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a provocative pictorial
on the girls of rio .
playboy jazz poll winners -
the latest in stereo and
tv equipage - an interview
with federico fellini -

plus vladimir nabokov,
james farmer, william
saroyan, ray russell,
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Hottest new entry in the whole blazing GT world.

Performance fans! Here's your breekfast, lunch, dinner and midnight snack. The big, roomy, new Comet
Cyclone GT. With a new 390 4-barrel V-8 roaring under its twin scoop hood, this Cyclone GT

delivers go that can shove you right back into your bucket seat. Also included: console mounting for the
transmission you choose (there's a 4-speed manual specially geared to be quick on the takeoff);
heavy-duty, wide-rim wheels; engine dress-up kit; fade-resistant brakes. Plus high-rate front and rear
springs, a big-diameter stabilizer bar, and HD front and rear shocks. Add the optional tach and this
car’s ready to rally! And because it's a new-generation Comet, there’s special

luxury here. You'll see it in the interior trim and feel it in the . - :
soft vinyls and carpets. See all the bigger, livelier new '66 Leloie, ceautiiul pertopmenteichamplon

Comets. Thirteen of them cover the field from a rekish Comet _Wq Comet

202 to the handsome Capris and Calientes and this blazing
Cyclone GT. They’re at your Mercury desler's. Now. —6?' AR
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The Emsley— in our exclusive
Claeth® Cloth, 50% polyester and
50% combed cottun. Natural, olive or
black, about $32.50 .

Higher weert of the Rockies.




Collar goes up or down,
depending on the temperature
in your torture chamber,

Raglan shoulders
let your arms move freely,
for karate or cocktails.

Secret inside pocket
for confidential memos
from the White House,

the grocer, etc.

Brawny back

for concealing your
shoulder holster.

- Rugged poplin
" holds up through
~ thick and sin.

7 colors
let you pick the best way
to blend in

. with the background.
Adjustable cuffs loosen

when you loosen up
the master fiend’s girl friend.

Somebody’s watching ry minute
when you wear the

his

Weatherall Jacket.

Just $10.00 (in unmarked bills). Slightly higher in the West. Talon zipper.
h.i.s, 16 East 34th Street, New York, N.Y.10016.



PLAYBILL AS YOou can see by our
February cover, this
is a pippin of an issue, offering a feast of
fact, fiction. photo features and females.

Jazz '66, which announces this vear’s
winners of our annual Jazz Poll and re-
views the past year’s happenings in that
singularly  American art form, carries
with it a special importance. It cele-
brates a decade of Jazz Polls (there's a
cliart listing every winner of the past ten
vears), reveals the first three arusts to be
ensconced in the Playboy Jazz Hall of
Fame anl. also lor the st time. tells
vou those LPs that have been voted the
Playboy Records of the Year. Nat Hen
tofll, who wrote the reprise ol the past
iwelhvemonth. two huats: one as
a jazz critic and commentator (he recent-
Iy had published Jaz= Country). the other
as an analyst of today’s social unrest. In
the later capacity. he conducts a course
at New York's New School lor Social
Rescarch.

In our lead fiction, How Simon Got
His Burcan, Bernavd Wolle
his usual Hollywood milicu lor the pur-
licus of New York. Cigar-wielding, mus-
tachioed Wolle has just completed a
novel. 1s working on a second, Up You
(o, set in Greenwich Village. Although
he works in Hollywood and has authored
a number of hlmscripts, Wolle bridles at
the appellation screenwriter and  hates
writing lor the movies (“Only films made
on a modest budget have any chance of
Leing good; when they become big busi-
ness ventures. they're doomed to farlure
from the start™).

Jack Denton Scott. whose Partrvidg:
Shoot from Elephantback marks his firs
contribution 1o PLAYBOY, 15—in addition
to being a writer—a big-game hunter.
cook (his book A Pasta a Day is upcom-
ing Irom Random House) and, as he puts
it, “natureand-girl-lover.” A prodigiously
prolific author (he has over a thousand
articles and nine books to his credit),
Scott informs us trom his wnung rewreat
in Connecticut that while on the pav

Wears

abandons

WOLFE

ridge humt he “lell in love with the
elephants, leirned dun tigers have abso-
lutely nothing 1o do with American cars
or gasoline, and that the women of India,
even when they are jungle dwellers. are
slim, lovely and probably stronger than a
college tullback.”

A Little Lexicon of Love, a satyrical
survey of sexual euphemisms from our
Playboy ol the Western Coast, Ray Rus-
sell, is his 50th conuwibuton o this
magazine. A collection of Russell pieces,
almost all of them rLavsoy, and
bearing the title of this month’s contribu-
tion. will be published shortly by Sher-
bourne Press.

A TFalentine by Armenia’s gift to
American litcrature, William Saroyan, is

Irom

a warmly amusing, nostalgic slice of the
author’s boyhood life in Fresno, Califor-
nia. Sarovan’s legal emanglements  (a
commonplace conuetemps anmong aeitve
types) are not nearly as amusing, although
he did ind one encounter with a minion
ol the law not without its wry aspects.
Sarovan relates it thusly: 1 was deliver-
ing a talk o English teachers from all
over the U.S. who had gathered at San
Francisco State, and a lellow in the hrst
row listened o evervthing | said and, in
the question-and-answer period, asked:
‘What would you suggest 1o anybody
who hates the work he's and
would like to write but sn't sure he has
any talentz’ I told him to quit his job.
try to write, and if he [iiled or wasn’t
equal 1o it. 1o solve the problem in some

doing

STRAL TATANIS

SCOTT

other way than by working at a job he
hated. Alter the session, this fellow came
up to me and said: “Thanks for the 1alk
and for the answer o mv question: I'm
sorry that I have to hand vou this sum-
mons.” I told him it was OK.”

Mood Ebony is our second ofiering ol
CORE Director James Farmer's cogent
opinions from the inside on the cur-
rent racial revolution (the fivst, When
IVill the Demonstrations End?, appeared
last month). They are part of his hook
Freedom—IVhen?, 1o be published by
Random House.

The latest in hi-fi and visual gear in
Sights and Sounds of "66 has been dra-
matically highlighted by the painn
(uniquely done on two-by-loursy of
Strautmanis. Edvins, Latvian born, came
to this country m 1950, has worked in
the Playboy Promotion Art Department
for several years, stll finds time 1o pursuc
a hine art career: He just had his third
one-man show and has been exhibited
in a number of galleries and musewns
across the country.

Adding further luster w0 Febreary:
Part 111 of Vladimir Nabokov's hnely
wrought novel Despair: an exclusive and
absorbing interview with the primo wir-
tuoso ol Italian hlm makers, Federico
Fellini; Faslion Director Robert L.
Green's yeport on the Contmnent’s latest
wends in men's garb. Ewvopean Fashion
Dateline: The Girls of Rio—a lush ten-
page words-and-pictures salute to those
curvilinear cariocas: Part VII ol The
History of Sex in Cinema by Arthur
Knight and Hollis Alpert, who expertdy
examine the erotic content of seleal Earo-
pean films of the Thirties, many of which
rarely or never have been seen on these
shores. And much more 10 make our
issue lor this shortest of months dehghi-
fully long on inlormitive, provocative
entertinment,

SAROY AN

HEXTOF!
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Bronzing it up off Sandy Cay, near Nassau

Can a fun-loving couple find happiness in the Bahamas?

Soaking up the Bahamian sun is a great
idea, but there are so many other things
to do every day you really shouldn’t take
it all lying down.

The golf is superb in the Bahamas. There
are seven fine courses and more to come.
Snorkeling’s real big. And why not? We
have the world’s most transparent waters.

Lurking here among the 700 islands and
cays are some of the meanest fish you ever
looked for. They’re waiting for you. And so

You bet!

are sailing, water skiing, tennis, sight-seeing.
Beachcombing. Native night life.

Itching for fun and games? Come to the
Bahamas. Nassau, gateway to these charm-
ing sun-drenched islands, is easily accessible
by air from London via Bermuda. Or fly to
New York. Then fly or cruise down from
there.

Your Travel Agent will help you plan
it all. Meanwhile, mail the coupon for
more details.

Bahama .

. Bahamas Ministry of Tourism
» 5§ Vigo Street; Regent Street
* London W. 1, England OA

Please send free holiday literature to:

« Name

Islands
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—a whole new idea
of how a sport shoe
ought to look and feel!
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You never saw a sport casual with such style, such
comfort, such good ideas!

Great new leathers—soft shags and pebbly grains.

Great new colors—Pitch Black, Harness, Antique
Brown, Dusk, Whipcord, Concord Olive.

New speed laces with wide open eyelets. One pull and
you're ready to tie.

Bouncy new ribbed sole, so soft and flexible you walk like a cat.
Wildcats! Greatest thing that ever happened ~/
to your sport clothes—and your feet. / 6’6 g ™
Trap yourself a pair. .$12 $13
and

The Wildcats®’ Pad. Scethe
A-shaped wedge under the
arch? This eliminates the inner
strip of steel you find in most
shoes. Result: a more flexible
shoe, a great feel!



What makes
Viceroy
the right one?

%

Only Viceroy’s
got the filter for
the taste that’s right!
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ON OSWALD
Thank vou deeply for November's

The Silence of Oswald. Author John
Clellon Holmes displaved superb insight
throughout the piece. It is the first arti-
cle I have scen in an American mugazine
that confirms my own firsthand mmpres
sions of a disastrously misunderstood
individual. In most such studies he is
recognizable by name only. 1 testified
before the Warren Commussion and am
writing a hook on Oswald mysell, which
reaches most of the same
thit Holmes did.

Kerry Thornley

Los Angeles, California

conclusions

LEvery article writien concerming Iee
Harvey Oswald (incuding John Clellon
Holmes' The Silence of Oswald) has lelt
one question unanswered: 11 the evi-
dence compiled by the Warren Commis-
sion hadd shown considerable doubt as to
Oswald’s il or—worse—had poinied 1o
Oswald’s innocence, then what?

Could the responsible ofhicials ol the
Wiarren Commission let the people of
the Uniwed States and ol the world know
that the mvstery ol the as
the President of the United States re
maingd msolhved: O course not. With
no other suspect readily available, Os-
wald had had i, Nawarally, alier reading
the Warren Report, and reports on the
Warren Report. the vast majority of us
behieve that Oswald was the
And, believing so, we all rest more
casily, We dare not think otherwise,

Ralph B. Pollak
Las Vegas, Nevada

assimation of

ASSASSIN,

Until T read your article The Silence
of Oswald, T had st()ppct[ thinking about
the man and las motive. Rather than
piously tving to put our minds 1o rest
with “ofhcal” generalizations, vour ap-
proach led 10 a more compassionate
amatlvsis of the wotal Oswald. Te s refresh-
ing to read vour "think” picee lor its
cear, crisp goad to the imellec.

David Hughes
Santa Monica, Calilornia

The simple-minded gullibility of John
Clcllon Holmes an the mauer ol the as
sassination of President Kennedy revolis
the perceptive, analytically minded indi-

232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

vidual. Contrary 1o Mr. Holmes' conten-
tion that only “small loopholes™ exist,
there are mountainous loopholes. eva-
stons, distortions and outright hes evi-
dent in the 800-page Warren  Report.
This was a prosccation case [rom the
first page to the last. This Report is a
blot on American jurisprudence. in that
no delense attorney (or group ol ator-
neys) wis :1}1pni11|('ll for the accused,
The question many ol us want answered
15: Why did the Government ind it so
necessary 1o suppress so much vial testi-
mony, to omit certain witnesses, cic.? At
the very heart ol this matter 1s the ques-
tion of who rcally governs the people?
The CIA, perhaps? T ihink so, anvway.

I.. Marsh

New York, New York

John Clellon Holmes™ psychological
portait ol Oswald is admittedly specula-
tion—some  underermmable mixture of
probability and sheer fudge. Bur the
probability part is built from the yield
of a sensitive dinical sense, a probing
psychological-mindedness and, at times,
a keen brilliance that places a picture ol
a troubled individual before us that is
not papierméiiché but, riather, one that
ciaptures the complex hues of authenticity.

Emanuel F. Hammer, Ph.D.,
Psvchoanalvst
New York, New York

PRO AND CONNERY
1 have just read your November inier-
view with Scan Connery and, bemg a
Connery . compliment pravsoy [or a
thorough and cnertaining picce,
James D. Hildebrand
Worthington, Ohio

What an anuchmax the Playboy Intey-
vicw with Sean Connery was. And what
a bore he is. I am Enghish, and when [
was living over there not so many vears
ago, | saw Scan Connerv—in unknown
bit actor—play soccer for the Show Biz
X1 m charity games, doubtless glad of
all the publicity he could ger Very few
of us spectators had heard of him.
Thanks w0 lan Fleming, along came
Bond, and probably because no estab-
lished actor would take a mere £6000 for
a stawring  role, Connery lucky
vnough 1o get the part.

Wits
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COLUMBIA recorb cLUB

NOW presents

117 ways
to enjoy yourselr!

YOU ARE INVITED TO TAKE

ANY 9

REGULAR or STEREQO RECORDS

FREE

if you begiu memhershr by purchasing
just ene record now, an agree to buy a
record a mouth durmz the coming uine
months (you will have more thau 200 rec-
ords a month to choose from)

2187. Also: Back In
My Arms, Ask nny
Girl, etc.

My Name is

arbra
[t

Why Did | Choose .lro“.
BAM.\" Man + 1o moRg
RBRA STREISAND

2113, Also: Where Is
The Wonder, I've Got
No Strings, etc.

WHAT A FABULOUS OFFER! By joining now, we'll
send you ANY 9 of the hit albums shown on these
two pages — ALL 9 FREE! what's more, we'll also
send you an adjustable record rack FREE.

Simply write in the numbers of the 9 records
you wish to receive FREE on the postage-paid
card provided. Then choose another record as
your first selection, for which you will be bitled
only .$3.79 ErEguIar high-tideiity) or $4.79
(stereo). In short, you wili actually receive ten
records for the price of one!

Be sure to indicate whether you want your ten

records (and all future selections) in regular
high-fidelity or stereo. Also indicate the type of
2114. When The Ship mustc in which you are mainly interested: Clas-
Comes In, For Lovin’ sical; Listening & Dancing; Broadway & Holly-
Me, 10 more wood; Country & Western; Teen Hits; Jazz.
HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the Club's
staff of music experts selects outstanding rec-
ords from every field of music. These selections
are fully described in the Club's colorful music
Magazine, which you receive free each month.

Each monthly issue of the Club Magazine wili
contain over 200 different records to choose
from. You may acc ft any of the wide variety of
records offered rom any field of music!

Your only membership obligation is to pur-
chase a record a month during the coming nine
months. Thereafter, you have no further obliga-
tion to buy any records from the Club, and you

PETER PAUL & MARY
Song Will Rise

1977-1978. Two-Rec-
ord set (Counts As
Two Selections.)

Eyes
Laiwmwfmll“
\r.o\etsrm\*w“"

2159. Also: THE  sixy other arh
Night We Called 1t 2151. Other artists may discontinue membership at any time. If you
].'an_ etc. el include Dionne War- continue, you need buy only four records a year

wick, Manired Mann to remain a member in good standing.

The records you want are mailed and tilled to

you at the regular Club price of $3.79 (Classical
$4.79; occastonal Original Cast recordings and
special albums somewhat higher), plus a small
mailing and handling charge. Stereo records are
$1.00 more.
MONEY-SAVING BONUS-RECORD PLAN: i you do
wish to continue membership after fulfilling your
enroliment agreement, you will be eligible for
the Club’s bonus-record plan . . . which enables
you to get the records you want for as little as
$2.39 each (plus a small mailing charge).

1592. Also: How Little NOTE : Siereo records must be played only on
slereo record pluyer. 3 Records marked with a star lt)

ve been electronically re-channeled for sterso.

COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB - Terre Haute, Ind.

1 1905. Also: | Can't
We Know, Witchcraft, stnr Loving You,
¥,

Nancy, etc. Emily, 12 in all
& Columbla Records Distributlon Corp., 196G §50/566

this RECORD RACK

FREE

This brass-finished
record rock exponds
os your collection
Erows , . .
when not in use.

folds flac

Barbra Streisand

1646. Also: Love Is
A Bore, My Lord Apd
Master, Autumn, elc.

The Magnificent
Strings of Percy Faith

2161. Long Age, Make
Semeons Happy, Whe
€an | Tern Te, eic.

Gagnn Msar Time 1965
Glema Ml Drehgstrs
drrried by May McRoiey
stsermp Bty Mackets

1915, Serenade ia
Blue, Elmer's Tune,
At Last, 12in all

2181. Alse: MHela,
Dankey Seremade,
Sing-Seag, oic

WY LOVE FORGIVE ME |
ROBERT COULET

1735. R1sg: What Kind
of Fool Am 17, Just
Say | Leve Mer, gtc,

2155. The Girl Fram
Ipanema, Samba
Torto, 12 in 2l

MY FUNNY
= VALENTINE

‘;\ MILES
%

e
1927. Also: Al Of

You, Slella Oy Star-
light, All Blues, etc.

up to sty
—

op

2175. Also:_ 1 Wil
Wait For You; My
Love, Forgive Me; elc.

THIS TIME BY BASIE
Hes of the 50's and &'y!

Fiy We Ta
The Moon

1363. Afso: Fly Me
fo The Moon,
Fascination, efc.

1530. Greater than

ever.. .winner of &
Academy Awards

DORIS DAY'S
I SENTIMENTAL
JOURREY

2153, Serenade In
Qlue, I'I} Mever Smiie
Again, 12 in all

1058. "!mul!ln:!
and mamentum
N.Y. World-Telegram

2138, Abso: Twine
Time, Brum ODance,
El Pussycat, etc.

1787. Alse: Come Sen
Abgut Me, Your nm
of Fire, efc.

1308, &lso: of
Wine and nus?:’.‘ The
Goed Life, ete.

LOVE AFFAIR
THE RAY CONNIFF

20

1983. Aiso: For Al We:
Krow, lul Ftluds‘
Mam'selle, ete.

e
WANOERING MINSTHELS

Meew Christy Minstrels §

The Girl
from

2222. Rlso: Tie Me
Kangarco Down,
Sport; elc.

2276. A hilarious al.
bum ta tickle your
funnybone!

DIND, DESI ant BILLY

WOT THE LOVIN' KIND
™ A FOOL

2167 Also: ILAin'tMe
Babe, Seventh Son,
Satistaclion, ete.

CRAND
CRNYON
SUITE

g Berraten
MY

Bl P mon A

1645. Delighttul per-
formance of Grofe's
soaring tane poaem

THE
KINGSMEN v 5

2125, Also: Shaut,
Don’t You Just Know
IL, Long Green, etc. =

CRFF: CARMINA BURAKA
g PHRARIUPI BECHISTLL
aerits b i
COMMREY conducting

281. “Superb...best
Te :ordln: - Wash-
ingtan Post

MARY MARTIN In

TRE SOURD of MUSIC

1533 .l“:hw &i
ful?"—Ed Sullivan

1 Left My
Heart in
San Francizen
'I'lrder Is thz Bgint
9

1023. Alsg: Love for
Sale, Candy Kisses,
Marry Young, efc.

2075, Try Ta Remem-
ber, Jamalca Fare-
well, 8 more

TRINI LOPEZ
THE FOLK ALBUNM




1501. Eight spank-
ing new explosions
of laughter and sang

tratorog SUBTERAEKLAR
HOMESICK BLUES

2007, Also: Gates of
Eden, On The Read
l.pil. inal

Blurs
Chicagn
10 WOiR{
1785, Also: Stardust,

Battie Hymn of The
Repablic #ic.

2162. mll Engine

Y CONNIFF,
Fl'ﬂ[l LY I’ERWJS!III
ot Bangei-La

1929. Alzso: High
Noon, Apri
Rare, Ebb Tide, ete.

piss 71 Ba Arennd
[y

2107, Also: I
Loved You, Tla:h Hl
Tenight, ate.

GDLDFINGER

ong sung b
Bassay

THE BREATEST OF
STAN GETZ

1359. Standanavian,
Rubbernack, Tost
Roil, 5 in all

of Lesley Gore
Sunghine, Lolipops &
Rainbows
Judys Tuin
To Cry

s My Party
2177, Mise: She's A

Fool, Look of Leve,
Hey Now, eic

m:nmamanlz Brignt-
ness.” - Hifi Review

ML
D CRIAT STARS

|

2141. I'm A Fool To
Care, One Has My
Name, 10 more

JACK JONES
My RIND OF TowN
KING OF THE ROAD

2115, Also: I'm &Il
Smites, Time After
Time, Mora, ete.

Boots Randolph's
YAKETY SAX

weaik gt b

8. fAlse: Lonely
5 Smoke Gets
in Yeur Eyes. mic.

WALK, DON'T RUN Vol 2
THE VENTURES

8 Veain, Don'l Bys &4
The House of
The Bring Sun
10 woRE
" 4 [bauiow]
1792. Alse: Stranger
on The Shore, Hight
Train, Rap City, etc.

JOHNNY CASH
DORANGE BLOSSOM
SPECIAL

2030. Atse: Danny
Elr The Wall, You
& Calarada, sfc,

2174. And | Love
Him, Wha Can | Turn
Te, Softiy, § more

1361, Horth Country
Blues, With God on
Qur Side, 8 more

Tabernacle
Cheir

Ormandy
Phila_Ovch,
zm: America, The

tifui; American
s:]ull B mors

1635, Also: Tell Me
Why, Biue Velvet,
Mr. Lenely, aic.

JOHNNY RIVERS

Weanwhile Back at
the Whisky 2 60 60

2137. Alse: Stagger
Lee, Greenback Qol-
» Sasie B,

2150. Rlso: Anylime
All By Myself, ‘Til
Tomarrow, efc.

2121. Why Should |
Care, Tell Me Bady,
For Lovin' Me, etc.

1784, Also:

Caravan,
St. Louis Bloes, Fidg-

ety Feet. ete.

GREAT 22212 THEMES

1036, Alse: S
Some Like it
Magniticent 7,

2163. Alse: King o1
Foals, Pellyana, Oh
What A Hight, etc.

JET
HIGH KOOHN
JEALOVSY

1210. Also: Granada,
Moonlight mbler,
| Believe, elc. #

LERNER & LOEWE

~Camelot

1035. “"Most lavish,
beautitol musical; a
triamph!"  Kilgallen

1809 0 e
from “Swan Lake'
aﬂd"PenGm"Sn ite

WOODY HERMAN
MY 00 0F ERQADKAY
Whe Cae | Tem To
The Spoed of Music 1€ moe

2156. 2lso: | Feel
Pretly. Somewhere,
I Do Like You, efc.

2182. Cuatrm Vhidas,
Mas Amor, Luna Lu-
nera, 9 more

2077. Also: Willow
Weep ForMe, Frenesi,
TryToRemember.elc.

RAY CONNIFF

snd the singers
wUEIE PROM

MARY POPPINS,
SOUND OF MUSIC,
MY FAIR LADY, etc.

2117. Chim Chim

Cher-2e, Feed The
Birds, DearHeart, etc

JOHNNY'S

Chances Are

1013, Alse: Tweltih
of Never, No love,

MARVIN GAYE
GREATEST HITS

Cam 1 C4t & Withit
§ Youira A Woadertul Dne

1788, Also: One of
These Oays, Taking
My Time, etc.  *

(s

7220 Hoe How, What
How?: Hot Dag Heart:
0id Blue: § mose

SERKIN - BEETHOVEN

{cocinning !

Three Favarite Sonatas

lﬂﬂluﬂ" PATHETIQUE
APPASSIONATA

THE
; KING le.\'g
SHOwW!

2136. Also: Love AL
Home, Fass Me
Amen Remember, elc

LECHARD BERNSTEIM §

s

2215. “'Extraordi-
narily vital interpre
Lation.™ — Hifi /|

The Versatile
HENRY

MANCINI
T a
L-Li]
‘F

1115. Ebbh Tide, The
Brceze and |, Sleepy
Lagoon, 12 in all

‘ROY ORBISON'S
GREATEST MITS
Only The Lonely
Runmning Scared
'm Hurtin® - Uplown
[uosumEsT]  u onr

~Magnificent 1B96. Alsp: Crying,
performances!’” — I'm Hurtin®, Mama,
h Fadelity Blue Angef, ctc

STEVE LAWRENCE

THE WINNERSI

- GO AWAY

YARDEIRDS /i UTTLEGIRL
For « Mt The way

mr Love " = Moon River

—— 9 MORE

Nt EreTr|

2142, & Cerlain Girl,
Sweet Music, | Rin't
Get Yeu, B more

[Eorrmama =
PHILAQELPHIA ORCH.
EUGENE ORMANDY
1236, Sia favorites

by Ravel, Debussy.
1tert, Chabrrer

16 of hig

2124 Sweet Lorraine,
Ramblin'Rose, Smile,
Unforgettable, elc.

Lowe;

2122. Louie, 3
DO Poo Pah Ooo; You
Can't Sit Down; ele.

A SESSION WITH

QARY LEWIS
AND THE PLAYBOYS
Save Your Heart For Me

Count Me In « 15 MORL

2172. Rlso: For Your
Love. Traveln® Man,
Free Like Me, elc.

Mr. Tambourine Man
THE B'I"RDS

2120. AW | Really
Wani Te Do, It's No
Use, 10 more

s e o 1
Hght, elc.

AKNDY
WILLIAM

mTe

MOON
RIVER

wne other greal

2179. 1 5tiN Get
] us, Blueberry
, 10 more

1001. Temight, Love
Is A Many-Splen-
dored Thimg, 3 mare

Tha Riythm
and

Blurs

Alkum
TRINI
LOPEZ

1 Gat & Worn

Shast

bﬁ i Let Go,
Inside, ete.

1898. Also: Wk Can
I Tura To, Satin Oolt,
Love Letiers, ele.

JOHNNY HORTON'S
GREATEST HITS

ey plus 9 more
1057. Alsp: lohooy

Reb, Comanche, Jim
Bridger, efc.

RESA BREWER'S

1911. Delightful and
SWingin nrlom-
works

1721. & childhnod re-
caplured through 2
wacky loaking glass

1045. Atso: Emply
Arms, A Tear Fell,
You Send Me, etc.

& Biliart Wew Ryconding
{1or Roagers L vamearstams

FLOSENCE
HENCERSOM

2145. The whole wo!
derful score: Out
My Drearss, elc.

GREATEST HITS
The One Who Really
Lowes Yo
Bpe. Bye Baby
hat’s Lasy For Twn
1% Mard For Gne
My Guy * Two Lovers
7 woni [WoTOWNR]

1786, Also: Your Oid
Stand By,You Beat Me
e The Funch, stc.%

1183,
the beauty, no
captured.

TCHARDVSKY |

SWAN

LAKE
Ballet Suite

Linchained Melady

1924. Also: You Caa
Rave Wim, That's Not
Answer, etc.

]
Linda = Surf City
Honolulu Lulu « 5 wosy

2171, Also: The Hew
Girl in Schaol, Ride
The Wild Surf, ete,

THE VENTURES
KNOCK
ME OUT!

PETULA CLARK
| Knaw A Place

2116. Going Out of
My Head, Every Little
@1t Hurls, 12 mere

SAMMY'S BACK
ON BROADWAY

2181, Alsa: l’nn‘n.
& Married Ma
e M

2168. Also: G
Qen't Come, Blowin
In ke Wimd, ete.

1061. Alsn: & Tasle
of Horty, My Honey's
Loving Arms, etc.

The wonderful Werld

of
Antonis Carlos Iobim

2178. Bonita, She's
A Carioea, Gind),
Surfhoard, & more

2126. King of the
Road, Downlown,
ftion, 9 more

1931. Alse: 1 Know
Where I'm Goin®, Liza
Lee, InThe Pines, etc.

-

HE
FOUR SEASONS
Leonsrd Bermutein
Y, PHILHARMON

John Corighana

wIOLIN ﬂ
jEenCTry

189]. Alsa: When You
Walk i The Boom, |
Feel Fine, elc.

1641, Alse: The Masa
Is High, Low's Gol
The Flu, ele.

2213. Barogue mas-
terpiece in a mas-
terful performance

Peter, Paul and Mary
IN THE WIND

ﬂl'l:‘l LAyt ‘?U\'
RANK 5|Nnma‘

Eemly
» e n..m*
A St

[Fes=i=E])

1447, Alsa: All My
Trials, Rocky Road,
Vary Last Oay, otc

1765, Alss: Talk ta
Mg Baby, Come Blow
Your Hers, ofc.




Mprs.
Tony
Randall
loves
‘That
Man’

*‘That Man’

by Revion

A GENTLEMAN'S COLOGNE

AND AFTER-SHAVE LOTION.
ALSO SPRAY-OEOOORANT BOOY TALC,
SOAP, TALC, PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE.

Within three years he has become
well-known and wealthy, yer he ungrate-
fully shuns interviews and weats his pub-
lic boorishly. He should realize that
without a public. he would still be a
coflin polisher, or a South Pacific chorus
boy. As an actor, and therefore an exhi-
bitionist. he is public property. Tough
luck, Sean, baby; my heart bleeds for
you as you count vour pennies.

Barry Palmer
North Hollywood, California

F would like 10 thank you for your in-
terview  with Sean Connery, which 1
found extremely informative. However,
there is one point I would like cleared
up about Bond. Connery states that
“Bond doesn’t chase married women.”
In Moonvaker, Fleming, in describing
onc of 007s routine days, states the
likelihood of his *. . . making love, with
rather cold passion, to one ol three simi-
larly disposed married women . . ." Is
this an error on (lmlmrry's part (albeit a
small one), or did I misinterprer his
statement?

Paul G. Allison
Long Island City, New York

Perhaps o was the married women

who did the chasing.

FREDERIC'S GREAT
Just a note ol appreciation from a
longtime reader. Your lead story by
Frederic Morton in the November issue
1s one of the best I have ever had the
pleasure of reading., Elta at Nieht is a
haunting story not soon to be forgotten.
I'm really hooked on Mr. Morton and
won't miss the experience of reading his
biography of the Rothschilds.
Vic Dvke
Topeka. Kansas
Thanks, Vic, and while you're at it,
you can puck ufr on author Morton’s re-
cenily published novel “The Schatten
Affair.”

SEX IN CINEMA
1 thought you did a spectacular job on
The History of Sex in Cinema in your
November issue. Thank you for including
me.
Joan Crawlord
New York, New York

I wish to register my protest of the sar-
castic and inaccurate comments about
Jeanetie MacDonald and Nelson Eddy
m vour article The History of Sex in
Cinema, Part VI, published in your No-
vember issue. The MacDonald-Eddy
tecam was a [abulous success between
1935 and 1942. Their beautilul and in-
comparable voices thrilled audiences all
over the world in a series of unforget-
table operettas. These movies made Miss
AMacDonald [amous, admired and re-
spected. Arthur Knight and Hollis Al-
pert’s artempt o ridicule the images of

the screen’s greatest musical stars only
shows ignorance and bad raste.
P. A. Carter
San Diego, California
You're putting us on.

COLLECTING PRAISE

The November article on Creatrve
Collecting by Mr. J. Paul Getty demon-
strates once agamm that Mr. Geuy is a
gentleman of taste, ability and sound
common sense. Three points that he has
made deserve special emphasis:

1. Collecting, if carefully done afier
adequate study, is the most inexpensive
of hobbies. Good works of art steadily
increase in value, as their number is re-
duced by war, accident and donation to
public ownership.

2. But il vou own a valuable work ol
art, you must take care of it. Any paint-
ing must be ceaned and reconditoned
at least once or twice every century.
When you buy a work of art, expect that,
sooner or later during your enjoyment
of it, you will have to spend at least
ten percent more to keep it in first-class
condition.

3. If you collect contemporary art and
buy direct from the ariist. v 1o per-
suade him to put his own signature, the
date and his thumbprint on the back. It
will protect his own reputation and your
mvestment.

Thomas T. H()np(:s, Curator Emeritus

City Art Museum of St. Louis

St. Louis, Missouri

F enjoved Creative Collecting by J. Paul
Getty. It is to collectors like Mr. Getty
that we owe our great museums. They
have performed a public service, for, as
I said in a book I wrote about the Na-
tonal Gallery, “great collections are
lormed most requently by individuals,
seldom by commiucees, and rarcly by
governments.” | hope this article may
stimulate other people to 1rv the most
fascinating of avocations.

John Walker, Director
Nauonal Gallery of Art
Washington, D.C.

FAITH RENEWED
I noted Norman Spinrad's short story
Deathwatel in your November issue with
considerable pleasure. Not merely because
it was a clever fillip by a young writer
making a considerable stir in the science-
fiction genre. but because it renewed my
faith in rrLavsoy’s policy toward new
writers. I hope we'll be sceing this writer's
work again; it might be interesting to
watch him grow in the pages of rravsoy,
Harlan Ellison
Los Angeles, California

BLOWIN' IN THE WIND

I am sure that Ray Russell incorrectly
states one of his terms in Name Your
Poison (November 1965). He mentions
“thnee sheets o the wind.” The tenn to




This Is Dodge Gharger

Charger, the dream car that’s no dream. It's
here. Right now. At your Dodge dealer’s. A
big. brawny, powerful fastback that's all
primed up and ready to take on the best,
Charger-style. And this is Charger style:
retractable headlights that function auto-
matically. Hefty V8 power. Buckets, fore

and aft. Dash-mounted tach. Full length
console. Rear seats that convert into a
spacious cargo compartment so when the
buckets go down, load space goes up. All
standard equipment. With all the class and
dash you knew a dream car had to have. If
it ever came true. And now it has—at your

Dodge dealer's. Climb into Charger. Fire
up the engine. Head out on the road. In
about three blocks you'll be really hooked.

Dodge Charger
DDDGE DIVISION 4> CHRYSLER
\ X

MOTORS CORPDRATION

YOU HAVE A CHANCE OF WINNING A DDOGE CHARGER—REGISTER AT YOUR DODGE DEALEF'S.
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All she wants
is a little
Emotion

(a lot of it if she’s daring!)

Emotion . ..

the new perfume
bornin France. ..
translated in America
into Perfume Spray,
Eau de Parfum,

Eau de Parfum Mist,
Dusting Powder,
Perfume and Bath Oil.
Prices from

3.00 to 17.50.

EMOTION

e

MERENA
B HINATEIN

(©)7966, Helena Rubinstein, Inc.
Emotion™
by
Helena Rubinstein®

Available at fine cosmetic counters everywhere.

which he is referring is: “free sheets to
the wind.” This term describes a sailing
condition where the sheets (ropes or
lines used to trim the sails) are slacked
and the boat is allowed to run with the
wind. Mr. Russell is not alone in his er-
ror; lots of people have trouble pro-
nouncing “free” when they are free sheets
to the wind.
Richard C. Keenan, Sr.
Pensacola, Florida
Awast there, Richard; boih “The Amer-
ican  Thesaurus of Slang” and H. I.
Mencken’s “The American Language”
list il as “three sheets in the wind.” The
“to” may be wrong, but not the “three.”

MIRTHFUL MANUAL
I was greatly amused by Gerald Suss-
man’s The Official Sex Manual in vour
October issue (as a matter of fact, it was
even funnier than the interview a few
months back with Robert Shelion). B
after the laughier ceased, 1 was lelt with
this question: Does Sussman condone
premarsupial sex?
Dave Kelso
Riverside, California
Only among condescending adulls.

ANOTHER UNHURRIED VIEW

I appreciate the objectivity with which
Dan Wakefield weighed the pros and cons
of Ralph Ginzburg’s controversial ac-
tivities in October’s An Unhurried View
of Ralph Ginzburg. In following the Eros
case, I always had the [eeling that it was
largely his promotional “genius” that
weakened his defense. Lros, in my opin-
111, could hardly be judged to be erotic,
still less, therefore, obscene. Its tasteful
pictorial make-up must have made it
rather unsatisfactory research material
for the professional obscenity snoopers.
The descriptions in The Housewife's
Handbook on Selective Promiscuity do
not go further than do dozens of novels
that are published every year.

Quite a few people who would normal-
ly support Ginzbure's siand. however,
balked at the “cute gag” of mailing in-
vitations for subscriptions from places
whose postal stamps aroused sexual asso-
ciations. Wit apparently is not fully rec-
ognized as a literary form in this country,
and humor in matters sexual still seems 1o
come rather close to blasphemy. The
same jokes that get hearty laughs from
men and women at cocktail parties. in the
beer joints or at the office seem (to them)
to violate the dignity of the printed page.
The measure of community standards and
customary candor dehnitely is—according
to the card-carrying members of the guar-
dian angels ol morality—not to be found
at the place of work, in the home, the
college and in gatherings aimed at enter-
tainment, but obviously in the church.
Of course, in keeping with the principle
that a token of liberty supervised is safer
than liberty suppressed, none ol the
progressive moralists call sex wicked any-

more. Sex is legitimate as long as it is
mentioned in the tone set by the sur
rounding adjectives beautiful, serene and
sacred. But no jokes! No allusions 1o ordi-
nary fun! And by no means anything that
could “appeal to prurient interest,” that
is to say, anything that smacks ol sex.

In one respect, the prosecution |n'm'cd
particularly shrewd in the Ginzburg case,
Prosecuting attorneys practically always
use as onc ol their arguments the effect
of the accused material on juveniles.
They know that this argument will be
thrown out, but they also know that it
leaves s effect on judge and jury. In
one case, in which I appeared as an ex-
pert witness for the delense, one of five
opposing witnesses, a minister and youth
leader, testiied that he had once caugli
a bov masturbating—and, lo and behold,
what did the boy hold in the other hand
under the desk? A girlie magazine,

A few Kinsey data and similar sexologi-
cal citations made short shrift of this
evidence. But the allegation that Ginz-
burg solicited boy-scout groups, even
though it is completely improbable,
practically hands Ginzburg the cup of
hemlock. And his theory regarding the
bad consequences ol sexually uninformed
children [ailing to read material like that,
under the court’s scrutiny is not complete-
Iy convincing. What should exculpate
him, however, even if boyscout types
should get hold of the promotional letters,
is that the very labile prurient interests
of these age groups can be stirred by any
Greek sculprure or any Renaissance paint-
ing of nudes. In millions of instances, the
Bible has served the same purpose. And if
some day art galleries and museums
should be closed to spare tender mentali-
ties, there is alwavs the Boy Scout Man-
ual, scction “Masturbation,” to remind
adolescents and preadolescents of one of
the “great weaknesses of human beings.”

Hunuin weakness, indeed: the very
lorce to which we owe existence, continua-
ton, vitality and joy. To minds that see
sexuality as a human weakness, life itsell
must appear as the Devil's levity.

Hugo G. Beigel, Ph.D.. Editor-in-Chiel

Jowrnal of Sex Research

New York, New York

HOT WIRES
rLAVBOY should exercise more respon-
sibility for what it prints. You have nar-
rowly escaped having o pay [uneral
expenses incurred as a result of my
near selbstrangulation in laughing over
Barbed Wives in the November issue.
That is. beyond question, the funniest
thing that I've read in many a year.
William J. Westbrooke
San Francisco, California

'l-'.\'_](]\'l".[) NOVEMBER TELEGRAM FEATURE
“BARBED WIRES.” AS STAUNCH CONTINUING
CONGREGATIONALISTS IN PREDOMINANTLY
ROMAN CATHOLIC TOWN OF PERU, ILLINOIS,
MY WIFE AND I ACHIEVED EMPATHY WITH



NEIGHBORS AFTER HAVING SIX CHILDREN
IN FIGHT YEARS. UPON ARRIVAL OF SIXTII
CHILD, MY ASTONISHED FATHER WIRED THIS
GENTLE HINT: “DEAR SON, DELIGHTED TO
HEAR CABOOSE 1AS ARRIVED =
PETER G. LOVELAND
COLUMBUS, OHIO

MORE ON MRS, MURRAY
I want to thank you for yvour Ociober
interview with Madalyn Murray. How-
cever, 1 was quite disappointed. because
I had been looking forward to reading a
philosophical discourse on atheism. Mrs.
Murray has my sincere svmpathy, in that
she really possesses a distorted person-
alitv. This is not an attempt to refute
atheism with an ad hominem  attack.
Surcly atheism has its place, but Mrs.
Murray is not the atheist she claims to
be. Raher, she is an angry woman. angry
with the world, the Church and herself.
It would not take much of a theologian
to discredit her irravonal sentiments 1o-
ward religion, but it would be lolly to
amuse oursclves by reluting one with
such deep-scared emotional problems.
Rev. Richard Barnes
Sherburnville Christian Church
Grant Park, Illinois

I can well imagine what my conserva-
tive religious Iriends connected with in-
stitutional expressions of faith will say
when they rvead this lewer upholding
vour lavorable comments on the crusade
ol Mys. Madalyn Murray w0 tax the
churches. While 1 am a committed Chris-
tan ol the hiberal variety, 1. too. am
strong lor the separation ol church and
state and fearful of the inevitable reac
non that will come 1o institutional reli-
gion in this country when s property
holdings become oo large, as they did in
Enrope and Latin America in past cen-
turics. We should learn to stand upon
our own fcet in our [aith in the spiritual
realities of lile and not depend on a war-
making state that opposes our basic cthi-
cal concerns. Il the Church paid xes,
perhaps we would be more opposed 10
war and more effective in our opposition
to this primitive wavy of settling disputes.

Rev. George A. Ackerly, Retired
World Fellowship. Inc.
Conway, New Hampshire

I have read with mixed emotions yom
interview with Madalyn Muwray, whom
you describe as “the most hated woman
in America.” 1 really do not think she is
the most hated woman in America: 1
think. rather, that she is in grave need of
medical artention of a specialized sort.

With all due deference 1o pLavsoy and
some ol the really interesting interviews
that it presents. 1 must confess a degree
of dismay that Mrs. Murray should loom
so large in prayeoy. On the other hand,
I must congramulate your intervicwer on
his abilitv to maintain complete equilil-
rium in the comrse of whar must have

(S —r e —e— e ——

Klompen Kloggen is blended from unusual strains ot tobaccos—porous
leaves which absorb the delicate fruit flavoring used in its cure. Herein lies
the secret of Klompen Kloggen's flavor and aroma.

Klompen Kloggen's natural tobacco bouquet works on a woman the way
the subtle essence of a fine perfume works on a man. Remember this extra
dimension, because this new aromatic blend is so fine its makers must
give you, of necessity
less tobacco for more money than most any pipe tobacco in America.
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Which is better...
draught beer
or bottled beer ?

This is an argument that has been going on for a long time. To get
the answer, we had an interview recently with our head brewmaster.

It went something like this:

“Sir, is draught beer better than bottled beer?”
“NO.”
“Is it different?”
“A Tittle. All Buds is brewed the same way. But then Bud packaged
beer is pasteurized; the draught isn’t, because it’s kept cold all the way
from brewery to consumer. That’s the basic difference.”
“Can you taste the difference?”
¢T can. But the difference is so slight, most people can’t. .. if both are
served under proper conditions.”
“Pardon me?”
“T mean it matters more whom you’re drinking with . . . whether
you’re having a hot pastrami sandwich . . . things like that. Then the real
difference is whether it’s Budweiser or not.”
“Aren’t you a little prejudiced?”
“Certainly. I know about the extra expense and time and care we put
into Beechwood Ageing to get that Budweiser taste and smoothness
and drinkability that...”
“Pardon me. . . but then you'd say the answer to the question . ..”
“What question?”’
“Which is better, bottled or draught?”’
“The answer, my friend, is Budweiser. Would you like some right now?”
“Yes, I would.”
“Which would you like, bottled or draught?”’

it’s worth it...it’s Budweisere

ANHEUSER-BUSCH, INC. « ST. LOUIS =« NEWARK = LOS ANGELES « TAMPA « and soon HOUSTON
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““You can’t
explain jazz to
anyone without
losing the
experience...

Words are the children of rea-
son and therefore can’t ex-
plain it. Jazz has got to be
experienced because it's not
words, it's feeling."” Bill Evans

Share in the finest
of jazz experiences
with Bill Evans:

Trio '65—V/V6-8613 *'. . . melodic
improvisation that rings in your
mind for days after you hear him."
Ralph Gleason.

Empathy—V/V6-8497 “It is an in-
dex of Evans’ skills and emotional
depth, that a surfeit of his work is
difficult to imagine.” Nat Hentoff.

Conversations With Myself V/V6-
8526 '‘Evans in triplicate is a joy
unique in the history of music.”
Leonard Feather.

Verve Records N )

is a division of
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, Inc.

been a rather spooky experience. You
might be interested in knowing that we
received some ume ago a manuscript
(through another magazine) from Mys.
Murray, in which she makes the claim
that the Cult of Kali is the strong-arm
division of the Jesuits. As many people
know, I am no particular friend ol the
Jesuits, and I have sought to get docu-
mentation on that rather bizarre charge
and have been unsuccessful,

Be that as it may. there is a serious is-
sue raised by Madalyn Murray's case
that simply cannot be ignored. ic., the
furor that Christians in general and
Catholics in particular raise when con
fronted with milicanc atheists. Since any
thing Mrs. Murray would say would be
selfserving, 1 cannot take her unsup-
ported word that she rveceived the
weatment she cdaims 1o have received.
However, I have received information
from other sources that she was very, very
shubbily weated by people who profess
to be Christians. For this they should he
severely eriticized. But, then, history has
recorded an endless litany of the bigotry
of professed Christians, culminating in
the horrors of the Nazi concentration
camps of a generation ago.

Edward M. Keating, Editor-in-Chief
Ramparis
Menlo Park, California

COMIC-BOOK COMMENTS
Congratulations to Jules Feiffer on his
October article The Gireat Comic-Book
Heroes. 1 wish 10 ask one question and
hope that you will be able to supply me
with an answer. Will Eisner's Spirit. in
my opinion, was onc¢ of the best comic-
book heroes of all time. Is it possible to
obtiin any reproductions or copies of
Mr. Eisner’s Spirit comic books? If any-
one can supply me with any of Eisner's
works, I would be happy to hear from
him, Also, is Will Eisner still living? If
5o, what does he do for a living now?
Frank M. Smith
Toronto, Ontario
Feiffer informs us: “Theve are collec-
tors who own old Lisner Spirits. Your
veader might iry contacting the Collec-
lors Bookstore at 1717 Wilcox in Los
Angeles, or Alier-Ego, a comic fan maga-
zine. Eisner is not that old that he
wouldn’t be upset to hear of a veader
asking if he's still liing. He is. He is
president of Will Eisner Productions
and the Amevican Visuals Corporation.
His company produces illustrated sevvice
publications for industry, the Gouern-
ment and the Armed Forces. Not, I
would say, as pleasant a way of making a
ltving as doing The Spirit, bul to each
his own. He still does occasional draw-
angs, but ‘The Spirit, shot down by chang-

ing tastes, s at last veally dead.”

I read with great interest Jules Feiffer's
The Great Comic-Book Heroes in your
October issue. 1 think My, Feiffer has

done an excellent job in presenting a de-
scription and analysis of what 1 have al-
ways thought was a very imporwant
publishing and social phenomenon in the
U. S, and, through export, in many other
countries. Many sociologists and psychol
ogists have Dbeen oo snobbish o take
comic books seriously. So Mr. Feiffer's
treatise is important 10 anvbody who
wints to llll"(.'l'tilill](l the SIU(Z]-.'Ii scence.

On the whole, Mr. Feiffer and I agree
much more than would appear on the
surface. For one thing, we both like chil-
dren. He thinks children deserve and
need an escape. 1 am more inclined 1o
think we should create conditions for
them so they don’t need an escape. There
1S an interesting contrast between the il-
lustrations in The Great Comic-Book
Heroes and those in my book Seduction
of the Innoceni. One would hardly think
we were hoth dealing with the same phe-
nomenon. One reason for the difference
is that Feilfer deals with the late Thirties
and early Forties, whereas my book was
concerned more with the Forties anud
carly Filties. It also scems that the many
children | studied were not as happy as
the ones he has in mind. Manv ol those
I saw were sent 1o reformatories or other-
wise punished when they imitated what
the great comic-book heroes and villaing
taught them.

Feiffer has done a service to sociology
and social psychology in deseribing how
the different comic-hook series developed.
However, much as I respect him, both as
an artst and as a writer, 1 disagree with
him strongly on one point. He scems 1o
convey the notion that violent comic
hooks developed in a period when anti-
violence was rising i our culture. Bur it
scems 10 me that the period of the lawe
Thirties and carly Forties was, on the
contrary, a ume when mass violence ook
mnumerable victims, including children,
What children are given 1o read and what
adulis do are not so different. Violence in
the mass medin is only one facet of a
much larger problem. It is my servious
conviction that we have to combat it
wherever we find it Disarmament in
Geneva may be difhcule 10 achieve; dis
armament  in - publishers” row and on
Madison Avenue is no casy task, either.

Fredric Wertham, M. D.
New York, New York

WHAT'S IN A NAME?

Hey, what's this between Gurney Wil-
liams (cartoon editor of Look) and
PLAYBOY Assistant Cartoon Editor Cyn-
thia Maddox? Docs John Dempscy (who
used scrambled versions of their names
i a cartoon on page 221 of the Novem-
ber issue) know something we don't
know?

Michael Gross
Brooklyn, New York
No, he just knows a lot of cartoon

editors.
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WINTER WARMER
| y

SPECIAL OFFER! Four of these distinctive
glass Hot Dr Pepper cups, as illustrated, with
bronze anodized aluminum handles. Only $2.25,
postage prepaid. Send check or money order (no
stamps) with your name and address to: Hot
Dr Pepper, Box #28, Philadelphia 5, Pennsylvania.

After the slopes,
a BOOMER!

Here’s a Winter Warmer that’s just the

thing for skiers . . . the Boomer! First, heat
Dr Pepper or Diet Dr Pepper in a sauce-
pan until it steams. Then pour into a cup
over a slice of lemon and add a jigger of
rum. It’s devilishly different and delicious.

Gelandesprung!
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Has the Volkswagen fad died out?

Yes.

Butit wasan unnerving experience while
it lasted.

Because after we introduced our com-
pletely sensible cor, people ron out and
got it for completely frivolous reasons.

The first people bought VWs just so
they could be the first people to have one.

And o lody in lllinois had one becouse

(BVOLRSWAGEN OF AMERICA, 16, *SUCSESTED RETAIL PRICE, WEST COAST F.0.E.. LOCAL

it looked cute beside her “reol” cor.

However, the foddists soon found out
that the bug wasn’t an expensive [$1663)
toy, but o cheap ($1663% car.

As a fad, the cor wos o flop:

(When you drive the latest fad to @
party, and find 2 more fods there cheod of
you, it catches you off your avont-garde.)

But os o car, the VVW wos impressive:

TARES ANC OTHER DEALEH DELIVERY CHARGEY, IF AMY, ADDITIO

If you had to go someplace, it took you.
Even when some cars wouldn’t. And when
you got there, you could pork it. In places
where other cors couldn't.

Once people took the bug's good points
for granted, it became the best-
selling car model in history.

And that's when the VW fod
ended.

HAL, WHITEWALLS OPTIGHAL AT ERTHA COST,



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

- ™

:
T
r
i

-

[4

——my YRy

~linten;,

et e 3 e TR

ho was Kay Kyser’s band comic?
Name the Green Hornet's car. What
newspaper did Clark Kent work for?

If you answered “Ish Kabibble,”
“Black Beauty” and “The Daily Planet”
in the time it takes to say “Nov shmoz ka
pop.” youre entitled to matriculate in
the College of Insignificant Knowledge,
a seat ol nonlearning created in response
to a new pop-culture parlor game called
Trivia. Marks are made at this fun-
iversity less by the display of a Gargan-
tuan memory than by the recollection of
almost-forgotten facts that produce a
nostalgic twinge and a feeling of secret

camaraderie  between questioner  and
answerer. Having burgeoned at a real
university, Columbia, and now pros

pering propitiously on campuses all over
the country, Trivia has assumed the pro-
portions of a mnational fad, complete
with Intercollegiate Triviathons, a pro-
jected quiz series for the already
Trivia-glutted world of television, a pa-
perback quiz called The Oviginal Old
(designed  for snobbish
Triviaphiles who concern themselves ex-
clusively with arcane lore from the golden
age of the crystal set and the Auwater-
Kent), and even a Piclorial Encyclopedia
of Trwia. The latter is being compiled
by Edwin Goodgold and Dan Carlinsky,
two young cnterprising entreprencurs who
are fast becoming the Goodson-Todman
of Triviana. Their claim to fame is
based on unearthing such archacolog-
ical artifacts of inconsequentia as the
first lines spoken by The Shadow at the
opening of his show (*Who knows what
evil lurks in the hearts of men? The
Shadow knows. Heh-heh-ho-hoha-ha .. ).
If you found that child’s play, how
about giving us the next line? (“The
weed of crime bears bitter fruit. Crime
docs not pay. Heh-heh-ho-ho-ha-ha . . )

Got it? You've passed your Trivia-
phile college-board exams. But the re-
membrance of unimportant things past
becomes more specific as it wavels back
to “the good old days"—into the recalm
of the mundane mass media of pre-War,

Radio Game

Wartme and post-War America. To get
through your freshman orientation, recite
the lines spoken by Archie on the Duffy’s
Tavern radio show. (“Dully’s Tavern,
where the elite meet 10 cat. Archie the
manager speakin’, Dufly ain’t here. Oh,
hello Dufty.”) Even with straight A's in
such radio recollections, you won’t make
sophomore until you grasp the crucial
difference between “genuine”  Trivia
(which concerns itselfl with mass culture
and produces an emotional response by
all who play and listen to it) and mere
minutiae, a collection of equally worth-
less yer uningratiating facts (like know-
ing the name of the inventor of the
pencil or how many people own dogs in
Delaware). The following Triviatwister,
for instance, will be acclaimed by ex-
perts as unadulterated and legitimate,
and if you can complete the line and
identify its source, youw’ll be well on your
way to a bachelor's degree among the
Trivia set. “Even he who is pure at
heart and says his prayers at nighe . . .
(**. .. can become a wolf when the wolfs-
banc blooms and the autumn moon is
bright.” The Wolf Man movies).

Now, if you can answer all the ques-
tions in the following quiz, gleaned
from the world of Detective Comics, vin-
tage video and almost unremembered
radio, your Hop Harrigan scholarship
m  Matters Immaterial will be con-
ferred. Ten correct answers will earn
you a doctorate in Triviology, but if you
answer five or fewer, you'll be sent back
to memorizing screen credits and be dis-
missed as entirely too mvolved in the
truly significant issues of the past. Each of
the questions should be answered in the
time it takes to say: “79 Wistful Vista.”

1. Name the three stars of This Gun
for Hire.

2. What was the original occupation
of the man who was kept as permanent
guard in Jack Benny’s vaulr?

3. What was the name of the mouse
in Krazy Kaf?

4. Who was the original bandleader
on the Bob Hope show?

5. Name the four principal joketell-
ers on Can You Top This?

6. Recite, word for word, Mr. Kitzel's
song.

7. Name the actor who played Dick
Tracy in the motion-picture serials of
the same name.

8. Who played “Mr. and Mrs. First
Nighter'?

9. What product “went to war”?

10. What was the name of Citizen
Kane's mansion?

11. Who sponsored the Jack Arm-
strong show?

12. What was the name of Tonto’s
horse?

13. In Monopoly, what are the two
other yellow properties that go along
with Marvin Gardens?

14. Who was Lamont Cranston’s gal
Friday?

15. Who was the little old Jewish lady
who would say things like: “You're ex-
pecting maybe Tooraloora Bankhead?”
And what show did she appear on?

ANSWERS: (1) Alan Ladd, Veronica
Lake and Laird Cregar. (2) A gas man.
(3) Ignatz. (1) Skinnay Ennis. (5) Peter
Donald, Senator Ford, Joe Laurie, Jr.,
Harry Hershfeld. (6) “Pickle in the
middle and the mustard on top. Just the
way you like them and theyre all red
hot!” (7) Ralph Byrd. (8) Les Tremayne
and Barbara Luddy. (9) Lucky Strike
Creen. (10) Xanadu. (11) Wheaties. (12)
Scout. (13) Ventnor Avenue and Atlantic
Avenue. (14) Margo Lane. (15) Mris.
Nusshaum of Allen’s Alley on The Fred
Allen Show.

If you've satisfactorily answered these
charming but fiendish puzzlers, you're
ready to leave the world of the Thirties
and Forties and to begin storing up
memories from the Fifties and Sixties for
future Triviathons that will no doubt be
taking place in the Seventies and Eighties.
Can you call to mind this modern-day
Trivia: The name of the gasoline that
put a tiger in your tank? The characters
played Dby Jackie Gleason? Charlie
Brown's girifriend? And for a Trivia-
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INSTANT
MILDNESS

yours with

YELLO-
BOLE

Free Booklet tells how to smoke a pipe; shows shapes,
write: YELLO-BOLE PIPES, INC., N.Y. 22, Dept. N70
By the mokers of KAYWOODIE

teaser to tax even the most acute: the
names of nine of Tommy Manville's ten
ex-wives?

-

Temporary job openings at two West
Virginia birth-control clinics, according
to an Associated Press dispatch, have
been created by the departure of two
staff nurses—both on maternity leaves.

.

To Whom It May Concern: New Jer-
sey's Palerson Evening News ran an item
about a meeting of the local Elks chapter
to which “all deceased members, their
family and friends are invited.”

-

For the man who has everyone, we
commend a nifty gift item on sale in a
Detroit specialty shop: a matched towel
set labeled mis and wroskz?,

fuserutable  Occident  Department,
Civil Service Division: In a new booklet
of Governmental instructions dealing
with a previous set of instructions in the
construction field, a capital informant
tells us, is an asterisk after a word on
the second page. The asterisked [oot-
note reads: “Ignore all asterisks in this
bookler.”

-

Auention, well-dressed sportsmen: A
tailorshop in downtown San Antonio
has the following sign in its window: wg
WEAVE BULLET HOLES AND KNIFE CUTS.

-

Untold Human Interest Story of the
Month, in consecutive items from the
“Public Notices” column in The New
York Tihnes: My wirg, Pawricia Gwertz-
man, having left my bed and board, I
will not be responsible for any debts in-
curred by her. Jerry Molfetas, 1460
Grand Concourse, Bronx, N.Y.” TFol-
lowed by: “my wiFg, Pawicia Gwertz-
nun, having left my bed and board, 1
will no longer be liable for any debts in-
curred by her. Stephen Gwertzman, 399
F. 72nd S1.”

-

The Cleveland Wrecking Comp:my.
which boasts of offices in 14 major cities
“coast 10 coast,” doesn't have one you
know where.

In what can only be construed as a
peevish display of bad sporismanship,
the city council of Vandalia, Ohio, has
just passed an ordinance making it ille-
gal to escape from the city jail.

.

To see or not to see; that is the option:
An L. A. stonemason ran an ad in the
Los Angeles Times offering five-foot
plaster-of-Paris replicas of Michelangelo's
David for $28.85, “Fig Leaf Optional.”

.

In London, a British correspondent
informs us, TV moderator Bernard Bra-
den recently interrupted his weekly show

to stop hammering noises coming from
the rear of the studio, where he found a
workman nailing up a sign that read:
SILENCE WHILE THE PERFORMANCE Is IN
PROGRESS.

-

A spry old St. Louis resident, asked
on the occasion of his 101st birthday
the standard question about his formula
for a long life, had this refreshing reply
for a Chicago Sun-Times reporter: “I
never drank, smoked or went with
women—until I was fourteen years old.”

THEATER

Skyscraper 1s strictly contemporary. With
gags culled from today’s newspapers, and
up-to-the-minute in name drops (Ca-
coyannis, Gernreich), the new Feuer
and Martin musical resembles nothing
so much as a topical cabaret revue. But
Shyscraper is a book show, and a big
one at that, which could be doubly dis-
astrous. Happily, there are fanciful im-
aginations at work amd an irrepressible
hipness afoot. The root of the show is
old, Elmer Rice’s Dream Girl; but Rice
has been revised out by new author Peter
Stone, leaving only his heroine, Georgina
Allerton, and her dreams. In this version
Georgina (Julie Harris) owns a New York
brownstone, lives upstairs and runs a
prosperless antique store downstairs. The
building, something of an antique in it-
self, is the sole surviving obstacle in the
path of a monstrous skyscraper. Stub-
bornly, she holds out against all offers,
except, finally, romance. She falls for the
architect (Peter L. Marshall) responsible
for the monstrosity—just in time for the
second-act curtain—and she gives up to
progress. Contrasted with the reality of
Miss Harris' battle is the fantasy of her
dreams. Most of them are wild and funny
and star her shop assistant. Charles Nel-
son Reilly. As bullhghter, FBI man, puk-
ka sahib, Reilly, popping out of closcts
and bathtubs with the stride of an effete
moose, is hilarious. Miss Harris has
fewer opportunites for hilarity, yet she
manages (even the singing) with laud-
able aplomb, considering she is new to
musical comedy. But then, everything in
the show secems ncw, from the Courrcges
boots on Miss Harris to the sky-high
skelewon of a skyscraper that covers the
stage. When the wreckers dance (Michael
Kidd's athletic choreography), they use
everything in sight: hammers, ladders,
drills, wrecking balls. The music by
James van Heusen is tunelul, the lyrics
by Sammy Cahn, sharp-witted. This Sky-
seraper is slick, modern, and will do until
next year when it is razed for a new
model. At the Lunt-Fontanne, 205 West
46th Swreet.

-

In the theater of ¢pic iment, John
Whiting's The Devils should have been
a masterpiece, and Whiting should have



Englishmen have more dash,
the French greater finesse,
Italians are more suave.

How come Scandinavian men

get to carry on the way they do?

[

Hume Nansen is a rather gruff fellow. He will
take women along on a fishing trip only if they
can swab a deck and make themselves

handy cround the galley. Hume wears o men’s
cologne called Teak and allowed film ingenue,
Astrid along on the last trip. Here they are

just after Astrid finished swabbing up the deck,
after fimshing up in the galley.

Just think of what would happen it a man like you
started wearing a scent like Teak. Now in America
in a Cologne, 4.50, an After Shave and a Scap.

