mind
lunching alone in  the commissary?®
Shrugging, she lelt the sound stage.
Rudy, on the way to the commissary
himsell, strolled a few paces behind her.
admiring the casual grace of her walk.
They wraveled a quaindy wwisting path.
a nursery-thyme path, gliding past shad-
owed bungalows that seemed 1o be made
ol pound cake. Then her patrician
fingers lost their grip on the book. and it
fell, with a liude clop, onto the path.
Diving Tor i1, Rudy swept it up with a
single swoop. Their eves met and locked.
With the sweetest of smiles and only a
licker of satire, Rudy said, “Can I cury
vour book, Vera MacE”

She laughed aloud. In this apprecia-
tion ol lis little jest, a bond instantly
coupled them, leaping from one to the
other like an elecwic arc. "Thanks,” she
said.

The book, he saw, was Clayton
Horne's latest. “Are you enjoving this?”
he asked.

“Well, it's prewy slick in parts, but,
ves, T am. 1 like i

“Sometime I must introduce you to the
author.™

“You know him?”

“We're both on the same picture . _ '

Information was swapped, including
names. When  Rudy learned hers, he
snapped his fingers. “Mavis McClure, Of
course. No wonder vou looked so famil-
iar. You're the model—the one on all the
billboards.”

“Not quite all.”

They were approaching the commis
sary. “Will Mr. Rondo mind awfully if 1
invite you to lunchz”

“Mr. Rondo doesn’t have the right 10
mind awfully.”

And so ihey lunched: aund, Luer,
dined; and Irom this first glinting con-
tact sprang a loveship of such Dbrighe,
such cleansing ray, that both parmers
were mansformed  into new  ereatures
curying only parchy  resemblances 10
whar they had been belore. The lissome
coolth that had been Mavis'  distin-
guishing stamp was burned away by g
withering,  humid. happy  lust.  while
Rudy’s briule Nlippancy dissolved in the
rich and sotiening balm of deep serenity.

They would have lunched 1ogether
every day, but Mavis preferred 10 avoid
the studio because of Tommy Rondo. So
they dined together every evening.
slept wogether every night, and went to
movies togedher, and muscums twgether,
and markets wgether, and on weekends
they went 1o the beach, or boating, or
up to the mountains 1o ski. During the
week, Rudy’s job decreed they make love
only at night, but on Saturdays and Sun
days their hearts knew no cdock, and
they made love in the morning, in the
alternoon, in the early evening just be-
fore dinner, and in the wee hours, cleav-
ing suddenly together out of slecp; in
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his bed, in hers. in hotels and motels, in

the back of the car. and once on a
deserted  beach ar nighe, in the pnch
dark, on the cold damp sand, against a
drifted log. with the noisy vast black
ocean ar their heels and all the eyes of
heaven staring.

It was not only they who had
chunged: the world around them was
[reshly made—the color of air, the odor
of grass, the slope of a hill, the shape of
a building, bird song, sunshine, moon-
light. "My God, its absolutely marvel-
ous.” he said to her with anmazement.
“All the clichés and all the songs. You
suddenly discover all the rite old bloody
things are frue. Love makes the world go
round. Love, vour magic spell is every-
where. I've go1 you under my skin, I've
gol you deep in the heart of me, so deep
in my heart you're really a part ol me.
One alone o be my own. Evervthing's
coming up roses. And the bit about the
heart standing still and the other bit
about the heart taking wing, Iv did stamd
still when we met. by Christ. and it does
take wing when 'm with you. Isn't there
something about ain’t love grand? Oh, 1t
is that. Grand. Grand and glorious.
Clicheés again, but who the hell cares? Do
vou know how I fecl? Like Cyrano, when
he first learns that Roxane loves him,
Remember? He says he lecls too great Lo

do battle with ordinary men, and he
cries, ‘Bring me gianis!” "

“This singer chap,” Rudy asked one
day, "Tommy Rondo. I'm curious. What
did you see¢ in him? He's not your sort,
really.”

“1 could say
Cavden.”

“Ah, but at least Sandy is pretty and
rather sweet. You can't tell me Rondo is
cither of those. He's a cold, slimy crea-
tare, a hish, thae licde South American
one with all the teeth. You certainly
can't say he has any charm, or tender-
ness, or even brute strength. He's just a
nasty little bov.”

“You're lorgeuting one thing about
nasty little boys.”

“What's thae?™

“They usually ger what they want.”

“And Rondo wanted you."”

“¥es™

“There it is, you see!” Rudy crowed
trivmphantly. “1 wanted you, too, and /
ot you! So what price nasty little boys
now?

Mussing his hair, she cooed, "What
makes you so sure vou're not a nasty lit-
tle boy? In your own cultivined, teddibly
English wav?"”

He laughed; and, in licu of answer,
hungrily embraced her. In his mind,

the same ol Sandy

while they kissed, an unvoiced reply was
forming:

Fll tell you. It's because I can be
changed by love. Because T don’t ham-
mer love into a shape that suits me. 1 let
love do the shaping. I let it mold me. 1
let it make me what it will, make me
over imo a different person, il that’s
what it wants . . .

. s .

Rudy first suspected he was a different
person when he noticed himsell {ecling
not much ol anything one way or the
other when Kate Carver started divoree
proceedings against Robin Craig and the
grapevine began hinting at imminent
manrriage between Craig and Sandy Cay-
den. He greered the news with a bless
you-my-childien and a wolerant shrug.
But the full realizzivion of the change
he had undergone struck him lorcibly
when, one day on the lot, he found he
could look at the lavender Rolls-Royce
with complete  detachment. It meant
nothing o him. He did not bate it any-
more. I'm cured, he told himsell, i's
over! With alimost a giggle, he walked to
the car and gave it a friendly pat on the
erillwork.

Magically, as if by that touch of llesh
to metal, Rudy was charged with energy
and purpose. He [felt himsell expand,
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grow, open up. From that moment. his
work improvcd. Ira Burnham watched,
pleased and surprised. as Rudy, with
bracing brio, began to pull the sagging,
overschedule picture wgether almost sin-
glehanded. Burnham nodded and flar-
tered himsell that his  discussion hadd
turned  the  trick.  “Teamwork,”  he
smiled, “harmony.”

Love docs not conquer all. It makes
room lor all. Tt shatters ume and then
rebuilds i, packing every howr with o
hundred minutes, every week with ar
least a dozen dinvs. Under its warmth,
deas proliferate, explode like popcorn:
and clogged incentives flow. Rudy. thaw-
ing. reaching out. corncred  Clavion
Horne on the lot. “Clay. what do vou
leel abour Invader of Moscow? How
would you describe i1z

“Why, agrear stovy of o tnanic man,
an epic for all vme, a stiveing super-
drama of 5

“No. Seriously.”

“Seriouslv: Three handred and seven-
ty-live pages of rodomontade and fustian.
The survival of the fauwest. A gigantic
comic book. You want I should go on:”

“Look, old boy. Why not write a great
picture? Eh? Why not”

“Nobady's asked me.”

“I'm asking vou. The two of us. on
weekends, working  together. o sharp,
simple script, small screen. black and
white. T have connections with all soris
ol moneved people. And we wouldn't
need  all that much, vou sce. Two
hundred thousand. Think of it this way
—a low-calorie diet. an exercise 10 trim
the Tustian rom vour talent. ger it back
to its old lean strength. Not a comic
book. A novel on hlm . . ."

“Rudy.”
“Yest™”
“You sound just hike one ol Ira’s

discussions.”

They began to meet on weekends at
Rudy's apartmemt. While they  paced,
and rgued, and alked abour story and
character and angle and premise, Mavis
would sit quictly in the background,
reading a book. sunning hersell outside
on Rudy’s minuscule patio, or applying
frosted coral polish o the nails of her
hingers and wes. Sometimes, she would
make lundh for them. Sometimes. she
would remain in the bathroom, luxuriat-
g in a warm tub. the witer viscous
with scented oils, the door ajar  just
enough 1o let her hear the shoptalk in
the other room. In these talks. Horne
was the devil's advocate, acid-1esting all
ideas, now with o cynical cashregister
clang. now with the voice of artistic pur-
ity: “Oh, wow, Rudy, an old-time wr
ending? It's 100 downbeat. a real hang-
up, who needs 12" Then: “Sunshine
and roses! Can’t do it! Too cornball,
Rudy., too pat. too upbeat!™

The California seasons imperceptibly
changed, and  their liule story ook

220 shape. while, weekdays, their Luger proj-

cct lumbered in the general direction of
its conclusion. Mavis had begun absent-
ing herself from their weekend sessions,
and, one Saturday cvening, as dinner-
ume loomed. Rudy asked Horne il he
would mind, on his way home, dropping
him off av Mavis® place. “1 let her ke
the car, you sce, 10 go shopping. It's
right on vour wav, not lar lrom here ac-
tually, on La Ciencga just off Sunset,
practically at the wop of that hill.”

“Sure. Rudy. hop in.”

As Horne drove east on the Sunset
suip. Rudy  chatered: T have such
good feclings about this storv of ours,
Clay. T know it's going 1o have tremen-
dous prestige. It will do such a lot for
both ol us. I've been thinking. do vou
suppose it would he oo brazen of me 1o
try and dirveet 1 1 mean. there’s an aw-
Tul 1ot of hosh iked abour directing.
i's not all thar difhcult: God knows I've
seen enough hlms divected. by the best
ol them and the worst . . .”

“Turn here an La Cienega®

“Yes, thar's vighe. Her place is almosi
at the top of the hill here . . . ves,
there's my o parked in fronn, see: | . .
Il just ger out here well, TN be
dimmed. there’s thar Dloody  lavender
Ro'ls parked right next 1o it . small
world, whin> | You know I used 1o
hate that car? Actuallv. But now T look
at it and there’s wo Jeeling. nothing, 1
wonder who Rob is visiting around
here:”

“Rob:"

“Rob Craig. To's his car, alter all.”

“Not anvmore it isn't. Don’t vou rewd
the wades:”

“What do vou mean:”

“Sandy made him ger vid of ™

“Not really! But she likes the damned
thing! She “digs that crazy grillwork.” ™

“She gave out an interview saving than
it symbolized evervihing that was wrong
with Englind. The statns quo. the Estab-
lishmen, all thar stadl”

Ruly “Priceless!
priceless

“What's so Tunny?’

“Never mind. tell vou tomorrow. Oh
dear. that's goad. So she made him ger
rid ol i did she? Muarvelous. Who
bought it. do vou happen o know?”

“Some unlikely tvpe. Fabian or some-
bady. No. Tammy Rondo.”

Rudy had heen halfway out of the car.
Now he hrore—and then lunged nside
again. almost pouncing on Horne. Vi-
ciously, he said, “Is that your idea of a
joke?”

“Joke! No! What the hell’s wrong
with you!”

“You're sure about that. are vou? You
started 10 say Fabian. Are you sure it
wasn't?  Or  Frankic  Avalon, Bobby
Darinz”

“What does it matters”

“It malters.”

“"Rudy. Jesus. Don’t jump on me like
that. Is not my car. In Daily Variety,

ur

That's

culfawed.

Just vesterday morning, Army Archerd’s
column, it said Rob sold his famous lav-
cender convertible Rolls-Royee to Tommy
Rondo. S0

Rudy collapsed against the back of the
seat. “I'm sorry, Clay. T's thin G Tha
damned car .. 7

“Aren’t you getting out?”’

Alter 2 moment, Rudy veplied. “Why?
Where would I go?”

“Mavis,” Horne said patiently, “is ex-
pecting vou.

“Oh, is she.”

“Rudy. are vou [eeling all righe?”

“Expecting me. That's vue. she is. I's
me she's expecting.” Rudy opened the
door and chimbed ourt.

“Rudyz You all rightz You surez”

He winched Rudy walk dirccly to the
Iront door of Mavis™ buitlding, slowing
down s he neared the Rolls-Rovee,
looking at i, drinking it in as il 10 mem-
orize cvery line and iridescence ol it
Horne waited until Rudy disappeared
inside the huilding before he started the
cir again and descended the La Cienega
hail.

Standing  outside  Mavis® flar, Rudy
could hear the phonograph playing: Ay
ol kay! Ay oh kay!

And agmin do I endure this? he asked
himsell. Do I go home, as T did belore,
and ger drunk. and hire a specialist 10
come and siphon the rage out ol me? Do
I smile tomorrow morning? Do 1 phone
Mavis and listen o excuses about head-
aches? Do 1 pretend nothing is happen-
ing? Am I a courtcous. polite, civilized,
restrained, refined, bloody livde English
gemleman?

No. Not this time.

He yanked open the door. The music
was dealening. Mavis was situng in a
chair, nervously smoking a  cigarette.
Tommy Rendo was putting on a per
lormance for her, doing the twist and
mouthing the recorded words exactly as
il he were in lront of the caimera,

Mavis, looking up. said something like
“Oh. Rudy. Tommy just dropped in to
bring me his new record. T told him I
was ex " But the music drowned out
most of this, and. besides. Rudy was not
listening. He was focused on Tommy
Rondo.

“Ger out.”

“With:™

“Get out, you litle swine.”

“Now, hold awn .. .”

“Rudy! Please! Tommy just

“Get out or I'll——

Tommy Rondo ripped the 1one arm
oft the record. The silence pounded
upon them. "Or you'll what, limeys”

“Or I'tl break your ugly nose for you.”

“Rudy!™

“No you won't. You won't break no-
body's nose, limey. An” you know why?
Because you know damn well that il you
did, you'd get your ass deported outa
here so fast . . . Just remember that.
You're a foreigner. A alien. You can't
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Lynn’s Depl. Store

LONE PINE

Jusepl Men's Store

LONG BEACH

Eovmton's Varsity Shop
LOS ANGELES

Anthany & Guakes
Calor-EHL

Way WRickards—Rancho Park
Richarids Clotles for Men
MANHATTAN BEACH
Hentleys Lid.

Jean's Apparel For Men
McFARLAND

McFarland Family Clothing
MISSION HILLS

Uiliver's Lid.

MODEST

Huls Clothing

MONTEREY

Maylans Men's Apparel

:J:;EANSIDE

R)(Nﬁ RP ity Shop & Men’s Shop
ane s- Varsity Shop en's

REDDING

Girirnnnw's for Men

REDWOOD l!',l'l"‘iIr

N: uasia Men's Shop
BERNARDINO

ll.nﬂ-.

Lang’s Men's Wear

SAN DIEGOD

Ihan-Maorris

lander—Chula Vista
nber—{Girossmont Ctr.
nler—Lemon Grave
shlander—-Mission Viy. Ctr
The Highlander—Pacific Beach
Jacohsons

SAN FERNANDO

Heawardd Larsen’s

SAN FRANCISCO

Rruee Bary

SANGER

Aram’s Men's Wear
Frderated Store

Berg s Squire Shop
Foxwarthy Stere For Men
Masher s Ltd.

SAN PEDRO

Ham Martin's

SAN RAFAEL

Marcus Shop For Men & Boys
SANTA ANA

Carat Inc.

SANTA MONICA
Camphells-Westwood Village
Mr. Sid

SHAFTER

Jolnson's

STOCKTON

Berg's

TULARE

The Mepanhboys Store

TURLOCK

Turluck Toggery

UKIAH

MaeNal's Men's Wear

VALLEJO

Rernheim's

VISALIA

Pwn MeWllliams

John Richard, Ine.

Visalia Fair

WEST HOLLYWOOD

Ah Men

WOODLAND

Stan’s Men's Store

WOODLAND HILLS

Leslie’s Men's & Boys' Fashions
COLORADO

BOULDER

Bergheim's

COLORADD SPRINGS

Ierkins-Shearer One-0-Two

DENVER

Aleximder’s Appare]

The College-High Shop

May D & F

Willlams Men's Stord

DURANGO

Stuart "z of Durango

FT. MORGAN

Tieman's

PMOC STORES

GRAND JUNCTION
Squire’s

GREELEY

Hilibs Clothing Co.
FUEBLD

Rosenblum’s Men's Wear
IDAHO

BOISE

Alexamder's Campus Shop

IDAHO FALLS

Brown and Guesas

Creightons Ine.

Murphy ‘s Men's Apparel

Myklebust ‘s

POCATELLO

Ritton-Tushy Co.

REXBURG

Keith's-—The Man's Shop
MONTANA

BILLINGS

Sukin Brothers Store For Men

GLASGOW

Reede’s Men's ond Boys” Wear
GREAT FALLS
Kaufman Ine.

“The Nall Tree'”

Missoula Mereantile Co.

X 8. Yamdt & Sons
NEVADA

LAS VEGAS

Mr. lallcu's and Boys'

REN
Hattons Traditional Shop
Paterson’s Inc.
NEW MEXICO
ALAMOGORDO
The Men's Staire
ALBUQUERQUE
stromherg's
CLOvVIS
Carnek & Sons, Ine,
FARMINGTON
3. Cs Men's Wear
GALLUP
Glenn's Men's Wear
Swinfords Smart Shop
LOVINGTON
Tipps Men's Store
ROSWELL
The Lnndun Souire Ltd.
SANTA
(-mn!m.m ] \Il.'ll s Store
OKLAHOMA
CHEROKEE
Keitz Men's Wear
CHICKASHA
Crump Store For Men
ENID
Grays Ine.
8 and 1} Clothiers
Trega's Polse *N° Ivy Men's Shop
LAWTON
It-Zak Clothiers
The Slack Shop
MIAMI
fluly Clothing Company
OKLAHOMA CITY
David's Shop For Men
Thie Syuire Shops
STILLWATER
Mr. G
TULSA
The Cellar Shop

VINITA
I andd M Clothiers
WEATHERFORD
Grayle's
WOODWARD
Tregn's

OREGON
ALBANY
Gents Den
ASHLAND
Buolihett"s Store for Men
LEBANON
Brown's Men's Wear
PORTLAND
Mario‘s Men & Young Men Shop
Miller's For Men
REEDSPORT
Thnn's Department Store
ROSEBURG
I*ay Less of Rosclurg

TEXAS

ABILENE

8 & @ Ulothicrs
AMARILLO
White and Kirk
ARLINGTON

The Wxford Shop
AUSTIN
Blonupuist-Clark
Jack Mortons Ltd,
BORGER

Huh Clothiers
BRECKENRIDGE
The Hul

BRYAN

Varsity Shop
CORPUS CHRISTI
Jack English Men's Wear
sarto’s

DALLAS

Wintlsor Shop
DENTON

Jim Stone

EI. Pnsn

«
FORT WORTH

Leonards Young Man's Shop
Martins of Polytechnie

The Oxlord Shop
GREENVILLE

L. . Hamme..s Stage Shop
Joel’s Men's Wear

HOUSTON

Gene's Tailors, Ine.
LUBBOCK

S & Q Clothiers

MULESHOE

Colily's Department Store
NACOGDOCHES

Railey’s Men's Apparel

NEW BRAUNFELS

Jaeoh Mendlovitz Depl. Store
ODESSA

The Quicksilver Co,
OVERTON

Hodges Man's Shop
PALESTINE
Pryor's Men's Storo
SAN ANGELOD

Sir's Men's Wear
SAN ANTONIO
Frank Bros.
SUDAN

Shank’s Department Store

TEMPLE

Ifaniel’s Men's Wear
Cy Long's Store
Johnson's
TOMBALL

Dad's & Lad’s
WaCOo

Harlik's Man's Bhop

UTAH

BOUNTIFUL

(ole, Esq,

LAYTON

Brailsford-Riggs Dept. Stare
LOGAN

Wickel's
MIDVALE
Cambridge, Ltd.
OGDEN
Wavne €, Wilcox Clothier

v
Firmage's
SALT LAKE CITY
The OxFord Shap (Shoes Tor Men)
Krar Style Shop

WASHINGTON

ABERDEEN
Walt Failur's
ELLENSBURG

Wulil's Men's Shop
KENNEWICK
Ken's Clothing
SEATTLE

ay Blade
SPOKANE

Kinthes Kloset
WALLA WALLA
Ran Marehe
WENATCHEE
Cascadian Men's Shop
YAKIMA

Lee Semon

WYOMING

copy
Coldy Sporting Gonds
RAMIE

Al's Midwest Dept. Store
RAWLINS

Smyth's Dept. Store
WORLAND

Marvin's Store

BAHAMAS

NASSAU
Barrys Lud.
Distinetive Shops Ltd.

CANADA

EDMONTON

Henry Singer Lid., Downtown
Henry Singer Lid., Westmount
KITCHENER

Star Men's Shop

0TTAWA

Henry “Maeks" Stores For Men
Shatfer s Men's Shop

REGINA

Mae and Mae Ltd.
SASKATOON

Caswell’s Ltdk

TORONTO

Perry's 131 Shop
WATERLOO

Ttoss Klopp Ltd,

GUAM

AGANA
The Swank Shop
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Feel the spin in foam pillowed loafers. Hand-
some hand stained handsewns. Handing out
leather inside and out. Ivy, black or hickory
grain. Rand Shoes $12.95 to $20.95.
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Budget not up fo Rand, young man? Ask for Randcraft Shoes $8.95 to $10.95.
Wouldn't you like to be in our shoes? Most of America is. International Shoe Co.. St. Louis. Mo.

THE PLAYBOY SKI SWEATER

Even if you don't know the difference between a slalom and a schuss, you'll appreciate

the calculated comfort, special styling and smart good looks of the new Playboy Ski Sweater.
Made of 100% virgin worsted wool, the Playboy Ski Sweater features the fashionable crew neck
and raglan sleeves, with the renowned Playboy Rabbit putting in an interwoven appearance.
Sweater is available, for both playboys and playmates, in white on cardinal,

white on black and black on white. Please indicate size with order.

Playboy Ski Sweater, $22 ppd. (Sizes: S, M, L, ExL.)
Playmate Ski Sweater, $20 ppd. (Sizes: S, M, L.)
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919 N. Michigan Ave.

Chicago, Hlinois 60611
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by enclosing key number with order.

222

touch me. You can't lay a pinkic on me.”

(The little cockroach is right. T can’t.)

“And,” Rondo went on, “as for gettin’
outa here, well, Mavis 1s an ole frien” of
mine and I'll just visit with her any time
I want.”

Rudy wurned to Mavis. “We have a
dinner date. Are you coming?”

“Rudy darling, please don’t be like
this. Tommy just dropped in. That's all.
It doesn’t mean anything. Please sit
down. And have a drink. Then we'll
go.”

“Very well. But first you tell him 1o
leave.”

She lost patience and flared. “You're
being ridiculous, Rudy! You're being
boorish and embarrassing and ridiculous
and I won't 1ell Tommy to leave.”

“As vou wish.” He wilked to the door.

“Rudy. Come back.”

“Leddim go, whaddaya need him for?
He's not in my league. You hear thar,
limey? You're not in my league.”

Rudy turned and walked back into
the room. He faced Tommy Rondo. He
wits frighteningly calin. He spoke slowly.
“You're right, I'm not in your league.
We're different, you and I. May I tell
you something? When I was in the army,
it was the English army, you sce, I had a
rather marvelous sergeant major. He was
Irish. And whenever he ran across a re-
cruit who was absolutely hopeless. a
bumbling, half-human, incompetent idiot,
he went up o that poor sod, and he
looked him sraight in the eve—like this
—and he said . . ." (Rudy slipped inwo
a rich brogue) “. . . "You were neither
bahrn nor creaythed. Somecone had a
bash against a wall, and the sun haiched
you out.””

As Rudy walked to the door again, he
snapped aisply to Mavis: “The car
keys.” She dug them out of her purse
and gave them o him.

“Rudy, please listen

You know where o lind me, when
the—conceri—is over.” He decided not 1o
shim the door.

Outside, in the sureet, sceing his own
vellow Lark next to the Rolls-Royee in
the slanted platoon of head-in parking
along the curb, the difference in suiwus
hie him cruelly. And he was not the only
one. “Hev. limey!” As he was geting
into his car, he heard the vell and he
turned 1o see Tommy Rondo leaning
out of Mavis” window. "That vour car,
that litde yella babyz Well, take a look
at mine, take a good look. That bhaby be-
longs to a star. Not a loser like vou. Re-
member what I said, limev—vou're not
m my league. Not in my league?”

It wok every last atom of Rudy’s will
power to back out and dvive oif without
rvamming one of the arrogant lavender
lenders into accordion pleats.

He had no sooner entered his apart-
ment than his phone emiued a single
clear ping, like a fine crystal goblet
being suruck by a buuter knile. It had



that odd habit of thus clearing its throat
a couple of seconds before getting down
to some scrious ringing. Sure enough,
after a short silence, it began to ving.
His first impulse. galvanic, was to answer
it: then he checked himself. No—he
would not speak 10 her. Let her come to
him; he would not allow her to smooth
things over on the phone while Rondo
st sniggering beside her, stroking her
neck or committing God knew what oth-
er abominations. The telephone rang
and rang. He thought it would explode;
he felt that the jabbing peals ol ringing
would pile up and join inte a single un-
interrupted  crescendo of a ring  that
would grow and grow as the trembling
elephone swelled o a shapeless black
blob and finally burst.

When he could stand it no more,
when he was ready 1o rip the phone out
of the wall, it stopped ringing. He wait-
cd a moment, then called his answering
service. “I'm taking no more calls to-
night. None whatever.” Mechanically, he
phoned the Gaiety Delicatessen for some
food, and when it came, he ate it with-
out Lisung i,

At length, he went 1o bed. He could
not sleep. He wept in [rostration and
anger. Hours lauer. he drifted into a
kind of deadness. But the old hate, not
dead, but merely dormant, was awak-
ened, and it was all the more potent for
its short lallow period. It flourished like
an acrid weed in Rudy's mind, killing all
other thoughts, even in his dreams. The
Rolls-Rovee had become a levered, les-
tering impostume of all that he despised
and resented: a sentient creature whose
grillwork gloated and lecred: a beast, set
on destroying him.

He awoke with a ery, slimed with
sweat, unrested, his eves [eeling like sale-
ed nuts, his head throbbing, his stomach
on fire. He looked at the clock; it was
$:30 in the morning. With a groan, he
stumbled into the kitchen and poured
himsell a glass of milk. Drinking it, he
wiandered aimlessly toward his desk.

Pages ol the seript he and Horne were
writing lay scattered there. They seemed
vapid 10 him now, these pages toward
which he had felt so enthusiastic just a
few hours belore. In the ashiray, a cou-
ple of crushed-out cgareites were tinted
with Mavis' coral lipstick, making him
think not only of her lips, but ol her
coral-tinted fingers and toes as well, then
ol her whole body, and the taste and
aroma of her flesh.

He sat down at the desk, and, when he
had finished his milk, brought out a
sheet of his personal stationery. He sat
for a moment staring at the wall and
clicking his ballpoint. Alter a time, he
began 1o write, in a neat, smadl hand:

Dear Mother,

I know I have not wrilten for a
long time, but you have been in my
thonghis very often these past few

weeks, so please do not think i1l of
THC.

You may wonder why I am wril-
ing after such a long silence, and
the fact is I have no onc to talk to
except you. How I wish you were
here in this voom, so I could really
tallt to you, baet you aren’l, so we
will just have to make the best of u,
I suppose.

The thing is that I dow’t know
wheve 1o turn. I have been very
brave lrving heve in thus strange
country all alone withont yome, but
now i just seems that I have
veached the end of my rope. You
musin’t worry, because I am in good
health and have plenty of money,
it’s nothig of that sort. I simply do
not fknow where to turn. I have no
fricnds. I have no one to say they
love me. I am so lonely and [right-
ened that I don’t know what to do.
Remember when I was aiweay al
school, and the other boys made [un
of me because | was smalley than
the vest, and I was so desperately
unhappy that I had to swrite home
to you and ftell you all aboui it. 1
jeel that way now.

They are mocking me, these hor-
rible low people you would not
have tet it the back entrance in the
old days. They arve hurting me.
They are stepping on my heart with

their divty shoes. They are tlaking
cverythmg [ love away from me and
I don’'t know how to fight back.
Please, Mum, tell me what to do.
Your louving son,
Rudy

He [olded the letter into an envelope,
addressed it, stamped it and put his
clothes on. He walked to the corner
mailbox and dropped the letter 1In.
Then he walked back to his apartment
and, this time, slept soundly. There had
been no return address on his envelope,
so the lewer, after many wravels, scrib-
blings and rubber stampings, would
eventually come 1o the end of its pere-
grinations in a dead-lewer office some-
place, where it would lie unopened,
possibly for eternity. Mrs.  Rudolph-
Smith, Rudy’s mother, had been dead for
nearly five years.

- - -

The next morning was a fine one
from the photographer’s standpoint—
plenty of light, but just enough in the
wiy of lowering clouds o make lor in-
teresting shadows on the hills and an
over-ill ominous tone. The second unit,
under Rudy's supervision, was out on
the ranch. No actors were present; none
WEre necessary.

Rudy watched dully as two dummics,
in period finery, were strapped insicle a
breakaway coach. In a flat, unanimated
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voice, for he felt defeated and hollow, he
explained the sitation again to the sec
ond unit director. “No, we won't need
horses for this, hecause we have some
good close shots, [rom the Peru stuil, of
the horses becoming separated from the
coach at the wop ol the hill. All we want
today is a long shot ol the coach rolling
backward down the hill and cashing
into that wee over there”

“And il it doesn’t hit the tree? That's
zoing to be a tough one 10 manage.”

“I'm willing 10 do as many as five
takes of the long shot. but if by the hith
we stll miss, then we'll move the camera
in close o the wee and have an off-
camera truck push the coach into it. That
means cheating and domg the scene in
two awts, and I'd much rather one great
sweeping long shot. but we can’t spend
all day out heve. We're overschedule and
overbudget as it is.”

A Jeep towed the coach to the top of
the hill. The usual shouts ricocheted
back and forth—"This is a take: roll
‘em.” "We're rolling.” “Action!"—and
the coach was released. Tt clattered down
the  hill, gaining  momentum,  the
strapped dummies sufl and staring in.
side it. One of the grips, watching, kept
up a soft-muuered litiy. as il he were
crooning to a pair of «dice: “Hit the wree,
honey, hit it, it it. hit i, hivic ...

The coach made a hell of a noise and
went to picces like a strawberry box
when it suruck the wee; splintered wood
exploded in all diveciions; a wheel 1ore
loose aud wobbled obligingly and  pic-
turesquely  away:  dust whipped  and
writhed in the sun as if strategically ap-
pliecd by a pamer’s brush. The second
unit director, manic with joy, whispered
hiercely 1o the cameraman, “Hold that
.. -DPwancall that duse . - _hold it . . .
wait till it setles . . . a liule bit more
s el

The whole ecrew erupted in vahoos
and applause. The second unit director
wheeled around 10 Rudy. “One take!
We gou it in one take! Wasn't it grealz”

Rudy’s face was ransfigured. The sec-
ond unit director imterpreted this as a
Lacsimile of his own lechings. So when
Rudy murmured “Yes, that’s it,” he nat-
urallv assumed he meam Yes, thad's fine,
that's exactly what we wane.

Although what Rudy added, one sec-
ond later, did scem kind of strange, but
then these Englishmen were pretty weird
sometimes: it sounded  almost  like
“Thank you. Mum.”

The rest of that day Rudy spent in a
visionary's cloud, and the world that
hltered through 10 him was bent by
strange relractions. There were cerain
things he did not know, but he was by
that time so insulated by his own hates
that the knowing of these things would
have changed him livde. Human resil-
ience had lled from him; fired in the
Kiln of his obsession, he was not so much
a man now as a ceramic—rigid, brinle,

glazed. Il Mavis had wied, all night, 1o
reach him and had mer with nothing but
the stone wall of his answering service,
Rudy ncither knew nor longer cared.
She, hure and humiliated by his behav-
ior, could have sought solace from
Tommy, and many men would have
understood. but not this new edition of
Rudy. Actually, she did not seck such
solace. for two reasons: she didn't want
to. and there wasn't enough time . . .

Ten minutes after Rudy had stormed
out of her apartment, Rondo had looked
at his watch and said. “Gouta split. Gotta
catch thar plane. Goua be in the Apple
for that personal appearance wihmorra.
Hey, gota great idea—come  along.”
When Mavis declined the invitation. he
said, "Drive me to the airport au least.”
This, too. she begged out of bhecause she
wiiited to be there if Rudy returned or
called. “All right. be that way,” Rondo
had finally said. departing, “but 1 sure
don’t wanna leave the Rolls in the air-
port parking lot for three days. I'll 1ake
a cib to the plane and leave the car in
front of your pad. dig? Pick it up when 1
gee back. Here, I'll even leave you the
kevs. Live a liutde!”

The lollowing night. after having suc-
cesslully brought off the coach shot and
other oudoor footage, Rudy went home,
again ordered the answering service 1o
hold all calls, then methodically downed
a pint of Scotch, ounce by separate
ounce. He was deliberately building up
Duwich  courage. “Scorch  courage,” he
chuckled in drunken emendation. Then,
it precisely two in the morning. he ook
a smull brown paper bag from his desk
and went outside to his ¢ He had got-
ten the bag at a hardware store earlier in
the evening. It conuined a pocket flash-
light, two alligator clips. some rubber
tubing and a short picce ol wire.

As he drove cast on deserted, two-aar,
Sunset Swip, he spoke o himsell. "I it's
not there, I'll go in and get Mavis out of
bed and apologize for last night, and
we'll kiss and make up.”

He frowned. “Butif i ss there . . .

It was. As he wtwrned olf, onto the La
Cienega hill, he saw the lavender Rolls-
Rovee parked head-in 10 the cnh in
[ront of Mavis' place. "Not in vown
league. ¢h? I'll show vou what league 1
play in, m’lad, a bigger bloody league
than vours!”

Suicide, the grand gesture, a blaze of
glory, purification by fire: the major
leagues, The Big Time.

("Oh, wow,” Clayton Horne would say
to such o script. “A real hangup. Too
downbeat, Rudy. An  old-time ragic
ending? With Owr Guy geuing burned
1o a crisp. all for the sake of la grande
passionz You'll never ger it past the
front office, Who needs iz™)

“England’s green and pleasane land,”
Rudy mutterved thickly as he diove clos-
er to the Rolls-Rovee. Then he rvaucous-
v sang the Blake words, to the dirgelike

"

tune some dull knighted drudge had
weighted them down with:

“o oo Tdl we have built Jer-oos-ah-lem
In England’s green and pleasant land!”

He parked near the Rolls and climbed
into it, paper bag in hand, and began 1o
work, stll singing:

“Bring me my bow of burning
gold!
Bring me my arrows of desire!”

A few venrs before, in Paris. Rudy had
worked as a kind ol coffecboy for a
French  director who was shooting a
crime film. He had watched take aleer
take of a sequence in which an auomo-
bile thiel had stted a car without
benefit of its kev. The hiule irick was
called “jumping the ignition,” and it
was done very simply, by getting behind
the dashboard and. with the aid ol a
couple of alligator clips. afixing a short
picce of “jumper wire”™ to the ignition
feads.

Now, crouched under the dashboard
ol the Rolls, with the pocket Hashlight
held in his teeth, Rudy worked with
swiftness and concentration. The world
around him was silent, for Hollywood at
two in the morning is a tomb. While he
worked, he saw again in his mind the
dramatic long shot of the coach careen-
ing down the hill to its destruction. He
was rewarded for his labors when, alier
several minutes and one tiny  elearic
shock, the motor turned over with a gen-
teel hum. Smiling. he uncurled from his
crouching position and sat behind the
steering wheel.

Carclully, he backed the Rolls-Rovee
out ol the parking slot and aimed it
southward, downward. toward the bot-
tom of the hill. Braking it. he got out
and, dipping the rubber tubing into the
tank and sucking as if at an ice-cream
soddin, he siphoned a quantity of gasoline
out of the car and onto 1he sloping
street until it gurglingly formed an enor-
mous ad highly fumid pool. Then he
climbed back in the front sear and re-
laxed. chuckling quicilv. He lit a ciga-
rette with the car’s lighwer. He suoked
the fine glove leather of the scat and the
hirdwood fascia of the dash. He snapped
on the radio. It warmed up  instantly
and caterwauled:

Ay oh Lay!

Ay olt kay!

Shaot e inta awbii. baby,
Right away '

Rudy broke up at thar: his Laugh
drowned out Rondos voice. And he
went o his own number again:

“Bring me my spear! O clonds, un-
fold!
Bring me my chariol of five!”
Then, his [ace gashed in two by its grin,
he carelully flipped the glowing ciga-
retie out the window, mio the pungent



petroleum sea, and braced himself for
immolation.

Nothing happened. Tommy Rondo
went on singing.

Rudy leaned out and looked down at
his cigarette, which. by a not overly
[reakish fillip of late, had been drowned
by the gasoline before it had had a
chance o ignite.

“What the bloody hell,” he mumbled,
climbing out of the car.

He slapped all his pockets for match.
¢s. but found none. As il in a dream too
ridiculous to believe, he discovered him-
sell trudging mundanely hall a block up
Sunsct 10 an all-might drngstore, obtain-
ing a bhook of matches and rudging back
to the Rolls-Royee again. During the
ek, no one except the bored
drugstore man.

Now he stood in the middle of the
strect,  doguedly  striking maches  and
tossing them into the pool of gas. curs
ing as they went out belore hiting the
combusiible liquid, Fipally, he used one
match to ignite the rest ol the book, and
threw this litle torch into the pool.

WHOOMP!!

The RollsRovee burned with a wild
orange flame thar fapped and roared a
mad magnificence. garishly tinting the
two-a.M. sky, sending out crashing break-
ers of heat. A brilliant monster made ol
noise and light. it stood raving near the
summit of that hill: stood there for an

he saw

untimable and solid moment like a dev-
il's beacon: and then—whether because
the brakes melted, or what, was never
known—Dbegan to slither down the hill, a
bright and awlul snail at first, a hissing
rocket next. and hnally a terrilving me-
teor, screaming down and down and on
and on, as Rudv. his hair and eve-
brows gone, watched with gaping jaw its
bright descent. feeling and looking like
that forlorn cartoon covote when out-
smarted by the beep-beeping road  run-
ner. Stunned, cheated. he asked himsell
where it would stop: would it blaze right
on past Santa Monica Boulevard. scorch-
ing the railroad wacks. and then keep
barreling on down La Cienega® My God.,
he said silently, itcs downhill all the way
to Wilshire practically, isn't 1t Where
will it ever stop?

It was stopped at Holloway, the very
first crossing. by the telephone pole on
the northwest corner. The fire hydrant
there, flung loose by the impact. un-
leashed as in revenge a giant's arm of
water many tons strong that thrust and
held the burning car 15 feet into the air.
making it bob and dance like a ping-
pong ball in the jet of a public drinking
lountain, before it Hipped over and
grandly crashed into the sweet. The wa-
ter then spouted triumphantly a full 100
feet oward the sky.

The Rolls-Royee by then, a
drenched black corpse, its glory dead, its

wits,
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terror gone, its briel career of fire a gro-
tesque episode already fading, an cpic
seen by an audience ol precisely one.

For when, in the ensuing quict, Rudy
wurned for the cold snap of handcufls on
his wrists. he learned that he was quite
alone. No one was there to admire or ad-
monish, to punish or praise: he could
walk away scot free: and much the worst
ol all. he was still alive. It was absolutely
infuriaung.

But Rudy liked to think of himsell as
a Survivor. He was determined o sur
vive even this. And so. hvis madness cau-
tevized away by his hot deed. he squared
his scorched  shoulders  and  walked
siaight into the bedroom of the slum
bering Mavis.

Tommy Rondo cried like a baby when
he heard about his car: it had carned
not a cent of imsurance. The police were
unhappy, too. about never finding the
culprit. Robin and Sandy grew hateful
toward ecach other and were divorced
within a year. community property
laws stripping Robin ruthlessly lor the
second ume. Ira Burnham lost money on
The Invader of Moscow and developed
an ulcer. As for Rudy and Mavis ("Oh.

no'” Horne would have wailed: “Too
cornball! Too pat! Too upbea!™)
they  surprised  everybody. including

themselves. by living happily ever alier
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AFTERNOGON IN ANDALUSIA (continued from page 160)

And speaking of trajes cortos, may I say
you look very fetching in yours?”

She was, indeed, looking very sharp in
the ranchero, the country costume. A fat
zrav cordobés hat was ulted over the
blonde hair, which she had twisted tight
and swept up in a knot. The shirt collar
was still and prim and almost litle-girly.
The warrow tic was black and proper
over the frilled front of her shirt, and
the bolevo jacket was dove gray.

A black commerbund confined the
shim waist of her highly braced trousers,
which were circumspecaly striped with
bliack on gray. in the manner of a bank-
or’s costume. They were short, split at the
bottom. meeting her flat-heeled rawhide
boots just below the calf.

“"When did you order this outfir?”
Alec asked.

“The second day I got here,” she said.
“You never know when some nice man
will ask you to 2 tienfa. 1 didn't want to

accept the invitation wearing tweeds.
Anvhow. Juanillo says he wanis to teach
me bullfighting, and you can’t do it in a
skire.”

“0l¢é! for the mother of La Virgen de
la Macarena,” Alec said, and reaped a
response from the chauffeur. Alec con-
cluded immediately that the chauffeur
didn’t care much for his presence.

The wip through the Hat ficlds of
whear and rice was uninspiring, if dusty.
Andalusia is onlv an extension of North
Alriea, and its hills like camels and long
flats cqually  uninspiring. Camel
country, Alec thought. Camels and goats
and bulls. Sun and rocks. Small wees
and short water. Good bull country—
muke ‘em walk over the rocks 10 water—
and always an oasis in the middle.

The oasis was spectacular. A sudden
island of greenery blurted at them as the
chaufleur turned oft the dusty main road
mwo i dustier small winding road. He

e

THE WORLD

/S DOOMED/
YEAH

“We're trying to reach the teenagers.”

stopped the car to open a gate, drove the
car through and then got out to close
the gate again. Black blobs of bulls ap-
peared on the long sweeps of pasture.
The excess of verdure came closer, and
now the road was lined with llowers in
huge pots—geraniums—and. as  they
neared the house, great beds of cox-
combs with blossoms as large and solid
as loaves of bread, as red as the insides
of the pomegranates which grew from
glossy green-leaved  trees  interspersed
with the golden globes of oranges.

The casa grande was white plasier,
strangled in red and purple bougain-
villaea. Tt was classic Spanish-\Moorish,
sprawling over an expanse of watered
green, red-tiled: approachab'e  through
an archway, pillaved and porticoced. A
swimming pool winked blue-cved to the
left—trees shaded the big house. A vast
patio surrounded the manv doors, all
cut i arches. White pigeons wheeled
and carved small jet streams over the
red rool tiles, The curving driveway was
packed with Cadillacs and  Jags and
Bentleys and  Mercedes-Benzes.  There
scemed to be a solid acre of roses, and
another acre of orange and lemon and
olive.

“Ya esid.” the chauffeur said, pulling
up the Jaguar as il it were a horse.
“Creo que el duciio estd en el otro patio.
Es la hora de cokieles.”

Checky bastard, Alec thought. Even I
know it's martinitime, bull ranch or no
bull ranch. And the dueiio is bound to
be on the other patio, because that's
where the shade is and it is exactly one
prar, Andalusian standard time.

“Gracias para sus bondades,” Alec
said, as they got out. *“;Dénde estd la ruta
para los cokieles?”

“Este lado,” the chaufleur said. touch-
ing his cap. “A sus drdenes, senorita.”
Pause. “Seqor.”

“And what
asked.

“Nothing very much. T just thanked
him, and asked him which way was the
booze. I've a fecling he disapproves of
me. [ ain't wearing country bullfight
clothes, and I seem to be curting in on
the boss™ girllviend.”

“Now you just stop it,” Barbara said.
“Just stop it right now. Stop being cvni-
cal and superior. We're guests here, and
you're an added starter.”

“I know it,” Alec said. “And T feel like
an added starter. No matter. I'll be good
and speak only English and perhaps
maybe a littde pidgin Spanish to show
I'm a tourist. I wish 1'd worn my cordo-
bés hat, except it clashes so with Irish
tweeds, don't you think3”

"You " Barbara stopped as a tall
brown man came down the fagged.
flower-hedged path to meet them, both
hands owstrerched.

“iBarbard!” he said. “So very en-
chanted you could come and bring your
friecnd.” He took both her hands, then

'

was all that?” Barbara




bowed and kissed her right hand, plant-
ing the kiss on his own thumb. He
turned 10 Alec, bowed, and then extend-
ed his hand.

The grip was fim. The eyes were the
blue-green of the south, clear in the
haked brown face. The mustache was a
charcoal line over the red lips, and the
teeth were dazzling. The body was wear-
ing a fraje corto, but as host, Juan Men-
doza had allowed himsell a red necktie.
It went well with the ruffled shire and the
eray short jacket.

“Alec Barr, a su disposicion.”  Alec
saicd, without thinking. “Encantado, y
muchisimas gracias para su bondad de
mclwirme.”

One  hinely
arched.

“Ii is your house.” the owner said.
“You speak Spanish well, Senor Barr. So
few Americans do:; it is alwavs surpris-
ing. It is an honor to meet vou. Mr.
Barr. Barbara has told me much about
vou. Tell me. guapa. how is the picture
soing®” He oransferred  his atention.
“No. tell me later: first we must go and
meet our other friends and have a drink
and then vou must tell me evervihing.
This wav. please, to where you can hear
the noise.”

Barbara cut her eves dangerously at
Alec as they walked toward where the
noisc was. You promused to be nice, the
shined eves suid. You promised 1o be nice

drawn  black  eyebrow

and not be a smart ass about bulls or
Spain or anything else.

Alec nodded, and they walked into a
seething mass of people. A bar had been
set up on the other patio, which was
alsa flanked by big clay jars of gera-
niums and bordered in vast beds of
wide-eyed pansics and the loaflike cox-
combs, with roses crawling up the trees.
This patio stood hard by the swimming
pool. and the bar was sheltered with a
kind of Polvnesian-thatched-ronl hut of
palm fronds and cane.

“First we get a drink, and then T in-
troduce.” the host smd. “There are so
many people and 1 am so bad at intro-
duction. Some vou know [rom the last

party, Barbara—Pepe and Chelo and
Teresa and Ramon and Ignacio and
Blanca and Abundio and Paco and

Linda and Pilarin. The others are most-
Iv ingleses. Mavhe one or two [rom M-
drid—an arust and a good writer of
plavs. 1 think. and two bullfighters tak-
ing a helidayv. One is not bad. The
other * he shrugged, “But sim piatico.
And what do vou wish to drink?”

“Martini. please. with vodka.”
bara saic. ~If you have some?”

“Ol course we have some. And you.
sar?”

“I don’t suppose vou'd have a pink
win?” Alee could have kicked himseli for
being rude again. but something abomt
Don Juan's mustache and teeth annoyed

Bar-

him. His clothes fit oo well, i any case.

“Of course we would have a pink gin,
I went to school in England,” said Don
Juan. “Would vou like 1o swirl the bit-
ters yourself? Although Eladio here”—
gesturing at the bartender—"is reason-
ably expert.”

Touché, Alec thought. Te takes one 10
know one. He inclined his head respect-
fully in the direction of the barender.
Again he spoke in Spanish, but at the
bartender.

“1 should be delighted,” he said, using
the subjunciive, “to place myself in the
capable  hands ol your peon  de
confianza.”

“Un martini with vodka, drry on the
rrocks,” the host said, “and un peenk
geen, a la inglesa.”

Eladio the bartender smiled o tiny
smile at Alec as he wwirled the glass 10
spread  the  Angostura evenly. 1 don’y
think his bartender likes the son of a
bitch either. Alec thought. and  then
thought again: Why do I think of him as
a son ol a bitch? Jeulous of a man who
has done me no harm. or just out of my
depth with a lot of Spanish aristocracy?
People who fight calves on Sundav for
aags? People who never did a lick of
work in their livess Quit being a boy.
boy. You've been through this hefore, in
college.

Alee rased his glass.

“Health,” he said. this thme in Eng
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lish. “'Chin-chin.” He tasted his drink
and  raised  the glass again  at  the
bartender. “Perfectly constructed,” he
said in Spanish. "You must have an Eng-
lish grandmother.”