TE AKby SHULTON

What Scandinavicn men have
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been Shakespeare. Neither one made it
—even though, in failure, the success is
estimable. Whiting, a Briush playwright
who died in 1963, took as his canvas
the Catholic Church in France in the
mid-1600s, when the secular was not al-
ways distinct from the sacerdotal. The
play is based on Aldous Huxley's The
Deuils of Loudun, and the devils are
those that supposedly inhabit the sisters
of the Ursuline convent, possessing them
in several senses of the word. Falsely, Sis-
ter Jeanne, the hunchbacked. frustrated
mother superior, names the disdainful,
lecherous priest Urbain Grandier as her
violator. Consorting with the Ursuline
nuns is not one of Grandier's transgres-
sions, but he has so many transgressions
and so many cnemies that he is overdue
for a fall. The wwist in the play is that
he falls inte grace. Condemned to be
burned at the stake for having commerce
with the Devil, he realizes that he is
not “nothing going to nothing,” but *sin
going to forgiveness.” The play, and the
tragedy, are Grandier’s, but the author
has too many diverse concerns. He wants
to show all the forces that oppose the
priest—the vengeful middle class who
are offended by his arrogance, corrupt
churchmen who need a scapegoat, and
Cardinal Richelieu, who condemns him
even knowing of his innocence. Some of
the issues are undeveloped dramatically
and distracting. But a great production
and /or a great performance would have
obscured the play’s imperfections. Un-
fortunately, Alexander Cohen’s over-
blown production is plunked onto a
Cinemascopic stage in a cavernous Broad-
way theater better suited to livestock
shows. The direction by Michael Caco-
vannis is curiously slow and disjointed:
the play is an infinite series of scenes,
which Cacoyannis treats separately and
cinematically instead of integrating them
toward the climax. Although Anne Ban-
croft is tortuously belicvable as the
crazed nun, twisting her body like a
broken bird’s and her voice like a caged
demon's, Jason Robards is miscast as
Grandier, He is neither convincingly ro-
mantic as the libertine nor noble as the
victim. In the end, head and beard
shaven, his legs smashed by his captors,
looking like a discarded corpse, he is at
least pathetic and pitiable. But he is
never tragic. As for The Deuils, it is al-
ways provocative, but it is never awe-
some. At the Broadway, 1681 Broadway.
-

In creating The Zulu ond the Zayda,
producer-director Dore Schary and au-
thors Howard Da Silva and Felix Leon
wear their hearts on their sleeves and
their fect in their mouths. This “play
with music . . . based on the story by
Dan Jacobson™ is a sentimental, obvious,
witless. amateurish evening of schmaltz,
shrewdly (but crudely) crafted to appeal

to Yiddishesprachers—and anyone Jew-
ish enough to love Levy’s rye bread. To
catch all the innuendo, you have to
know Yiddish, burt it’s better not to. The
words themselves are the laughs. Knish!
B'nai B'rith! The biggest yok is meshu-
ganah. The story line is about a zayda,
or grandfather (Menasha Skulnik), who
is dependent on his son, a fathead, who
lives with his wife and children in Jo-
hannesburg. Zayda is a wanderer (some-
times he sells pins), and his son hires a
Zulu houseboy (Louis Gossett) to act as
Zayda sitter. They meet, clasp hands
(time out for message) and are parted by
Zayda's son. Zayda almost dies of a bro-
ken part . . . so back comes the Zulu,
and thus endeth apartheid. Gossett is
tall, about seven foot, five in his sandals,
and Skulnik is tiny. about two foot, two
in his socks; and to heighten the
difference, Gossett stands stff and Skul-
nik crouches and waves yoo-hoo. Funny,
ch? Zulu learns Yiddish and Zayda
learns Zulu, which means that most of
the dialog is in Zulish, which is fulish.
Spliced into the Backwoods Berlitz are
songs of various denominations (by
Harold Rome), some Africanish, most
just bad Broadway. Sample lyric: “Now
is the time/to share a glasscle of wine.”
Ossie Davis, who plays Gossett's brother
and is also the narrator, does most of the
singing, but litile else. Gossett plays his
part straight, which is admirable, but
Skulnik stutters and clowns, cosseting up
to his awrocious part when he should be
holding it at arm's length. Oy ga veldt!
At the Cort, 138 West 48th Swreet.

-

In 1529 Francisco Pizarro, peasant
turned adventurer, led a minuscule army
of 167 into Peru, conquered the nation
of 24,000,000, killed Atahualpa, the Inca
king and self-proclaimed son of the sun,
and took, in the name of Spain and of
Pizarro, a booty of gold unequaled in
history. From the facts, the few that are
known, and his own resplendent imagi-
nation, Peter Shaffer has fashioned The
Royal Hunt of the Sun. In Shafler's eyes,
the conflict is not simply between Span-
ish villainy and Inca innocence. His
Pizarro is not just a plunderer, but a bit
of a dreamer. Atahualpa insists he holds
the secret of life. Atheist Pizarro pursues
that secret even to the death of the king
and the loss of his own honor. “Se fell
Peru,” goes the narrator’s dirge. “We gave
her greed, hunger and the cross: three
zifts for the civilized life.” The message
is potent, the manner impressive. Up to
now, Shaffer has written small, modern,
realistic plays (Five Finger Exercise), but
this time, like his hero, he is trying to
tackle the sun. He wants “total theater”
—gestural, verbal, hallucinatory, cere-
bral. He usecs masks and costumes (the
Incas are beaked and dazzlingly plum-
aged), mime and dance (the climb of the
Andes and the massicre of the Incas are

done as ritualistic ballets), and poetic
flights of language. The stage is sloped
and backed by a magnificent flowerlike
sun from which Atahualpa emerges and,
later, from which the robber-bird Span-
1ards strip gilded petals. Drums, cymbals,
bird flutes, thumb harps. maracas echo
until the stage rocks with Inca incanta-
tions. The author is helped by his actors,
particularly Christopher Plummer as the
questing Pizarro, and David Carradine
as a stylized otherworldly Atahualpa.
But Shafter, along with director John
Dexter, does not totally succeed. There
are dull stretches, particularly in the first
half; the hunt itself and some of the
effects secem as if the creators were just
panoplaying around. But if Shaffer has
not wrought the impossible, he has add-
ed valued dimension to the commercial
theater. At the ANTA, 245 West 52nd
Strect.

DINING-DRINKING

The recently instituted Blue Boor Tov-
ern (848 North La Cienega Blvd, Los
Angeles), an imposing 16th Century (or
thereabouts) English inn, has become a
haven for hearty wenchermen who dig
the cakesand-ile atmosphere and the
sight of their prime beel sliced to indi-
vidual order on a tableside serving cart.
According to preference, guests ensconce
themselves in the massive-beamed main
dining room, the Poop Deck Pubbe or
the betrophied Game and Hunt Room—
or arc privately quartered in the Wine
Cellar {capacity: a cozy ten at the long
board). A pronounced plus the Blue
Boar boasts, in addition to basic beel,
is innkeeper Bernard Tohl's policy of
maintaining Eastern seafood. Brochette
of Seafood Canterbury (54.95) is a flam-
ing tour de force of crab meat wrapped
in bacon with scallops, shrimp and mush
rooms, flambéed in scampi sauce. One of
the house specialties is, of course, cutlets
of Wild Young Boar “with hunters dress-
ing in cyder or wilde cherry sauce”
(85.75); another, when available, is the
Medallion of Fancy Venison Stal e ($5.95),
“with hunters sauce and wilde rice”—
both with Perrogodine sauce of truffles
and cognac. No carnivore worth his rock
salt will bypass the roast beef in any of
its cuts served with Yorkshire pudding
and potato. In addition to the Roast Sir-
loin ($4.75), the Prime Ribs are cut to
taste: Regular Full Cut ($1.95), King
Henry Cut ($5.75) and Olde English
Cut (54.95). On the sommelier's recom-
mendation, an excellent red Bordeaux,
Cos d'Estourn 1960, complemented our
meat. In the general beverage depart-
ment, the Half Yard of Watney Red
Barrel Ale ($1.25) is a house institution.
A relic of days when thirsty postilions
wetted whistles from the belled 18-inch
glass without having to leave their posi-



tions awop the coach, the Half Yard
comes to table positioned in a wooden
rack. Open [rom lunchtime 10 two Anr,
the restaurant functions under the direct
touch of maitre de Rod Bourne, oversee-
g waiters outhitted in tunics harking to
the “Glorious Age of the Virgin Queen.”

BOOKS

One of the century’s major works ol
literary scholarship is now under way—
and it’s a way that will fascinate readers
as well as scholars. Dan H. Laurence,
who edited previous collections of Ber-
nard Shaw's minor material, is preparing
Shaw's letters for publication, and the
first volume—of a projeeted four—is now
out: Bernord Show Collected Letters 1874—
1897 (Dodd, Mead). Shaw's towal corre-
spondence is estimated at a quarter of
i million items, so Laurence’s work is
cut out for him—and he for it. These let-
ters take us from Shaw’s arrival in Lon-
don, from Dublin, at 19. up o the time
of his marriage. They illuminate his first
nine writing years ol utter obscurity, his
hrse hreach of London literary life, and
the acceleration of his mind and mental
appetites toward the pitch that hummed
happily through the wide world for over
50 years. By 1897 he had sparked the
founding of the Fabian society and the
Labour Party; written music and drama
criticism that would have been enough
in isell to immortalize anyone else;
written the first major work on Ibsen in
English: and written his first seven plays,
including Candida. In addition, he had
written these 691 leuers, among others,
many of which are long, most of which
are highly interesting. and  some of
which are brilliant. The [wmous literary
love affair with Ellen Tearry is included,
as well as his simultaneous wooing of his
wife, plus a sclection concerning  his
goings-on with previous girls. Shaw said
he was a virgin until he was 29, but then
scems to have cut loose in his 30s. (Ar
one point, an actress with whom he had
an affair played a character modeled on
another mistress.) But it can’t be claimed
that, underneath his reputation for ve-
straint, he was really an old rip. What
does come through in this bursting book
is the feeling of a pyrotechnic display of
various [orces—intellecrual, artistic, po-
litical, personal—by a man who was, in
the soberest sense, a hero. For instance,
after a police action against homosexu-
als, G. B S launched “a protest against a
Iaw by which two adult men can be sen-
tenced o 20 years' penal servitude for a
private act, Ireely consented 1o and de-
sired by both, which concerns themselves
alonc.  There is absolutely no  jus
tification for the law . . .”" This strong
statement, reflecting the most modern
opinion, was written in 1889,

As spokesman for the Intellectual
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Mau Mau, LeRoi Jones comes through
loud and clear, broadcasting at the top
of his voice, amplified by bitterness and
rage. But reading his first novel, The
System of Dante’s Hell (Grove), is as [rus-
trating as listening o a badly wuned
radio in the next room: Every now and
then a word or phrase comes clear. but
mostly vou strain for scraps and edges ol
meaning antid the sputtering arackle of
static. “The hreplaces and whores ol the
cemeteries of vour linoleum.) This is
tether, Push woward (SOME END ... It
15 Aristotle’s coughs i the en all night
in the snow.” It probably loses some-
thing in the quotation. “To make ready.
witches. B, for hive. wives. letters. strikes.
bases. women. The Alagi. are popular.
Are broken glass. vases, aisp . .. And,
finally, the climax: “Oh, the barns of
lead are gold.” Jones describes all tlus as
“association complexes,” sounds and im-
ages “cohering” o new “thicknesses of
meaning.” Some of his themes actually
do cohere in the final pages, especially
the search throughout his childhood and
adolescence for that flesh-and-bone real-
ity that casts the shadow he feels his lile
to be: but the bulk of the novel has such
complexities of association that it re-
mains almost wholly private, such thick-
nesses of meaning that it finally becomes
opaque. That the brutalites ol the Ne-
gro gheuwo lile have overcome  Jones
sense of humanity, that the tormenting
self-doubts of a boy denied identity and
pride have hardened into arrogant cer-
rainties—ithis s his tue ragic descent
into hell. For the puerile ravings of his
plays, the banal sncering ol his pocrtry,
the hystericai racism of his politics tell us
only that a man rortured 10 the limits of
endurance will say anvthing. Men of
sense and decency will ignove what he savs
—Dbut must heed the agony in his voice.
o

James Bond is a fink! Isracl Bond is a
schlemicl! Only John-Picrre Hallet s
real! John-Pierre Hallet is, in [act. con-
siderably Lrger than hile. Six loot. five,
240 pounds. he has done evervihing in
his 38 vears bue plav defensive end lor
the Green Bay Packers, a position that
would fit him fine. He has been an ex-
plorer, writer. film maker, lecrurer. pho-
tographer. soldier. sociologist. naturalist.
linguist, art collector. Buc it is his ad-
ventures in Central  Alrica, told not
without a cevtain velish, that make Congo
Kitabu (Random House) such an enor-
mously entertuning hook ("Kiabu™
Swahili means bhook or diarv). Hallet
has: lived on intimate erms with pye-
mies: wrestled with Lons: 1aught a rhino
to play ball: killed a leopard with his
one good arm: caten human flesh (un-
wittinglv. he savs): survived malaria and
blackwater fever: and heen married 10 a
man. His marriage parmer ol the wm-
bunyiwanyi vitual was “a 6-3 package of
devious wiles. lully equipped with large
expressive eyes, a hooked nose, a glib

tongue and a large, perpetually itching
palm. We made a striking couple as we
sat down together on the ceremonial
mat.” But the most dramatic portion ol
Hallevs Kitabu is his description of a
stick ol dynamite going ofl in his right
hand. Contemplating his loss of blood.
he sounds like old Bond himsell telling
the waiter how to prepare his martini. 1
knew that the adult male averages 80
milliliters of blood per kilo of body
weight, and so. at 110 Kilos. 1 should
have had close to 10 liters—about 20
pints of blood an instant belore the ex-
plosion.” Somchow. his right hand a
bloody stump, the entire right side ol his
face an expanse of burned Licerations,
his head slashed. his neck and jaw badly
torn. a big flap of skin hanging down
over his collarbone (the exposed large
muscle, he informs us. was “probably the
sternocleidomastoideus™), only the pink-
ie and ring finger of his left hand intact
—somchow. Hallet is able 10 drive 200
miles over forbidding terrain to the hos-
pital, where he is nursed back to health.
Now living in America. the Belgian-born
Haller plans to develop a “Congolund
U.S. A" in Southern California, where,
given an occasional disaster, he should
feel more or less it home.
-

With his monumental wilogy U.S. 4.,
John Dos Passos establishied himsell not
only as a literary giant of the Thirties
(Sartre called him “the greatesi living
writer ol our dme”). but also as a
passionate  delender ol the underdog
and an eloquent opponent ol the ruling
class. But alter a bitter disillusionment
with the Communists in the Spanish
Civil War, “Dos™ began to question the
radical doctrines that had fired him since
his vouth. By 1952 the former radical
was supporting Talt Tor President, and
he has since been  comtributing  his
thoughts 10 the right-wing National Re-
view. Whenever he is asked about the
reversal ol his adeology, Dos Passos in-
sists that the vmes have changed rath-
er than his own beliels, Whatever the
explanation. he has been the most pro-
lihc chronicler of his times that our
centiry has known. In more than 10
hooks. he has hammered out the specch
and the look and the lecl of the world as
he saw it A sampling of that work has
now been picced together in a single vol-
ume. The Werld in o Glass: A View l:' Our
Century Selected from the Novels of John Dos
Passos (Houghton Mifflin). Although se-
lecnons from 1en novels are included,
more than hall are vom .8 A, and
the book is basically a condensation of
U.S A0 and Mideentury, a panoramic
novel of the Filues written using 7.5, A,
techniques. The omissions as well as the
selections are worth noting. Gone, for
mstance. 15 the passionate response  in
U. 5 A 1o the execution of Sacco and
Vanzewi, the fiery challenge that ends:



/f///;% (!)rt-h OtOInc |
‘\‘e* lig es
> @3 hencefor’rh called &< %3
e 0“ )
= ZE@ gy
,: \ or:how to put the play back into the boy !
5\ -
:? 4 ‘, his is ar?(@r’rho’romc mattress. Wil
;:’:i Y BIG deal” you say' And how;we say!
\':T; ITS the 1Tha’r gIves you IR, SupponL
|  whereyouneed itmost-in the middle Yt
:L:j:1 for the hegyziest part of your body ( opl&epg ) \ @ ,
I — Orthotonic has this pafen’red 3
1 w— e Gt
= triple(&3) cushion construction! s
“@\\ 2 JRESU L% you play better <%
| : 1225, -—-Sleep better...you even
() \*ife’u wake up better | _—_-/=—
| 2 rorTHE -3
@EEMofyour ife - BOY %
put the play back in...withan ™. “ESTUWC_J/
rthotonic mattress- e
ﬁseﬁ: BEST NIGHT SPOT IN. TowN !

IV e A i i i B i o ali — S

e et

I T el i

bt

29



PLAYBOY

30

“They have clubbed us off the strcets

. they have the dollars the guns the
armed forces the power plants/they have
built the eleciric chair and hired the ex-
ccutioner to throw the switch/all right
we are two nauons . . " From the angry
idealism of youth, the author moves to
the weary disillusionment of later yeurs,
as expresed m the finale to Midcentury
that also serves as the end of this volume:
“Man drowns in his own scum. [ These
nights are dark.”

B

The dramauce and controversial sub-
ject of hallucinogenic or  psychedelic
(consciousness-expanding)  drugs—princi-
pally LSD, psilocybin and mescaline—
continues to produce converts, casualties
and a steady stream ol essays, articles
and books. (The entre subject was aw
thoritatively dealt with in reaveoy, No-
vember 1963, m a troika ol reports by
Aldous Huxley, Dan  Wakelhield and
Alan Harrington) There is now even a
quarterly magazine devoted enurely to
the drugs, launched in June 1963 by
Harvard prolessors-turned-prophets Tin-
othy Leary and Richard Alpert, along
with an inner crcle ol acolytes. Selected
fruits of The Psychedelic Review's first
lour issues are now available in book
form, The Psychedelic Reader (lInmiversity
Books). Actually, the pieces thar did
not first appear in the Review are the
best in the volume, including as they do
works by Alan Watts, Gordon Wasson
and Sir Julian Huxley. The material
[rom the Review itsell scems to be most-
ly by devoices of the Leary-Alpert pro-
phetical persuasion, and much of it is
written 1 a sort ol medicomysucal
jargon: “Wise men write (with delib-
cration) in the csoteric. It's the way ol
making a rose or baby. The esoteric [orm
is maya, the hallucinatory facade . . .7
For no apparent reason, the authors of
these picees are not identified by back-
ground or qualihcations. The serious de-
velopment of the hallucinogenic drugs
remamns a subject of signihcance: the
Psychedelic Reader is but a small mile-
stone in its growing lierature.

Early on the morning of Sunday, No-
vember 15, 1959, Herbert Clutter, his
wile and his two teenage children were
tied up with nylon cord in the larm.
house where they lived near Holcomb,
Kansas. Then one of the two men who
had bound them cut Mr. Clutter's throat
and shot him with a rifle, alter which he
shot the three remaining Clutters and
with his partner, left the house. The
crime, {or which the pair was $10 rich-
cr, attracted the auenuon ol Truman
Capote, who has done a phenomenal
amount ol work investigating the case
and has produced a phenomenal work of
reportage. tn Cold Blood (Rundom House).
Capote talked at length to the citizens
ol Holcomb, to the detectives involved
and, most lengthily of all, to the

murderers themselves: the result is a
chillingly mimute account ol the slaugh
ter, its prolog and its altermath, that
reads like exating fiction. There are sus-
tuned moments of breath-taking tervor,
lascinatmng studies ol the murderers and
several dreams as haunting as anything
in Kafka. Capote skillfully conceals the
motive lor the crime till we are hallway
through the book: and when he reveals
it it is at once disappointing and pro-
loundly disturbing—Ilor the murders
were  almost  rotally  irrational.  Muoch
of the last quarter of the book is con
cerned with the natwre of criminal in-
sanity and  the  shortcomings ol the
McNaghten Rule, which holds that af a
delendant knew his act was  legally
wrong, then he is legally sane and ac
countable. The discussion 15 important,
but the shilt of focus tends to weaken an
otherwise tautly arafred structure. Aside
from that defect, however, and Capote’s
occasional wse of 13 facts where one
would suffice, the book is a memorable
achievement—almost too memorable in
the horror it cvokes.

No living American critic deserves
plaudits more than Edmund Wilson. His
latest collection, The Bit Between My leeth
(Farrar, Suaus & Giroux), doesn't really
tell ws anything new about this prodi-
gious man—practically everything in it
has already appcared in magazines (no
tably The New Yorker) between 1950
and 1965. But bringing it together is hke
packing a lot of separate thrusts into
one rocket. Wilson's mind ranges more
widely than any modern essavist's except
Sarure's: and if he doesn’t have Sarwe’s
professional  philosophical  equipment,
Sartre doesn't have Wilson's wit and
conciseness. This big book juxtaposes an
analysis of the radical politics of Max
Nomad and a bow to Sheilah Graham’s
memoir ol Scott Fitzgerald; superb es-
says on the Marquis de Sade and a past-
ing of poet Victor Purcell; an interesied
and therefore interesting review ol a
book about funguses and an attack on
lungord clich¢és of  journalism.  {And
when one thinks ol the other subjects on
which Wison has written comprehen-
sively  dhat arent  ocluded  here—the
Dead Sea scrolls and the state ol Israck;
French symbolist literature and Ameri-
can Civil War literature; Canadian cul-
ture and American Indians, etc., etc, elc.
—one is [urther awed.) Wilson is against
criticism that cuts off a work Irom the
soctal body to examine it, like an organ
in alcohol. He puts a work in its social-
biographical-historical ~ serting, 10 see
where it came from and why, as an aid
to assessing and apprediating it Thus
the essays on De Sade are not only about
the books but aboutr De Sade's screwy
life; the analysis of Swinburne tells us
why as well as what he wrote. Through
a long life Wilson has made writer
[riends, and he is partial to them. Maybe

he overestimates Morley Callaghan and
Dawn Powell, for example, but it's not
only understandable, it's comlorung—
e reassures us that he is only morwl. He
says 1 his opening paragraph that he
got started on his career by discovering
Taine in his Lather’s library when he was
about 15, A wibute to Taine; a lucky day
for hterature.
-

Like the French sapper blown up by
his own case of explosives, Patrick Den-
nis now joins the ranks ol writers who
have unwittingly detonated themselves
through the use of those very tools with
which they so skilllully exploded others.
In his new book, Tesy (Dutton), Dennis
shiows none ol the wit and definess that
made such successes ol Auntie Mame
and Litle Me. Tony is a dreary snobalog,
WASPishly told, about a social-climbing
wretch. The chronicler doggedly relates
the nise and fall of Tony Vandenberg,
beginming ar an exclusive Eastern prep
school and ending with Tony's unla-
mented disappearance in the waters off
Tangier. There have been successlul
novels about parvenus, but they dealt
with character and motivauon. Unfortu-
nately, Dennis uses the pitiable social
strivings ol Tony as a means ol demon-
strating his own upper-class mysoique.
The author is caught up in a welier of
class trivia: “Except lor the youngsters,
who hadn’t had sulficient time for their
clothes to develop the patina of age, the
vest ol the guests dressed 1o match.
While T conless to being a trifle disap-
pointed, I fele might at home in my Rog-
ers Peet Prep Deparument dinner jacken
more at home, say, than Perry, who was
got up in a pnsune white sharkskin jack-
et with red cummerbund and matching
tic.” Parody? No, it’s as much in earnest
as a promotion brochure for the clothing
industry. After the damage inflicted by
Tony on Pauick Demmns, one can only
hope that the swilt formation of Anti-
Maming soacues will effect lus speedy
and lasung recovery.

The fortunes or, more precsely, mis-
fortunes of the Curus Publishing Com-
pany have enhivened New York cockul
parties and depressed financial columns
for going on a decade. In recent years,
the Saturday Evemmng Post and the [La-
diey’ Home Journal, once master and
mistress of all they surveyed, have been
sorely afllicted, reduced to all manner ol
external borrowings and internal squab-
blings. This sad page ol recent magazine
history s set forth in workmanhke [ash-
ion by Pluladelpina  Inquiver reporier
Joseph €. Goulden in The Curtis Caper
{Putnam). His book, like many books
written by newspapermen, suffers from a
hyped-up style that barrels along with
scarcely a breath for reflection, but
Goulden has dug for the facts and lis
narrative, il not profound, does touch
all the bases—editorial, financial and



personal—on the rather cluttered Curtis
field. In the author’s view, an obvious
villain of the piece is television, but
Curtis’ troubles go beyond that. The
company has been plagued by editors
bemused with past successes, editors de-
lirious with imagined power, editors
simply outclassed by their rivals; it has
suffered from both stodgy corporate man-
agement and flashy corporate manage-
ment;: and now it is reaping the sour
[ruits of failure. The Post, in particular,
with an audience of millions, has yet to
recover the conhdence of Madison Av-
enue, which [ears nothing more than to
take a chance on a loser. The book ends
with the ordeal of Curtis unresolved. To-
day, while many magazines are racking
up record profits, the company remains
deeply in the red, and every fiscal period
brings fresh rumors of the imminent
demise or sale of one or all ol its maga-
zines. But perhaps with luck, clean liv-
g, prayer, lasting and a modicum of
talent, the decline will not end in a fall.
-

The Ballad of Dingus Mogee (Bobbs-
Merrill) Being the Immortal True Saga
of the Most Notorious and Desperate
Bad Man of the Olden Days, his Blood-
Shedding, his Ruination of Poor Help-
less Females, & Celera; also including
the Only Reliable Account cver offeved
to the Public of his Heroic Gun Ballle
with  Sheriff C. L. Hoke Birdsill,
Yerkey’s Hole, New Mex., 1884, and
with Additional Commentary on the
Fateful and Mysterious Bordello-Burning
of the Same Year; and furthermore
interspersed  with  Trustworthy — and
Shamelessly Intevesting Sketches of “Big
Blouse” Belle Nops, Anna Hot Waler,
“Horseface” Agnes, and Others, hardly
any Remaining Upright at the End.
Composed in the Finest Modern English
as taken diligently from the Genuine Ar-
chives by David Markson. All of which is
the aforementioned Mr. Markson's man-
ner of introducing his broad-gauged hur-
lesque of the classic Western. All of its
classic characters are here—the desperado
and the sheriff, the doc and the school-
marm and the Loose Woman—but
they behave in the dangdest ways, It's
Gunfight at the O.K. Corral, starring the
Ritz Brothers. Markson doesn’t strain
for subtlety; he takes down the breeches
ol the Old West and blasts what's ex-
posed with buckshot. Which, many read-
ers may discover, is what they've been
hankering to do [or a long time.

-

A year before Queen Victoria died,
relates Barbara Tuchman in The Proud
Tower (Macmillan), she visited Ireland,
and returning by yacht, encountered
rough seas. When a particularly strong
wave buffeted the ship, she summoned
her doctor and said, “Go up at once, Sir
James, and give the Admiral my compli-
ments and tell him the thing must not
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occur again.” “But,” as the author notes,
“the waves would not stand still.” Miss
Tuchman, who in The Guns of Au-
gust gave us a brilliant history of the be-
ginnings of World War One, now offers
an equally brilliant portrait of the years
preceding that catastrophe. They were
years of vast transformations and of
solemn auguries that only a few con-
temporaries took seriously: the political
emergence of the working class, the
spread of socialism (and, for a briel.
bloody period. of anarchism), the wans-
formation of the U.S. into an imperial
power and the ever-escalating arms race.
All this was to culminate mm “The
Great War” which “lies like a band of
scorched earth dividing that time from
ours.” Miss Tuchman succeeds in cross-
ing the band and re-creating the spirit
ol that dear. doomed age. It was a time
in which Frenchmen came to blows over
Dreylus, when the Kaiser fumed over

Czar Nicholas® “idiotic” idea for an in-
ternational  disarmament  conference,
when  Ibsen, viewing the arms race

amidst the Edwardian gliter, observed,
“We are sailing with a corpse in the
cargo.” Meanwhile, the English upper
class was still at the helm. Its most
exclusive club was Parliament, where
“ladies in wide hats and trailing skirts
ok tea with members and ministers
on the terrace overhanging the Thames.”
The book gets its title from Poe: “While
Irom a proud tower in the town/ Death
looked gigantically down.” And through-
out the chronicle, as we watch the ladies
at tea and the men on the podium, we
sense the approach of Death and the
town's unawareness of it. It 15 a ribute
to Miss Tuchman's narrative skill that
we yearn to shout a warning.

Now the publishing world ofters a His
and Hers to be placed on the bookshell
side by side or, perhaps, one atop the
other. His was written by actor Richard
Burton and bears the cov title Meeting
Mrs. Jenkins (Morrow). Hers was writ-
ten by actress Elizabeth Taylor Hilton
Wilding Todd Fisher Burton, nee Jen-
kins, and bears the simple title Elizabeth
Taylor (Harper & Row). Burton's effort,
which contains about as many words as
a short story, is the nonbook to end
all nonbooks. He has nothing o say—
but he says it well and gets it said quick
ly. And perhaps there are those who will
be interested to learn that when he saw
Liz for the fst ume, he thought: “Her
breasts were apoclyptic, they would top-
ple empires down before they withered.
Indeed. her body was a miracle of con-
struction and the work of an engineer ol
genius . .. It was true are . . . Beside
which his wife’s tribute 1s pale. indeed.
"Richard,” she writes. “is a very sexy
man.” (Students of the Hollywood syn-
drome will note that his book is abow
her and her book is about her.) These
thoroughly  expurgated reminiscences

rob the Sturm-und-Drang life story of
one of Hollywood’s most flamboyant fe-
males of the single quality it undeniably
possesses—its wild, explosive, melodra-
matically irrational spontaneity. Author
Elizabeth Tavlor makes actress Elizabeth
Taylor duller than the dullest ol
housewives, simpler than the most
simple-witted of wenagers, and more
hypocritical than the fAackiest of the
Hacks who ever penned an untrue word
about her career,

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

Often, the most interesting way to
look at life is through a jaundiced eye,
and this is probably why the topical re-
vue is so firmly enwrenched, and none
more so than that at Manhatan's
Upstairs at the Downstairs (37 West 56th
Swreet). Its current edition, with the
lhl'O“'il\\':l}’ title of Just for Openers, lol-
lows the usual format of putting a hand-
ful of bright young performers on a
I]()S[ﬂgl_"ﬁ[llllll) Slilg‘(_', sans dislr:u.‘lions 0[
orchestra (twin pianos suffice) or scen-
ery, and having them look obliquely at
some of the things in contemporary life
that are supposed to be taken much
more scriously. Thus, while others may
sing the virtues of the various leading
ladies bounding around the world in
different companies of Hello, Dolly!, a
trio admits that, although they arve stars
ol magnitude, one of them can't sing, one
of them cant dance and one of them
can’t see. In a number called Mr. Know-
11-A11, the folk-rock singers arc put in
perspective by a lyrical protest against
such problems as having to watch color-
television programs on black-and-white
sets, and the realization that maybe the
bomb won’t be set off. An ode to Lady
Bird Johnson’s beautification program
warns  Chicago 0 “dean up, or be
shipped to Greece.” A new telephone
service is called “Dial-a-Deviate,” 1n
which subscribers may have read to
them a I)il.".Si(Tll:llL‘ p(lS-‘iilg(? n lhc context
of their favorite fetish. A candidate for
Miss America reluses 1o consider the
thought ol being the first woman on the
moon because “The U.S. of America
means more to me than some fancy wip
somewhere.” The most gifted of the
woupe 15 R. G. Brown, who, as a veweri-
narian guest on a children’s program,
brings in a kangaroo who can’t display
the pouch because she’s a he, an eagle
who can’t display his baldness because
he's too busy with other natural func
uions, an ostrich who llings Brown vigor-
ously across the stage, and a mole who
can’t be shown because he burrows into
the floor too quickly. All, of course, in
superh  pantomime. Produced by Rod
Warren and staged by Sandra Devlin,
the show has other bright lights in the
persons of Fannie Flagg, who also wrote
some of the more hilarious material;



Beuy Aberlin, who is the best-looking
comedienne around; Madeline Kahn;
Richard Blair: and Stockton Brigel. This
therapeutic irreverence is offered twice
nightly, at 9:30 and midnight, every eve-
ning but Sunday. There is a minimum of
$5 per person Monday through Thursday,
S6 Friday, Saturday and holidays. Reser-
vations are the sensible approarh.

MOVIES

This month's Playboy Interview sub-
ject, Federico Fellini, has pulled such
rare bits out of his hat as La Dolce Vita
and 815. His latest, Juliet of the Spirits,
could only have been made by the same
magician, but it misscs a few tricks. The
story (which isn’'t much) and the tech-
nique (which is) are obviously meant to
parallel those of 814. That one, you re-
member, was about a 40ish film director
in the major crisis of his life; this one 1s
about a 40ish wife in the same. Since the
lead 1s played by FF's wife, Giulieua
Masina, it takes less than a ton of bricks
to make it clear that the pics are a
matched pair of biographical probes. On
her wedding day. Juliet's prosperous hus-
band brings home a party of friends and
a medium. The latter summons a female
spirit, who alerts the little wife to more
than the litde life she has been leading,
makes her dissatisfied, sends her to an-
other sexy seance and 1o visit a well-kept
dish on the next estate. All this activity
coincides with Juliet’s finding out that
her husband is having a fling and that
she can't do much about it. So she herself
grows as her late becomes fixed. In dash
and dazzle, zooming imagination, light-
ning touches, scalpel satire, Fellini again
works his wizardry. Again he mingles
past recollection and present fantasy;
again his designer, Piero Gherardi, pro
vides clothes and sets that are simultane-
ously real and really incredible. This is
¥F's first color film, and what it lacks in
subtlety, it makes up in pure wham. But,
finally, it's all somewhat fechle, beciuse
Juliet is a bit pallid as written and
played, and her problems a bit banal.
It's a scintillating cinema circus, bur, in
contrast with 814, it has more sparkle
than substance,

What's going on? Jerry Lewis makes a
comedy—called Boeing Boeing—and the
star turns out to be Tony Curtis. A fine
state ol affairs—which is exactly the plot
of the picture. Tony is a correspondent
with a Paris pad and a rio of wotsics—
three airline hostesses: French, German,
British. By scanning plane schedules and
using a slide rule, he manages 1o pilot
them in and out of his bedroom without
collision—each one thinking that she's his
fiancée and the apple of his apartment.
He's helped in his high jinks by his maid
—Thelma Riuer, thoroughly riotous—
who switches photos, cuisine and lingerie
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in time to welcome each bosom pal. The
original Marc Camoletti play—a Paris
pow, now in its fourth London year, but
a Broadway bomb—has a firm comedic
base, because it has this rapidly revolving
rou¢ visited by an innocent old school
chum from the couniry. However, Ed-
ward Anhalt’s screen script changes the
friend to a fellow correspondent and rival
rou¢ (Lewis), and this lowers the laugh
level, which is lowered further by Lewis'
lethargy. Oh, he crosses his eyes a bit and
gargles his glottis, but the chuckles in this
bedchamber potboiler are due to Tony
and the untony Thelma. The three girls
are Dany Saval, the Gallic knockout: Su-
zanna Leigh, a bright bundle from Brit-
ain; and Christiane Schmidimer, a grand
Teuton whose measurements are 40-26-38.
You'll see more of Chris in next month's
PLAYBOY.
-

Cartoonist Herh Gardner, creator of
the Nebbishes, decided a few years ago to
write a play, and the public decided it
was a hit. Now, Fred Coe, the original
producer, has directed it into a funny
flick Irom Gardner’s own screenplay. A
Thousand Clowns gets its title like so: The
girl, Sandra. is upset at finding out she has
more emotions than she thought, and the
man says, “It's confusing at first, like a
Chinese fire drill. Oh, but lady. isn't it
great o find out how many Sandras there
are. Like those little red cars in the circus,
this tiny red car comes out and putters
around, hardly big enough for a midget,
and suddenly its doors open and out come
a thousand clowns, whooping and holler-
ing and raising hell.” There's not much
to the story; a 12-year-old boy lives with
his uncle. a deliberately unemployed TV
writer who has quit the Chuckles the
Chipmunk Kiddy Show and is now mak-
ing their oneroom apartment into an
Upper West Side Walden. Authorities
are worried about the hoy's unconvention-
al school essays (“My Visit to the El Bam-
bino Club™) and send around two social
workers, an engaged pair. Eventually, the
man leaves alone and the girl stays the
night. (The kid camps upstairs.) It's all a
freehand fling at the ratrace of routine,
and as long as it doesn’t think it says any-
thing, it’s both amusing and convincing.
Barbara Harris, new Broadway star of
On a Clear Day You Can See Forever, is
a dark-eyed dumpling delight. William
Daniels is polished as her prissy pal, and
the kid, Barry Gordon, is cool. Gene Saks
has a wild bit as a really sick comic. As on
Broadway, Jason Robards is the uncle.
There seem to be plenty ol people who
believe a girl would go for him, and who
even find him believable as Mr. Nice Guy,
s0 who are we to say no?

-

Swedish Wedding Night proves that nup-
tials on a Swedish larm are just like those
anywhere else: defloration (not of the
bride, who is already pregnant by some-
one clse); attempted rape of the bride by

the boy she doesn’t marry; consumma-
tion in the bridal bed by sull someone
else; a merry litde session in which a vir-
gin amuses herself in and after the bath;
demands by a city girl on a [armhand
(while she wears his boots). There's also
a suicide, a madman, a death by heart
attack. Oh, we almost forgot: The bride’s
older sister has a ten-year-old bastard,
and the girls have a daft old dad who
won’t come down out of the attic. It
sounds like a parody of Scandinavian so-
lemnity, but the [act is that much ol this
Swedish film is moving. Rune Ericson’s
photography is so fine and most of the
actors so effective that a lot of individ-
ual moments have the ring of reality.
Some faces are familiar from Bergman
films: Jarl Kulle, the lead in All These
Women, is the drunken groom; Lars
Passgard. the boy in Through a Glass
Darkly, is now old enough to be a reject-
ed suitor; Tor Isedal, the mute murderer
in The Virgin Spring, is the Dbride’s
brother. The direction is, to put it light-
ly, heavy, but the quality of the camera-
work and cast keeps Swedish Wedding
Night from being completely campy.
.

They've done it again! The Bridge on
the Guns of Operation Crossbow has been
shaken up once more, and now it comes
out The Heroes of Telemark. This time the
World War Two story of how a small
band of commandos/partisans (choose
one) inhltrates encmy lines o blow up a
bridge/gun emplacement/factory (choose
one, or even two) has been set in northern
Norway, and has to do with the Norwe-
gian underground’s sabotage of a German
plant in Norway, where heavy water—
essential to atomic research—was made.
Their actions presumably delaved Ger-
man progress toward The Bomb. The
only trouble with these films is that, as
films, they're pretty prediclable:  the
ghoulish Gestapo oflicer, the likable Jads
who get killed, and so on. Stars are Rich-
ard Harris and Kirk Douglas, with Ulla
Jacobsson, Swedish smorgasbord, as Kirk's
ex-wife who is not too ex for sex. The
color Panavision pic was largely made on
location and is full of the sweep of im-
mense blue-white snowy space, The ac-
tion is on skis; and the silent sweeping
slaloms lend a tense grace to the goings-
on. Douglas, as ever, 1s daring and dim-
pled, and Harris® swashbuckling bravura
fits this Norseman ncatly. Director An-
thony (EI Cid) Mann, outstandingly adept
at adventure films, is rapidly becoming
the man’s Mann.

-

England keeps getting less Merry and
more American, as The Leather Boys shows
scathingly. This London motorcycle mob
of juveniles, complete with jackets and
jive, cut up their cockney talk with
Yank slang—calling each other "Man.”
It starts like a limey version of The
Wild One, but it soon makes up its
own mind what it's about, holds to it



and holds us. Two 16-year-olds get mar-
ricd: newcomer Colin Campbell (good)
and Riwa (The Knack) Tushingham (ter-
rific). As soon as the honeymoon eclipses,
they revert o being the kids that, emo-
tionally, they still are. She's mad about
movies and Mods, he’s more interested
in motorcycles than mating. They spat
and split; and he wkes a room atr his
grandma’s (back in the boy’s role) with a
fellow cyclist who is secretly a fag (a first-
class performance by Dudley Sutton).
The paths of the three cross and recross,
and the boy never really inds out abow
his buddy until a sulnle scene at the
end. The flm is a gripping, grimly fun-
ny probe of wenage problems—the pre-
mature  pairing, the restlessness  thae
finds both outlet and [rustration in cycle
burn-ups. Sidnev J. Furie, who directed
The Ipcress File, has done a generally
genuine job, with sympathy and skill
Gillian - Freeman's  seript, from  Elior
George’s novel, s [ast and [ull ol ecling.
This is a picture without pretenses and
with considerable power.
-

The Eleanor Roosevelt Story is a documen
tary that could easily have been a drag
but is not. It conveys powerfully the story
of a plain child: whose mother was a
beaury and who disliked her; whose fa-
ther liked her but who was a drunk and
soon disappeared from her lile: who was
reared without childhood friends by old
lolks in large dark houses: and who ook
her place as a distant cousin’s wile more
or less as she might have taken an assigned
place in a gavotre. Only after F.D. R. be
came Assistant Secretary of the Navy and
she accidentally saw a miserable mental
hospital Tor shell-shocked sailors was she
ouched o action as a soaal being. That
is the Eleanor Roosevelt story, delicately
detailed herve, with skillful use of sulls
in the early part and fine sound lootage
lor the rest, neatly woven for chronicle
and comment. The narration was written
—wisely and warmly—by Archibald Mac-
Leish, and it's spoken by him and Eric
Sevareid, with a wonderful section by
Mys, Francis Cole, a first cousin ol Mrs.
R.s who was one ol her bridesmaids and
who reminisces vividly. The film is mov-
ing without being maudlin: and it con-
firms that history should think ol the
Roosevelt era as being that ol My, and
Mis.

Ll

Despite the disquictingly overpowdered
face ol Richard Burton, The Spy Wheo
Came In from the Cold is an oustand
g espionage thriller. Produced and di
rected by Martin Rice, i s based on the
bestselling novel by John Le Carre.
With the current spy oraze spawning
superheroes and archyillains, The Spy—
suffused  with the sordidness and grit-
tiness that most certaindy exists in the
real world of wrench coats and revolvers
—is a relreshing achievement. The plot
moves—but never sacrifices credibility o
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pace. Burton plays Alec Leamas, a cyn-
ical, seedy Briush Intelligence agent who
is about to be ““brought in from the cold”
—it phrase used in the Intelligence game
to mean “relegated to a desk job"—but
is given one last assignment: 1o assist in
the murder of Mundt (capably plaved by
Peter Van Eyck)., East Germany's brutal
ex-Nazi counterspy chief. Burton as Lea-
mas carclully builds up an image of a
man filled with emotion-prool bitterness
and 90-prool alcohol. incapable of sell-
control. Tt is a vemarkable portrait of a
misfit. Leamas does manage to find
enough incentive 10 be seduced by Nan
(Claire Bloom), an English Commie li-
brarian, whose part. though a bit asures
sive, is sympathetic and believable. Here
begins an inricately woven complex of
machinations that astute chess plavers
should have no trouble solving. They
revolve about Leamas’ being thought of
as a defector and being whisked off 10
East Germany to meet the clever Jew,
Fiedler. Mundt's assistant. who is plaved
by Oskar Werner in an  all-too-brief
but absolutely  Dbrilliant  performance.
Through Communist tribunals. Fiedler's
growing suspicions of Mundt, Leamas
sudden awareness that he and Nan have
been wsed as pawns. and a mazelike in-
trigue that demands audience aleriness,
we end up at the Berlin Wall and the ex-
cruciating denouement. The  photog-
raphy is artful but not artv and Ritt's
direction is meaningfully direct. Coupled
with the powerful perlormances. they
mike for a compelling screen achieve-
ment.

RECORDINGS

Frank Sinatra/My Kind of Broadway (Re-
prise) is a pickup of show tunes the
Meistersinger has previously recorded.
plus a trio of Iresh theater themes. One
of the three, however, never did see the
light of klieg on Broadway: the musical
Hot  September, from which Golden
Mament is wken, folded out of town,
The wwo others—Ew’rybody Has  the
Right to Be Wrong and FIl Only Miss
Hev when I Think of Her—ave from the
current hit Skyseraper, and the Burke
and Van Heusen words and music are up
to par for Smawva’s favorite sonewriting
team. Among the show tunes echoed: the
beautiful Lost in the Stars and Yester-
days. and the ¢bullient Luclk Be a Lady
andd Hawve You Met Miss Jones. But old
or new, as sung by Sinatra, they all make
for casy listening.

-

Consummate contemporary jazz in an
appropriate seuting: that's the gist of
Milt Jackson ot the Museum of Modern Ant
(Limelight). The eminent MJQ vibes
man leads a quintet fearuring  James
Moody's soaring Hute. On exhibir are
nine jazz originals by Jackson, Moody,

Cedar Walton, the group’s pianist, J. J.
Johnson and Jimmy Heath. (Moody sings
on his own Flying Saucer) The art of
Jackson and his confreres rates critical
kudos.

-

My Name Is Barbra, Two . . . (Columbia)
continucs the epic success saga of the
miraculous  Miss  Streisand.  This  go-
round, Barbra applies her pipes o
charts by Peter Matz and Don Costa
(who conduct their own arrangements).
Included here is a lengthy medley from
her award-winning TV special. several
tunes of which (Second Hand Rose—our
favorite—and I Got Plenty of Nothin®)
are found, full-length, elsewhere on the
EI.

-

Long after the movie has departed the
scene, jazz aficionados will be able to de-
rive pleasure from Music from the Sound
Track of “Mickey One”/Stan Getz (MGNMI).
The score created by Eddie Sauter gives
the Getz tenor a wide latitude in which
1o weave its luminous thread. Stan’s im-
provisations on the Sauter themes are far
more provocative than the movie that
inspired them.

-

Ella in Hamburg/Ella Fitzgerald (Verve)
proves that the locale has less than
no effect on the quality of the Miss
Fitz musical output—whether she's softly
swinging through an Ellington medley,
belting out the Beades” 4 Hard Day's
Night or caressing Matt Dennis’ Angel
Eyes. Backed by Tommy Flanagan on
piano. Keter Bens on bass and Gus
Johnson on  drums, Ella is strictly
wunderbar,

-

One of the world’s great pianists, Ar-
turo Benedetti Michelangeli, is almost
unknown in this country due to his un-
willingness 10 record and his reluctance
to leave his native Inaly. Some inkling of
the reclusive artist’s prodigious talents
mav  be gorten [rom  Aruro  Benedetti
Michelangeli (Odeon), a ten-inch LI made
up ol the Bach-Busoni Chaconne and
the Brahms Dariations on a Theme of
Paganini—wherein the virtuoso technique
and  probing interpretive sense of the
artist. are very much  on  display—
and U'Arte di Benedetti Michelangeli (Odcon),
which runs the gamut from Scarlatti o
Chopin to Debussy in brilliane fashion.
The sound on L’Arfe is wrewched. hut
Michelangeli's genius  overcomes  even
that obstacle.

-

Julie London / Feeling Good (Liberty), be-
sides having the lovelv London Luynx on
tap. profits [rom the presence of Gerald
Wilson's uninhibited big band. With the
Wilson welkin-ringing behind her, Julie
turns My Kind of Town imo a London
merry air, has a ball on the Herbie Han-
cock hoedown Watermelon AMan, and is

equally at home on the likes of Summer-
time and King of the Road.

Duke Ellington and His Orchestra / Concert
in the Virgin Islands (Reprise) is a [elicitous
reflection of those bright little isles. Ex-
cept for new takeouts on a brace of old
stand-bys—Things Ain’t What They Used
to Be and Chelsea Bridge—and the less-
well-known The Opener, the numbers are
all fresh fodder for the Dukedom of El-
lington which wckles them con brio. One
of the album’s many highlights is Jungle
Kiity, a showcase for Cat Anderson’s
souring trumpet.

L]

Another tumpeter of note is featured
on Ted Curson / The New Thing and The Blue
Thing (Atlantc). The Curson horn ol
plenty, in the context ol a quintet. is
imaginative, tastelul and possessed of a
clarion wone. The wnes (Star Eyes is the
exception) are Curson originals and Ted
is his own best mterpreter. Tenor sax
aide-de-camp Bill Barron leaves us un-
moved, but, thankfully, the LP is almost
all Curson.

-

Rheta Hughes with Tennyson Stephens
(Columbia) is a smashing debut. The
young singer, joined in the vocal depart-
ment by pianist Stephens on occasion, has
a deep-throated, throbby delivery that is
quite compelling. The material chosen is
firstrate and incdudes the haunting A
Taste of Honey, When Sunny Gets Blue
aml Horace Silver's swinging Come On
Home, w which Hughes and Stephens
apply the Jon Hendricks lyrics with artic-
ulate abandon.

-

Now, Jazz Ramwong / Albert Mangelsdorff
(Pacihic Jazz) provides a fine batch of con-
temporary Jazz sounds brewed up by the
German trombonist and his quintet. Man
gelsdortt, who comes over like an amalgam
of J. ]J. and Bill Harnis, leads his troops
through eight internationally  attuned
items, the high point of which is the title
tone poem. based on the ramwong, a
Siamese dance.

L]

Leos Janicek's Slavonic Mass (Colum-
bia) is impressively performed by Leon-
ard Bernstein conducting the New York
Philharmonic, the Westminster Choir
under the direction ol Elaine Brown.
with soloists Helga Pilarcevk, Janis Mar-
uin, Nicolai Gedda and George Gavnes,
and organist Bruce Prince-Joseph. Writ
ten 10 years ago by the late-blooming
Crzech genius, it is in essence a secular
work—a massive, majestic picce filled
with  daring  harmonies, compelling
melodic strains and the stangely appeal-
g sound produced by the Shvonic
tongue. As performed on this recording, it
is & thing ol mmpassioned beauty.

.
Gospel and civil rights songs (and the

two arc inextricably intertwined) are



dramatically set forth on Freedom Highway /
The Staple Singers (Lpic) and Swing Low
Sweet Chariot (Vee Jay). also by the Staples.
Il there were ever any doubts as to the
group’s ranking as the world’s premier
gospel delineators, these LPs will erase
them. The Epic recording contains, in
addition 10 the titde ballad, the omni-
present [We Shall Overcone and o totally
unchichéed rendivion of 1When the Samis
Go Mavehing In. Swing Lowe, with songs
and amrangemems by Rochuck Suaples,
Lather of the group, is moving and melo-
dious [rom beginning 1o end.
-

A cormucopia of comedy LPs are on
hand: The big onc is “Welcome to the
LBJ Ranch” (Capitol). The shiick is that
the taped remarks ol a number ol
political hgures are tacked oo ques
tions dreamed up by writers Earle Doud
and Alen Robin and asked by Doud.
Robin.  John Cameron  Swavze, West
brook Van Voorhis and John St Leger.
Some of the high points are: Bob Ken-
nedy heing told that the next Presidential
clection won't be until 1968 and saving,
“I don't think that's lair.” . . . President
Johnson vecling oll an endless list ol
medicos when asked who  wemed  his
cold. . .. Barry Goldwater. when queried
abowt whar he's been doing for the List
two vears. coming back with “"Destroving
the Republican Pary.” . andd Nelson
Rockeleller. alier being asked what he
intends giving his wife Tor her bivnihday,
veplving “New York and Calitornia L ..
both states and all the people in them.™
Bolb Booker and George Fosier, wha
were in oon The First Fawnoly albuns
with Earle Doud. have their own ofter-
ing this goround-—Yeu Deon't Hove to Be
Jewish (Kapp). A st ol cight. highligin
cd by nonpareil dunacier acor Jack Gil
ford, rans through a cduwch ol comedy
vignettes—all ol a Yiddish pevsaasion, A
number ol them are conttortably Lanul
iar, which doesn’t make lor much action
on the Lgh merer, but a lew ol the
Iresher items are hoo-ha hilarious. To
wit: the opencr, a phone comversation
between i suburban housewile and lier
oversolicitous mother: the rewding ol
will and. vuh den. an Lan Fleming
parody: Secret Agent. Jumes Boudsiein.
Bur give it a listen, already. My Name Is
Allen (Warner Bros.) has its fust Laugh on
the cover (a photo of Allan Shevman,
age three, is used o duplit;nlc exactly the
My Name Iy Barbra LI’ cover). There ave
voks inside, oo, with Shermm ar his
Lamiliar game ol parodving well-known
songs. Induded are o wonderful takeoll
ol Seeret Love (Once | Had a Secret
Codey, That Old Black Magic (That Old
Back Scvatcher) and a puzzled pacan w
the avantgarde theater, 1y a Most Un-
nsual Play, based on vou-know what.
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Two years ago I met the girl of my
drecams. We are now engaged, but she
never wears her ring, for fear her retred
Army-ofhcer lather (6757, 300 Ibs.) might
sce it. He is the swong, silent wype and
likes to walk about in his old unilorm
mspecting the house and vird. Frankly,
the guy scares hell out of me. What's the
sufest way to tell him about our engage-
mente—L. I'., Lake Placid, Florida.
Long distance from Seattle.

D('spilt: my being over 21, single, rea-
sonably attractive (38-24-36, 1f 1t matters)
and quite liberal in my auitude toward
sex, I am stll a virgin—mot that 1
haven't wried o rvectily this situation,
mind vou. Twice in the past vear, | have
been intellectually and emotionally ready
for an aflair, and in cach case the man
involved has called things to a halt. The
first of my potential lovers insisted we
marry belore bedding down (I don’t
want to settle down just ver), while the
other excused himsell on the grounds
that he didu’t want to hurt me. In both
instances, I became bitchy when rejected
and  started  Hinting with other men,
eventually causing my reluctant lovers 1o
stop dating me altogether. Why is it that
the men I choose to sleep with always
fail so miserably in the clutch, and the
ones that are raring to voll in the hay
just leave me cold?—Miss D. W, San
Francisco, Calilornia.

We think the lady doth proiest oo
much—ane that you may be less “intel-
lectually and emotionally veady for an
affaty” than you assume. Instead of won-
dering why it is that “the men [you]
choose to sleep with always fail so mis-
cvably in the cluich”
reverse the question and wonder why it
is you appear to he most altracted 1o
those men who actually prove to be the
least challenge to you sexually? (And
perhaps in other ways as well.) Why,
yow micht very well ask yourself, are
;.'mz .f_f_gr ativacted sexually (o males
who are most sexually attracted to you?

It also sounds as though you may have
done far less to actually consummate a
sexual affair with either of your pair of
“potential lovers” than you would like
to belicve—turning sex into a psycho-
logically castrating challenge instead of
a natural part of a tolal relationship.
Your own description of the velationships
(“In. both instances, 1 became bitchy
when rvejected and started flivting with
other men . . .") doesn’l give the imfres-
sion of any serious altempl (o overcome
the alleged veservalions of either of your
favored [ellows. The only logical con-
clusion to be drawn [rom this, 1l seems
io wus, is that you really didn’t wanl

you micht beiter

to overcome their reservations—that
your attitude toward sex is not as lib-
eral as you suggest—and thai you are
actually 'p!n_\'mg a zame with your chas-
tity, the purpose of which is to compele
with and win oul over the opposition
(men).

T he concern you ex press over your sla-
tus as a virgin actually masks a deeper
dissatisfaction with your over-all vela-
tionshifrs with the oppostic sex. On the
conscious level. there is the implicalion
that if vou could just give vyourself
sexually to the vight man, the emoitonal
problems that frustrale you in any im-
portani male-female velationship would
disappear; bul subconsciously, you seem
to sense—and in this, we think you are
quite corveci—ithe mechanical loss of
vaur matdenhead ol net solve your
problems and may well complicate them.

If your own insight confirms even a
portion of whai we are sugeesting here,
then self-intevest should prompt you to
seek  professional counsel, in order (o
gel at the root of what appeais 1o be a
deep-scated antagonisin to men,

wtly is the wedding ring placed on
the third finger of the lelt hand?>—B. T,
Manchester, New Hampshive.

In the 12th Century, when Pope Inno-
cent I oviginated the custom of sealing
the marriage compact with a ving, it was
believed that a “vein of love” van direct-
Iy from the thivd finger, left hand. to the
heart.

I have a routine complaint about a rou-
tine curse—baldness, Although T am only
20, I have less hair than my father, a stag
at the eve of 50. This not only hampers
my appearance, but also hinders my dat-
ing. My barber offers me no soluuon,
nor does my doctor. As a resulr, T have
become morose, withdrawn. negative in
my perlormance abed. Is there some es-
cape for me e the hav-growing adver-
tusements I have seen occasionally in
II]lif_"'.'lfinCN, lI[_‘\\'.‘\IJ.'Ii)L‘I'?\ '.IIl[I 3“!){)‘(_'-
ments? Would you suggest a wig. or per-
haps hair transplanting? Or should T just
live with i1. as Coleridee's Ancient Mar-
iner endured his burdensome albatross?—
C. I, Bowling Green, kentucky.

Like Coleridge’s hero, you “stoppeth
one of three” (the vatio of bald to hisule
men e Amervica), Thus, i our view you
are overburdened by your symbolic alba
fross. Among millions of balding men
(including, in proportion, one third of
this nalion’s 000000  barbers), maost
compensale for their lack with other as-
sets:  personality, ph)'.i'fr}i.‘t’. erudition,
compassion, humor. A winning personal-
ity can give a bald head as much appeal

dashingly
different
on

every man

BLACK WATCH

The Masculine Scent

By PRINCE MATCHABELLI&
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as a ringer for Ringo. But if you remain
unconvinced, we suggest a loupee or hair
piece. Hair goods, in grm.’m!, have been
considerably improved since the floor-mop
designs of a generation ago. Good toupees
are made of hwman hair, avatlable in a
variely of styles, custom-suited o the
individual, and ave priced from $I50
up. They are wivtually undetectable and
can even be worn when sleeping, shower-
ing or swimming.

Medical science s as baffled by bald-
ness as it is by the common cold. But
baldness won’t harm you, nor is hair
some mysterions symbol of wvirility. If
you're bald, learn to live with il; or. if
you prefer, have it topped off with a
loupee,

Ex.’tcl]}' what do the numbers appearing
on automobile tives reler to? (Mine, for
example, are 6.70x 15)—DM. F., Suill-
water, Oklahoma.

The fuost mumber refers to the width
(in anches) of the tire measurved from
stdewall {o sidewall when iflated. Thus,
your tives ave 6.7 inches wide. The sec-
ond number indicales the diameler of the
wheel vim, meaning the doughnut holes
- your lives measure 15 inches across.

During a bull session, a point of dating
ctiquette arose which was argued  lar
into the night. Here's the puzzler: Is a
man required to stay with his date for
an entire evening if he finds another
man’s date more desirable? Ol course, we
agreed that leaving one’s date swranded
is out of the question. But that's not the
point. If two men were to trade their
dates, with the girls’ concurrence, would
this be acceptable*—C. A. G., North
Plainfield, New Jersey.

In the unlikely cvent that all four of
the members on a double date agreed 1o
a change i pariners, with no ill feelings,
we can see no objection (o the arrange-
ment, But it would be wrong for a man
cver to abandon his date, no malter how
altractive he micht find someone else’s.
Date swapping, si; date dropping, no.

l:tm interested in acquiring a Morgan
three-wheel  sports  car,  any  vintage.
However, being a college student, my
income is meager. Assuming 1 make
S1600 next summer, could T alford to
buy one ol these brues, have it shipped
over from England, and keep it running
during mv last vear of school>—R. H.,
Indianapolis, Indiana,

The chances of your locating a
Morgan “tvike” ecither Slaleside or in
England highly unlikely, since
antigue-auto bufls usually zevo in on any
avatlable models. paying prices far De-
yond your present budget. Why not add
a wheel and shop for a used Sevies 1|4 or
Plus-t Morgan—two wmore prosaic models

are

that do appear in sporis-car markels on
this side of the Atlaniic? Older ones sell
for less than $1660 and still provide the
bone-breaking, wind-in-the-face vide that
three-wheel Morgan owners swear by.

Rccently I had the pleasure of sam-
pling a marvelous Portuguese  wine
called Mateus. On the neck of the boutle
was a sticker Dbearing the word “so-
grape.” Can you explain the meaning of
this erm?—J. Y., Upl;ul(l. California.

Glad 1o, The word “sozrape” on your
bottle of Maleus is the Porluguese lerm
for a rosé wine, so named for the type of
grape used.

M_\' problem is my 14-vear-old daughter.
She was reared in a Victorian manner by
her mother (lrom whom I was divorced
when the child was less thaun a year old).
The mother taught the child nothing
about life, and still attempts to push her
down with a heavy thumb and make her
account for every minute ol her ume.
Lately the girl has been spending quite a
bit of time with me, and is in obvious
rebellion against parental discipline (she
scems to love me best when I am most
permissive). She has old me, during var-
ious heart-to-heart discussions, that she
believes srongly in sexual freedom, and
intends to start trying it out as soon as
possible.

I am no prude. and have been able to
answer my daughier’s most intimate ques-
tions without shame or embarrassment.
Yet, even though T would allow her her
Ireedom at a later and more responsible
age, I do not believe that 14 is a proper
or sensible age for a girl 1o start experi-
menting. That she still lacks enough re-
sponsibility should be evident Irom just
one example: In attempting to show her
how easy it is for a careless, headstrong
young wonun to get hersell i wrouble, I
mentioned the necessity ol taking pre-
cautions should she decide to experi-
ment with sex. She answered. “I'll cross
that bridge when I come o it.”

Now, I am aware of the fact that at
her age, and particularly when she starts
dating at age 15 (which is next month),
it will be impossible 1o keep an eve on
her, and I must depend upon influence
alone to keep her safe and sensible. Still,
she is basically a sensible girl, and re-
sponds to an ntelligent approach. 1
have read in Mr. Helner's Philosophy
that rravsoy believes in freedom of ma-
ture, responsible people, but not neces-
sarily in cqual freedom for the young
and immature. In short, what sort ol ad-
vice would you render to a perhaps too
broad-minded [ather and a rather head-
strong  daughter>—B. S, San Antonio,
Texas.