The bartender’s tiny smile split into a
grin.

“Irlandesa,” he said. “Irish, senior.”

"Now we go and see all the lovely
people,” Juan Mendoza said. He took
Barbara by the elbow. “I don’t think
you have cncountered my brother To-
mis yet, nor my cousin Carolina.”

- - L

There was nothing really wrong with
it, Alec thought—nothing at all. But I
never feel really i T know who T am
and whar I do. I know what I got and
how I make it and who respects me lor
what I do and what T got. There are
bulls’ heads with no ears in this lovely
cool adobe house with the black beams
against the whire plaster and the red
fowers in the jugs. There are the moth-
biten heads of deer and the heads of
ibex and the heads of pigs in the long
hallwavs, and I got better tigers and
lions and elephants and leopards. They
call hunting the caza grande here, and
fcel like thev've had a big day if they
shoot some poor deer with a horn on his
head. They get their rocks off by watch-
ing some beardless bov in tight pants
kill a bull—30.000 people in a plaza de
toros dying vicariously while a kid m a

gold jacket and tight pants waves a red
flag at a bull and accepts the possibility
that he might lose his manhood. If he
had any to lose, which is doubuful.

And now we are all gathered together
over this intcrminable lunch—my God,
gazpacho, gambas, pollo, judias, filete,
ensalada, patatas, pan, flan, the whole
bloody lot, with three kinds of wine
in pottery mugs, before we get 1o the
anisctte—in order to work up another
Kind of appetite to go out o the pri-
vate bull ring to watch a guy on a horse
shove a lance into a call. Then a bunch
ol drunks who should be having a siesta
will get down into the ring and the host
will take one end of a capote and the
pretuest girl will take the other end and
they will play bullfights with the calves,

“You know about the bulls*” the host
was being polite. “You have seen some
corvidas, Mr. Barr?”

“A little. I've seen some few corridas.”

“Do vou like them:”

“Very much. When the man doesn’t
ruin the bull. And the horns aren’t
shaved. And not too much laxative ad-
ministered before the bull comes out of
the toril.” Now why did I say that? Alec
asked himsell.

Here came the arched evebrow again.

“Whom have you seen:”

“The last Belmonte. Manolete. The
carly Arruza, Dominguin—Luis Miguel

[ FYY BRI °‘l

“It wants a goat sacrificed to it.”

—after the War. The earliest Ordonez.
I never knew his fither, except as a
manager. Nino de la Palma was a little
ahead ol me. So was Gaona. Some others
I knew in Mexico. Like Silverio.”

Ol¢ for you, father of the show-offs.

“You have written perhaps about
bulls?

-nNo"u

“But why? You seem to know about
them."”

“I can’t stand the thing about the
horses.” Alec was making a fecble joke
for the Englishwoman on his right,

The cvebrow again. No sense of hu-
mor here.

“But you know we pad them now?”

“That's just it.” Oh, damn me, I can’t
help it, Alec thought. He's putting me
on.

“The fact 15 that I hiwe horses, and
when they sopped getting it in the guis,
I kind ol gave up the aficion business.
Also, when they started cutting the vocal
cords so the tourists couldn’t hear them
scream, it put me off my swroke.”

Quoooh. Small squeak from the British
lunch pariner.

Don  Juan laughed a hearty host's
laugh.

“For a moment I thought you were
serious. Now I see you make a joke. We
call it in Spanish a “chiste inglés'—Eng-
lish humor. Truly, why have you not
written about the bullsz™”

Alec  shrugged.  “Truly, everything
worth writing about bulls has been writ-
ten—Henungway: Tom  Lea:  Barnaby
Conrad: some woman, [ lorget who: a
couple of Mexicans; at least a thousand
Spaniards: and, fnally, an American, a
friend of mine named Rex Smith, who
did a biography of all the bulls and bull
people. It seems 10 me the subject has
been wpped out—exhausted. Bulls have
now become a property for the tourists.”

Don  Juan Mendoza, the host, was
leaning on the lance now, burling it.
“The bulls don’t move vou anvmore,
thenz"

“No. They don’t move me anvmore,
Neither do the bullfighters. Not since
Manolere.”

“And AManolete moved you. Why?”

“Because both the man and the bulls
were honest. The man worked his corri-
da day by day, without looking to the
winter bookings in Mexico or Veneruela.
And the bulls had suong legs and un-
clipped horns.”

“You have been to tientas helore, Mr.
Barrz”

“Several. Many.” Here n comes again.
Up goes the evebrow.,

“Have you cver tested 1he calves?
Have vou ever known what it feels like
to be in a ring with a wild animal—even
a two-year-old calfz”

Alec shook his head and lit a cigareue.

“No, sir.”

“Would you like to try your hand
with the cape this alternoon? We could
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easily arrange a more suitable costume.”™

Alec shook his head. “No, sir. I'm basi-
cally Irightened of cows. 1 got butted
once when Iowas a kid.”

The table exploded in laughter, with
three exceptions—Aleg, the host and Bar-
bara Bayne.

Alec turned 1o his British neighbor. 1
didn't really mean  that about  the
horses,” he said. "I love horses, really.
I've ofien hunted with them.”

“Oh:” the squeaky voice asked. re-
stored 1o faith. “Foxes? Wild boar:"

“No.” Alec raised his voice a liule.
“When I hunt from horseback, it’s most-
ly Alrican elephant and, once in a while,
lion.”

That'll hold the bastard, he thought,
and attacked his flan.

The host was not vet finished.

“You hunt elephant and lion [rom
horseback?”

“Yes. And sometimes rhino.”

“But you are afraid of cows:”

“Exactly. T understand elephant and
lion and rhino. I do not hind mysell fas-
cimated by cows. A wwelve-inch horn up
vour backside is just as long as the best
horn on a four-year-old AMiurw. The
prospect fails 1o amuse me.”

“But elephants move you.” This came
as @ statement.

Alec Laughed.

“Ofen. 1 have probably run from

more elephant than Gallo ever ran from
bulls. Except, when you deal with ele-
phant you have no servant of confidence
o take the elephant off you with a cape,
and no callején 10 jump over. 1 general-
ly use big wees to hide behind.”

Again laughter, with the exception of
three.

“It is a pity,” the host said. “I would
like to see a man who hunts elephant
from horseback throw a cape at one of
my calves.”

“Sorry to disappoint vou. Don Juan.”
Alec said. “But I am hasically an afi-
cionado of the spectator sports. T will sit
with your permission. in the judge’s box
and drink brandy and award ears for the
best performance.”

“Ihink we will have coffee on the pa-
tio.” the host said, and stood up. Bar-
bara Bayvne fixed Alec Barr with a look
that might have served o deline him as
socially unacceptable.

- L] -

Alec Barr sat lonely in the owner’s
scats of the private bull ring. Nearlv ev-
ervone had had a crack at the clves,
The wwo prolessional  bullfighters—one
fair. one nothing—had performed some
flashy capework in mking the two-ver-
old heifers away from the man on the
horse. The host, Don Juan. had strapped
on his leather chaps and had produced
some maore llashy capework in the guites.

“Good Heavens — Adunt Lowise!”

performing acceptable  reboleras  and
chicuelinas, wrapping the cape around
him in a flash of magenta and yellow.
The brother, Tomiis, was playing the
part ol picador, mancuvering the hoises
well, leaning stoutly on the lance, laying
the iron into the shoulders of the calves
without unduly brinalizing them.

There are some damned good embryo
bulls down there on that yellow sand,
Alec thought. blinking against the slane-
ing sun ol the ke alternoon, sitting ofl
to himsell in the white plaster of the lit-
tle private ring. That last one ook 16
belore she quit. She will be put 1o the
sceel bulls and vield some mighty calves
lor the brave festival.

I wonder. he thought, what makes me
s0 bloody orneryz T led that poor bas-
tard, Juan, into a cul-desac ar the lunch
uible. T was wnlorgivably rude. 1 guess
it's merely insccurity in strange  places,
but I would love to see one ol these hig
mouths with the amatcur capes and the
country clothes go up against a really
nasty clephant in thick bush, or a lcop-
ard suddenly in the lap. He massaged his
welted  wrist s he remembered  the
screeching fury he had peeled off him-
sell, so many vears ago, choking it finally
1o cdeath with the barrels ol a shotgun.

[ got books to write, he thought. I got
bills to pay. I don’t need no horn up my
ass. This business ol the drunk socialites
plaving  with hall-grown bulls is like
plaving chicken with crs, where the hrse
one o swenve is a cowird. You remem-
ber that actress who got kicked e the
Lice by a horse, in this same Spain,
when she was learning how 1o hulliieht
from horseback? Tt ook a lot ol plastic
surgery 1o get that dimple siraighicened
out again, and she siill does her cose-
ups lrom the lelt side ol her Lace on ac-
count ol the lip not turning up on the
right side ol her Free when she smiles.

The hell with i, he said, and ook a
sip ol the brandy. Now we gor the star
turn. Little Miss Twitchett, the Barbara
Bah-ecen lrom Hollywood, is going 1o
hght a bull. Que tengas suerte, he whis-
pered. That you should have Tuck.

Barbara looked marvelous out there
on the golden sands ol the arena. (Gold-
en sands ol the arena? What kind of
writing is that? Adrena means “sand” in
Spanish, unless vou we in Catalonia,
where it's spelled arenys. Smart ass)

She had  her  cordobdés sombrero
tipped at exactly the right angle. a liule
forward. Her backside was tight and
trim in the siriped pants. Her shoulders
were braced well back, and those Lnas-
tic breasts pushed the frilled shirt for-
ward, with the vest-cut jacket swinging
Iree as she maised the cape to cite the i
tle cow. (Little cow? Enough horns there
o unzip her from navel to neck.)

“0lé Barbard! Ol la senoriia
amevicana! jOIE la actriz brava!”” The
voices swelled, all 20 of them, as Barbara
planted her [eet, one-two, as brave as



Manolete, who is dead, and cited the
call. (Barbara had the actor’s gilt of
magnificent mimicry. At the moment she
was plaving Blood and Sand—sccond ver-
sion, Tyrone Power—with himsell, Alec
Barr, playing critic by courtesy of the
late Laird Cregar.)

“Hul! Huh! Hul! Oh, hey, toro!”
He heard that wained acwress voice say-
ing the words just like something out of
Hemingway. “Eh hal! HoliohohoHal!
Toro!”

Perlect take, Cut!

Now here came the brave cow. (Horns
a good 14 inches long and sharp as nee-
dles. Weight 400 pounds and f(ull of
iromn.)

Barbara (Belmonie) Bayne swung the
cipe with nice slow gypsy wrists, taking
the cape low, sculpruring, head bowed.
looking at the feet, as the call came rom
mg. blood from the lancing streaming
thickly from its shoulder. ; Ay, qué torera!

The calf passed her and ook the cape
with her as she weni. Then the calfl
shook the cape irritably from the horn
and looked again for an enemy. She
found the enemy. It was wearing a beau
tifully cut traje corto—tight pauts, fine
bolero jacker, correct cordobés hat, bos-
oms swelling under frilled shire. Stand-
ing alone and uncertin.

“Hul!" This time it was the calf who
cited, and charged. The host and his
brother ran into the ring with capes, but
not soon enough., Barbara ran [or the
hurlaelero. the jokemaker, the little pan-
try in which bullfiglters sometimes find
it necessary to hide—with the cll goos-
ing her all the way.

Barbara wipped and fell just as she
achieved the entrance 1o the burladero.
The cow lowered her head (she's left-
handed, bad left hook, Alec noted) and
unzipped Barbara’s tight panis as she
crawled to salery behind the burladero.

The host and his brother caped 1he
call away. and Barbira emerged from
the burladero.

Her backside shone white in the Sevil-
lian sun. She had lost her hat. Her pants
were down around her ankles. She had
badly torn the fronr of her blouse and
her nose was scraped by sand. Her [ace
was ashen and she had begun o cry.

The host, Jwm. i up and wrapped
her in o highiing cipe.

Alec shuddered. He decided, 1l some-
body could find her a pair of pants or
something fairly decent 1o wear winil she
got back 10 1he hotel, that this was going
to be no night 1o spend on a Lue dinner,
with amenco until dawn.

Tt is not, he munered, the hasty ascent
up the thorn tree when you e being
chasedd by a vhino that huris so much. It
is that long wip down. It was going to
be a long rip back to the hotel, and a
smart. man would be well dvised o
keep his mowth shut.

3

{

4

Clubman Sporteoats, $35 to $75. For nearby Clubman clothier, write Sagner, Inc., 933 S. Maple Ave., Los Angeles 15, Calil,

~ you belong
In a clubman
sportcoat




PLAYERBOY

234

Mr. Hicks X-Press Slacks are the
best-looking, best-tailored, best-
fitting, permanent-press slacks you
can reach for. Many new styles,
colors . . . and no ironing’s needed.
Ever! Try a pair soon. Or several
pair. $6.95 at better stores.

Hicks-Ponder Co. « El Paso, Texas

BACK TO CAMPUS
(continued from page 146)

and some snap-fastened buuonless but
tondowns to break up a solid styling
front. On the sporting scene, Henley
shirts are well liked. Yellows and navy
blues are new colors for most of the
fashion-conscious men in the South.

Formalwear: The University of Flori-
da goes all ouwr in this area, where the
fancy dinner jacket [eaturing raised
scrollwork on the collar and cuffs is a
current vogue. But be sure you have
your basic formal wardrobe in shape be-
[ore you add any of the current fads.

Walk shorts: A growing movement to
allow students 1o wear them 1o class (al-
ready an approved plan at the Universi-
ty of Miami) adds to the desirability of a
full selection of walk shorts in yow
wardrobe. There are no rules to follow
here. Take your pick from brightly pac
terned madvas and printed-cotton stvles,

Sweaters: These items are very big in
the South, with alpacus and shagey wools
leading the parade. The most popular
colors are navy blue, vellow, camel and
the subtler heather shades. Take along
one lightweight wool or wool blend in
long sleeves. You'll find it will be very
useful when the temperature is 0o cool
for the shortsieeved shirt but not quite
cool enough for a jacket.

THe MIDWEST: Il you're planning a
whole year's wardrobe at once, remem-
ber that in the Midwest you can go from
balmy autumn davs straight ino a se-
vere winter. Then spring checks in with
weather that feels more like summer in
Alabama—in short, be ready for any-
thing. Take along at least one summer-
weight suit and a light sports jacket,
KReep them right next o your winter
gear, because you'll never know which
one you're going to want from one day
to the next.

Suits: Neat worsteds in navy blue,
gray, olive and brown are our choices
among the darker colors. Tan and grav-
olive are the best ol the medium tones.
It you already have a sizable wardrobe
and are just hlling in, make a medium-
shade glen plaid your next purchase. You
should have at least one vested suit to
complete vour needs in this department.

Sports jackets: The navy-blue blazer is
practically a Big Ten uniform. but vou
can give it a personality of its own by
creful selection ol accessories. A popu-
Lar second choice for casual jackets is one
ol the many varieties of gold-toned
tweeds showing up in college shops all
over the Midwest this [all.

Slacks: There's a definite prelerence
for waditional slacks with cuffs and bel
loops. The cut is a bit fuller than in re-
cent years. Heather mixes seem 1o be the
[avorite colors.

Topeoats: A heavy overcoat is a must.

Naturalshoulder styles in camel's hair
with lleece linings look like swong fash-
ion trend seiters this year. As a second
choice, try one of the short-cut stadium
Or car coats.

Shives: In the central states, a wend is
showing up where long-point and round-
collar styles in solid colors are worn
pinned. The buttondown set gencrally
prefers suripes, either broad or narrow.

THE souThwest: The cowboy  look
has been the biggest single mfluence on
sportswear fashions in recent vears (more
about this in owr October Fall and 1Win-
ter  Fashion  Forvecast). Harness-leather
and big brass buckles started here as a
lad and moved across the country o be-
come solid [ashion accessories. Wheat
jeans also got their big push in this area
and are now accepted with varying de-
grees ol enthusiasm almost evervwhere.

Suits: As a balance o the country-
casual style in sports clothes. Southwest
students select their suits with an eye to-
ward the more waditionally formal sivles
ot the East. We like four suits for this
part ol the country—iwo dark ones in
blue, slategray. olive or brown; a medi-
um in clay or tan: and one sofily shaded
style in a light herringbone or glen
plaid. Vests are still strong in this part
ol the country, and at least one of your
dark suits should be so accoutered.

sports jackets: The navy-blue blazer is
virtually a must, but we think vou'll need
three or [our more coats to fill out vour
casual-wardrobe requirements. Again, be-
cause of the weather changes you'll want
to pack different weights ol clothing. We
suggest a herringbone tweed and a bold
Shetland plaid for the cooler days and
nights, while scersuckers and  denims
make sense for the warmer weather.

Outerwear: Take vour pick among the
new models ol three-quarter-length cor-
duroy coats, Hecce-lined poplin jackets
or the quilted nylon ski-parka seyles.

Shirts: It's the oxford butondown all
the way. Various hues of yellow are big,
as well as some ol the darker blue
shades. For sport styles, we find solid col-
ors are strong in both the cloth and knit
versions.

Walk shorts: Patch madras and white
are the big favorvites here. When the
l(.'l]ll)l'l'&lllll'(.' warms llp. .'illOl'lS dAre (I')ﬂuf
all you can see at the University of Okla-
homa, Texas ARM and Rice.

Sweaters: They're just as important
here as everywhere else. A hall dozen
from among the Vnecks, cardigans and
carew-necks in Shetland and lamb’s wool,
brushed wools and mohairs make a solid
beginning. Alpacas are always good for
B. M. O.C. status. The heather tones,
navy blue, yellow shades and olive
blends are the Tvorite colors.

IME wisT coast: The top style for the
Pacific student is basically a nawral
shoulder livened up with individual
touches dear to the heart of the Western



scholar. Jackets are worn a bit wider and
longer than in the rest of the counury.
There are a lot ol bright clothes on the
Coast, but it's a good idea 1o step cau-
tiously ar first. Don’t go overboard for
the [ad of the moment. It's betwer wo wait
lor a while and adjust to your require
ments, depending on the climate and
the needs of your social life.

Suits: You must remember that the
West Coast is a long one. Check the
weather  at your school and fill in
the specifics ol your wardrobe according-
ly. But black, navy blue, black-olive and
dark gray are good choices for dressed-
up occasions anywhere along the coast
line. Tropical weights go big from
Carmel on down. Vests are worn in the
north, but rarely south ol Balboa. The
polyester and worsted blends are very
popular, as are cear and mill-hmished
worsteds. A move oward hand-hinished
twists 1s just beginning in the Pacific
Northwest area.

Sports jackets: First, it's that navy-blue
blazer again, Then wy a herringbone or
Shetland. The linens, denims and seer-
suckers are always good lor the warmer
weather.

Slacks: Living on the West Coast helps
a man develop a sharp eye for colors.
As a result, color-coordinated slack-and
sports-jacket outlits are perhaps strongest
out by the Pacific. These are particularly
usclul for sporting combinations in the
blue shades, which have always been
difficult to work with in csual clothing.

Outerwear: Ski parkas are still impor-
tant out there, as well as suede jackets
and three-quarter-length car coats.

Raincoats: One with a zip-in warmer
is a wise choice. The nights are cooler
and damper than the Chamber of Com-
merce likes o admit.

Shirts: The men out West like their
collar and Eabric styles about the same as
the Eastern schools, but tend 1o preler a
more severcly tapered cut around the
chest and  waist. Sport shirts in  the
northern arcas run oward wools, cordu-
roys and flannels. Down south, the usual
plaids and stripes share in popularity
with strongly shaded auersall and hop-
sack styles.

Sweaters: There's hardly a sweater
style going that can’t make it out West.

-7
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(_,()l()ls. are Lively, with navy, yellow '.I.llll W’;f;ﬂ‘
camel's-hair shades leading the way. The CEaea

vest in many suits has been replaced by
a sleeveless Veneck pullover carefully col-
or coordinated 1o the fabric of the suit.
All over the American cunpus scene,
the emphasis is solidly on sophistication.

In colors, fabrics and tiloring, the (
young college man ol today demands :

and gers what he wants—the best there

is. The styles depicted in our Back to

Campus photos lollow in this tradition,

2
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would be the usual seasonal sag in game
sales. Instead, Monopoly sold more than
ever: people who had seen it played over
the holidays wanted their own sets. The
Salem office becaime so overrun with or-
ders that they had 1o be stowed in laun-
dry baskets in hallways unul the Parkers
could get around 1o handling them.
Each year since, Monopoly has been the
largestselling board game in the coun-
try. Parker Brothers' presses print up
15 billion dollars a year in Monopoly
moncy, almost double the annual ourput
ol the UL 8. Treasury. Monopoly has been
amsled  into 11 languages and s
played all over the world, and in some
parts illegally. One of Fidel Castro’s first
edicts alter taking over in Cuba was to
order all Monopoly sets destroyed  for
being oo “symbolic ol an imperialistic
and capitalistic system.” In true Monop-
o'y fashion, however, a sharp wader can
pick up a nice proht on the black mar-
ket in Havana by selling illicit Monop-
oly. The game has been banned in
Russia for some ume, but somecone is
playing 1t somewhere behind the Iron
Curtain: The six models that were on
display at the U.S. exhibiton in Mos-
cow a few years ago were all swolen by
visitors Lo the exlibit.

Winston Churchill was a grear Fan of
the game, as was President Kennedy, A
sroup ol American guerrilla fighters who
stayed hehind in the Philippines alter
Pearl Harbor played the game almost
continuously throughout most of the
War. The endurance record for a single
game is held by a group of Indiana col-
lege siudens who played for 336 hours
straight. The men who pulled off the
great English wain robbery ol 1963
lulfilled the dream of every boy who
ever needed a seven to land on Board-
walk. They played Monopoly for real
money—part of the £2,500,000 in small
notes they stole.

The reasons for the game's popularity

are locked in the black hearts of the
millions who play it. Originally, it was
thought the appeal of amassing real-
estate empires with play money would
last only as long as the American Depres-
sion, but throngh boom times and war,
the game keeps selling more than ever.
In Italy, Park Place and Boardwalk are
Yarco della Vittoria and Viale dei Giar-
dini. In France, one of the pieces is a
chamber pot, but the basic irresistible
lure remains. There are lew games that
allow a player to gain the upper hand
and squeeze the lile out of his opponent
quite so inexorably. Forlune magazine
inspected  Monopoly  and  called 1t
“iagame that caters 1o the most grinding
acquisitive instincts ol every  business-
man.”

Shelley Berman clidms, “It's that thrill
you get when you know you've just

g3 wiped out a [riend.”

(continued from page 116)

When  playing Monopoly, a  person
can throw off the normal restrictive so-
cial requirements for honesty and, for a
briel while, ind bad sporismanship and
foul play at a delicious premium. Tt mat-
ters not whether you win or lose ar Mo-
nopoly, it's how viciously you play the
game. Long after a player has lorgotien
the outcome ol a Monopoly session, he
will joyously recall some particularly
shabby deal he managed 1o pull off.

Afr. Darrow, now i millionaire in gen-
uine U. 5. money on his Monopoly royal-
ties, cares not at all abour the mystique
that has grown up around his brain
child. He is more than happy in his role
as a gentleman farmer growing orchids
in Bucks County, Pennsylvania, and tak-
ing an occasional wip around the world,
where he has seen Monopoly played
such unlikely places as New Guinea and
Sikkim. To anyone asking him for tips
on how to win, he gives the same sage
advice: “Stay our of debt and buy Board-
walk and Park Place.”

For people who don’'t mind going
wildly into debt, the premier gambling
vehicle of all board games is backgam-
mon, something most people see for the
first time pasted on the bottom side of a
child's checkerboard. The game is almost
as casy 10 learn as checkers, and a bright
ten-year-old can pick 1t up with no
difficulty. On the surface, all thae is re-
quired is to roll dice and to move 15
picces, or gammons, off the board before
your opponent can. Beneath those sim-
ple moves, however, are a host of deli-
cate decisions on whether to run or to
block. Since the ante can be doubled at
any ume, a pl;l}'cr may fnd mself
caught up in a geomewic escalation of
the original stake. He suddenly finds
that this deceptively simple aflair can be
one of the most brutal money games
ever invented.

Last summer, Prince Serge Obolensky
ol New York, Palm Beach, cic., mvited
some big plungers 10 Lucayan Beach in
the Bahamas lor a hlack-tie dinner and a
bit ol backgammon. One  prominent
New York socialite opened a game for
S50 a point. Within cight minutes he
was one roll away Trom losing S16.000.
He rolled a pair ol twos and in a single
toss cut his losses to 58000,

Backgammon and parcheesi are both
progenitors ol what expert  gamesters
call “wack games,” one ol three basic
board-game types. The other two are
contests of static alignment and ol open
warlare. The wack game, in which the
playing pieces are moved along a pre-
scribed  route, comes an all varieties,
from Monopoly w0 the suaight chase
evems like Formula 1 by Parker Broth-
crs and Le Mans by Avalon Hill-——wo
simple  but  excellent  re-oreations  of
Grand Prix moror racing, Track games
with their structured movement patierns

are the most common types played and
the most casily mastered.

By contrast, the ancient Japanese
game ol go is an exercise in pure strat-
cgy, has no movement whatsoever and
can never be mastered. A sirategic-align-
ment game of infinite subtlety, go is as
much a part of the Japanese culiure as
judo and the tea ceremony. Lvery major
Japanese newspaper carries a column on
it and proficiency in the game is often
classed as the equivalent ol a university
degree. In go, a player attempts w0 sur-
round the other’s pieces cither singly or
in groups by proper plicement of his
own tokens. But once placed, they cm-
not be moved again. When played by
experts (there are nine degrees of ex-
cellence registered in Japan), go becomes
an claboriely elegane altair where the
obvious is always avoided. If one player
sees a group ol his opponent’s pieces
so arranged that they cannot be saved
from encircdlement, he simply regards
them as dead and ignores them while
he passes on to consider another part
of the board. It would be consid-
ered a breach ol decorum o actually
deliver the coup de main in 100 simple a
situation. There are five points of cti-
quette and courtesy involved in go, and
if a player is within one move of making
a capuure, it is expected he will Lap
lightly on the board with one of the
picces, much as a chess player says
“"Check.” Scholars devote years ol study
to the intricacies of the game.

The open-strategy  game  of  war
typificd by chess is enjoving a revival.
Most probably invented in India. chess
has been the master strategy game of
history since its inception, Moslem chiel-
tains used the game as a waining device
for sharpening the wits ol their ofhcers
for war. In one ancient legend, a pair of
Eastern princes staged a chess maich in-
stead of going 1o war at all, because both
were convinced that the better player
would undoubtedly win the war anyway,
and it seemed silly to spill blood when
the winner could be predetermined with-
out acwually resortng 1o combat

Despite its militant overtones, chess
has always been a bite academic for the
wue war gamer who usually likes 1o
spread himsell out over a bit more tert-
torv. H.G. Wells acated a board
for playing home baule games that
stretched from his living room out imo
the garden and [eatured a small cannon
hiring blanks w0 yicld added realism,

Honors lor developing the most intri-
cate war game ol all ume, however, must
go 1o the respected Ul S, milicary histori-
an Flewcher Prau, who invented a Navy
battle game using hundreds ol scile
model ships that finally becime so inri-
cate he had o rent a giant dance hall o
play it in. Dozens of people were needed
to move the models and execute firing
commands. To be at all proficient, a
player had 1o masier the formula for the
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The devotees ol  sophisticated  war
games who wish 1o stop at something
bit short of Praw’s exuavaganzas have
lound their answer in games produced by
the Avalon Hill Company of Baltimore.
Avalon Hill makes a whole e of games
that 1ake tactical maps and re-create fa-
mous batles of history, imcluding such
cpic clashes as Waterloo. Gettyshurg, St
lingrad. Midway and the Bade ol the
Baulge. In addition o the normal excite-
menis of war gaming, the Avalon Hill
variciies give the playver the added fillip
ol rewriing history, Moving along the
hexagonal squares that overlay a rendi-
tion of the Belginn countryside, Napo-
teon can now move out and engage Von
Bilow's Prussian force near Tilly 1o his
vight. while Marshal Nev routs  the
British at Quatre Bras. Then, as his cav-
alry sareen at Nevilles holds up allied
reinforcements. Bonaparwe can lead  a
smartly executed seizure ol the positions
at Mont-Saint-Jean and veap the satisfy-
my victory over the Duke of Wellingron
that history dented him 150 years ago.

VWwalon Hill plavers are the Monap-
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olists ol the war-game business: A simple
victory is rarvely enough, For them, noth-
ing less than total anmihilation of the
cnemy will do. A wruculently ageressive

group. they have their own newspaper
and  advertise lor opponems  w  play

them through the mail in any given his-
torical bawde with much the same guict
humility ol Cassins Clav.  "Wanted:
American general who  thinks he ¢
arack my impenetrable delense of Fes-
tung Furopa,” went one announcement,
“If vou're not an experienced  plaver,
don’t waste my time.” The company
takes vowes among its regular plavers to
determine which  batiles shall be  en-
gamed next. Since the plavers have largely
picked the batles themselves, they have
no compuncuons about gewing in touch
with the companv if anvthing bothers
them, Avalon HH oflicial and  cume
designer Tom Shaw long azo stopped
being surprised at gewting calls in the
middle ol the might Trom as Tar awav
as Rhodesta to setle a bitter argument
abour some obscure point ol tactics.
The exact relationship bhetween men
and the games they play is as delicie as
gossamer: o there is one sure thing in
the gime business, it is that no one real-
Iy knows what makes a game popular

oo

“You're not sick exactly. you're just—how shall I
put !U—-munmr”) dissipated for a boy of nineteen.’

and what doesn’t. The list of Tailures is o
distinguished one. George Parker, the
founder ol the game dynasty and inven-
tor of a ralt ol successful games, was con-
vinced that his best creation was o game
called Chivalry, which was never a best
seller. Dinrow tried his hand at a couple
ol new games, but couldn’t even find a
moderate suceess, lew alone another Mo-
nopoly. A game can even fail for being
too accurate a rellection of real-ife prob-
lems. Avalon Hill once put out something
called Railvoad Dispatcher. It vellected
the problems involved in shuflling triins
so perfealy thar i became a big hic with
railvoad  dispatchers, but practicilly o
one clse.

Olhcers of the 3M Company. which
has just entered the game business with
a series ol excellemly  produced  skill
games, are convinced  their luware  lies
in the field of challenging brain games.
ut even with the most advanced mun-
keting  and  merchandising  systems  at
their command, they know  they e
pursuing a shadow. “You can computer-
iz¢ games Just so [ar,” one said, Tand
then you just have o stop and see il it's
fun or not”

Robert B. M. Barton, the current presi-
dene of Parker Brothars, once made up a
lengthy list of the essential rules neces-
sary lor a board game 1o be “Tun.” He
put out specihe ansouctions on how
complicied o game should be, what the
vight number of players is, how long it

should tike, and so on. One by one, new
games successtully broke the rules, unul

today he s lelt with no more than the
basics the ancient Chaldeans had o be-
sin with—there should be some sense ol
conllict and there should be a definite
winner. The most recent big new game
by Purker Brothers, Risk, was adjusted
to fit these two remaining rules. Invented
by the talented French cinematographer
and author Albert Lamorisse, Risk was
originally called Conquest of the World.
In spie of its ringing Gaullist  ule,
Parker Brothers tested  the game  and
found it was possible 10 play indehniely
without anyone  cver completely  con-
quering anything. T ok a vear and a
hall amd more than 1000 test games o
work our a new set ol percentages so
I]Ial there could hinally be a winner and

1 loser. Ina not inlvequently conlusing
u-ul'ld. it is sometimes  comlorting 1o
know lor sure which s which.

Aldous Huxley, who had o habit of
putting things well. perhaps put it best.

“With  their simple  ad unequivocal
rules,” he said. games “are like so many
islineds of order in the vague untidy

chaos ol experience. In games one passes
from the incomprehensible universe of
given reality into a neat litde man-made
world where evervihing is clear, pur-
posive and easy o understand.”
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strike a blow for progress. We must
cradicate the notion that a downshift
from lourth to third at 80 mph wkes
the car of a French-horn player and
the actile sensitivity ol a brain surgeon.
We have to face the fact that while
driving a fast automobile is one ol lile's
kicks, one ncedn’t be a superman, a
bright monkey can do it, and judged
lrom the point of view of miles-to-
accident ratio, the high-grade moron is
best of all. One doesn’t even need to
know how to shilt gears, the automatic
transmission is here to stay. The hand-
writing came clearly on the wall when
Jim Hall, present voad-racing champion
ol the United States, began to run away
and hide from everyone, driving a Chap-
arral with a two-speed automatic in it
Hall isn't the first to have run a race car
ot an automatic, but it looks as il he has
lound a better combination than anyone
else. When he and Hap Sharp won this
year's Sebring 12-Hour Race, on a circuit
requiring 1520 gear shiltis a lap from
old-fashioncd  machinery.  beating — as-
sorted Ford G'1s, Cobras and Fervaris,
they stuck the hnal seal of doom on the
stick shilt.

During the 19505, when the big Cadil-
lacstulled  Allards  stalked  the  land,
slaving lesser [ry, there was a lot of ex
perimentation with automatic transinis-
sions, not all of it successlul. T remember
a garage in Sebring, 1952, 11 or 12 o'clock
at night, the place the wsual welter of
spare tires, bare light bulbs, squashed
colfee containers, a driver coming in on a
pickup truck. furious, to report that his
Cad-Allird. running an automatic, had
locked up. or selecied reverse, he didn't
know which, on the way to the circuit
for a tryout. The road to the course at
Sebring runs through orange groves, and
he had gone backward into the soft,
sandy earth, and stuck. Another driver,
scheduled o drive an identical car, was
considerably moved by the news. One
could see the idei bang through his
brain: It was one thing for a trinsmis-
sion o lock solid at 40 miles an hour.,
rumbling along a couniry road, and
something else in at 140, on the cir-
cuit. He sat, seddenly, on a running
bowrd. Two years belore, though, 1950, a
Cadillac-Allard running a Hydra-Matic
transmission had  won  Sebring  overall,
Fred Wacker and Frank Buorrell up.

Automatics ran at Watkins Glen, even
a Bugaui, a Type 5 Grand Pris car
owned by Dr. S0 L. Scher with g

Dynaflow in it, Bill Milliken driving.
The Bugatti wis less than sensaional,
but Allards in the hands of Wacker and
Burrell, Cal Connell, A, E. Goldschinidy
and Fred Warner campaigned all over
the place, even in the Argentine. What
happened o them? They didn't re-
turn cnough advantage to justily their

high cost and maintenance complexity;
drivers like Briggs Cunningham, Fred
Wacker and James Kimberley saw that
the Cadillac and Chrysler engines, good
as they were, and big enough 10 accept
the losses inherent in 1950 automatics,
could not outlist three or four liters of
Ferrari. and Enzo Ferrari didn’t sell bare
engines, he sold race cars, complete with
stick shifts. The automatic transmission
idea went on the shell for a while.

Not only mechanical  [actors  were
responsible. The mystique had a lot to
do with it, the idea that gear shilting is
an exouc skill. “This nonon, like so much
clse in motor racing, came o the United
States fvom England and was cenmral o
the support ol the sport by people
who would themsclves never drive in
competition, but whose need o associate
themselves with competition drivers was
essential to their pleasure, if not their
sccurity. When motor racing was new, a
driver who hoped to get anywhere near
the first rank had to be built like a
weight lilwer, or at least be as strong as
one. Clutch- and brake-pedal pressures
were fierce, the steering wheel, often
geared  almost  1-to-1,  delivered  every
road shock direct to the wrists, and gear
levers had long throws. When a driver
had a flat, he and the mechanic jumped
out and changed it, and without the
help ol automatic jacks and hall-a-dozen
pit people, and they changed not the
wheel, but the tive isell. They cut the
old one off the rim with knives, levered
the new one on, then pumped it up, and
plenty of cus ate ten tires in a single
race. A man who wasn't brutally strong
simply could not drive competitively in
the days of the Vanderbilt Cups, the
carly Targa Florio, and so on.

Even in the 19205 and 1930s strength

counted. Movie shots of the big Auto-
Union G.P. cars running down the
straights in the middle 1930s  showed

their drivers making quick and con-
tinual sweering corrections, and, carlicr,
Tazio Nuvolari, one ol the [our greatest
drivers of all time, decided thar he was
too small and too light to horse the big
cus around, and out of his inability
cvolved the driving stvle, the drilting,
rhythmic, swinging way ol going that so
profoundly influenced  everyone  [rom
his time onward. Today, raw strength
counts for lLittle. Steering is so light that
13-inch wheels ofier plenty of leverage;
gear-lever movements are short:  pedal
pressures  are light. Engines are rear-
mounted, so that drivers do not have to
contend with ferociously high  cockpit
temperatures, high cenough to take five
pounds ofl a man in a race, high enough,
indeed, so that blistered feet were no wild
raritv. Condition matters, Grand Prix
racing 15 not tor weaklings, bhut wremen-
dous physical strength, such as Piero
Taruth and  Stirling  Moss and  Juan

Manuel Fangio had, is not imperatively
a part ol a champion’s armorarium.

But always there has been, as a con-
stant, the ability to shilt gears smoothly
and very quickly, smoothly because ar
high speeds even a slight jerk in the
drive Yine cin cause the rear wheels 10
lose their grip on the road, a grip tenu-
ous al the best ol it and give the driver,
a sccond later, the problem of some-
thing going sidewise; quickly  because
when a cr is in nearral, going up the
box, it is coasting, it is not under power,
and  coasting wins no  races;  quickly
going down the box becwse then the
gears must be used Tor braking. and
there is no braking power in newral. In-
deed, drivers have dicd becuse  they
missed shifts, nearly always downward,
say Irom thivd to second, and thus lost
vital braking power. Still. the skill was
not hard o learn. Alfonso de Portago
was inept at gear changing when he be
gan to race. by his own admiss’on. b
hie became expert in an alternoon.

Gear shilting has remained dear 1o the
afictonado because it was the one attri-
bute anyone at all could share with the
Olympians. One might not be able o
read the hne print ol a newspaper across
a room, as Moss could, or pick up the
back end ol a ruce car, as Tarufh could,
or drive flat-out for three davs and three
nights, as Erik Carlsson could, but one
could learn to shife gears as expertly, at
feast. mechanically as expertdy, as any
one of them, and thus one shared a
bond, and was eénabled rigidly to ex-
clude from the magic circle lesser lighas
who were slow, or shook the car, or—
appalling  grossness!—made  crunching
noises. Such were relerred to in print as
“hamefisted  peasantis”  or - “clots”  or
“boors who don't deserve 1o sit at the
wheel of a good motorcar.” In 1948 I
was driving a noted British motoring
journalist who criticized my gear shifting
in a subtle but unmistakable [ashion:
He held himsell lighdy in the seat. pen-
dulumlike, and let his head boly forward
and backward as the cutch came in. The
stndard  of shiluing he enforced  was
usuiel with the inner circle: A passenger
should feel nothing whatever in a gear
shift, and hear nothing but vising or {all-
ing cngine sound, the progress of the
arr, fasier or slower.  absolutely  un-
marred. Racing drivers aside, the best 1
have known was a 60-vear-old chaulleur,
veteran of 30-odd vears on Rolls-Royees,
He could shilt up through four gears
and  down  through  four, in  steady
progression,  absolutely  imperceptibly.
He had, ol course, been through the old
Rolls-Rovee school, in which four days

of the cmriculum were set aside for
shifung alone.
Aestheries aside, and snobbery, and

the racing mystique, gear shifting has
something clse going for it: the veliel of
boredom. Driving an awtomobile is in
essence boring. Just sitting there steering
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the thing doesn’t provide much diver-
sion unless one 1s going very last. Con-
stant gear shifting, with its suggestion of
mastery over the vehicle, 1s mildly enter
taining, and the more gears the maore en-
tertainment. The Alla Romeo Giulietta
and the new Porsche 911, with five-speed
boxes, are by some esteemed for that rea-
son alone, and even for Mini-Minors a
Iivespeed Coloui box is available. Six-
speed setups have already appeared on
some race cars, and will move to gran
turismo cavs. 'The smaller the engine, the
laster it turns, the more gears one needs.
to keep it within its maximum power
range regardless of the road speed of the
car; but even big engines, engines thi
could do nicely with only two speeds, are
sold today with [our-on-thefloor. In
1963, about 4 percent of all U.S, cars
came off the line with fourspeed manual
transmissions, 20 percent with - three-
speed. (The other 76 percent were, of
course, autonmutics.) It's sale o say thi
all but a braction of that percent ol
manuals went to male drivers, and safer.
I suppose, 1o sav that there was not one
ol them who did not, at some time in
the first 60 days, think, Miylike, slan-
ming the short stick from fowrth 1w
third, that he was at one with Camille
Jenawzy, or Jim Clark, or somcone in
between.

They're going to take that away,
though. Every race-car designer in the
world has screwed the midnight lamp 10
his drawing board, and the pu:(:nlt-ms
are being shilied and reshilied, from the
old rumbling Cad-Allards through the
Hobbs automatic Lotus Elite, which Lud
down 15 wins in the 1961 sports-car sca-
son, to Hall's present rig, based on a
General Motors unit. (Talk in the wade
is that Hall's ransmission came out of
“the back door”™ at GM. a phrase that
means httle enough. Anyone can buy a
GAM component. For example, the stand
ard supercharger used on the big drag-
sters s i GAL diesel blower, But General
Motwors’ position on racing at the moment
15 in compliance with the 1957 resolution
ol the Automobile Manulacturers’ Asso-
caation lorbidding  participation in or
support of racing. GM savs—and it's an
argument hard w0 relute—that  racing
proves nothing that can’t be better prov-
en in the laboratory and on the Lictory
test stand. The argument that horse rac-
ing “improves the breed” is a laughable
soplistry, has heen lor decades, and the
motor-racing parallel is litde swonger in
logic: Ford is deep in racing now, but
Ford's mouvation is hnancaal, what else?
Marker reseamrch has shown the Dear-
born executives that the war babices are
growing up, convinced them than racing
appeals to the late-teens and  early-20s,
and il you sell a Fairlane today you may
sell a Continental 15 years lrom now.)

Back 1o the four-on-the-floor. Or the
five-on-the-floor. Or the six-on-the-deck.
Or, God spare us, the seven-in-the-slot.

fun at hand...
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We come 1o the wondrous and esoteric
“heel-and-toe™  wechnique.  When  the
tumed,  housebroken  motoring  critics
have said that the Gimmelsbar two-liter
is absolutely great excepe that the horn
note is perhaps a bit thin, and the head-
lights do not, actually, penetrate as far
through the glim as they should, and the
ashiray is not, wuly, as easily accessible
as it might be, they usually say as well
that the position of the accelerator and
brake pedals does not lend isell to the
“heeland-oe™ echnique. What, prithee,
Mynheer, is thisz Well, it is a way ol
wearing out a motorcar. The idea is
this: You, Walter Mitty, are flying down

Rowe 17w the supermarket, and
coming up s, as well you know, the
right-angle turn into Main Street. You
stay on the gas as long as you dare, then

you twist your ankle, drop vour heel
ono the brake pedal and goose the ac-
celerator with your toe, or the other way
around, and go down a gear. Mavbe, if
youre very brave, and are going very
fast, you drop fwe geas, bloop, bloop,
and there you are, under heavy wheel
and engine braking together, around the
corner. In racing, the move makes sense
because it satishes the imperative neces-
sity, before-cited., that the car shall never
coast. In street driving, it's like carrying
a sword cine 1o a cocktl party: Who
needs it? Never mind, it's an essential
part ol the gearbox mystique. Tt's kicks,
but it costs: Every time you goose an en-
gine [rom 3000 rpm to 5500, you're rub-
bing sieel off the bores and dollars off
your budget. The way to come imo a
corner, unless your best friend is seven
minutes [rom the delivery room, or the
local Law has commandeered you and
shooting [rom the other window, is to
take your foot off and let the thing slope
up to it. Still. what am I saying? You're
Piero Tarufh keening through the out-
skirts of Bologna at 150 mph in the
1957 Mille Miglia, and who worries about
the odd kopeck at a time like tha?

In 1968, I dare say, there won't be a
stick shilt sprouting from the floor of a
race ¢ berween this and Tokyo. You
can’t do long division, never mind solid
geometry, as fast as IBM's grear iron
brain, and as long ago as 1952, 1 think, 1
suw Erwin Goldschmidt in o Cad-Allard
Hydra-Matic open five car lengths on a
sports Ferrari i the fat part of 500
vards. You, though you walk clbhow 1o
elbow with Parnelli and A J. and Clark

and Swrtees, you cn’t, repeat. cannot,
wiggle the stick thar fast. The auto
tans.. as the types say. is here 10 stay.

Only the comparatively slow march ol
technical progress has been holding it
up. While the automatic was so ineffi-
cient that it absorbed a disproportionie
amount of available  engine  power,
race crs couldn’t afford it small pas-
senger cars couldn’t afford i, and it was
really uselul only on the big V.8s. Auto-
matics put much more power on  the

road now than they used to, and leave
less of it churning around inside in the
triains of planetary gears. in the oil-hlled

torque  converters: thev're lighter, and
race-car designers can use  them, and

revel in their great edge over the stick
shift. An awomauc can be sct up o
keep an engine turning at its peak
power-producing rate whether the car's
in a 30-mph hairpin or on a 190-mph
straight, without any aeention from the
driver. This is very mportant, because
some Formula I engines produce maxi-
mum power only within a very narrow
range ol revolutions per minute. say he-
tween 9000 and 10,800, the figures for
the current BRM. This requires a driver
to shift constantly—at Monaco, for ex-
ample. every five scconds—and to watch
the tachometer closely. On the sureet,
one can listen to the engine: on the cir-
cuit. with carplugs studfed in until they
almost meer in the middle, it's harder,
one must sense the wrque the engine is
putting out. on¢ must rely on feel. The
automatic  transmission  eliminaes  all
this, and puts the driver in the position
of the captain on the bridge ol a ship
he can pay avention 1o where the
thing’s going, and et the engincering
department arend 1o the nuts and bols.
Very well. And Q. E. D. And with the
stick shift gone. how shall we amuse our-
selves with the delusion that we are all
pilotesz There's the steering wheel. Yes,
but not lor long. We steer automobiles
by wheel because when the thing hegan,
no other device could give enough lever-
age over so long a range. But, like the
gearshilt, the steering wheel was a com-
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promise and a makeshift. and no one
needs it anymore. If man is to make race
curs go faster—and he will, because that's
the nature of the beast—he will have to
lie down, to reduce the frontal area of
the vehicle: that is 1o say, he will have 10
lie down flat instecad of merely half re-
clining as he's doing now. If he lies
down. he won't have room 10 wind a
wheel around and around. He'll steer
with a limited-movement tiller. or with
electronic push butons, and then whi.,
my masters, ol the elegant straightarm
position, the geomerrically crossed wrists
in the hatrpin wrn, what of the siring-
back kangaroo-skin driving sloves?

No. Automation is the answer and the
end. As a bulgebrained IBM wechnician

satd 1o me. “IWe will be the last people
in the world 10 work.” I asked Bill Frick.
who was setting up automatics for yace
cars as long ago as anvbody, how the
[uture looked to him. Said Frick, “Cer-
tainly the awtomatic ransmission s
mevitable for race cars. We must [ace it
We must not throw our bare bodies
across the path ol progress. As for me, 1
look forward to the day when all Grand
Prix and big-car racing will be slot rac-
ing, the manulacturers and owners at
the controls. T can see Agajanian unh
one rheostat m each hand, and F j
and Chapman, and six cars out there in
slots running down the wack, and the
drivers just sitting in them so they won't
look empty, and so the girl waiting for
the winner at the finish line will have
some place to hang the wreath.”
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“You'll get an explanation just as soon
as I can think one up, and not before!”’
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Japanese manservants, one  employed
solely 1o manicure her woenails. (The
latter detail could be regarded as a gibe
at Pola Negri, who had  popularized
painted toenails) In the end. of course,
virtue wrinmphed—as she  prepared 1o
scttle down 1o wedded respectability with
poor but honest John Boles.