I's impossible (o establish arbitrarily
the age at which a person becomes ma-
ture and responsible enough to engage
in sex, but relatively few 15-ycar-olds

are and, judging from your description,
your daughter certainly isn’t. You're
quile correct when you state that, at
this point, you're going to have to trusi
her, because you can’t walch her every
minute—and 1t would be a sevious mis-
take to try ecven if you could. Ouverly
oppressive  parents frequently produce
the opposite of what they want, prompi-
ing rebellion vathey than obedience. Buit
too permissive parents can be equally
harmful, because young people expect
guidance, equaie it with love, and those
who don't veceive as much as they require
grow into  emotionally impoverished,
ivesponsible adults, with little respeet
for those who reared them.

In your daughter’s case, it’s a little
late to begim supplying the sense of love
and security she missed in childhood, but
you ean ry—and you should. Although
she may seem pleased on the surface when
you are most permissive, this becomes an
implicit criticism of the mother and her
sterner standards, which is anything bui
healthy for the givl (you should avoid,
as much as possible. eriticism of your
ex-wife—hoth divectly and indirectly—
since this is apt to be emotionally un-
seltling 1o your daughter and only
encourage her rebellion); moveover, she
may inlerprel your willingness to give
in to her demands—iell intended as it
may be—as a lack of veal intevest in
her welfare.

Where sex is concerned, what your
daughier clearly needs, in addition to
the physiological facls of life that you
indicale yow've been able to supply, is
a sel of moral values (o give them mean-
mg. You should devole several of those
heart-to-heart discussioms to her confu-
sion of indiscriminate and irrespousible
sex with sexual freedom, making clear
that freedom of any kind eniails respon-
sibility. When your daughter  begins
dating, she will obviously be free (o
establish her own  personal sex code.
How she uses this personal freedom will
depend on how high an opinion she
has of herself, of her mother and of
you. If she uses her newly acquived
freedom to simply “start trying it onl
as soon as possible”™—on the indiscvimi-
nale and impersonal basis that this im-
plies—she will be selling herself and
sex woefully short; she'll achicve neithey
love nor freedonm, but only empty, poini-
less promiscuity.

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and spoyis cavs
to dating dilemmas, taste and cliquetle
—awill be personally answeved if the
wriler includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letiers to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Strect, Chicago, Illinois 60611, The most
prm.ioun‘ive, pertinent queri.‘.’s will be
presented on these pages each month.
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STEREO TAPES
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if you jein the Club now and agree

to purchase as few as 5 selec-

\tions»in the next 12 menths from
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if you

FR EE join now

REVOLUTIONARY
SELF-THREADING
TAKE-UP REEL
Just drop the end
of the tape over
this reel, start

Terre Houte, Indiana 47808
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also recelve my self-threading reel —

[] cLAssicAL
be ofiered In the coming 12 months,
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IF YOU ARE ONE OF THE FORTUNATE PEOPLE
who own 4-track stereo tape playback equip-
ment, you know the thrill of the near-perfect
fidelity, the unsurpassed sound of tape. Now
you have an exceptional opportunity to build
an outstanding collection of superb stereo
tapes at great savings through the most
generous offer ever made by the Columbia
Stereo Tape Club!

By joining now you may have ANY FIVE of
the magnificently recorded 4-track stereo
tapes described here — sold regularly by the
Club for up to $41.75 — for only $2.97!

TO RECEIVE YOUR 5 PRE-RECORDED STERED
TAPES FOR DNLY $2.97! — simply fill in and
mail the coupon provided above. Be sure
to indicate the type of music in which you
are mainly interested: Classical or Popular.

HOW THE CLUB DPERATES: Each month the
Club’s staff of music experts chooses a
wide variety of outstanding selections.
These selections are described in the en-
tertaining and informative Club Magazine,
which you receive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selection for
the field of music in which you are primarily
interested . . . or take any of the wide
variety of other tapes offered . . . or take no
tape in any particular month.

SEND NO MONEY —JUST MAIL COUPON TODAY
COLUMBIA STEREC TAPE CLUB, Dept. 403-0

I accept your special offer and have written In the boxes
apes I would like to recelve
for $2.97, plus & small mailing ancl hand Eng charge. T will

My main musical interest is (check one) :

I understand that I may select tapes from any fleld of
I agree to purchase five selections rromt ltile'le rmli:rthan 200 to
plus & small mailing and handling charge. Thereafter, if I
decide to continue my membership, I am to recei

tape of my choice FREE for every two additional

selections I accept.

Print

HOome.ceearercarnvrnnses P L L L L T L L LT T LTy r———
First Name lmtlal Last Name

Address, .z ereeuran el = e ol e it O o e OO O i erassse
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et ceascdipCode.aninnnns .
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SEND ME
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(fill in Aumbers
below]

[] poPULAR
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Your only membership obligation is to pur-
chase 5 tapes from the more than 200 to be
offered in the coming 12 months. There-
after, you have no further obligation to buy
any additional tapes . . . and you may dis-
continue your membership at any time.
FREE TAPES GIVEN REGULARLY. If you wish
to continue as a member after purchasing
five tapes you will receive — FREE — a
4-track stereo tape of your choice for every
two additional tapes you buy.

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

SEND ND MONEY — Just mail the coupon
today to receive your five pre-recorded
4-track stereo tapes—ALL FIVE for only $2.97!

IMPORTANT MNOTE: All tapes offered by
the Club wmust be played on 4-track
stereo playback equipment. If your tape
recorder does not play 4-track stereo
tapes you may be able to convert it sim-
ply and economically. See your local

service dealer for complete details.

COLUMBIA STEREO TAPE CLUB
Terre Haute, Indiana

watch it thread it-
self! Unique
Scotch® process
automatically
threads up tape o.
any thickness, re-
leases freely on
rewind.

your recorder, and g

Mow That You've Gone
In Love - 10 MOKE

THE

KING FA“LYé
SHOWI

Pass Mu By * Stardus

Climb Ev'ry Mouniain
13 MORE

DORIS DAY'S
= SENTIMENTAL
JOURNEY

s
[Farrmiin

BROADWAY

The Magnificent
Strings of Percy Faith

1909. Also excerpis
from ‘“‘Swan Lake'
and'‘PeerGynt"Suite

why Did | Choose You
My Man = 10 MORE

ROGER WILLIAMS
plays THE HITS

2077. Also: Willow
‘WeepForMo, Frenesi,
TryToRemember,otc.

Frokofiey:
PETER AND
THE WOLF

2113. Also; Where Is
The Weonder, I've Got
No Strings, otc.

warmly, richly por-
formed.""—High Fid.

2114, When The ship
Comes In, For Lovin®
Me. 10 more

2151. Dther artists
include Dionne War-
wick, Manfred Mann

1780, Also: Baby It's
Me, Oe Cood to Mo,
Musle, otc.

Elgart au Go Go

2126. King of the
Road, Bowntown,

Meditation, 9 more

1 Left My Heart
n San Francisco

2150, Also; I |
Ruled tho Wozld, Who
Can | Turn To, elc

LOVE AFFAIR
THE RAY CONNIFF

SINGERS %

1983. Also: For All Wo
Know, Just Friends,
Mam'sello, otc.

2136. Alsu: Love At
Nome, Pass Me Oy,

Amen,Remomber,etc.

GULDFINGER

1784, Featuring the
titlo song sung by
Shirley Bassey

MORMON TABERNACLE
2 Yr CHOR 3 T
Star-Spangled Banner
Amenica, The Beautiful
Finlandia = Marseillaise

10 N ALL [COLUMEIA]

2153. Sorenade In
Bluo, I'll Never Smilo
Again, 12 in all

Rhapsady in Blue
An American in Paris

1098, 'Fierce impact
and momentum."
N.Y. World-Telegram

2161. Long Ago, Make
Someone Nappy, Who
Can | Turn To,-etc.

1037. **The most ad-
venturous  musical
ever made." —Life

2180. America, The
Beautiful; American
Salute; 9 moro

10ge. Also: Green
Onions, Red River
Rock, Calcutta, etc.

iy 7 L
o [EowwmEs

1366. Also: Land of
Hope and Glory, This
Is My Country, etc.

STANOING OVATION
JERRY VALE

Luiw's Back
T
Grompdy

The Seng s Yem

10MORE oy
1768, Also: If | Had

You, I'm Always Ches-
ing Rainbows, otc,

2154, Alyo: DId I:ape
Cod, Mam'selle,
You Love Me, etl:

HOGER MILLER

. Als
Summertime, There 1
&0 Dreamin’, ete,

BRINGIKG IT ALL BACK HOME
Faatunrg SUBTERRANEAN
HOMESITY

2007, Also: Gates of
Eden, On Thy: Road
Again, 11 in all

An Historle Retern

HOROWITZ
AT CARNEGIE HALL

[coLimBia]

SLLMTAA |
Ler's Get Away Fram AR
nﬂeht—e Your Furs

Iso: Tho
Called It

NEW CHRISTY MINSTRELS.
Chsm-Chim Cher e
HKisses Smeeter Than Wine

Dc-mn-n -
Dy YA
Sp mm me i

: v[t

7 WoRL
[EoimnG
2127. Also: We'll

Sing in The Sun-
shine, 12 in all

.

Equivalent
Ta Twe
Salectians

1977-1978. Twin-Pack (Counts As Two Se-
lectiuns.) The fabulous "live" performance,
his first concert in 12 years!

BOB BROOKMEYER
and Iriengs
STAN GETZ » RON CARTER
HERBIL HANCOCK
GARY BURTON « ELVIN TONES

1713. A lively ses-
sion abounding in
passion and truth

ANDY WILLIAMS |
DEAR HEART

1905. Also: | Cen't
Lulnﬁ Yon,

sur
Emily, 12 in all

1646. Also: Love Is
A Bore, My Lord And
Master, Autumn, etc.

Corp., 10868 T5/SG6
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All Solid State: The new Sterecorder 260
with radial XL-2* sound projection!

Listen to the soaring splendor of a Cathedral organ sounding Bach’s magnificent Hallelujah through the
sensational new Sony radial XL-2 sound projection speaker systems. From the highest treble piping to the
volcanic power of the bass, you hear every breathtaking sound. Look —at the precise functional design of
the facia panel, with finger-tip controls for maximum ease and efficiency. Touch—the concentric, computer-
type knobs, responsive to the most sensitive adjustment. Know — that this superb instrument is from world-
famous Sony, perfect for any recording or playback situation. A complete-in-one portable and home four
track solid state stereo tape system, with microphones and Sony radial XL-2 stereo sound projection
speakers: All the best from Sony for less than $249.50 ! Other outstanding features of the Sony Sterecorder
260 include: two professional V.U. meters, automatic shut-off sentinel switch, automatic tape lifters, bass
and treble tone controls, vertical and horizontal operation, FM sterco recording inputs, two tape speeds,
20 w atts Of ITIUSiC pO\NCf. *An exciting new concept in stereo separation! For nearest dealer write Superscope Inc., Dept, 12, Sun Valley, California.

S ONY supfﬂscopf The Tapeway to Stareo b




PLAYBOY'’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

SKI BUFFs wiio consider the winter sea-
son too short will find excellent spring
and summer schussing at several posh
resorts in the Swiss and French Alps.
From Reusch, Switzerland (eight miles
from Gstaad, a iine base). you can make
a  hall-hour cablecar wip along the
Oldenegg-Cabane  des Diablerets (1500
feet high) to the Diablerets Glacier at the
foot ol the Oldenhorn, a height of 10.008
feet. There are good restaurant facil-
itics at both the Reusch and Oldencgg
cable-car stations. In addition to year-
round skiing. the new resort area offers
guided tours over the Tsanfleuron Glacier
and walks along the Marustal to the Ol-
denalp, famed for its rare alpine Howers.

In France, you can ski from now
through most of the summer on the
heights above Val d'Isére, center of some
of the best skiing in les alpes frangaises.
Télécabines and ski lilts move you up
the towering Col de I'lseran to the ski
slopes on the Pissaillas Glacier.

Trom Chamonix, the (éléférique from
Argentiére takes skiers up the Col des
Grands Montets for the Petite Verte and
Drus runs in the Chamonix Valley.
Skiing conditions are usually OK
through the end of September. From
Alpe d'Huez, one of the sites of the 1968
Winter Olympics, the Grandes Rousses
téléférigue rises 10 the Pic Blanc, which
offers three separate runs—on which the
French championship ski team takes its
summer training. Snow is always good
well into August.

1f vou'd rather thaw winter's chill
from vour bones, vacation in high style
for a reasonable stipend by renting one
of the luxurious cottages in Mexico's Las
Brisas hillside colony (just outside Acapul-
co) during the April offscason. Many ol
the cottages, staggered up a steep hillside,
have individual swimming pools, all so
carvelully landscaped that they ofler
enough privacy for swims in a monokini
or less. Other touches: the wellstocked
and constantly veplenished relrigerator-
bar in cach cottage; the bowl of Truit
that's changed each day; the morning
delivery ol a Thermos ol coffee and fresh
buns to be enjoyed on vour own poolside
terrace, while you watch the morning sun
glinting on the white sails and blue
waters ol Acapulco Bay.

Acapulco, only a short drive from Las
Brisas, is a [ascinating combination of
new and old, with uluamodern glass-
and-steel structures standing within casy
reach of thatched-hut hshing  villages.
The entire scene is visually brightened by
the presence ol vacationing norleameri-
cana beauties and local serioritas, while

the rhvthmic sounds of mariachi groups
add aural color. Truly isolated beaches
abound near Pie de la Cuesta. a long
spit of land where gigantic Pacific comb-
ers beat on one side and the calm wa-
ters of a tropical lagoon reflect ranked
groves of coconut palms on the other.

Long a prime aturaction for sailfish
fans and water skiers, Acapulco is be-
coming increasingly popular with surf-
ers, because of the wide range of surf
that abounds here among the various
bavs. Calmest waters are at the north end,
on Roqueta Island or ofl Caletillx Beach.
Slighdy rougher waters are located at
Hornos beach, with moreasingly turbu-
lent seas southward near El Presidente
and Acapulco Hilton hotels. These con-
tinmue on around the southern arm of the
Bay to the vast streiches of wild, un-
protecied ocean beach at Revoleadero
and past the Pierre Marquez Hotel

In the evening. the range of activities
is profuse—Irom smart dining and danc-
ing to night-club shows that re-cnact an-
cient Indian sacrificial rites. Somewhat
camp, but worth a t|uick look, are the
“diving boy” spectacles. headed by world
champion high diver Raul Garcia.

On your way north from Acapulco,
stop at Aguascalientes during the late-
April fiesta ol San Marcos, when the
country’s leading munadors gather for
three notable corridas. The local hacien-
da owners really put out the welcome
mat lor yangur visitors 1o the festival.
Many ol them stage fLientfas in their own
privite bull rings—during which cows
and young calves are tested for fighting
spirit. These are highly social occasions
in the year’s work at the breeding ranch-
es (lor which the region is lamous). The
Hacienda Penuclas not only puts on a
tienta, but provides quarters lor guests
as well. Most visitors, however, stop at
the modern San Marcos moter hotel in
town.

In Florida, wry a day's shooting to
break the lazy continunty of sunny beach
and salty surf. Commercial hunting pre-
serves are multiplying here, and virtnal-
ly without season, they offer excellent bird
shooting (wild rurkey, quail, duck, snipe,
woodcock and dove) that represents a
considerably  different  challenge  from
hunting grounds [arther north. Preserves
are located near Inglis, Tampa, O«
Penney Farms, N(:wl)crr}', Sebring, Sara-
sota and Willision,

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Serv-
ice, 232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, 11l.ov611. ED

fill up with
peach brandy flavor

PEACH EKANDY FLAVOK

=

. ]

Here's peach brandy by the pipe bowlful.
For new John Rollfe Mixture weds the finest
tobaccos with the exclusive flavor and aro-
ma of peach brandy. It's a pleasure break-
through for smokers and everyone around
them. For a free pack, send your name and
address 1o John Rolfe,
Dept. P, P.O. Box 3-AC,
Richmond, Virginia 23208

Larus & Brother Company, Inc.. Richmond, Va,
Fine Tobacco Products Since 1877
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“Ballads “Blues

Brook Benton's hit recording of “Mother Nature, Father
Time" inspired the title of this new album—a superb show-
case for Brook's highly individual vocal style. Here, against
a backdrop of full orchestra, strings and vocal backgrounds,
Brook sings “You're So Wonderful,” “Boy, I Wish I Was in

“Benton

Your Place,” “Since You've Been Gone” and “Foolish Enough
to Try.” Twelve top numbers in all that find Brook teamed up
again with composer/arranger Clyde Otis. If's the same
terrific combination that has consistently clicked with hit
after hit. Get this album today...and hear the reason why.

MOTHER <%

NATURE, ==

FATHER TIME
BROOK BENTON
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RCAVICTOR

@ The most trusted name in sound



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

DONN CALDWELL FREED!

I have been a free man less than two
hours, and writing this letter is the very
first thing on my long list of things to do
after having been in the penitentiary for
two years. Even belore I sit down to a
decent meal, 1 want to try o thank all
you wonderful people at rLavsoy maga-
zine for what you have done for me. You
have helped me regain my freedom, and
you can believe me that next to life it-
self, freedom is the most important
thing in the world, And the morale hoost
you gave me and my parents by pub-
lishing my original letter 10 you was
immeasurable. You have my eternal
aratitude for your interest, sympathy and
support.

Donn Caldwell
Moundsville, West Virginia

It is with greal pleasure and a deep
sense of gratification that we are able
1o inform our readers that Donn Cald-
well has been veleased from prison. We
first learned of Caldwell’s incarceration
when he wrote a letier published in the
June 1965 “Forum” congratulating Hef-
ner on his editorial condemnation in
“The Playboy Philosophy” of suppres-
sive U.S. sex laws, and stating that his
own inlevest tn the maltter was far from
academic, since he was currently sevving
a one-lo-len-year sentence in West Vir-
ginia State Penitenliavy for sodomy—
“submilling to a crime against nature
(heterosexual  fellatio—no  force  in-
volved).”

A local radio-TV personalily, ex-GI,
college graduate and [ormer member of
the Wheeling  Symphony  Orchestra,
bachelor Donn Caldwell had no pre-
vious criminal vecord; he was sent lo
the Weston State Mental Hospital for
observation and  examination—a  stale
requirement, prior Lo senlencing, in all
West Virginia sex cases. (In recently en-
acting this law, the legislature indicated
that “the courlt shall act on the recom-
mendations of the State Board of Con-
trol"—in this case, the Weston Stale
Hospital.) In the State Hospital yeport,
clinical divector Dy, E. J. Lazavo stated:
“This man is not harmful lo society and
I recommend immediate probation or
parole and a program of oulpatient
psychiatric treatment due 1o severe de-
pression.”  Explaining  the depression,
Caldwell wrote: “At that time, I had been
either in jail or Weston, under extreme
pressuve, for over a year and things

locked vather hopeless to me.”

Probation was denied by the court and
Caldwell was sent to the state penilen-
tiary. The effective dale of sentence was
sel at July I1963—the month in which
he swas first incarcerated—which, with
a one-lo-ten-year senlence, made him
eligible for pavole in August 1964. Ie
went before the parole board in Sepiem-
ber 1964, but parole was denied.

The publication of Caldwell’s letter
prompied considerable public veaction
(seec “The Playboy Forum,” September
1965), and il was hoped that this might
increase his chances at his second hearing
before the parole board; and the facl that
Ire had, by that time, already sevved more
than two years was also considered an
important factor in Jus favor, but parole
was again denied.

Early in November, a hearing on a
petition for a writ of habeas corpus was
arranged in Caldwell's behalf before
County Circuit Court fudge ILloyd Ar-
nold, who orderved the defendant’s im-
mediale velease on the grounds that he
had been subjected to an illegal sentence
when the original court failed to follow
the finding of the state psychiatyist.

Technically, Judge Avnold has voided
only the senlence, not the conviction.
But County Prosecutor Aveh Riley feels,
according to a story in the Wheeling
Intelligencer, that “further legal action
acgainst Caldwell would amount to an
injustice”; Riley said that he considered
“the case closed.”

Daonn Caldwell called us a few min-
wies after his velease and his voice was
filled with emotion, 1 stll can’t believe
that the nightmare is over and that I'm
really free,” he said.

HETEROSEXUAL SODOMY
In the November issue, Hefner uses
the term “heterosexual sodomy™ in list-
ing the subjects he intends to cover in
his concluding statement on sex laws in
the next lew installments of Philosophy.
According to Webster's New World Dic-
lionary, these two words are contradic-
tions of cach other.
Al McChristy
Ahilene, Texas
The sin for which Sodom was destroyed
by fire and brimstone in the Old Testa-
ment was male homosexual anal inter-
course. Foen under English common law,
upon which U.S. law is based, the defimi-
tion of sodomy had expanded only
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enough to include bestiality along with
buggery. But American antisexuality had
grown so excessitve by the latler part of
the last century that sodomy statutes were
wrillen lo include every form of “un-
natural” sex practice—which our law-
makers defined as just about anything
other than coitus, mcluding, without
distinction, oral and anal, human and
amimal, heterosexual and homosexual,
marttal and nonmartal contacts. There
are sodomy statutes in 49 of the 50 states
(the single exception is [Hinois), and the
same Vcrime against nature’” encompasses
the velatively rave, true perversions like
necrophilia (sexual intercourse with a
corpse) and the commonplace, completely
normal oval-genital loveplay of husband
and wife—both are prolibited under the
law, with the same (usually heaoy) pen-
alty prescribed for the transgressors,

The broadened legal definition of sod-
omy iy also veflected in the common defi-
nition of the word. Thus, in “Webster's
New International Duictionary” (Second
Edition, Unabridged, 1959), sodomy is
defined as “carnal copulation in any of
cerlain unnalural ways.” But the “cerlain
unnatural ways” are left to the individ-
wal's own imagination. For additional
interesting comment on the definition of
sexual terms, see the next letter.

“*SELF-POLLUTION"

I have read the November installment
ol The Playboy Philosoply with interest
and approval, and I'd like 10 encourage
you in vour support of an enlightened
penal code covering sexual offenses.

Also, I'd like 10 answer Helner's ques-
tion: “Why does Websier's New Collegi-
ate Dictionary dehne masturbation  as
sell-pollution’?” The question is mis-
Ieading—probably not intentionally so,
for it makes a highly relevant point—Dbe-
cause it now belongs 1o a past that writ-
crs and readers in 1963 should he aware
ofl. The dehnition quoted comes from
the carly printings ol the New Collegi-
ate, first published in 1949, and was used
there because that is the defimtion in
Webster’s New International Dictionary,
Second Edition (1934). The ocoanrence
ol such a definition in 1934 is more un-
derstandable, il no more wolerable.

It was, incidentally, with the defini-
von of masturbation that  Merriam-
Webster  dictionaries  broke  through a
long-standing inherited barrier that for-
bade derivative dictionaries [rom having
any signilicant differences rom  defin
tons in the parent unabridged diction-
ary. The 1933 printing of the New
Collegiate contains this new dehnition
instead ol “sell-pollution™:

Production ol an orgasm by exci-
tation ol the genital organs, as by
nunipulation or friction, without
heterosexual intercourse,

This definition, slightly reworded, is
in Webster’'s Seventh New Collegiate

Dictionary, which superseded the New
Collegiate in 1963.

We are now far ahead of the deplor-
able situation pomted o by Helner's
question ahout the New Collegiate. We
are quite satished thaw Webster’'s Third
New  Imternational  Diclionary  (1961)
and  Webster’s Seventh New Collegiale
Dictionary contan enlightened, inform-
ative and objective definitions, enabling
one to read Kinsey without heing Telt to
wonder what's being discussed, especially
with respect to noncoital terms like fella-
tio, cunmilingus and seixante-neuf that
are not yet a part of legal terminology.
OI course, we have the same trouble
with words like rape and sodomy that is
reflected  in our  conflicting  statutes:
Reading hundreds of passages in which
they occur oflten [ails 10 reveal just what
the named act involves (or, in the words
of the limerick, just who's doing what to
whom). Our definitions are bound neces-
sarily to reflect this uncertainty, for, of
course, we have no authority o interpret
the Jaws.

Philip B. Gove. Editor-in-Chiel
G. & €. Merriam Company
Springheld, Massachusetts

TWO OF A KIND
The November Philosophy seems an
elaborate form of showing up Mr. Hel-
ner's rather swlly and almost certainly
silly prolessor of sociology. It is certainly
cilective in one sense, since it appears to
leave Mr. Helner and his professor on
prety much the same [ooting.
Marion J. Levy, Jr.
Professor ol Sociology
Princeton University
Princeton, New Jersey

SEXUAL FREEDOM AND RESPONSIBILITY
I have nothing but the greatest praise
for the November installment of The
Playboy Philosoply. Helner 1s obviously
dead right and it's all the more impres-
sive to think thar he reached his conclu-
sions in 1M8 and as an undergraduate!
(I blush to think of the conduct of the
sociologist. villain of the piece. but I can
assure you he's no exception. One ol the
chiel characteristics of sociologists when
they work in this hicld is that they be-
conmie afraid ol the dawa) 1 was particu-
larly ympressed with Helner's statement
of the basic Ireedoms, but | would like
to add a suggestion. Because sexual be-
havior has consequences—even  in the
pill age—there is also the maner of re-
sponsibility lor one’s acts. But sex, again,
is no special case. People are always le-
gally and morally responsible and there
is no inconsistency in making the point
explicit. Just as there are Ireedoms 1o
drive cars and sail boats, there are re-
sponsibilitics il the pursuit of these free-
doms results in some measurable injury
to someone ¢lse. Injury to someone ;
result ol sexual action is inherently nei-
ther more nor less grievous than from
many other kinds ol human action.

You may be interested in a book that
my wile Peggy and 1 have just published
entided The Significant Americans: A
Study of Sexwal Behavior Among the
Affluent. While this book is cast primar-
ily in the model of discovery and inter-
pretation rather than evaluation and
recommendation, there 15 much in it
that I suspect would be of interest to
you and your readers.

John F. Cuber
Professor of Sociology
Ohio State University
Columbus, Ohio

Consent seems to me the real basis for
a decision as to what s right and what is
wrong when two people’s private lives
are concerned.

However, I think one purpose behind
some ol our sex laws is 1o determine re-
sponsibility for the care and rearing of
children, when children are the result of
a relationship thar is not socially legiti-
mate. We must have some legal means
for establishing such responsibility.

James L. Swauger
Carnegie Museum
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

Hefner has previously stated lis con-
wviction that the individual is morally re-
sponsible for his actions and should be
held legally accountable for them as well
—and this is just as true for sexual ae-
tivity as for any other form of human
behavior. But the sex laws Hefner has
editorially opposed in “The Playboy
Philosophy"—awhich attempt to suppress
the personal yelations of consenting
adulls—benefit neither a secular society
nor the cidizens ivimg (.

DANGERS OF FREEDOM

It scems rather impractical to assume
that the common man can undertake the
responsibilities of a new sexual freedom
without undergoing a radical change in
his emotional and intellectual make-up.

Under what conditions, if any. do vou
feel that complete lrcedom of sexual
expression for the individual becomes a
detriment 1o society as a whole?

Chuck Borkhuis
Texas Christian University
Fort Worth, Texas

Under the same conditions thal any
freedom becomes a detriment: when, in
the exervcise of that frecdom, the indioid-
ual infringes on the rvights of others. To
grant the adult members of our demo-
cralic society sexual freedom Is simply
to allow them the same vichts in their
pervsonal sex lives they alveady enjoy in
cvery other arvca of activity.

Theve is no reason for assuming that
more permissive sex laws would lead to
libertinage or have any sevious detvi-
mental effect upon society. As a malter
of fact, most adult Americans now as-
sume a great deal move sexual freedom
than the letier of the law allows, and far
fewer of them gel into trouble through
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the exercise of their sexual liberties than
through the exercise of their freedom to
drive a car.

METHODIST APPRECIATION
I appreciate very much Hefner's de-
sire to see a change in sex legislation in
this nation. What 15 done between two
consenting adults is not the business of
public law. though it is very much a
moral concern.
The Rev. David R. Freeman
Trinity Methodist Church
Youngstown, Ohio

SEXUAL IMPROPRIETIES

Let it be known by all concerned that
there e a number of Marines in Viet-
nam today who most cmphatically in-
tend to return 10 Ul S soil and commit
all manner ol impropricties against what
19 states have established as the proper
and Jawful form of lovemaking. (Hooray
for Illinois.)

Out ol a spirit of fair play, we suggest
thiat all lawmen involved immediately
acquaint themselves with the successiul
cvasion of punji pits, Malavan  whips
and all other forms ol anti-personnel
weapons they might encounter upon pa-
wolling the grounds around our bed-
room windows.

Cpl. A, A, Armour
FPO, San Francisco, California

FEAR OF THE LIGHT

Alter thoroughly rereading 23 install-
ments of The Playboy Philosophy, I can
only reaffirm the saving “Children may
be forgiven their lear of the dark, but
not men their fear of the light.” It seems
ridiculous for anyone to have to devote
as much time and talent as Mr. Helner
has 1o coping with outmoded moral and
legal 1ssues. We live in a world where
many of us demand the newest car, the
most modern appliances and the latest
news. But in the matters of sexual un-
derstanding and gratification, we might
as well have remained in the caves, or in
the wees—exeept, of course, cave dwell-
ers and tree inhabitants were less neurotic
about sex than we are.

However, it is always better late than
never. Many lawmakers and clerics will
suffer from embarrassment as they belat-
edly attempt to bring their psychosexual
concepts into line with current educa-
tional and medical progress, but they
should be frightened to consider the so-
ciological penalties for not doing so:
neuroses, enforced hypocrisy and contin-
ued immaturity in an age requiring the
greatest maturity of which men and
women are capable.

The Playboy Philosophy, as 1 under-
stand it, is merely an articulation of a
common-sense approach 1o sexual con-
duct in an age that cannot afford duplic-
ity in any important area of life. And it
is high time intelligent spokesmen were
candid enough to admit, without quali-

fication, that sexual fulfillment per se
is a crucially important aspect of our lives,
Mr. Helner is one such spokesman.
The Rev. James R. Sikes
The First Parish Universalist Church
Stoughton, Massachusetts

CAUSE. ..

You uphold your lust by calling if so-
phisticated, intelligent and  educated.
You have taken these words so far from
their original meaning that I want o
vomit every time I see them in print.

Do you want to know how I happened
to read a copy of your magaziner I was
browsing at a magazine stand, when 1
heard such  heavy breathing that 1
looked and saw two boys [leverishly
going through the rLAvBOY magazine,
and the more they looked and the more
they read, the heavier their breathing
became. Their passions were so stirred
up they were acting more like animals
than human beings. These boys will no
doubt be our next sex offenders and no
doubr will commit murder, and vet vou
are allowed to print such wrash under
the guise of freedom.

Emma Grover
Tulsa, OkLihoma

My reading of rLavsoy started inno-
cently enough two years ago with the
accidental discovery of your magazine
under the matress in my eldest son’s
bedroomn. Since then 1 have read The
Playboy Philosophy with dismay, disillu-
sionment and downright disgust. It was
with even more shock and revulsion that
I discovered each month you were receiv-
ing letters of agreement and even sugges-
tions of [urther depravation from some
members of the clergy! I think you are
involved in the Communist Conspiracy.
I feel that Satan, the great adversary of
man, has a hand on Mr. Helner. This, in
isell, is sad enough: bhut when some
members of the clergy are weak enough
to agree with you. and even enlarge
upon your ideas, then T am sure Luciler
is running the show. The doleful predic-
tions of moral decay of the younger gen-
cration and the ultimate destruction of
our pl'e(iOI.lS Cﬂlllllr}’ lll(l)‘ Slll"(_'l}r' I)t' Olll)‘
a matter of a few short years in coming.

I predict thar mental institutions will
claim ar least half of the people you
bhave contaminated with your theories.

Whom do we turn to il our ministers
do not have the strength of character to
uphold the family unit and God’s teach
ings? Do you realize that by printing the
letters of the clergy who agree with your
philosophy, you are salving the con-
sciences ol these impressionable young
people who want someone to tell them,
“Anything goes’™?  Please, please ke
your hex ofl our youngsters before ir-
reparable damage is done.

Mrs. Ellis Lambertsen
Martelle, Iowa
We think it is the puritan “moms” of

the country who need to take their hex
off the younger generation, because they
are the ones who have been doing irre pa-
rable damage for generations. It is mom-
imposed guilt about sex that threatens
mental health, not the rational and
humanistic sex ethic that Hefner ad-
vocates. For a specific example, read
the tortured testimony in the next letler.

. . . AND EFFECT

For a long time vou have been advo.
cating a more permissive sex code for
Americans, combined with earlier and
better sex education. In doing this, you
have come under scurntlous attack from
many people, some of whom are clergy-
men strongly convinced of the essential
rightness ol our present code and of its
Scriptural authenticity, and who are hor-
rifiecdd by the enlightened logic of Mr.
Helner.

This letter is for the benelit of those
persons still unconvinced ol the impera-
tive need for drastic revision of our sex
codes. both legal and moral. I am both a
product and a victim of the code they
advocate. a living statistic that reluies
their most careful logic. My lile is a
shambles because of the repressive dicta-
torial Victorian moral code under which
I and millions ol my generation have
been raised.

I am a healthy male, 27 vears old, with
an L.Q. of 150, and beuer-than-average
education. Yet I am a total sexual [ail-
ure, and have been for years. The
psychiawrist whose care T am under is cau-
tously hopelul that, given time, T can
lead @ normal and full sex life. But this
comes too late to save a marriage. My
wife, alter hive years of marathon misery
and [rustration, has returned to her par-
ents. And who can blame her?

I was rarsed in a home where no at
tempt was made o explain anything re-
lating to adolescent sexual development.
“Sex" was a nasty word. The physical act
of love was equated by innuendo with
delecation—something rather messy but
vital, 10 be carried out in secret and not
memtioned therealter. No effort was ever
made 1o equate intercourse with beauty,
love, fulhillment, wenderness or satisfac-
tion. And the atmosphere was such that
neither my sister nor I ever dared ask
any direct questions.

At 17, 1o itiate me mto adult male
socicty, my father condescendingly al
lowed me to sit in on s and his cronies’
dirty-joke sessions. And that was our
entire communication on the subject ol
sex. I was more than ever convinced ol
the basic dirtiness of the act of love.

I remember only two reactions 1o anv
mention ol sex in my home: the leering
laughter of my [ather or the purse
mouthed silent disapproval of my moth-
er. In this kind of aimosphere T spent
the most sensitive and emotionally [orm-
ative years of life. Tt left me ashamed of
my sexuality and my developing sexual



equipment. Each new phase of my sex-
ual maturation was a cause for [ear,
shame and guilty anxiety, from the first
scragely  pubic fuzziness 1o the “wet
dreams,” sexual [antasies and maswurba-
tion ol my high school vears. More than
once I involuntarily experienced an or-
gasm while petting, and ecach time T was
choked with self-disgust, sell-loathing
and shame, When 1 necked with a girl, 1
hated her immediately  aflterward  lor
having soiled the absurdly deahized Vic-
torian image of womanhood instilled in
me by my mother, who preached that
chastity was as precious as lile isell—or
perhaps more so.

You cin see that disaster was assured.

Let me ell you about my sisier. She
was pregnant ar 16, has been married
three times and divorced 1wice, now has
five children and works long hours in an
office 1o help support them. She looks
much older than her years, and she, 100,
is under psychiawic care.

This is my case against our traditional
sex morals.

I hope fervendy that, il this letter is
published. it scares the living hell out of
every parent of teenage voungsters who
reads it. It is intended 1o be a horrible
example of the violence that can be done
to a sensitive voung boy or girl by the
repressive, savagely unrealistic code that
produced me. Il it helps even one young
person, the pain and bitterness 1 have
put inwo its writing is repaid a hundred-
lold.

(Name and address withheld by request)

DOUBLE STANDARD

I enjoy yowr magazine—espeaially the
merviews and the Forum. T hope My,
Hefner writes his article on the double
standard soon. as I'm gening prety led
up with the situation.

Men are such prudes at times! Dis-
play @ bt of finesse or intoduce some-
thing new into vour lovemaking and s
“Where on carth did vou learn thaiz”
(In a negatve tone. ol course))

I'm 20 vems old, single, and I happen
to enjov sex very much. But so many
guys seem so inexperienced. They talk
big, but when it comes o action, [ [eel
like the leader. Most disappointing is
their cold attitude oward you the morn-
g alter the mght before.

(Name withheld by request)
Huntington Beach, Calilornia

VIRGINS AND TRAMPS

I agree with the author of the leter
titled “Sin, Sufler and Repent” in the
Ocober Forum. When she said “The
rouble these days s that there aren't
enough respectable givls left,” she hit the
nail right on the head. No matter where
you go, the majority ol girls these days
are nothing but prostitutes or just plain
uamps. Nowadays, tying wo find a vir-
ein for a wile is like trying to find a
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needle i a haystack. Personally, T don't
have any respect whatsoever for a tramp
and, above all, I don’t trust them.

To me, a girl who keeps her virginity
until the time she gets married, and who
lets her husband be the fivst and only
man to have any scx relations of any
kind with her, should be proud of her-
sell, for she would have something that
no prostitute or tramp would get from
her husband, and that's respect and love.

A. Steven Ravmond
Somerset, Massachusetts

SEX EDUCATION

Allow me to add one more case history
illustrating the need for the realistic sex-
ual attitudes advocated by The Playboy
Philosophy.

I am in my 30s, have been marnied 10
years and have small children. My back-
ground was strictly puritan, but had the
added flavor of a mother who obviously
disliked sex. It became painlully impor-
tant to me to be pure, though I always
wondered why,

So I married a man who appreciated
my purity and who was as inexperienced
as I. Being married permitted me to
finally obtain (with clear conscience)
written information about going to bed
with a man: and since his ego scemed
to prevent him from admitting he didn't
know anything about the subject either,
I read the books alone.

For ten years T have “coached” him
tactlully (and, I might add. fairly suc
cessfully), but for me he has turned into
a “project” and I am bored w tears. |
have my needs. but litde else exists of
what could have been a successful mar-
riage had one or both of us had com-
plewe knowledge of the sex act

Now comes the question of divorce. 1
am  physically attractive, enjov  going
places and doing things. I am intelligent
and possibly I might even find a suitable
mate some time in the future.

But! Our children love their father
and he loves me deeply. He is a good,
honest mam, a good provider, and not at
all unpleasant 1o be with. [ cannot hon-
estly believe that T could divorce him,
scar all of our lives and convince myself
[ have justification for doing so.

At this point I am about ready to em-
bark on the worst trick of all—an affair.
Just once I want to expericnce desire
and be led down the path of mutual sat-
isfaction. Can I carry it off? 1 don't
know! I am not & good liar and that
alone can create some problems. 1 simply
don’t know the answer. but T feel T am
sitting on a powder keg in a very small,
locked room.

All of this could have been avoided if
we had a beuer sex education before get-
ting married.

(Name and address withheld by request)

IGNORANCE ISN'T BLISS
What is vour opinion of the recent
statement by Dr. I A, Burch. Director
ol Divorce Conciliation Scrvice for the
Hlinois Circuit Court, that too much sex
education is making American girls unfit
for marriage?
John Y. Graves
Aurora, Colorado
We think the stalement is foolish.
What Dr. Burch said, in essence, is that
the dispropavtionate emphasis on sexual
adjustment i marviage, lo the exclusion
and neglect of other aspects of marviage,
has magnified the importance of sex onl
of proportion to veality. If Dy. Burch
wanled 1o perform a useful service, he
should have attacked not sex education,

but inadequate sex cducation.

SHOUTING FROM THE ROOQFTOPS

I want 1o tell yvou how delighted I am
with The Playboy Philosophy. In addi-
tion to whatever your original intentions
for it may have been, the Philosophy also
contributes greatly to the enlightenment
of persons like myselfl who were inade-
quately educated about sex.

[ am 30, married and the mother of
three children. I am beginning to realize
that sex is beautiful, healthy and to be
enjoyed rather than feared. But I am
deeply concerned for those who do not
yet realize this, and I would like to shout
from the rooftops in order to help them.
Dronically. that is probably the only way
to reach some ol us.

In a short period of time I have
learned a lot, and were I in a position to
be a crusader, it definitely would be in
the area of sex education, especially with
newly married couples. But since 1 have
a family to raise, a husband to love and
many things yet to learn and explore
myself, T urge you to continue with your
articles or whatever it takes to further
our knowledge and understanding of sex.

Mrs. W. H. Robinson
Portola, California

CHASTITY PRO

I find much in your Philosophy rve-
freshing and helpful, but much of it con-
fuses me because of the conflict of my
environment and waining with the new
sexual [reedom that prevails today.

I ind that complete freedom in any
arca of my life holds the potential of
warping my total being, and your Philos-
ophy does not offer me enough guide-
lines.

I find I redire from a “good steak”
soon to forget it. but the ensuing enjoy-
ment from the sex act changes my entire
outlook for three or four hours. I find
comicntment with life and 1 show more
compassion for others.

I find it difficult 1o believe that, had T
indulged in sexual relations with girls
before marriage, I wouldn’t seck sympa-
thy and companionship now, when
problems arise, outside marriage. Hav-

ing set those carlier guidelines, T find it
casicr now to be consistent in my sex
outlook. Had I exercised greater [ree-
dom in courtship, I feel 1 would have a
greater strugele now.
The Rev. C. A. Turner, 111
Timberlake Methodist Church
Lynchburg, Virginia

We would be the last io suggest that,
in such a highly personal matter as sex,
there is one right approach for everyone.
We're pleased if youve found the ap-
proach that is best for you.

Howcver, premarital sex does not nec-
essavily make it easier to later violate
marriage vows. In fact, the opposite may
be true, because a fascination with the
unknown (a natural vesult of premarital
chastity) can be a strong inducement lo-
ward mfidelity.

In hus book “Sex Without Guilt,” Dr.
Albert Ellis says:

From my clinical experience, [
have often found that males who
most want (o settle down to having
a single mistress or wife are those
who have tried numerous lighter
affairs and found them wanting.
The view that sex without love erad-
icates the need for affectional sex
relationships is somewhat akin to
the ignorance-is-bliss theory. For it
virtnally says that if people never
experienced sex with love they would
never realize how good it was and,
thereforve, would never strive for it.

Or else the proponents of this
theory scem to be saying that sex
without love is so greatly satisfying,
and sex with love so intrinsically
difficult and disadvantageous to at-
tain, that given the choice between
the two, most people would pick the
former. If this is so, then by all
means let them pick the former:
with which, in terms of their greater
and total happiness, they would pre-
sumably be better off.

CHASTITY CON

In the July 19, 1965, issue of the Na-
tional Observer, in his article on The
Playboy Philosophy, Lee E. Dirks made
the statement: “Intercourse should be
confined 1o marriage; if intercourse is
not reserved as the unique aspect ol
marriage, what is?”

Surely marriage is something other
than a license to engage in sexual inter-
cowrse. And L. for one, would certainly
dislike the sneaking suspicion that some-
one married me just because he couldn’t
get to me and., therefore, figured that no
one else could cither. Talk to the 95 per-
cent of husbands who had intercourse
with their wives before marrying them,
and you'll come up with a preuy good
statistical reason why one might pre-
fer to have intercourse before mar-
riage. (No one clse could, and he can't
cither!)
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YOUR ONE PLAYBOY CLUB KEY
ADMITS YOU TO ALL PLAYBOY ciuns FEBRUARY 1966

LONDON PLAYBOY CLUB TO OPEN SOON!

Gala Early Spring Debut
Planned for 45 Park Lane

Applications Now Being Accepted
For Special Charter Membership

LONDON (Special) — PLAYBOY
magazine's famous Playboy
Clubs are coming to England and
the Continent, and the first one
1s nearing completion in London
at 45 Park Lane. Six fabulous
floors of luxurious surroundings
staffed by 100 beautiful Playboy
Bunmies will await first-mghters
when the Club debuts with a
gala charity black-tie evening
early in spring.

Members will enjoy every de-
lightful amenity in this, the most
elegant Club in England. The

APPLY NOW AND SAVE—
CHARTER ROSTER LIMITED

By submitting your application
for membership at this time
you reserve your place on the
Charter Rolls (Initiation Fee
£3.3.0; Annual Subscription

£5.5.0) which assures you a
substantial saving over the Reg-
ular Membership fees (Initia-
tion Fee £ 6.6.0; Annual Sub-
scription £10.20.0). Applicants

on the Continent may enclose
initiation fee in equivalent funds
of their own country in cheque,
money order or currency.

The Playboy Club reserves
the right to close the Charter
Roster without prior notice.

Six of the 100 beautiful Bunnies who will serve members and their guests
at The Playboy Club in London. These six were sent to the U.5. this fall
for training and will return shortly to train the Club’s other 94 B i

finest food and beverages, excit-
ing cabaret entertainment, a ce-
lebrity-packed discothégue and
lively gaming rooms are all to
be found under one roof!

Applications for Charter
Membership of the London
Playboy Club are being accepted
right now. Apply for member-
ship today and save £L8.8.0 dur-
ing the Club’s first year, £5.5.0
each year thereafter. (See com-
plete details below.)

Each time you visit The Play-
boy Club your personal name
plate is posted in the Lobby
and beautiful Bunnies direct you
through the festive clubrooms.

The Playmate Bar features a
swinging Piano Bar, Blackjack
Room and Grill. Live beat
groups play nightly in the Living
Room discothéque, famous for
its bountiful bufet. The finest
cuisine is impeccably served by
velvet-clad butlers and Bunnies
in the elegant VIP Room (for
Very Important Playboys). A
VIP special feature is the 35mm
film projection facilities. The
Party Room offers superb ac-
commodations for your private
business and social gatherings.

The Playroom cabaret show-
room presents American and

Y A

Already erected at 45 Park Lane, between.the Dorchester and Hilton

.

Hotels, the London Playboy Club will represent a total investment of
over £1,500,000 when furnishings and fittings are completed shortly.

European artists, variety shows,
dining and dancing. Members
will find European gaming tables
in Playboy's Penthouse Casino
occupying the entire top floor of
the Club. Other gaming areas
include a Roulette Room and
the Cartoon Corner, which fea-
tures American games.

Staying in London overnight?
There are 17 air-conditioned
service flats, each with its own
kitchen, located above the Club

for members’ convenience. Key-
holders may park their cars inthe
Club's basement garage.

Mail the coupon today and
save £8.8.0 during the Playboy
Club's first year and L5.5.0 each
year thereafter. Better hurry —
the Charter Membership Rolls
are expected to be filled very
shortly. Charter Membership en-
titles you to key privileges at all
present and future Playboy
Clubs anywhere in the world.

LOCATIONS SET—London = Boston

YOUR ONE KEY ADMITS YOU TO EVERY PLAYBOY CLUE IN THE WORLD
CLUBS OPEN—Atlanta . Baltimore - Chicago - Cincinnati - Detroit
Jamaica = Kansas City » Los Angeles * Miami = New Orleans = New York
Phoenix = St. Louis * San Francisco

MNEXY IN LINE—Amsterdam « Berlin * Birmingham - Geneva * Madrid
Manchester - Paris « Rome * Denver * Washington, D.C.

Te the Secretary:

of the Londan Club.

= = e . CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TODAY
TO: PLAYBOY CLUB OF LONDON, 45 Park Lane, London W.1, England

Here is my application for membership in The Playboy Club. | enclose £3.3.0,
being the Iniliation Fee for Charter Members. If accepted, | understand that the
Annual Subscription for Charter Members will be £5.5.0 payable upon the cpening

NAME

(BLOCK LETTERS, PLEASE) i

AOORESS

PROFESSION OR OCCUPATION

SIGNATURE OF APPLICANT

267-E
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I am an attractive 25-year-old divorcee
with a good education, good taste (so
I'm told). and have been blessed with
some conception of why my marriage
did not work. And it didn’t have a thing
1o do with sex.

I am now e¢ngaged o a man with
whom I have an exwemely satislying sex-
ual relationship, and I look forward 10 a
great many more things of deeper sig-
nificance than just getting laid. Marriage
is 2 union of two people who can love
and accept. respect and ger along with
each other—with or without dothes on:
not the ultimate end ol curiosity. Perhaps
there would be less divorce if we did not
cquate sex, love and marriage as all one
big phenomenon.

Since I am from one of the less
enlightened cities that has not grown
large ¢nough lor me to hide in (especial-
lv from my hancé’s parents), 1 would ap-
preciate it il you would withhold my
name.

(Name withheld by request)
Fort Worth, Texas

BREATH WITHOUT GUILT
Do people discuss breathing? Then why
are you so involved in discussing the pros
and cons of premarital sex?
James R. Olsen
Chicago, Illinois
If breathing weve being socially and
legally vestricted. we'd leap 1o ils defense,
but we haven’l heavd anybody advocal-
ing suffocation lately. When they do,
we'll be in theve fichting,

SYMPATHY FOR THE K.K.K.

As a white, gentile. Protestant Ameri-
can, and a firm believer in the suprem-
acy of the white race, I found vour
interview with Imperial Wizard Robert
Shelton 1o be a perfea example of lelt-
wing distorvon. Your hatcher job on the
United Klans was enough 1o wturn the
stomach ol a garbage disposal. The Klan
15 no more than a raternal organization,
with certain emrance requirements like
any other [raternal organization  (the
B'nai Brith—the Jewish Gestapo—ad-
mits only Jews to its membership, and
the Knights of Columbus, only Cathaolics).

In vour merview with Mr. Shelion
vou mentioned the Livzzo murder quite
frequently. You wied 1o lay Mis. Liuzzo's
death on the Klans doorstep:  how-
ever. Collic LeRov Wilkins has been ac-
quitted of any complicity in her murder
by a jury of his peers. He is not, and was
never, guilty, He is simply a victim ol
liberal-inspired mass hysteria and a lying
pimp lor the FBI. Mr. Wilkins bore his
cross well: T seriously doubt that any of
vou could have kept your heads as well as
he did under similar circumstances. In my
opinion, Mr. Wilkins and Mr. Shelton
are men the white race can be proud ol.

1 know all about the liberal black-out
in the press and I know this won't be

published, but, what the hell, there’s no
harm in wying.

Jack Q. Hall

Pepperell, Massachusetts

Less than a week after we received your

leiter, Collie Leroy Wilkins and two
jellow members of the Ku Klux Klan
were convicled by an allwehite Mont-
gomery, Alabama, jury of theiv peers on
Federval conspivacy charges in the death
of Detrvoit civil rights worker Mrs. Viola
Gregg Liuzzo and sentenced to ten years
in prison.

OBVIOUS BIAS

As an American National Socialist, |
am amused by the obvious bias in your
reporting. However, vour interview with
Robert Shelton, Imperial Wizard of the
United Klans, was neither very enlight-
cning nor amusing. You cexercised the
usual liberal actic of making a racist ap-
pear as an idiot: I have received several
letters from My, Shelwon in the past and
I did not find the mistakes m grammar
nor in pronunciation in them that were
inserted  in vour so-called  interview.
What would have been your sirategy
had vou interviewed MNartin Luther
Kingz No doubt he would come up
smelling and walking like an Oxford don.

The thing vou liberals can’t seem to
get through vour thick skulls is that the
Negro will never be capable of the ac-
complishments ol the white man. The
Negro, in his native state, never invent-
ed the wheel nor established a cviliza-
tion: and when lelt wo his own devices
(s in Ghana, the Congo and Haiti), suc-
ceeds in plunging back into the chaotic
savagery [rom which he was hauled up,
kicking and screaming, by the white
man. I've heard all the alibis and cop-
outs about environment and I remain,
as ever, unimpressed. Environment is no
[actor in Negro inferiority.

Since I seriously doubt that this leuer
will ever be printed, I'll not emangle
mysell (why waste the time?) in anv ex-
tended discussion of the superiority of
the white race. Rather, I'll close this
with a suggestion. Il ever vou want 1o
interview a racist who has some concrete,
just proposals [or solving the race prob-
lem, contact Commander George Lin-
coln Rockwell of the American Nazi
Party in Arlington. Virginia, and listen
to what this “hatemonger” has to offer.
I think vou. as well as vour readers, will
be mterested, il not lascinated.

George T. Parker
East Pepperell. Massachusetts

Martin Luther King (whom we did in-
ferview, in January 1965) “came up smell-
ing and talking like an Oxford don™ long
befove we met him; and Robert Shelton,
if he appeared an idiot, did so with no
help from us. Since we've not prone to
making sweeping racial judgments, we'll
let you decide whether the contrast be-
tween these two individuals disproves
your conlention that the “Negro will

never be capable of the accomplishments
of the white man.”

PLAYRBOY has scheduled an interview
with George Lincoln Rochwell for the
Apnl issue. Incidentally, we note that
you and Jack Hall, the racist who wrote
the previous letter, ave not only from the
same town, you both used the same 1y pe-
writer. What's going on up there in
Pepperell?

LIFE'S LIKE THAT
The Life arucle on praveoy Editor-
Publisher Hugh M. Helner reveals more
about Life than it does about vou.,
Wilfred Cunningham
San Francisco, California

Enclosed is a copy ol a note sent o
the editors of Life magazine:

Re vour photo-article on Playboy
Hugh Helner and his “Empire Built
on Sex” (October 29), this note is
not o delend Hefner or rravsoy.
but to chide Life and Diana Lurie
on the “yellow-sheet™ ype ol jour-
nalism used throughout this story.
As I read i, I could almost feel the
knife-in-the-back mysell: and  that
Last scurrilous line about the Helner
Philosoply—"doing what vou plcase
without concern about whom you
hurt”—I could almost feel the blade
being twisted!

As a subscriber 1o both Life (12
vears) and rravsoy (3 vears), | guess
1 should feel guilty for not hav-
mg been able o reach the same
conclusions regarding Hefner's phi-
losophy as Life has: heaven knows
I've heen exposed 1o your philosophy
long cnough! Am 1 oversexed or un-
perceptive? Or has Life simply done
a poor job ol brainwashing?

Sidney Kaplis. Editor
The Fairfield County Guide
Bridgeport. Connecticut

1 just Anished the arvicle on Mr. Hef-
ner in Life. Ociober 29, 1965. 1 was
tervibly disappointed in Mr. Helner as
a person. No muan can be so perlect. In
fact, he is the height of conceit. His last
comment about women being better after
they come out ol the “machine” wypifies
him. He must be a machine, withour any
human qualities. [ feel sorry lor this
man, as he will never Tully enjov hife
with his present artitude.

Jacque Finch
Downey, California

The “machine” comment aliributed to
Hefner does not veflect his attitnde on
women.

1 helieve Hugh Hefner made a mistake
when he permitted Life magazine 10 peer
into the cloistered privacy of his domain.
Otherwise the public never would've
known he was a cruel littde boy, housed
in an aging man's bodv—a litde boy

(continued on page 142)



Last spring, in Playboy,

we claimed our Quadralift hull would go
“significantly faster than any other
pleasure boat on the market."”

Competition

S

"

Then one ofur Quadralft boatsave a

horselaughed. _

whole week off a long-standing world's record.
Competition's eating humble pie.

Last year on the St. Johns
River, Jacksonville, Florida,
Winner’s Marlin* (16" 4”, fiber-
glass, $1,128) broke the World’s
Ten Thousand Mile Endurance
Run record of 24 days.

Fifty men and thirteen
‘women drove the boat continu-
ously in 4-hour shifts. They main-
tained a stupendous average speed
of 25 miles per hour.

The craft was powered only
by a single 50 hp engine.

Midway during the mara-
thon, Marlin was run down by a
huge 36’, 3-ton cruiser. The force
of the collision knocked a hole in
Marlin’s starboard bow and caused
a woman crew member to suffer
three broken ribs. (Think what
such a bang would have done to
an aluminum or wooden hull!)

Immediately after the acci-
dent, Marlin sped back to home
base for repairs, without taking as
‘'much as a teacup of water. No
structural rebuilding was required.
Just a patch.

When Marlin splashed
through to finish, it had estab-
lished a new World’s Record: 16
days, 15 hours, and 41 minutes!
Winner had broken the world’s
record by more than a week!

(Said one excited sportsman,
“Anything that lops a week off of
any world’s record has got to be a
time machine.”)

Professional statisticians told
us that in those 16 days, Winner's
Marlin lived 18 years of average
boating use. (We say that any-
thing that can live 18 years in 16
days has got to be a time machine.)

==

Each Winner boat is dynam-
ically designed. Marlin’s hull
incorporates Winner’s famed
Quadralift concept. A Quadralift
hull figuratively “shifts gears”,
shifting to one of four different
levels, depending upon your speed.
You go safer at higher speeds and
faster on less fuel than in any
other comparably-priced pleasure
boat. Heavy waves from either
side can’t alter your path. With
Quadralift, you go straight as a

locomotive.

Each Winner boat is crafted
by skilled hands. We use only
heavy, chrome-plated brass and

Baronet with 65 h.p. outboard

stainless steel fasteners. In fact,
all hardware supplied on Winner
boals is guaranteed for two years
against corrosion or any other
kind of deterioration.

Each Winner is made to
defy time. Winner boats don’t
just endure; they prevail. One of
the first fiberglass boats we ever
offered to the public, backin 1947,

Cobra with 60 h.p. 1/0
is still seaworthy and spunky.
We found it not long ago in a
New York boat livery.

So, when you look ait a
Winner, you're looking at a win-
ner. And when you buy one,
you're buying a craft that you can
expect to enjoy for at least 18
more years.

Even if you get in a tangle
with a 3-ton cruiser.

Winner Boats

Our new 1966 catalog is yours for
a dime, Send 10¢ and your name
and address to us at P. O. Box 281,
Dickson, Tennessee.

*We don’t call it Marlin any more. We've changed the name to Marathon. We think you'll understand.
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a candid conversation with the protean creator of such trail-blazing
cinematic allegories as “la strada,” ““la dolce vita” and “87%”

A few maonths ago, during the closed-
set filming of ~Juliet of the Spirits,” Fe-
devico Fellint's long-awaited latest film,
Roman TV officials congratulated them-
selves on what promised to be a major
video coup when il grande maestro
unexpectedly vescinded his own ban on
press coverage of the production in
progress and acquiesced to theiv vepeat-
ed requests for a sample snippet from
the  film. They were understandably
baffled and bedazzled by the footage he
supplicd—an extraordinary comic-opera
seene  starring  the  clephantine, wild-
haived whove from “SU,7 outrageously
decked out as D'Avtagnan in feathers,
velvets, boots and blond mustaches. sur-
rounded by a motley chorus of nuns,
clowns and gypsies, all cavorting about
to the tune of a blaving Neapolitan aria.
The wvicwing public was equally  per-
plexed when the scene was subsequently
sneak-previewed  on television, but the
erilics greeted it with learned interpreta-
tions of s allegovical significance—or
lack of it. Not until the finished film
premicved did they discover that they'd
been had: Never intended as part of the
picture, it was conspicuous by ils ab-
sence; Fellini had dreamed up the whole
thing as a put-on for symbol searchers.

Unamused, some reviewers  replied
that the joke was on Fellini; though daz-
ing to behold, the invented scene was no
maore or less profound, oy velevant (o the
story, they averved, than any given epi-
sode in the picture, which one of them

contemptuously dismissed as “a fever
dream with delusions of grandeur.” A
I.'ufm'd:m'apu' pasticcio of vistons, dreams,
memories and hallucinations conjured up
by a middle-aged housewife who takes
vefuge from reality in a private world of
fantasy, and finds it peapled with erotic
and terrifying specters, ” Juliet” has been
hailed by other critics (not including
PLAYBOYS—see review on page 33) as a
phrmm_mmgorim! maslerpiece of cinemat-
ic psychodrama, and a speclaculay affir-
mation of s creator’s status as a prolean
poet of the cinema. But acclaim or
abuse—neither of which 15 new to Fel-
lini—serves merely (o certify his conten-
tions world fame. And the pavadoxical
appellations he’s earned duving his 15
years as a  diveclor—genius and mad-
man, tragedian  and clown, archangel
and archdemon, movalist and sensation
seeker—lestify not only to his defiance
of definition (“Tags,” he says, “are for
sutlcases”) but also to his prodigious
originality as a moviemaker.

Even his detractors acknowledge that
whatever ¢lse he may be, Fellini is irre-
pressibly, inimitably, cternally himself.
On the visual level, all of his films bear
the unmistakable stamp of a flamboyant-
Iy imventive divectorial technique: and
beneath the bravura Jacade, s protago-
nists all shave a dual quest: for human
wavmitl, r:.\mn'fy from the wrong people;
and for thewr own identities, usually in
the wrong places. “Sometimes,” he lold
one journalist, “I feel that I am all the

T

time making the same [ilm.” By lus oun
admission, this sevial screenplay is a
chronicle of his own spiritual odyssey,
a search for self in a lbervation from
the pasi—a past steeped in the guili-
edged morval ideals of stern Church dog-
ma drunimed into him as a boy.

Son of a well-to-do wholesaler of wines
and grocevies in Rimini, a small pro-
vincial town on the Adriatic coast of
novthern Ialy, Fellini took to neither
the disciplines of parochial schooling nor
the sedate comforis of middle-class home
life: He quil school at 12 and ran away
to join a traveling civcus as an ap-
prentice clown. Nol quite ready to sever
the pavental ties, he was back home
dead-broke a few months later; and he
remained there, vestlessly, until a vaude-
ville tvoupe hil teon soon after his 17th
bivthday. When it pulled up stakes two
days later, so did he—this time for good
—following the show [rom town (o town,
writing comedy sketches for his keep.
Drawn to the bustle and bright lizhts of
the big cily. he abandoned the caravan
in Flovence and decided (o seek s for
tune as a free-lance contributor to local
humor magazines. Bul  pickings were
slim, and Fellini soon moved on io
slightly greener pastures in Milan. where
he turned a talent for cartooning into a
maodest but fairly steady living by pival-
ing Amevican comic strips—banned from
Ttaly by Mussolini—for various cily news-
papers. Drifting on lo Rome a [ew
months later, he spent the War years

“Why not admit it? Marriage as an in-
stttution  needs ve-exanining. Modern
man needs richer relationships. He is nog
a monogamous animal. Marriage is tyr-
anny, a violation of his natural instincts.”

“4 film never ends abruptly for me. It
leaves an echo, a trail, and I live with it.
When it’s finally extinguished, another
atmosphere entevs, like the arvival of
spring: IU's the new flm.”