Stardom  notwithstanding, acting  was
never regarded as Gloria's Torte. As one
critic commented: “Whatever the emo-
tion. she conveyed it by pursing up her
lips and looking as though she had swal-
lowed something.” The New Yorker's
summation was. “Her greatest achieve-
ment is her own [ace i repose.” With
pictures turning talky. Gloria remained
silent, doing Somerser Maugham's Rain
under the tide ol Sadie Thompson, the
change made at the behest of motion-
picture czar Will Hays, who thought the
Maugham title had “risqué associations.™
Nevertheless,  the  story  isell wemt
through lide change. Gloria played a
loose woman, plying the world’s oldest
profession in the wopics, who is given a
sense of shame by a religious Fanatic
(Lionel  Barrvmore). is  then  wickedly
seduced by him and linally goes on 1o re-
form hersell. For a silent hlm, the pic
wure did well. But her next venture was
the most disastrous of her career. This
was the ill-Lated Queen Kelly, for which
she hired and then fived, as director,
the unpredictable Erich von Stroheim.
(See The Twenties—Hollywood's Flam-
ing Youth, viaveoy, June 1965.)

In 1929 she ;uu:mpiul 10 turn hersell
mto a talking—and singing—star. but
wias only sporadically successful.  pardy
hecause she had to compete with new
and potent sex queens such as Garbo,
Dicwrich and Harlow. At her fabulous
peak, however, she had been the epit-
ome of the sareen’s silent duchesses. liv
ing in what passed lor real lile much as
De Mille had portrayed her in her mov-
ies, It ook S10.000 a month just to pay
her living expenses—which included the
upkeep ol her Beverly Hhills mansion, a
penthouse arop the Hotel Park Cham-
bers i Manhattan and a country estate
near Croton, New York, plus the em-
ployment of four secreraries, a full-time
press agent. several business managers
and a host of buders and maids. For re-
laxation she would retire o her bath-
rooms of black marble, complete with
olden plumbing, basins and bathtubs.

The director Robert  Flaherty  was
once asked o name his [avorite screen
actress. Without hesitation he answered,
“Gloria Swanson.” When urged to ex-
plain why, he stid, “Gloria has courage.”
She had that, undeniablv. 1T you should
happen 0 see one of her old movices,
Male and Female, and notice her in a
Babylonian torture pit, her headdress
being munched by a lion, you should

944 know that it was a real lion, only slightly

(continued from page 176)

ranquilized. and Gloria wasnt faking it

An entirely difleremt breed ol ¢t was
a smiling, mystevious, monosvilabic Pole
Grlled Pola Negri. who went 1o Holly-
wood in 1923 and quickly became Swan-
son’s most formidable rival. But she was
not oo ostentatious at hrst. her retinue
being made up merely ol a personal
maid, a seeretary, a cook, a housemaid, a
cardener and a chaufteur, Even so, when
her name was put up on a dressing room
at Paramount. one jealous [emale. aware
thant Pola had gained her Lame in Berlin,
penciled across the door in large lewers:
DOWN wWirn THeE Hus, On her first day
of shooung ar the studio, cist and crew
stood around all morning awaiting her
appearance. A Gl w her home clicited
the information: “Miss Negri do not leel
like todav 1o work . . ." When at last
she reported for duty, she saw cats slink-
g around the premises and gave vent
to cries of horror. Cats, she scrcamed,
were omens of evil. They must be re-
moved.  Coincidentally. it seems  that
Gloria Swanson was the sell-appointed
mistress and guardian of all the felines
in the studio—including the Lions—and
before the impasse was resolved it was
agreed thin Gloria’s ilming would be
shunted 10 Astoria, Long Ishind. thus
leaving Pola in Tull sway at Paramount’s
Hollvwood branch.

She was @ woman reputed 10 be artful
in the ways of love as well as a propo-
nent ol artlul expression i acting. Just
how she managed 10 give the lauer
impression 15 difhcult 1o undersiand 10
day. But rastes in movie sexuality were
changing, and Pola came to epitomize
the woman who was knowing and rest-
less, oversexed and peremprory in her
physical demands, ulracivilized, superso-
phisticated amd disillusioned.

Although she was carelul not 10 reveal
her barth date. conhdent authority has it
that she was born an Janowa. Russian
Poland. on  December 12, 1894, She
claimed that her origins were shrouded
in mystery, that her lather had been a
Hungarian gvpsy. her mother a Russian
noblewoman, and et her true name
was Appolonia Chalupez. In anti-Semitic
Berlin, rumors spread that her veal name
was Paula Schwarez. In any case, she
spoke of Cossacks looting and seuing fire
to her counury house: of her father, a rev-
olutionist. being exiled 1o Siberia;  of
her brother dving of the black plague;
ol her mother's two years of insanity.
Sepavating  her  sell-perpetnated  myths
from fact is dillicult, but it scems likely
that she went o school in Warsaw,
where she learned four languages and
fell in love with the works ol the Tralian
poctess Ada Negri, upon which she de-
cided 10 call hersell Pola Negri. She
made her acting debut in Warsaw, aflier
having received training at the Imperial
Ballet School. Soon enmamorcd ol the

movics. like the young Swanson. she
remad her own camera, wrote, produced
and surred in Love and Passion.

The German hlms of the immediate
post—World War One era were character-
izedd by what one critic has termed “a
childish sexuality.” While there was litle
ol outright nudity, lewdness or  per-

version abowt them, there was a consid-
crable amoumt ol sexwal 1casing. in
which  Negri excelled. She  loved 1o

flaunt her body, o play 1he coquette,
the woman desived. Incvitably, with her
irepressible drive and  magnetism,  she
was soon starring in just such roles—T7he
Polish Dancer, Carmen. Madame Dubar-
ry, the Liter released heve under ahe
suitably descripive tide ol Passion. By
the ume Paramount obtuned her cov-
cted signature on a comract, she was the
most highly patd star in Europe. Mean-
while. she had accumulated 1wo divorces.
Her second munrage, 1o Count Domb-
ski. she revealed had wmken place while
returning o Berlin from Warsaw, where
she had gone. alier World War One, w0
visit her mother. On the return trip she
wis told at the Polish-German border
that she could not ke her jewels out of
Poland. Indignant, she demanded 1o see
the commandant, who trned out o be
Dombski. He obtained Pola Tor a wile
and she, presumably, obtained her jewels.

Naturally. so fiery a personality was
awarted here with anticipaton. Shortly
belore her arrival her Carmen was re-
leased in the United States as Gypsy
Blood, in which she turned the soulless
dancer with a rose between her weeth into
a pauonal ciché. She announced o the
country that “Grer men have always
loved me,” casually dropping such names
as Ernst Lubitsch. Max Reinhardr and
Charles Chaplin. She had fivst encoun-
tered the great comedian in Berlin, and.
not quite the linguist she had cracked
hersell up 10 be, had fondly called him
“linde  jazeboy  Sharlic.” Linle  jazzboy
asked an interprerer how 1o sav 1o her 71
adore you.” and was given the German
words lor I think you are a picce of
cheese.” On this note. a romance began.

Chaplin, in his Autobiography, is not
altogether gentlemanly in his scany rel-
crences 1o NMiss Negri, saying it was she
who made all the advances. Perhups so:
but not long alter hey arrvival in Holly-
wood. there was much gossip about them
both, some of their own making. An ir-
resistible force seemed 10 draw them 1o-
gether, they said—or perhaps it was a
publicist at Paramount. But certainly a
press agent did not invent the incident
that ok place on a sunny day on Hol-
lywood Boulevard: Chaplin was  seen
dashing out of a calé. buying a Laundry
basker full of violets, then heading back
to the calé, where he threw the blossoms
at Pola’s Teet as she sat at lunch.

When asked il they were engaged, he
archly asked her, “Are we?” and she an-
swered, “Yes, my Sharlie.” Sharlie would
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be seen driving down the streer kissing
her hand-—and endangering pedestrians.
But sometimes her legendary tempera-
ment would flare up. and she would be
prosirated for days on end, during which
her adored Sharlie would not be permit-
ted to see her. [t is not known il he real-
Iv wanted to.

In the pictures she made abroad. she
was usually an  unregenerate  scarlet
woman, and her own publicity intimat-
ed that in real lile she was not unlike
the women she played: “a Carmen culti-
vated by society and tempered by experi-
ence in pain.” Then she changed her
mind and smid she was a "Gova woman,”
relerring 10 his [amous painting of the
voluptuous nude maja. Her last picture
in Europe, The Flame of FLove, had
shown her as a Parisian demimondiaine
who [ell in love alier a lile of amorous
adventure. In Hollywood it was thought
necessary o cool off her sizzling image.
Her first American picture  was  Bella
Donna, in which an auempt was made
o wrn her into o sympathelic sinner.
She plaved a married woman having an
allair: with an unsarupulous Egyprian.
The lovers plan to dispose of the hus
band with a dose of poison. but Pola
secs the light in time and unselhshly ad-
ministers the dose o her lover instead.
In spite of her reformation. the lurther
appeasement of the censors  demanded
that she be killed oft accidentally at the
lade-out.  Conscquently. not even  the
puritanical Pennsylvania Stie Bourd of
Censors complained about Bella Donna
—but the reviewers did. They had hoped
lor more potent passion from Pola. As
one said: A passion Hower has been [ash-
ioned into a poinsettin.”

Fear of the censors had as mudh 10 do
with the dissipation of Pola’s Lrge {ol-
lowing as did the later arvival of another
forcign  enchaniress. Greta Garba. In
such movies as The Cheat, Floseer of the
Night, Loves of an Actress and Woman
an Tral. Pola poroaved a worldly [e-
male who might hnd true love, but
would not be allowed o enjov it for
long. Either she sacrihiced hersell ar the
end ot of remorse or an avenging dens
ex machina abruptly and arbitcrily re-
moved her. An effore was made by
Paramount to embellish their expensive
import and promote her as a genuine
artist. She was phowgraphed ever more
caretully, slecked up, gowned ever more
Lavishly, but as a sex svmbol her reign
was ending. By 1927, when she made her
best Hollywood movie, Hotel T perial,
Paramount was ready 1o drop her: what
had kept her going was her sensationally
publicized romance with (he incompari-
ble Rudolph Valentino, for whom she
had managed one last gesture: a cross
country orgy ol Luints, hysterics and in-
terviews en route to Rudy's bier. She Laer
married a prince, but it didn’t help.

Nevertheless. this Polish passion flower

246 lid bring a refreshing exoticsm to the

Hollywood scene, and she was sympto-
matic of the burgeoning [reedom  of
womankind in the Twenties. Besides in-
troducing painted oenails to Hollywood,
she was the first ol many to announce
that she wore nothing whatsoever under
her evening gowns, and she conlessed,
oo, that she slept in the nude—with
a revolver under her pillow w0 dis-
patch unwanted inerlopers. When she
wrote what passed for an autobiography,
she cilled it Love Was My Undoing. Un-
done or not. she could say smugly, I

have had every experience in lile any
woman could dream of.” More impor-
tant, perhaps, was what she had neg-

lected o say—that she had  helped
millions of people Lmtisize crotic ad-
ventures they wouldn't have dared 10 live,

There were those who said that it was
her own image that killed Pola ar the
box ofhce. that she did not keep pace
with the jazz age. Nor did she [oresce
e a srange new  species of  native
American sex svmbol  was  hurgeoning
beneah  the Southern  California sun:
The llapper was coming into her own,
First of the new breed was Colleen
Moore. who was about as sexy as a Shir-
ley Temple doll, and her own Ll 100,
because she had as beaudilul a body as
any ol the sex stars who came alter her.
It was her acuing alone that made her
popular—that, and the ocation of the
hlm fapper. a libermed young Ly of
vast appeal o the movie millions. The
flapper got her name because of her pe-
culiar  habn of  wearing  unbuckled
maloshes: this slapdash disregard for con-
vention  symbolized  the kind  of  givl
whose spirit was free and who was will-
ing 1o Kick up her spiked heels in the
uninhibived pursuit of pleasure. Colleen
Moore helped give a name 10 the new
genevation when, in 1923, she made a
picture called Flammg Youth. Overnight
she wis o flaming suar

It was perhaps fortunate that Techni-
color had not wrived during her heyday,
for she was born with attractive but mis-
matching eyes of blue il brown. The
public was uullied by the voles she
plaved—usually that ol a jazz-mad Jeze-
hel who defied society only w0 learn, in
the final reel, that the eternal verities
alone bronght happiness. Flamimg Youth
set the pawern lor dozens ol flapper
films that followed—all leaturing wild
parties and much guzzling of bootleg
booze, and sometimes a midnight nude
bathing scene which, 1o avoid  censor-
ship, showed female Torms only in 1an-
tlizing silhoucue. Colleen’s Dutch-boy
bob sct a national feminine siyle, and
she became the prototype of John Held,
Jri's Euomous  drawings  of  the  bird-
brained flapper. It was not long before
dorens of imitators HNooded the movie
screens. among them Berty Bronson. Sue
Carol. the young Joan Crawford—and
the most charismatic ol them all, Clara
Bow, the "It" Girl.

Adolph  Zukor said of Clara, “She
danced even when her leet were not
moving.” Some part of her was in mo-
von n all her waking moments—il only
her great rolling eyes. She was a red-
head, born in Brooklyn on July 29, 1905.
While in her junior vear ar Bay Ridge
High School, she won a beauty contest,
lor which she was awarded an evening
gown, a silver trophy and a sacen “con-
tract” which entitled her o play a small
role in an honest-to-goodness film.  As
fate would have it she was immediately
cast in a whaling epic for a small inde-
pendent  company  called  Arrow. The
producer, B. I'. Schulberg (Budd's fa-
ther), was prescient enough o sense her
potential, and he starred her in a series
ol pictures in which she was unabashed-
Iy billed as the “Houest Jazz Baby in
Films.” Although her hrst sereen appear-
ance was in 1923, i ook her several
yeurs 1o rise to the wp of the Happer
contingent—in which ascendancy she was
arded immeasurably by her appearance
in I, a Twenties cuphemism coined by
producer, B.P. Schulberg (Budd's [a-
miliar form ol animal magnetism known
as sex appeal.

Clara’s comment was: “The Tt that
Madame Glyn auributes o me is some-
thing ol which I am not aware. I think it
must be my vivacity. my learlessness and
perhaps the fac that 'm a tomgirl: one
doesn’t think of men much: maybe it’s my
indillerence 1o them. I really don't care
particularly about men ., 7

Clara must have had 1ongue in cheek
when she sid that, {or according 10 ac-
tress Louise Brooks. she was very fond
indeed of men, and knew very well the
selling power ol sex on the sacen and
oft. "The exvaordinary  thing  abour
Clara Bow,” Miss Brooks recalled, “was
that when she was a kid in Brooklvn, de-
ternmed 1o become a movie siar, she
would sce every Colleen Moore picture
over amd over and had hgured out the
lacking clement in her screen image.
Colleen didn't have the gilt Tor anriac-
tive display of her body. This was a mis-
ttke Clara dewrmined not 1w make.
Chira also knew that she had ‘bandeaun
bosoms,” a somewhat oversized  botom
and rather Luge thighs. So she areated
the illusion of a beniful body by ex-
posing beautiful flesh. Tt was Billy Wild
er who sid that Clara’s sex was the sex
ol sensuous ouch—vyou could Teel her
flesh on the saeen.”

When 7t grossed more than a million
dollars—then a staggering figure—Clara
was hailed as “the screen’s most piquant
star,” and for the rest ol her Gueer was
ballvhooed as the “It” Girl. In several of
her pictures, she attempted 10 enhance
this image of the wild but basically good
girl out on the town. She also made one,
Red Hair, that seemed desiened as a ve-
hicle lor llusirating the passionate -
ture of redheads as a wpe. In it, Clara
played a manicurist courted by three
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male admirers—one of whom sces her as
@ demure young miss, another as a sultry
vamp and the third as a vixen given to
mad displays of temper. In the final, dar-
ing scene, which takes place on a boat,
Clara divests hersell of her Turs and
silks, all presents from her three admir-
ers, and, down o a sy slip, flounces
ofl with sull another man

Like Swanson and Negri, Clara more
than matched her screen personality in
veal lile, going through well-publicized
alfairs with Gilbert Roland wnd  Gary
Cooper, among others. A poet, Robert
Savage, slashed his wrists out of unve-
quited desire for her, but managed o
recover. Clara’s reaction: “Men  don't
commit suicide by slashing their wrists.
They use pistols.” On wial later for at-
tempting to take his life, Savage estihed
that Clara had once kissed him so [ervent-
ly that he was laid up with a sore jaw
for two days. A more embarrassing rial,
for Clara, occurred later. in 1930, when
she brought suit against her ex-secretary,
Daisy De Voe, for embezzling S16.000
from a special account on which the sec-
retary had been allowed 10 sign checks.
Clara declaved  that her suit was pro-
voked by the girl's efforts to blackmail
her. Miss De Voe then wold a sorry tale,
never proven, that she had used the
money to pay for men, liquor and even
dope—all for Clara. Unconvinced, the
jury found her guilty, and the cx-secre-
vy spent a year in jail.

But there was more to come for Clara,
The publisher of a weekly Hollywood
tabloid, The Coast Reporter, printed an-
cedotes about her supposedly dictated by
Daisy De Voe after the wrial. only o be
charged himsell with sending  obscene
matter through the mails. Aler this case
was ried, Clara promptly had a nervous
breakdown, and was replaced by another
actress in her next Ilm. Clara’s sad
plaint was that being “a sex symbol s a
heavy load o carry, especially when one
is very tired, hurt and bewildered,”" and
the ghost of Marilyn Monroe might well
agree with her. When she recovered,
Clara married the cowbov actor Rex
Bell in December 1931, had two sons by
him—Dbut evenuually retreated o a sana-
torium. In 1951, sull in the sanatorium,
she fondly remembered 1the Twenties,
when she was s greatest sex symbol:
“We had individuality. We did as we
pleased. We staved up late. We dressed
the wiay we wanted. I'd whiz down Sun-
sct Boulevard in my open Kissel, with
seven red dhow dogs 1o match my hanr.
Today. stars are sensible and end up with
better health. But we had more fun.”

The Twenties were also rich in male
sex symbols, ranging all the way rom
the bounding, balletic Douglas  Fair-
banks, Sr., whose approach 1o romance
was along the lines of a grown-up hoy
scout, to the clegane lecheries of bullet-
headed Erich von Swoheim, “the man
* Fairbanks, who began

his screen carcer in 1915 as a clean-
shaven, all-American optimist, added the
mustitche m 1920 lor The Mark of Zorro.
It remained his trademark through a long
series of swashbuckling romanuce com-
cdies during the Twenties—The Feast of
Bagdad, Don Q. The Black Pirale—in all
ol which Fairbanks wooced and won such
foir mads as Julanne Johnston, Mary
Astor and Billie Dove with acrobatic gus-
to instead ol tender passion. Evervone’s
adored big brother, he exemplificd for
an entive generation such noable ideals as
clean living. good sportsmanship and a

quaintly Victorian regard for women.
Erich von Swoheim’s appeal was of

another sort entirely. Catpulied to
prominence by his repeated portrayal of
Prussian villains in the films of World
War One, Von Stroheim saw room for an
extension of the characier in the posi-War
Luropcan scene. He appeared, in a series
ol pictures that he both wrote and di-
rected, as a Continental roud whose hand-
kissing, hecl-clicking good manners were
the hnished veneer of an arrogant and
sadistic cad who used and abused his
women. Aware of all perversions. he man-
aged o insinuate into his piciures Kr.fft-
Ebing refinements that eluded the more
simple-minded censors—along with numy
that did not. Nevertheless, both his films
and his screen character enjoyed consid-
erable success among the sophisticates of
the Twenties, with Foolish Wives (1922)
which ran for almost a year on Broadway,
and The Merry Widow (1925), which he
directed but did not appear in, one of
the most profitable pictures of the decade.
But by far the most clectrilving male
star of the period was a voung Ttalian
immigrant with the impressive baptismal
name of Rodolfo Rallaclo Filiberto Gu-
gliclmi di Valentina d’Antonguolla; he
rose to fame only after he regretfully
cut it down to Rudolph Valentino. Prob-
ably no man before or since cansed such
female Huuers as he did. There are still
veiled admirers who visit the somewhat
phailic monument erecied to his memory
in De Longpre Park in Hollywood.
Valentino came to America in 1913 as
a boy of 18, worked as a waiter. busboy,
garage mechanic, gardener, and then as
a dancing partner at Maxim's in New
York City, where he did fairly well from
the five- and ten-dollar tips lervently
pressed into his palm by smitten part-
ners. When World War One came, Ro-
dollo rried 10 volunteer in the Canadian
Air Force and was rejected because of an
eve defect. So he headed West as a cho-
rus boy in a musicil, hoping o somediy
own and farm a picce of land to which
he could bring his mother from south-
crn lhaly, where she was undergoing
havdships because of the War. An acror
fricnd  suggesied  he oy Hollywood,
where the movie indusuy was burgeon-
ing. and there he sccured some bit parts
and supplemented his income with more
dancing. Though he visited the casting

offices day after day, and was under the
eyes of directors constuntly, one and all
were singularly myopie when it came 10
recognizing him as star material. Mae
Murray  was  perspicacious  enough (o
eive the Latin dancer small roles in two
ol her vehicles, but for the most part Va-
lentino was mired in villainous “heavy™
roles, the only kind felt suitable lor a
slick-haired Latin wype such as he. He
came into his own only with the end of
the War and the emergenee of the new
morality of the Twentics. A male coun-
terpart o the vionp was needed, and Va-
lentine had  the masculine  magnetism
and the proper soupgon of hoteyed exot-
icism to fill the need.

Whatever his appeal. it wasn't imcl-
lectual. Chaplin described him as being
“just like a child.” When he studied lor
it role, more likely than not hie would act
ont the role in real life, someumes to the
point of becoming obnoxious. But per-
haps because of the childlike sincerity he
brought to his parts—exaggerated, even
lll(li(“lll.‘i‘ HL3 i[ ;lppmrs 1 us IIO\\'——-IIC
was something  complerely  fresh  and
compelling in lilm stars. The Latin lover
became a leading man—and the living
legemd of the Twentes—when he was
cast in The Four Horsemen of the
Apocalypse (the last word of which Va-
lentino could never pronounce). His dis-
coverer, June Mathis, scenarnio adaptor of
the Blasco Ibincz popular novel, had
brouglht him to the auention ol director
Rex Ingram, who in turn was respon-
sible for fattening Valentino's part when
he sensed in the rushes the mesmeric 1im
pact ol the heavy-breathing histrionics
and tango-dancing done by Valenuno:
he played an aristocratic Argemtinian
wrned Parisian plavbov who mects his
death on a World War One bautlehield at
the hands of his own German cousin.
When the film opened in 1921—at 1en
dollars it seat in its New York premiere—
he becime a major star. Upon seeing the
picture, D. W. Grifhith commented: 1
keep asking myself: Is this fellow really
acting. or is he so perfecly the type that
he doesn't need 10 aaz”

For a man capable of arousing such
passionate vearnings in the women who
watched him on the screen, Valentino
wis less hery as a lover in real life. It was
rumored that Blanca de Saunles, a weal-
thy Chilean, had shot her hushand for
love of him, but it was more likely that
Blanca was jealous of her wayward hus-
band. Valentino's first marriage, to danc-
er Jean Acker, lasted exactly one night.
As he described i, “Afler the ceremony
we had supper and danced until wo
aM. Then we parted.” Soon after, Metro
cast Valentino as Armand opposite Alla
Nazgmova's Camille; as a result, he met
Nazimova's scenic designer, the  exotic
Natacha Rambova, as she called hersell.
Aflter a long courtship. 1o which she re-
mained indifferent a good deal of the
time, they were married, and Natacha
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ok over the management ol lis career.

Natacha, who preended to be Rus-
sian, had aciually been born Winilred
Shaughnessy in Salt Lake City, and was
the swepdauglhter of  Richird  Hudnue,
the cosmetics tyveoon. Not a litle eccen-
wic, she had mysiical inclinations, and
believed hersell guided by supernatuaral
forces. Tn otherworldly  fashion, when
she at last decided o marry Valentino,
she chose 1o ignore the Tact that las in-
wrlocwory decree from Jean Acker was
not nal, and married him in Mexicali.
Charged with bigamy on his retrn o
Hollywood, Rudy issned a statement o
the American public: 1 will say thae the
love that made me do what I have
done was prompred by the noblest in-
tention that a man could have. 1 loved
deeply. but in Joving I may have erred
innocemly.”

Natacha had meanwhile led him Irom
Mewro o Paramount, where, lor a salary
ol 8500 a week, he made The Sheilk, The
story has a haughty English givl running
across Sheik Ahmed Ben Hassan (Valen-
uno) while visiting a sand hole called
Biskra in Algeria. The moment her eves
meet his, her soul is tossed by raging
carosscurrents ol desive, an acting prob-
lem Agnes Ayres solved by looking as
though the sheik had just stunned her
with a two-by-lour. Later that night he
appeared beneath her window and sang
in subtitles:

I'm the Sheik of dvaby

Your love belongs 1o me.

At night when youw're asleep
Into your tent I creep.

This promise was kept Liter in the pic-
ture when Agnes was swooped  down
upon by the sheik’s coavan and crned
oft into capuivity. A dread bandit called
Omair then abducted  her  from  the
sheik, carried her ol into countercaptivi-
ty, and would have bruwally ravished the
helpless creature had not the sheik ap-
peared in time to rescue her. Later on in
the picture, it is discovered that the sheik
isn't Arabian ac all, but is of English and
Spanish descent, and presumably there-
fore more acceptable matrimonial ma-
terial in the home marker

The Sheil clecurified the Ladies as no
other picture had before. Theaters in
which it was shown were mobbed, and
the word sheik came into the American
vocabulary. Slick  hair, long  sideburns
and balloon trousers came into fashion.
With  disappointing resulis, some  men
tried o emulate Valentino, while others
sulked with jealousy over his reputed an-
mnal magnetism. What was this extraor-
dinary power over the opposite  sex?
Newspaper and  magazine  writers  at-
tempted explanations. “You have heard
of various animals hypunotizing others by
the slow, rhythmic motions ol their bod-
ies,” one theorized. *Just so docs Valen-
tino charm all those who come under his
influence by the wonderlul perlection of
his every movement. . . . There are his

eyes: ¢xotic, passionate eyes that have
equally potent hypnotic powers. A wom-
an cannot help hersell as his eyes look
into her very soul, not if she is human.”
Actually, Valentino was merely near-
sighted.

But there is no question that the
eracclul Latin stimulated women eroti-
cdly; and many were 10 admic Lier that
their early erouic fantasies had w0 do
with being swooped down upon by a
Durnoosed  Arab, lifted 0 his pommel
and borne ofl on a white steed 10 the ac-
companiment of exquistte  palpitations.
Valentino also signilicd a rewreat [rom
puritanism by women. for he absolved
them of the necessity o suller erotically
induced guilt: Their swrender 10 him
was caused by an animal force they were
powerless 1o resist. Thus the ex—tango
artist was responsible for a pronounced
switch in movie morals, for untl he
came along. if a man pounced upon a
shrinking  Ludy  with no  other  jus
tilication than the most carnal of desives.
grave reuibution was eventually mered
out to him; but in The Shedk the her-
ome lell genuinely in love with the
“magnificent anmal,” as he was called,
and married him in the last reel.

In his 1wo lollowing pictures for Para-
mount. incvitably, Valentino was un
dressed in a few scenes, for the studio
was not unmindful ol his physical ap-
peal. In Monsicur Beaneaive. a French
period drama which had him wearing
silks and wigs. ume was vet lound 1o
show him being ceremoniously  dressed,
from the skin, by a legion of valeis. In
Blood and Sand, based on the lamous
Blisco Ihiniez novel, he returned o his
Latnn-lover role: and women were again
eramed the opportunity 1o gaze upon
his torso as he demonstrated in exquisite
detail the matador’s ritual dressing in
“the suit of highis.” Otherwise, the film
might just as well have been tided Latin
Lover Meets the Pamp. In it, Nita Naldi
plaved a banclul. aristocratic temptress
who ttkes her pleasure with the young
Spaniard and 1osses him aside.

He made two more films for Para-
mount, and then starved in The Eagle
for Umited Aruistis—which was a success
less Tor its plot (Valentino was a Cossack
in Catherine's Russia who masquerades
as o masked bandie and then as a minc-
ing French wor, all to defear the
cnemics ol the Empress) than for the
publicity that surrounded  his romance
with Pola Negri: he and Natcha had
separated. His next ilm, Son of the
Sheik, was 10 be hus last. Teamed with
Vilma Banky. he plaved wtwo voles, that
ol the old sheik and ol his look-alike son.
Rudy rode, rolled his eyes, was sadistical-
Iy flogged by the villainous Montagu
Love, andd vaped Vilma in a went, think-
ing she had betraved him o his Bedoun
encmies. The onginal script graphically
described that scene: “Passionaely she
denies everything, but Ahmed is not



convinced. Consumed with hate and the
desire for revenge. he 15 blind 10 her
love. and she encounters only his cold
fury and brutal passion. She struggles.
pleads. sobs and ries o escape. but her
clorts are Tule. . . . Night finally envel-
ops the smaldl oasis.™

Valentino's Last year was darkened by
the “Allair of the PPink Powder Pull”
AMany voung men, about this tme, were
retiring o wishrooms at dances 1o sur-
reptitiously whiten their faces with pow-
der puils supplied for the purpose. and a
Chicaga Tribune arucle implied strong
Iv thar the example of white-laced Va-
lentino was behind the curious custom,
To counter this vile derogation, Valenu-
no set out to prove his manhood hy—cu
rowsly - enough—Dboxing  an exlibinion
match with Jack Dempsey on the roof of
the Ambassador Hotel in Chicago.

Then, on a wip 1o New York in 1926,
Vialentino was taken in great pain to the
Polvchinic Hospital, where he was oper-
ated on lor appendicius: but peritonitis
set in. Phe newspaper reported that he
had spene the previous evening with a
Follies girl. Marion Kay Benda, who
achieved a briel measure ol fame  be-
cuuse of her storv: She wld the papers
that he had proposed 1o her and prom-
iscd 10 ler her play opposite him on 1he
screen. It was not a promise he could
keep. tor on August 23, 1926, at half
past the noon  hour. Valentino  dicd.
Hysteria followed. Pola Negri alier her
well-publicized dash across the country,
Finted  repenedly during the funeral.
In New York o woman shot hersell and
lell acvoss o heap of Valentino's photo-
graphs. In London, o Temale dancer
committed  suicide.  Thirty  thousand
women gathered ar Camphell’s Funeral
Home . Broadway and 66th  Swreet
when it was announced that lis body
would lie there in state. Rioting ensued.
windows were smashed and. moan at-
tempt 10 comtrol the hordes ol grieving
women. mounted policemen were mobil-
ired en masse. Other Latin lovers were
well along in development o the time of
Valentino's deanh, and more were rushed
in 1o Gl the pap. One was Ramon No-
varro, abour whom MGM  said inoa
release, “He has the body of Michelange-
lo's David and the [ace of an El Greco
don.” Novarro came o lame in the
huge 1926 version ol Ben Hur—Ivom
which o well-circulated  publicity suill
showed him stripped and chained 10 an
oar. an airbrush delicuely fuzzing the
photo . the poimt thar might have
barred it Ivom ahe matls. Antonio More-
no, Ricirdo Cortez (who was ol Jewish
extraction). Swedish Nils Asther. Hun-
garian Rod La Rocque and the Mexican
Gilbert Roland were among the many
hopelul  comtenders  lor  Valentino's
cown. But not unul Marlon Brando
andd James Dean avived, a quarter of a
century Luer. did another male star so
fundamentally alter the pattern of mov-

“I appreciate that you've given up smoking,
Mr. Birdbath; however, our clinical analysis
shows that you now have sugar diabetes!”

ie love for the American female.

Although the period ol John Barry-
more’s ascendaney as @ handsome  Jead-
ing man roughly comcided with the cra
ol Valentino’s supremacy, he appealed
Largely o the more sophisuicated  seg-
ment of the movie audience. Graced
with a classic profile and a handsome
physique. he was also the most gilted
stage actor of his time.

And in his so-called private life. he far
outshone Valenuino as a lover. embroid-
ering his four marriages with a vast ex-
racurricular career. He also developed
an insatiable thirst lor the demon rum. o
failing which was to account lor his gro-
tesque and untimely decline through the
last half of the Thirtes. So great was his
authority in his prime, however. than
when he happened to encounter a voung
bit plaver, Dolores Costello, in the Warn-
cr’s lot. he imperiously announced 1o
Jack and Harry Warner. “She is the
girl.” She was immediately stured oppo-
site him in The Sea Beast. a production
rather  remotely  based  on Melville's

Moby Dick. Marv Astor. in turn, with
whom Barrvimore was dallving e the
ume (although married 10 a beautiful
poctess, Michael Sirange). was veplaced
in his affections by Dolorves. who a lew
vears  kner became his wife. Ther
famous Kissing scene in The Sea Beast
was largely the work ol the hlm edior,
who strung wogether lour separate tikes
mto one ol the longest and  steamiest
clinches ver seen on the sereen. Warner's
announced  thar Dolores had  Eainted
dead awav m the midst of .
Barrvmore's plaving of his love scenes
was in marked contrast to the Valentino
mcthod. He made the audience aware
that courtship was a prelude 10 sexual
conquest. and he implied (especially in
Don Juan) that virginity was an ugly
word to a genuine male, that hdelity 10
a single woman  was  an  inordinate
strain on his masculinity, and that wom-
en were inclined to be as erotically avad
as men. Since the movie public was not
ver ready 1o accept this forthright view

ol the relationship between the sexes, he g5
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fell in popular [avor, although he always
broughrt prestige to any vehicle in which
he appeared.

More in the standardized groove of
movie heroes was John Gilbert, whose
personal story has more of the tragic
about it than almost any other in Holly-
wood history. Aflter Valentino died, Gil-
bert became the number-one lover ol the
screen, the virtual King of 1the movies.
Always a high-strung vouth, he demon-
strated his intense ambition, impatience
and anincurable inleriority  complex
throughout his  carcer.  Changing  his
name from John Pringle, he became a
featured player at Fox in 1921; already
mnitatve of Valentino. he appeared as a
sheik, in 1922, in Adrabian Love. He was
brought 10 Metro m 1924 by star maker
Irving Thalberg, as part of the search
lor a substitute Valentino, and it was
there that he was translormed imo a
screen lover with the quality of 1" In
His Hour, playing a Russian nobleman,
he made passionate advances 1o Aileen
Pringle. Possessor of “a new, impetuous,
intense style of lovemaking.” as one writ-
er put it, he had “Hashing dark eves,
even teeth and a mustache which helped
audicences forget his oversized nose.”

In 1925 he played Dantlo in Von Stro-
heim's The Meny Widow opposite Mae
Murray's waltzing Kitty, and was some-
thing 1o behold in a series of resplendent
uniformis and a crewcut. Von Stroheim
made him the romantic straight man
in the movie, surrounding him  with
several  lecherous  companions, among
them 2a moronic, sex-obsessed  crown
prince and a lootfetishisuc old roud,
One of the many daring moments that
managed to escape the censors showed
Mae Murray dancing onstage, while her
three admirers studied her through op-
cra glasses. The old roud concentrited
on her feet, the crown prince on the
junciure between her thighs, while love-
smitten Danilo watched only her face.

By the time he was assigned to Flesh
and the Devil. Gilbert was at the top of
his career. His leading lady. a featured
player, was Greta Garbo, and their mu-
tual attraction, in spite ol the difference
mostar status, was instantaneous, accord-
ing to director Clarence Brown, who
suid: “In aheir scenes together T owas
working with yvaw material. They were
in that blissful state of love wlhich is so
like a rosy coud that they imagined
themselves hidden behind i, as well
as lost in i Of cowrse, it was Metro
policy to encourage the  affair,  and
Brown’s stuuement may have heen shight.
Iy overblown. At any rate, that peculiar
something  which  Hollywood  terms
“chemistry™ occurred. Gilbert and Garbo
together achieved a stunming popularity
that neither might have reached alone.
He vemamed m favor il sound came
rushing in: then not even further pair-
imgs with Garbo could save him. for his
voice, pleasant and modulated though it

was, sounded high, harsh and strained
when  heard  through  the  primitive
recording and sound equipment. Con
trary to popular belief. however, he sur-
vived the sound era lor a few years; then
poor vehicles and bad actuing, as well as a
swollen sense of pride which refused to
deflate, led w0 his precipitous decline.
He dicd a vear alwer making a last pic-
wre with Garbo  (Queen Christina),
lelled by excessive drinking and a heart
attack—and perbaps by las inability 10
realize that as a screen lover he had sim-
ply gone out of lashion.

But not Garbo. Her st remained in
the ascendancy long beyond the Twen-
ties, and many still deem her the greatest
femme Luale of them all, as well as a
magnihcent actress. Born Greta Gustafl-
son i Stockholm, tn 1906, she made her
film debut in commercial shorts when
she was 16, alter o briel tenure pre-
paring shaving Luher in a barbershop:
and she was also a buxom bathing beau-
tv, clad in a black, form-hting swimsuit
in a long-forgouen Swedish comedy. It
wirs dhirector Mauritz Stiller who saw her
potertial and cast her as a countess in
his hilm version of The Saga of Gasta
Berling. Greta, her  last name  now
changed 1o Garbo,  plaved a  widow
whose “cold, repressed exterior masked
her passionate Italtan soul.” Garbo and
Suller hecame a kind of Trilby-Svengali
pair. Not long alterward, Garbo was cast
by the German director G.W. Pabst in
his The Joyless Street, made in Berlin.
She plaved the diughter of an impover-
ished professor inm post-War  Vienna;
momentarily  wempted by prostitution,
she is rescued in time by her own pure
miture sd an American Red Cross liea-
tenant. In the brothel sequence, howev-
er, although unbesmirched, she was not
unreveaded: Her fhimsy evening  gown,
cut to the navel, was altogether inade
quately secured by a single string just
below the bosom.

In Berlin, Stiller met that invererate
talent scour L. B. AMayer. and was pre-
viadled upon to join MGM in Holly-
wood. According o Stiller, it was he who
insisted that Garbo come along, while
Mayer later cliimed it was Garbo he was
really aler. Yet when Siiller and Garbo
cume olf the boar, they were lelt o cool
thew heels for a few months in New York
City. The wruth seems to be that Mewo
regarded Garbo as just another stanler,
for they put her through the routine
publicity paces. even posing her next 1o
Leo the Lion. Although nominally ever
on the alert lor porent box-office sex, the
Hollywood stwdios olten scem sirangely
wnable o recognize it even when it is
right there on the List ol their own con-
traa plavers.

For Garbo's first American piclure,
The Torrent, it was necessary lor Stiller,
as divector, to request her for the part of
Leonora, a Spanish girl who becomes a
[amous prima donna. His request was




granted; but Stiller was destined never
to direct the film, for his slow European
pacing was anathema to the studio, and
Monta Bell replaced him. Garbo’s magic
Was HIIIIUS! at once EII)I).‘II'\‘.’“[ as out ol
the hackneved material she created an
enchanting hgure on the screen. She was
billed under Ricardo Cortez, but the re-
views singled her out. One critic wrote:
“Grew has a delightfully youthlul figure
and a [ice that s strangely attractive,
though not at all beautiful.”

Again Suller was replaced as director
ol her next pictare, The Temptress, in
which she played a highly experienced
mauried woman who lalls in love with
another man—in this case, Antonio Mo-
reno, portraying an Argentine engineer.
When he discovers she has had many
affairs, and has not hesitated 1o employ
her body o advance her husband’'s ca-
reer, he leaves lor his native counury.
Years later he finds her again in Paris,
where she is a sireetwalker, and dying in
poverty to boot. Metro, alter releasing
the film that way, substituted another
ending, in which Garbo and Moreno are
seen standing happily, arm in arm, at
the fade-out.

Garbo's tace, in this film, took on the
[ascinating allure that was to haunt the
film public for years 1o come. The bur-
geoning star, though, was bearish about
the roles given her by MGAML. “I do not
want o be a silly temptress,” she said,
scornfully. “1 cannot see any scnse in
getting dressed up and doing nothing
but empting men in pictures.” But she
wis even more tempting in her third
American movie, Flesh and the Deutl,
her first of four opposite John Gilbert.
Offscreen, Gilbert at once made a play
for the exotic Swedish dish, and the stu-
dio cannily leaked out word of the hot
romance between the two as shooting
progressed. ‘This helped  skyrocket the
Lox-office figures lor Gurbo's previous
blm, The Temptress, bad as it was.

In Flesh and the Devil, Garbo was the
unlaithlul wile of an c¢lderly count who
is dispatched in a duel with her lover,
Gilbert. When the lover is forced to llee
the counuy, Garbo is too restless to wait
for his return and marries his  best
Iriend. Needless to say, she pays for her
heartlessness: On her way to siop a duel
between the lover and her new husband,
she abruptly falls through the ice and
drowns. The picture was a sizzler less for
is ducling scenes than for two scenes
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“Why can’t you just give me a peck on the
cheek the way other husbands do?”




in a nearly transparent sleeveless dress.
Garbo scems lost in ecstasy as Gilbert
nuzzles her cars, nose and neck in an in-
cendiary outburst of passion. The cen-
sors passed it—barely.

The Garbo-Gilbert real-life romance
became comic ()p(.‘l‘(l[i(: As Lme wore on,
Rumor had it that The Great Lover
wicd to cdimb up Garbo's balcony one
evening, only 1o be pushed back down
by Stiller, who was visiting his proiwégée
at the ume. Gilbert later confided 1o re-
poriers that I would rather spend an
hour with Flicka than a lifetime with
any other woman.” (He called her
Flicka, her Swedish nickname; she called
him Yackie, for Jackie)) After much
pleading, Flicka was persuaded to elope
with Yackie, and he drove her at break-
neck speed woward a marriage-license bu-
reau near the Mexican border. Hallway
there, she asked her fiancé 1o stop at a
garage. She wemt into a ladies’ room,
chimbed out the window and, while he
went in hopeless search of her, she got
aboard it train bound for Los Angeles.

Recoiling {rom all personal publicity,
fightung for more financial recognition
from MGNM, she retreated into silence.
“I vant to be alone,” she said, meaning
that she wanted 10 be left alone by her
public. Her Hollywood career encom-
passed 24 pictures in all, and she will
enter this chronicle again when the Thir-
ties are taken up, but by the end of the
Twenties she  was  aloof. mysterious,
inclfably glamorous and intriguing to a
public altogether willing to regard her
as the supreme star of hlms.

But it must also be admined that Gar-
bo, as delincated by Hollywood, made
sex  suggestive and  imaginative rather
than realistic. Toward the end of the
Twentics, sex was less cthereally, more
carthily embodied by a star far less illus-
trious than Garbo: Louise Brooks. Al-
witys more popular in Europe than here
while making her films, she cemerged,
like a beautcous ghost from the past, 30
years later, when she was suddenly redis-
coveredd by Henri Langlois, head of the
Cinémathéque Frangaise. In the notes he
prepared for a French exhibition called
“00 Years of Cinema,” he exclaimed,
perhaps too enthusiastically. “There is
no Garbo! There is no Dietrich! There
is only Louise Brooks. Those who have
seen her can never forget her. It is
sufficicnt to sce her to believe in beauty,
in life, in the reality of human beings;
she has the naturalness that only primi-
tives retain belore the lens . ..

But she wasn’t as primitive as all that,
Kansas born and bred, she became a
dancer with Ruth St. Denis, then ap-
peared on Broadway as one of the love-
licst Follies and Scaneals girls, not at all
averse o revealing her slighdy  plump
but voluptuous body in showgirl desha-
bille. She entered movies i 1925, ap-
pewing mainly as a delectable, piquant
lile flapper. None of her American

films were taken seriously in their day;
and if some of them have since been sub-
jected to critical reappraisal, it is due
solely to the fact that a Louise Brooks
cult sprang up years alter her retirement.

The cult developed mainly because
she went to Berlin and made two films
for the famed German director G. W.
>abst. Pabst, in 1928, had in mind a
hlm, Pandora’s Box, which would ex-
press the essence of feminine fatality—in
the shape of his heroine, Lulu. He em-
barked on a search for the perfect Lulu,
and he found her when he happened 1o
see Louwse Brooks in a picture made
with Victor McLaglen called 4 Garl in
Every Port. He sent for her, although he
knew nothing at all about her. She was
known in Hollywood for her wit, if not
her talent, and her combination of heau-
ty and intellect had made her the pet of
Calilornia’s cal¢ society and of the rich
roucs who sought her out. She accepted
their homage with happy-yo-lucky gai-
ey, and in the same spirit also accepted
Pabst's olter.

Hardly reading the script, she gave a
subtle, sensuous portrayal of nympho-
nmania in Pandova’s Box. She played the
amoral young Lulu, who, unaware of the
evil she does, uses men as instruments of
her pleasure. She minries her richest ad-
mirer only to be near his sexy siepson,
then, when the old man catches her in a
most compromising  position with his
stepson, shoots him dead sull clad in her
disarrayed wedding  dress—while  strug-
ghng for his gun. But her amorality
leads her to run away with an obvious
Leshbian and eventually, having caused
the death of this perverse admirer. she
repairs 1o London where she becomes a
derelict prostitute. One night in Soho,
Lulu picks up a young man and takes
him to her garret for a paid hay roll—
but the man is the maniac Jack the Rip-
per. who stabs her to death while theyre
making love. Her face. in that last mo-
ment, is tanshgured with pleasure and
agony; it was the first time the orgasm
had been shown on the popular screen.

Sound had come in by the time Pan-
dora’s Box was released in the United
States, however; and this—along with the
heavy censor cuts that invariably atend-
ed a Pabst film—caused it 10 make no
impression on  the gencral public, al-
though it has been frequently revived
for the edification of the studious ever
since. Her sccond film for Pabst, Diary
of a Lost One. was also brutally mutilat-
ed by the censors before its exhibition in
this country. In that one she played the
daughter of a druggist who allows her-
sell 1o be seduced by her father’s
assistant. Finding herself pregnant, up-
braided by her dad, she is sent by her
mother 10 a relorm school, where her
baby is taken from her. In this picture,
the perversity of sexual impulse was
shown again by Pabst when a harsh fe-
male overseer exercises the girls in their

shifts, revealing her Lesbian tendencies
as she works herself toward orgasm by
swiying in time to the rhythm she beats
with her stick. Eventually the lost ginl
takes a job in a fancy brothel, where she
meets  and  lightheartedly  marries  a
young disinherited baron. When he kills
himself because of her insineerity, she
Lecomes accepted by society—as a baron-
ess—and  turns 1o doing good works.
This ironic and realistically told tale was
too much for the sensibilities of the cen-
sors, who had a field day with it

Alter making one more  European
flm, The Beauly Prize, Louise returned
to Hollywood, swimming in forcign adu-
lation—whereupon her career hegan o
peter out. The studios called her unco-
operative when she refused to help turn
once of her silent Paramount pictures,
The Canary Murder Case, into a talkic
without additional compensation. “Para-
mount,” she once said, “got together
with the other studios and they stuck the
knife in me and they've never taken it
out.” She was hardly 25 years old when
she disappeared from the sereen in 1931,
Sull very much alive, she is currently
writing her memoirs and has no doubt
at all that it was the portrayal of sex on
the screen, whether fantastic or realistic,
Ly the enchanting stars of the Twenties,
that kept the siudios m business. Like
many others before and since, she has
never been able 1o understand why the
studios invariably attempted 10 whirttle
down and bend to their executive will
those godlike figures who embodied the
source of their wealth and power.

But the human race is various, even in
Hollywood, and its capacity to create and
enthrone new forms and types of beauty
is seemingly infinite. As sound revolu-
tionized the art as well as the industry
known as motion pictures, vocal cords
became an additional prerequisite for
any girl who aspired to stardom or sex
symbolism. The cool Germanic accents of
Marlene Diewich  were already  being
heard as the decade ended, and soon to be
beheld were the drawling Mae West and
the tough-talking Jean Harlow, In the
Thirties, the movies would find new ways
of demonstrating the sexual nature of
mankind, and the forces of censorship
would find new methods of attacking its
irrepressible  expression on the screen.
But that's quite another story.