“1 loathe collectivity. AMan’s greatness
and nobility consist i standing free of
the mass. How he extricates himself is
his own personal problem and private
struggle. This is what my films describe.”
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avoiding the draft and scuffling for
bread money as a prolific gagwriter for
local humor weeklies.

It was also during this otherwise bleak
period that he wmet and married the
struggling young actress who was to be-
come world-famous as s (ragicomic
star: Giulietta Masima. The War's end,
however, found them both pounding the
pavement: she in search of movie bit
parls, he as a streel-corner caricalurist
in sidewalk cafés along the Via Veneto
—even then a watering place for show-
business moguls great and small, hangers-
on and has-beens—uwheve he began to
mungle and make friends with aspiring
moviemakers who were just breaking
inio the burgeoning post-War film in-
dustry. Among them was divector Rober-
to Rosselling, who invited the articulale,
energetic young jack-of-all-trades to col-
labarate with him on the scenario of his
first film. They did, and the picture—
“Open City"—uwas hailed as a milestone
in the Halian cinema, progenitor of a
seminal new movement in moviemaking:
neorealism. With “Paisan,” their second
joint effort, Rossellini’s venown became
world-wide, and Fellini was launched on
a full-time screemwriling career.

A score  of successful  filmscripls
poured from his pen in the next two
vears, though Ihis income failed to keep
pace with his vising vepuiation. Ran-
kling not at financial frustration but at
the creative confinement of the printed
word, he leaped in [950 at the chance 1o
bring a scvipt personally to life as both
author and codivector of “Variety
Lights.” a poignant porivait of the mel-
ancholy faces hidden behind the masks
of wmirth worn by a troupe of wandering
vaudevillians—and, in a laveer sense, by
most of mankind on an aimless voad of
life. Though he shared in its creation,
even this first divectorial efforl bears the
distinctive imprint of Fellini’s potent
personality—and of his checkeved past,
cchoing as il does the picavesque period
of his own experience as an ilinerant en-
tevtainer. Then, in 1951, with his debut
as a full-fledged divector, came the fost
malure expression of the multileveled,
metaphoric vision that has become the
trademark of a Fellini film. A sevio-
comic sative on the fumetti—those far-
fetched  photographic comic strips in
which impossibly handsome hevoes per-
form impossibly  dashing deeds of
derring-do and rescue ladies in impos-
sible extremities of distvess—il was called
“The White Sheik” aftey one of the
Valentino-like paladins from this day-
dream world of Halian puip-magazine
pictorials. On one level, it tells the story
of a newlywed fumetti fan so steeped in
rosy romanlic reveries that she finds it
impossible to reconcile hevself to the
mundane reality of marringe. On a
deeper level, the picture warns of the
desolation and despair that await those
who pursue ideality rather than reality,

who hope to hide from the harsh task of
finding out who they really are.

Alienation of a more subtle and hope-
less kind was the somber theme of “I Vi-
telloni,” Felline's next film. Outwardly,
is the chvonicle of a bunch of young
loafers—unemployed and unmotivated,
believing m and belonging to nothing—
who bum avound the émpry streels and
beaches of a seaside vesort during the
dead winter months m a listless, futile
search for nothing more meaningful
than something to pass the time. But it
can also be seen as an allegory of man's
vain quest for a purpose and pattern
larger  than and beyvond his  own.

With “La Strada” his next picture,
Fellini emerged, at 34, inlo the full
flower of his creative powers as a lyrical
cinematic poel. Universally applauded
nol merely as a tragic masteypicce bul as
one of the seveen's authentic classics, it
won dozens of distinguished film awards
—including an Oscav—and earned its
crealor his fivst international recognition.
It was also the picture in which Fellini’s
wife, Giulietta Masina, esiablished her
credentials as a Chaplinesque genius of
comic pathos with her deeply touching
performance as Gelsomina, a simple-
minded watf whose childlike love of life
is trampled and fially snufled out by
Zampano, a half-human, half-animal cir-
cus strong man (played by Anthony
Quinn) who buys hev, uses her cruelly
and finally abandons her, sick and
broken, by the roadside. Repenting later,
he wants Gelsomina back and goes look-
ing for her—only to learn that she has
died. Thundevsivuck, he staggers numbly
ta the beach in the film’s final scene and
falls weeping to lis knees. Shaking his
fists i impotent rage and grief at the
indifferent stars, he is a mutely eloguent
embodiment of man’s loneliness, folly
and despair.

Equally poetic justice s meted out to
the protagonist of Fellini’s fefth film, “Il
Bidone” (1955), a mevciless indictment
of confidence men who prey on other
people’s illustons—and by extension, of
all who knowingly exploit their fellow
man. At the end, an aging swindler
(Broderick  Crawford) is bealen, be-
trayed and left to die in a ditch by his
equally unscrupulous accomplices—after
repenting oo late, like Zampano, for
the ervor of his ways. Seldom shown in
this country, “Il Bidone” was perhaps
Fellini’s most humorless and least suc-
cessful film, both artistically and com-
mercially. Back at the top of his form
in 1957, however, with “Nights of Ca-
bivia,” he took home a sizable sum of
box-office booty and a mantelpicceful
of international prizes, including his
second Academy Award. Another tour-
de-force vehicle for the talents of Mys.
Fellini, the film starved her as a dumpy,
gullible, good-natured prostitute who
unknowingly allows herself to be bilked
out of her hard-earned little hoard of

carnings. But no retribution, in ths
case, is visited upon the exploiler; the
bitter lesson is that wrongdoers, in the
real world, don’t always pay the piper.
The film’s last scene, however, as a
group of young musicians serenades
Cabiria home after learning of her loss,
sounds a final note of hope vestored and
faith instilled—that a crippling loss, even
of a limb or a loved one, need not be as
tragic as it seems; that a cruel humilia-
tion need not breed disillusionment.

But disillusionment, abject and all-
encompassing, provided both theme
amd vaviations for Fellini’s next cre-
alton, in 1960, an epicurean smorgas-
bord of despair and degenevacy  that
proferved an eye-filling feast for millions
of scandal-hungry moviegoers through-
out the world: “La Dolce Vita,” starring
Marcello Mastroianni (intevviewed by
rLAYBOY last July). 4 brilliantly con-
ceived,  graphically  eiched,  bitterly
sardonic and morbidly fascinating pan-
orama of Rome’s decadent café society,
it was seen by Fellini as “an attempt to
take the temperature of a sick society.”
in the opinion of Church spokesmen,
censorshifp groups, and even a few rve-
vicwers, however, it was little more than
a sensational tabloid exposé that ex-
ploited as well as indicted the objects
of its salire.

Except for his contvibution of a brief
segment to “Boceaccio 707 o 1961,
nothing was heard from Fellini for the
nex! three years; but then came another
Oscar winner: “S14,” a creation cven
more extravagant than the public’s ex-
pectations, a  radical departure  from
everything he'd ever done before, in
a siyle so unconventional that it can
be said 1o have introduced an entively
new genve of cinematic storytelling. The
leading man—again portrayed by Mas-
trotanni—is veally a modified mirror
mmage of Fellini: Guido, a self-searching
43-year-old Italian movie divector with
graying temples. And the story line is a
highly impressionistic mosaic of larger-
than-life memories, sclf-indulgent  fan
tasies, bizarre dreams and idealized
visions that somehow coalesce into a co-
hevent, deeply insightful and introspec-
tiwe spirttual autobiography. At the end
of the film, Guido finally extricates him-
sell Jrom the self-created labyrinth of
wvational guills, fears, hopes and expec-
talions that lhas tmmobilized him—and
learns 1o accept himself as he is, not as
he nught wish he weve or hoped he might
have been.

The identity crisis, and the epiph-
any of asell-accepltance experienced by
the herome in “Juliet of the Spirils”
Fellini’s most reeent and precocious brain
child, are essentially the same as Guido’s.
But the dreams, fantasies and memories
each summons up perform the opposite
functions. In Guido's case, they're ac-
tually way stations on his search for self-
fulfillment in reality; while for Juliet
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they’re magic carpets of escape from the
real world. Setting ““Juliet” cven farther
apart from 814" is the simple fact that
i’s in Technicolor, Fellint’s first; and the
further fact that it was blessed with a
multimillion-dollar production budget, a
greal ravity i European films. Bedaub-
ing and bedizening his cinemalic canvas
with giddy abandon, Fellini has created
for his hevoine a dreamworld of eye-

drenching and Byzantine extravagance.
To the consternation of Ius aclors,

producers, technicians and almost every-
body else who works with him, the
process of creating  these vesplendent
spectacles of the sparit takes place almost
entively without such traditional prereq-
wisttes as finished dialog and a detaded
shooting scripl; Fellini consitders them
naot only unnecessary but inhibiting to
optimum creativily. The outlines of the
plot and the drift of the dialog are jotted
down ahead of time, mostly for the rec-
ord; but all the vest—from the selection
of the leading lady’s shade of eye shadow
to the designation of locations for each
scene—is decided on the set, often on
the day of the shooting only a moment
before the cameras start 1o voll; and all
of it, needless 1o mention, in every de-
tail, is decreed by Fellini himself and
no one else. The fomph'ﬁt film maker,
he feels, must be not only the creator
of his own heaven and carth and all the
beasts theveof, but also the benevoleni
despot of all he surveys on set, with final
and absolute authority cvey cverything
and everyone within his private realm.
In the heat of tlis omnipotent role as
god-king, amid the all-consuming throes
of filming, Fellini is a man possessed—
tiveless, foodless, drinkless, oblivious to
all else bt the bivili of the film as a
Irwing entity. “Though he's mivaculously
talented, sensitive and intuitive” says a
co-worker, “Fedevico can also be cruel,
childish and destructive to those around
him at these times.” Consideving the
issue of his prodigious labors, most are
willing to forgive such moods.

When he finished filming “ Juliet of
the Spirits” late last year, we wailed a
few weeks, on the advice of friends, “for
s bram to cool.” then telephoned Fel-
lint at his beach house in nea rby Fregene,
on the Tyrrhenian coast—where he was
still recovering from “the exquisite or-
deal” as he called it—with our request
for an exclusive ilevview at his leisure.
We had heard he’d be wearily veluctant
to talk at first, but expansively garrulons
once persnaded, which we were 10ld
would take no more than a modicum of
urging. And so il proved. The following
week, al lis unpretentious provincial
home i Fregene, he vecetved us with
warm hospitality for the first of our con-
versations. Later chats took place on the
vun, in his black Mevcedes sedan en route
to the studio from the beach; at his com-
fortably un-chic apariment in Rome’s
Partolr distvict; and at work in the dub-

bing room, where he superuvised the lip-
synching of “Juliet” into English., A
rumpled, heavy six-footer with a penetral-
ing gaze and a shaggy leonine mane of
graying hair, he often wore a heavy black
searf over s shoulders—and a floppy
black cloth hat of the Black Bari variety.
Punctuating s every sentence with
sweepingly  expressive  gestures and a
flashing succession of pantomimic facial
expressions to malch, he spoke to us (in
English and HNalian) for a tolal of ten
hours, s conversation allernately col-
loquial and poctically bavoque, richly
melaphorvical and  metaphysical, laced
with a cheevful sense of ivony, and
marked throughout by an engaging can-
dor about himself. We began the inter-
vivw with a candid, if less than engaging,
personal question.

PLAYBOY: Among vour friends, you have
a reputation as a teller of tall tales. One
of them, in Fact, has gone so lar as to call
you “a colossal, compulsive, consummate
liar.” What's vour reaction?

FELLINI: At lcast he gives me credit for
being consummate. Anvone who lives, as
I do, in a world ol imagination must
mitke an enormous and unnatural effort
to be lactual in the ordinary sense. 1
conless I would be a horrible witness in
comrt because of this—and a rerrible
journalist. I feel compelled to tell a story
the way I see it, and this is seldom the
way it actually happened, in all its docu-
mentary detail.

PLAYBOY: You've been accused of em-
broidering the wtruth ounrageously even
in recounting the story of your own life.
Omne [riend says vou've told him lour
completely  different  versions of  your
breakup with your first sweetheart. Why?
FELLINI:  Why not? She's worth even
mare versions. Che bella ragazza! People
are worth much more than truth, even
when they don't look as great as she did.
Il you want to call me a liar in this
sense. then I veply that it's indispensable
to let a storyteller color a story, expand
it. deepen it, depending on the way he
fecls it has to be wld. In my films, I do
the same with hife.

PLAYBOY: Is that how vou see voursell—
as a storyteller rather than as a “conjur-
er.” “modern moralist,” “social satirist”
or “ringmaster of a cinematic circus,” as
you've been variously described?
FELLINI: Those are impressive-sounding
occupations, but as far as I'm concerned,
I'm just a storveeller, and the cinema
happens to be my medium. I like it be-
cause it re-creates life in movement, en-
larges it. enhances it, distills it. For me,
it's far closer 1o the miraculous ereation
of life itsell than, say, painting or music
or even literatwre. It's not just an art
form: it’s actually a new form of [life,
with its own rhythms, cadences, perspec
tives and wansparencies, I's my way of
telling a story.

PLAYBOY: Most critics agree that your

storytelling technique is uniquely com-
pelling: but they disagree, for the most
part, on the moral and meaning of your
films. Does this concern yous?

FELLINI: Do the critics have 10 understand
my films? Isn"t it enough that the public
enjoys them?

PLAYBOY: Arc vour films intended pri-
marily as entertainment, then. or is their
box-oflice appeal secondary to philosophic
mtents

FELLINI: I'm not concerned with populin-
ity, and it’s pointless 10 speak of philo-
sophic intent. After each picuure 1 often
don’t recall what my intentions were. In-
Lentions only instruments to put you
into condition o do something. to start
you off. Many great works are done well
despite their original intent. Pascal, for
example, wrote the Pensées 10 demon-
strate  the nonexistence of God—and
ended up doing just the opposite. Take
La Dolce Vita. What I intended was to
show the state of Rome's soul, a way of
being of a people. What it became was a
scandalous rveport, a fresco of a strect
and a society. But I never go 1o Via Ve
neto—it isn't my street. And I never at-
tend festas of aristocrats—I don’t know
any. The left-wing press played it up as
headline reportage on Rome, but it
didn’t have 10 be Rome; it could have
been Bangkok or a thousand other cities.
I intended it as a report on Sodom and
Gomorrah, a wrip into anguish and de-
spair. I intended for it to be a document,
not a documentary.

PLAYBOY: Still. if we confine ourselves to
the original impulse that inspired them,
is there a common theme linking vour
films?

FELLINI: My work can’t be anvihing other
than a restimony ol what I am looking
for in lile. It is a mirror of my searching,
PLAYBOY: Scarching lor whar?

FELLINI: For myself freed. In this respect,
I think, there is no cleavage or difference
of content or style in all my films. From
first 10 last. 1 have soruggled 0 hree my-
self—always fvom the past, from the edu-
cation laidd upon me as a child. That is
what I'm  secking, though through
different characters and with changing
tempo and images.

PLAYBOY: In what sense do you want 1o
escape your past?

FELLINE: I Decame burdened in childhood
with wuseless baggage that T now want
off my back. I want to uneducate myself
of these worthless concepts. so thar 1
mity return to a virginal personality—o
a rebivth ol real inwent and of real sell.
Then 1 won't be lost in a collective
whole that  fus  nobody  because  it's
made 1o ht everybody. Wherever 1 go,
from the corner ol my eve T see voung
people moving in groups. like schools
of hsh. When T was young, we all
moved in separate directions. Are we de-
veloping a society like ants, in blocs
and colonies? This is one of the things |
fear more than anything else. 1 loathe
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collectivity. Man’s greatness and nobiliry
consist in standing free of the mass. How
he extricates himsell from it is his own
personal problem and private struggle.
This is what my films describe.

PLAYBOY: Can you give us an actual ex-
ample from one of your hlms?

FELLINI: In 814, society's norms and rules
imprisoned Guido in his bovhood with a
sense of guilt and  frustration. From
childhood many of us are conditioned
by a similar education. Then, growing
up. we flind ourselves in profound con-
flict—a conflict created by having been
tiught to idealize our lives. 10 pursue
aesthetic and ethical ideals of absolute
good or evil. This imposes impossible
standards and  unattainable aspivations
that can only mpede the spontaneous
growth of a normal human being, and
may conceivably desroy him. You must
have experienced this yoursell. There
arrives a1 moment in lile when vou
discover that what vou've been told at
home, in school or in church is simply
not rue. You discover that it bhinds your
authentic sell, vour instinct. vour truc
growth. And this opens up a schism,
creates a conllice that must eventually
be resolved—or succumbed to. o all
forms ol neurosis there is this clash be-
tween certain lorms ol idealization in a
moral sense and  a contrary  acsthetic
form. Te all started with the Greeks when
they enshrined a classical stamdard ol
physical beauty. A man who did not cor-
respond 1o that tvpe ol beawy felt him-
sell  excluded, inferior. an  outsider.
Then came Christianity, which  estab-
lished an ethical beaury. This doubled
man’s problems by areating the dual pos
sibility that he was neither bheautilul as a
Greek god nor holy as a Catholic one.
Inevitably. vou were guilty of cithes
nonbeauty or unsaintliness. and  proba-
bly hoth. So vou lived in disgrace: Man
did not love you. nor did Gaod; thus you
remained outside of life.

PLAYBOY: And today>

FELLINE: In a modified lform, this same
cthic-aesthetic still prevails, and there is
no escape [rom it through mere denial,
though many have wried. Yon can escape
very simply. however: by realizing thae il
vou are not beautiful, it's all righe any
way: and il you're not a saint, that's all
right, too—Dbecause reality s not idealuy.
But this scll-acceptance can occuor only
when vou've grasped one Tundiamenial
[act of life: that the only thing which
exists is yoursell, vour true individual se'l
in depth, which wants o grow spontine
ously. but which is feuered by inopera-
tive lies. myvths and fantasies proposing
an unattainable morality or sancuty o
perfection—all of it bramwashed  into
us during our defenseless childhood.
PLAYBOY: Once vou've liberated yoursell
Irom the past. what then?

FELLINI: Then vou are free to live in the
present, and not seek cowardly flight to-



ward the past—or toward the future,
cither.

PLAYBOY: In what way toward the luture?
FELLINI: ] mcan that we must cease pro-
jecting  ourselves into  the future as
though it were plannable. loresecable,
tangible, controllable—it’'s not: or as
though it were a dimension existing out-
side and beyond ourselves. We  must
learn 1o deal with maters as they are,
not as we hope or fear they may eventu-
ate. We must cope with them as they ex-
ist now, today, at this moment. We must
awaken to the Tact that the luture is al-
ready eve, 1o be lived in the present. In
short, wake up and live!

PLAYBOY: Though most ol vour pno-
tagonists. at the end of their spiritual
odvsseys, do learn 10 live with them-
selves as they are and with lile as i s,
some interpreters have seen their awak-
coing as linle more than o latalistic
resignation to the human condition.
FELLINI: No. no! Not a faabisac resigna-
tion, but an affirmative acee plance ol
lile, a burgeoning ol love lor lile. The
return of Guido 1o life in $14 is not a
defeat. Rather, it is the retarn of a vic
tor. When he finally realizes that he will
never be able o resolve his problems,
only 10 live with them—when he vealizes
that hile itsell is a continuous refutation
ol resolution—he experiences an exhila-
rating resurgence of energy, a retuwrn of
profound religious sentiment. B have
faith.” he says, “that 1 am inserted into a
design ol Providence whose end T den’t
and can’t and will never comprehend
and wouldn’t want 1o even if T could.
There's nothing for me 1o do but pass
through this panorama ol joy and pain-
with all my energy. all my enthusiasim,
all my love, accepting it for what it s,
without expecting an explanation that
docs not concern me, that does not in-
volve me, that I am not called upon 1o
give.” He is ar peace with himself at last
—Iree o accept himsell as he is, not as
he wished he were or might have been.
That is the opumistic finale 10 814,
PLAYBOY: Docsn't Juliel of the Spirits
have essentially the same moral?
FELLINI:  Essenuially,  yes—only  carried
along another. deeper plane, with more
decadent undertones, and told in a less
vealistic way. Juliet 1ouches on myths
within human psvchology: i1s images,
therelore, are those ol a fable. But it
weats of a profound human reality: the
institution ol marriage. and the need
within it for individual liberation. 1t's
the portrait of an lalian woman, condi-
toned by our modern society, yet a
product of misshapen religious raining
and ancient dogmas—Ilike the one about
geeting married and Living happily ever
alier. When she grows up and finds it
hasn’t come uvue, she can neither face
nor understand 1t and so she esIpes
imto a private world ol remembered
vesterdavs  and  mythical  tomorrows.
Whatever she does is influenced by her
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childhood, which she recaptures in other-
worldly visions; and by the future,
which she brings to life in bizarre and
lively fantasies. The present exists for
her only in the electronic unreality of
television commercials. She is finally
awakened from these visions by a grim
reality: the desertion of her husband;
but this fulfillment of her worst fear be-
comes the most positive episode of her
life, for it forces her to find herself, to
seck her free identity as an individual.
And this gives her the insight to realize
that all the fears—the phantoms that
lived around her—were monsters of her
own creation, bred of misshapen educa-
tion and misrcad religion. She realizes
that the spirits have been necessary, even
uscful, and deserve to be thanked; and
the moment she thanks them, she no
longer fears and hates them, and they
turn into positive, pleasant beings.
PLAYBOY: Is thcre some specific message
in this for all of us?

FELLINI: A lesson—a lesson we must all
learn—as Juliet finally did: that mar-
riage, if it is to survive, must be treated
as the beginning, not as the happy end-
ing: that it's something vou have to
work at; but that it’s also not the alpha
and omega of human existence; and that
it must not be something you accept
from the outside, like an inviolate
taboo, never to be shattered. Why not ad-
mit it? Marriage as an institution needs
re-examining. We live with too many
nonfunctioning ideologies. Modern man
needs richer relationships.

PLAYBOY: What kind?

FELLINE  Extramarital and  premarital.
Man is not basically a monogamous
animal. Marriage is tvranny, a violation
and mortification of his natural instinets.
A woman, on the other hand, tends to
create a world around one man. The
tragedy of modern man is that he needs
a multiplicity of individual relationships,
whereas, at least in the culture in which I
live, he is stll forced into a single-mated
mold. Without it, his life could develop
into something interesting, into a higher
evolution. Curiously enough, the multiple
roles of infidelity seem to bring out the
best in some men; were it not for self-
negating guilt, it might in most men.
PLAYBOY: What you're suggesting, of
course, is completely contrary to the
teachings of the Catholic Church. Aren’t
you a Catholic?

FELLINE It’s difficult biologically and geo-
graphically nof to be a Catholic in Ttaly.
It's like a creature born bencath the sea
—how can it not be a fish> For one born
in Italy, it's difficult not to breathe, from
childhood onward, this Catholic atmos-
phere. One who comes from Italian par-
ents passes a childhood in Italy, enters
the Church as a baby, makes his Com-
munion, witnesses Catholic funerals—
how can he not be a Catholic? Still, 1
have a great admiration for those who
declare themselves a detached laity—but

I don’t see how this can happen in Italy.
Sooner or later, however—even in Italy—
every man must take stock of himself, to
determine to what point he is really a
Catholic, or perhaps not one at all.
PLAYBOY: Your unsparing caricatures of
Catholic clerics, particularly in 814,
have led some Church theologians to the
latter conclusion about you. Are they
righe?

FELLINI: Let them say what they want. In
a noncategorized form, T think I'm
deeply religious, even profoundly so—be-
cause T accept life’s infinite mysterics
without knowing its finite borders, ac-
cept them with joy and wonder. Is that
being ant-Catholic or antireligious?
When T speak in a polemical manner
about deforming our children with
Catholic dogma, I'm speaking about
an inhuman, inflexible application of
Counter Reformation Catholicism. Gui-
do’s Catholic teachers in §14 were mon-
strous and unfeeling. but they have
nothing to do with Pope John XXIII,
for example, who sought to wipe away
all such ignorance and help us to redis-
cover the true Christian faith. IT a false
and misguided type of Catholic educa-
tion creates guilts, inhibitions and com-
plexes, then I say it's not only right but
necessary to idemify it—and, if possible,
to eradicate it.

PLAYBOY: Would you include the so-
called double standard of morality to-
ward women—which divides them into
“good" girls and “bad” girls—among the
Church-bred afflictions that ought o be
eradicated?

FELLINE:  Absolutely. Particularly for us
Catholics, woman is scen as ecither the
spirit or the fesh, as either the em-
bodiment of virtue, motherhood and
saintliness or the incarnauon of vice,
whoredom and wickedness. Either we
dress her up as an ideal, a snow-white
inspiration such as Dante’s Beatrice, or she
becomes the lewd, laboring beast that de-
vours her newborn son. The problem is to
find the link between these opposites. But
this is difficult, because we don’t really
know who woman is. She remains in that
precise place within man where darkness
begins. Talking about women means
talking about the darkest part of our-
selves, the undeveloped part. the true
mystery within. In the beginning, I be-
lieve that man was complete and androg-
ynous—both male and female, or neither,
like the angels. Then came the divi-
sion, and Eve was taken from him. So
the problem for man is to reunite him-
self with the other half of his being, to
find the woman who is right for him—
right because she is simply a projection,
a mirror of himself. A man can’t become
whole or free until he has set woman
frec—his woman. It's his responsibility,
not hers. He can't be complete, wruly
alive, until he makes her his sexual com-
panion, and not a slave for libidinous
acts or a saint with a halo.

PLAYBOY: Your spectacular exhibition of
Anita Ekberg's larger-than-life endow-
ments on a block-long billboard in Boc-
caccio "70 has been called a caricature of
woman’s role, not as man's sexual slave
but as a Gargantuan goddess of eroti-
cism. Was that your purpose?

FELLINI: Yes. In the mind of that re-
pressed little man who spies on the
billboard every night, of course, she’s any-
thing but a caricature; she becomes a
mountainous creature  of flesh  and
blood, a living embodiment of the gro-
tesquely exaggerated image of female
sexuality that stalks his stifled libido—
that pressure cooker of puritan sexual
inhibitions—and finally escapes to stalk
him, 1 wanted to show metaphorically
how man’s imprisoned appetites can
finally burst their bonds and bloat into
an erotic fantasy that comes to life, takes
possession of its creator and ultimately
devours him.

PLAYBOY: Can we conclude, then, that
you welcome as a healthy trend the in-
creasing sexual freedom currently en-
joyed by movies, magazines and night
clubs—and the nudity on display in
them?

FELLINI: It's all to the good, because it
lifts the veil of mystery and obscurity,
the clandestine aspect of sex which de-
forms it. Think what a woman must
look like to a man in prison, how gross
some parts of her body must appear to
him. Set free, he hurries home 1o his girl
with deformed visions. Ravenously, he
re-explores the forgotten country of the
woman’s body; but the monstrous de-
sires are soon pacified, and the female
myth becomes a normality once agaimn.
PLAYBOY: Do you agree with those who
fecl that a totally undraped woman loses
much of her mystery?

FELLINE: Only her wisual mystery. In-
asmuch as woman represents that hidden
half of us, the religious myvstery of cou-
pling in birth, the mystical, erotical fu-
sion that integrates the whole man, it's
clear she will always possess unfathom-
able secrets invisible even 1o the inner
eye. So I see no reason to keep her
covered outwardly, to keep her worldly
riches buried like a pirate’s treasure in
the viscera of the earth.

PLAYBOY: The women in your films—
whether prey or predator, saint or sen-
sualist—all seem to be far more vibrantly
and affirmatively alive than your self-
immobilized male protagonists. Why?
FELLINE: | Aind my women figures—like
Anita Ekberg and Sandra Milo—more
exciting to create, perhaps beciuse wom-
an is more intriguing than man, more
elusive, more erotic. more stimulating.
PLAYBOY: What inspired you to star Ek-
berg, whose career was in eclipse, as the
voluptuous femile in La Dolce Vila?
FELLINE: She embodied in every detail my
mental image of the role; it's as simple
as that. Her previous screenwork was
irrelevant.



PLAYBOY: How did you manage to trans-
form her with this one role into the in-
ternational sex symbol she had failed 1o
become in Hollywood?

FELLINE: [ just provided her with the per-
fect part wo clicit. perhaps for the first
ume, the full impact of her extravagant
sensuality. [ performed no mysterious
alchemy. 1 did no more to bring out the
best in her than 1 do with all my other
acrors.

PLAYBOY: And how much is that?
FELLINI: Well, once T find the Hesh-and-
blood incarnation ol my fantasy charac-
ters—and it doesn’t mauer  whether
theyre picked Irom the street or are
prolessional actors and actresses—the
next thing I ey to do is to put them at
ease, to sirip them ol their inhibitions,
1o make them forget wechnique. 1o trans-
port them inmto a dimate that allows
them to laugh and av and behave natu-
rally. In other words, I endeavor to coax
out the natural walents they already pos-
sess. If 1 have a method. it is 1o ger their
most 5}')0]";["(.'()[[5 reaction. E\'el"’ ]'lll-
man being has his own irrevocable mruth.
which is authentic and precious and
unique: and the truth of Anita Ekberg
or Sandra Milo is no different from anv
one else’s. IT the aumosphere is right. any-
body can be made to express his jovs,
his sadnesses, his hostilities, evervthing—
entirely of his own accord, honestly and
openly. T don’t ever want to make the
mistake of lorcing someone mto a given
character, or of limiting him in any way.
Instead. T oy 1o let him recreate his own
character for the role. Because ol this, I
think. my results are richer and more
satisfactory: the spectator hnds himsell
in the presence ol a creature of unique
truth.

PLAYBOY: Most actors are trained to
creale a role, 1o impersonate someone
else, a hcuonal character. Yer you say
vou want them to portray themselves.
Doesn’t this areate a conflia of interests?
FELLINE: Not really. Once they get used to
the idea of turning inward rather than
outward, most find that it comes more
naturally, that it enables them to bring
far more authenticity to their porivayals.
For most roles, of course. only part of
the actor’s own character will be ger-
mane 1o the chiracier he's playing, so 1
ask him 10 be less than completely open
and spontancous, to be only seleciively
self-revealing. But even where there 1s a
deep personal identification between an
actor and his role, he doesn’t simply play
himself: he doesn’t strip himsell bare.
Complee self-exposure can be both dan-
gerous and irrelevant wo the role. 1 ask
him instead to expose himsell gradually,
layer by laver, unul he reaches the level
where he merges and meshes completely
with the characier. Though his subcon-
scious motivations and reactions  will
now be those ol the man he’s porwraying
—and vice versa—the identity of player
and part must remain a dramatic illu-

sion, his seeming spontancity must be
studied. his naturalness premeditated.
Despite his rapport with the role, all of
his acting skills and disciplines will be
necessary 1o bring the character believ-
ablv to life. Though there may be severe
labor pains, the issue of this unlikely
union between instinat and technique
can be beautiful. indeed. A perfect ex-
ample is Marcello Mastroianni’s wonder-
fully sensitive performance as Guido
in 815, a part with which he deeply
identified.

PLAYBOY: So did you, if one can believe
reports that the picture was your own
spiritual autobiography.

FELLINE: T did and it was. I wrote a story
dealing with mysclf and my decpest se-
crets—or at least an idealistic approxima-
tion of me. Then I found a man who
could become inhabited with all that
had been nside me. and T made him the
incarnation of an  imaginary person
closely resembling me. A mysterious air
arose on the set: I found myself ordering
mysell around like a disembodied spirit
in limbo.

PLAYBOY: Are you as close to Mastroianni
in private life?

FELLINI:  Almost svmbiotically so. Even
though we seldom see each other outside
of our work periods. we have such a pro-
found rapport that it is like a mirror be-
fore me saving, “It's me. I's not me
.. ." and so on. It’s uncanny. This is the
basic bond of our [riendship; but he's
also very humanly simpatico. 1 sce in
him a charge ol eénthusiasm. innocence
and charlatanry—Ilike a smaller brother.
And I'm no less an admirer of his pro-
fessionalism. He's a very gifted actor.
PLAYBOY: Arc¢ vou as deeply involved
with any other actors?

FELLINE: Not so intensely, though I be-
come terribly fond of all my actors, out
of all proportion—because they are my
puppets. areations of my fantasy. T cdaim
they are the world's greatest actors and
become  ferociously  defensive  about
them.

PLAYBOY: Your wife. Giulietta Masina,
has starred in several of vour films. Does
your personal relationship make it easy
or difficult 10 direct her?

FELLINI: Both. When [ work with her. she
scems the ideal actress: patient, docile,
obedient, serious. She’s not difhiculi—1
am. I'm more impatient with her than
with other actors. I get irritated il she
doesn’t immediately do what I have in
mind. It secems incredible 10 me when
she doesn’t respond prompily just the
way I want. You see, Giulietta is the first
characier 1 think about when I do a hilm
with her. The others come slowly o
mind, many maonths afterward, but al-
ways around her as the cenral figure. So
when I ger impatient and brritated with
her, T feel like saying, “'Giulieua! You
were born first and the others came alter
you. You've lived in my mind so much
longer than the others; why aren’t you
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quicker?” I know that's unjust, but
somchow it always goes that way. But I
do like to work with her.

PLAYBOY: Is she a good actress, in your
opinion?

FELLINI: Excellent. I think that she would
have interested me as such even if she
hadn’t been my wife. Her mimicry, for
example, and that little round face
which can express happiness or sadness
with such poignant simplicity. That lit-
te figure, with its tenderness, its delicacy.
fascinates me no end. Her type is crystal-
lized, cven stylized for me. As an actress,
she represents a special type, a very
specific humanity.

PLAYBOY: And as a wife?

FELLINE: So many things. I'll try to be ob-
jective, but it isn't easy. We've lived to-
gether so long. The other day on the set,
we celebrated our twenty-first anniversary.
Twenty-one years, It doesn’t really seem
that long. There are still things to dis-
cover. Where were we?

PLAYBOY: Discussing Giulietta as a wife.
FELLINE: And such a wile—tender, affec
tionate, eternally solicitous. She always
wants to know if I feel cold or if T wam
to cat. When we're shooting outdoors,
she asks if my socks arc wet. You know
how women are. But she is not only my
wife; she is also the one who inspires me.
Over the years, she has become a stimu-
lant for me, a symbol of certain feelings,
certain moods, certain behavior, Qur life
together has been sprinkled with wagedy
and joy, with tears and laughter, and
this has given me material, inspiration
for my work.

PLAYBOY: Does she make any actual crea-
tive contribution?

FELLINI: Only in the sense that she pro-
vides the sun and the rain that warms
and waters the soil in which the seeds 1
sow eventually sprout—and occasionally
flower into films.

PLAYBOY: To continuc your imagery,
where do the seeds come from?

FELLINI: T don't always know, but some-
how, from somewhere, an idea arrives,
and I carry it within me like an embryo
for weeks, months, years—until finally it
reaches the fetal stage and begins 10 as-
sume a vague but tangible shape. Then,
very tentatively, I begin to work on the
first rough pieces of a seript.

PLAYBOY: You've said that looking at
portrait photos of potential characters is
a stimulant to the creative process at this
stage. Why?

FELLINI: It's a ritual form with me, a hab-
it, a psychological conditioning to begin
work. When I'm planning a picture, I
sce literally thousands of people in
hundreds of mass auditions, and 1 keep
all their photographs. I'm searching for
faces vo fir the characters I'm creating—
or may crcate.

PLAYBOY: You have a reputation for
dragging out this preparatory period for
month after month, as though it were a

drug, until finally you must be pulled
away and forced into actual shooting.
FELLINE: Well, it’s not quite that addic-
uve, and it's not always my fault for tak-
ing so long at it. Often these protracied
preparations are caused by external fac-
tors—such as not finding a producer, or a
producer who loses faith, or something
else beyond my control. But postpone-
ments serve the positive purpose of giv-
ing me more time to create the right
atmosphere for filming—time to create a
kind of oxygen tent that will allow my
creatures to live. This is made from
many things—the script, costumes, pho-
tographs, a trip, a meeting with a girl, a
fight with a producer, a change of of-
fice, an aimless walk around the house.
All of this helps create a tent with
enough air for the birth of this thing.
That, for me, is the real effort: 10 take
these steps that create the condition
for the birth of the work. The film
I make may not turn out to be the one
I had in mind, but the main point is to
see il, in the first two or three weeks of
shooting, this thing is actually born alive.
After that, it becomes selfsustaining—as
though I were no longer directing. but
rather that the film were directing me,
pulling me onward.

PLAYBOY: Is there any truth to the prev-
alent notion that you begin shooting
with little more than the outline of a
script; that, in effect, you direct your
films off the 1op of your head, improvis-
ing scenes and dialog as you go along?
FELLINI: If I wanted to commit artistic
and economic suicide, that would be a
beautiful and spectacular way to go. But
since I don’t, I arrive on the set with a
script in hand—though it doesn't really
mean that much, except as a pacifier
for actors who fear improvisation, and
for producers who crave reassurance
that the structure for a film story has
been created. What does matter is that
I have a very precisc idea of where 1
want to go in the film and how I want
to get there long before the camera
starts to roll. Once it does, of course, 1
try to remain flexible enough to amend
and adorn the action as the need arises
—rather than adhere blindly and fa-
natically to the original scenario  as
though it were Holy Scripture.

You can't say, “I want a baby with
blue eyes, pink ears. blonde hair, that
weighs seven pounds, three ounce, and
with fingers just so.” No, you take a
woman, make her pregnant, assist in the
childbirth, and the baby is what it is,
and you're stuck with it. At the moment
of parwrition you can't say, “No, no, it
doesn’t have blue eyes, back it goes!” A
film is the same. What does it mean to
be faithful to ten pages of dialog, writ-
ten five months previous, without know-
ing the actors or what language would
be used? You don’t even know where it
will be shot. You might conceive of the
scene in a park, but when you get there

you realize your actor with his face
would not have spoken that way in a
park. Or the actress wears a dress that
prevents her from saying a certain line.
Also, instead of filming two actors talk-
ing, you may discover while vou're
filming that a close-up of a fountain or
a panning shot of the rarc furnishings in
a drawing room will say more than the
entire ten pages of dialog. In this sense 1
make myself available o adaptation; bu
I do not extemporize.

PLAYBOY: How do you feel after complet-
ing a film?> Do you ever worry abou
going stale, or encountering what's called
artistic paralysis?

FELLINI: Whar a strange question. A flm
never ends abruptly for me. It leaves an
echo. a wail, and I live with it. Even aft-
er I've finished shooting and cutting, it’s
still with me, I stll hear it, feel it, sense
it. When it isn’t with me anymore, when
I feel it’s finally extinguished, then an-
other atmosphere enters, like the arrival
of spring. It's the new film—with its new
personages, and its undeveloped story.
You see, I don’t experience blank peri-
ods. It seems that ever since T started
as a director, it's been the same day—
the same long, wonderful day. But am |
at all preoccupied with failure or profes-
sional impotence? Naturally. As you
know, 814 dealt with this preoccupa-
tion. But I don't feel the day is near
when I will be empty. When it happens,
I hope I'll have the humility and good
scnse to stop chattering. Meanwhile, 1
am still filled with enthusiasm and with
a consuming wrge o do things.
PLAYBOY: Is it true that you go to the
movies hardly at all—even to see your
own pictures?

FELLINE: Very true. When 1 finish a film,
as I said, I'm possessed by the shaping
vision of my next one; and it's always a
jealous mnistress. Besides, I want to live
in the present, not linger in the past. As
for other people’s films, I go very, very
seldom. I'd rather make films than watch
them.

PLAYBOY: Surcly you've seen a few ol
your contemporaries’ pictures,

FELLINI: Enough to form a lew impressions.
PLAYBOY: Have you seen any of Kuro-
sawa's films?

FELLINI: Only his Seven Samurai, but 1
think he is the greatest living example
of all that an author of the cinema
should be. T fecl a fraternal affinity with
his way of telling a story.

PLAYBOY: How about Ingmar Bergman?
FELLINI: I have a prolound admiration
for him and for his work, ¢ven though I
haven’t seen all of his films. First of all, he
is 2 master of his métier. Secondly, he is
able to make things mysterious, compel-
ling, colorful and. at times, repulsive. Be-
cause of that, he has the right to talk
abour other people and to be listened 10
by other people. Like a medieval trouba-
dour, he can sit in the middle of the
room and hold his audience by telling
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stories, singing, playing the guitar, read-
ing poctry, doing sleight of hand. He
has the seductive quality of mesmerizing
your attention. Even if you're not in full
agreement with what he sayvs, you enjoy
the way he says it, his way ol sceing the
world with such intensity. He is one of
the most complete cinematographic crea-
tors [ have ever seen.

PLAYBOY: Antonioni?

FELLINI: | have respect for his constancy,
his fanatical integrity and his refusal to
compromise. Antonioni had a very difhi-
cult professional beginning. His films
for many years were not accepted, and
another man, less honest, less strong,
would have made retreats. But Antonioni
kept on his solitary road, doing what he
believed he should do until he was rec
ognized as a great creator. This has
alwiys made an enormous impression on
me. He is an artst who knows what he
wants to say, and that’s a lot.

PLAYBOY: Truffautr

FELLINI: I'm terribly embarrassed, but 1
haven't scen anything of his. Sorry.
PLAYBOY: DeSicar

FELLINI: Great power of achievement, and
a master of his actors. He stems from our
marvelous era of neorcalism. He is a
very good director, somcone almost un-
touchable, because of the special place he
occupied after the War,

PLAYBOY: Some critics have drawn paral-
lels between your work and that of the
neorealistic school. Do you think there's
any validity 1o the comparison?

FELLINI: Indeed, yes. But mine is the neo-
realism of the Sixties—a very different
breed of cat from the neorcalism of the
Forties, when many of us began with
great ideals, but which finally tore itself
apart in social polemics and drifted off
into nonpolemical comedy. By the time
that happened, however, neorealism had
lifted film making to the dignified level
of an auwonomous art, freed the film
maker from the enslaved conditioning
m which cinema was imprisoned—a sec-
ondary art subordinate to the mood of
the public. The greatness of early neo-
realism consisted in giving cinema lib-
erty, so that we could finally express
ourselves in films as freely as others could
with a brush or a pen.

PLAYBOY: Since La Dolce Vila, you've
been inundated with movie offers from
Amcrica. Do you think you could ex-
press yourself freely as a film maker in
Hollywood?

FELLINI: Probably not, but I've been sore-
ly tempted to try it anyway. I'd love to
do a flm there on what caught my im-
agination during my visits to America.
But even if I had a clear idea of what to
say, the practical realization of it, the ac-
tual translation of this idea into images
would embarrass and probably defeat
me.

PLAYBOY: Why?

FELLINI: In Italy, I know what I'm doing.
I know how to handle my actors, how to

dress them, how to make them believ-
able in the surroundings I've created for
them. I know what I want them to ex-
press because T know what I am talking
about mysell. Even if 1 throw in an ex-
tra with one line, she has a reason to be
there and she’ll give wuth to that one
line and authenticity 1o those lew sec-
onds she's on screen. But how could 1
do this in a sirange counury with strunge
people? How would 1 know, for exam-
ple, what a Boston taxi driver would
wear at home on Sunday afternoon?
How does a cashier from a Bronx drug-
store dress, smile, or react to a man in-
sulting her? I'd be lost a thousand times
a day, and that would be fatal, because
cinematography, at least in my opinion,
needs an absolute mastery, complete
control of everything and everyone—the
female star’s underwear, the leading
man’s mustache, the way matches are
placed on the left side of the table. This
is a truc and deep obstacle. It's why an
author must stay with the language
that  has nourished him since child-
hood, that has left with him a cultural
deposit and a bagful of customs and tra-
ditions. So you sce, the idea of a radical
uprooting to work in America—or any-
where else beyond these borders—would
be inconceivable to me.

PLAYBOY: Could the right price make you
change your mind?

FELLINI: Money doesn’t interest me. It's
useful and good to have, but it's not an
obsession with me, and it wasn't even
when I didn’t have 1. When 1 first came
to Rome at 18, T worked on a news
paper, and at times I didn’t have enough
money for lunch. But it was food 1 de-
sired—not money. I have no money with
me at this very moment; I never have. |
even borrow for coftee from [riends,
Maybe I've been able to make money
because of this. Money goes to those who
don’t court it.

PLAYBOY: And [ame, too, in your case.
Are you as indifferent to thar?

FELLINI: I would be, only it’s not as easy
to ignore. It keeps impinging on one's
time and privacy. Though I've managed
to preserve a few small sanctuaries from
the unblinking eye of publicity. there
are more and more invasions, especially
since 8145, When I went to America, 1
was besieged by women who thought 1
had the key to happiness, some sort of
recipe for joining life. They phoned at
all hours and even waited for me in ho-
el corridors. 1 told them I had no an-
swers, no amulets, no elixirs, no nothing
for them, but they wouldn't believe me,
I'm a director. not a seer or a psychiatrist.
What I have to say, I say in my work.
PLAYBOY: And your work, as you said
earlicr, has been an auempt to escape
from your past. Do you think you've
succeeded?

FELLINI: To some extent. I feel less guilty
now about the things my childhood cdu-
cation made me feel guilty about.

PLAYBOY: Such as sex?

FELLINI: Or any intelligent use of the
senses that takes you beyond the con-
fines of puritan morality. So I [eel
more robust, less defenseless. But then,
it’s high time for maturation, don’t you
think? At my age a man should be some-
what mature. Occasionally, though, 1
feel that this calm understanding could
be destroyed by a single, sudden, violent,
unexpected emotional confrontation.
PLAYBOY: With a woman?

FELLINI: 1 don't know with what or
whom. But certainly it's always possible
in life, and most possible when you're
most sure of yoursell,

PLAYBOY: Are you sure ol yourscll?
FELLINI: Not in an ecgotistical sense; but 1
fecl less emotional, more collecied, more
at peace with mysell than ever belore.
Though I've lost some of my power and
potential in the process—along with my
youthful pugnacity—I feel that a reli-
gious sentiment, profound but authen-
tic, has been born within me. But I've
had a rather fortunate life, so it's possi-
ble that my optimism may stem [rom not
having known much sorrow or pain.
PLAYBOY: Do you fear growing old?
FELLINI: No—probably for the same reason.
PLAYBOY: How about death?

FELLINI: Death is such a strange thought,
so contrary to what we think of in our
physical life, that its difficult to speak
about it. We don't know what it is, so a
vague terror tends to seize us. It's like a
legendary continent, a faraway land
that you've heard spoken about in con-
tradictory terms. Some say it exists, oth-
ers that it doesn’t. Some say it's most
beautiful, others that it's horrible. Some
say it's better than this world, while
others claim that nothing is as beautiful
as life, that death is only silence and a
forgetting. Buu let’s face it: There is this
country, and sooner or later we're all
going there.

PLAYBOY: Do you dread it?

FELLINI: Yes. No. 1 don’t know. One
should face death as he embraces lile:
with a consuming curiosity—but with-
out [ear. Nor should he delude himsell
by approaching cither with hope; for
hope is a way of idealizing the other side
of the coin of fear, Faith is what is
nceded, not hope. You must feel that all
is sacred, that all is necessary, that all is
usclul, that all goes well. I can't under-
stand an artist who seeks to show life as
sterile and doomed, that we are alone
and abandoned, that there is nothing
lefi. I you deny everything, then you
deny art itsell, so why create it?
PLAYBOY: Arc [aith and curiosity, then,
your prescriptions for a happy life?
FELLINI: Let's say a full life. Happiness is
simply a temporary condition that pre-
cedes unhappiness. Fortunately for us, it
works the other way around as well. But
it's all a part of the carnival, isn't it?
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sure of arrival, 2,117,000 male PLAYBQOY readers are in professional, managerial or technical
occupations. And with incomes equal to their status, they possess a level of purchasing power
far above the national average. Want a positive reaction to your product? Tell the PLAYBOY
reader all about it. (Source: 1965 Standard Magazine Report, W. R. Simmons and Associates.)

New York +« Chicago + Detroit + Los Angeles -+ San Francisco + Atlanta + London
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Jfiction By BERNARD WOLFE

HE MET TEssA through furniture. As a
result of furniture. In the aftermath of
furniture.

In an Eighth Street bookstore he told
the clerk his problem about a bureau.
The shirts and sheets he kept on an
open shell in the bathroom collected so
much soot, many went back and forth
between laundry and shell without stop-
over on him or under him. He thought
he might get more use hrom his linens il
he had a bureau, something with drawers.

The clerk knew ol somebody with a
burcau for sale, Tessa Mavo. When Si-
mon called, Tessa said sure, come over
and see the bureau, any ume afier mid-
night. It was a peculiar time to visit a
stranger to discuss [urniture, but Simon
went that midnight,

Tessa Mayo lived at the wop of a
brownstone on East Ninth ofl University
Place. Floor through, skylights, rear roof
pato. Scraps of silk and wool materials
in piles, threads of different colors on
the rugs, tissue-paper parterns  heaped
arovnd.  Tessa  designed  high-fashion
clothes for Gordyanne's tony midtown
department store.

“Hello, I'm Simon Dwire,” he said.

“I've seen you avound,” she
“Didn’t 1 hear you were a writer?”

“Specifically, I'm a ghostwriter.”

“Really? You don’t write anything on
your own?”

The question always annoyed Simon.

“On my own what?> On my own type-
writer? Yes, I do all my writing on mv
own typewriter, but it’s all ghostwriting.”

“You mean you don’t put your name on
anything you write?”

“I couldn't, I'm hired to put other
people’s names on it. Besides, I'm hired

said.

to write bad books, so T couldn’t put
my name on them if I wanted o, T'm a
good writer, so I wouldnt want my
name on bad books. Is that the bureau
you want to sellz”

“Yes, like itz It's an old Amish picce,
good one, people tell me, but it's left
over from my marriage, it was picked by
the man I was married to and I'd just as
soon get rid of it. Also, I go more for
Saarinen and Eames furniture.”

He looked her over as she pulled the
burcau drawers out. She was close to
live, ten in her stocking feet, in heels she
would be at least a six-footer. She had
the thinness, not a model’s short-ratons
look. the bag-of-bones look, just a scru
pulous paring, to keep her unusual
length [rom the Amazonian. Her lace he
liked right away. Blooming. Circus busy.
The nose, while not thin, which was
most  to  his taste, was dramatically
shuped, long, with an interesting bump,
and the noswrils were given o quick
Hares, also imn'(-s:ing. She was ammat-
ed, talked fast, with sweeps of hand and
heaves of shoulder. This highness of
spirit. Simon was to discover came less
from amimal larkiness than a constant
half drunkenness, plus amphetamines.

“Isn’t this a linle late for a business
call?”

“Oh. I've got a thing. I just can't sleep
when the sun goes down so 1 sleep days
and work mights. I don't really come
awake till midnighe.”

“1 thought therapy with Pandro Har-
low was supposed 1o give vou better hab-
its, including sleeping habits.”

“How’d you know I did therapy with
Pandro Harlow?”

“You've got all his books in vyour
bookcase. People who collect his books
usually have been in therapy with him.”

“Well, yes, that's bright of you, T was,
for almost a year. It didn't change my
sleep patterns, though, the minute the
sun goes down my cyes snap open. All
the same. 1 got something out of my scs-
sions, a whole new slant on the cither-
ors, that's valuable. Don’t you think
Pandro’s books are marvelously written?
The last two anyhow. Particularly the
last one, Sex Without the Either-Or.”

“I think he sces too many ecithers and
not cnough ors, but, ves. the last two
books are very well written.”

They found they had more in com-
mon than their feeling about Pandro
Harlow's prose. Simon had wught Eng-
lish at Dimody before the ghostwriting
money opened up. Tessa had spent two
vears at Dimody before going o Paris 1o
study designing. Her class had broken
all records to that time for unplanned
pregnancies. Give or take a year, she
said, they might have met at Dimody.
Simon doubted it, because at Dimody he
had no sheets and only two drip-dry
shirts and so would not have gone look-
riously, she

ing for a burcau. No, no,
saidl, she might very well have heen in
one of his classes. Hardly likely, she was
in a class by herself, Simon said gal-
lantly. By this time they had both had
several vodkas. Who was the Mayo she'd
been married to, Simon asked.

“Mavo's my maiden name,” she said.
“1 don't use my maried name profes
sionally, my things are called Tessa
Mayo Designs. My married name was
Chisworth, I was married to a man
named Stephen Chisworth.”

“The Stephen Chisworth?” he said.

“God wouldn't make Stephen
Chisworths. He's probably sull wrying 1o
figure out what got into Him to make

two



HOW SIMON GOT HIS BUREAU

and h’armd that qmn‘mv hamself, without nwafma his ghostly authorship, could lead to more valuable

Him make one misshapen ooze of a blob

like that. Yes, the Stephen Chisworth.”
“I'm beginning to remember. Wasn't

there some messy trial, a scandal?”

At this Tessa began to ary. She sank to
the floor amidst the tissue papers and
fabrics and let the tc out. She told
him the whole story. She'd met Stephen
Chisworth in Pans. He attending
some World Youth for Peace Congress in
Stockholm  sponsored by the satellite
countries. She didn’t care about all his
moncy or his oflheat politics, e came on
strong and she responded strong. They
were nurried in Paris and came back o
Long Island to live in a big house with
big grounds outside of Roslyn. near his
family's estate. They had wwo children.
She wis kept busy running the house
and minding the children while Steve

wis

went off to his meetings in Manhattan.
Word came o her that Steve wasn't
only going to meetings, he was running
around with girls. for the most part Ne-
gro girls. Steve had a thing about and
lor Negroes. Lots of Negroes caime to vi
it them in Roslyn. political [riends. but
Steve had more Negro friends in Man-
hattan, ones he never broucht home,
girls, he had this sexual hxation on
Vegro girls. This situation near drove
Tessa crazy. It got so she wasn’t married
anymore except on paper but stuc
: a married woman whilg
went catting in Manhattan, Nat
she began to hrood.
Talk about desperate. She got so des-
IK!I';I[C’ [h-’ll at one pl)illl 5'1‘.' weént out to
punky booze joint in a working-class
neighborhood near Roslyn with the ex-

1.111);‘

offered

press intention of picking up the worst
bum or animal she could find. She did
pick up such an animal, a bricklayver
with black nails and bad teeth, but once
she had him home she couldn't stand to
have him touch her and it was tough
gewting rid of him, it was ugly, but it
showed how close she was o swallowing
her pride and her taste, too.

By this time Simon and Tessa were
side by side in bed with the covers half
over them. As her narrative developed,
Simon had suggested they could talk
more comfortably if they were lying
down, and after a time he pointed out
that thev'd be more comfortable yet if
they didn’t have their clothes on. Besides,
it was lae, way past his bedume, this
late he found clothes oppressive. She
no opposition when he un-
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dressed her, stopping him only when he
went after her last item of clothing, her
bikini-type briefics, on which Simon
found a label reading Henson Kickernicks.

He liked her breasts a great deal.
They were not large, but they stood
pleasingly high and had large boldly col-
ored nipples. She did not mind when he
stroked them, she was caught up with
her story.

What he liked especially in her long
body were her very long legs. It was true
that there was a discernible triangle of
air high up between the inner thighs, a
feature which generally bothered him,
but the over-all length of the legs was so
impressive as almost to compensate for
this skimping in just one place. She did
not mind when he stroked her legs
cither. She went on telling her story.
From time to time she took a drink from
the vodka bottle and passed it to him.

So she was just about going out of her
mind, had no man and no possibility of
getting a man while her so-called hus-
band was having his Negro girls in
wholesale lots. One night she got drunk,
she was beginning to drink a lot, and
when Steve came home toward morning
she drove him out of the house with a
Smith & Wesson automatic. She knew
she'd have to pay for that. She drank
and prowled the grounds with a rifle in
case he tried to sneak back. One night
he tried to come in through a side road
with two men from the sheriff’s othce
and she began firing at them, crawling
through the snow from tree to tree and
firing, she was so worn down she didn't
know what she was doing.

What Steve was after was the children.
He'd already made overtures through his
family’s attorneys to get the children.
The Chisworths meant to brush her
aside and keep the kids to be raised as
snooty Chisworths. She was having none
of this, of course. She agreed to move
out of the big house in rcturn for their
not pressing charges for the gunplay.
The house was sold so a property setile-
ment could be worked out. But when
she moved to Manhattan, to the Village,
matter of fact to this very brownstone,
she originally rented the top two floors
so there’d be room for the kids and a
sleep-in maid. This was when she went
back to the designing, to have something
to do and also to supplement the far-
from-large support payments Steve was
grudgingly making.

Then came the wrial. The Chisworth
lawyers were out to prove Tessa was no
fit mother because of loose morals, and
their proof of her looseness of morals
was that she went around in a carnal
way with Negro men. They had just
enough evidence to make the charge
stick, of course. One man had befriend.
ed her through the tough times, a Negro
man, the baritone in a vocal group that
sometimes entertained at Stephen'’s func-
tions to lift the embargo on Castro or

ban the bomb or whatever. This man
saw what a knocking around Tessa was
getting and, politics or no politics, took
her side. Sure she was making it with
him. He was at the time the only male
in the Western Hemisphere who gave
her a kind look, he was a good friend
and a good guy, and furthermore, if she
knew Negroes it was through her hus-
band’s knowing all these Negroes politi-
cally and sexually.

She wasn’t even allowed to testify in
court about Steve's politics and catting
around, because she didn’t have proofs,
she couldn’t afford to hire squads of pri-
vate investigators to get proofs. But
Steve's lawyers had proofs against her.
So Steve Chisworth, with his nonadmissi-
ble fixation on Negroes, used the buga-
boo of her hanging out with Negroes to
crucify her in court. Also, they put that
bricklayer with the dirty fingernails on
the stand, and he was not a good charac-
ter witness. She was nailed to the coss
in a way to stay nailed. The horrified
jury found against her all the way. Steve
won custody of the kids. The Chisworths
settled $25,000 on her to appease their
consciences and that was that.

Her designs were clicking, she had a
good-money contract with Gordyanne’s,
she didn’t need money. But here she
was, 31, mother of two kids, not allowed
again in her life to see the kids. Here she
was, living in the Village like a punk kid
herself, having to do it all over, one [at
decade dropped out of her life, nothing
to show for that all-important decade,
condemned to knowing no more about
the two flesh-and-blood things that had
come out of her body than what she
chanced to read in the papers. She was
drunk. Damn right she was drunk. She'd
been drunk for a long time and planned
to stay drunk longer. Pandro Harlow
really helped her get the either-ors out
of her head and live a more liberated
life, but no Pandro IMarlow could liber-
ate her out of this soap opera she was
stuck in. She wanted those kids. She
needed those kids. Her kids were dead to
her. A bigeer medicine than Pandro
Harlow for this kind of soap opera that
wouldn’t end was booze and thank God
boore was available in quantity. How'd
Mr. Simon Dwire like this tale of marital
stresses  between  the lady marksman
from Dimody and her Negro-oriented
millionaire lefty spouse in their big old
Roslyn love nest? Touching, huh? Was it
for Joan Crawford? Could Bette Davis
maybe play it with a fuller quiver?

He swroked her long legs.

“I remember the story now. It was in
all the papers.”

He lecaned her heavy juuing nipples
this way and that.

“You've had it tough.”

“Without those kids I'm going on one
lung.”

A grayish, impoverished, reluctant light

was staining the windows. It was morn-
ing. He had been listening to her story
for seven hours, occasionally dozing, more
often stroking her breasts or legs.

“There isn't much I or anybody can
do. I could make love 10 you.”

“You listened and that’s doing a lot.”

“I'd like to do more. Are you sure you
wouldn't like me to make love to vou? It
might take your mind off your troubles.”

“You're a nice man, but 1 can’t.”
When his hands went at her Henson
Kickernicks she pushed them away.
“They called me promiscuous, an ani-
mal, it blackens all my thoughts in the
area of men.”

“Tessa, making love with me won't
make you promiscuous. I'm one man,
not an army.”

“They're all one man, each one’s one,
but they add up. Wild how you keep it
to the ones and pretty soon it's an army
and you're an animal.”

“If we make love I won't think you're
an animal.”

“You’re very nice, I mean that, but it’s
the first thing I would think and all T
would think. No, T can’t, it would just
prove their case against me and depress
me more.”

“They don’t have to know about it,
Tessa. Nobody would know but me and
I certainly don’t want to prove any cases
against you. Alter all, we're here already,
and undressed. You might say we've by-
passed several days of preliminarics.
We're practically making love right now.
We might just as well round it out, we're
that close, it's a shame to come this far
and stop. See how close we are? See? It
wouldn't take more effort, we're prac-
cally there, all yvou have to do is——"

She arched high to roll him back to
her side.

“No, please, Simon, don't.” She was
beginning to ay again. I lost my two
sweet tiny babies this way.”

“1 might remind vou vou made those
babies this way. Let me ask vou some-
thing. did you go to Pandro Harlow
long?”

“Closc to a year, I told you. Not to his
group-therapy sessions, that was maybe
for six or seven months, but for private
treatments just about a year, I guess.”

“Did he really help yvou, Tessa?”

“Oh, a lot, T'd say. In the private ses-
sions more than in the group ones. In
the private sessions T would strip and he
would manipulate me in different places
to release the trapped orgone energics in
the different sets of muscles and make
me, well, orgasmically freer. It worked,
too, I'm orgasmically much freer.”

“Not with me, you're not in the least
orgasmically free with me and I've been
manipulating you in various places for
I'd say seven hours.”

“I don’t sec that there’s any parallel,
Simon, this isn’t therapy.”

(continued on page 78)



Sokat.

“Doctor Woodhull wanted in the dispensary . . . Doctor
Woodhull wanted . . ."
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The Continental cauple obave enjays a charming cocktail haur in @ canvivial Athenian sidewalk cofé. The gentleman is apprapriately garbed for
the accosion in a two-button mohair suit designed by Pierre Cardin for Neville Reed af Londan, $80, and a French silk tie, by Hermes of Paris, $8.

attire By ROBERC L.GREEN playboy’s  fashion
director scouts londom, rome, paris, madrid and
athens to bring you the latest on the continental look

THIS FASHION SEASON may well be called “the year of
the big change” in the clothes-conscious capitals of Eu-
rope. English gentlemen no longer slavishly follow the
dictates of Savile Row when dressing for a night on the
town or an alternoon at Epsom Downs. Elegant Romans
have forsaken muscle-bound styles in favor of one fea-
turing navy blazers and shim-htting slacks. Parisian males
—never before numbered among the Continent’s best
dressers—have exchanged many of their Charlie Chaplin
baggy suits for models created by ultratashionable
haute couture salons. Debonair Spaniards are sober-
ing their colorful wardrobes with deep new shades
of black and brown. Men from the golden shores of
Greece are giving up the Hellenic “native” look for
something more cosmopolitan.

There was a time when Continental clothing manufac-
turers were content to merely make mass-market copies of

Pausing during a stroll alang the ancient Acropolis with o madern maid
of Athens, the fellow at left is prepared for the chongeoble Hellenic
climate in a lightweight trench coat of cattan poplin, by Aquascutum of
Landan, $75. Sharing o colarful clinch at right, the guy is wearing o
baldly striped cotton pullover sport shirt, by Angelo af Rame, $15.

il







At far left, fellow lounges & trais in o raw-waoal
fisherman's sweater, hond-crafted on Mykanas,
$10. Left, set for on Aegean cruise, sailar is
decked aut in yachting jacket, $125, warn with
waol-flannel slacks, $60, ond turtleneck pull-
over, $40, oll by Angelo Lirica of Rome.

the garments created by established
designers. But more and more Euro-
peans have become accustomed to
emulating garb that had previously
been the privileged sanctuary for
only the elite few. So today the true
man about the Continent has adopt-
ed new, highly pcrsmlalized fashion
styles to help distinguish himself
from his imitators.

We recently returned to the Conti-
nent for our annual grand tour of
Europe’s leading ateliers in search of
any prevailing fashion winds that
may soon blow some of these styles
across the Atlantuic and affect what
you'll be wearing.

Unlike the situation in the United
States, where the majority of cloth-
ing manufacturers create styles that
differ greatly only in finish and fab-
ric, European [ashion houses, each
one centered on one designer, pro-
duce wide varieties of men’s styles.

In London, the Savile Row estab-
lishment directly competes with such
far-out, modern stylists as John Ste-
phens of Soho. Stephens (nicknamed
the “King of the Mods™) entered the
clothing field seven ycars ago and
now owns 24 men's stores i1n the Lon-
don area. While he caters to the
younger, swinging set that follows
the British Beatle-oriented singing
groups, Stephens includes in his list
ol clients such notables as Lord Snow-
don, the Duke of Bedford and Peter
Sellers. Many of his styles are per-
haps better suited for Mods than
Americans, but he maintains a bal-
anced haberdashery display with
many items certain to make inroads
over herc in the near future. Day-
ton’s ol Minncapolis has opened a
John Stephens boutique that stocks a
beige-linen four-button suit we par-
ticularly like. Other Stephens origi-
nals that (concluded on page 166)

Gilded by the eternal summer ot Byran's Gre-
cion isles, the couple ot left views the Helles-
pont. The guy wears o combed-cottan jocket,
by Cortefiel of Spain, $25. Chap ot right sparts
a bosket-weave cardigon, $110, waal slocks,
$60, with a pullaver, $40, oll by Briani of Rome.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARVIN KONER
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“Interested in getling a little time off for bad behavior?”



A
Valentine

Sfiction

By William Saroyan

breathes there a lad with heart so dead who never to himself hath said “that’s the girl for me”?

“BREATHES THERE a man with soul so
dead that in his heart has never said,
This is my own. my native land . . .”

The foregoing is a garbled version of a
picce of American writing 1 chanced upon
50 vears ago at Emerson School in Fresno,
and immediately loved for its simplicity,
truth and warmih; loved so deeply thao 1
found it impossible not o invent parodies
of it, which nevertheless did not diminish
my admirvation for the onginal:

“Breathes there a man with foot so
flat chad in his flighe from the watermelon
patch has never said, “This is my own, my
very own wittermelon, farmer. Don’t shoot
a good American boy doing his plain
American duy!™ ™

Or: “Breathes there a man with heart
so heavy that in the summer has never
saiel, “This is my time at last 1o dive and
swim or sink, and then walk home in
bare [eet, with a stick of hay in my tceth
0 help me think!" ™

The thing I liked about the piece of
writing was the grand arrangement of
the first four words, Breathes there a
man, which had the effect of making me
feel. Now we're talking. And made me
believe 1 could talk that way, too, and
probably ought to, for the good of my
own green soul.

In ordinary cveryday speech I had
never heard anybody say anything in any
such poetic manner, but now I knew it
could be done, and therelore it was no
longer necessary to imagine 1 would have
to speak English as I had heard others
speak itz I could speak it as others had
wriilen at.

I could speak writing: Dreams there a
dreamer a dream more impossible 1o talk
about than my dream ol you, Maxine ol
the second grade, two desks [orward, one
aisle o the lel?

The answer: No.

My dveam of Maxine was not only im-
lmsilllc to talk about, I couldn’t even
write about it, but on Valentne's Day in
1916 when 1 was cighe I tried to draw a
picture about it: a hcart with an arrow
in it under the carefully printed name
Maxine.

Below the heart was a whole great
white space for my name, the adorer of
the dumpy, stumpy, lazy, lumpy, light-
headed, lisping angel who had come
directly rom the spheres 1o enchant and
torment me, although she lives in a
hovel on Santa Clara Avenue near O
Sueet, the daughter of an Irish day
laborer.

There was space for my name as well

as my message, but when I moved pencil
point, eve and nose, secret and soul. to
where | might begin 1o engrave the firse
letter of my name, I was stopped cold in
my tracks.

I couldn’t write my name.

I couldn’t print the first initial of my
first name, cven, because in that grea
miracle, that great love, that great dream
of Maxine, I was simply nothing—a total
stranger. an outsider, an immigrant who
actually wanted to imvade a dimension in
which he would be a crude clown, a rude
fellow, an astonisher of the order of law
and love, who would have w be laughed
at or politely 1old to go back.

Who was I to think that I could send
my drawing of love and adoration and
my name and message to the Mirade of
the Ages, Maxine Hersell? William? Sa-
royan? How ridiculous and unfortunate
ciach name was. How wrong. how hopeless.

I could talk writing all right, but I
couldn’t talk love. It was 100 big for lan-
guage, line, sign, mark, engraving, leteer,
whisper, word, song, dance, glance, or
thought, cven; although for a while 1
expected thought to do what nothing clse
could.

I believed my dumpy litle darling
would find arriving into her own mysteri-
ous thinking-and-feeling processes  the
thought of my love, and one day would
suddenly wrn, look at me, and be as en-
chanted about me as I was about her. She

would get up from her desk, come to me,
and I would get up and take her by the
hand and walk out of the room with her,
out ol Emerson School, out of the Pub-
lic School System of Fresno, California,
and out of the whole rigmarole of trying
to ger people w0 ind out about love by
sending them to school.

Maxine and I knew love, we had it,
straight from the holy source of it. so we
didn’t need 1o go o school anymore.

I thought my deep long thought of
love, and 1 waited for it to arrive in
Maxine, so we could recognize one an-
other and get the hell out of there.

But after three full long January weeks
of total failure, 1 began to suspect that
the dream of love that had come un-
accountably into my lile couldn’t be di-
rected into hers.

I waited, and then [ stopped waiting,
That wedding just wasn’t happening.

Was it possible that it would never
happen—all her lile, all my life, all of
cverybody's life?

Was it possible that it simply couldn’t
happen? Couldn’t we ever know some-
thing as simple as that without words?
Couldn’t we know it at just the right
ume because it was true? Always had
been and always would be?

Well, it looked as il we couldn't.

There secmed o be simply no com-
munication between people excepting by
means of words, spoken or writen, and so
on Valentine's Day I began to make a
valentine for Maxine, only to discover
that my love was so great, mysterious,
everlasuing, hopeless, crazy, true and one-
sided that 1 couldn’t sign the valentine,
not cven with my initials, not even with
the always-popular Guess Who?

And yet she was the only girl in the
whole world for me, so what was a man
to do about that?

Well, I would do something, most
likely, something in writing, most likely,
because il the substitute communication
was language, then that would be the
thing I would be concerned about the rest
ol my life. T would try to find out how
to make the substitute communication
that is in words as near as humanly pos.
sible to the real communication that is
not in words.

I would flind out how to send valentines
to Maxine—and 1o everybody elsc.

As for that particular valentine on
that particular Valentine's Day, I didn't
send it. It was too inadequate a subx
stitute for my love, and so I had to re-
ject it entively.  (concluded on page 183)
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SIMON GOT HIS BUREAU

“Because you won't let it be, Tessa.
Let me point something out. You went
10 Pandro all that time, but you never
got the real message, the central Harlow
idea didn’t get thiough 1o you. T want
vou to listen carefully now. This could
be the therapeutic breakthrough.”

He shook his head as he got 10 his

feet. He was unusually drunk, and dizzy.
He wavered across the room to the book-
case. He ran his finger across the nine
books, the nonwriting of which had
made Pandro Harlow rich and Fimous.
He ook out the last and most famous of
the Pandro Harlow books not writien by
Pandro Harlow, Sex Without the Either-
Or. Then he got ino bed next to her.
He opened the book and almost with eyes
closed found the especially therapeutic
passage.
“Tessa, here's the heart ol the Pandro
Harlow doctrine. He's talking about the
teeling a lot of people get that theyre
animals when they let out their orgone
energies in a more than monogamous
way. Follow this. now, it's in Pandro’s
own words.”

He was aware that as he began to read
his voice automatically went into the old
lecture-hall drone. This irritated  him,
but he read:

" “To imagine that some ways of con-
ducting the sex life are clean and others
dirty, and 1o shy away from the dirty
ones in favor of the cdean ones, this s 10
introduce still another either-or into sex,
possibly the most vicious of all. In
mature there is no either-or, only a both-
and. Nature makes no distinctions be-
tween right and wrong, its one rule is
anything goes. In nature there is no dirty
sex and no dean sex, there s simply
sex. The dirty-dlean polarity s another
irelevancy  introduced into sex by cer-
tain societies to prove that their ways
with sex are excellent and all other ways
horrible. But the fact is that all sexual
ways, all without exception, the dirtiest
as well as the cdeanest. will be found
practiced by human  beings somewhere
on earth as the ofhicial, sanctioned wavs.
The  principle of  all-thatis-possible-is-
natural will in time pulverize thar final
clamp on the natural sexual appetites
called monogamy. The institution ol
monogamy s not in the least a clean
way of channeling sex, as its practitioners
believe. Tt 1s merely a way of perverting
what in nature is an nstinctual lib-
erty ino what in society becomes a pro-
prictary right. The law of nature is a
simple one: When you want, you reach.

The person who has a  sulhciently
healthy animal appetite 10 explore all
orilices and ouders . . 7

He read lor some time, his eyes often
leaving the page 10 see what effea these
words were having on Tessa. They
seemed 1o be having some effect. Her

{continued from page 70)

long legs twitched from time o ume and
her nosuiils scemed more acuve.

Only a lew umes in his life had he
taken such a din view ol himself as he
was doing now, but he continued to
read, charting his progress in her legs
and nostrils. He had better than seven
hours of his lile invested here and seven
hours of his lile were as important o
him as her lost decade was to her.

Besides, though she had wld her story
with quite high style, avoiding the staler
notes of sell-pity, what she had filled the
seven hours with, essentially. was seven
hours’ worth of mclanchelia, downbeat
stuff. It was ume o inwroduce another
one, make some clbowroom for posi-
tives, for affirmations. some reasonably
hopeful view of the breathing condition.
All very well o enumerate the mislor-
tunes when they are severe and many.
But vou have o remind yourself, or be
reminded, that at moments respiration is
more than a chore, the life span more
than a sentence o serve. Still, satisfied
though he was that he was after a good
for her as well as for himsell, he dis-
liked the major part of himself when he
saw how she was responding, the melt in
her eves.

“I forgot. 1 forgot the simple truths.”
she whispered when he put the book
down. “Thank you for reminding me,
oh. thanks a billion times. Tt's just what
Morris was always explaining, but T for-
rot this wisdom.”

“Who's Morris?™”

"“The baritone I was telling you about.”

With these heartfelt words she pulled
the very tight and very brief Henson
Kickernicks down over her gazelle legs,
kicked them for a nick, clutched him o
her rousing high breasts with both long
arms. Her hold on him was so spirited
he thought his encomium to breathing
might become clegy.

*“T'here’s one either-or left in my head,
vou fne reader, either you make me feel
damn good or I'll break every bone in
your body.” she whispered in his car,
then bit it. “You very smirchy thing. you
coaly article, you.”

She was apparently confusing him
with Morris or her picture of some Mor
ris. He did not point out that in her re-
versal she had not adopted the Pandro
Harlow view, only decided 1w be dirty
for a while instead of cean: the same
old cither-or. with a more positive esti-
mation of the or.

Much later, somewhere along in carly
alternoon, as he was rying to sec his
way to the door. she stirred her legs and
said sleepily, “Oh, Simon, I'm glad you
read those classic words o me, you
straightened me om, 1 see again, it's
good to have a body. Thanks for reading
to me!”

“Never underestimate the power of

the written word, Tessa, goodbye,” he
said as he went out the door.

Simon had writen Sex Without the
Either-Or {rom first page 1o last for Pan-
dro Harlow for a {ee of 520.000. He had
conned her open by quoting  himsell
through another man’s mouth. Words
that in his own mouth would have made
him gag. though they had come origi-
nally from his fngers. the two lingers
he tvped with anvhow, the other cight
standing by not Lifting a finger to stop
them. The power of the ghostwritten
word. Breaches ol monogamy, no mauer
what he'd written for Pandro Harlow,
did leave him fecling somewhat dirty.
Not because it was bad 10 have more
than one woman. because it was bad o
lie. Not even bad. but tring.

What he had done with the words he
had written for someone else but could
not have written for himself, though he
was not above quoting them, what he
had done to get a taste of a superior
body, this left him fecling particularly
smutted. Thank you. Pandrvo Harlow,
for taking the words out of my mouth.

When he was two blocks away, plod-
ding along West Tenth toward his own
place, he remembered he'd gone o Tes-
sa's to look at a bureau. He remembered

that she had an Amish burcau. but
couldn’t recall what it looked hike.

Tessa he liked fine. Tessa was a good
girl. He had two frstvate months with
her, not especially bothered by the less-
than-slim nose and the small but detecra-
ble triangle of air between her upper
thighs. But then Foster Danelian told
him about another girl. Jordan Wheiry.
He somctimes went over to the New
Center for Culuural Research, to Foster
Danelian’s life class, to check on the girls
who modeled there, and he saw no rea-
son not to take a look at the new model.
Jordan. She was smaller and daintier
than Tessa, and though she, wo. had the
triangle of ventilation between  the
thighs, she had the kind of nose he par
ticularly admired, thin and very straight,
with the thinnest shells for nostrils. It
was the archetypal nose with all marks
ol race and locale ceansed from i I
you took the 100,000 best noses of the
Western world and made them into a
composite nose, the result would be Jor-
dan’s nose. the best, the purest, the
strghtest, the cleanest in line. The nos-
trils did not move at all. To make them
move, make them come 1o life close 1o
your eycs as you made all of her come 1o
life, that would conceivably be some-
thing. He decided to go alier Jordan
Wherry, That meant doing something
about Tessa Mayo, since, by his stand-
ards regarding monogamy, the road 1o
Jordan necessarily  Jed  through, not
around, Tessa,

So he asked Foster Danelian to have

(contimued on page 151)



JAZZ 66

A LOOK AT THE CURRENT JAZZ SCENE AND THE WINNERS OF THE TENTH ANNUAL
PLAYBOY POLL—PLUS A REPRISE OF THE DECADE'S ALL-STARS AND READERS'
FIRST CHOICES FOR THE PLAYBOY JAZZ HALL OF FAME jazz By NAT HENTOFF

THE MAN AND THE ORCHESTRA who arc beyond category were ubiquitously triumphant during the past jazz year.
At 66, the patrician Edward Kennedy “Duke” Ellington juggled a scries of major projects while continually
on the move. In the spring he was also the calin center of a tempest swirling around the decision of the
Pulitzer Prize Advisory Board to reject the recommendation of its music jury that Ellington be given a
special citation for “the vitality and originality of his total productivity” through nearly four decades. In
protest against that rejection, two of the three Pulitzer music jurors resigned, and there were many mutterings
in newspapers and magazines at the slighting of the Duke. Ellington himsell, secure in his achievements,
played it cool: “Fate is being kind to me. Fate doesn’t want me to be too famous too young.”

The goof by the Pulitzer brass notwithstanding, Duke’s fame increased. Ellington’s was the only jazz orchestra
at the White Housc Festival of the Arts in June. In July he conducted the New York Philharmonic at Lincoln
Center in the world premierc of his newest suite, The Golden Broom and the Green Apple. That same month he
was special guest artist with the Boston Pops Orchestra at the Berkshire Music Festival ar Tanglewood in a concert
for the Pension Fund of the Boston Symphony Orchestra. Ellington was also invited by the Grace Episcopal Cathe-
dral in San Francisco to present an evening of sacred music ol his own composition at the Cathedral. “There is a
wrong idea,” noted The Very Reverend Julian Bartlett, dean of the Cathedral, “that anything enjoyable or enter-
taining is somchow sinful and profane.” Ellinglon’s September concert of the nonprofane drew more than $000
listeners into the church. It led to a December concert at New York's Fifth Avenue Presbyterian Church.

Avyear'send Ralph Gleason wascompleting for the National Educational Television Network an hourlong doc-
umentary on the perennially resourceful Duke; an Ellington musical, Pousse Café, was on its way 10 Broadway: the
Duke had agreed to write the score for a new Frank Sinatra film, Assault on a Queen; and the State Department
had decided to send the Ellington orchesira 1o represent the United States at the World Festival of Negro Arts and
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DUKE ELLINGTON, leader

“BUDDY DeFRANCO, clarinet’

Music in Dakar next spring. The Duke already had a head start for 1966.
Another jazz titan, a year younger than Duke, scored high as a diplomat in
the year gone by. Louis Armstrong drew tumultuous crowds on a spring tour
behind the ll'nn Curtan. 1 didn’t sée no curtain the whole ume I was there,”
Louis declared. "Where do they keep it? The only curtain 1 saw was the one 1
closed when Lucille [Mrs. Armstrong] and I went to bed.” In reciprocal relaxa-
tion of tension. Newes Deutschland, a leading East German newspaper, pro-
chimed: “Armstrong and his musicians play for all people. They are messengers
of the good America, the America we love and respect.” Armstrong filled the
huge Prague Sports Palace, drew 80,000 in Budapest, and was mobbed in Bel-
grade. Russian officialdom remained resistant o his enury into the U.5. 5. R,
but he did wravel by tape in June through an appearance on Evening Meeling,
a widely popular television show in the Soviet Union.
In the United States Senate in June, Senator Jacob Javits of New York pro-
pu-.ul that Armstrong be awarded a Presidential Medal of Freedom. Said Javis:
“He played music which has been tll’Lnul by the Communists for years as bc]m1
‘degenerate” and he was rinmphant.”” No Freedom Medals, however, were given
this year. Meanwhile, Louis’ domestic carcer flourished. He was signed for a fea-
tured role in the MGM musical I Got Rhythm; and as an index of his dur-
abiluey as an emertainer, when Shindig, the rock-"n"-roll television series, began
10 (III} alarmingly in r.l'lnl;,!s, Armstrong was rushed in to take over two shows.
Perhaps the most meaningful event of the year for Armstrong himsell was
his first appearance in his home wwn. New Orleans, in more than a decade. On
October 31 he plaved a concert for the benehit of the New Orleans Jazz Museum.
As leader of a r:tu;l]l)’ mtegrated band, Armstrong had previously been pre-
vented from appearing in New Orleans by state laws banning mixed perform-
ances. And Louis had refused to uitke an all-Negro combo. Those Laws are now
dead, so that Louis was finally able to come home on his own egalitarian terms.
There were occasional signs during the year that Louis, laden with honors, was
looking to the time¢ when his travels would cease. He became a stockholder in

THE 1966 PLAYBOY ALL-STARS’ ALL-STARS



RAY BROWN, bass

J. J, JOHNSON, trombone

the Negro-owned, Harlem-based Freedom National Bank and he talked of
retiving some distant day to Ghana, “the country of my ancestors.” But pros-
pects were that Louis would be on the road for years to come. “You don’'t
quit when you're still strong and enjoy your work,” he said on his birthday,
July 4. “And I love music just as much now as when 1 started to play.”
Yer another major jazz veteran enjoved what was for him unprecedented
international acclaim. The pervasively influential Earl Hines was “rediscov-
ered” both in Europe and at home. A spring Europcan journey was so suc
cessful that it was extended into June. He had not been abroad for ten years,
and he was greeted as if he were the jazz Artur Rubinstein—long lines, glow-
ing reviews and, as he put it, "applause so thunderous it scares vou.” In




America, Hines pl;t}'r_d a string of prcstigic_ms
clubs and concert dates and recorded prolifi-
cally in New York. He had proved that jazz
clders need not necessarily slide into limbo.
3 rer—and considerably more contro-
ial—jazzman than Earl Hines made jazz
news after two years of relative inactivity. The
stubbornly independent Ornette Coleman, a
lecading guru of the new jazz wave, returncd
1o the ¢lub scene with an explosive stay early
in the year at New York's Village Vanguard.
In addition to his plastic alto saxophone, Cole-
man’s arsenal included trumpet and violin for
the first time. He was not yet the master of
either, but his searing, sizzling violin playing
was unlike anything heard previously in jazz
or classical music. After the Vanguard, how-
ever. the economics of the avant-garde Ameri-
can jazz scene impelled Coleman to wy the
hife of an expatniate. In August he arrived
England. was classified by the Minisiry of
Labor as a “concert artist” rather than a jazz
musician  and, u(:curding'l)-', was allowed 1o
play publicly. Coleman was well received,
but moved on to other European dates.
While the jazz experimenters continued

ELVIN JONES, drums

FRANK SINATRA. B
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to find the American pight-club scene
bleak, established combos found no
significant change from the previous
year: and the growing number of Play-
boy Clubs provided heartening evidence
that not all Americans spent their noc-
turnal time watching gunmen, high
calmp espionage agents and family trau-
mas. One renowned jazz cub, Birdland,
did expire; and the Mewropole, also in
New York, cut down sharply on its jazz
attractions in favor of rock-'n"-roll danc-
ing girls and a discothéque operation.
There was, however, an encouraging
surge of jazz organizations formed by
aficionados committed to expanding
work opportunities lor jazzmen. They in-
cluded the Jazz Arws Subscription Series
in Dewroit. the Left Bank Jazz Society
in Balumore, the [azzworkers of Indi-
anapolis and the strengthened Jazz at
Home Club U.S A, in Philadelphia.
New York, too, had a new basing point
for jazz partisans as Jazz Interactions,
Inc.,, was founded in March. Like the

ELLA FITZGERALD, female vocalist

SWINGLE SINRERS, vocal group

WES MONTGOMERY, guitar
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others. its goal is to “foster a greater understanding and enjoyment of jazz.” In addition to planning clinics, lectures and jam
sessions, the club instituted the highly utilitarian Jazzhine. Anyone in New York wanting to know where the action is need only
call 1469-3335 for a list of the current jazz attractions.

College support of jazz, meanwhile, increased markedly. Setting a standard for other colleges and universitics, a group of stu-
dents at Stanford inaugurated the most ambitious jazz program in American academic history. Begun in October and running
through this spring, Stanford Jazz Year comprises concerts (with such luminaries as Duke Ellington, Louis Armstrong. Dizzy
Gillespie, Thelonious Monk and Miles Davis), lectuies, films, displays of photographs and other exhibits. Taking Stanford’s lead,
the University of California at Berkeley started a series of jazz concerts in November. Down the coast, a scason of fine-arts pro-
ductions at UCLA opened in the [all with the wrbulent metaphysics of Charles Mingus. In the East. the Boston University
Forum bezan its second year of jazz concerts and in New
York, Hunter College expanded its jazz activities.

For the year 1o come, signs were that an increasing per-
centage of the nation’s 2800 colleges would be providing
dates for itinerant jazemen. The enerprising saxophonist-
leader Paul Winter obtained no less than 50 cimpus en-
gagements in the first part of 1965.

Indigenous college jazz was also very much in evidence
throughout the year. Intercollegiate Jazz Festivals, in which
combos and big bands competed. ook place at Villanova,
Kansas City University, Notre Dame, Pennsylvania State
and Gonzaga University in Spokane, among others. Nor
was the jazz groove ol academe always restricted to the
campus. As part of the State Department’s Culwural Presen-
tations Program, the University of Denver Jazz Band—
with arrangements by Bob Brookmeyer, Bill Holman, Jim-
my Giullre and other professionals—toured the Far East.
The University of Michigan Jazz Band, waveling through
Latin Amcrica on a 14-week journey for the State Depart-
ment, found life on the inernational circuit hazardous.
They were hooked for an April 24 concert in Santo Do-
mingo, but that was the day the Dominican rebellion ex-
ploded. The band canceled its concert and was evacuated a
few days later.

During the summer, jazz clinics continued to thrive at
the Universities of Indiana, Connecticut, Nevada and Utah.
Such established musicians as Donald Byrd, Ron Carier,
Charlie Mariano and John LaPorta were among the faculty
members. And yet another university was added to those
oflering music degrees to students specializing in jazz. Start-
ing in the fall, the University of Miami set up four-year

THE PI_AYBOY JAZZ FRANK SINATRA 1f there are any entertainment worlds

left for the Chairman of the Board to conquer, they are

HAI_I_ OF FAME not wisible to the naked eye. In the 25 years since he

gave up cub reporting to sing in front of local Hoboken
This past October, our Jazz Poll ballot, for the bands, the monolithic corporate structure that calls

first lime, gave PLAYBOY readers an itself Frank Sinatra has successfully branched ount into
opportumty to vote for the three outstanding myriad nonmusical endeavors; but music, and his part in
Jjazz artists—instrumentalist or vocalist, living it, has always been Sinatra’s major concern and first
or dead—uwhom they thought worthy of being love. His dazzling concert tour with the Basie band
the initial occupants of the Playboy Jazz this past year was this generation’s premier song stylist's
Hall of Fame. Af ler the ballots had been counted, way of keeping his hand in, of making contact with the
Louis Armstrong, Frank Sinatra and Dave loyal legions and new recruits who dig him and whom
Brubeck led all the rest—and by a handsome he likewise digs. Through a quarter century of
margin, we might add. Each October, our consummale lyrical communication, Sinatra—the man
readers wnll be polled to elect three new artists and the music maker—has been uniquely himself. In
lo the Hall of Fame to take their places so doing, he has earned a special niche in the show-

alongside those already honored. business pantheon and the Playboy Jazz Hall of Fame.



programs for these aspiring to carcers in studio music, jazz and music merchandising. For jazz majors there will be three jazz

orchestras in action.

For postgraduate jazzmen, summertime was, as usual, concentrated on the festival wheel. A warm-up was to have taken place
in New Orleans in May, but that event was summarily canceled. The reason: Although the Civil Rights Act now permitted inter-
racial bands and audiences, 21 Negro football players, in town for the American Football League’s all-star game in January,

had been so persistently discriminated against by some of the unreconstructed local citizenry that they left the city in protest.
Fearing similar dissonant publicity when the jazzmen came, the New Orleans civic authorities and businessmen who had asked
impresario George Wein to develop the festival suddenly asked him to stop.

The climate was more propitious in Kansas City, where the Kansas City Tourist Commission and Kansas City Jazz Inc. com-

LOUIS ARMSTRONG Jazz and the affable sexagenarian

Satch have been inextricably entwined for over a half
century. In truth, jazz and jazzman Armstrong were
weaned, cut their eyeteeth and grew up together. Since
the antediluvian days in New Orleans when the cager
kid cornetist worshiped at the throne of his idol, King
Oliver, Armstrong’s clarion horn and gravelly vocal
equipment have been synonymous with one of the truly
American art forms. Back in the Thirties, Louts began
the overseas jazz odysseys that were to make him one of
this country’s most prestigious and well-recerved export
commodities and to earn him our State Department’s
ex-officio appellation of Ambassador Satch. To the
world, and to pLAYBOY readers, obuiously, it would
appear that Louis—a Gargantuan grin on his face, and the
ever-present horn and handkerchief in his hand—has
always been around. And he just may go on forever.

SCULPTURES BY JACK GREGORY/PHOTOGRAPHY BY SEYMOUR MEDNICK

DAVE BRUBECK A4s the leader of one of jazzdom’s
foremost foursomes and one that has remained intact
since 1958 (an eon in show-business chronology), the soft-
spoken but fierce defender of his music and his musicians
has achicved a rare duality. He has been a pioneer in
the exploration of new jazz forms while achieving
popular and financial success (the Quartet’s “Time” LP
series is a perfect case in point). Composer-pianist-leader
Brubeck, in carrying his jazz crusade (aided by alto
saxophonist Paul Desmond, drummer Joe Morello and
bassist Gene Wright) to the college campus—uwhere

his concerts are greeted with the enthusiasm usually
reserved for panty raids and football games—to the record-
buymg publir and, in recent years, to the four corners
of the globe, has shown an unbending dedication to his
art. His installation in the Playboy Jazz Hall of

Fame is recognition of that dedication.
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A DECADE OF PLAYBOY JAZZ POLL WINNERS

ALL-STAR JAZZ BAND

1957 1958 1959 1960 1961 1962
LEADER Stan Kenton Stan Kenlon Stan Kenton Stan Kenton Stan Kenton Stan Kenton
TRUNPEY Lovis Armstrong Chet Baker Louis Armstrong Miles Davis Miles Davis Miles Davis

Chet Baker Louis Armstrong Chet Baker Louis Armstrong Louis Armstrong Dizzy Gillespie

Dizzy Gillespie Dizzy Gillespie Miles Davis Dizzy Gillespie Dizzy Gillespie Louis Armstrong

Shorty Rogers Shorty Rogers Dizzy Gillespie Chet Baker Jonah Jones Maynard Ferguson
TROMBONE 1. 1. Johnson J. 1. Johnson 1. 1. Johnson J. ). Johnson 1. 1. Johnson 1. ). Johnson

Kai Winding Kai Winding Kai Winding Kai Winding Kai Winding Kai Winding

Jack Teagarden Bob Brookmeyer Bob Brookmeyer Bob Brookmeyer Bob Brookmeyer Bob Brookmeyer

Bob Brookmeyer Jack Teagarden Jack Teagarden Jack Teagarden Jack Teagarden Jack Teagarden
ALTO SAX Paul Desmond Paul Desmond Paul Desmond Paul Desmond Paul Desmond Cannonball Adderley

Bud Shank Bud Shank Earl Bostic Earl Bostic Cannonball Adderley Paul Desmond
TENOR SAX Stan Getz Stan Getz Stan Getz Stan Getz Stan Getz Stan Getz

Charlie Ventura Coleman Hawkins Coleman Hawkins Coleman Hawkins Coleman Hawkins John Coltrane
BARITONE SAX Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan
CLARINEY Benny Goodman Benny Goodman Benny Goodman Benny Goodman Benny Goodman Pete Fountain
PIANO Dave Brubeck Erroll Garner Erroll Garner Erroll Garner Dave Brubeck Dave Brubeck
GUITAR Barney Kessel Barney Kessel Barney Kessel Barney Kessel Barney Kessel Barney Kessel
BASS Ray Brown Ray Brown Ray Brown Ray Brown Ray Brown Ray Brown
DRUNS Shelly Manne Shelly Manne Shelly Manne Shelly Manne Shelly Manne Shelly Manne
MISC. INSTRUMENT Lionel Hampton, vibes  Lionel Hampton, vibes  Lionel Hampton, vibes  Lionel Hampton, vibes  Lionel Hamplon, vibes  Lionel Hampton, vibes
MALE VOCALIST Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra
FEMALE VOCALIST Ella Fitzgerald Ella Fitzgerald Ella Filzgerald Ella Fitzgerald Ella Fitzgerald Ella Fitzgerald
INSTRUMENTAL coMBC Dave Brubeck Quartet Dave Brubeck Quartet Dave Brubeck Quartet Dave Brubeck Quartet Dave Brubeck Quartet Dave Brubeck Quartet
VOCAL GROUP Four Freshmen Four Freshmen Four Freshmen Four Freshmen la&ﬂ. Hendricks & la;‘zl::t. Hendricks &
ALL-STARS’ ALL-STARS
Ten years have passed since the LEADER Count Basie Duke Ellington Duke Ellington Duke Ellington
winners of the first Playboy Jazz Poll TRUMPET Miles Davis Dizzy Gillespie Dizzy Gillespie Dizzy Gillespie
were announced. In the ensuing decade, gacupons No Award 1.1 Johnson 3. 1. Johnson J. 1. Johnson
the personnel of the All-Star Jazz
Band has changed with the changing ALTO SAX No Award Paul Desmond Cannonball Adderley Cannonball Adderley
tides of musical fortune, but a number of TENDR SAX Sonny Rollins Stan Getz Stan Getz John Coltrane
lhf original members are .f:ill favorites BARITONE SAX Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan Gerry Mulligan
with our readers—Louis, Diz, J. J., Kai, - T
Brookmeyer, Desmond, Getz, Brubeck, CLARINEY Jimmy Giufire Buddy DeFranco Buddy Defranco Buddy DeFranco
Hamp, Mulligan and Sinatra. The last  PIANO Oscar Peterson Erroll Garner Oscar Pelerson Oscar Pelerson
:'wo.!mve the singula:k dislimtiondof CUITAR Barney Kessel Barney Kessel Barney Kessel Wes Montgomery

aving won every readers’ poll and every
All-Stars All-Stars balloting since its > Aay roam Ry Erowy Rey.Brow 5oy Brown
inception in 1959 (there were no awards DRUNS Shelly Manne Shelly Manne Philly Joe Jones Philly Joe Jones
in three of the All-Stars’ All-Star MISC. INSTRUMENT Milt Jackson, vibes Milt Jackson, vibes Mill Jackson, vibes Milt Jackson, vibes
calegories that year, because the ballot- s ~yors ey Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra Frank Sinatra
ing revealed no outstanding choices). ;
Here, then, is a retrospective look at the FEMALE VOCALIST Ella Fitzgerald Ella Fitzgerald Ella Fitzgerald Ella Fitzgerald
Medal-winning music men who earned INSTRUMENTAL compo No Award Modern Jazz Quartet Miles Davis Quintet Miles Davis Quintet
the ap?mbauon of .I'I.J\YBO‘I‘ readers and VOCAL CROUP Hi-Lo's Lambert, Hendricks & Lambert, Hendricks &  Lambert, Hendricks &
of their fellow musicians as well. Ross Ross Ross
1959 1960 1961 1962
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bined for a successlul “jazz week” in late April
that was climaxed by the Count Basie band,
which had begun s blazing career in K. C.

In Piwsburgh, the Pitsburgh Catholic Youth
Organization, aided by the pervasive Mr. Wein,
held another annual jazz lestival in June, Among
the outstanding perlormers were former Pius
burghians Earl Hines, Mary Lou Williams, Art
Blakey and Ahmad Jamal. More than 17,000
came during the three days. Wein was also in
charge of a Deuoit Jazz Festival in mid-August
and the Ohio Valley Jaze Festival at the State
Fair in Columbus from August 27 o 29.
Furthermore, he helped assemble the first Down
Beat Festival in Chicago, August 13-15.

The apex of Wein's year, however, is always
the Newport Festival. Ensconced at a new site,
Festival Field on Connell Highway, the 12th
annual Newport rites took place July 1-4. (In
the fall, he arranged for an exchange ol talent
between the Newpore Festival and the Metropoli-
tan Opera—the Met's people to appear at New-
port for four concerts next July alter the jazz
festival; the Newporters to perform at Manhat-
tan’s Lewisohn Stadium concerts.) Although the
usial array of stars—from Thelonious Monk to
Muddy Waters—was present this year, the cyno-
sure of the festival was a former band singer
with Tommy Dorsey. Making his first appear-
ance at Newport, Frank Sinatra arrived in the
hiply regal style 10 which his followers have long
been accustomed. On the final night, a helicopter
dropped serenely onto the ficld, bearing the non-
pareil—and  exceedingly well-guarded—Sinatra.
After a robust set with the Count Basie band,
Sinatra returned 1o his home in the sky as the
audience, mesmerized, watched the helicopter
until it was out of sight. No one all year cut
that entrance and that exit.

Of the more than 47,000 who auended the
Newport Festival, 15,000 came for the Sunday
night with Sinatra. Similar Luge, enthusiastic
crowds welcomed the minstrel as he and Basie
made a short summer tour. Two months before
his scheduled two performances at the Forest
Hills Festival in New York in July, all tickets
were gone. When a third night was added, it,
too, was quickly sold out. Clearly, Sinatra’s
drawing power has never been stronger, and al-
though his participation in the jazz year was
brief, he scored a singular wiumph. It was a
fitting milestone for Sinatra’s 25th year in show
business. Toward year's end, two TV specials (on
NBC and CBS) marked that event and, coindi-
dentally, celebrated Sinatra’s 50th birthcay.

The climax of the jazzfestival season was in
Monterey, California, September 17-19. Al-
though the music was uneven, the Monterey Fes-
tival was again, on balance, the most absorbing
of the year's alfresco jazz celebrations. More than
30,000 heard, among other varicgated sounds,
Duke Ellington's (continued on page 179)
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with insidious and compelling
power, a dark and loathsome
scheme took sinister shape within
the secret confines of his mind

Part Il of a novel
By VLADIMIR NABOKOV

SYNOPSIS: To his neighbors in Berlin,
the chocolate meychant Hermann presents
an enigma. Quiwardly mundane, smug,
priggish, he appears to be a typical bour-
geors German businessman, living with
his sensual wife Lydia and their maid
Elsie in a comfortable flat, where frequent
visitors include Lydia’s strapping cousin,
the roguish painter Ardalion, and the
philosophical Orlovius. But within this
shell observers may perhaps detect an-
other Hermann, a narcissist who cannot
pass a mirvor without a backward look,
an cgoist consumed in self-delusion, a
near bankrupt, desperate for recognition
and security.

On a business trip to Prague, Hermann
meets Felix, an itinerant ne'er-dowell,
and is immediately struck by their aston-
ishing resemblance. They ave doubles, he
concludes, although (o Felix the likeness
is, at best, yemole. However, Felix oppor-
tunistically takes advantage of this con-
viction to ask Hermann to get him a job.

When Hermann returns to Berlin, he
finds Lydia and Ardulion planning a
picnic at the painter’s wooded retreat.
Without knowing quile why, Hermann
is magnetically drawn to this lonely glade
with its sequestered lake and marshes.
And, although his business is failing, he
makes time (o visit it frequently and
alone.

Subsequently, Hermann narrates, he
wriles lo Felix io inform him that he has
found him a job and to arrange a rendez-
vous for some weeks later in the toun of
Tarnitz. He goes there and discovers
Felix seated on a bench in a park, dealing
out crumbs to sparrows. Hermann and
Felix are fatefully face to face once more.

KEEPING MY EYESs fixed on the ground, I
shook his right hand with my left, simul-
tancously picked up the fallen stick, and
sat down on the bench beside him.

“You are late,” 1 said, without looking
at him. He laughed. Sull without look-
ing, I unbuttoned my overcoat, removed
my hat, passed my palm across my head.
1 felt hot all over. The wind had died in
the madhouse.

“l recognized you at once,” said
Felix in a fawning idiotically conspirant
manner.

I was looking now at the stick in my
hands. It was a stout, weathered stick,
with its lime wood notched in one place
and the owner’s name neatly branded on
it: “Felix so and so,” and under that the
date, and then the name of his village. T
put it back on the bench, with the fleet-
ing thought that he had come on foot,
the rascal.

At last, bracing myself, I turned to-
ward him. Still, it was not at once that I
glanced at his face: I started working
from his feet upward, as one sees on the
screen when the cameraman is trying to
be tantalizing. First came big, dusty
shoes, thick socks sloppy about the an-
kles, then shiny blue trousers (the cordu-
roy ones having presumably rotted) and
a hand holding a crust of dry bread.
Then a blue coat over a darkgray
sweater. Still higher the soft collar that I
knew (though now comparatively clean).
There 1 stopped. Should I leave him
headless or go on building him? Taking
cover behind my hand I glanced between
my fingers at his face.

For a moment I had the impression
that it had all been a delusion, a halluci-
nation—that never could he have been
my double, that gump, with his raised
eyebrows, expectantly leering, not quite
knowing yet what countenance to as-
sume-—therefore raising those eyebrows,
so as to be on the safe side. For a mo-
ment, as 1 say, he appeared to me as like
me as any man. But then, their fright
over, the sparrows returned, one of them
hopping quite close, and that diverted
his attention; his features fell back to
their proper position, and I saw, once
again, the marvel that had arrested me
five months before.

He flung a handful of crumbs to the
sparrows. The nearest made a flurried
peck, the crumb sprang up and was
nabbed by another, which immediately
llew away. Felix again turned to me
with his former expectant and cringing
servility.

“That one got nothing,” said I, point-
ing to a linde chap standing apart and
clicking his beak helplessly.

“He's young,” observed Felix. “Look,
he has hardly any tail yet. I like birdies,”
he added with a mawkish grin.

“Been in the war?” I queried; and sev-
eral umes running, I cleared my throat,
for my voice was hoarse.

“Yes,” he answered.
Why?"

“Oh, nothing. Damned afraid of get-
ting killed, eh?”

He winked and spoke with evasive
obscurity:

“Every mouse has a house, but it's not
every mouse that comes out.”

In German the end rhymed too; 1 had
already noticed his fondness for insipid
sayings; and it was quite useless racking
one's brains trying to see the idea he
really desired to express.

“That's all. There is no more for you,”
said he in an aside to the sparrows. “I
like squirrels too™” (again that wink). “It's
good when a wood is full of squirrels. 1
like 'emn because they are against the
landowners. And moles.”

“What about sparrows?” I asked with
great gentleness. “Are they ‘against’ as
you put it?”

“A spartow is a beggar among birds—a
real street beggar. A beggar,” he repeat-
ed again and again, leaning with both
hands on his stick and swaying a litde. It
was obvious he considered himsell to be
an exwaordinarily aswute arguer. No, he
was not merely a fool, he was a fool of
the melancholic type. Even his smile was
glum—made one sick to look at it. And
nevertheless I looked greedily. It inter-
ested me hugely to observe how our re-
markable likeness got broken by the
working of his face. If he were to atain
old age, I reflected, his grins and gri-
maces would end by eroding completely
our resemblance which is now so perfect
when his face freezes.

Hermann (playfully): *“Ah, you are a
philosopher, I see.”

That scemed to offend him a litle.
“Philosophy is the invention of the rich,”
he objected with deep conviction. “And
all the rest of it has been invented too:
religion, poetry . . . oh, maiden, how I
sufter, oh, my poor heart! I don’t believe
in love. Now, friendship—that’s another
matter. Friendship and music.

“I'll tell you something,” he went on,
laying his stick aside and addressing me
with some heat. “1'd like to have a friend

“Two years.
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who'd always be ready to share his slice
of bread with me and who'd bequeath 1o
me a piece of land, a cottage. Yes, I'd like
to have a real friend. I'd work for him as
a gardener, and then afterward his gar-
den would become mine, and I'd always
remember my dead comrade with grate-
ful tears. We'd fiddle together, or, say,
he'd play the Alute and 1 the mandolin.
But women . . . now, really, could you
name a single one who did not deceive
her husband?”

“All very true! Very rue indeed. It's a
pleasure 10 hear you 1alk. Did vou ever
go o school?”

“Just for a short time. What can one
learn at school? Nothing. If a fellow is
clever, what good are lessons to him? The
chief thing is Nawre. Politics, for in-
stance, don’t attract me. And generally
speaking . . . the world, you know, is
dirt.”

“A perfectly logical conclusion,” said
L. "Yes—your logic is faultless. Quite sur-
prisingly so. Now, look here, clever, just
hand me back that pencil of mine and be
quick about it.”

That made him sit up and put him
into the frame of mind I required.

“You forgot it on the grass,” he mum-
bled in a bewildered manner. “I didn't
know if I'd sce you again.”

“Stole it and sold it!” I criecd—even
stamped my foort.

His reply was remarkable: first he
shook his head denying the theft and
then immediately nodded admitting the
transaction. There was gathered in him,
I believe, the whole bouquet of human
stupidity.

“Confound you,” I said, “be more cir-
cumspect next time. Well, anyway, let’s
let bygones—— Have a cigarette.”

He relaxed and beamed, as he saw my
wrath had passed; started to display grat-
itude: “Thank you, oh, thank you. Now,
really, how marvelously alike we arel
Mighin't one suppose my father had
sinned with your mother?” And he
laughed wheedlingly, very pleased with
his joke.

“To business,” said 1, affecting a sud-
den bluff gravity. “I have invited you
here not merely for the ethereal delights
of small wlk. I spoke in my letter of the
help I was going to give you, of the work
I had found for you. First of all, how-
ever, let me put you one question. Your
answer must be candid and exact. Tell
me, what do vou think T am?”

Felix examined me, then turned away
and shrugged his shoulders.

“I's not a riddle I'm setting you,” I
went on patiently. “1 perfectly realize
that you cannot know my identity. Let
us, in any case, waive aside the possibility
vou so wittily mentioned. Our blood, Fe-
lix, is not the same. No, my good chap,
not the same. I was born a thousand
miles from your cradle and the honor of

my parents—as ol yours, I hope—is un-
stained. You are an only son: So am 1.
Conscquently neither o me nor to you
can there come that mysicrious creature:
a long-lost. brother once stolen by the
gypsies. No ties unite us; 1 have no obli-
gations toward you, mark that well, no
obligations whatever; if T intend helping
vou, I do so of my own free will. Bear
that in mind. please. Now, let me ask you
again: what do you suppose 1 am? What
is the opinion you have formed of me?
For you must have formed some kind of
opinion, mustn’t you?"

“Maybe voure an actor,” said Felix
dubiously.

“If 1 understand you aright, friend,
you mean that at our first meeting you
thought: “Ah, he is probably one of those
theatrical blokes, the dashing kind, with
funny lancies and fine clothes; maybe a
celebrity” Am I correct?”

Felix fixed the toe of his shoe with
which he was smoothing the gravel, and
his face assumed a rather strained
expression.

“I didn't think anything,” he said
pecvishly. “1 simply saw—well, that you
were sort of curious about me, and so on.
And do you actors ger well paid?”

A tiny note: the idea he gave me ap-
peared to me subtle; the singular bend
which it ook brought it into contact
with the main part of my plan.

“You've guessed,” I exclaimed, “you've
guessed. Yes, I'm an actor. A film actor,
to be accorate. Yes, that's right. You put
it niccly, splendidly! What clse can you
say about me?”

Here 1 noticed that somehow his spir-
its had fallen. My profession seemed to
have disappointed him. There he sat
frowning moodily with the half-smoked
cgarctie held between finger and thumb.
Suddenly he lified his head, blinked.

“And what kind of work do you want
1o offer me?” he inquired without his
former ingratiating sweetness.

“*Not so fast, not so fast. All in its prop-
er time. I was asking you what else did
you think of me? Come, answer me.
Please.”

“Oh, well . . . I know you like trav-
eling; that’s abow all.”

In the meantime night was ap-
proaching; the sparrows had long disap-
peared: the monument loomed darker
and seemed to have grown in size. From
behind a black tree there came out noise-
lessly a gloomy and fleshful moon. A
cloud slipped a mask over it in passing,
which lelt visible only its chubby chin.

“Well, Felix, it's geting dark and dis-
mal out here. I bet you are hungry. Come
on, let us find something to eat and go on
with our talk over a pint of ale. Does that
suit you?"

“It does,” said Felix in a slightly live-
licr voice and then added sententiously:
“A hungry belly has no ears” (I wanslate
his adages anyhow: in German they all
jingled with rhymes).

We got up and advanced toward the
yellow lights of the boulevard. As niglt
fell, T was hardly aware of our resem-
blance. Felix slouched beside me, seem-
ingly deep in thought and his mode of
walking was as dull as himself.

I queried: “Have you ever been w
Tarnitz before?”

"“No,” he answered. “1 don't care for
towns. Me and my likes find towns
tiresome.”

The sign of a pothouse. Standing in
the window a barrel, guarded by two
bearded brownies of terra cotta. As good
as any other. We entered and chose a
table in a far corner, As 1 withdrew the
glove from my hand, I surveyed the place
with a searching eyve. There were only
three people and these paid no attention
to us whatever. The waiter came up, a
pale little man with pince-nez (it was not
the first time I had seen a pincenez'd
waiter, but I could not recall where and
when I had scen one already). While
awaiting our order, he looked at me,
then at Felix. Naturally, owing to my
mustache, our likeness did not leap 10
the cyes; and indeed, I had let my mus-
tache grow with the special purpose ol
not attracting undue atiention when ap
pearing ogether with Felix. There is, |
believe, somewhere in Pascal a  wise
thought: that two persons resembling
cach other do not present any interest
when met singly, but acate quite a stir
when both appear at once. 1 have never
read Pascal nor do 1 remember where 1
pinched that quotation. Oh, 1 used to
thrive on such monkey tricks in my
youth! Unfortunately 1 was not alone in
making a show of this or that pickpocke
maxim. In St Petershburg once, at a
party, I remarked: “There are fcelings,
says Turgency, which may be expressed
only by music.” A few minutes later
there arrived one more guest, who,
in the middle of the conversation, deliv-
cred the very same phrase, lifted from
the program of a concert at which I had
noticed him heading for the green room.
He, and not I, made an ass of himsell, 10
be sure; still, it produced an uncomforta-
ble fecling in me (though I derived some
relief from asking him slyly how he had
liked the great Viabranova), so I decided
to cut out the highbrow business. All this
is a digression and not an evasion-—most
emphatically not an evasion: for 1 fem
nothing and will tell all. It should be ad-
mitted that 1 exercise an exquisite con-
trol not only over myself but over my
style of writing. How many novels 1
wrote when young—just like that, casual-
ly, and without the least intention of
publishing them. Here is another utier-
ance: a published manuscript, says Swift,
is comparable to a whore. I happened
one day (in Russia) to give Lydia a manu-
script of mine to read, welling her that it

(continued on page 102)
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ROM TIME TO TIME, the groves
F of academe can be counted on
to supply our peripatetic lensmen
with a coed candidate for cum laude
centerfold honors. The latest ma-
triculated miss to win gatefold laurels
15 21-year-old Melinda Windsor, an
opulently endowed (38-23-36) Ohio-
bred beauty who has been one of
UCLA’s comeliest coeds for the past
two vears. Eschewing the percnnial
distaff undergrad’s custom of pur-
suing a bachelor’s degree until the
right bachelor comes along, Melinda,
who's majoring in psyvchology (with
a minor in Janguages). plans to put
in a postgraduate stint with an eye
toward a teaching career. “I'm not
working my way through college
just to earn an ‘M.R.S. decgree,”
vows our Valentine Playmate. 1 was
holding down a daytime job as an
msurance rater to pay for my
night classes at UCLA, but with the
money 1've received [or my Playmate
appearance, I'm now able 10 give my
undivided attention to the pursuit of
a sheepskin.” Occasionally, on winter
weekends, Melinda will take a break
from her baccalaureate endeavors
and head for the beginners’ slopes at
nearby Big Bear ski resort. “I'm not
ready for tough runs yet,” she ad-
mits, “but my ski instructor says my
form is nearly perlect.” Hear! Hear!

STUDENT
PRINCESS

our february playmate s
defimtely one for the books




Left: Although Melinda would love to luxuriate in the tub, there's no time tor sudsy contemplation as an early and imminent psychology class
on the UCLA campus causes Playmate Windsor to dry off on the double. Above left: Her crowded curriculum makes this February filly a busy
miss. A king-size notebock in tow, our college queen, a study in natural beauty (| hate make-up, and | like to think that | don’t make a fetish
out of fashion™), heads determinedly from her psych session to a German class, pauses long enough, above right, to look over the up-
coming events posted on a Uclan bulletin board. Below left: Classes over, she puls a campus study orea to good use as she casts o critical eye
over her soon-due psychology term paper. Below right: Melinda irons out o Freudion fine point in a greensward gab session with a classmate.




Mlss FEBRUARY PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH




T,
* .

Above left: Book bargain-hunter Melinda checks the poperback catalag in the UCLA student bockstere for both required and extro-
curriculor reading moaterial. ["When I'm not beoning up on Pavlov, Adler and Jung, | like to lose myself in a wild Jomes Bond
thriller.”}) Abave right: Befare heading hame ta homework, the whirlwind Miss Windsor staps with same friends at Wil Wright's famed
compus-side ice-cream shop, mulls over the shori-but-sweet menu befare deciding an o sundoe ["Hot fudge with burnt almonds ond
dan't spore the whipped cream”) ta sustain her till dinnerfime. Below: Her hard-hit boaks behind her, weekending Melinda rewards her-
self with o well-deserved respite as she bottoms-up an apres-ski hat chocolate at o slopeside ladge, pleased with her role as a girl on the ga.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY TONY MARCL



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

We just heard about the human cannon ball
who wanted to retire from his circus job.
“But you can’t quit the show after all these
yvears,” moaned the circus director. “Where
else can I find a man of your caliber?”

The young kindergarten teacher had just in-
structed her charges to come forward as their
names were called and be prepared to draw
something on the blackboard that had been the
cause of excitememt in their homes during the
previous week. One by one the pupils came for-
ward and sketched such items as report cards,
television sets, mothers” new hats, and the like.
When it came time for Johnny, the class cutup,
1o comply with the assignment, however, he
walked 1o the board and simply made two white
chalk dows before returning to his seat. Suspect
ing that he was up o onc of his usual pranks,
the weacher advised Johnny that he had better
be able 1o explain why those two dows were
exciting if he didn't want 1o be kept alter school.

“Well,”" said Johuny, “the other day you
told us that those dots are also called peri-
ods A

“That's correct,” the teacher interrupted.
“But what could possibly he exciung about two
periods?”

“Beats me,” veplied Johnny. “But that's how
many my sister in high school says she's missed,
and they're causing an awlul lot of excitement
around our house!”

Flonrs, please,” said the hotel clevator opera-
tor, and a young man at the back of the car
called out, “Ballroom. please.”

At which the pretty young thing in front of
him wwrned and said, "Oh, I'm sorry, T didn’t
realize I was crowding you.”

The American diplomatic courier had just ar-
rived in the tin?' Latin-American capital and as
he strode briskly out of the airport terminal,
he was obviously charged with the sense of his
own sell-importance—snapping instructions at
the porters curying his luggage and looking
about impatiently for ithe car that was sup-
posed to be there to meet him. He certainly had
no ume for the dirty little street urchins who
trailed after him rying to sell everything from
a shoeshine 1o their sisters.

“Hey, American,” called out one lad especial-
ly worldly-wise for his years. “I get what you
like, if you pay—feelthy pictures, marijuana,
girls . . . boys . . . P!

“1 can’t be bothered with this vermin,” the
undiplomatic messenger disdainfully proclaimed,
brushing his ragged pursuers aside. "My busi-
ness here s with the Amenican ambassador!”

“Can do, serior,” rcspondcd the boy. “But for
an ambassador, you weel have o pay exwra.”

"

The incbrinted university professor staggered
into the bar and asked the bartender for a dry
martinus.

“Beg your pardon, sir,” the barender re-
plied. “but do you mean a martiniz"”

“Now see here, my good man,” exclaimed
the 90-proof prof. “If T want wwo, I'll ask for
them.”

Om' Unabashed Dictionary defines wolf as a
man with a Little black book of canceled
chicks.

During his examination of a newly arrived
Viennese blm starlet, a Hollywood gynecolo-
gist inquired, “Have you had a checkup within
the past year, miss?”

“1 don’t believe so, darlink,” she purred.
“Just an occasional Hungarian or two.”

The battle of the sexes will never be won by
cither side, because there’s oo much fraternie
g with the c¢nemy.

PRI O

Ouw “Unabashed Dictionary defines beatnik
cannibal as one who eats three squares a day.

M:my a girl with a big wardrobe started out
with just a liule slip.

Two Indian scouts watched silently from their
place ol concealment behind some shrubbery as
the first white scttlers set foot on the North
American continent. After solemnly surveying
the scene for several minutes, the one Indian
turned to the other and said, “Well, there goes
the neighborhood.”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a postcard
to Party Jokes Editor, pravsoy, 232 E. Ohio St.,
Chicago, 1. 60611, and carn 825 for each joke
used. In case of duplicates, payment is made
for first card received. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Wouldn’t il be easier if you got a studio with heat?”
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d eS p al r fcontinued from page 92)

was the work of a [riend; she Tound it
boring and did not finish it. To this day
my handwriting is practically unfamiliar
to her. 1 have exactly 25 kinds of
handwritings, the best (i.c., these I use
the most readily) being as  follows:
a round diminutive one with a pleasant
plumpness about its curves, so that every
word looks like a newly baked fancy
cake; then a fast cursive, sharp and nasty,
the scribble of a hunchback in a hurry,
with no dearth of abbreviations; then a
suicide’s hand, every lewter a noose, every
comma a wigger: then the one I prize
most: big, legible, fum and absoluiely
impersonal; thus might write the ab-
stract hand in its superhuman cuff, which
one finds figured on signposts and in
textbooks of physics. It was in such a
hand that I began writing the book now
offeved to the reader: soon, however, my
pen ran amuck: this book is written in
all my 25 hands mixed wgether, so
that the typesetter or some typist, un-
known to me, or again the definite per-
son 1 have elected. that Russian author
to whom my manuscript will be forward-
ed when the time comes, might think
that several people participated in the
writing of my book: and it is also ex-
tremely probable that some rat-fuced, sly
little expert will discover in its caco-
graphic orgy a sure sign of psychic abnor-
mality. So much the better.

There . . . 1 have mentioned you, my
first reader, you, the well-known author
of psychological novels. I have read them
and found them very artificial, though
not badly constructed. What will you
feel, reader-writer, when you tackle my
tale? Delight? Envy? Or even . . . who
knows? . . . you may use my termless re-
moval to give out my stuff for your own
. . . for the fruit of your own crafty . . .
yes, I grant you that . . . crafty and expe-
ricnced imagination; leaving me out in
the cold. It would not be hard [or me 0
take in advance proper measures against
such impudence. Whether I shall take
them, that is another question. What if 1
find it rather Hateering that you should
steal my property? Thelt is the best com-
pliment one¢ can possibly pay a thing.
And do you know the most amusing
partz 1 assume that, having made up
your mind 1o effect that pleasant rob-
bery, you will suppress the compromising
lines, the very lines 1 am writing now,
and, morcover, fashion cervvin bits 10
vour liking (which is a less pleasant
thought) just as a motorcar thiel repaints
the car he has stolen. And, in this respect,
I shall allow myself to relate a litde
story, which is certainly the funniest
little story 1 know.

Some ten days ago, thae is, about the
tenth of March 1931 (half a year has sud-
denly gone—a fall in a dream, a run in
ume’s stocking), a person, or persons,
passing along the highway or through

the wood (that, I think, will be settled in
duc course) espied, on its edge, and un-
lawlully took possession of, a small blue
car of such and such a make and power (I
leave out the rechnical details). And, as a
matter of fact, that is all.

I do not daim that this story has uni-
versal appeal: its point is none oo ob-
vious. It made me scream with Lwughter
only because 1 was in the know. I may
add that nobody told it me, nor have I
read it anywhere; what I did was, really,
to deduce it by means of some close rea-
soning Irom the bare fact of the car's

arance, a fact quite wrongly iner-
preted by the papers. Back again, time!

“Can you driver” was, I remember, the
question I suddenly put to Felix, when
the waiter, [ailing to notice anything
particular about us, placed before me a
lemonade and before Felix a tankard of
beer, into the profuse froth of which my
blurred double cagerly dipped his upper
lip.

“What?" he uttered, with a beatilic
grunt.

“I was asking il you can drive a car.”

“Can't T just! 1 once chummed up
with a chauffeur who worked at a castle
near my village. One fine day we ran
over a sow. Lord, how she squealed!™

The waiter brought us some sort of
gravy-logged hash, a great deal of it, and
mashed potatoes, also drowned in sauce.
Where the deuce had I already seen a
pincenez on a waiter's nose? Ah—it
comes back o me (only now, while writ-
ing this!)—at a rotten little Russian res-
taurant in Berlin: and that other waiter
was very like this one—the same sort of
sullen  straw-haired  little man, but of
gentler birth.

“So that’s that, Felix. We have caten
and drunk; now, let us talk. You have
made  certain  suppositions  concerning
me and these have proved correct. Now,
before going deeper ino the business on
hand, I want to skeich out for your
benefit a general picture of my per
sonality and life; you won't be long in
understanding why 1 is wrgent. To
begin with . . "

I wok a sip and resumed:

“To begin with. I was born of a rich
family. We had a house and a garden—
ah, what a garden, Felix! Imagine, not
merely rose trees but rose thickets, roses
of all kinds, each varicty bearing a
framed label: roses, you know, receive
names as resounding as those given o
race horses. Besides roses, there grew in
our garden a quantity of other flowers.
and when, of a4 morning, the whole plice
was brilliant with dew. the sight, Felix,
was a dream. When still a child, T loved
to look after our garden and well did
know my job: 1 had a small watering
can, Felix, and a small mauwock, and my
parents would sit in the shade of an old
cherry tree, planted by my grandfather,

and look on, with tender emotion, at
me, the small busybody (just imagine,
imagine the picwure!) engaged in remov-
ing from the roses. and squelching. cater-
pillars that looked like twigs. We had
plemy of farmyard creatures, as, for ex
ample, rabbits, the most oval animal ol
all, il you know what 1 mean; and chol-
eric turkeys with carbuncular cavuncles
(I made a gobbling sound) and darling
little kids and many, many others.

“Then my parents lost all dheir money
and died, and the lovely garden van-
ished; and it is only now that happiness
seems to have come my way once more: |
have lately managed to acquie a bit of
land on the edge of a lake, and there
will be a new gavden still beter than the
old once. My sappy boyhood was per-
fumed through and through with all
those flowers and frums, whereas the
neighboring wood, huge and thick, cast
over my soul a shadow of romantic
melancholy.