This is the fifth in a series of articles
on “The History of Sex in Cinema.” in
the next installment, authors Knight
and Alpert examine the effect on Ameri-
can films of the concurrent arvival of
talking pictures and the Depression, the
emergence of such worldly sex symbols as
Jean Harlow and Mae Wesi, the rise of
the Legion of Decency and the vesults of
ils refresstuve measures—a new screen em-
phasis on sadomasochistic violence.
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HORSING THEM IN

he’d been hit, turned his head to make
an angry answer, and in that same m-
stant felt the heavy line go slack. Back
came the hook, a new one from Hardy,
hand-forged and monstrous, looking as if
it could do in a pinch as a spare anchor
for the Queen Mary or the Normandice.
It was pulled out to an angle of about
130 degrees. like a bent hairpin. Hem-
ingway began shaking it in Jane Mason’s
face, so vigorously that he might well
have been about to claw her with it
“Four hundred hfty, huh? Look at
that  hook—just  look at it—fourteen
hundred pounds if it was an ounce.”
He was beside  himself,  shrieking
about the marlin Zane Grey had ILand-
ed i Tahia that went over a thou-
sand pounds even though sharks had
taken huge hunks out of its tail section,
and insisting that this one would have
surpassed that, not merely for a new At-
lantic record, but Tor a world record as
well. His wile Pauline and her sister Vir-
einia wied to calm him down. Pauline
pressed a drink into his hand. o make
him siop brandishing the bent hook,
while Ginny wound up her Liberty-
phone to drown him out with You're
the Top. T finally managed the diver-

(continued from page 123)

sion, like the successful one of three ban-
derilleros trving to distract a goring bull,
by at last getting him to hear me say
that Jane hadn't made the shighting
450-pound estimate hersell. but had only
been  echoing, in astonished  disagree-
ment, my own ignorant guess at the
weight of the fish.

“She didn’t say it was four-ilty—I did,
and what the hell do T know about i?"”
As a gambit, it compared to Peter
Lorre’s lawer line, in the film Casa-
blanca: “What riecht do I have o think?”

His wrath turned, in the instant, upon
the Messrs. Hardy. They would certainly
hear from him, and in certain colorfully
specified terms.

He was more [un 1o hsh with when
there were fewer people aboard for him
to show ofl for.

On s maungural trip. there were just
three of us fishing aboard the Pilar, be-
cause the Tourth, who was supposed to
have been F. Scowt Fiuzgerald, had re-
[used to come, saving: “I can’t lace
Ernest again, when he's so suceessful and
I'm such a [ailure.” The third man in
the boat was John Dos PPassos, who was
even less of a fisherman than Scour Fiz-
gerald, but mixed a mean drink which
he called a Gull Stream Special. As 1 re-

“He wants his tricycle.”

member it, it was a poor counury cousin
to Pimm's Cup. Dos Passos mixed it
in a zinc pail, 10 which he gave full
marks for its contribution to the mix-
wure’s peculiar pungency.

The gin gave out at Dry Toriugas.
where there were no [acilities to acquive
any more, but a search of the boat uncov-
eredd a case of John Jameson's Irish
Whisky up in the bow, which somebody
had thoughtlully put aboard as a chris-
tening present 1o the Pilar. It was over
the Irish, that evening, that Ernest
confided 10 Dos Passos and me his high
opinion of Gary Cooper as Lieutenant
Henry in the screen version of A Fare-
well to Arms, and his corresponding-
Iy low opinion of Helen Hayes as the
choice 10 portray Cutherine Barkley.

“Who would you have liked, Hem?”
asked Dos Passos.

Expecting him to nominate somebody
like Dietrich. though she wasn't Scottish,
I was utterly unprepared, an least by the
book iwsell, for his answer that there
couldn’'t possibly be any other logical
choice. Tor Christ's sake, than a  girl
named  Jean Harlow. Dos Passos, it
seemed., had never heard of her, so Hem-
ingwav gave him an animated demon-
stration, worthy of the Hindu dancer
Shan-Kar, ol her salient points  of
personality.

On the run back [rom Dry Tortugas,
in a most unlikely spot. we came upon a
school of big harracuda, and Dos Passos,
between his evesight and the Ivish, and
coupled with his less than passionate ad-
diction o fishing in the first place,
scemed 1o Hemingway 1o be lousing up
what might have proved an excellent
chance to bhreak the rod and reel record
for birracuda, which back then, i early
stoodd not 1o much above the
record of 69 pounds and some ounces
for muskcllunge. Dos Passos and Hem-
ingwav were both o fish ac the siome
ume. but Dos appeared o be more the
victim than the master ol his, so Hem-
ingwayv asked me o hand him the Col

L35,

Woodsman automatic that was i the
cabin. He shot both fish, 1o avert the
threatened  foul-up of the lines that

might cause us o lose cither or both ol
them i getning them aboard. The more
orthodox method would have been 1o
brain them, once they were up over the
stern, with a sawed-oll hasehall bat, but
theve were signs ol so many other hsh,
any one of which might have broken the
record, that he didn’t want 10 waste an-
other moment ol Gishing time. So Dos
Passos was henched, and 1 was dealted 10
i1l the other fishing chair, and admon-
ished w Tor Christ’s sake horse "em in
Fast and nod Irig around like Dos. 1o sce
il we couldn’t bring in enough of them
that one might break the record. We
managed 10 get some six or seven more
belore the school lee out, but though all
weighed in high in the 60s, none wem
over the 70-pound mark.
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Aflier the barracuda explosion, noth-
ing clse scemed o be happening for a
considerable interval, so as a dead sol-
dier out of the case of Irish went over
the stern and bobbed away in the wake
where our filleted mullet baits  were
dragging, Ernest passed me the Colr
Woodsman and asked me if I shot. By
the time I hgured out where the safety
catch was and how it worked, the bob-
bing bottle began 1o look as far away as
a ship on the horizon. But without rais-
ing the pistol o sight it—shooting [rom
the lap, as it were—I sheered off its neck
with the first tentative and  diffident
shot. Hemingway, jumping up out of
the fishing chair besidde me, burbled ex
citedly that there weren't a dozen men
m the world who could mike a shot like
that, and Jesus Christ il he'd known 1
shot that well we'd have done some
shooting at Dry Tortugas.

My enthusiasm for shooting being
somewhat less than that ol Dos Passos
for fishing, I tried 1o explain the shot
away as a lucky punch, but Hemingway,
with the recent evewitness knowledge to
the contrary, refused 10 believe my dis-
cliaimers, so we had to turn around and
go back to Dry Tortugas. There our
quarry was sandpipers on the shore, deli-
cue tiny birds on toothpick legs. It
scemed 1o me, as a sporting proposition,
tantamount to attacking butterllies with
a tank, but although we blasted away
at them unul the ammunition was ex-
hausted, neither ol us even nicked onc.
Hemingway was generally credited with
being an excellent shot with rifle and
shotgun, but a pistol is something else
again.

In all the hishing I did with Heming-
way over the three winter seasons of "34,
35 and 36, I never once tied into a mar-
lin, which is, of course, the apex of deep-
sea fishing, as salmon is of suream fishing.
I would work hours on tuna, however,
pumping and reeling to get one up for
what seemed like forever, only 10 have
the hsh sound like an elevator when the
cable breaks, and then pump and reel
again until T could barely see, except
for red and orange balloons at the
corners where my sweat-congealed eyelids
scemed 1o be coming unhinged, and my
mouth began 1o taste ol a weird cocktail,
compounded of all the elements of sheer
[atigue.

Part of thar fishing was [un, of course,
because any fishing is more fun than no
hishing: but most of it was the worst kind
of work, the kind of work [or which the
worker is not in condition. I would fly
down from Chicago 10 Key West or Bim-
ini, in the days when night flights were
slow and arduous, having had in the
interim no more exercise than that
involved in the waving of a pocket hand-
kerchief, and would get back home
utterly exhausted.

I won't say I didn’t get anything out
of it. One thing 1 got out of it, which is
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in itself beyond measure, is a wife, that
same  Jane Kendall Mason o whom
Pauline Hemingway imuoduced me one
June night in "36 on the suars at The
Compleat Angler in Bimini. But  we
didn’t get married until two wives and
two husbands Luter. in November of 55,
s0, as a dividend of that fishing, it was
certamly  deferred.

What I got out of it at the time was
an abiding dislike Tor all boat hishing,
and equally so for all bait fhshing. It
scemed 1o me that whatever skill was in-
volved was almost enurely that of the
skipper of the boat, and the work that
wis left lor the fisher in the chair was
Largely the proverbial chore alloted 1o a
strong back and a weak mind. There was
no casting, just a letting out of line and
subsequent wolling. and no element of
hunting. either, except by the skipper.
Even then, whatever auracton the lure
exerted for the fish was more the skip-
per's doing than the angler’s. The pres-
entation of the bait was aflected less by
the manipulations of the angler's rod

than by the actions of the boatman.
Later on. with the development of faster
and more mancuverable boats, and with
the general adoption ol outriggers 1o ve-
lease the wolled line wo the fish am the
moment of the surike, deep-sea fishing
became even less dependent on either
the skill or the strength ol the angler in
the hghting chair, and more than ever
the province of the hoatman.

I soon fele thae I would prefer to con-
centrate on the kind of fishing in which
the chiel consideration was not how
much. but how well, and the size of the
quarry was less important than the de-
gree ol s elusiveness. It wasn’t that 1
had in any sense lost my taste Tor fishing,
I would still fish for perch off a pier.
with pearl buttons for bait, il there were
no other fishing o be had. But if there
wias it choice. T wanted the kind where
the dhallenge was 1o the individual,
rather than o a eam. I was to find it,
though not right away, in stream fishing
with a fly,

“*Too young to stay out late . . . ! Too young to smoke

or drink . .. ! Too young to go steady . . .!

2

Gee. they're sure going to be surprised when they
find out you're not too young to be pregnant!”

PIGSKIN PREVIEW
(continued from page 128)

For longer than anyone can remember,
Purdue has been often the bridesmaid
but never the bride. The Boilermikers
have never visited the Rose Bowl,
the only Big Ten team except In-
diana 10 have been denied this honor.
Yet Purdue scems perennially 1o be in
the thick of the Conference champion-
ship race, and this year is no exception.
Coach Mollenkopl will field 1he wadi-
tonal bruising line. Hallbacks Minnicar
and Teter return, and so does brilliant
passer Bob Griese, who will be throwing
to a clueh of greant receivers led by end
Bob Hadrick. The Boilermakers are so
strong  physically  that they mav  just
grind  everybody  else  underloor. Sig-
nilicantly, the only teams that defeared
Purdue lust vear—Notre Dame, Michi-
gan State and Minnesota——play this sea-
sont in Lafaveue. Mavbe tlut's an omen
that the Yeur of the Boilermakers has
arrived at fase.

One advantage that Minnesota enjoys
year after year is the coaching of Murray
Warnmuth, who may be the country’s
leading expert at gerting the most [rom
available material. The Gophers have
the same line problems they had  lase
vear and  all foseswring runners have
graduated. but otherwise things are look-
ing up in Minncapolis and vou can ex
pect Warmath—as  always—to  ficld a
much stronger team than his resources
would scem to permit. John Hankinson
is a bewer quarterback than most people
realize, and rraveoy All-America Aaron
Brown is probably the top delensive end
in the country.

Never in Woody Hayes' 14 years
Ohio State have the Buckeyes been so
blessed with quarterbacks.  Woody  has
shown signs lately of abandoning his dis-
taste Tor passing. so this may be the sea-
son for Ohio State to graduate from
Pleistocene foatball. The Buckeyes look
beter on offense. but the defense—except
for splendid Imebackers Tom Bugel and
Dwight Kellev—will be largely grecn.
There will be an interesting side issue to
the Ohio State-lowa game this year that
may make it something of a grudge
match. Woody's pugnacious proclivities
got the better of him at the Big Ten
Coaches meceting in May., He hurled off
his coat and, with yards of shirt front
quivering with irate  passion, stationed
himsclf like an inflated John L. Sullivan
belore Towa Adhletic Director Forest Fva-
shevski. Evy, who reached adulthood vears
ago, quictly declined the invitation. But
the whole episode will be lovingly re-
membered during the Hawkeye-Buckeye
came, on November 13, which could
vary well determine the championship.

Both Michigan State and Hlinois will
leature  magnificent  backfields  behind
thin green lines. The Spartans will be
better in the air with quarterback Steve




Juday and end Gene Washington form-
ing a deadly passing combination. The
Ilini, however, will held an explosive
array of runners who will set all kinds of
records if an olfensive line of creditable
strength can  somchow be fashioned.
rLayvsoy All-America fullback Jim Gra-
bowski is the best in the land and he is
joined by Heer hallback Sam Price, who
will be hard pressed to protect his start-
ing role from two young spcedsters,
Cyril Pinder and Ron Bess, who may be
the best pair of soph backs at Illinois
since Mickey Bates and J. C. Caroline.

Indiana has a new coach, John Pont,
who was imported [rom Yale. The Hoo-
siers also have a healthy new injection
of soph manpower, and a scemingly end-
less supply of optimism. After ycars of
heartbreaking effort 10 caw their way
up [rom the cellar of the Big Ten, Indi-
ana seemed to be loaded last year. But
cven more bad breaks than usual and a
fatal lack of depth Killed their hopes.
This time around, nobody will be ex-
pecting much from the Hoosiers, but
they have bigger and beuer manpower
than most opponents realize. If a good
quarterback can be found to run the
new wide-open offense, Indiana will
sncak up on a few teams.

Both Northwestern and Wisconsin are
in bad shape. Most of the big horses
graduated av Evanston in June, and the
transition from coach Parseghian o
Alex Agase produced a bad recruiting
year for Northwestern. So while the
Wildcats will have one good first offen-
sive team and a top-noich defensive
backficld, the drop-oft in potential afier
the first 22 players is precipitous. Wis-
consin will be equally thin, with acute
problems in the backfield where every-
onc¢ went the diploma route. The Badg-
ers will be tough to score against, but
will have an impotent attack behind an
mexperienced line.

Rumors have been circulated that the
Notre Dame alumm decided not 1o give
coach Ara Parseghian a yacht, since it
has become well known in South Bend
that Ara walks on water. But we fear the
Irish boosters are in for a bit of a let-
down this fall, because even Parseghian
can’t be expecied o produce two mira-
cles in a row. Last year's giants, John
Huarte and jack Snow, have both de-
parted, along with most of the rest of
the offensive platoon. Three unseasoned
quarterbacks are vying for starting dutics,
and when a wam has three starting
quarterbacks, that usually means they
don’t have one good one. Notre Dame, it
should be noted, has never had a good
team without a great quarterback. Par-
seghian will depend largely on a vicious
defensive platcon and superb running
by Bill Wolski, Pete Andreotti and
rLAaYBOY  All-America  halfback  Nick
Eddy. A new offensive line must be de-
veloped to spring all these fancy runners
loose, and while there is a good starting

nucleus in pravsoy All-America guard
Dick Arrington, South Bend side-line
quarterbacks will seule willingly for a
6-4 scason. The natonally televised game
with Southern California at South Bend
on October 23 should be the most cager-
ly anticipated fracas of the year.
Bowling Green will still be the giant
of the Mid-American Conference. The
Falcons will field a fabulous pair of full-
backs—Stew Williams and soph Tom
Luentke.  Each  of these thunderers
weighs 240 pounds, so expect Bowling
Green to look like Ohio State used to
look. Kent State should be the most im-
proved team in the circuit. A gungho
group of sophs with tremendous poten-
tial will push aside many of the return-
ing veterans. Kent Stue is one of the
largest universities in the nation (14,000)
that is an athletic nonentity, but that’s
changing very fast. Both Aliami and
Ohio are a bit weaker than usual and
rebuilding seasons are in order. The big
gun at Ohio will be fullback Wash
Lyons. Marshall's rise to power may be
only wemporarily interrupted this scason,
but good walent—although inexperienced
—is present, so look for Marshall 10 cop
the Conlerence title in a couple of years.
The ecumenical spirit is getting a work-
out at Xavier this year. The Jesuit
school will ficld a very strong team, and
one of the top rookies 1s tackle Milt
Bley, a Jewish bov, who will be playing
foothall on Saturday afterncon for a
Protestant coach.
- - -
Chauvinism—gridiron variety—knows
no geographical bounds, and fans in al-
most any part of the country will assure
you that the brand ol football played in
their vicinity is nonpareil. Over the
years, however, the Big Ten has usually
been assigned supremacy by the majority
of observers. Recendy, though, we think
the power center has shilied southward.
The top five tecams in the Southeastern
Conlerence are at least the maich of the
top five Big Ten teams, and unlike the
recent past, the botwom half of the SEC
no longer is composed of a collection ol
pushovers. Unflortunately, there are no
matches—and haven't been for years—Dbe-
tween the best of North and South. This
[all Michigan plays Georgia and Florida
meets Northwestern, in onesided aflairs,
so nothing is likely to be proved.
Kentucky has been the center of one
of the most dramatic rebuilding  pro-
grams m many ycars. Only three years
ago the Wildeats wound up a disastrous
scason with just 28 able bodies on the
squad. Last vear, after a massive recruit-
ing and jungle-warfare training program,
Kentucky was still thin in numbers
but heavy in talent. On succeeding
weckends they knocked off two of the
top-rated teams in the country, only to
fall apart again from emotional and
physical exhaustion. This season, the
story will be different. Virtually every-
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body rewturns [rom last vear’s volatile
hand, and they are reinforced by another
bumper crop of super sophomores. 'The
Wildcaus may have the finest backficld in
the Lind with pravsoy All-America hall-
back Rodger Bid, fullback Frank An-
tonini and quarterback Rick Norton. who
throws to wingback Larry Sciple and
reavsoy All-America end Rick Kesiner.

THE SOUTH
SOUTHEASTERN CONFERENCE
Kentucky 9-1  Mississippi State 6-4
Lovisiana State 8-2  Vanderbilt 55
Florida 7-3  Auburn 55
Alabama 73 Georgia 46
Tennessee 7-3  Tulane 2-8

Mississippi 64

ATLANTIC COAST CONFERENCE
Maryland 82  South Carclina 46
Virginia 64  Wake Forest 3-7
Clemson 55  North Carolina 3-7
Duke 585 N. C. State 19
SOUTHERN CONFERENCE

G. Washington 91 East Carolina 63
West U:rfmm Furman 64
Virginia Military 4-ﬁ Richmond 37
William & Mary 46  Citadel 37
Virginia Tech  3-7  Davidson 28

INDEPENDENTS

Georgia Tech 82  Southern Miss. 72
Florida State 64  Memphis State 55
Miami 4-6  Chattanooga 55

TOP PLAYERS: Bird, Kestner, Norton, Antoni-
ni (Kentucky); Rice, Moreau, Vincent (LSU);
Bennett, Gagner, Spurrier, Casey (Florida);
Crane, Bowman, Sloan (Alabama); Gra-
ham, Mitchell (Tennessee); Hindman, Dennis,
Clay, Keyes (Mississippi); Granger, Folliard
(MlaSissnppl St.); Cody, Gross, Rice (Auburn);
‘galdmg Whltesade (Vanderbilt); Patton

eorgia); Brown (Tulane); Hickey,
Absher (Maryland]; Davis, Pincavage, Kowal-
kowski (Virginia); Glacken, Calabrese, Mur-
phy (Duke); Cox (South Carolina); Heck,
Nesbitt, Grant (Wake Forest); Wood, Talbott
{North Carolina); Lyle (George Washington);
Sullivan, McCune (West Virginia); Turmer
(Virginia Military); Pearce (William & Mary);
Hughes (East Carclina); Battle, Carlisle,
Snow (Georgia Tech); Shinholser, Spooner
(Florida St.); Weisacosky, Biletnikoff (Mi-
ami); Satcher, Purvis {Southern Miss.);
Fletcher (Memphis St.).

Lowsiana State and Florida both look
nearly as rich in walent as Kentucky. The
min diflerence between the two is that
LSU’s forie is defense. while Florida will
ficld a wild offense centered around bril-
lzint passer Steve Spurrier. The Gaors
plan 10 dwow 30 10 40 passes a game.
Except lor vravsoy All-America safery-
man Bruce Bennerr. the Flonda delense
will be mediocre. and coach Ray Graves
hopes it is good enough not to be the
cause of his team’s losing, because 1t
certainly won't be the cause ol any victo-
ries. Louistana State will also have a fan-
cy passer in quarietback Pat Sereen, who
will be chucking 1o end Doug Morcau,
one of the hest in the Land il he recovers
fully Irom shoulder surgery. The Tigas'

defensive unmit—Iled by pLavsoy All-Amer-
ica tackle George Rice—will be, as usual,
nerly impregnable.

Despite their severe graduation losses.
it is risky o presume that both Alabama
and Auburn will have bad seasons, The
main dilference is that Alabama still has
a good quarterback in Steve Sloan, who
will take up some of the slack left by de-
parting  Joe Namath. Also present is
sophomore Ken Stabler, who is so loaded

with talent that he may soon make
Namath's  departure seem  less  tragic.

Auburn, on the other hand, lost nearly all
of 196475 brilliant offense, and no one 1s
in sight to replace Sidle and Frederick-
son. With reavsoy All-America lineback-
er Bill Cody bolstering a rugged delense,
no one will run up much of a score on
Auburn, but unless a host of hot new
backs are unearthed, the Plainsmen will
have a modest season.

Tennessee and Vanderbilt may be the
two most improved teams in the South.
The Vols surprised even themselves with
their expertise  after abandoning  the
heavy single-wing offense last vear. Both
Tennessee and Vanderbile should ficld
beuer oflenses o go along with last
vear's rock-ribbed delenses, which return
almost intact.  Joe Graham is perhaps

the best tackle in Tennessee history.
Vanderbilt this year begins to  enjoy
the [ruition of a three-year rebuilding
program, and should wreak vengeance
on some tormentors of  recent Vs,

Quarterback Charles Fulion of Tennessee
and [ullback Jim Whieside of Vanderbilt
will be two of the top sophomores in the
South.

Ordinarily, a season with even a single
loss is considered cataclysmic at Ole
Miss. Last year the Johnny Rebs were
loaded with the deepest and best materi-
al in school history, and a banner season
scemed guaranteed. So what happened?
Gettyshburg revisited. This spring, coach
Johnny Vaught complewely  dissembled
his imperfeat war machine and has put
it rogether again with a slew ol shiny
new rearuits and a Iront line of proven
vets. A new spirit and fire power will be
present. but the cream-puff schedules of
recent vears are no more. The Rebels
will be fearsome by the end of the year,
when all those sophs become batle hard-
ened. But meanwhile, playing Kentucky,
Alabama and Florida on succeeding Sat-
urdays will be like walking death row.

Mississippi  State,  with  burly  full-
back Hoyle Granger and a possible
siceper in junior college wansfer quar-
werback Bill Buckner, may be one ol the
surprises of the vear. Georgia was the
shocker squad of the Sowh last season,
but the Bulldogs can’t hope 10 sneak up
on anybody this time. Tulane, pre-
paring for its last year in the Southeast-
ern Conlerence, is still deeply involved
in & major rebuilding cumpaign, results
ol which probably won't show until
1966, when the schedule eases a bit. This



season, however, the Green Wave faces a
discouraging series of powerlul teams,
and vicories will still be scarce.

The whole Atlantic Coast Conference,
with the notable exception of Marvlind,
seems to have [allen on bad days. The
powerhouses of yesteryear, such as Duke,
North Carolina and  Clemson, are le-
verishly  rebuilding, but this year they
don’t seem deep enough 10 adjust 10 the
demands ol platoon lootball. Maryland,
however, may redeem some prestige for
the Conference. The Ferps have wremen-
dous runming sivength, hordes of expe-
rienced veterans and super sophs Ernie
Toramm and Bill Van Heusen.