“I was always lonely, Felix, and I am
lonely still. Women . . . No need o mlk
of those fickle and lewd beings. 1 have
traveled a good deal; just like you, 1 love
to rove with a bag strapped to my
shoulders, although. 10 be sure, there
were always certain reasons  (which 1
wholly condemn) for my wanderings to
be more agreeable than yours. It is really
a striking thing: have you ever pondered
over the following matters—two men,
alike poor, live not alike: one, say, as
you, frankly and hopelessly leading a
beggar's  existence, while the other,
though quite as poor, living in a very
different style—a cavelvee, well-fed fel-
low, moving among the gay rich . . .

“Why is it sof Because, Felix, those
two belong w  difterent  classes; and
speaking of classes, let us imagine a man
who wravels fourth-class without a ticket
and another who travels first, without
one cither: X sus on a hard bench; Mr.
Y lolls on a cushioned seat: but hoth
have empty purses—or. to be precise, Mr.
Y has got a purse 1o show. though emp-
ty, whereas X has not even that and cin
show nothing but holes in the lining of
his pocket.

“By speaking thus [ am trying to make
you grasp the difference between us: |1
am an actor, living generally on  air,
but I have always clastic hopes for the
luture; they may be strewched indefinite-
ly, such hopes, without bursting. You
are dented even that; and you would
have always remained a pauper, had not
a miracle occurred; that miracle is my
meelng you.

“There is not a thing, Felix, that one
could not exploit. Nay, more: there is
not a thing that one conld not exploit
for a very long time. and very success
fully. Maybe in the more fiery of your
dreams you saw a number of two figures,
the limit of your aspirations. Now, how-
ever, the dream does not only come true,

(continued on page 15)




A LITTLE LEXICON OF L*VE

the anatomy of those euphemisms that inhabit and inhibit the language of the tender passion
article By RAY RUSSELL

AMONG CERTAIN primitive tribes, even today, the men
and women speak separate languages, members of one
sex being strictly forbidden to utter or learn the
Language of the other. Since these same tribes pro-
create in gren abundance, we can assume that court-
ships, complete with the equivalents of sweet nothings
and passionate vows, are carried on in pantomime,
like the game of charades.

In more sophisticated socictics, although the two
sexes speak the same language (more or less), they
usually avoid the subject that is uppermost in their
minds most of the time, or, if they do talk about it,
they must speak by indirection. The poet Robert
Graves neatly caprured this state of affairs in just
four short lines from one of his verses:

“Is this,” she asked, “what the lower orders
call . . . 77

“Yes, yes.” replied her lover, Lord Whitehall,

“But hush! the expression is a trifle crude—"

“Much oo good for them,” cvied Lady
Ernuntrude . . .

This epitomizes one of the many paradoxes attend-
ant upon that most pleasurable of human activities,
namely:

Namely what? That’s precisely the point. The name
is uswally forbidden. Even the most emancipated and
liberal of us, those who freely and unashamedly relish
the act, feel that “the expression is a trifle crude.”
Like the ancient Hebrew name for God, we dare not
pronounce it directly for [ear of thunderous reprisals,
but must instead concoct substitute words, evasions,
cold clinical labels. The True Name has been ban-
ished to the gheuwo of “bad language.”

The deputy words offered by proper language are
not merely flaccid and oblique—that would be bad
enough—but the plain fact of the matter is that,
clinical jargon and polite evasions aside, in proper
language there is no word for the acl of love.

No word, that is, that can be used as simply as
“kiss,” for example, is used in either its verb form
("He kissed her,” I wanmt 1o kiss you™) or its noun
form (“Give me a littde kiss,” “A kiss on the hand
may be quite Continenmal”). To be sure, the diction-
aries are full of such words as “coition,” “coitus,”
“copulate,” “lornicate,” “sex,” and phrases like the
pompous and formidable “sexual intercourse,” but

aside for the nonce—are almost always dependent
upon the clumsy crutches of auxiliary words: One can
say “They fornicated.” but in other constructions it is
not so simple (one must say “He lornicated with her.”
“She copulated with him,” “They performed coitus,”
“They had sex.” and so on).

None of these words can stand alone, as “kiss™ can.
“He fornicated her” is ungrammatical, and so is “She
wanted himn to coit her” or “I'd like 10 copulate you,”
1o say nothing of “Please sexual intercourse me, dar-
ling.” These words are not only fussy, evasive and
cowardly: they are downright incompetent. They do
not work. They are indeed “bad language.”

There is one true word (1 speak not of slang), and
only one. which needs no crutch: which, like “kiss,”
is both verb and noun; which can be used as simply
as “kiss”; and which is exactly as short as “kiss™ (one
syllable, four letters). But this word, which most ol
us have spoken and all of us have heard, which is
linguistically necessary, whose function is unique and
irreplaceable, whose lineage streiches back to the
dawn ol the English tongue, is a word that proper
Linguage will not recognize, a word so interdicted and
proscribed thae it must not be printed on this page.®

Out of this reluctance o call a spade a spade—or
perhaps “to call a heart a heart” would be more in
keeping with our tender context—has sprung a min-
iature language or dialect, a litle lexicon of euphe-
misms and nicknames for the act of love (itsell a
cuphemism) and all that pertains to it

Thus, the act—or Topic A-——has been known as
everything from the whimsical Playing House to the
vivied Laying Pipe, and just about every category ol
word and phrase in between—except, of course, any
word or phrase that comes close to being specific or
direct. We have the mendacious Sleeping With; and
its companion, the highly evasive Going To Bed
With. Then there is Having Relations and Being
Intimate (beloved of legal minds); Sexual Congress,
Sexual Contact and the aforementioned Sexual Inter-
coursc (favorites of the medical profession); To Know
and To Lie With (of Biblical fame); Converse and
Palliardise (fossils from Dr. Samuel Johnson's hiction-
ary); the whole range of manulactory phrases—Make
Love, Make Out, Make Whoopee, Make I, and
simply Make; the itinerary Going The Route and
Going All The Way; the Vicorians' Having To Do

these—their austere and often pejorative qualities set . With, Having His Way  (continued on page 162)

*This footnote’s astevisk is apt, because the word circuitously veferved to abouve, in its vare appearances m
specialized dictionaries, usually has one or more of its lelters veplaced by asterisks (out of fear, presumably, that
the dictionaries might otherwise be banned, buyned or impounded). In Evic Pavividge's “Origins.” for imslance,
it is rendered as F**k; whereas in Mr. Partridge's “A4 Diclionary of Slang and Unconventional English” it s
given as Frck, which would appear to be a step in the vight diection, excepl for the glhun chronological fact
that the “Dictionary” is an earlier work than “Ovigins,” and so the step is from one asterisk o two, and there-
fore nol progress bul regression. 1 must, while I've got you corneved down here in this fooinote, add a touch
of purely personal prejudice against the use of the asterish m this manner. I mean, why must it be the asterisk?
It is such a spiky, barbed, forbidding little symbol, not unlike the cactus or the porcupine. If letiers must be re-
placed by surrogate signs—and I'm not endovsing such replacement for a moment—uwhy not choose a sign more
appropriate to the subject? I nominate the dynamic exclamation point, a proud, erect character which, with its
round appendage, is admivably suited to the office. For, whereas theve is something craven and defeated about
Feok and vven Frck, there is a fine, bold, potent look to Flck, and positively a call-to-arms effect about F!!k.
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““The lobster is abubbling,
the tournedos are abrowning.

Come, my pigeon, we have plenty

of time to make the world
our very own oyster, thanks
to playboy’s recipes for
INSTANT GOURMET COOKERY.”

NO BACHELOR who has invited a sweet
young thing up to his apartment for
dinner wants to spend most of his time
in the kitchen fiddling over a hot stove.
Even if he has promised her a meal fit
for Escofhier, the idea is for our man to
be out where the action is and not rat-
tling around the scullery looking for a
wire whisk.

Quickness of cooking by itself isnt
the complete answer. The chefl who has
mastered the art of table for two-ing
knows that ease of preparation counts
for more than just speed for the sake of
speed. Nothing could take less time than
simply dropping a pouch of frozen lob-
ster newburg into a pot of boiling water
and then waiting a few moments until the
seafood reaches the bubbling point. The
lass at your side might be pleased by
your menu selection, but the pouch in
which it came could give her the idea that
you don’t think her palate is worth the
wooing.

There’s a far better way for a man with
a maiden. In a chafing dish, sauté¢ chunks
of freshly boiled lobster meat in butter,
blaze them with brandy and sherry, sim-
mer them with sweet cream and thicken
the velvety newburg sauce with egg yolks.
Thus you will spin out a warm bevy of
aromas in a matter of minutes that
both flatters and surprises her. What
makes the ritual so easy with the chafing
dish is the cooked fresh lobsier which you
can now buy at any respectable fish or
scalood stall. Lobster is just one of a
growing parade of [reshly cooked viands
that emancipate the bachelor [rom shell-
ing, boiling, steaming, braising and
countless other culinary chores. Gourmet
counters are now piled to the groaning
point:  turkeys—smoked, roasted or
rolled; chickens—rolled, sliced or right
off the rousserie; cooked and shelled
jumbo shrimp; fresh crab lump; boiled
ox tongue; prime corned-beef brisket;
roast beef and roast pork—all on
Lucullan display. So many members of
the ham fraternity are sold cooked
that in many markets it's all you can
do to find a raw one any more. And
that’s no loss to those who remember the

food By THOMAS MARIO

ILLUSTRATION BY BEN WOHLBERG

105



PLAYBOY

24-to-18 hours’ soaking. six hours’ boiling
and two hours” baking and glazing that
used o be required. Becleaters should
not expect thae the cold roast beel on the
counter, although useful at the proper
time, will take the place of the prime
ribs they roast in their own ovens. But
then, roasting beefl is one of those few
cooking assignments  where, happily,
your main job is siting around, sipping
gibsons and dipping into the caviar,
while waiting lor the oven bell o ring.
The proper approach is 10 choose a meal
in stuch a way thae either you can prepare
it in a wice or it can quite literally cook
isell while vou busy yoursell with the
more enjovable task of socializing, ready
o turn on @ second’s notice o an in-
stant gourmet.

In the imaginative chef’s hands, a sim-
ple thing like woked shrimp, normally
used for shrimp cockuail, opens up
haughty hors-d’ocuvre possibilities, The
most obvious ploy, but still a very good
ong, is o combine the shrimp with fresh
craly meat or lobster or both in an cle-
gant seafood cockiail. Parboiled scallops
or cooked shrimps are the basic ingredi-
ents of another delightful inwroductory
course. Use the small bay scallops or cut
the sea scallops imo halves or thirds;
marinate them in French dressing for
about an hour and drain before serving
cold on toothpicks. Or you can join your
shrimps with diced ripe avocado sprin-
kledd with lime and onion juices and
with raw sliced mushrooms previously
marinated  in French  dressing, before
adding  the prepared  cocktail  sauce.
Shrimps are a delicate delight with diced
apple, diced crisp cucumber, tiny arii-
choke hearts in oil or aisp waer chest-
nuts. Tuke the prepared bouled cockiail
sauce (be sure it’s ice-cold) and stir in
two or three tablespoons ol sweet cream
and a1 tablespoon of chopped chives to
cich cup. The cream gives a certain
rounddness to the sauce and the chives
add zest. Instead ol serving the shrimps
in seafood cocktail glasses, place then in
puli-paste ot shells, which  can be
bought already made in most quality
groceries, and cover the shrimps with
cwrried mayonnaise and  chopped  hard
eer. Note that i exch instance you're
hardly cooking in the conventional sense
at all, but using your wits and skills he-
forchand to give your guests appetizers
that are a simple blend of the accustomed
and the exotic,

Remember, oo, that the ready-to-cat
foods in the beuer shops aren’t lefltovers
that have seen a beuer day and some-
how or other must be resurrecied, but
are carelully planned for the culinarian
who likes 1o ad-lib at the casserole, the
sandwich board, the chafing dish or the
salad bowl. The sliced chicken roll is a
perfect example of onc of the newer
foods designed 10 coddle the palate with
litble or no cooking. It's as moist as a

106 poulard right out of the pot. You can

handle the slices as easily as you would a
deck of cards without fear of aumbling.
For somcthing as simple as a club sand-
wich, you merely assemble the  sliced
chicken with arisp  bacon, lettuce and
mayonnaise between slices of hot but-
taed wast. Do you find  soluce in
crcuned chicken hash, so beloved by the
radivional clubman? The chicken roll
seems tailor-made not only for this, but
fills the sustaining spot cquacly well in
quickly  preparabie  chicken  terrapin,
chicken 2 Lo king, tomatoes siuffed with
chicken au gratin, spaghert with chick-
en tetrazzini, and so on.

At meal’s end vou cm always count
on the rich polyflavored world of fruits
and cheeses o keep even the most sated
appetite sensuously alert. Combinations
such as a ripe camembert or brie with
fresh Bartlewt or Anjou pears are always
blisstul stimuli. The elegant-tasung des-
sert known as strawberries  Romanolb
is simply fresh strawberries marinated in
orange liqueur and orange juice, mixed
or topped with vanilli-flavored whipped

cream or whipped cream  blended inml

solt ice cream. Il you want a change
from the convenuton-bound swawberry
shortcake, toast slices of brioche. douse
them with créme de cassis and spread
with soltened sweer butter. Cover the
slices with both whole strawbearies and
sliced sweetened  strawberries and  top
with sweetened whipped cream Havored
with a dash of dark Jamaica rum.

Finally, in the casy-twist-of-the-wrist
department, anyone  dedicated 1w fine
dining will want to take advantage of
those culinary classics that by their very
nature are casily made on a fast fire—
frogs’ legs, minute steaks cut from the
shell of beel, call’s liver with red-wine
butter, veal scaloppine. and a thousand
and one omelets. No better example ol
the French cooking a la minute can be
cited than towrnedos quickly browned in
a pan. Escoffier wrote no less than 65
recipes, all built around the same tour-
nedos, (:oupling them with an imagina-
tive garnish cach tme—with artichoke
bottoms and green peas. with stulled
onions, with tomataes flavored with gar-
lic and warragon, with grilled mush-
rooms and peppers, with rice and white
wruflles, and so on.

Remember  that the more sleight of
hand you use in your cooking, the high-
er the quality ol your raw stock must be.
A ity steak, which isn’t cooked ar all
but seasoned raw chopped beel, can only
be made from the hnest prime ground
steer beel obtainable.

In the hnal amalysis, when you sit
down to the table the real object is not
to serve your guests a time sheet detail-
ing the amount of time devoted to each
dish but, more importautly, to simply
dine well.

The lollowing are time-tested recipes
to keep vour guests delighted and you
out ol the kitchen.

CRAB MEAT AND MUSHROOMS AU GRATIN
(Serves four)

1 Ib. fresh exwa-large crab lump (Fro-
zen or canned crab meat may be sub-
stituted)

3 wblespoons buter

14 Ib. sliced fresh mushrooms (Drained
canned  mushrooms may be  sub-
stituted)

2 sallions. including green part. thin-
ly sliced

1, cup dry rum

2 cups light cream

2 egps, beawen

534-or. jar Hollandaise sauce

Salt, pepper, paprika

Grated parmesan cheese

Remove any picees ol shell or cari

Lage fvom crab lump. Melt buner in skil-
let. Add mushrooms and sauté unul just
tender. Add crab lump and sauté just
until heated through, Add scallions and
rum. Flambé. Ser mixture aside. Preheat
broiler flame. Combime 15 cup cold
cream with eges, mixing well. Reserve
for later wse. Heat balance ol cream in
top of double boiler over simmering wa-
ter. When cream is hot, slowly stir in
cgprs. Continue to cook, stirring constant
ly, until mixeure is thick enough o cou
back of spoon. Avoid curdling. Remove
from flame, stir in Hollandaise sauce
and add salt and pepper w aste. Com.
bine crab meat and sauce in Hameprool
shallow casserole. Sprinkle with  parme-
san cheese. Sprinkle lightly with paprika.
Place under broiler until top browns.
Wawch  constantly o avoid  burning,
Turn casserole il necessary o brown
evenly. Serve directly from casserole at
table.

LOBSTER FLAMBE, FRIED CUCUMBERS
(Serves four)

6 1i4-db.  freshly boiled Northern
lobsters

4 wablespoons butter, at room temper-
ature

4 cup cognac

17 cup dvy sharry

2 cups light cream

Flour

14 teaspoon onion powder

Salt, celevy salt. pepper

2 large cucumbers

Salad oil

Have fish dealer remove meat fvom
lobster shells, Cat meat into shces abowm
14 in. thick., Melt 2 gablespoons buner
in saucepan. Add lobsier and sawé just
until lobster is heated through. Add co-
gnac and sherry. When iquors e hot,
flumbé them. Add aream. Bring up 10
boiling point. Mix remaming 2 wble
spoons butter with 2 tablespoons flour to
a smooth paste. Add o saucepan. Hem
over low flame, stivring constantly. until
sauce is thickened. Add onion powder
and sale, celery salt and pepper to st
Keep warm in double boiler or chaling
dish until served. Peel cucumbers, cut

(concluded on page 161)




TOM DALY

mood ebony

article By JAMES FARMER
the leader of core examines the emergent concept of ““negritude”
and its activist impact on the struggle for civil rights

THE NEGRO REVOLUTION is now ten years old. The new Jacobins, the angry young men and women who rose up to claim what
belonged to them, are responsible for transforming a well-intentioned but slow-moving cause into a full-fiedged revolutionary
movement. What the new Jacobins demand today is total war to achieve total rights. If there is any word in this struggle more
hated by these young militants than “moderation.” it is “tokenism.” This revolution exacts from its revolutionists and requires
of its friends and allies a staunch and thoroughgoing commitment in both motivation and concrete actions. Nothing short of
this absolute commitment is acceptable anymore. Il anyone who [ancies himself a supporter or an ally or even a leader does not,
in the opinion of the revolutionists, “feel” the movement, does not, in the vernacular, "dig" the siruggle in the strects, no num-
ber of words or even good deeds will fully qualify him for the Jacobins' trust. If, on the other hand, he appears to “dig”
the movement but falters before the totality of its demands, then he is at best friction within the revolution’s machinery,
at worst a traitor.

The sudden emergence of the Negro's revolutionary mood caught many of his friends, particularly among labor and the
liberals, unaware. Satisfied with their own good intentions, they were geared to a gradual approach to equality. Now they
are puzzled and offended by the criticisms that impatient Negroes have leveled at them. The tension between the Jacobins
andd these men of good (if incomplete) will may yet lead 1o tragedy within the movement—and for the country.

But if the new Jacobins judge their friends harshly, they are even more rigorous in their demands upon themselves and
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upon one another. Discomfort, danger,
suffering are commonplace. To face bru-
tality is routing; 1o risk death, prosaic.
All the revolutionists, being human, ex-
perience fear 1o some extent, but to yield
to human frailty under siress s the
supreme disgrace. These exacting stand-
ards are not new in human (.‘\'l){.‘li‘.'“(lf.
But they are new in the Negro's struggle
for equality in America.

What happened to the movement and
to CORE alter the Montgomery bus boy-
cott in 1955 was a kind ol wedding of two
forces, both bred by the war: They were
the founders of CORE—means-oriented
idealists of pacifisic turn ol mind,
for whom nonviolence was a total philoso-
phy, a way of life; and the new Jal(.ul)ins
—ends-oriented  militans,  disillusioned
with America’s rhetoric of equality, who
saw in direat action a useful weapon and
viewed nonviolence only as a tacic
Without such a fusion, no revolutionary
mass movement could have emerged.
Without its new Jacobins the movement
could never have grown 1o mass propor-
tions, and without the idealists it could
not have developed revolutionary di-
mensions. The anger of one without the
disciplined idealism of the other could
have produced only nihilism. Without
the indigenous anger of the Negro mass-
es, the idealists, for all their zeal, would
have remained largely ineffectual and
would have gone on talking to them-
selves and whispering through an occa-
sional keyhole to another human heart.

The idealists warn that the ends do not
justily the means, and the militants as-
sert with equal validity that means are
worthless which do not achiceve substantial
reform. Out ol the creative tension be-
tween the two has come a third position
which 1 believe more accurately reflects
the movement. Teday, nonviolence is no
longer a philosophy, or a tactic, but a
strategy involving both philosophical and
tactical elements, in a massive and widen-
ing direct-action campaign to redeem the
American promise of [ull freedom for the
Negro.

This does not mean that all of the
hundreds of thousands of Negroes in-
volved in the street campaigns lor equal-
ity accept nonviolence as a strategic or
tactical method of accomplishing  their
ends. It is only the leaders and members
of the nonviolent movement who accept it
in any way as an integral part of the
struggle. The masses who now join sit-ins
and protest marches share only a new-
found willingness to betome  individ-
ually physically involved and o risk
suffermg or jaul for common goals. They
come [rom the pool halls and taverns as
well as the churches, from the ranks of
the unemployed and the alienated and
the rootless. They are not yer wedded o
nonviolence, nor may they ever be; they
are wedded, indeed, only 1o their own
fierce indignation. Yeo they are necessary
10 the revoluuon; their absence would

brand the movement as counterfeit and
ultimately destroy it. Obviously it will
be  difhcult o maintain - nonviolence
amidst the swesses of a mass direa-
acton movement. And thag, precisely, is
one ol the chiel tictcal dilemmas betore
the freedom movement.

Smuall, disciplined groups arce eiasy 1o
control.  Untrained masses are  more
dithcult. Violence used against us by om
opponents is a problem only insofar as it
may provoke counterviolence from our
ranks. Thus far, as we have seen, sporad-
ic incidents ol violence, where they have
occwired in the movement, have been
contained and have not become a conta-
gion. We have been lucky, but we can.
not afford any longer to leave such a vital
matter to chance. Widespread violence by
the [reedom fighters would sever from
the struggle all but a few of our allies. It
would also provoke and, to many, justify
such repressive measures as would injure
the movement. More than that, many of
our own nonviolent activists would turn
away in disenchamtment. None would
profit from such developments except the
defenders ol segregation and perhaps the
more bellicose of the black nationalists.

I have often heard it said in criticism
of CORE that in becoming a mass move-
ment it fatally compromised its princi-
ples of brotherhood. It is alleged that a
cadre of lovers became an army of
haters. First, let me insist that we do not
hate; far from it. We are not the para-
gons of love we once were, 1o be sure,
but we do not hate. There are haters
afoot and I shall be speaking of them
later, but we are not they. Second, T wish
to emphasize that the changes in CORE
have not taken place as a compromise or
even, as is otherwise alleged, as a revolu-
tionary necessity. We have simply learned
from the experience of over 20 years that
the world is more complex than we had
imagined, and the techniques necessary to
change it are more varied and larger in
scope than we had ever dveamed. The
original CORE vision was excessively in-
terpersonal and private. There were not
men, nor time, nor spirit enough  to
change each lunch-counter owner’s heart,
one by onc. We learned, when we finally
met them, that our people did not wish to
watit that long, and out of love for them
we did not wish them 1o, We learned, too.
that before the millennium we could ac
least alter the behavior and conditions
that created injustice. We dreamed of a
better America, and still we dream. We
have learned from the Jacobins. Today we
are all Jacobins.

But one CORE principle has re-
mained unaltered from the first. We be-
lieved then and we still believe now that
men must achieve freedom for  them-
selves. Do it for them and you exun-
suish the spark that makes [reedom
possible and glorious. Men must act on
their own behall: they must aim 10 move

the world and sense its movement under
their impact. They must speak as well as
act and they must speak with their own
voice. Is 1t hoarse sometimes with frus-
ration and anger? Saill, it is onr voice.

Masses of Negroes have now achieved
a measure of spiritual  emancipation
with  which Lincoln’s  prodamauon
could not possibly have endowed them.
The barriers of segregation in America
have ceased o be an extension of our
minds. We are no longer chained 1o the
ancient stercotypes. We do not feel infe-
rior and do not believe that we are; we
arec no longer comfortable in  the
confines of the caste. We feel dignified.
We are dignified.

This new dignity has many manilesta-
tions, not the least significant ol which is
a great and burgeoning sense ol individ:
ual worth, released, ironically. through a
mass movement. In a way, it is a re
discovery of the individual in Ameri-
can socicty. The average American feels
submerged, powerless, a cog in a glam
machine. But in his revolution the in-
divicdlual Negro has found a new meaning
for himself. People who [ormerly [lele
small and insignificant now, in their own
eyes, stand ten feet tall. As one student
in Atlanta put it: “I, myself, desegregared
that lunch counter on Peachuree Swreet.
Nobody else. T did it by sitting-in. by
walking the picket line, by marching. |
didn't have to wait for any big shots o
do it for me. T did it mysell.” Never
again will that youth and the many like
him see themselves as unimportant.

- - -

Several years ago a white CORE work-
er, a pretty girl of about 20, was mugged
in the corridor of her apartment house.
She described her assailant in some de-
tail for the police—height, approximate
weight, eyes, teeth, dothing—but she
omitted one vital point: He was black.
She didn’t mention that simple fact for
fear of mdicating prejudice.

This voung lady was a true child of
the “old™ CORE. No organization was
so aggressively color-blind. so ideologi-
cally commited to the uuer irrelevance
ol race, as we were. If only the races
could get to know cach other—living,
working, playing in each other's sight—
what purpose would there be in noting a
man’s racez We told uplifting stories to
one another—like the one about the
little hoy who came home [rom school
with the news of a wonderful new Iriend.
The mother, becoming suspicious, asked,
“Is Johnny white or colored?” And the
boy replied, “1 don’t know. I'll have to go
back tomorrow and look and see.” We
Laughed. Oh, how we laughed. Brothers
andl sisters, is this not indeed the way it
will be someday? Our work and [ellowship
were  dominated by these  sentiments;
members of both vaces strove 1o make sure

(continued on page 126)




“Gee, I just wish I had the words Lo describe this
scene to you [ellows back on earth ... !




PAINTING BY ROY SCHNACKENBER

PARTRIDGE SHOOT FROM ELEPHANTBACK

in softly without a word. Placing the tea tray
king out, his bare feet whispering.
shed with gilt, can-

HE WORE A ROSE-PINK turban, white trousers, an open brocade jacket, and he cam
on the low bedside teak stand, he bowed gracefully 1o the knees and withdrew, |
It was a classic bedroom scene from a Cecil B. De Mille Oriental epic in full color. My bed was huge, sj

opied in silk, its four posts of rosewood crawling with realistically carved cobras; huge draperies of gold silk were drawn over the
a leopard, the head mounted in a snarl.

window; the floor was white marble; the rug near the bed was the velvety-soft pele
A sip of fragrant, scalding Darjeeling tea brought the whole thing back to near reality: that mad dash through the most color-
ful and confused city in the world, Calcutta; then New Delhi overnight, the drive to Bharatpur and the palace, Moti Mahal, or

110 White Pearl, of my friend, the Maharaja of Bharatpur.




a world-renowned sportsman tells what it’s like to hunt with a royal shikar in the poshest maharaja style
sports By JACK DENTON SCOTT

He had come to meet us at his summer palace at Deeg, a once magnificent place with fountains and great flower gardens, but
now, since India’s independence, rapidly becoming a crumbling wreck. The Maharaja drove us back to Moti Mahal in his aluminum
Rolls-Royce. Servants were waiting in the great circular drive before the entrance to the white palace. Strung over their arms were

leis of fragrant flowers, mostly sweet peas. The Prince of Bharatpur personally draped them around our necks as welcome garlands.
We had met his teenage daughters, Parvat and Renuka, had cold drinks on the great emerald lawn, and alter dinner we sat on
cushions and listened to the palace orchestra playing their sitars, tablas and tambouras. Their bright turbans of red, pink, white and
orange made them look like a bed of Oriental poppies nodding in a breeze as they swayed to the beat of the high, weird music.

We had sat up most of the night talking about the duck hunt the following day. The location was one of the most famous in 13
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the world, where kings, princes, shahs,
rajas, viceroys, generals, ambassadors and
political greats from everywhere had
gathered to try 1o outshoot one another.
No one, however, outshot the Prince of
Bharatpur.

At this moment of early morning, in
other bedrooms of this lovely columned
pile, the four duck hunters who had
come o India with me were going
through the same routine—tea by wurban
in canopied bed.

We had flown from New York two
days before, with brief stops in Copen-
hagen, Abadan and Calcutta. The trip
still seemed wrapped in a dream web. Jet
transportation does that: It carries you
away from the familiar and the accus-
tomed so fast that mental and physical
adjustments take hours, sometimes days,
before you are prepared to look upon
the new scenes with a normal and un-
confused eye.

This whole situation had much of the
confusing in it. It had started in Carlton
House, on Madison Avenue in New
York City, exactly a month before. T was
there with four friends, C, H, W and Y,
and we were talking about a subject that
occupies many in Manhattan—boredom
with the routine of a big city. Suddenly
a wild thought struck me.

“Let’s go 1o India duckhuntingl” I
said.

e s e

Now, through the miracle of this cen-
tury’s magic carpet, the jet, here we were
in India, at the White Pearl Palace.
Through the open window I could smell
the dewy wet of predawn and hear the
cough of arriving cars, the click of clos-
ing doors, the low murmur of voices.
They were gathering for the duck shoot.
I should get dressed. It was a difhcult
bed 1o leave; it held you like an em-
brace. The teapot on the teak stand was
still sending fragrant tendrils of stcam
into the room. The leopard snarled as 1
stepped over his head. The dream was
clearing into reality.

Since I expected to spend some time
abroad gathering material to keep my
typewriter in motion, my wife, Mary
Lou, had come with me. She was waiting
outside her bedroom as I closed my
door.

“The others are outside,” she said. "1
doubt if they slept a wink last night
They looked like sleepwalkers as they
passed. I don’t think our group is going
w cstablish any shooting record.”

Shooting had been a ruse. We all
knew it. I confess that this going to In-
dia 1o shoot ducks was really a psycho-
logical gambit to put us in motion. It
had a ring to it, an impossible quality
that made it all the more appealing to
the imagination.

Can you imagine a scrious discussion

112 of five men making a wip slighily less

than the distance around the world o
spend a few howrs to see the Taj Mahal
by moonlight or view the burning ghats
on the Ganges? No one would be tempt-
cd. Morcover, it was a situation that
wives and [riends could laugh off. We
had read about these sights. But the lure
of a hunt with one of the princes of In-
dia, of staying with him at his palace,
had a pull that put it imo the realm of
the must do. And don’t let the shotguns
and the shooting disturb. It is a scien-
tifically established face thaw it takes the
average hunter 25 shots 1o bag a single
duck. These are fastflying, wary birds
who know how to take care of themselves.

So the shotgun becomes the object
that we verbally wave as the reason for
coming to this far place. Even if we
don't fire it. Besides, there are millions
of ducks, and the few that we down, if
we are lucky, will end in a curry to feed
many people. It will be a cry areated
by the Maharaja of Bharvatpur himself. I
know that Y has never even held a shot-
gun in his hands. I wonder if his wife
knows. :

But there he was, standing beside the
Maharaja’s jeep station wagon, leaning
on his shotgun with all of the aplomb of
a man who has stood in many a dawn
like this waiting to hear the whistle of
wild wings.

The others loocked equally noncha-
lant, or perhaps they were dazed. The
dawn was coming now in a butter-spread
across the bottom edge of sky, and the
Maharaja was bustling about getting
things in motion.

“Let us go!” he said in his high voice.
“We must be in the buts before [ull
light. Let us gol”

He is a short, dark man with a mus-
tache, sleck dark hair with slight touches
of gray, warm brown cyes, and an erect,
proud carriage as befits the 20th prince
in an unbroken line. Now he herded
everyone into his three Rolls-Royces and
jeep wagon and we rolled toward the
duck water.

The Colonel His Highness Maharaja
Sir Brajindra Sawai Brijendia Singhji
Bahadur Jang doesn’t do anything the
ordinary way: The jecp we were in had
a custom body that would hold a dozen
passengers. Now it held the six of us and
our guns. The Maharaja drove, leading
the way. Behind us in the three Rollses
and several other cars were a German
baron, all the male teachers from the
nearby college, and some American 4-H
Club members who were visiting  their
counterparts in India, brought 1o help
il the shooting butts by Brigendra
Singh, the Malaraja’s brother-mn-law.
Gardner Bump, an expert from the U. S,
Fish and Wildlife Service, gathering live
specimens of India’s game  birds, had
taken a day off o join the shoot.

The Maharaja talked while he drove
as fast as the jeep would go, waking his

eyes from the road to look back at us, a
habit that had us jumpy before we left
the palace grounds.

“We keep the birds in the air and on
the move by gunfire,” he said. “To do
this we should have most of the ninety-
two buuts filled. It is a large piece of wa-
ter to cover.” His English was as elegant
as his tailored shooting jacket and his
$10,000 matched Purdey shotguns.

We had received blueprints of the
7000-acre Keola Dev Ghana Sanciuary
showing the position of the shooting
butts, plus an engraved invitation em-
bossed in gold at the top with the House
of Bharatpur's coat of arms, an upright
lion and an elephant. On the back ol
cach blueprint was a list of the impor-
tant duck shoots since 1902. The impres-
sive roll started with the Viceroy, Lord
Curzon, and ran through such names as
Lord Kitchener, the Crown Prince of
Germany, the Prince of Wales, dozens ol
maharajas, much more English rovalty,
some U.S. Senators, a sprinkling of
shahs and kings, and a score of famous
soldiers. Opposite each name was the
number of ducks that had fallen to their
guns. The whole thing was enough 1o
give anyone an inferiority complex. To
compound the feeling further, the Ma-
haraja turned to me and said, “You are
going to shoot in the Shah of Iran’s but.
You'll have to do well to keep up with
him!" H drew the King of Nepal: C
Lord Mountbatten; Y and W, wo
niaharajas.

We passed through the graceful mar-
ble arch of the Prince of Wales Gate,
and within minutes saw the polished-
metal gleam of water. Also, within min-
utes, I saw and identified a black drongo.
a pied bushchat, a redstart, 2 Brahmany
myna, two yellow-headed wagtails, a pur-
ple sunbird, a crow pheasant, an osprey, a
hoopoe, a Siberian and a sarus crane, and
a dozen white and three black ibis. This
was a bird watcher’s paradise.

The Maharaja told us that it had been
declared a nonmigratory bird sanctuary
and that it was awracting bird lovers
from all over the world.

“It is the largest in Asia,” he said.
“"Hardly a day passes that a brace ol
ornithologists doesn’t appear and ask our
permission to study bird life.”

Then he added, laughing, "I lmpc our
kind of bird life will be in evidence. If
we had as many sporting birds as we do
spoonbills, cormorants, shags, darters,
terns and storks, this would be the best
ducking water in the world.”

I think it is.

Twenty minutes later we were in the
butts, which actually weren't erected 10
hide the gunner, but were merely bam-
boo uprights to mark the position. 1 sat
on a shooting seat, a turbaned boy in
loincloth, body gleaming with oil, on
either side.

(continued on page 155)
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“Please, Chief—let me frisk just one?!”
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brazil’s most curvaceous cariocas—btkinied, unkinied and beautiful
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Top: In town to attend a film festival, British cinemactress Molly Peters, one of Jomes Bond's Girls {PLavBoY, November 1945), flees fons ond
flashbulbs on a mist-shrouded mountoinside south of Rio. Above, | to r: Two years ogo, Ireny Gomes left her home in the Brazilian backwoter
to seek fame and fortune in Rio; undismoyed to have found neither, she happily whiles oway her mornings os o beachcomber, her ofterncons
as a secretary. Mannequin Anna Bonaoccorsi, o carioco [Rio native] of ltolion porentoge, poses otop o hotel overlooking the city sky line.



Above: Another film-festivol visitor, Austrion actress Morio Perschy broves o groy doy on
Rio's deserted Copocobona Beoch. Top right: Doughter of o weolthy Rio resort-hotel
owner, Leo Rossi quit college to emote in the Brozilion cinema. Right: An eye-filling kite-
flier, Heloiso Poes Pinto was the inspirotion for Jobim's The Girl from Iponemo. Ahhh.

r's o comncipexce that Rio de Janeiro
has been dubbed the queen of the
world’s seaports by many a male traveler.
With the lush wropical verdure of its moun-
tiin  peaks. public parks and nearby rain
lorests, its ambivalent ambiance of Old World
and New, s contrapuntal wempo of Latin
Linguor and metropolitan bustle, those who
follow the sun—and its well-tanned daughters
—fhnd Rio the most sybaritic ol settings to
satisly thewr wanderlust. Some come just to
revel in the infectious abandon ol its annual
pre-Lenten carnaval. Many seek it out as a
mecca of South American art, education and
culture. And many come in the hope of carv-
ing out careers and living the good life as full-
ume residents of a city whose past 20 vears
of explosive economic growth has been un-
equaled by any other port in Latin America.
But the main reason most males still go flving
down to Rio is its cosmopolitan potpourri of
inﬁnit(rly varied, uncommonly atvactive, dis
armingly charming, pleasanuy plentiful, em-
phatically eligible senhoritas.
Contrary to the dark-haired, oliveskinned,
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Top: Adelisia Morri is a girl on the go—by doy, on daredevil cross-country sports-car spins;
by night, on the best of all possible whirls about town from dinner to discothéque till dawn.
Above: Lilian Agedelo, a Pan-American rifle champion and multilingual girl Friday for on
outfit that organizes jungle hunting expeditions, relaxes between safaris in her Rio pad.

sloc-eyed, hot-blooded Latin stercotype.
the girls of Rio are blondes, brunettes and
redheads  ranging in skin  tone  from
cream to coffee to chocolate to ebony, and
they flock to Rio from every corner of the
globe and from all over Brazil—a nation
larger in size and even more heterogeneous
culturally than the continental United
States. From the pampas in the south come
girls of Spanish, German and Polish an-
cestry—daughters of European immigrants
who flocked to Brazil before and after
World War Two and subsequently pro-
vided the nation with bumper crops of
fruit and cattle, and a generation of some
of its most fetching females. Whatever her
origins, the girl from the south has only to
establish Rio residency to become a full-
fledged carioea. You'll find her adorning
any number of the city’s sandy strands dur-
ing the popular pre-noon sunning hours,
or you can arrange an encounter with one
of these pampas pretties while out for a
quict afternoon canter on the popular
equestrian byways of Rodrigo de Freitas
Lagoon.

The coffeegrowing and heavily industri-
alized environs of Sio Paulo supply Rio
with its quota of lovely Latins from landed
Portuguese and Italian families. These
oliveskinned and opulently endowed Medi-
terranean misses come to town in search not
of their identities but simply of a good-
paying job, plus a little excitement and
some fun-filled hours on the beach. Even
the demure daughters of Sio Paulo’s con-
tingent of Japancse families, when in Rio,
do as the cariocas do and soon adopt the
happy-go-lucky ways of their Rio cousins.

Irom the steamy Amazon region and its
myriad tribal villages come the proud dis-
taff descendants of the Inca and Amerind
Indians, their copper-toned beauty mel-
lowed by centurics of intermarriage with
the Portuguese. And farther o the east.
the sun-bleached state of Bahia furnishes
carioca femininity with a continuous in-
flux of mulatto and Negro girls who come
to Rio to improve their lot. Their skins
vary in tone from light mocha to jet black,
and they walk with an unself-conscious
awareness that all eves are upon them.

Boasting a tradition of ethnic equality
that has not been marred by a single
interracial incident during its entire 433
year history as a nation, Brazil takes great
pride in the fact that its first generations
of native sons and daughters were the
products of marriages between Portuguese
settlers and Indian maidens from the
coastal tribes living near what is now
Rio. Most Brazilians brag about having
Negro ancestors as well, and those who
can’t will often invent a mulatto grand-
mother just to feel more in wme with
the crowd. White visitors to Rio who
choose to take a colored female com-
panion out dining, dancing or just stroll-
ing down the mosaic-tiled sidewalks of the
Avenida (text concluded on page 144)



PHOTOGRAFPHY BY POMPEOD PFPOSAR AND EUGENE ANTHONY

eeworthy soiling buff, Morgona Tavores is rated by fellow regattists among the sovviest sailors at the Rio Yocht Club—and eosily
the most s ope. Above left: Denise Mori does double duty os a nighttime English student ond part-time opprentice in the Rio office of
United Pr nternationol. Above right: Globe-trotting Giddie Vosconcellos, daughter of a Brozilion diplomot, wos born in Conada, finishing-
schooled in Englond, and hos lived throughout Europe; she takes lime out from her travels obrood to visit o secluded rain forest near Rio. 117




Top: Solonge Movelli is an energetic bowler, swimmer, equestrienne—and hiker, seen here en route up the steep but scenic slopes of
Sugor Loof, with its postcord ponoramo of Rio horbor. Above, | to r: A ubiquitous cover girl on Brozil's mojor mogozines, Henrette
Stein is olso a skilled skindiver with @ flair for turning the lobsters ond fish she speors into exotic feosts for friends. On o layover be-
118 tween flights, oirline stewordess Joano d'Arc de Sonja Dios tokes o topless stroll through the grounds of o privote botonicol gorden outside Rio.



Top: The one thot got awoy from the fishermen houling in their nets on Rio's Copocobone Beoch is o rore calch, indeed: lleano Ghiotza, on
ebon-tressed 17-yeor-old carioca with incompatible passions; both a serious-minded scholor ond on eosygoing beochnik, she wonts to become
a psychconolyst—mofiona. Above: A sensuous senhorita of Germon and Portuguese descent, Floro Romero de Souzos is the tour directress of
an understondobly thriving trovel ogency in downtown Rio; ofter five, however, she’s strictly o home-body—ao bountiful 37-22-36, to be exact. 119



Top, | to r: Sonia Wollner, o frequent bit ployer on Brazilion TV, is seen even more often—ond more of-—on Rio's white-stronded oceon
front. A port-time doncer in the chorus line ot the Copocobana Paloce, a posh Rio boite, Vonia Feinand is serenoded by o friend in her
downtown digs. Above, | to r: A petite (five-foot} pockoge of Lotin temperoment, Luely Figueiro is one of Brazil's most mognetic movie
stors. Art buff Claudia Alves leads o life of luxury ond leisure os the only doughter of a sociolly ond finonciolly prominent Rio fomily




Top left: Tereza Blanco, a suliry-vaiced early-marning “weather girl” on Rio video, spends the rest of her day callecting butierflies and
watching the passing parade of beach-bound bathers from the window of her seaside flal. Abave left: Brozil's biggest film star, Odette Lara
recently took a sabbatical fram maviemaking to sing for her supper—ond ta cut o bassa-novo album; she likes ta rehearse on lonely beaches.
Above right: Wraithlike Rozana Topaijas is @ child-of-nature type wha hates shaes and make-up, laves midnight swims and long walks in the rain. 131



ot SPMER

Top, | to r: Torrying beside o loke on her woy home from school is 18-yeor-old Miriom Limo, o junior college coed with designs on o coreer
in interior decorofion. Fellow freshmon Eline Diolindo Régo, on educotion maojor, lounges between claosses beneoth o sheltering polm in o
pork neor the university compus. Above left: Heloiso do Silvo neither studies nor works; her offluent father, o Portuguese rubber tycoon, pays
the bills for her Europeon sports cor, her ocean-front pod in kio ond her extensive wordrobe of Poris originols—here ottractively absent.




Above left: French-born Annik Deligant came to Brazil 15 years aga with her parents, grew up to became Ria's best-knawn televisian star; a
literal langhair, she trilingually interviews entertainers fram abraad. Above: Chief amang the internotional atiractions at the recent Ria film
festival was the untamed beauty of Ann Smyrner, a Danish nature girl with a taste far the perils of the wilderness, a self-praclaimed predi-
lection far soldiers of fartune, and an unfulfilled ambitian ta be “the only waman an an expedition ta the headwaters of the Amazon." 123




“I never go oul
with married men,

so won't you
please come in?’



Ribald Classic

madam filippa’s defense

adapted from ‘‘The Decameron’’ of Boccaccio

1~ THE cIty of Prato, at one time, there existed a harsh
statute that decreed the penalty of death by burning to
any woman discovered in adultery by her husband. It
befell, while this law was in force, that the noble and
beautiful Madam Filippa, a lady well known to all
for her extraordinary propensity and prowess in
amatory pursuits, was surprised one night by her
husband, Rinaldo, in her own chambers and deep in
the arms of one Lazzarino, a youth of the city.

Rinaldo, on discovering the lovers thus, flew into a
great rage, and it was only by extreme self-control that
he restrained himself from slaying the pair on the spot.
Knowing his own position likely to be worsened by such
a course, however, he forbore the precipitate act and
proceeded instead to invoke the law of Prato, whose
provisions would secure for him the death of his faith-
less wife.

Armed with ample evidence of his charge against
her, he lodged his accusation, causing her to be then
summoned before the provost.

Madam Filippa, truly being much in love with Laz-
zarino, resolved to appear in her own defense, contrary
to the advice of many friends and kinsmen. She chose
1o confess the truth and so to die with spirit undaunted,
rather than to flee as an outlaw to a life of exile, thus
admitting hersell unworthy of such a lover as he in
whose arms she had been found the night before.

She presented herself before the provost, attended by
a host of friends and townsmen, who continued in their
exhortations that she deny the charge. Madam Filippa
addressed the magisirate with firm voice and assured
air and bearing, demanding what he would ol her.
The judge, seeing her to be fair and commendable of
curiage, with lofty spirit, felt compassion for her. He
feared she might confess enough that would compel
him, for his own honor’s sake, to convict her and thus
condemn her to death. Yet, having no choice but to
question her of the charge, he spoke:

“Madam, as you sce, here is your husband, Rinaldo,
who swears to have found you in aduliery with another
man, and demands the court punish you thercfor by
putting you to death under the terms of the statute so
providing. This I cannot do unless you do confess it.
Therefore, be careful what you answer, and tell me
whether it be true, as your husband’s complaint alleges.™

Without dismay, the lady answered cheerfully, “Sir,
it is true that Rinaldo is my husband and that he did
find me last night in the arms of Lazzarino where, be-
cause of the great and perfect love T bear for him, I
have often been before. T do not deny this. But, as I

am sure you know, laws should apply equally to all,
and be made with the consent of those they govern.
Such is not the case with the statute that concerns us
here. It binds only upon us unhappy women who
might, far better than men, avail ourselves to satisfy
many. Moreover, in the ordaining of this statute, not
only was the consent of women lacking, but it was not
even solicited of them. Therefore, I submit the statute
is unreasonable, unjust and cruel.

“However," she continued, “should you decide, to the
prejudice of my body, and your own soul, to uphold
and exccute this unrighteous law, it rests with you to
do so; but before you make your ruling, I pray you,
grant me one favor; to wit, that you ask my husband
whether, at all times, and as olten as it pleased him,
with never a denial, I have not assured him the entire
and unstinted commodity and pleasure of myself.”

As she finished, Rinaldo interposed without waiting
o be questioned, answering that the lady had un-
deniably acceded to his every request and overture in
according him every pleasure of herself he required:
whereupon Madam Filippa rejoined, “Then, my lord
provost, if he has taken all that is needful and pleasing
to him from me, what, 1 ask, am I to do with that of my
flame and ardor which is over and above his require-
ments? Should T cast it away to the dogs? Was it not
better used o gratify a gentleman who loveth me more
than himsell than to let it go to waste and spoil?”

The trial of so fair and famous a lady had atwracted
most of the people of the town who, at these reasonable
questions, set up much laughter, many crying out that
she had made her point well and should have the right
of it.

When order had been restored. the judge, being of
like mind, ruled that, while the populace was still as-
sembled, the cruel statute be modified to make it
apply only to those women who should, for money,
default their husbands, and it was so done.

Rinaldo left the court, cast down in some shame at
the turn of events. Madam Filippa, discharged, re-
wurned triumphantly to her house, joyful and free,
verily raised up out of the fire.

—Retold by Blake Jackson ﬂ
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mOOd ebOl’ly (continued [rom page 105)

that color wouldn’t count in our daily
activities, just as it wouldn't count on
the Great Day that was coming.

Today these color-blind semiments
seem o me to be somewhat out ol touch
with the real lives and the real needs of
the Negro community—and inappropri-
ate, even, to the real tasks of our move-
ment. Today, when the name Negro is
sweet to CORE's ears, we laugh that there
was ever a day when it was otherwise. We
have lound the cult ol color-blindness
not only quaindy irrclevant but serious-
ly flawed. For we learned that America
couldn’t simply be color-blind. It would
have to become color-blind, and it would
only become color-blind when we gave
up our color. The white man, who pre-
sumably has no color, would have to
give up only his prejudices. but we
would have 1o give up our identities.
Thus we would usher in the Great Day
with an act of complete sell-denial and
sell-abasement. We would achieve equal-
ity by conceding racism’s charge: that
our skins are an affliction: that our his-
tory is one long humiliation: that we are
empty of distinctive traditions and any
legitimaie source of pride. All this we
were asked 10 do while learning o love
ourselves. and making the name Negro a
nime to conjure with.

In the movement for equal rights we
discovered a history: Had not the slaves
rebelled drelessly against their lot as we
now rebelled? We Tound heroes and ex-
amples from our own past:  Gabriel
Prosser, Nat Turner, Denmark Vescy.
Harriet Tubman. Sojourner Truth, Sam-
uel E. Cornish, Frederick Douglass,
W. E. B. Du Bois. We sensed the presence
of black men all over the world who were
engaged in efforts parallel 1o our own.
In the movement we found an identity.
Was that not jealousy we spotted in the
ager eyes ol white youths who flocked
1o our cause knowing that our cfforts
constituted the most significant activity in
all of America® Didn't we know that, lar
from having no history, no one in Ameri-
ca had a history but us? Didn't we know
now that for the sake of our Amcrican
ideals we had to speak in our rightful,
our given, our now legitimire mme—
Negro?

Early in 1964 1 called & mecting ol all
the CORE chapters in the Bay Area of
San Francisco. I had heard of rvather seri-
ous strife there between nationalists and
imcgrationists within the  organization,
and when we all had gathered in a hotel
room one night, T said, “All right, let's
let our hair down and level with one
another. What's it all abouiz” One [el-
low, a Negro, immediately said. “Brother
Farmer, we've got to «dig being black.” He
kept repeaung it over and over again,
and I knew exaaly what he meant. He

126 meant that blackness of the skin had been

accepred as a deformity by Negroes, that
it had to cease being that. and had 1o be-
come a source ol pride, and so did all the
culture and memories that went with it

Thus. in subtle wavs, racial considera-
tions have begun o enter the inner poli-
tics o our organizations. For reasons both
real and symbolic, it is important that Ne-
groes be placed in positions of leadership
and prominence. It is difhcult for some
whites to understand how deeply Ne-
grocs [eel about this. For years the great
Negro  organizations—NAACP,  Urban
League—have been strongly influenced
by whites who have served as presidents
ol these organizations, as members of
governing  boards or, signihcandy, as
treasurers. Another brand ol white sup-
port came in the lorm of aggressive advice
Irom influential and allied organiza-
tuons—church groups, cavil rights com-
missions, labor unions, parents” and
teachers’ associations. It is not disrespect-
ful to their olten sincere and elfective
ciforts to point out that their advice was
not always motivated by the immediate
interest of the black man. The evil of
slavery—and 1o some degree Negroes are
still enslaved—is in the way it permitted
white men to handie Negroes: their bod-
ies, their actions, their opportunities,
their very minds and thoughts. To the
depths  of  their souls, Negroes [eel
handled. dealt with, ordered about, ma-
nipulated—Dby white men. I cannot over-
emphasize the tenacity and intensity of
this feeling among Negroes, and 1 believe
any [rir-minded person pondering the
history of the Negro's enforced posture
in a world of white power would con-
cede the justice of the feeling. So, as Ne-
groes began 10 sense that the civil rights
movement was (heir movement, an in-
strument lor therr sell-expression, their
frecdom, it became dithcult o convinee
them that once again they must be led by
whites.

The tension between Negroes and
whites in CORE s a necessary and crea-
tive ension. Some form ol nationalism s
necessary, even healthy, though the will-
fully colorblind reluse to acknowledge
this. The old CORE idealists are correct
when they warn that Negro group pride
and group assertiveness can deteriorate
into the most narrow-minded chauvin-
ism, This “Negritude,” they argue, will
produce the same  stoltification ol
thought that has been so often attrib-
uted to the “Yiddishness” of Jews. Of
course,  integration—color-blindness—is
ultimately valid, but we have to come to
realize that we must live here and now
rather than in eternity. I do not define
this 1tension as one between the real and
the ideal, with the black nauvonalists play-
ing the realists and the white integration-
ists plaving the idealists. The doairinaire
color-blind olten lail to perceive that it is

tdeally necessary for the black man to be
proudly black today. And the black na-
uonihists, for their part, olien do not see
that it is only realistic 1o maintain touch
with white people, for we cinnot live in
our dreams nor curve a navion for our-
selves in our mind’s eye alone. We must
dwell in this land of ours—America.

If we make ourselves over 10 satisly any
one dehnition—nationalist or mtegra-
tionist—we will lose a precious part ol
ourselves. So, in some ways, 1 applaud
the tension between black and  white
and invite whites in o embarrass us
with our occasional narrowness. asking
them only o be wctful and remember
who and what it is they serve.

What can explain this new “mood
ebony”"? The reasons are many and com-
plex, but I would like 10 suggest two in
particular. (1) Each achievement of the
civil rights movement aimed at making
color irrelevant has counted 10 us as a
Negro achievement, earned by Negro ef-
fort, and indicative of a long rebel wradi-
tion in Negro history. The movement has
become a movement of and Iy Negroes i
addition to a movement for civil equality,
and it has become a source of great pride
and has inspired a renewed search for our
black identity. We have learned that what
is needed is not imuvesebility but a valid
and legitimate wisibility. This new pride,
which has grown out of the movement, is
especially noteworthy in the Negro mid-
dle classes, which until very recently
stood aloof from the struggle. But in civ-
il riglus it has often been the middle
classes—especially  the  students—who
have led the militant way. Then, o, a
new generation ol Negro writers—James
Baldwin, Ossie Davis, John Williams,
John Oliver Killens, Louis Lomax—have
given our new pride the impetus ol their
cloquence. (2) The preseni-day  black
nationalist  groups—the  best-known ol
which is the Black Muslims—and figures
like the late Malcolm X have influenced
us pereepiibly. Sympathetic whites are of-
ten surprised at the solicitude Negroes
display for the nationalists, the Muslims
in particular, “"How can anyone ke all
that mumbo jumbo seriouslyz” they ask.
And in righteous tones they quickly dis-
miss this “racism in reverse.” this culr of
opportunistic violence, as juvenile and
positively un-American. Many Negroes
see the juvenility, of course. but they see
more: The black nationalists tell the Ne
ero that he is somebody and that his
salvation depends upon the proud aceept-
ance of his own blackness. White civili-
zation, say the nattonalists, taught the
Negro to hate himself: this was and re-
mains a tactic ol white domination, for
il the Negro did not hate himsell, he
would have been a most troublesome
servant, indecd. Stripped ol a sense of
history, deprived ol his majesty, brain-
washed by a white man’s religion, with
out a name or any claim to fame, the

(continued on page 172)
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“I've warned you about standing too close to
those empty compartments, Miss Anderson . . .!”
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the latest and best in hi-fi and tv—
Jrom solid-state compacts through stereo
components and all-in-one consoles; from
mimalurized portables through large-
screen color-tv sels and video recorders

olGHTIS

AND

SOUNDS
OF
66

THE SIGHTS AND sousps being served up this
scason have renewed owr faith in all ol the
hoary precepts of dynamic capitalism. Adam
Smith couldn’t have predicted it more accu-
rately. Just as the venerable economist said
they would, brisk competition, echnological
mmprovemems and increased  production
have bred mproved quality ar eminently rea-
sonable prices. Today's audiophile investing
in listening  (text continued on page 133)

Front row, from left to right: Model 388 solid-stote
stereo receiver with an 80-wott omplifier ond AM/
FM tuner on o single chossis, by H. H. Scott, $499.95.
Model CC-50S 100-wott stereo omplifier system, by
C/M Loborotories, $387. Model SC-440 modulor
music combination including on  AM/FM-stereo
tuner-master control, 3é-wott omplifier, o Garrord
outomatic turntable with o magnetic cartridge ond
o hwo-speaker system, styled in wolnut hordwood
with interchongeable speaker-system grille cloths,
by Hormon-Kardon, $399. In bock, from left to
right: All-tronsistor Uher Model 9000 40-watt tope
deck with three heods for record, playback ond
erose, from Mortel Electronics, $400. Model 12
ocoushic suspension three-woy, four-specker loud-
speoker system in a floor-stonding oiled-wolnut
cobinet, by KLH, $249.95. On top of the cobinet
is o Thorens Model TD-150 AB two-speed turntoble
feoturing an integroted tone orm with hydraulic
domping oction ond o pneumotic tone-orm cuing
device, by Elpo, $99.50. Model TCV-20-10 home
video-tope recorder con tronscribe in black ond
white ony television broodcost on its hourlong
seven-inch tape reels, $995; ougmented by wvideo
comera system, Model VCK-2000, complete with
solid-stote TV tope comero, standord lens, comera
cable, AC cord, tripod, microphone and portable
carrying cose, $350, both by Sony. Next ore o poir of
Model 114 eight-speaker systems in slotted teckwood
cobinets, by Tondberg of Americo, $99.50 eoch. On
top is 0 Model 18 oll-transistor FM-multiplex tuner
with two sets of stereo outputs, by KLH, $116.95.
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PHOTOGRATPUY BY J. BARRY O'ROURKE

Clockwise from one o'clock: Model 5000 solid-stote three-speed Cross Field professionol tape recorder tokes oll reel sizes up to 101/,
without odopters, by Roberts, $699.95. Mediterroneon heptogonol-shaped three-woy speoker system in a two-foot white cobinet thot con be
utilized os o seporote toble, by LTV University Sound, $360. Model R-2000 portoble stereo tope recorder which con be operoted from o remote-
control ponel comes in o choice of four interchongeoble head configurations and record/ploy speeds, by Concord, $795. Tope recarder
is flonked by Genevo Model specker system with rototing mid- ond high-ronge speckers suspended over the woofers to provide tatol circular
sound dispersion, by Circle-O-Phonic, $79.95 eoch. Model K/R 9434 stereo headphone omplifier con drive two sets of heodphaones or o poir of
compoct speokers, by Acoustech, $69.95. Model 5-8800 oll-silicon tronsistor 100-wott sterec FM receiver, by Sherwood, $359.50. Model TWA-1000
sohd-state 12-inch portoble bottery-operoted TV which con be converted for outomobile use, by Hitochi, $159.95. Model SSP/200 200-wott om-
plifier with o speciol testing switch thot con reduce power to 12 wotts per chonnel, by Mottes, $375. Lob B0 two-speed outomotic turntoble featur-
ing o bios compensotor, bolonced tone orm with integral cuing device ond isclation motor suspension, by Gorrord, $99.50. Model EL3400
push-button video-fope recorder with clip-on adopter to fit ony standard television set, by Norelco, $3950. Ploted-steel ond plostic Model HA-B
stereo eorphones, by Shorpe Instruments, $24.50. Model W30 Whorfedole two-speoker system provides on ocoustic compensation control
system for odjusiment af both the mid- and high-frequency ronges, in oiled-wolnut cobinets, by British Indusiries Corp., $69.95 each.
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PAINTINGS BY EDVINS STRAUTMANIS

Clockwise from one o'clock: Model 711A oll-silicon tronsistor 100-wott FM stereo receiver, by Altec Lansing, $378. “Voice of the Theoter™ speaker
system in a hond-rubbed walnut-finish enclosure with o Mediterroneon-styled fretwork grille, by Altec Lansing, $498. Serenoto stereophonic head-
phones with odjustoble cup-pressure control come in either liquid-filled or foom cushions, by Telex, $59.95. Stereo heodphone omplifier ollows
two to listen ot the some time using two poirs of heodphones through o switch on the front panel which permits simultoneous plug-in of seporote
progrom sources, by Shure, $45. Model SA600 solid-stote 80-wott JBL omplifier with concecled connecting jocks for simplified freesionding
instollotion, by lames B. Lansing, $300. Model E-V1177 50-watt solid-stote FM stereo receiver, by Electro-Voice, $280. Directly behind the re-
ceiver is Model 815 portoble tape recorder feoturing outomatic reversol, o solid-stote 20-wott Norton Amplifier ond o poir of Model SK-88
detochoble speokers, by Concertone, $599.95. Model PE-34 four-speed turntable with o low-resononce bolonced orm, built-in spring-loaded
stylus pressure odjustment gouge ond an automotic glide to ond from the record groove, by Elpa, $72. An ultrosmoll é0-squore-inch Porta-
Color color television weighing 24 pounds, by Generol Electric, $249.95. The twin-speaker Loncer 101 loudspecker units hove morble tops,
oiled-wolnut sides, ond grilles of imported hand-carved fretwork, by Jomes B. Lonsing, $354 each. Model 7T solid-siate sterec console
includes a front-ponel heodphone jock for use with on externol tope recorder, by Morontz, $295, plus the oiled-wolnut cobinet, $24.
Solid-stote Model 860 tape deck with professional 30-watt amplifier ond o pair of microphones housed in a tan vinyl case, by Ampex, $289. 131







and looking gear can take advantage of the
soundest values we've come across in years.

To be sure, there has been some cost trim-
ming as a result of the recent removal of Fed-
cral excise taxes on radios; a bit of fiscal largess
which overnight cut the cost of any equip-
ment cmbodying a tuner by about ten per-
cent. But chief credit for this happy state
of aflairs goes to the rapid development of
solid-state technology. Transistors suited to
high-fidelity applications have been decreas-
ing in cost while they have been steadily
gaining in rchiability. As a result, the vote of
confidence for solid-state gear is now indus-
try-wide. Approval became unanimous when
the last holdouts for vacuum tubes, Marantz
and Dynaco, recently began to retool for tran-
sistors. Of course, certain tube cquipment
will continue to be produced, such as heavy-
duty power amplifiers, where the superiority
of transistors is still debatable; but, as a gen-
eral rule, hi-fi electronics will be solidly solid-
state from here on.

The advantages of transistors show up
most convincingly in the stereo receiver—a
fairly new term on the audio scene, which
stands for an (continued on page 188)

Bottom row, left to right: Model 440-T solid-state
single-chossis receiver combines o 50-watt omplifier
with on FM-stereo tuner, by Fisher, $329.50. Dual
1019 turntable hos © magnesium tone-orm head
ond on odjustoble cartridge holder, by United
Audio, $129.50. Model MAC 1500, 85-watt stereo
AM/FM receiver with tape monitor switch and
outomatic stereo switching, by Mclntosh, $499.
Model RTB000 receiver combines a tuner, dual pre-
amplifiers ond two 35-wott omplifiers on a single
chossis, by Bogen Communicotions, $319.95. On top
15 o Model 60/60 solid-stote 120-wott amplifier, by
Dynoco Inc., $295.50. Middle row: Model 640 tape
recorder with automatic tope reverse, push-button
solenoid controls, 50-wott-per-chonnel solid-state
omplifier and self-contoined woofer speoker system,
by Sony, $575. Two-speed video-tope recorder is en-
gineered to be odoptoble to future color recording
with odditionol electronic circuitry, $1095, plus
componion HVR minioture studic TV comera,
$529.95, both by Ampex. Model 101 bookshelf
speokers, by Cizek, $39.95 eoch. Model 1020 tope
recorder equipped with speciol Bl/s-inch reels to
ollow additional recording time, by Mognecord,
$570. Bock row: “Twenty Plus’ modular system
combines a solid-state 40-wott omplifier, on FM-
stereo tuner ond Garrord automotic turntable with
a Pickering mognetic cortridge ond diomond stylus,
by KLH, $525. Model 814 stereo console motches
o tape deck, o 20-wott omplifier, Garrord record
changer, an AM/FM-multiplex tuner in a wolnut
cobinet ond matching speckers (not shown), by
Concertone, $799.95. On top is © Model VII é0-watt
solid-stote integrated omplifier, by Acoustech, $219.
The 25-inch color TV “"Chonning Model,” shawn in
a speciolly constructed lucite cobinet, is generolly
ovoiloble in © wolnut veneer or Donish-modern
finish, by Admirol, $750. Maximus 7 bookshelf 3-woy
speoker system with snop-off grille fromes in the
speoker panel, by UTC Sound Division, $97.50 eoch.
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PART S€EVEN: THE THIRTIES—
€UROPE'S DECADE OF
UNBUTTONED €ROTICA

ABOUNDING IN NUDITY, FOREIGN
FILMS €EXPLORED OVERTLY SEXUAL
THeMES BARRED IN HOLLYWOOD
BY THE PURITANICAL PRODUCTION
CODEe—AND BANNED FROM U.S.
SCREENS BY THE CUSTOMS BUREAU

“THE TROUBLE WITH souxDp,” a flm historinn once ob-
served, “was not that movies talked, but that no one
could understand them.” In the 30-odd vears of silent
pictures, film makers had evolved storytelling rech-
niques that were uni\'('-rs:ll])' understood, and discovered
themes that could be universally enjoved. But the
arrival of sound, which swept the studios of the world
in 1929 and 1930, brought all of this 1o an abrupt halt.
Attempts at “dubbing” foreign films into English—
matching American voices 1o the lip movements on the
screen—latled dismally, as Paramount learned to its
chagrin with its “American version” of Germany's The
Blue Angel. Audiences wanted the real thing or noth-
ing. And, at least for the majority of America’s movie-
goir:g public, subtitles were no more satislactory: They
went to the “talkies” to hsien and to look. not to read
captions. Almost overnight, the market for foreign films
all but disappeared. No longer could the producer of
a Ewropean epic anticipate a first night on Broadway.
In the United States, imports were relegated to a hand-
ful of art theaters and to a scattering of “language
houses,” as they were called, that catered to the var-
ious ethnic groups concentrated in certain aues and
communities.

For a ume, the m:ajor American companies sought to
counter what looked like a dead loss of important over-
seas revenue by shooting in rapid succession several
versions of the same hilm. rushing in a Spanish-speaking
cast—or French, or German—io redo the shot just
completed, using the same sets, props, hights and often
the same director. Paramount, with studios in France,
pursued this policy with greater avidity, and with
greater economy, than any of its competitors, turning
out as many as 14 or 15 versions of some of its pictures.
But the process was costly, cumbersome and ultimartely
unprofitable. What foreign audiences wanted was Holly-
wood's stars and Hollywood’s glamor, not just its sct-
ungs and its plots. In Europe, dubbing quickly became
a lact of lile. After a lew imitial—and no more success-
ful—experiments with multiple casts, European film
makers were soon forced to recognize that the great
imternational market was no longer theirs. But if sound
imposed upon them the necessity o make films that
would be popular primarily in their own countries, at
the same time it eliminated the need 1o cater 1o the
tastes, and circumvent the censors, of other countries.
Thus during the Thirties, it was primarily in the art
houses that Americans were able to peck over the walls

and see what was happening culturally—and sexually—

IAMARR, TOUJOURS LAMARR: T 'he sensational 1933
Czech film “Ecstasy™ (left) was a favorite target for cen-
sors throughout the Thirties—thanks to a nude scene
played by an 18-yeav-old Austrian named Hedi Keisler,
soon to be imported to Hollywood as Hedy Lamarr.
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DANISH PASTRY: In a scene scissorved from the U. S. ver-

ston of Denmark’s “Kongen Bgd'" (above), a lecherous land-
owner exercises his droit du seigneur in a handy haymouw.

GOING NATIVE: A modern Robinson Crusoe fabove) self-exiled
to Madagascar in “Cain,” a French-made advenlure epic, fails to
recruil a ripe girl Friday, finally abducts her forcibly to his hut.

AN UNSEEN VIEW OF EROTICA: Thisshot (?)('i()!v},nfﬂﬂ_f{
with other scenes of evotic Indian temple art, was cut from
England’s “Elephant Boy” before its U.S. rvelease in 1937.

MASTER OF THE REVELS: The films of French director Abel
Gance weve enlivened with elaborate orgies such as this one (below)
—expunged on American screens—jfrom “The End of the World.”




BEDTIME: Commaonplace in French films of the *30s, such candid boudoir scenes
as those above (from top to bottom: Jean Gabin with Arletty m “Le Jour Se
Léve,” Gabin with Viviane Romance in “La Belle Equipe,” and Simone Simon

with fean-Pierre Aumont in “Lac Aux Dames,” all of (hem Playing unmarried
couples) were in dramatic contvast to the simon-pure bedroom sequences—even
between husband and wife—permitted in Hollywood movies of the decade.

ETHNIC EROTICA: These scenes of
sleepy sensuality (right)—shot by the
great Russian divector Serget Eisenstein
for “Que Fiva México!,” a projected
epic study of the Mexican people that
was abandoned when financial support
evaporaled—uwere salvaged and incor-
porated into a lyric documeniary en-
titled “Time in the Sun,” made in 1939,

to their neighbors across the Atantic.

Not that this was ever accomplished
with absolute freedom. Quite apart from
the various state and local eensor boards
that have waditionally tended to view
with special suspicion any picture made
abroad, the U.S. Bureau of Customs
has since World War One maintained a
discreet bt extremely effective censor-
ship of its own. Charged with barring
[rom our shores, and screens, any filmic
displays of either nudity or “immoral-
ity,” Customs officials examine quite lit-
crally every foot of film imported into
the United States—and have the author-
1y to wurn back, without appeal, what-
ever lalls short of their standards, or to
demand the elimination of any offend-
ing footage before admitting the pic-
ture into this country. Perhaps the most
famous f[lm of the Thirties to incur
their departmental wrath was the Czech-
oslovakian Ecsfasy, dirccted in 1933 by
Gustav Machaty, and introducing the
beauteous Hedy Lamarr (then known as
Hedi Keisler). Because this debut in-
cluded not only such well-publicized
scenes as one in which the star swims
completely nude in a sylvan lake, then
dashes headlong through the shrubbery
when her solitude is invaded by a hand
some young horseman, but also a long
passage ol lovemaking in which the cam-
era closely scrutinizes her face as she reg-
isters the supreme ecstasy of sexual ful-
Allment, the ilm was banned ourright
for more than three vears. Indeed, it
aained entry only after an ingentous dis-
tributor agreed to all the cuts demanded

by Customs, then engaged a cameraman
to go ofl o New Jersey with a young
Lady and shoot modest new footage that
could be inserted at the appropriate
momems. This whitewashed  bastard-
ized version was shown on Broadway
as My Ecstasy—and  prompily con-
demned by the Legion ol Decency.

In more recent, more lenient years,
the original footage has been restored—
and in view of the exposure that wodav
is practically indigenous 0 a Brigite
Bardot or Jeanne Moreau picture, it is
a biv difhicult to see whar the fuss was
all about, The scenes of nudity are not
only fairly brief, but astefully, cven



THE SPORT OF KINGS: Anna Neagle (left center) demonstrates graphically just what it is that Charles IT (played by Sir Cedric
Hardwicke) saw in “Nell Gwyn.” Charles Laughton (right center) takes time out from gorging on voast pig in “The Private
Life of Henry VII” to nibble on the nape of wife number three, the delectable Jane Seymour (played by Wendy Barrie).
THE SPORT OF QUEENS: In the 1937 French sextravaganza “La Tour de Nesle” (above), an unbultoned costume melodrama
set in the HHth Century, the dissolute Queen of France, Marguerite de Bourgogne (right) does her royal bit for liberté and fra-
ternité at a bawdy bal masqué—uwith an enthusiastic assisi from a couple of courting courtiers and a willing ladylove in waiting.




NATURE GIRL: In “Ecstasy’s” eye-filling nude scene—snipped from the film at the behest of Customs before its U, S. velease—
Hedy Lamarr takes her celebrated swim au naturel (top) in a sechuded lake; hearing approaching hoofbeats, she dashes through the
forest (right) to the spot wheve she hid her clothes (above), only to find that a young horseman has alveady happened onlo them.

poctically handled. Author Parker Tyler, who has included Eestasy among
his 75 Classics of the Foreign Film, remarks that Machaty handles the cam-
cra “somewhat like a voyeur, but more like an acsthete thrilled body and
soul by having stumbled on a lady who has just undressed for a dip in the
water.” Certainly, despite its eager reception by the American exploitation
market, it is not at all a picture made 10 titillate the sensation seekers. In
i, Miss Lamarr plays (with an intensity that had disappeared complewely by
the time she reached Hollywood a few years later) the disconsolate young
wile of an elderly man whose ardent years are well behind him. When the
girl succumbs to the charms of a passing stranger, the husband, on learning
of the affair, commits suicide. All of this is told with heavy symbolism—
much rearing of horses and rain on the windowpanes—but also with an eve
for natural beauty that won for Machaty the Golden Lion at the 1934
Venice Film Festival. Nevertheless, even alter the Customs Bureau finally
admitied the film, most states banned it. And the Supreme Court, in a west
case, upheld their right to do so.

Because Eestasy became a cause célébre, it h(‘lpcd o spot]ighl the widening
gap between European movie morality and Hollywood's—a gap accentuated
by the ever-watchiul National Legion ol Decency. The Fact is, of course, that
the United States has seen but a [raction of the films produced abroad, the




ECSTATIC CLIMAX: In the uncut sequence (below) that followed the brief encounter in the woods, Hedy, as the loveless wife of an
aging landowner, makes abandoned love to the handsome horseman—an interlude shown lyrically in close-ups of her raplurous face.
Hedy’s embarrassed husband laler tried to suppress the film in an unsuccessful attempt to buy up—and destroy—all the existing prints.




DEBAUCHED: Though stripped by U.S. censors of
such suggestive scenes as this one ( top left). "lLa
Tragédie Impérviale”—a flovid French ¢pic detailing
the low life and high times of the lechevous monk
Rasputin—was nevertheless condemned for its “de-
baucheries” by the Catholic Legion of Decency.
DEPRAVED: In “M.)" Fritz Lang's 1931 German
classic of psychological horror, Peier Lorre (center
left) made his chilling screen debut as a sexually
perverted child murdeyer: in this scene. an un-
suspecting givl unwisely offers him a paring knife.
DEFROCKED: As parl of her initialion (bottom
Ieft) to the dormitory of an allgirl school in
Germany’s “Mdadchen in Uniform.” a shy newcomer
ts divested of her clothes—and her inhibitions—
tm a ceremony fraught with latent Lesbianism.

merest tip of the iceberg. Nor are the Customs
people solely to blame—although, since they have
never made public their excisions, it is impossible
to ascertain precisely the extent of their respon-
sibility. But foreign films, particularly in the
Thirtics, were distributed here primarily by small
entrepreneurs who invested their own money in
acquiring the rights to those pictures they thought
they could profitably sell in this country, Naturally,
this meant that they had 1o ke into considera-
tion not only the artistic merits of any film they
wished 1o handle, but also its chances [or being
passed by the various state and municipal censor-
ship boards—and the National Legion of Decency.
From 1934 on, a “Condemned” rating by the Le-
gion automatically meant a drastic reduction in
the number of theaters that would book the pic-
ture—and trouble for those that did. Thus, for
one reason or another, many an importalllt LEuro-
pean ilm ol the Thirties was never seen in this
country: while of those that were, a number had
undergone such major surgery as 1o render them
almost unintelligible. The Pennsylvania censors,
for example, demanded so many cuts i The Blue
Angel that the distributor ultimately decided to
skip that swte altogether.,

In the unseuling early years of sound, producers
in France, Germany and England, as in Holly-
wood. turned out vast quantities of pictures made
solely for whatever was the local equivalent ol the
last buck. Titles like Night of the Garter and To
Brighton with Gloria all 100 accurately convey the
peep-show approach of many of the early British
talkies. At the same time, Germany was enjoving
another of its [requent flare-ups of pseudomedical
films—such as Fiend in the Blood, which preached
the dangers of venercal disease so graphically that
members of the audience passed out at every per-
[ormance. In France, meanwhile, there were prim
expos¢ films like Faubowrg Montmarire, depicting
the low life and times ol sweetwalkers and dope
addicts in that popular quarter: and musicals like
Paris Béguin and Arthur, both of them generously
sprinkled with nudes. (French critics at the time
pointed to an odd discrepancy: Nudes were per-
mitted in the Parisian music-hall revues, but only
so long as they posed and remained stationary; in
the films, on the other hand, they could move,
dance and even enter  (continued on page 167)



WHAT FOODS THESE MORTALS BE:
According to French divector Abel Gance,
a Borgia banquet seldom ended with a
simple dessert wine. His opulently erotic
1935 production of “Lucrezia Borgia”
(the best of several filmic peep shows on
the life of that Renaissance intriguer)
was highlighted by a volupluous sequence
—excised, of cowrse, from the version
seen in America—in  which  brother
Cesare lops off his meal with a laste of
“la dolce vita,” which he partakes of with
a lusty disregard for table etiguette.
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who pulls wings off flies.

So long has he indulged in his hobby
of spoiling and leaving at the couch of
psychiatry naive, foolish, valueless little
girls, he has forgotten the basic elements
of human decency, integrity and justice.
People who haven't forgotten may resign
from support of this glittering, pllony,
pseudo-sex cult—and Sonny Hefner's em-
pirc may start to wobble,

Dr. Erich Fromm states that anvthing
bad will not forever be tolerated by the
human masses. It is bad that Hugh Hel-
ner took sex away from its proper envi-
ronment and spread it out in an endless
file of colorful gareleg folds of paper:
and auctioned it off as a “tease” in the
form of Baby bunnies, who wear “LoOR—
BUT pON'T ToucH” signs about their necks.

I believe this is a subtle beginning of
an ending to a bad thing. Consider me
an Ex—rrayvsoy magazine fan.

Marv L. Hester
Arlington, Virginia

“Subtle” is certainly the word for the
loss in popularity you predict for the
publication—rraysox's civenlation  has

/
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(continued from page 52)

climbed another 200000 copics in the
two months since the Lile article ap-
peared. And you don’t veally expect us
to believe that you were e¢ver a PLAYBOY
fan, do you? Not with your tolal lack of
insight vegarding the sexual significance
of both the magazine and the clubs!

Do not let the Life people bug you.
They are jealous.
Major Octavio Jordan, USATF
Dobbins Air Force Base, Georgia

When is rravsoy doing a story on
Henry Luce?
Howard M. Squadron
Squadron, Alher & Weinrib,
Attorneys at Law
New York, New York

You may remember our meeting—it
was lour years ago. 1 went under the
prolessional name of Dolores Hart, while
working as an acress in Hollywood—
and now am a novice in the Benedictine
Order of Regina Laudis. T saw the article
about you in Life and my heart is moved

“In our country, Dr. Lopez, we find it
unnerving lo have someone shout ‘;Ole!l’ every time we

go in with the scalpel!”

for you—for your search. Please know I
shall pray for you, that God helps vou
find real life and real love.

Sister Judith

Regina Laudis Monastery

Bethlehem, Connecticut

Plcase accept my sincere congratula-
tions for the wonderful [eature story
about you that appeared in a recent is-
sue ol Life magazine. It was a most ¢n-
lightening story and as a result of it. 1
now appreciate all the more my monthly
copy ol rraveoy.

Colonel Louis L. Schlosser, Jr.
Detroir, Michigan

I have sent the following letter to Life
magazine concerning their article “An
Empire Built on Sex.” I am sending you
this copy so that you may publish it if
you wish.

What was the point of the article,
“An Empire Built on Sex,” by vour
reporter Diana Lurie? Was it really
supposed to show how Hefner's em-
pire was built on sex—or how Hugh
Hefner himself is built on sex? In
either case, I found it a very degrad-
ing report. It may all be true, but
the way it was reported was in very
bad taste. The photographs attempt-
ed 1o mock the people in them. You
took pictures that in themselves were
quite innocent and put ridiculous
captions underneath them, like “At
one of his huge rLAYBOY parties held
periodically in mansion, Helner Rirts
with a friend after Mary Warren had
gone 1o bed.” And what a story! Look
at the titles in large type at the tops
of the pages: “In His Cloister,
He Broods Over Nudes,” “"Helner
Chooses a “Special Girl' Who Finds
It an Honor™ and “In Hefnerland,
Women Are Status Symbols.”

And [rom whom does the reporter
gather most of the direct quotes in
the article: “One of his stalf says...,”
“says one ol his secretaries ... ," “sev-
cral of Helner's associates believe

.., “says one of his staff...” With
these anonymous sources, the writer
spins any tale she wishes and gets
away with it, because no one can
verify the statements, If a person is
worth quoting, he is worth mention-
ing by name. 1 have never seen a
more slanted, prejudiced, misleading,
pointless, ambiguous and slanderous
article than this one! The only rea-
son I can see for your having such a
poorly written article in your maga-
zine 1s for sensationalism. Is that
what Life is becoming? In that case
Life 1s no better than what it at-
tempts to make PLAYBOY out to be.
PLAYBOY at least is in good taste!

Gerald T. Clarke
St. Mary of the Lake Seminary
Chicago, Illinois




1he original of this letter has been
sent to the editors of Life magazine.

“An Empire Built on Sex™ gives a

good picture and exposé of Mr.

Hugh M. Helner, a real phony if

there ever was one. Thank you!

The editor aud  publisher ol

rLAYBoY is probably oo much in

love with himself o sec rational
flaws in his so-called “Philosophy.”

It would be well, however, if rea-

sonable people would give some

thought to questions like these:

1. Does The Playboy Philosophy
produce leaders, scholars and
scientists?

2. Does praveoy foster personal
integrity and national strength?

3. Would anyone advocate the dis-

semination of rravsoy ideals
over the Voice of America?
Can high school and college
students follow it and make the
grade?

H.M_.H. obviously believes that he
has hit on something which is smart
and modern. He is dead wrong—and
he hasn't produced anything that is
new! Mighty empires of the past
have crumbled because of rampant
hedonism.

Hefner's harem is only a short dis-
tance lrom the church where 1 serve
as pastor. Men and women whose
lives have been twisted and wrecked
by philosophies of the playboy type
have come here for counsel and for
help. This selfish and impossible way
ol life is against everything which
we prize in our Judaco-Christian
civilization in the free nations of the
Western World,

James G. Manz, Pastor
First St. Paul’s Evangelical Church
Chicago, Illinois

Ll

As a believer in truth, I hereby request
that you hre the despicable ignoramus
on your staff who told Diana Lurie:

“Helner and praveoy give the feeling
there is more [reedom for everybody
around the bend. But it is the kind of
[reedom children want: doing what they
please  without concern about whom
they hurt.”

It is a slunderous and stupid lic,
and it is offensive to those ol us who
understand and appreciate your real
philosophy.

Juliena Benito
Tucson, Arizona

This anonymous “quote” and most of
the similar statements altributed to
rLAYROY's staffl were apparently invented
by Lile’s reporter—a journalistic tech-
nique popularized by Time Inc.

Some four weeks ago | wrote a letter
to the editors of Life magazine, because
I was incensed by the story they did on
vou. Enclosed you will find a copy ol the

original letter—a portion of which was
published in the magazine. You may
draw vour own conclusions about the ed-
iting they did on it, but I am convinced
that those trained seals use a stiletto in-
stead of a scissors. I had strongly suspected
them of this for vears, and now the prool
is documented.

Fairness requires that I send you this
copy of the complete letter for publica-
tion. They did a stiletto job on you and
I hope that you reply.

So vou're at it again. The last time
it was Goldwater, and now it's Hel-
ner. You had good luck with Gold-
water, because his time has not yet
come, but you may have bitten off
more than you can chew with Hel-
ner. There is no power like the power
ol an idea whose time has come, and
Heluer's idea—and ideal—ol demol-
ishing the sick, nrational and per-
verted puritan moral code, that lays
over this nation like a pall, is draw-
ing nigh.

Perhaps he does live like a hermir.
S0 be it. Helner is wise enough to
know that one man can only ac-
complish so much. and he wisely
concentrates on getting his big job
done. . . . What Helner wants is
really very simple. He wants a truly
ree society—a society in which ev-
crvone is free to live his own life—
to be what he chooses, unencum-
bered by an unnatural and wwisted
moral code that even the Christian
church has begun to seriously ques-
tion. He would return us to our
innocence.

I think you should not only read,
but study the Playboy FPhilosophy
(which you obviously haven't done),
and attempt a more intelligent and
thorough rescarching of hoth the
man and his magazine. It's just pos-
sible that vou might learn something.

I am not the type who cancels a
subscription because 1 don't cotton
to the prejudices of the publisher
and his editors, but you people cause
me to consider it. So hurrah for Gold-
water (and William Buckley, too),
and double hurrah Tor Hefner and
for the Bunnies, sponge rubber and
all. And phooey o neo-Puritan
Henry R. Luce and his rained seals.

Richard D. Mallow
Willingboro, New Jerscy
It isn’t necessary lo reply to articles
like the one in Lile when there ave so
many like yourself speaking out in our

behalf.

The following is a lerter [ sent to Life
concerning their recent smear story on
PLAYBOY.

I had hoped that the “sour grapes”
story about pLaysoy and Publisher

Hugh Helner, which recently ap-
peared in your inferior compctitor,
The Saturday Evening Post, would
be the last of s kind. I certainly
never expected Life 1o indulge in
such a subtle but obviously biased
smear. Isn't it apparent o everyone
by now that rraveoyv is here to sy,
and that it has risen to the top of the
magazine industry because it is ac-
cepted by a huge percentage ol
America’s modern men?

To call The Playboy Philosophy
pretentious, to claim that rravsoy
is based on nothing but sex and
weats women as “things” shows a
hypocrisy and Victorianism that is
precisely whar Helner is trying to
combat. I wish just once that a mag-
azine would have the grace and the
humility o acknowledge Hefner's
success and the merit of what he is
doing. I realize that articles such as
this probably increase circulittion, as
it has become the vogue latelv to
knock pLayBoOY, but why can’t vou be
more honest with vourselves and
your readers. This article stands very
small beside some of the recent
series In Life. Let’s have more of
the latter.

I guess 1t will be a while before
any contemporary magazine cditor has
cnough integrity and insight to do an
honest report on PLAYBOY'S SUCCCSS.

Max Hamburger
Rutgers University
New Brunswick, New Jersey

You may be vight, but we remain op-
timistic—the pLAYBOY phenomenon is a
unique American success story that de-
sevves to be told straight. The original
piece on vraveov in The Sannday Eve-
ning Post (“Czar of the Bunny Empive.”
April 28, 1962) was pari of what Time
recently referved to as the Posts shori
lived and expensive (in libel suiis) “pol-
iey of sophisticated muckraking,” but it
set the trend for maost of the magazine
articles written about vLAvYBOY since—in-
cluding one in Time. Now the new ed-
itor of the Post has assigned a writer o
do another, supposedly objective. in-
depth story on the world of prLaviov.
We shall see.

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh
M. Hefner's continuing editorial series,
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Thiee book-
let veprints of “The Playboy Philosophy.”
including installments 1-7, 8-12 and
I13-18, are available at $I per booklet.
Address all correspondence on  etther
“Philosophy” or “Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, praveov, 232 E. Ohlio
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
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Auintica will soon discover that, unlike
other major cities ol every continent,
Rio is completely color-blind.

Despite this racially relaxed environ-
ment, however, life in Rio—and for that
matter, in all of Brazil—is still marked
by the inequities of a waditionally class-
conscious society which tends 1o pigeon-
hole its citizens statuswise according 10
income and profession rather than race
or religion, The uneducated girl in Rio,
be she black or white, is often somebody's
maid or laundress, with little or no hope
of reaching a higher rung on the eco-
nomic ladder. But the middle-class girl
whose [ather can aflord to send her
through high school has a wider range
of hvelihoods to choose from: cashier,
shop clerk, secretary, airline hostess, even
teacher.

For the granfina (socialite) or the
daughter of an affluent businessman,
of course, the question of a career—or
even of employment—simply never
arises. She spends most ol her waking
hours basking on private beaches, at-
tending fashion shows and sipping rum
punch on the family yacht or at ring-
side in one of the city’s chic supper
clubs. She's generally been to Europe—at
least once—and  speaks  English  and
French with reasonable proficiency in
addition to her native Pormuguese. Os
tensibly emancipated, she actually lives
under a much swricter code than her less
fortunate Rio sisters, If she’s allowed 1o
date unchaperoned on Saturday nights,
her escort will be a Brazilian hoy whose
parents are as well-heeled as hers. You'll
find her at her inaccessible loveliest on
these weekly outings, sipping aperitifs
and nibbling daintily on a rare cut of
Brazilian beel at Rio's posh Top Club.
Later, she and her well-bred swain will
join other smartset couples for a fast
round ol sambas and cha-chas at decorous
Sacha's, -and—curfew permitting—round
out the night with some less rehned
fruging at the crowded Zum-Zum, Rio’s
smartest  discothéque. Unless youre a
member of the jet set, vou'll need more
than a smooth line and a pocketful
ol cruzeiros to work vour way into this
attractive  aristocrat’s  closely  guarded
affections. You necdn’t bother planning
any beachheads until Poppa officially
offers you the weekend hospitality of
his wellstaffed villa—or umtil he an-
nounces that he's leaving for Australia
and won’t be back before you're safely
headed for home.

Middle-class Rio lasses—and fortunate-
Iv for the waylaring American male, this
glamorous group comprises most of the
city's ehigible girls—are much freer to do,
and (o date, as they please. They go out
on the town with nightly regularity;
have no inhibitions about habituating

either the most bohemian of bistros or
the most opulent of Copacabana boites;
and socialize readily with strangers who
display the same courtesy and convivial-
ity ordinarily shown members of the
[airer sex. Those who have jobs [ollow
much the same routine as working girls
everywhere, and can olten be found tak-
ing a long lunch break to bargain-hunt
along Rua Gongalves Dias, a narrow
downtown street the length of which is
lined with ouwdoor shops displaying the
Latest fashions in everything [rom ball
gowns to the brielest of bikinis. Here,
the enterprising man of means might in-
vest a few thousand cruzeiros (2000 (o
the dollar) in some token of his esteem
for one of these winsome white-collar
cariocas, and thus pave the way for a
closer alliance in the evenings ahead.
For girls with [athers who f[rown on
the newlangled notion of women work-
ing, the weckday is a pleasant ritual
of morning visits to Rio’s Copacabana,
Leblon and Ipanema beaches, followed
usually by alternoon classes at the Uni-
versity of Brazil or a leisurely window-
shopping tour with a crowd of fellow
female beachniks—ending with a snack
at one of Rio's many sidewalk barbecue
standds. A visit to any of these allresco
eateries should provide you with a golden
opportunity 1o cement  future Latin-
American relations with onc of its pretty
]):ltmns.

Once an  evening’s rendezvous has
been secured, plan a postprandial stroll
down one of Rios main drags with
vour new-found friend. The well-traveled
Avenida Presidente Vargas is a [avorite
promenade for such occasions, since its
side streets conceal a wide range of wa-
tering places where one can retreat for a
cup ol black carioca coffee before decid-
ing whether 10 make the all-night bossa-
nova scene at the Kilt Club or sit out
the wee hours at fashionable Au Bon
Gourmet, where the floorshow starts at
midnight and detonates ull dawn.

For the benefit of male visitors who
fail somehow to find a suitable soulmate
for the evening, Rio furnishes a wide
assortment  of  prolessional  companions
with unofficial headquarters at many of
the better bars surrounding the regal
Copacabana Palace Hotel. One  need
only descend from his expensive seaside
hotel digs to the palm-lined Avenida At-
Lintca below 1o be accosted by a flock of
local fulles de joie offering him any num-
ber of private pleasures for a price. Only
those who have lost their taste lor the
thrill of the chase would consider sam-
pling their wares, however, lor every
thoroughfare in town is thronged with
approachable  cariocas  who  proudly
maintain their amateur standing.

Any time of the year is a perfect time

to visit Rio and its distaff denizens. But
if your schedule permits. don't fail to
arrive in time for that wildly frenetic
and freeswinging weck-long holiday
which precedes Lent each vear and
turns Rio into a throbbing metropolis of
music, merriment and madcap mavhem:
carnaval' Preparations for this wildest
and most wonderful of national festivals
begin as early as the day after Chrisumas,
when the evenings begin to echo to the
sound of drumbeats and laughter from
the nearby hills, where clusters ol shanty-
town shacks serve as rehearsal rooms for
hundreds ol samba “schools,” the insiruc-
tors and instructresses of which will soon
don the gaudiest of spangled costumes
they can design and hill the beaches and
boulevards of Rio to overflowing for four
frantic, dance-filled. sleepless nighus.

The carnival itself explodes at sundown
on the Saturday before Ash Wednesday.
Out of the swank Copacabana and Fla-
mengo Beach apartment houses come the
rich, bedecked in outfits costing hundreds
ol dollars, laughing and embracing every-
one they meet. Thus lowering the so-
cial barriers that separate Rio’s nearly
4,000,000 citizens, carnaval provides the
male traveler with his first real chance to
exchange more than a glance with many
a highbrow ecarioca. And although the
poor do most ol their reveling in the
streets while the wealthier tend to [avor
private suburban parties or a 72-hour
round of [ancy-dress balls, every class
rubs shoulders at some time or other
during the festivitics and nobody goes
away mad.

Despite the spectrum of ethnic and
economic differences that divide the girls
of Rio the rest of the vear, the city's
polyglot distail population still shares a
common feminine appeal: an elemental
allure that stems [rom their supreme
self-assurance as womanly women who
harbor no desire to compete with men,
who glory in the knowledge of who and
what they are.

If they're not natives, their reasons for
coming to Rio are as diverse as their
backgrounds. For some, the city repre-
sents the promise of adventure, a carcer
or a formal education. For others, it’s an
escape from backwoods poverty or from
small-town confinements and conven-
tions. In the final analysis, however,
most of these converted cartocas Hock 10
Rio in search of the same thing that
atracts  the  visiting  American  male:
romance. Neither he nor they are dis
appointed.

As his jer leaves Rio behind and
whisks the saddened but satished traveler
back to the responsibilities of his work-
aday world, he’ll look back on his visit
with the marvelous misses ol the Cidade
Maravilliosa as among the happiest hours
he has spent in his quest for the quin-
tessence of feminine companionship.
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but at once runs into three hgures. None
too casy lor your fancy to comprehend,
is it, for didn’t vou [eel you were near-
ing a hardly thinkable inhnity, when
vou reckoned above ten? And now we
are turning the corner of that infinity,
and a century bheams at you, and over its
shoulder—another; and who knows, Fe-
lix, maybe a fourth hgure is ripening;
ves, it makes the head swim, and the
heart beat, and the nerves tingle, but it
is true nevertheless. See here: vou have
grown so used to your miserable [late
that I doubt whether you catch my
meaning; whae I say seems dark to you,
and strange; what comes next will seem
still darker and stranger.”

I spoke a long while in that vein. He
kept glancing at me with distrost; quite
likely, he had gradually acquired the no-
tion that I was making lun ol him. Fel-
lows of his kind remain good-natured up
to a certain point only. As it dawns
upon them that they are about to be put
upon, all their goodness comes off, there
appears in their eyes a vitreous gling,
they work themselves heavily into a state
ol solid passion.

I spoke obscurely, but my object was
not to infuriate him. On the contrary, 1
wished 1o anry favor with him; to per-
plex, but at the sume time o auract: in
a word, to convey to him vaguely but co-
gently the image of a man of his nature
and inclinations. My [ancy, however, ran
riot and that rather disgustingly, with
the weighty plaviulness of an elderly but
still smirking lady who has had a drop
oo much.

Upon my noting the impression T was
making, I stopped for a minue, halfl sor-
ry I had [rightened him, bur then, all ac
once, T [elt how sweet it was to be able
to make onc’s listener thoroughly un-
comfortable. So I smiled and continued
thus:

“You must forgive me, Felix, Tor all
this chatter, but, you sce, I seldom have
occasion 10 take my soul for an outing.
Then, 100, I am in a great hurry 1o dem-
onstrate myself from all sides, [or I want
to give you an exhaustive description of
the man with whom you will have to
work, the more so as the work in ques-
tion will be directly concerned with our
resemblance. Tell me, do you know what
an understudy is?”

He shook his head, his lower lip
drooped: I had long observed that he
breathed preferably through his mouth—
his nose being stuffed up, or something.

“If you don’t, let me explain. Imagine
that the manager of a hlm company—
you have been to the cinema, haven't
you?"'

“Well, yes . . "

“Good. So imagine that such a manag-
er or director . . . Excuse me, friend, you
seem to be wamting to say something?”

“Well, T haven’t been often. When 1
want to spend money I find something
bewer than pictures.”

“Agreed, but there are people who
think differently—il there weren't, then
there wouldn't be such a profession as
mine, would there? So, as I was saving, a
director has oflered me, for a small re-
muneration—something  like ten thou-
sand dollars—just a trifle, certainly, just
air, but prices have dropped nowadays—
to act in a ilm where the hero is a musi-
cian. This suits me admirably, as in real
life I love music 100, and can play sever-
al instruments. On summer evenings 1
sometimes take my violin to the nearest
grove—Dbut 1o get back to the point—an
understudy, Felix, is a person who can,
in case ol emergency, replace a given
actor.

“The actor plays his part, with the
camera shooting him; an  insignihicant
little scene remains to be done; the hero,
say, is to drive past in his car; but he
can’'t, he is in bed with a bad cold.
There is no time to be lost, and so his
double takes over and coolly sails past in
the car (splendid that you cin manage
cars) and when at last the film is shown,
not a single speatator is aware of the
substitution. The better the likeness, the
dearer its price. There even exist special
companies  whose  business consists  in
supplying movie stars with star ghosts.
And the life of the ghost is fine, secing
he gets a fxed salary but has to work

only occasionally, and not much work
cither—just putting on exactly the same
clothes as the hero, and whizzing past in
a smart car, in the hero’s stead, that’s all!
Nawurally an understudy ought not 1o
blab about his job: there would be the
hell of a row il some reporter got wind
ol the siratagem and the public learned
that a bit of its pet actor’s part had been
laked. You understand now why I was so
delightfully excited at hinding vou an
exact replica of myself. That has always
been one of my fondest dreams. Just
think how much it means o me—espe-
cially at present when the filming has
started, and 1. a man ol delicate health,
am cast for the leading part. Il anvthing
happens 10 me they at once call you, you
arrive——""

“Nobody calls me and I arrive no-
where,” imerrupted Felix.

“Why do you speak like that, my dear
chap?” said I, with a note of gentle
rebuke.

“Because,” said Felix, “it 18 unkind of
you to pull a poor man’'s leg. First I be-
lieved you. I thought you'd offer me
some honest work. It's been a long
dreary tramp coming here. Look at the
statc of my soles . . . and now, instead
of work—no, it doesn’t suit me.”

“I'm afraid there is a slight misunder-
standing,” I said softly. “What I'm offer-
ing you is neither debasing, nor unduly
complicated. We'll sign an agreement.
You'll get a hundred marks per month
from me. Let me repeat: the job is ridic-
ulously casy; child’s play—you know the

“Now, today's graduate simply wouldn’t understand
that kind of school spirit.”
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way children dress up to represemt sol-
diers, ghosts, aviators. Just think: you'll
be getting a monthly salary of a hundred
marks solely for putting on—very rarely,
once a vear perhaps—exactly the same
clothes 1 am wearing at present. Now,
do you know what we ought to do? Let
us fix some date to meer and rehearse
some little scene, just o see what it
looks like . . ."

“1 don’t know a thing about such mat-
ters, and don’t care 10 know.” objected
Felix rather rudely. “But I'll tell you
something; my aunt had a son who
played the bufloon at fairs, he boozed
and was too fond of girls. and my aunt
broke her heart over him unul the day
when, thank God, he dashed his brains
out by missing a flving swing and his
wile's hands. All those picture houses
and arcuses——"

Did it actually go on like this? Am I
[aithfully following the lead ol my mem-
ory, or has perchance my pen mixed the
steps and wantonly danced away? There
is something a shade woo literary about
that talk of owrs, smacking of thumb-
screw  conversiations in those stage  tav-
erns where Dostoievsky is at home: a
little more of it and we should hear that
sibilant whisper of [lalse humility, that
catch in the breath, those repetitions of
incantatory adverbs—and then all the
rest of it would come, the mystical trim-
ming dear to that famous writer ol Rus-
sian thrillers,

It even orments me in a way; that is.
it does not only torment me, but quite,
quite muddles my mind and, I dare say.
is [atal to me—the thought that I have
somchow been too cocksure about the
power of my pen—do you recognize the
modulations ol that phrase? You do. As
for me. I scem 1o remember that talk of
owrs admirably, with all its innuendoes,
and vsyu podnogotnuyu, “the whole su-
bunguality,” the secret under the nail
(to use the jargon of the tworwre cham-
ber, where fingernails were prized off,
and a lavorite term—enhanced by italics
—with our national expert in soul ague
and the aberrations of human self-re-
spect). Yes, T remember tha alk, but am
unable w0 render it exactly, something
clogs me, something hot and abhorrent
and quite unbearable. which I cannot
get rid ol because it is as sticky as a sheet
of flypaper into which one has walked
naked in a pitch-dark room. And. what
15 more, you cannot hnd the light.

No. our conversation was not such
as is set down here; that is, the words
maybe were exactly as stated (again thae
litde gasp), but I have not managed or
not dared to render the special noises
ill'('()llll):lll?’illg i; there ()('CIIIT(_'(I (]ll(.‘t‘l'
fadings or dottings of sound: and then
again  that muuering, that sust ion,
and. suddenly, a wooden voice clearly
pronouncing: “Come. Felix, another
dnnk.”

The brown floral design on the wall:

an inscripuon explaining testily that the
house was not responsible for lost prop-
erty; the cardboard rounds serving as
bases for beer (with a hurriedly penciled
sum across one of them): and the distant
bar at which a man drank, legs twisted
into a black scaroll, and smoke encircling
him: all these were commentative notes
to our discourse, as meaningless, howev-
er, as those in the margins ol Lydia’s
washy books.

Had the trio sitting by the blood-red
window curtain, far from us, had they
wrned and looked at us, those three
quict and morose carousers, they would
have seen: the fortunate brother and the
luckless brother: one with a small mus-
tache and sleek haw, the other clean-
shaven, but needing a  haircut  (that
ghostly little mane down the saulf of his
lean meck): lacing each  other, both
sitting alike: elbows on the table and hsts
at the cheekbones. Thus we were re-
flected by the misty and. 10 all appear-
ances, sick mirror, with a freakish slant, a
sreak of madness, a muror thit surely
would have cracked at once had it
chanced to reflect one single genuine
human countenance.

Thus we sat and T kept up my persua-
sive drone:; T am a bad speaker, and the
oration which I seem 1o render word by
word did not flow with the lissome glide
it has on paper. Indeed. it is not really

possible o set down my incoherent
speech,  that  wmble and jumble of
words, the ftorlornness of subordinaed
clauses, which have lost thewr masters

and straved away. and all the superfluous
gibber that gives words a support or a
creep hole; but myv mind worked so
rhythmically and pursued its quanry at
such a steady pace. that the impression
now left me by the wend of my own
words is anything but tangled or garbled.
My object, however, was still out of
veach. The [lellow's resistance, proper
o one ol limited intelligence and timor-
ous humor, had 1o be broken down some-
how. So seduced was I by the neat
naturalness of the theme. thae I over-
looked the probability of its being dis-
tasteful o him and even ol its [rightening
him off as naturally as it had appealed
to my [ancy.

I do not mean, by that, that 1 have
ever had the least conmection with the
screen or the stage: in point of fact. the
only time I performed was a score of
years ago, in a little amatewr affair at
our squire’s country seat (which my fa-
ther managed). I had 1o speak only a lew
words: "The prince bade me announce
that he would be here presently. Ah!
here he comes,” instead ol which, Tull of
exquisite delight and all aquiver with
glee. 1 spoke thus: “The prince cannor
come: he has cur his throat with a ra-
ror”: and, as I spoke, the genteman in
the part ol the prince was coming al-
ready, with a beaming smile on his gor-

geously painted face, and there was a
moment of general suspense, the whole
world was held up—and to this day I re-
member how deeply I inhaled the divine
ozone ol monstrous storms and disasters.
But although 1 have never been an aclor
in the strict sense of the word, 1 have
nevertheless, in real life, always carried
about with me a small folding theater
and have appeared in more than one
part, and my acting has always been su
perfine: and if you think that my
prompter’'s name was Gain—capital G
not C—then vou are mighulv mistaken.
It is all not so simple, mv dear sirs.

In the case of my wlk with Felix. how-
ever, my performance proved to be
merely a loss ol ume, lor I suddenly real-
izedd that il I went on with thar mono-
log about flming, he would get up
and leave, returning the ten marks I had
sent him: (no, on second thought I be-
lieve he would not have returned them—
no, never!). The weighty German word
for “money” (monev in German being
gold, in French, silver, in Russian, cop-
per) was mouthed by him with exwraor-
dinary reverence, which, curiously, could
turn into brutal lust. But he would have
certainly gpone away, with an Ishan’t-be-
insulted air!

To be perfectly [rank, 1 do not quite
see  why everything linked with the
theater or cinema seemed so utterly awo-
cious to him: surange, loreign— but

- atrocious? Let us try to explain it by
the German  plebeian’s  backwardness.
The German peasant is  old-lashioned
and prudish: just ry, one day. 10 walk
through 2 village in nothing but swim-
ning vunks. I have wied. so T know
whit happens: the men stand stock-still,
the women titter, hiding their  faces,
quite like parlormaids in Old World
comedies.

I Iell silent. Felix was silent oo, wrac-
g lines on the wble with his finger.
He had probably expected me 1w offer
him a gardener's job or that of a
chauffeur, and was now disappointed
and sulky. I called the waiter and paid.
Once again we were pacing the streets.
It was a sharp bleak might. Among small
douds curled like astrakhan, a shiny flat
moon kept shiding in and out.

“Listen,  Felix.  Our  talk s
finished. We cannot leave it like thar
I've booked a voom in a howl; come
along. you'll spend the night with me.”

He accepted this as his due. Slow as
his wits were, he understood that |
needed him. and that it was unwise 1o
break off our relations without having
arrived e something definiie. We again
walked past the duplicate of the Bronze
Rider. Not a soul did we meet on the
boulevard. Not a gleam was there in the
houses: had 1 noticed a single lighted
window. I should have supposed thm
somebody had hanged himself there and
lelt the lamp burning—so unwonted and
unwarranted would a light have seemed.

1oL



We reached the hotel in silence. A col-
larless sleepwalker let us in. Upon cnter-
ing the room I again had that sensation
of something very familiar; but other
matters engaged my mind.

“Sit down.” He did so with his fists on
his knees: his mouth hall opened. T re-
moved my coat and thrusting  both
hands inte my wrouser pockets and clink-
ing small change in them, started walk-
ing 10 and fro. I wore, by the bye, a lilac
tic llecked with black, which blew up
every time I turned on my heel. For
some while it continued like that: si-
lence, my pacing, the wind of my motion.

All of a sudden Felix, as if shot dead,
let his head fall and began unlacing his
shoes. I glanced at his unprotected neck,
at the wistful expression ol his hrst ver-
tebra, and it made me leel queer o
think that I was about 1o sleep with my
double in one room, under one blanket
almost, for the twin beds stood side by
side, quite close. Then, o, there came.
with a pang. the dreadful idea that his
flesh might be tainted by the scarlet
blowches of a skin disease or by some
crude tatwoing: I demanded ol his body
a minimum ol resemblance to mine: as
to his [ace, there was no trouble about
that.

“Yes, go on, take your things off.” said
I, walking and veering.

He lifted his head, a nondescript shoe
in his hand.

“It is a long while since T've slept in a
bed,” he said with a smile (don’t show
your gums, fool). “In a real bed.”

“Take oft everything,” I said impa-
tiently. “You are surely dirty, dusty. I'll
give vou a shirt to sleep in. But first
wash.”

Grinning and grunting. perhaps a
trifle shy of me, he stripped 1o the skin
and proceeded 10 douche his armpits
over the basin of the cupboardlike wash-
stand. I shot glances at him, examining
cagerly that stark-naked man. His back
was about as muscular as mine, with a
pinker coccyx and uglier buttocks. When
he turned I could not help wincing at
the sight of his big knobbed navel—but
then mine is no beauty either. T doubt
he had ever in his life washed his animal
parts: they looked [lairly plausible as
these things go but did not invite close
inspection. His toenails were much less
abominable than I had expected. He was
lean and white, much whiter than his
face, thus making it seem that it was my
f[ace, still reraiming s summer tan, that
was affixed to his pale trunk. You could
even discern the line round his neck
where the head adhered. 1 derived a
keen pleasure [rom that survey; it set my
mind ar case; no spectal marks sugma-
tized him,

When, having pulled on the clean
shire 1 issued him Irom my suitcase, he
went to bed, 1 sat down at his leet and
fixed him with a frank sneer. I do not

.

know what he thought, but that unusual
cleanness had mollilied him, and in a
bashful gush of something, which for all
its repulsive sentimentality was quite a
tender gesture, he stroked my hand and
said—I translate literally: “You're a good
[ellow.”

Without unclenching my teeth T went
into shivers of laughter; then, T suppose,
the expression of my [ace struck him as
odd, lor his eyebrows climbed up and he
cocked his head. No longer suppressing
my mirth I poked a cgarette into his
mouth. It fairly made him choke.

“You ass!” I exclaimed. “Haven't you
really guessed that il I made you come
here 1t was for some important, terribly
important  matter?”  and  producing  a
thousand-mark note from my wallet, and
still shaking with merriment, T held it
up before the fool's lace.

“That's for me?” he asked, and
dropped 1he lighted cigarette; it was as

ART KRusz,

il his fingers had involuntarily pared,
ready to smatch.

“You'll burn a hole in the sheet,” 1
said (laughing, laughing). “Or in your
precious hide! You scem moved, 1 see.
Yes, this money will be vours, you'll
even receive it in advance if you agree o
the thing 1 am going to suggest. How
was it you didn't realize that I babbled
about movies only 10 test you, and that 1
am no actor whatsoever, but a shrewd,
hard businessman. Brielly, here is the
maiter: I intend perlorming a certain
operation and a slisht chance exists ol
their getting at me later. All suspicions.
however, will be ar once allayed by the
dehnite proof thar at the exact vme
when the aforesaid operation was per-
formed, I happened to be very [ar from
the spot.”

“Robbery?” asked Felix
strange satislaction flitted across his face.

"I see you aren't as stupid as
thought.” 1 went on, lowering my voice

and a look ol

“Look, kid, from now on just shoot
your arrows—then bug oul!”
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to a mere murmur. “Evidently you have
long had an inkling that there was some-
thing fishy. And now you are glad that
you weren't mistaken, as every man is
glad when the correciness of his guess is
confirmed. We both have a weakness [or
silver objects—that’s what you thought,
didn’t you? Or perchance, what really
pleased you was that I turned out to be
not a legpuller after all, not a dreamer
slightly cracked, but a man who meant
business?”

“Robbery?” asked Felix agam, with
new life in his eyes.

At any rate, an unlawful action. You
shall learn the details in due time. First,
lIet me explain what I want you to do. I
have a car. Wearing my clothes you'll sit
in that car and drive along a certain
road. That's all. You'll get a thousand
marks—or il you prefer, two hundred
and fifty dollars—Ior that joyride.”

“A thousand?" he repeated alter me
ignoring the lure of valuta. “And when
will you give it me?”

"Il happen perfectly naturally, my
[riend. On putting on my coat you'll
find myv wallet in it, and in the wallet,
the cash.”

“What must I do next?”

“I've told vou. Go for a drive. I'll van-
ish; you'll be seen, taken for me; you'll
return and . . . well, T'll be back, too,
with my purpose accomplished. Want
me to be more exact? Righto. At a cer-

tain hour you will drive through a vil-
lage, where my [ace is well known; you
won't have to speak to anyone, it will all
be a matter of a few minutes. Bur I'll
pay [or those [ew minutes handsomely,
just hecause they’ll give me the marvel-
ous opportunity of being in two places
at once.”

“You'll get caught with the goods,”
said Felix, “and then the police will be
after me; it'll all come out at the trial;
you'll squeal.”

I laughed: “"D’you know, friend, I like
the way you at once accepred the notion
ol my being a aook.”

He rejoined, saying that he was not
fond of jails; that jails sapped one's
youth: and that there was nothing like
frecedom and the singing of birds. He
spoke rather thickly and without the
least enmity. Alter a while he became
pensive with his ¢clbow upoin the pillow.
The room was smelly and quiet. Only a
couple of paces or one jump separated
his bed from mine. I vawned and, with-
out undressing, lay down in the Russian
way upon (not under) the featherbed. A
quaint little thought tickled me: during
the night Felix might kill me and rob
me. By straining my [oot out and aside,
and scraping with my shoe against the
wall, I managed to reach the switch;
shipped: strained still more, and with my
heel kicked out the light

“And what il it's all a lie?” came his

dull voice breaking the silence. “What il
I don't believe you?”

I did not stir.

“A lie,” he repeated a minute later.

I did not stir, and presently I began to
breathe with the dispassionate rhythm of
sleep.

He listened, that was certain, I lis
tened to his listening. He listened 1o my
listening to his listening. Something
snapped. I noticed that I was not think-
ing at all of what I thought T was think-
ing; atempted to caich my consciousness
tripping, but got mazed mysell.

I dreamed a loathsome dream, a wriple
ephialtes. First there was a small dog;
but not simplj’ a small dog; a small
mock dog, very small, with the minute
black eyes of a beetle’s larva; it was
white through and through, and coldish.
Flesh? No, not flesh, but rather grease or
jelly, or else perhaps, the fat of a white
worm, with. morcover, a kind ol carved
corrugated surface reminding one ol a
Russian  paschal lamb of butter—dis-
gusting mimiay. A cold-blooded being,
which Nature had twisted into the like-
ness of a small dog with a tail and legs,
all as it should be. It kept getting into
my way. I could not avoid it; and when
it touched me, I fele something like an
electric shock. I woke up. On the sheet
of the bed next to mine there lay curled
up, like a swooned white larva, that very

N . .
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same dreadful little pseudo dog . . . 1
groaned with disgust and opened my
cyes. All around shadows floated: the
bed next to mine was empty except for
the broad burdock leaves which. owing
to the damp. grow out of bedstcads. One
could see, on those leaves, telluale stains
ol a slimy nawure; I peered closer; there,
glued to a [at stem it sat, small, tallowish-
white, with its littde black button eyes
... but then, at last, I woke up for good.

We had forgouen to pull down the
blinds. My wristwatch  had  stopped.
Might be five or hall-past five. Felix
slept, wrapped up in the feather bed,
with his back to me; the dark crown of
his head alone was visible. A weird
awakening, a weird dawn. I recollected
our talk, I remembered that T had not
been able to convince him: and a brand-
new, most atractive idea got hold of me.

Oh, reader, 1 felt as fresh as a child
after my liule snooze; my soul was
rinsed clean; I was, in fact, only in my
36th year, and the generous remain-
der of my life might be devoted to
something better than a vile will-o™-the-
wisp. Really, what a fascinating thoughr;
to take the advice of fate and, now, at
once, leave that room, forever leave and
forget, and spare my poor double. . . .
And, who knows, maybe he was not the
least like me after all, T could sce only
the crown of his head, he was [ast asleep,

with his back to me. Thus an adolescent,
alier vielding once again to a solitary
and shameful vice, says 1o himself with
inordinate force and clearness: “That's
finished for good; [rom this time forth,
life shall be pure: the rapuure of puri-
ty”: thus. after having voiced everything,
having lived through everything in ad-
vance and had my fill of pain and pleas-
ure, I was now superstitiously keen to
turn away from temptation forever.

All scemed so simple: on that other
bed slept a tramp whom I had by chance
sheltered: his poor dusty shoes stood on
the floor with toes turned in: his trusty
stick had been carefully placed across
the scat of the chair that supporied his
clothes folded with proletarian tidiness.
What on earth was I doing in that pro-
vincial hotel room? What reason was
there to loiter? And that sober and
heavy smell of a stranger's sweat. that
curdled sky in the window, that large
black fly settled on the decanter . . . all
were saying to me: rise and go,

A black smear of gravelly mud on the
wall near the switch reminded me of a
spring day in Prague. Oh. T could scrape
it off so as to leave no wrace, no race, no
trace! I longed for the hot bath I would
take in my beautiful home—though
wryly correcting anticipation with the
thought that Ardalion had probably
used the wb as his kind cousin had al-
ready allowed him to do, 1 suspected,

once or twice in my absence.

I lowered my feet onto an upturned
corner of the rug: combed my hair back
from the temples with a pocket comb of
genuine torwoise shell—nor the dirty mock
turtle T had seen that bum wsing; with-
out a sound, I slipped across the room to
put on my overcoat and hat; lifted my
suitcase and went out, closing the door
noisclessly alter me. I presume thae had 1
even happened to cast a glance at the [ace
of my sleeping double, I should have gone
all the same; but I experienced no wish to
do so, just as the above-mentioned ado-
lescent does not, in the morning, deign
to glance at the photograph he had
adored in bed.

In a slight haze of dizziness T went
down the stairs, polished my shoes with
a towel in the lavatory, rccombed my
hair, paid for the room, and, followed by
the night porter's sleepy stare, siepped
into the swreet. Half an hour later I was
sitting m a vailway carriage; a brandy-
flavored belch traveled with me, and in
the corners of my mouth lingered the
salty traces of a plain, but delicious ome-
let that I had hurriedly eaten at the
station restaurant. Thus, on a low eso-
phageal note, this vague chapter ends.

This is the third installment of a major
novel by Vladimiv Nabokov. Part 1V will
a ppﬂu‘ next month.
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SIMON GOT HIS BUREAU

dinner with him. He picked up Foster at
the New Center, ook one more look at
Jordan's body, found it still of worth in
spite of the uncombed tumble of honey
hair and the dirtv, badly biuen finger-
nails. He and Foster walked down Sixth
toward Bleecker, talking.

Foster Danelian, where he didn’t look
like Gig Young, looked like Louis Jour-
dan, with an over-all sprinkling of Cary
Grant. Designed as a gigolo, he had the
nerve to call himsell a painter. Simon
sometimes lectured him on vocational
matters, pomnting out the danger in by-
passing your true calling for one more
prestigious. Foster argued that a gigolo
had as much right to stand at an easel as
anybody else. Simon tried 10 make him
sce that a gigolo looked ridiculous at any
standing occupation.

“I finished the porurait,”™ Foster said.

“Of who?”

“You. You sat for it

“Me and my bad amm. I meant to sit
on it.”

“Try not to be a shit. Want to sce it?”

“Nope. | don’t want to see mysell as
Two Lesbian Nudes Disembarking from
a Model T. that's all you ever paint. I
get no insights seeing myself that way. 1
don’t even have a driver's license.”

“It's a brilliant painting.”

“I always say you've got a special
thing going for you as a painter, Foster.
Vapidity. You have a vapidity all your

"

own, Foster.”

“I'll ask you omne question: Why
bother?”

“What do you have relerence to,
Foster?”

“Why bother going alter Jordan? Why
bother going alter any ol them? You
keep them all ten feet away and you
know there’s littde of wrue interest vou
can do with a girl ten feet away, 1 don't
care how well endowed you are”

“There're lots of things you can do
with a girl ten feet away, Foster. Play
ping-pong. Exchange recipes for mari-
juana brownies.”

“I like your concept ol a courtship,
Simon. You'll make some girl very
happy across a ping-pong table il you
feed her enough psvchedelic brownies.”

Pretty soon they were at Bleecker
Swreer and emtering the Inalian restau-
rant called The Grouo. When the bar-
dolino came and their drinking was un-
der way, Simon broached the subject.

"You were in the main right, Foster, I
have some interest in Jordan Wherry.
Though 1T have some reservitions, I've
decided 10 go after her. That presents
certain problems, not problems exactly,
tactical considerations. The first consid-
cration is Tessa Mayo.”

“Tessa Mavo 1sn’t a consideration, she's
a conflagration.”

“She does fire up certain people.
wondering if one of them isn't you.”

I'm

(continued from page 78)

“I don’t get the implication there.”
“What's your opinion of Tessa, Foster?”
“Nice looking, but wears capes.”
“Look, Foster, I'm not accusing, but
there are facts that should be faced. One
is that I'm going around with Tessa. An-
other is that olten, lately, when you look
at Tessa you begin 1o slobber in a Pavlo-
vian way. 1 think we can consider it
established that you would like 10 do
things with Tessa that can’t be done
from ten feet away. Isn't it possible that
your bringing Jordan Wherry to my at-
wention had something 10 do with your
slobbering interest in Tessa Mayo?”

“l do get the implication there, and
I'm considering whether to punch you
in the mouth for it.”

“There’s no need o punch anybody,
Foster. If you've got an appetite for
Tessa, it's no crime. You can say so like i
man and we can discuss it man to man,
il you can force yoursell to the male role
for the length of a discussion.”

“Il you're discussing laas, let me
point out you've got the [acts a liude
twisted, Simon. Your claim to be going
around with Tessa won't hold up. You're
hanging around with Tessa. That's an-
other category entirely.”

“What my category is with Tessa is
none ol your business, Foster. The fact
is that I'm the guy she spends her nights
with when she spends nights, and this
has been making vou slobber for some
time now. This explains the gilt of Jor-
dan. When a Greek bears gifts look to
vour wallet.”

“I'm not a Greek, I'm of Lebanese ex-
traction. Besides, why would I want your
wallet? I make more money than you
do.”

“Many counterfeiters do. Here's the
point, Foster, I've made up my mind to
go after Jordan, but I can’t do it with-
out clearing the air with Tessa. I simply
can’t be involved with two girls at the
same time, it does bad things to my ner-
vous system. You gulp them two at a
time, but I'm a monogamist "

“A sequential monogamist. You play
around in time rather than in space, the
coward’s way. To be sure, this may only
say something about your potency.”

“You and I are constituted differently,
Toster. One of us is made of shit and the
other of pure gold. I leave it to you to
tell which is which, il you know the
difference between the two materials,
which your painting and your whole
personality suggest you don’t.”

“Let's see il I can't translate this
windy and wildly offensive statement,
Simon. You're saying youre going to
break it off with Tessa so you can go
aflier Jordan with a cdear mind”

“You've got it. I'm planning 10 do
what you planned for me 10 do. Foster.
I'm going 1o tell Tessa the exact score so

I won't be doing anything behind her
back, those are my mtentions with
Tessa. What 1 want o know is, what
are your intentions with Tessa?”

“Any intentions I may have with
Tessa are with Tessa, not vou, so don't
start prying, Simon. I'll tell vou this
much, any intentions I have or may have
with Tessa, or anv girl, won't involve
ping-pong tables.”

“Oh yes they will. Your system is to
get two girls plaving ping-pong and
vou're the ball, only you like to think
you hold all the paddles. What 1 want wo
know 1s, are you involved with any other
girl right now? Il vou are, Tessa is out.”

“What's this high moral position you
take on the binary mathematics ol sex,
Simon?"”

“I can’t handle two girls at once. It's
not for me, not because it doesn’t feel
right, because it doesn’t [eel good. You
may say it doesn’t leel good because it
doesn’t feel right. No. There’s no moral
basis for the [eeling. It doesn’t fecl
good because it's complicated, and I'm
simple.”

“Well, it [eels good 10 me [or the very
reason that it’s complicated. 1 thrive on
complications, Simon. My theory is that
simple things are for simpletons.”

"I know, and my judgment in this
connection is that voure lull of shit.
That's not a moral judgment, it's a judg-
ment about the most ethcient use of an
individual’s energies. You like complica-
tions because they eat up your energies.
You spend so much energy on the ma-
neuverings around sex, Foster, I'll tell
you [rankly, the suspicion arises that you
don’t have much left over for the sex
itsell, or aren’t much good at expending
energy in that area.”

“I'Il ignore the insults and just discuss
the thermodynamics, Simon. You have
one girl at a tme, yes. But you dole
yoursell out with your one. I generally
have two and go all out with both of
them. | conclude that I have a more
passionate nawure and you have to be
miserly with your energies because vou
don’t hive many.”

“Foster, look at the arithmeuc. If
vou've got two girls vou can’t go all out
with both of them, that would mean
there's two hundred percent of you and
no matter what an inflaed idea you've
got ol voursell, there’s not two hundred
percent ol vou. The best you can do is
o hall out with each girl. hity percent
out. No. I'll give vou a better formula.
You split yoursell into two halves and
each half goes all out with its girl.”

“No, vou haven't got it right, Simon. I
really do go all out with the givl I'm
with at the moment, then there’s a
change in personnel and 1 keep on
going all out with the second girl. I'm
wholchearted no matter which girl I'm
with. It's just my nawre to be whole-
hearted while the recipients of my whole-
heartedness aliernate.”