Virgiia could also explode. The Cav-
aliers have three excellent quarterbacks
and the best backheld in the Conler-
ence, leaturning the two Davises, Robert
and Roger. Duke will Liunch thundering
vookie fullback Jayv Calabrese, and il
coach Bill Murray can hnd enough tal-
ent 1o adapt 10 platoon football, some of
the glory of the past may be recaptured.
Neither North Carolina State nor Wake
Forest will have the clement of surprise
working for it this vear. so last season's
astonishing performances aren’t likely 1o
be duplicated. Look for new [ullback
Audy Heck e Wake Forest o ke up
some of the slck left by the departure
of Brian Piccolo. Severe graduation loss-
es will aapple North Carolina. and if
professional baseball scowts succeed 1n
wooing away brilliant quarterback Dan-
ny Tatbou, the Tar Heels will be in
cven worse shape.

George Wishingion, capitalizing on
the consummate skills of Garry Lyvle. the
hrst Negro quarwerback in the Southern
Conference. will be virtually unbeatable.
Lyle does evervihing beuer than anvone
else, and il he stavs healthy, only Cincin-
nati and West Vrginia will threaten the
Colonials. West Virginia,  having  re-
joined the prestige ranks alter several
scasons” absence, will probably repeat
last  years  performance. This  time,
though, it won't surprise anvone.

East Carolina, wtored by wily Clar-
ence Stasavich. has been cutting a clean
swath through small college circles in re-
cent vears and has now joined the bigger
bovs. ‘The Poates will be beuer than
ever, but tougher competition will take
s 1oil

Among Souwthern independents. Geor-
gia Tech will monopolize the limelight.
The Yellow Jackews are never very far
from greatness, amd this looks like a Fue-
ful [all. The two-platwon system is made
to order tor coach Bobby Dodd, and he
has lots of horses 1o hll out the ranks.
The schedule—a most unusual suuation
at Tech—is weak this vear, so look for
the Jackets o a major bowl game on
January 1.

Florida State will probably be the
most unbalinced ball cluly in the nation
this [all. We saw its spring game. and we
have seldom witnessed a more fearsome

delense or a more unspectacular offense.
A popular prediction in Tallahassee is
that the Seminoles will play 1en scoreless
tics this year. pLaveoy All-America Jack
Shinholser mans the middle guard spo
in a delensive line that 1s so unvielding
it broke down and eried when Kentucky
finally scored alter four tries from two
yards out last vear—with the Seminoles
leading 48 o 0.

The saber-toothed Tigers of Memphis
State had their fangs pulled in the first
game last scason with Ole Mass, and they
never recovered from the shock. Recov-
ery isn't likely this vear, either. Quarier-
back Billy Fletcher may turn out 1o be
the most spectacular player in the South.
but the Tigers face the toughest opposi-
von in their history.

THE NEAR WEST

BIG EIGHT
Nebraska 9-1  Kansas 55
Missouri 64  Colorado 4.6
Oklahoma 55 HKansas State 46

Oklahoma State 55  lowa State 2-8
SOUTHWEST CONFERENCE

Arkansas 91 SMU 55
Texas 73 Baylor 37
Texas Tech 7-3  Texas Christian 2-8
Rice 55  Texas AAM 2-8

MISSOURI VALLEY CONFERENCE

Tulsa 82  North Texas St. 4-6
Cincinnati 82  Louisville 46
Wichita State 64

INDEPENDENTS
Houston 55 Texas Western 28

West Texas St. 4-6

TOP PLAYERS: Duda, Churchich, Jeter,
White, Barnes, Strohmyer (Mebraska); Lane,
Roland, Van Dyke (Missouri); McAdams,
Schreiner (Oklahoma); Garrison (Oklahoma
St.); Skahan, Shinn (Kansas); Harris (Colo-
rado); Matan (Kansas St); Hines, Phillips,
Williams, Lindsey (Arkansas); Nobis, Harris,
Kristynik, Lammons (Texas); Anderson,
Lowery, Porter (Texas Tech); Christopher,
Latourette, Vining (Rice); White, Roderick,
LaGrone (Southern Methodist); Southall,
Hayes, Wilson (Baylor); Horak, Campbell
(Texas Christian); Wellborn (Texas A&M);
Townes, Twilley, Daugherty (Tulsa); Taylor,
Fugere (Cincinnati); Waskiewicz (Wichita
St.); Sanders (North Texas St.); Guerrant,
Post, McVea (Houston); Allen, Funk (West
Texas St.); Hughes (Texas Western).

Some tean will probably bear Nebras-
ka belore the season is out, but looking
over the schedule, we can’t imagine who
it will be. Last vear was supposed 1o be a
rebuilding compaign in Lincoln, but the
Cornhuskers knocked off evervbody ex-
cept Okbkithoma and wound up sixih in
the nation. Nebraska now looks deeper,
faster,  Dbigger and  more  experienced
than ever, and if complacency can be
avoided, the Huskers should be favorites
M every game.

The rest of the Big Eighi Conlerence
15 remarkably well balanced.  Missouri
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scems to have the best shot at the
runner-up spot, but much depends on
whether  two  outstanding  hallbacks—
Charlie Brown and Ken Boston—
sufficientlv recover from severe injuries
sustained during spring practice.
Oklahoma appeared loaded before the
scason began in 1961, but somehow all
that talent never quite jelled. and now
most ol it has graduated. pravsoy All-
America linebacker Carl McAdams 15 a
terror on defense, but the rest ol the
manpower is spread rather thin, Over in
Sullwater. the picture is a mirror image
ol the Sooner situation. Oklahoma State
is well on its way imto the big time, and
the Cowboys have more and faster horses
in the coral than they've had in vears.
Coach PPhil Cutchin is determined o
mitke Oklahoma State a major power
and he seems about two years away from
doing just that. Colorado and Kansas
Stue are on the way back, wo, although
Colorado appears o be Turther ahead of
schedule. The Buffaloes have sulfered
three swraight 2-8 seasons, but this year
the manpower shortage has improved
from tragic to merely acute. If the new
rules don’t further drain their personnel
resources, look for the Buffs to stampede
a few times. Kansas features Bob Skahan,
onc of the most clusive roll-out quarter-
backs in the fatlands. He will be ably
supported by a wio of good runners, so
the inimitble Gale Sayers won't be
missed as much as fans lear. But the sol-
id Kansas defense ol yestervear is being
de-emphasized in favor of a wide-open
passing game. Lack of depth will be a
problem and the schedule is rugged; a
break-even  scason, therefore, will be
highly respeatable. Just as Oklahoma
State 15 challenging Oklahoma, Kansas
State is discarding the poor-relative role
and threatens 1o displace Kansas as the
state  powerhouse. Kansas State's largest
squad ever will take the ficld s fall,
and the results should show on the score-

board.
Arkansas, like Nebraska, s loaded
with vererans  from  last  vear's mag-

nificent squad. The Porkers can hardly
be expected to repeat thewr all-winning
1964 performance, but—again like Ne-
braska—they should be a solid lavorite
in cvery game. Coach Frank Broyles has
simply been outrecruiting his competi-
tors in the Southwest, and there seems 1o
be no limit to the available manpower.
A solid quorum of last season’s all-win-
ning crew is joined by an undefeaed
freshman crop. Unless the Razorbacks
simply get bored with winning, we sce
no reason for them to lose o any team.

It is unthinkable in the Big Country
that Texas under coach Darrell Roval
should ever have a less-than-spectacular
scason. However, the bad guys—uni-
versity aciademicians—have been  play-
ing a diy wick on the good guys—
athletic  administrators—by  drastically

962 raising the academic requircments of the

university. Coach Roval moans that half
of his present squad would never have
qualificd for admission to the university
by this year's entrance requirements. It
seems grossly unfair o Texas™ beel-baron
and  oil-magnate  supporters o expect
a ten-second hallback to be able to read
Chaucer and integrate an equation, but
that’s the way it is these days. Whinever
the reason, the Longhorns look leaner
this scason, so don’t be surprised il they
run into trouble along the way.

Most  dramatic  improvement in the
cactus country s expected from  erst
while Conference door mat Texas Tech.
The Red Raiders have been assembling
the materials for a major insurrcction
for several years and the results are be-
ginning to show. The principal weapon
in the Texas Tech arsenal is halfback
Donny Anderson, who runs like a wild
horse. Perhaps a pleasant porrent of im-
pending presuge is the fact that the Red
Raiders play seven games at home this
vear. The last time that happened—in
1938—they went 10 the Cotton Bowl

Southern  Methodist  may  challenge
Texas Tech as interloper of the vyear.
Last scason we chose SMU as a dark
horse, but a dismaying series ol acaudemic
mislortunes and injuries deprived the
Mustangs of scven  starters  between
spring practice and the autumn opener.
Since most of these plavers have re-
turned and are part of the most promis-
ing squad in years, the Mustangs are
again ready to break loose, so thev're our
out-on-i-limb pick for the year.

Rice lost so much of last vear's abun-
dant talent that few people will consider
the Owls a real threat in 1965, but don’t
sell them short. Coach Jess Neely's teams
have wound up in the first division of
the Conference race 19 of the 25 vears
he has been coaching at Rice.

Baylor's main gun will be quarterback
Terry Southall, and once again coach
Bridger's Bears will throw the ball all
over the landscape. But the squad will
be very green, albeit eager, so a winning
season isn't n sight. The same situation
exists at Texas Christian, except that the
Horned Frogs don’t even have a proven
quarterback.  Texas A&M  is  starting
[rom scratch with a new coaching swalt
headed by Gene Stwallings, who will at-
tempt to bring Bear Bryant's hard-nosed
styvle of play back 1o College Station.

The Missouri Valley Conference s
perhaps the most underrated circurt in
America. Last year Tulsa gave some in-
dication of this by systematically  dis-
patching  all opponents—except  fellow
Conlerence . member  Cincinnati—and
then dismantling Ole Miss in the Blue
bonnet Bowl. Even without the incom-
parable Jerry Rhome, Tulsa will again
be all-powerful. Three excellent passers
arc on hand o fill Rhome’s shoes, and
the defense, led by mountainous tackle
Willie Townes, will be one of the staunch-
est in the nation. Tulsa’s athletic pro-

gram is proliferating at a rapid rate, so
look for the Hwricanes 10 be a perma-
nent power on the national scenc.

Cinannat boosters are still doing a
slow burn over the team’s being ignored
by both the pollsters and the bowl com-
mittees last year. afier scuttling Tulsa
and going on 10 an 8-2 scason. The Bear-
cats may ger their chance agaan this fall,
because most of the muscle and speed is
back. The Tulsa game should be a real
Donnybrook. Wichita, under new coach
George Karras, will oy 1o get back in
the titde race. Both North Texas State
and Louisville, having fallen mto dis-
repair, will attempt 1o reassemble their
foothall machines. Louisville is launch-
ing a major rebuilding program to give
its football weam the same national pres-
tige its baskethall weam enjoys.

Houston quit the  Missouri Valley
Conference a few years ago in order to
move into big-time football circles. So
far, it has been the vest of the MVC that
has moved into the national spotlight,
while Houston has come upon evil days.
This year, however. will mark the begin-
ning of a nise for the Cougars. All home
games from now on will be played in the
Astrodome, and to celebrate this auspi-
cious occasion, coach Bill Yeoman has
assembled the cdlassiest aggregation in
Houston’s recent history. A major point
ol interest is new hallback Warren Mc-
Vea, the most soughtalter high school
player in America a couple of years ago.
Reports on him are so lavish we hereby
nominate him our Sophomore Back of
the Year.

Coach Bobby Dobbs left his post as
head man at Calgary in the Canadian
pro league 1o lead Texas Western out of
the foothall wilderness. He is changing
the Miners from a defense-minded crew
to a wide-open hell-for-leather passing
team. Results should begin 1o show very
soon. West Texas Suue will leature soph

Spencer Washington. the Southwest's
first Negro quarterback.
- - -

The concerted quest for power that
began several vears ago among the West
Coast teams has reached  culmination.
The perennial rivalry with the Big Ten
hias unul now been a rather onesided
affaur. Although the ludicrous decision
to send Oregon Ste instead of South-
cern California to the Rose Bowl last
New Year's Day resulied in a rather em-
barrassing  dsparity of power between
the representatives of the two confer-
ences, the top Coast teams can now play
anywhere with equanimiry.

This year there are four Coast teams
of such singular poiency that the only
viriance in their prognosis results from
schedule  differences.  Either  Oregon,
Washington, Stanford or Southern Cal
will be capuble, with a few breaks, of
going undefeated.  Oregon’s  toughest
games are conveniently sandwiched be-
tween breathers, so the Ducks have the
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B
o THE FAR WEST
- PACIFIC COAST
Oregon 9-1 Oregon State 46
b Washington 82  California 55
- Stanford 82  Washington St. 36
5 Southern Cat 73  UCLA 28
B WESTERN CONFERENCE
Wyoming B2 New Mexico 55
Arizona State 64  Utah 55
Arizona 64  Brigham Young 28
INDEPENDENTS

New Mexico St. 82  San Jose State 55
Idaho 7-3  Colorado State 55
Utah State 64  Air Force 28

TOP PLAYERS: Brundage, Oldham, Tobey,
Palm (Oregon); Bramwell, Jordan, Forsberg
(Washington); Handley, Lewis, Pettigrew
(Stanford); Garrett, Sherman, Thomas
(Southern Cal); Dzura, Foster (California);
0'Billovich, Brothers (Oregon St.); Eilmes,
Sheron (Washington St.): Richardson (UCLA);
Alleman  (Wyoming); Hawkins, Johnson,
Hoover (Arizona St.); Hubbert, Pazerski,
Malloy (Arizona); Quintana, Hettema (New
Mexico); McKissick, Woodson (Utah); Nance
(Brigham Young); Memefee (New Mexico
St.); McDonald (ldaho); Shivers (Utah St.);
Foster {Colorado St.); Heckert, Jackson (Air
Force).

best chance to linish with an impressive

won-lost record. Coach  Casanova

17 of his first 22 plavers back from last

N

vear's team that lost only two games,
and with all that ability and experience
on hand, the Webfoots will be very hard
to siop.

Washington 1s almost never out of the
top national rankings for longer than a
vear at a time, so look for the Huskics to
be back in the spotlight again this vear.
Last season’s rebuilding cfforts have paid
off. Unlike what he's done in the past,
coach Jim Owens will concentrate more
on scoring than on keeping the other
team  scoreless. New quarterback Tod
Hullin will heave the ball far and fre
quently. I the largely rookie defensive
unit can meet  the  test, Washington
could held one of the better Huskies
contingents in recent vears. The nation-
ally televised game with Ohio State on
October 2 will tell the storv.

Stanford should have its best team in
a decade. The Indians have momentum
from 1964, when they won three of their
last Tour games. They also have hallback
Rav Handley, a real whiz kid, and depth
at all positions. Stanford plays all three
service  academies, and  they  couldn’t
have picked a better vear to do it

Southern Cal's non-Conference sched-
ule will make an improvement over last
vear's 7-3 record exceedingly  diflicult,
but the Trojans still have a good chance
of getting back into the Rose Bowl

534 éﬁ.ﬂ’ ﬂg‘ﬁ‘ﬁj‘ﬂ
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264 “Say—this isn’t an ad [or a movie!”

PLAYBOY All-America halfback Mike Gar-
rett—probably the best runner in the
country—is teamed with hallback Rod
Sherman, who suffers very little in com-
parison. A fancy new quarterback. Pt
Mills, was discovered in the spring game,
so the Trojans are off to the wars as well
armed as ever.

Il these first four teans are colavor
ites, then our dark horse must be Cali-
fornia. The Bears lost fabulous Craig
Morton. but a new quarterback, Dan
Berry, has been uncarthed who could be
the kev to success. Cal's delensive forces
—last vear's vulnerable point—will be
much improved. rravsoy  All-America
tackle Stan Dzura is not only the top
lineman on the Coast, he is also the most
unusual. Dzura, who looks like a fugiuve
from Cenwal Casting, never played a
game ol [oothall in his life until he was
a sophomore in college. He went to Cal
from Hawaii on a basketball scholarship.
grew too big lor that game, and was cor-
ralled by the fooball coaches. Despite
missing all those years ol coaching and
experience, his ability is such that he ter-
rorvized opposing teams last vear and
should be even more [earsome in "65.

This will be Dee Andros’ first year as
head coach at Oregon State, and he has
some big shoes 1o hll in replacing de-
parted  Tommy Prothro.  winningest
coach on the Coast the past ten vears.
who moved on o UCLA. Although An-
dros proved what he can do ar Idaho,
the toughest schedule in Oregon State's
history should keep the Beavers out ol
the Conlerence race.

Bert Cluk is beginning 1o put togeth-
er a major power at Washington State,
but it will be another two vears belore 1t
comes into its own. This fall more than
half the squad will be rookies, and good
ones, but it will wake time 10 mawre all
this talent. This is still a learning year,
so the Cougars won't show much im-
provement. Wait until 1967,

UCLA is really starting off at the bot-
tom. New coach Tommy Prothro seems
to have a lot of confdence that he can
hield a good representative team, but no
one knows why. The ranks are thin and
there is no quarterback in sight o re-
place the departed Larry Zeno.

Figuring out the fortunes ol many
Western teams is  particularly  difficult
because of the large numbers of juntor
college transfers that give these squads
fresh infusions ol mimpower cach year.
The Western part of the country— partic-
ularly Calilornia—harbors great numbers
of junior colleges that field foothall
teams, and the best of these players go
on to senior colleges where, with so
much experience behind them, they can
olten step right into a starting line-up.
For example, Utah this year would seem
to be headed for a dismal autumn, be-
cause almost the entire starting line-up
has gradumted from the best team in the



play it by ear,
with ...

GOLD
PLAYMATE
. EARRINGS

) Florentine gold

Jjeweled Playboy Rabbit
bas relief set against a
disc. Smart addition to her
idas-touched Playboy Jewelry.
$10 ppd.
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school’s history. But junior college trans
lers and sophs may take up much of the
slack. Still, the Utes can’t be expected 1o
repeat last year's performance. Arizona,
Arizona State and New Mexico are simi
larly suflering Irom wholesale losses. so
this  should allow  Wyoming—which
scems stronger than ever—io move in on
the Conference championship. Brigham
Young is also on the way up. The ou-
look for the Cougars is brighter than in
recent years, although the severity of the
opposition will probably preclude any
improvement in the won-lost record this
scason. At Arizona State, coach Frank
Kush  has had remarkable luck with
young teams in the past, so the Sun Dev-
ils might surprise us. Much of Arizona’s
severe losses—25 lettermen have graduat-
ed—will be alleviated by the presence ol
new haltback Brad Hubbert, a sensation-
al rookie who played four yewrs of foot-
Lall in the Marme Corps belore deciding
1o pursue higher education (and an
evenwual pro contract). New Mexico's
hopes are pinned 1o quarterback Stan
Quintana and a huge delegation ol
junior-college transfers, led by fullback
Carl Jackson.

Both New Mexico State and Idaho will
lield fine teams. Idaho's Ray McDonald
will probably be college football’s hest
lullback by the dme he graduates,
and this year his explosive running
will make the Vandals a power to reckon
with. New Mexico State is so rich in ex-
pevienced plavers that the only shortage
will be mainers and managers. Utah
State, of all the schools in the West, will
probably prohit mose this year from an
influx ol excepuional walent from junior
colleges. The Aggies will have one of the
biggest lines in college lootball, and hall-
back Roy Shivers may wurn out to be the
classiest runner in the desert country.

The Air Force Academy, suffering
from a cheating scandal that has virtual-
ly wiped out the Falcon football squad.
finds itsell in a situation almost 1dentical
to—and as ragic as—that brought about
by the cribbing catastrophe at West
Point a few years ago. Twenty-nine of
thirty-eight  lettermen have been  lost,
and only a bare handful of upperclass-
men are available. The only blessing in
an otherwise bleak picture is the pres
ence of a splendid sophomore contin-
gent. Woelully green at fivst, the flyboys
will undoubredly get beter as the scason
wears on, but prospects for a good sea
son are far from bright.

We'll make one last prediction, amd
this one we are sure of: With virtually
every coach in the country putting greater
emphasis than ever on the oflensive phase
ol the game, 1965 will see the emergence
ol a llock of brilliant passers—ucophvie
quarterbacks whose names are now barely
known, ¢ven in their own schools, but
who will be nitional heroes by December.
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Playboy Rabbit standing guard is of black
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers to your shopping
questions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where you
can buy any of the specialized
itemns advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.

val Council—
smith’s Suits 57

.48, 52

Swealers

wth Mills . . . LR
117 Shirts .. .5

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to
answer any of your other
questions on fashion, travel, food
and drink, hi-fi, etc. If your
question involves items you saw
in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a brief
description of the items

when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, Ill. 60611

PLAYBOY

] 3 yrs. for 320 (Save 510.00)

1 yr. for 58 {Save $2.00)
(] paymene enclosed [ bill later
TO:
name
address
city state zip code no.

Al 1o PLAYBOY
232 E. Ohio Street. Chicago, Ilinois 60611.
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NEXT MONTH:

FASHION FORECAST COMICS

CITY OF LIGHT

DENEUVE WAVE

“THE GREAT COMIC-BOOK HEROES"'—-SUPERMAN, BATMAN,
CAPTAIN MARVEL AND ALL THE REST OF THAT MARVELOUS CREW
IN A NOSTALGIC ACCOUNT OF WHENCE THEY CAME, WHO CRE-
ATED THEM, AND WHY THEY OCCUPIED A SPECIAL PLACE APART
IN THE FANTASIES OF OUR YOUTH—BY JULES FEIFFER

“CITY OF LIGHT '65""—HIS TRIP TO PARIS WASTO BE A ROMAN-
TIC VOYAGE OF SELF-DISCOVERY; HIS COMPANIONS HAD MORE
SINISTER PLANS FOR HIM—BY HERBERT GOLD

MADALYN MURRAY, THE OUTSPOKEN ATHEIST RESPONSIBLE
FOR THE SUPREME COURT'S BAN ON SCHOOL PRAYER, AIRS HER
VIEWS ON FREETHINKING, FREE LOVE AND THE CHURCH IN AN
EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“THE 1966 PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL"”—YOUR PERSONAL BAL-
LOT IN THE TENTH ANNUAL PLAYBOY POLL TO SELECT THE PRE-
MIER PERFORMERS OF THE PAST TWELVEMONTH

“FRANCE'S DENEUVE WAVE"—A REVEALING REVISIT WITH
CATHERINE DENEUVE, THE CURRENT QUEEN OF PARISIAN
CINEMA SEXPOTS—IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY PICTORIAL

“THE OFFICIAL SEX MANUAL"—A COURAGEOUSLY FRANK,
DARINGLY INTIMATE, DEMENTEDLY DOCUMENTED SATIRICAL
SPOOF ON THOSE EVER-LOVING GUIDEBOOKS TO THE ART
AND TECHNIQUES OF LOVEMAKING—BY GERALD SUSSNMAN

“PLAYBOY’S FALL AND WINTER FASHION FORECAST"—
OUR STAR-STUDDED, SEMI-ANNUAL GUIDE TO CORRECT MEN’S
ATTIRE FOR THE COMING SEASON—BY ROBERT L. GREEN

“THE BUNNIES OF MIAMI"—AN EYE-FILLING PICTORIAL ON
THE SUN-KISSED HUTCH-HONEYS OF OUR FLORIDA RABBITAT

“AN UNHURRIED VIEW OF RALPH GINZBURG™”--A DIS-
PASSIONATE PROBE OF THE PUBLISHER OF EROS, FACT AND
ASSORTED EROTICA—BY DAN WAKEFIELD

“LEOPOLD DOPPLER AND THE ORPHEUM GRAVY BOAT
RIOT"”—DISH NIGHT AND OTHER DANDY DIVERTISEMENTS OF
MOVIEGOING IN THE THIRTIES—BY JEAN SHEPHERD



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

And their distinctive flavor
explains why they cost
a bit more.
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Who knows as much about scotch as the Scots?™

{DED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86 PROOF « BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND » RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD, N.Y.
35 e — s g .,,.Hm T Sy _..,_.,f-_

AT HYDE PARK CORNER, LONDON, ENGLAND.

“1Ue English.

The Scots distill Haig—
we jolly well drink Haig.
Of hundreds of scotehes,
Britain’s largest seller is Haig.
You'll find Haig
to your taste, too.
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