“What you're doing is putting on the
act of being wholehearted. Though even
il you were wholehearied it would add
up to halfheartedness in normal terms,
because vou've only got hall a heart.
You haven't answered my question. Are
you involved with anvbody right now?"

“Suppose 1 am, and suppose I decide
to go after Tessa even so, how can vou
stop me?”

“I'll just give her the straight dope
about you. That'll scare her ofl, take my
word for it. she's a sequential monog-
amist, too, very much so.”

“In answer to your ¢uestion, Simon,
no, I have no involvements at the mo-
ment. I'm curious  about  something,
though. Just how are you going to break
the sad news to her?”

“I'll put it to her in several ways. One
is, 1 think she should be with somebody
taller than hersell for a while.”

“You've got a theory about the respec-
tive heights, ol course.”

“Of course.”

“For a minute there I was afraid we'd
stumbled into an area where vou didn’t
have a theory.”

“I have a theory. Want 10 hear it?”

“I can’t wait to hear it. T mean, 1
can’t wait to hear it, because I've got 1o
get home and practice some new madri-
gals on the recorder.”

“You don’t have a recorder, Foster.”

“I know, that's why I have 1o practice
so much. It’s tough when you don’t have
the proper equipment.”

“The toughest thing is to use your
head when vou don’t have the equip-
ment. Don’t bother practicing the use ol
your head, Foster. Here's my theory. Size
is taken to mean strength. When the
woman's taller than the man, people
think she’s the stronger. American won-
en tend to rule their men anvhow, but
this 1s more or less covered. The woman
who's taller than her man feels she's lost
her cover, her secret’s out. Tessa’'s not a
big offender, of course. She's av heart a
feminine girl. All the same, she’s embar-
rassed  walking into  restaurans  and
other places the taller of the two, she
thinks people arc saying she wears the
pants, Il do her good 1o go with a
taller man for a while, even a sickeningly
weak one.”

“It could be taken the opposite way,
Simon. People could figure the shorter
man’s got o be damn sure of himself to
risk people thinking he's a milksop and
probably impotent. Obviously bediuse
he bangs his taller woman Dblind. or
beats her, or supplies her with cocaine,
has such a hold over her he doesn’t mind
the implications of being  physically
overshadowed. In vour case, 1 imagine
the searet’s cocaine.”

“No. I don’t supply Tessa with cociine,
and I don’t beat her, and I don’t bang
her blind either. I don’t want you doing
these things to Tessa either, though il

you bang her just short of blind, if you
bang her just very myopic, 1 think you'll
have a good relationship and she won’t
need beatings or cocaine. Treat her well,
will you, Foster? She’s had it rough and
she's worth something, more than most.”

“Which is why youre giving her up
with such equanimity.”

“This is despair, Foster. I hide it well.
Listen now, let's understand one anoth-
er, I'll help you arrange it with Tessa on
onc condition, no third partics. that
would break her up. I you raise a scent
somewhere else you've got o cut it with
Tessa first. Devote three months 10 her
exclusively and see if it isn't worth . It
won't kill you. This girl isn’t &t havdship.”

“And what are your plans with Jor-
dan, Simon?”

“To bang her Dblind, TFoster, what
clse?”

“You've got it made, Simon. You don't
have to bang any girl blind. I a ginl
goes lor vou vou know she’s blind 1o
begin with.”

- - -

Thar sume night Simon wemnt 10 see
Tessa. He came right 1o the point

“Tess, we ought 1o wlk some things
ey,

“Swre, Sime, like what.”

“I mean, there's something I'd like 10
ger out in the open.”

“Go nght ahead, Sime, I like the
things vou get out in the open. You get
them out and we'll tuck them right away

again, certain  things shouldn’t stay in
the open 100 long, might caich cold.”

“Be serious, Tess, this 1s important,
Maybe you could stop sewing for a
while.”

“You get the right things owm in the
open and I'll stop sewing.”

“Please try to be serious, Tess. [ think
we should wyv to assess just what it is
we've got between us.”

“You've got i, you assess "

“Tess, haven't vou ever stopped to ask
if we're going anvwhere:”

“I know where we're going. You want
w go right now or can I fimsh this
seam:"

“Here's what I'm getning at, Tess. We
get along mostly fine, but we're two very
different  people. It's time we  talked
about our dilferences. Suppose 1 run
through them quickly. One, vour sleep-
ing davs whereas I sleep nights. Two.
vour wianting sex in the morning and
my wanting it in the evening. Three,
vour cquation ol sex with something
very black, which I'm not. Four, vour
being five, ten, and my being five, eight.
Want to talk about them in that order:”

“No. let's get the thing about the wll-
ness out ol the way first. I don’t ger thar
point at all. Sime. You're hive. eight, or
whatever you are in restaurants, mavbe,
not in bed. You're not any particular
height in bed.”

“That's not lacing the problem. Tess.
See, we both like sex belore going 1o

“I realize you have your own life to live, Mother—but,
gosh, you're always too busy to see me,
and I was so looking forward to
having dinner with you on my birthday . ..”
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sleep, it’s the best sedative. Well, il we
£o 1o sleep at different times. we natural
ly want sex at different vmes. If we have
it in the morning. it leaves us both
sleepy, which is fine for you because
you're just going to sleep but makes it
tough for me because I have to work and
I can’t keep mv eves open. That's the
other point I was mentioning, my want-
mg sex at night and vour wanung it in
the morning. That's basically the result
ol our diflerent sleeping schedules, so we
can subsume the sex-timing problem un-
der the sleep-scheduling problem.”

“You subsume il you want to, I've got
to finish this sewing. Unless vou'd like to
stretch out and be subsumed [or a while,
il that fius in with vour scheduling.”

“You can’t laugh the problem away,
Tess. Look at it in terms of work ourput.
When we have sex in the morning and 1
sit down at the typewriter too sleepy to
work well, my work outpur geis cut. 1
mean, I've been working, but somewhat
more slowly because I'm drowsy. T work
on a piecework basis, so much per page,
so our sex, though it's very good in other
terms. is costing me monev. At a rough
guess I'd say sex with vou over the past
two months has cost me in the neighbor-
hood of thirtcen hundred dollars. You
can see that if sex costs a man that
kind of money he’s bound to build up
resenunent.”

“We could work that out, Sime. All it
takes is a little good will on both sides.
Look, having sex on a regular basis has
been good for me, it calms me down
and makes me sleep better, so I've been
working beiter, too, and as a result my
income is up. I'd say it’s up by a fair
amount over thirteen hundred dollars.,
To make things equitable all I've got to
do is compensate you for the thirteen
hundred dollars you've lost in making
me work bewer, I'll gladly do that, 1
still come out ahead moneywise and in
nervous-system terms bhoth.”

“Wouldn't work out, Tess, liberated
though we are, I'm not liberated enough
to take money [rom a woman, not on a
regular basis anyhow, and not for sex
services certainly. Besides, this is sull
not taking into account the thivd and
mavbe most serious of our differences,
your view that sex is a very black thing,
practiced in blackness with a very black
partner, whereas no mater what I may
be I'm not in the least black.”

“You wrying to tell me, Sime, that I've
really got the hots for Negroes and we
don’t really make it because you're not
a Negro”

“I'm not nailing it down to that ex-
tent as regards personnel. Tess, I'm just
saving in gencral terms that vou've got
sex equated with unwhite and no mauer
how well we ger along sexually, I'm in
the realm ol white. What comes out of

152 Your personal story is that one reason

you were attracted to the man you mar-
ricd was that he was close 10 so many
Negroes. Another thing, one who listens
auentively when you talk about your
past comes away with the impression
that in addition to the Negro baritone
vou very likely had some involvement
with the basso of that vocal group, too,
and maybe even for a briel period with
the wenor. I'm not siving vou've got a
hxation anywhere near your hushand’s,
but we can make out a wend there, a
cultivated taste, maybe something we
could go so lar as 1o call a leaning. Now
what I'm trying 0 point out is that
though you've got a really warm feeling
for me, and it’s one I appreciate, it's not
the warmest, because with my fair skin
and blond hair I'm so much Dutch
Cleanser in the hot night you need "

“Sime, couldn’t we stop the circular
talk, what is it with you, you meet an-
other girl?”

“That’s a factor in the picture, too, if
we're looking at the whole picture. Yes. 1
have met a girl. though it's still in the
preliminary stages. These other actors

I've been rtalking about rank  first,
definitely.  they  exist whether or not
there's another girl, but if we're 10

roud out the picture, yes. I've met an-
other girl %

“Why didn’t you say so, for God's
sake! Sime, for a writer you sure have
got a funny way ol saying evervthing
with words but what’s on your mind!”

“It was definitely my plan to mention
this givl, Tess, but 1T didn’t want to give
her an exaggerated place in the list of
problems. She’s problem number  five,
that’s why I wanted 1o run through one,
two. three and four fira 3

“Right, now in reference to number
five. how do you propose we handle
number fivez”

“That's the question I'm bringing up
for discussion, Tess. As we've agreed
many times, we're both sequential monog-
amists, that s, while we don’t seem to
have sex with one person permanently,
we have it with one person ar a time.
I've about made up my mind 1o go afier
this girl, Tess, and if T went alier her
while having vou, that would place my
promiscuity in space riather than time,
which doesn’t sit well with my type of
mentality. So——""

“So you'd like 1o stop having me so
you can get on with your sequentials.”

“This is just what 1 was hoping to
avoid, Tess, the note of binerness——"

“You don't read me right, Sime, I
wasn’t being biter, I'm cven relieved,
sort ol. We've had good times, and I'm
gratelul, you've got to know that, but
my God, even without problem number
five I've been aware for some time of
numbers one through lour. Besides, to
be perfealy honest, 1 should tell you
there’s a problem number six. I've been
thinking lately I'd really like to c¢hange

my sleep pattern, so I'm back in therapy
with Pandro Harlow. His manipulating
isn’t doing anything to my sleep pauern,
but his talk is making me think about
my involvement with vou. Sime. Pandro
seems to have heard about vou some-
where. He's been warning me quite a bit
about you. He thinks there’s something
sort ol psychopathic about a ghostwriter,
untrustworthy  anvhow. I've been de-
fending vou all I can, Sime, but he's got
real strong views about you and I can't
ignore them when he's my therapist. I've
got to trust him when it comes to liter-
ary things, Sime, he's such a brilliant
writer, vou said so yoursell.”

“I didn't say he was a brilliant writer,
I said his books were brilliantly written,”

“Well, whatever. Anvhow, Sime, I'm
genuinely sorry we've reached the end of
the line, I think you know that without
my saying it, but 1 certainly understood
this wasn’t for keeps. Besides, do vou
want the absolute truth? We've always
leveled with each other, I won't stant
keeping things [rom you now. The plain
honest truth is, I've been thinking a bit
about my own sequentials. I've been
wondering il it wasn't time for me to
find mysell some more monogamy. 1'd
never go for a space promiscuity, Sime,
not while vou were around, 1 think [ar
too much of you, but where tme is
concerned——""

“That’s another thing I wanted to get
into with you, Tess. I don't like the idea
of your being alone for any period of
ume. You need a special sort of man,
you deserve one that's right, more right
than 1 am. Now, I have somebody in
mind, a fellow who should suit you, par-
ticularly in the areas we've been talking
about. I mean, this is a ellow who works
nights and sleeps days, 100, is taller than
you are, and more than that i

“It's nice of you to be thinking of my
needs, Sime, but it's all right, you don't
have 10 fix me up. The fact is, 1 already
have somebody in mind, sort ol.”

“Don’t seule for just anything, Tess,
you're 100 good for that. I want to see
you with somcbody who deserves you,
the fellow I had in mind =

“1 think mine could work out fine,
Sime, I've been giving this a lot of
thought and I really think he's a good
choice.”

“May 1 ask who this fellow is? Is it
somebody 1 know?”

“I don’t see any reason why 1
shouldn’t tell you. You bet it’s somebody
you know.”

“My God, Tess, not Pandro Harlow.
not that jerk. This I absolutely forbid,
Tes—"

“What're vou talking about, Sime?
You don’t know Pandro, do you?”

“I know enough about how he is with
the girls, from the girls, The way he
knocks off his lady patients in the name




of therapy, this guy ought to be locked
up.”

“Well, he hasn't done any knocking oft
with me, and I can see you're awlully
biased on the subject of Pandro, so let's
not discuss him further. I'll just say the
man I have in mind is not Pandro, it’s
somebody a lot closer to you, Foster
Danclian.™

“Foster.”

“Yes, Foster Danelian,”

el Set

“You don't approver”

“I wouldn’t say I don't approve. I'm
surprised, that's all”

“Foster certainly fits the bill in the re-
spects you were mentioning, Sime. He
teaches and  paints nights and  sleeps
ays, so its fair o assume his sex timing
would be preuy close 1o my sex timing,
Also, he's definitely taller than T am.™

“That's right, Tess.”

“Also, these last weeks he's been giv-
ing me very inent looks, he practically
eats me up with his eyes and that
definitely interests me. Out of considera-
tion for you, because I think so much of
you and when I'm with you I'm with
you period, I haven't looked back at
him, but I've been aware of his saliva-
tion, if you can call it that, and I've
found mysell salivating some, too.”

“That's certainly a good sign. I might
point out further that though Foster's
not a Negro, he's a lot darker than T am,
he's got a noticeably dark aspect from
his Lebanese origins, and that's o the
good. Also, he's not Pandro Harlow,
which is a plus.”

“Foster’s dark looks were what attract-
ed me from the first, though naturally T
put this out of my mind, being with you
every time I saw Foster. But Sime, I
don’t want you thinking I'm ungrateful.
[ wouldn't want vou feeling hurt be-
cause 1 never even considered vour selec-
tion. If you think your selection stands
up against my selection, why. tell me
about him. Who'd vou have in mind,
Sime?”

“I don’t think it's worth going intwo
now, Tess. I think the move you've got
m mind is a good one.™

“No, look, T mean this, Sime, il this
lellow stacks up in any way alongside
Foster, ol course I'm interested.”

“My feeling is, Foster should work out
line, I'd say it's worth a real wy.”

“Wow, am I glad 1o hear those words
from you, Sime! Oh boy, what a relief
to get it out in the open! 1 swear,
the way Foster's been looking at me
I've been getting goose-pimples in the
damnedest places! Boy, what a weight
vou've lifted from my shoulders! Think
I'll give you a great hig kiss for lifting
all that weight off me!™

“Easy now, Tess. If we're going o be
sequential, let’s stay in sequence.”

“Mm, touch me right here, yes. I don't
think we're going against any ol our

convictions, Sime, I really don't think
that. Here, mm, that's right.”

“We shouldn’t take one siep lorward
and two steps back, Tess.”

“Now here, yes. Let's take one liule
step back, come on. We can always come
forward again. Yes, move around a little,
Here's how 1 see it, Sime. You've got to
know how absolutely I agree with you
that when vou're having one person you
shouldn’t have a second because that in-
volves lying and spreading your energies
thin. You know I'm with you on that
But you're not having this other girl yet,
no, and I'm not having Foster yet, no, so
it isn't as il we already ook the steps,
we're just thinking about taking them.
Meantime we're right here where we al-
ways were, don’t take your hands away.
I'd like to say goodbye 1o you real nice,
Sime, 1 feel sentimental about you, I'd
like you 1o know what a big warm fecl-
ing I've got about you, ves, do that,
please. Isn't it funny, Sime, ves, there,
please, the way you came in here one
midnight way back, oh. two months ago
to look at my Amish burcau, say, there’s
a thought, we never did get around to
deciding about that Amish bureau, do
you still want it, tell you what, il you
still have any use for the burcau lor
your shirts and things I'd be happy to
give it o you. I don’t use the thing and
I'd like to make you a present ol it to
show what [ think ol you, don’t say an-
other word, it's vours, yes, Sime, right
there——"

He saw Jordan Wherry just once. He
took her to dinner at The Groto. It was
a disappointing cvening. She said she'd
been auracted to him, yes. that was why
she agreed o have dinner with him. But
some things were more important to her
than passing attractions. The book Sex
Without the Either-Or had been a reve-
lation to her. Maybe the biggest thing to
happen in her lile since beginning to
menstruate. She thought she could he
somewhat freer orgasmically. Due to the
book, she entered therapy with Pandro
Harlow. Naturally she told him cvery-
thing that was coming up in her lile day
by day. When he, Simon, came up, natu-
rally she mentioned the dinner date 10
Pandro. Pandro took a very negative at-
titude toward Simon. As his patient hop-
ing to become orgasmically freer, she
naturally had to listen to him. Pandro
Harlow said that emotionally blocked
people such as ghostwriters, who couldn’t
ceven write under their own names, were
dangerous and probably blocked in bed,
too. If she wasn’t going to listen to her
own therapist

The following week Pandro Harlow
sent lor Simon. It was a business mecet-
ing and he got right down to business.

“Sime, Sex Without the Either-Or is

What
should
you
MiX

with
it?

company!

Take one part people, One part Colt 45
Malt Liquor. And stir. It's called a party.
And it's just great!

A completely unigue experience!

SPECIAL PRODUCTS DIVISION OF THE NATIONAL BREWING CO. BALTIMORE, MD.
OTHER EREWERIES: DETROIT, MICH.—MIAMI, FLA,
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going great guns, it's selling like hot
cakes.”

“I'm glad it's a success both military
and culinary.”

“This just shows again what a mass
marker there is for the sex-liberationist
psychology. It follows that we have a big
responsibility, because we're the front-
line spokesmen for this psychology. 1
mean to discharge that responsibility,
Sime, I'm going to write another book
under the tide The Boih-And Revolu-
tion in Sex. and I'd like you to start on
it this week if possible.”

“I'd like to help out in this work anv
way I can, Pandro, I really would, but I
don’t think I can take the assignment.”

“Do you think vou'd find it somewhat
more possible if, in addition to the regu-
lar fec. I cut you in for twenty percent
ol royalties?”

“That would certainly make the proj-
cct more inviting, Pandro, though the
figure would have 10 be thirty percent, I
already had it in mind that 1T would
need at least a thirty-percent participa-
tion in rovalties o keep my enthusiasm,
but even so, 1 couldn’t do it, the prob-
lem’s not primarily money.”

“What is it primarily, Sime?”

"I think vou'll agree, Pandro, that in
our sex-liberationist essays if we're not
strictly  scientific we're nothing, il we
don’t follow scrupulously scientific pro-
cedures we bewray our trust.”

“I've never  deviated from  scientific
standards, Sime, vou know that. I'm not
writing from the uninformed layman’s
point of view, I have a Ph.D. in business

administration and follow all the techni-
cal journals.”

“The problem’s not on your side, Pan-
cdro, it's on mune. This 1s a scientihic col-
laboration. All right. That means that if
were not to violate the canons ol
science, there should be science backing
up the source of the words as well as the
source of the by-line. Well, as things
stand now, there couldn’t be any science
backing up this particular source ol
words.”

“Would vou care to elaborate on that?”

“Sure, Pandro. I mean just this. The
hirst rule of science. I think youw'll agree,
is that the man making the scientific
judgment  should  restrict  himselfl to
firsthand observation, have ample field
data at his command. Well. always in the
past when I was writing this or that
statement  for vou about this or that
problem of sexual either-or. I had plenty
of ficld data to draw upon, I mean, I was
always involved with some givl and con-
sidering a second girl and therefore rich-
ly informed as to the either-ors. Recently,
however. 1 had occasion to cut things
off with one girl in anticipation of start-
ing things with another girl, and it
hasn’t worked out, I lost the first girl but
didn’t start anvthing with the second. If
I had both girls I'd be in the ideal posi-
tion o wrile & book for you about the
both-ands, and if I had either one or the
other 1T would at least have some
firsthand materials on the either-or prob-
lem to draw upon, which by extension
would equip me to write about the both-
ands. As things stand, though, I've got
neither the one girl nor the other, so it's

“Burton — is there anything you want to tell me?”

the neither-nors that I'm currently an
expert on, and it would be very unscicn-
tific of me to take on an assignment o
write about a matter essentially alien to
me. I'm sorry, Pandro, wuly, bur I've
never been the kind of writer who can
write in @ vacuum.”

“1 see. Just what is the problem with
the girl you expected to start things with
and didn’t, Simez”

“Well. she’s somechow gouen  the
impression, 1 don’t know where, that
ghostwriters are less than adequate emo-
tionally and maybe even sexually. That's
shaken me quite a bit, I may even give
up ghosting alwogether, T don't like hav-
ing my capacities questioned.”

“You musin't do that, Sime, vou're
outstanding in your profession and fill a
dehnite need.”

“That's what I always thought, Pan-
dro, but apparently some people feel
differentdly. The point is that 1 have
needs, too, and sometimes they have to
take priority.”

“1 think I apprecate yvour position,
Sime. It can't be denied that we all have
nceds. Well, 1 see no reason for you to
despair about this girl, Sime. Something
might happen 1o make her see ghostwrir-
ers in a more positive light. I don’t think
you should lose hope about that, you
know, laint heart ne’er and all that.”

“My coronary situation is excellent,
Yandro, but it can’t prevail against cer
tain stercotypes certain people absorh
about people in my profession.”

“It's an ancient and honorable profes-
sion, Sime, and swereotypes can be bro-
ken through. I suggest you give these
particular stereotypes about a week to
get broken through. and then contact
the young lady again. 1 think there's a
good chance you might get a more posi-
tive reaction.”

“I certainly hope so, Pandro. that
would inspire me to take on this new
job with zest, and then I could follow
scientific procedure, too, I'd have some
pertinent field dara.”

“I can hope, then, that if things take a
favorable turn with this girl you'll take
the job?”

“T'll be delighted to have both the girl
and the job Pandro, that’s a situation
that would really inspire me to write
about the both-ands knowingly.”

“You'll have vour both-and situation,
Sme. I want this book to be done as
sciencifically as possible.”

“You know what I like about you,
Pandro, you're neither unperceptive nor
a bad loser”

Things worked out hine. Simon got his
30-percent cur of rovaliies and two weeks
alter he started work, Jordan moved in
with him.

The Both-And Revolution in Sex was
a runaway best seller, as it had every

right to be.



PARTRIDGE SHOOT

His Highness would signal the shoot
to start by firing two shots. They came
quickly. And with the sound came the
birds.

This was an expert’s duck shoot. The
birds were high and fast. They came first
in bursts of a dozen, then in twos and
threes. It took me most of a box of shells
to get the hang of it. The two Indian re-
trievers sat morosely watching the un-
scathed wild fowl wheel over us.

When I started connecting, the birds
going down in a wide, spiraling arc, the
boys hit the water as fast as a Labrador,
splashing out to get the fallen, shouting
to cach other as they made the rewieve.

By noon it was over. I had gone
through a hall-dozen boxes of shells; my
shoulder was hurning. sore 1o the touch.
My duck take wasn’t large enough to
cause any exuberance, but the two In-
dians scemed happy and kept nodding
and smiling at me.

I have been on many duck shoots, but
never have T seen so many birds in the
air, birds that kept coming even alter we
walked back to meet the rvest of the
party. And the variery was amazing to
a man who was accustomed to mallards
and bluebills: widgeon, pintails, tufted
pm.h:lr(l. nukta, green- and blue-winged
teal, and two new species of geese, the
eravlag and the bar-headed.

The Maharaja counted my take. “The
Shah outshot you,” he said. “But then, he
had three guns and a bearer for cach
gun.”

H and C had done well: Y. who con-
fessed that he had secretly taken skeet
lessons before we lelt. discovered that
ducks were difterent [rom clay targets,
and W found they “flew too high and
too fast.”

Duck shooting would never be the
same again,

After the Taj Mahal and some
sightseeing in Agra and Delhi, C, H, W
and Y would go home, but 1 intended to
do some more wandering in India and
the East. After telling me of the places 1
should sce (it would take at least a year
to see India, and even then vou would
miss much of i), the Maharaja called to
his  brother-in-law,  Brigendra  Singh.
“Tell Jack abour Indian Shikar and
Tours. He's an advenuurous lellow who
wants more than temples and burning
ghas.”

It secems that the shikar (a biggame-
hunt orgamization) used elephants and
worked out ol a fascinating arca in the
loothills of the Himalayas.

“You don’t have 1o shoot a tiger if you
don’t want,” Brigendra said, “but it is
an exciting part of our world. I can alert
them if you'd like to go out for a few
days. I know that they are always booked
up, but I'm sure they can fit you in be-
tween assignments.”

(continued from page 112)

At the desk in the hotel a few days lat-
er was a message: We were to meet
Rajkumar Giriraj Singh, Delhi-based
owner of Indian Shikar and Tours, the
next dav. We would leave for his jungle
camp immecdiately.

- - -

We were in Girivaj Singlv's jeep sta-

tion wagon heading north out of New
Delhi, moving through waflic resembling
a temple mural: near-naked, ash-smeared
holy men: shm, clegant women in bril-
liant red, green and purple saris: Hindus
in white Gandhi hats and tight, narrow
pamts, with wurbans of all colors and
shapes. Herds of buffaloes were ambling
along the road ahead; people were
squatting on the roadside beside cooking
fires. We passed a man with a cobra and
a saawny litle mongoose, setting up his
side show, the snake thrusting its head
out of the basket. the mongoose in his
cage. runming. running.

Now we drove beside the laden camels
and mules of the hill people who had
come in to barter. beside pedal rickshas
and old, dusty taxis, most of them with
two bearded Sikhs in the [ront scat,
many with  bewildered-looking  West-
erners pecring [rom swreaked back win-
dows. Near the flaming walls of the Red
Fort, a man in dirty white trban and
dhoti, standard Indian loincloth, was
pushing long sticks ol sugar cane
through a hand press. The oily juice was
being received by a dirty brass pot into
which he dipped glasses, quickly topping
cach with chopped ice. He would sell a
glass, then dry it with a corner of his
dhoti as it retwrned empty. The day was
getting warm now and people were lin-
ing up belore his sugar press.

The huge onion dome of Shah Jehan's
Great Mosque loomed ahead, and sud-
denly we found oursclves beside the ring
of stone steps leading o the building.
The broad sione ledges were crowded
with nearly naked beggars, many lifiing
their hands for alms as we drove by.
Leading away from the Mosque were
lopsided little buildings that looked as
though they had been flung together by
madmen, the touery shacks of the
thieves” market, where everything [rom a
toilet seat to a tiger's-claw brooch bad
been stolen and was offered for sale.

Giri, as he insisted we call him, was
dark, had a mustache, thinning hair and
much natural charm, with a genius lor
quickly putting people at ease. In fact,
he was the front man lor Indian Shikar
and Tours, the organization that he and
his brother Shem Sher Jung owned. He
met clients at the plane, wined them at
his counury club, dined them at the best
restaurants in Delhi, and squired them
around the shops, all the time filling
them in on the shikar that lay ahead.

Both he and his brother, once great

Iandholders though not ol royal blood.
were still called rajas by the many peo-
ple who used to live on their land. Now,
in a free, independent India, with rajas
and maharajas swept out ol power, the
land that Girt and his brother once
owned belonged o the government. but
they were permitted to hunt on it—prop-
erly licensed, of course. They knew the
region and its animals well.

Giri explained why he was taking us
to the shikar camp by jeep. “It has
rained more than usual this month,” he
said. “The road to the camp will be soft.
We will need the jeep. But I'm alraid
that even with it we will have rough
going.”

After running out ol gas once and
waiting at several railroad crossings
while freight trains crawled by, we final:
ly lost civilization. In one bleak, terrible
arca that looked like a desert, we crossed
the noble Ganges at a point where it was
barely a wrickle, but even here Hindus
were filling bottles with water [rom the
sacred river.

Commenting on the vastness of 1In-
dia, a poted reporter once said  tha
writers became so  confused  with its
richness and variety thar they olten cap-
wured only bewildered glimpses of the
land and its people. 1 hoped not 1o let
that happen.

We were on our way to see how tigers
arc hunted [rom elephantback, to hunt
partridge from wrained  elephanis, and
to take a look at the unusual people from
Nepal who make the basic ingredient
for betel chewing.

We drove slowly through the medicval
village of Kotdwara, a place of ancient
stone buildings, open markets and a
road full of wet ruts with bullaloes and
wagons mired in mud, donkeys loaded
until you didn't see how they could
walk, even if they weren't buried to
their knees, and a howling bedlam of
drivers wving o get them out of the
mud onto the solid road shoulders. Here
man as beast of burden was doing beuer,
These were mountain  people,  their
backs loaded with animalskins. cages of
screaming rhesus monkeys, huge gourds
ol milk, baskets of [ruit, wicker contain-
ers of curds—all here from the lills to
barter in the open markets.

“As the vulture flies,” Giri said, “this
village is less than one hundred miles
from Tibet. We are now about lorty
miles from camp by forest roads.”

With the jeep in four-wheel drive, its
horn blatting constantly like an animal
in pain, we managed to get past Kotdwa-
ra and o the enrance of the road that
would take us into the jungle.

A forest guard stood there in a hand-
some gold-and-red peaked turban, khaki
shirt and shorts, with an obvious air of
authority. He held up a large black
hand, p;llm out, halting us.

The sccond language in India is
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English and practically everyone in au-
thority speaks it. Hindi and Hindustani
are supposed to be used more often, but
we found that English in several accents
—Welsh, Scottish, Oxford—is the hrst
language. really the status or prestige
wngue. The guard had a broad Welsh
accent and was adamant.

“Very sorry, sirs.” he said, “but you
cannot wavel this forest voaud. We have
had seven inches ol rain in three hours,
Rain has washed it out in places and
in others it is so soft that you cannot
wavel.”

Giri showed him our shikar papers
and  hunting  licenses, and  imroduced
Mary Lou and me, saying. “Our camp is
already set up lorty miles from here. We
have made the wip many times in this
Jeep.

The guard bowed his head at the in-
troductions. “You see, sir,” he said, “I
have my instructions due to the fact that
il people become mired in the road,
then it is necessary for us to go in and
bring them out. As you know, this is a
bloody bother.”

Bur he finally waved us on. The roads
were indeed terrible. But Giri, through
knowledge of the road, driving skill and
use ol all the gears the jeep had, almost
got us there—almost. This was the first
time I had seen the dougluy jeep defeat-
ed. One stetch of the jungle road stood
deep in water. Trees were thick on ei-
ther side, so we couldn’t go around. Giri
decided 1o run through the water. We
got out, walked close to the trees and
waited on the other side.

The jeep. roaring mightily, got to the
cenier. sank to the top of s wheels and
stalled. Walking through muck up 10 his
knees. Giri came to the rvoadside and
said, “Camp isn’t too far. Why don’t you
wait and I'll go for help.”

As we waited, a peacock watched us
hom a clump of thick voung bamboo,
his presence bewrayed by his royal-blue
head and the sun striking light from his
eyes, We sat quictly, but the bird never
stirred a feather. A mongoose came from
the grass 50 vards away, «d his weasel
head ar us, then flowed like water back
inmo the undergrowth. Life was  all
around us, vou could hear it rustle, hear
its stealthy whisper.

As the subtle sounds continued, |
thought, Here you are deep m jungle.
Your gwide is gone; your guns are in
wraps in the jeep. Around you could be
anvthing: cobras, leopards, tigers. B
the: situation seemed so unreal, so much
like something out of a hook, that [
looked at the reality of the jeep in the
mud. the brass disk of sun, my wife sit-
ting calmly beside me, and knew noth-
ing would happen. It didn’t. But as Giri
finally came up the road on an elephant,
[ realized that many things could have
happened in that wild place as we sat
and waited.

Tt has been said thae there is nothing
more dependable than a jeep, and |
have agreed. But there is—a trained cle-
phant. This one. using a cham harness,
vanked that jeep out of the mud like a
waiter taking a cork from a wine bottle.
We were i camp in a half how.

Camp was something thar vou must
dream about if you think ol adventure
in the far places. Beyond siwood the
Shavlik Range wreathed in blue mist,
the foothills of the Himalayas. Three
hundred yards [rom the tent compound
ran the Sonanadi, the “River of Gold,”
making a sound like somcone tuning a
guitar. In a grove ol trees belore camp,
four clephants stood fanning their ears
while mahouts baked bread for them on
it stones over open fires. Behind the
cooking tent an old man in dhoti and
white turban was saraping a large arcu-
lar brass pan. the sun making it gleam
like a huge com.

This was Mowa Sal, “The Place of the
Fat Sal Trees.” These wrees. known o
Indians as “the poor man’s teak,” have
huge, hand-sized leaves and look like a
combination of oak and maple. They
circled the camp. Some of the camp help-
ers had spread belongings in the open
beneath them: others had ereaed little
tents. When the mist burned oft and the
sun became bright, the sal leaves cast
shadows that lay like temple [rescoes. In
the leal shadow the elephants became
strange spotied beasts out of a dim past.

Our tems were 50 vards apart, encir-
cled by a head-lugh wall of canvas, mak-
ing a compound. There were 1wo tents
for the shikar people. one for us, and a
dining ent. Just outside the compound
were the cook and laundry tens.

The tems were a Loge doubledly wype
ol exceptionally heavy canvas made by
Khvaliram and Sons in Delhi, and the
most luxurious I have ever camped in.
Ours, lushly lloored with Oriental rugs,
had a livle sitting room. a large bed-
room, a small storage or closcet area, and
a scparite bathroom with a washstand, a
toilet and a three-by-two galvanized b,
a “hip bath.” With this came a boy
his 1eens. ol the untouchable cisie, who
ok care of the twent

The first morning when we came out
ol the canvas. he was squatting in the lic
tle anteroom sweeping the floor with a
bunch of reeds. He was more efficient
than anv elecric sweeper or plumbing
system yet devised. As for the rent bear-
er, Inait Tulla, 1 have yet w see any
modern mechanical gadger that can so
pleasantly bring a cup of siecaming tei to
you of a cold morning. smiling shyly as
it is placed on the bedside stand.

The untouchable boy couldn’t com-
bine jobs, although he was perfealy
pable of making the beds and bringing
the tea. But as an untouchable, the cups
he ouched, the clothing he handled
would have been destroved by the In-
dians of other castes.

The hot tea brought by Inait Tulla
this morning was necessary; it broughe
life back to two frozen bodies. It was so
cold when we awoke that Mary Lou's
Lace cream was frozen solid. We could
hear  the lour elephants  trumpeting
gently, a peacelul. somehow reassuring
sound, and a crow cawed coarsely as he
swooped low over the tent. The heavy
morning dew was dropping like rain on
the canvas as the camp stirred into life.

January in the jungles of India, espe
cially here in the northern mountains,
was much colder and damper than we
had been led o believe—less than 20 de-
grees. This morning the mists came like
smoke from the nearest mountain—a
spiny ridge called Hathi than Ka Danda,
“Ridge of the Elephants of Old”—and
from the river that Howed by, sending
up steam as if it were afire.

We had gone to bed shortly after ar
rival that first night; this morning we
would meet the full shikar cew at
hreakfast. They were waiting in the
anteroom ol the dining tent belore a
potbellied stove. Giri made the introduc-
tions: Shem Sher Jung, the senior part-
ner of Indian Shikar and Tours, a man ol
noble bearing, shorr-cut gray hair over a
wellshaped Roman head; his son Deven-
dra Singh, slim, dark, a bit arrogant:
H. C. A. Singh. called Daju, or brother,
slightly on the cffeminate side  with
sparse hair that he brushed up [rom the
back in an impossible attempt 0 dis
guise the fact thar he was fast becoming
bald. He was married 1o the sister ol the
Queen of Nepal, had brought his special
valet along, and was to delay many a shi-
kar day with the making ol his toilet, his
valet helping him with the hopeless and
endless hair brushing. He was immacu-
lawely clad in crisp khakis and tweed
jacket and wore a dark-red ascot. He
turned out 10 he cheery and an excellent
shooting companion.

A shim litle old man, wearing a wool-
en pullover stocking cap that covered
everything but the face, much like the
pear skiers wear, came in and stood at
artention.

He wore an old blue suit jacker at
least one size 100 large—obviously some-
hody's  hand-me-down—mnarrow, slightly
Haring jodhpu-type breeches, and  his
oak-brown feet were bare. His thin, gen-
tle, sensitive  lace was  dominated by
darting brown eyes and a huge white
mustache.

“This is Jait Ram,” Giri said. "Our
rracker. We can’t move without him. He
knows more about than their
mothers.”

Jait Ram removed his head cover and
bowed a head of thick gray hair.

“I don’t think we will hunt cats to-
day.” Shem Sher smd, “but put out the
baits. We will go for them tomorrow.™

I knew from our 1958 experience that
this meant tying out young buffaloes in
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a likely place, leaving them there all
night for the tiger to kill. A rather cruel,
but I am told necessary, way to mark
that the great car was in a specific area.

“We don’t wam wo shoot a uger.” 1|
saik. Ar thar Jann Ram waired.

“Oh?” said Shem Sher.

“No. the bird shooting 1s wiin we are
cager lor. But we would like 1o see how
vou hunt nger. See a uger in his natral
clement. Actually go through everything
but the killing. if that is possible. I hope
vou don’t have o tie out buffaloes 10 do
this.”

'No.” Shem Sher said. “we can run
seratch beats. Drive o elephanis
through places where our trackers find

sign that a vger has been. without rying
to shoot him.” He then told Jait Ram
not to tic out the bans. but o spend
ume looking for fresh tracks.

Jait slowly pulled on his cap. straaglt
ened, bowed then tarned  and
made a dignified exit. He lelt an air of
confidence behind.

“I'm leaving lor Delhi alwer break.
fase,” Girt said, “but as you cn see, |
leave vou in good hands. I told them
you wanted 10 shoot partridge rom cle-
phantback. Mavbe that can be  done
today?"”

Shem sSher nodded. “Cerwainly. The
camp also can use the fresh mear”

"Good show!" Daju sawd. “Sporung
thing to wing away at the birds from the
big beasties.”

Devendra wiped his mustache with a
long forefinger and said nothing.

Breaklast in the dining 1ent with its
long 1able covered with white linen and
silver was unexpectedly good. It was
served this morning by the cook, an old
Moslem with a long white heard and a
black skullcap, who shuffled in with oat-
meal, liver and scrambled eggs.

Alter breakfast Shem sher, a man who
had obviously studied ornithology and
botany, launched into a description of
the bird that we were 1o hunt. He later
proved able o identily a bird or a wee
from any distance, and his Tacis were so
neatly arranged and came out so precise-
ly that you knew that anything he said
was true. He had spent much of his time
in the jungles, not lor the hunting but
because he liked nature. I've lound thar
many of the men who have linked them-
selves 1o the guict places are grear talk
ers—when they ger a captive audience.

“Kala tectar is the birds Hindi
name,"” he said. “Francolinus francolinus
is about hall the size of the ordinary
village hen

“Come, come, Shem Sher,” Daju said.
“IU's the black parwridge we're going
after——"

“That's what I'm saying,” Shem Sher
said impauently. “Perhaps you have no
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hair lotions and vitamins, but I'm cer-
tain that these are people who would
like 10 know more of the feathered area-
ture they will be hunting.”

We nodded thar we would. Whar else
could we do?

He went on in his high, schoolteacher-
1ish voice. detiiling the bird as accurately
and completely as a naruralist.

Devendra. the dashing son, was impa-
vent and embarrassed as his father de-
scribed the parwridge. He kept taking off
his big green bush hac and fapping it in
the ar, while he scrubbed Iis booted
feet on the ground. making a sound like
an amimal digging Tor survival. His [a
ther ignored him.

“They feed wm early mormng and
about dusk. They are one of the fastest
ol all game birds on their [eet. and sel-
dom take to the air unless driven oy sud
denly come upon i

And thar was all: thar was the end ol
the dissertation. His son had gone and
stirred up the elephant drivers, the ma
houts. and they were awaiting us with
Champa  Kali, Anarkhi Kali, Chaura
Kali. and one just called “Daju’s ele
phant,” donated by him 1o the shikm
organization. This one raised her (runk
and made a noise like a waterlall. " Noisy
beast,” erumbled Shem Sher, “just like
her master.” Daju laughed.

And then the mahouts had their an
kuses out (small, hooked goads), and the
elephamts  were  kneeling for us 10
mount. Devendra, Shem Sher and Daju
went up their backs. using the beasts'
tails as handholds, but My Lou and 1
uwsed the small ladder and grabbed the
metal picce on the saddle. Guns and
shells were handed up and we lumbered
ofl. It was surcly the most unusual bird-
shooting sctup I had ever encountered.

The mist was as thin as cigarete
smoke now as we moved about three
miles an hour, just a liule slower than a
man walks, Amazingly, it was a smooth
ride: we swaved a bir, as il sunding on
shipboard, but there was no jerky move-
ment and the big animals vequived little
cdirection.

I wondered abowt hring a shotgun so
close 1o the clephant's head (I was just
back ol the mahout, not three leet Irom
the big beast's flapping car) and asked
Daju, my shooting partner, the question

He laughed. “Don’t worry.” he said.
“In the old days we used to fue five
hundred express rifles from their backs.
standing in a howdah. equipment we
don’t use anymore. No, these ladies are
rained hunting beasties. Don’t give it a
thought.”

So the scene was set: The wmist had
lifted and we walked ino spearheaded
tiger grass over 12 feer high. The wind
moved it ahead ol us like waves on a
golden sca.

The clephams walked sofily on their

huge pads. Ahead of us sounded the in-
cessant trill ol the weaver bird. monoto-
nously shrill. Then to our right we saw a
flutierimg in a sal wee. and Daju sad.
“Green pigeons. Let’s go closer. You can
try vour luck. Give vou an idea ol how
the elephants stand 10 gunfire belore we
get into partridge territory——"

The big animal obediently
close ro the trees: the pigeons cooper-
ated, flashing green fire as they hurled
themselves o the a1 swung the
Browning 20, superposed easily. and fired
mwice, The handsome brace ol pigeons
kepr on going. ignoring the strange crea
tures on the large animal. Not a leather
fluttered. But the experiment was a suc
cess. The elephant stood  like stone,
steady to shot and. as it proved, to wing.
I've seen many a supposedly well-trained
ficld wial pointer who was more fidgety
under fire.

Mary Lou, on her elephant 50 yards
awav. waved her gun in derision, and
the mahout had his elephant flip her
ounk. We kept moving forward, the
three elephants abreast, until we reached
the center of the huge grassy maidan., or
meadow, the giant grass suill moving like
sea waves in the wind. Then Shem Sher
halted and shouted. “We have chased
the birds on the ground ahead ol us. We
will now move forty yards apart and get
ready to shoot. They will have wo lly
over a stretch of road, so [ think that we
will get birds imo the air shortly——"

He knew his kala teciar. In  five
minutes there was a burst of feathers a
dozen feer ahead ol my mount: two par-
wridge. Thev flew like grouse. only faster.
I got one, Daju took the other. Then the
mahout marched his elepham over and
the marvelous animal picked up both
birds with her faale wrunk and handed
them back to her master.

The others took four more parwidge
as we moved forward in this regal fash-
wn. Never have I seen a neater, faster
job of rewrieving than these clephants
accomplished. If T hadu’t been aboard
on this manceuver. | never would have
believed it

Now we could hear the birds: They
were agitated and their chik-cheek-cheek
keraykek calls were far-reaching

Accustomed 1o the swaving motion
now. 1 waited briefly when the elepham
halted. 10 get proper range and let the
animal’s breathing subside. Mostly the
birds flew singly or in pairs, but as we
reached the edge of the grass and neared
a narrow divt voad. there was a ierrible
Murry and at least two dozen burst out. 1
nearly fell off the elephant. It is unnervy
ing enough o see and hear that many
partridge hir the air. but 10 ger an cle-
phantback view of them is a strtling
experience.

When we reached the road we shid off
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our mounts and gathered for a walk. We
had tken I8 birds from the four
clephants and each man had missed a half-
dozen shots. There may be more inter-
esting bird shooting somewhere. If there
is, I'd like to know more about it

- - -

Back in the dining tent over “boily
brown” partridge and rice (the freshly
bageed birds are boiled in water until
tender, then sautéed in ghee, or bulfalo
butter, untl brown), Shem Sher—with
many a verbal and unappreciated assist
from Daju—told us about those wonder-
ful beasts, the hunting elephants. They
dominated the camp as they stood regal-
Iv in the grove ol sal trees cating  the
leaves and the bread the elephant boys
brought them. seemingly awarc of the
fact that they were the masters of the
situation.  that  without them  there
wouldn't be a camp, for there wouldn’t
be any tiger hunting or bird shooting.

Every morning the delightful aroma
of elephant bread baking permeated our
camp. This is a mixune of wheat, salt
and water. emerging from the coals as a
huge brown loal. which is fed to the
hunting clephants  daily. One  animal
consumes ten pounds, plus all the Ficus
leaves he can ear. The Ficus is a variety
of fig, and a favorite of the big beast.

The remainder of the hunting cle-

phant’s dict is varied with millet, milo.
green cornstalks, young bamboo. kans
grass (related to sugar cane) and tiger
grass. They prefer young trees with a
milk sap. and the mahouts offer it to
them as a reward after an  especially
good or hard day.

Back at camp we had some sirong As-
sam tea and delicious linde partridge
sandwiches. There we decided on the
two-hour run to the Jim Corbeu Nation-
al Park.

It was a huge area dedicated to the
man who saved so many lives in his cour-
Ageous campaign against man-cating -
gers and leopards. Bounded on the north
and west by the Ramganga River, on the
east by the Kosti River and on the south
by the Shavlik Range, 125 square miles
of wild. beautiful country had been set
aside as a game sanctuary. There are sev-
eral excellent guesthouses where you can
spend the night; meals are served and a
jeep can be hired to drive you around
the 100 miles of roads. Going in, we saw
a herd ol chital grazing peacefully 50
yards from the road. two cocodiles on
the banks of the Ramganga, and a dozen
wild boar rooting in a field not a mile
Irom the guesthouse.

Watchtowers are spotted in strategic
places. Mary Lou and I climbed one and
saw five wild elephants come out of a

grove of sal trees. The wildlife warden
told us that 100 tigers are in the park;
over 200 elephants. 50.000 deer of sev
eral species, sloth hears, langur monkeys,
jackals, hyenas, leopards, peacocks and
samburs.  Even pythons inhabit  the
sanctuary.

We stood in the watchtower for two
hours hoping to catch sight of a tiger.
the lord of the jungle.

“Don’t worry,” said Devendra, who
had driven us, “you will see tigers belore
you leave camp. There are more ol the
big cats in our area than any other place
in the world. Tomorrow we plan 0 put
on a scratch beat with the elephams.”

When we got back to camp the ele
phant boys were bathing their charges in
the river. The four giants were lying on
their sides like dowagers on i masscuse’s
rubbing table, while the small boys
splashed water on them and the mahouts
dirccted operations. Champa Kali was
having her stomach rubbed with a river
rock and grunting in delight

Jait Ram, in the tent compound. con-
ferred with Shem Sher and Daju. “We
will go for tiger in the morning,” Shem
Sher said. “Jait Ram has wacked a big
male to the Nimbu Sot beat. He believes
that the uger has eaten and is lying up
there. I so. we stnd a good chance ol
sccing him in the morning.”

“We will go by elephant,” Daju said.
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“So we must get started carly. We will
have to move through the mist.”

Dinner was early. We had jungle-fowl
curry so hot that it should have kept us
warm all night. But it didn't. The cold
winds came off the Himalavas, and the
wet mist settled down from the Sonana-
di. Mary Lou and I tried to sleep in a
sardine wedge, but the cold was a knile
that kept pricking us awake.

The nickering ol the elephants was a
welcome sound, signaling that the camp
was awake and it was time to get up.

Inait Tulla came shivering in with the
soul-saving Assam tca, strong enough 1o
carry us out ol the canvas to watch the
mists swirl and the morning dew run off
the tents. Shem Sher was in [ront of
Daju’s tent shouting in Hindi.

The red-and-black rooster, which was
kept behind the cook’s tent. Happed up
on the strip of anvas wall that encircled
the tent arca, and stood wobbling as he
tried 1o pull the sun up with a crow as
shrill as a siren. He didn’t make it If the
sun was there, it was masked in moun-
tain must. Breakfast was fast but good:
sausage, potatoes and an omelet. served
by two bareloot bearers who rushed
around to keep both themselves and the
food hot.

We must have made a strange scene
moving single file from camp that morn-
ing. I thought we looked like some-
thing out of an old wall tapestry of an
Indian prince’s hunting party: the ele-
phants muttering in their wunks, the
mahouts wrapped to the wops of their
turbans. Daju and Shem Sher in heavy
shooting coats and pith helmets, Deven-
dra in his swooping green bush hat, Jait
Ram and hve others walking ahead,
leading the way through morning mist
that streamed over the Ridge of the Ele-
phanis of Old.

Mary Lou and T hadn’t been told
about a waveling rick ol the clephant.
On our way to the machan, or tree plat-
form, where we would watch for the ti-
ger, we lelt the road. Moving through
rough country, the big animal picked
her way carelully, stepping over fallen
wrees, avoiding holes in the ground,
going around gullies, without any direc-
tion or prodding from the mahoutr. Ap
onc plice we came 1o a hill. This time
the mahout had o say a [ew sharp words
and slap the elephant’s head. These ex-
wremely intelligent beasts don’t like 10il-
ing up a hill any more than a person
does. But Champa Kali did it, grunting
i bit. When she started down the other
side, suddenly she sat down and did it
the casy way, sliding all the way 10 the
botom, with us hanging onto the sides of
the saddle. nearly fulling over backward.

The mahout looked back at us, laugh-

ing and spraving red pan juice. as Cham-
pa Kali righted herself. Trumpeting
softly, the clephant went through a
grove ol wrees i her rolling-ship gait,
atoning for her surprise slide by break-
ing the low-hanging branches thar might
slap back mto our laces.

The place where Jait Ram had found
tiger sign was called Nimbu Sot for good
reason. Nimbu means lime tree and
Sot 1s a swream. The area where we
stopped was a young lorest ol lime trees
with a litde stream singing through it
On all sides was dense foliage, creepers
and thick bamboo. Shem Sher and Daju
had come with us, and the other two cle-
phants had circled, waiting to start
through the heavy growth toward us,
Jait Ram and the men he brought with
him would walk beside the elephans,
shouting and whacking wrees 1o drive out
the tiger. Devendra, armed with a 500
express rifle, rode an clephant as a pre-
caution, should the tiger be a crafty one
and break back toward the advancing
party.

Our elephants now moved up 10 the
machans. Stnding upright on the sad-
dle, all we had 1o do was step off onto
the wree platform, sit down and wait.
The mahouts took the elephants off and
stoot hidden in the lime wees. Daju sat
with me, armed in case of an emergency:
Shem Sher in the machan with Mary
Lou for the same reason.

One of the rules ol a sit-up is silence;
another. complete lack of motion, no
wiggling, no scratching, no slapping at
flies. A vger has remarkably keen eves
and ears. On one hunt a cat twrned and
retreated when he saw a hunter in a ma-
chan adjust a camera seuwing. Another
time when a man lilted a rifle bolt, the
uny click alerted the tiger, who jumped
14 fect and killed the two hunters in the
ree.

Mary Lou and T had done this wree sit-
ting three years belore, but I had lorgot-
ien the patience it requives. We  had
never seen clephanis beat out tigers,
which promised excitement. There we
were, sitting on a platform in a 17-loor sal
tree, waiting for the largest cat in the
world to emerge from the tangle, very
conscious ol the [act that utgers can
jump 18 feer vertically. This rated as a
new spectator sport thar dwarled all oth-
ers. Our vision was obscured by a thick
tangle of young bamboo, lantana vines
that looked as if they had been spun by
a giang spider, mn, sal, eak, lime, and
dozens of other trees T couldn’t identily.

Now, in the distance, we heard the
sound of voices. The beat had begun. It
would 1ake an hour for the elephants
and men to reach us, during which time
our thoughts ran the from the
height of expectancy of secing the tiger,
to the low of fear of the many things
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that could happen. Branches cracked
like pistol shots under the huge feet of
the elephants, men shouted. axes splat-
ted against tree wrunks, clephants trum-
peted—all accompanied by the crashing
and tearing of bushes.

I conless that the sound effects of this
drama were unnerving and that the
cymbals of fear rang constantly as the ele-
phants crashed through the jungle to-
ward us. I felt Daju straighten. Turning
my head, I saw his hands turning white
on the rifle. From that dense screen be-
fore us, like a cued actor in a play, burst
an agitated wild boar, bristles up, his six-
inch white wusks gleaming. He disap-
peared like something in a conjurer’s
act.

Then, as il the boar had gone belore
to set the stage, out stepped a tiger. Im-
mense, orange-gold. his stripes as black
as  velvet, his  black-and-white  ears
twitching. One hundred times the size of
my hearthside Siamese, he stood there
for a moment that scemed lorever. His
liquid green eyes, shining like jade in
the sun, roved the area before him.

Even with the clephants crashing and
the men screaming behind  him, he
stood, master ol the moment, in full con-
vol, and one could almost [eel the enor
mous strength of the cai. His forelegs
were nearly as thick as a man’s body, his
head the size of the seat on which we
trembled.

Our bodies needed no  adjuration
from the mind to sit still; fear froze us
there. A tiger standing in his own
tervain seems three nmes the size ol the
one pacing a cage in a zoo, and his beau-
ty is a thing to behold; glossy-gold,
nrjestic, unafraid. He is the lord of the
Jungle.

Turning his head slowly, he surveved
the space he would have to cross. Now
he looked up and saw us. Neither of us
moved. We sat hypnotized, held in his
spell. With a flick of his tail, he crossed
belore us, vamishing in a sireak ol gold
flame into the underbrush on the other
sidde. Then I remembered that 1 held a
camera in my hand. But such was the
fascination of the moment that I had
lorgotten to smap the shutter. It was a
good thing I hadn’t.

The elephants came out of the jungle,
crashing through the same spot from
which the tiger had stepped so pgraceful-
Iv. Tree dew gleamed on thewr slay-gray
hides. The mahouts and Devendra were
also soaking wet, both from this and
from the moisture of the grass that
reached above the elephants’ backs. Jait
Ram, his magnificent mustiche  ve-
duced to a scraggle, his five wer and shiv-
ering men behind him, stepped along
beside the lead clephant. The Nimbu
Sot beat was over.



INSTANT GOURMET
(continued from page 106)

lengthwise in hall and an cach half
crosswise in thirds. Cut each third in
half lengthwise. Sprinkle with salt and
pepper and dip in flour, patting off ex-
cess. Heat 14 in. oil in skiller until first
wisp of smoke appears. Saut¢ cucumbers
until light brown. Serve with lobster.

SHRIMP AND HAM LO
(Serves four)

MEIN

1 1b. cooked, peeled and deveined
shrimp
G ozs. thinly sliced boiled ham
1 large Spanish onion
14 cup salad oil
2 teaspoons sesame oil
1-lb. can bean sprouts, drained
5-0z. can  water chestnuts, drained,
thinly sliced
2 tablespoons soy sauce
1 wblespoon Chinese oyster sauce
14 teaspoon each ground cinnamon,
cloves, cortander and garlic powder
1 1b. vermicelli
Cut ham into julienne strips about 1
in. long. Cut onion in half through stem
end, then cut crosswise into thinnest pos-
sible slices. Separate slices into strips. In
a large skillet heat salad oil and sesame
oil. Add onion and sauté only until
heated through. Add shrimp, ham. bean
sprouts, water chestnuts, soy sauce, oys-
ter sauce and spices. Stir very well. Sauté
slowly until ingredients are heated
through. Cook vermicelli in boiling salt-
ed water, following directions on pack-
age. Drain well. Add shrimp mixture
and mix thoroughly. Serve very hot. Pass
Chinese prepared mustard ar table.

OX TONGUE, NOODLES ALFREDO
(Serves six)
1 whole cooked tongue, corned or
smoked

145 1b. mediumsize or finesize noodles

14 b sweet buter

34 cup freshly grated parmesan cheese

14 cup heavy sweet cream

Salt, freshly ground pepper

Wash tongue. Place in cold water,
bring 1o a boil, reduce flame and keep at
a gentle boil 20 minutes. Let tongue re-
main in water until carved. In another
saucepan bring 2 quarts water to a
rapid boil. Add 2 teaspoons salt. Add
noodles and stir well. Cook just until
tender, following cooking time indicated
on pickage. Drain noodles and place
them in serving casserole or chafing dish,
Sprinkle with salt. Place butter and
cheese on noodles. Add cream. Place cas-
serole on trivet over spirit lamp or heat
chahng dish over flame. With large serv-
ing fork and spoon, lift noodles, tossing
and mixing gently until thoroughly
coated with butter and cheese. Just be-
fore serving, sprinkle with pepper from
pepper mill. Carve tongue. Place slices
on mounds of noodles on serving dishes,

“Do you mind if I make the little chaf’s suit blue?
I seem to be oul of vermilion.”

SMOKED PORK CHOPS, CUMBERLAND SAUCE
(Serves four)

8 cooked hickorysmoked pork chops

16 cup red currant jelly

Lo cup port wine

24 cup orange juice

1 tablespoon lemon juice

2 teaspoons Dijon mustard

145 teaspoon dried lemon verbena

1 tablespoon grated orange rind

1 teaspoon grated lemon rind

Dash cayenne pepper

1, teaspoon dry mustard

1 teaspoon powdered ginger

2 tablespoons salad oil

In a sauccpan put jelly. wine, orange
juice, lemon juice, Dijon mustard, lem-
on verbena, orange rind, lemon rind and
cayenne pepper. Mix dry mustard and
ginger with about a tablespoon of cold
water to it smooth paste. Add to saucepan.
Heat over very slow flame until jelly dis-
solves. Stir until all ingredients are well
blended and hot. Preheat electric skillet
at 450°. Add oil and sauté¢ pork chops
until lightly browned on hoth  sides.
Pour sauce over chops and heat about a
minute longer. Place chops on serving
platter and cover with sauce.

TOASTED ROQUEFORT AND ROAST BEEF
SANDWICHES
(Serves four)

8 slices white bread

Butter

I Ib. sliced rare voast beef

34 cup roquefort cheese

114 cups mayonnaise

1 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

Salt, pepper, paprika

Prcheat oven at 375°. Toast bread.
Spread onc side generously with butter,
Cut off excess fat or any hard ends of
roast beef and place beef on buttered
side of bread. Meat should not extend
beyond rim of bread. Crumble or chop
roquefort cheese into very small pieces.
Mix mayonmise, cheese and Worcester-
shire sauce. Spread cheese mixture on
top of roast beel, covering meat com-
pletely. Sprinkle with salt, pepper and
paprika. Place slices on lightly greased
baking sheet or inverted bottom of roast-
ing pan. Bake about 15 minutes or until
cheese topping is pulfed and brown.

A list of majestic viands that truly let
you eat, drink and be easy.
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IJEXIGON OF L*VE (continued from page 103)

Of Her and The Physical; the Eliza-
bethans' Topping and Tupping (the
latter meaning “to butt, like a ram”);
late 17th Century England's Swiving;
the contemporary Britons” Bash, Sharv-
ering and Having A Bit Of A Go Au It
the hippies’ Balling, Hocking, Hump-
ing and Scoring; all the way down to
Scronching, the Yiddish Schtupping,
Slipping It To Her and the bare essentials
of Doing It (popularized by Cole Porter).

The foregoing sampler is a cross sec-
tion of terms that are, or have been,
au courant, this being the class of term
that should occupy our closest attention
here. Shakespeare’s fine thrashing image,
The Beast With Two Backs (in Othello)
is admittedly gorgeous, but even though
it was echoed a few centuries later by
Graham Greene in Brighton Rock (“He
eved the slow movement ol the two-
backed beasts™), we cannot pretend it is
on the tips of our tongues. Similarly, an
obsessive Priapian in Take a Girl Like
You, that splendid little comic novel by
Kingslev Amis, refers to the act as The
Old Hoo-Ha, a term I prefer to regard
as the author’s invention, until Mr.
Amis apprises me otherwise,

It won't do to place total blame for
these absurdities on Western tradition
and to convince ourselves that civiliza-
tions older than ours, presumably wiser,
and decidedly more exotic. have enjoved
a freer expression; for this may not be
supportable by evidence. Indeed, Orien-
talist Lawrence E. Gichner, in his book
Erotic Aspects of Chinese Cullure, has
attributed the proliferation of Chinese
sex evasions to a species of Sinaean pu-
ritanism that rivals and probably sur-
passes the harshest rigors of Cotton
Mather:

“The Chinese,” writes Gichner, “have
many colorful names for the act of copu-
lation and the genitalia which is, in
part, due to the fact that, traditionally,
nothing was said about sex, a subject on
which they were very reticent. Scholars
had to submit their books to the Emper-
or for approval. Other scholars read
them, and if any vulgar terms appeared,
the author could be beheaded and his
manuscript and books burned.” That
this resulted in a sexual patois “of beau-
tiful symbolism™ should not surprise us.

These beautiful symbols included One
Spasm Of Cloud And Rain, A Whiff Of
The Spring Wind, Playing Heads And
Tails, Dew And Water Together, love
Birds Flying Shoulder To Shoulder, A
Couple Of Phoenixes Behind The Cur-
tains, Flowery Bartle. Hidden Way,
Wind And Willows, The Art Of Yin
And Yang, Flying With The Wind And
Sporting With The Moon, and innu-
merable others.

The positions of love were also given

162 names by the Chinese. These began with

the basic, unadorned title, Common;
then soared into such fantasies as
Dragon Up, Dragon Dance, Tiger Walk-
ing, Monkey Fighting, Turtle Jumping,
Rabbit Nibbling, Locust Singing, Locust
On The Tree, Flying Phoenix, Flying
Seagull, Sliding Fish, Facing Fish, Two
Fish Biting, Twisted Worm, Two Pheas-
ants With One Heart, Mandarin Duck
Playing, Butterfly Flying, Fallen Cedar
Tree, Stnding Bamboo, Large Bird
And Small Chicken, Jumping White
Tiger, Jumping Wild Horse, Racing
Horse, Horses Shaking Their Feet, Play-
ing Mountain Goat, Playing Cat And
Mouse, Playing Dog In Autumn, Fight-
ing Cocks, Singing Monkey Holding
Trees, Jumping Mule In Springtime,
Love Bird, Bird In The Cavern, Large
Flying Bird, Dancing Birds, Two Fight-
ing Birds, and Birds In Opposite Flight
(also called Shrimp).

Damned clever, these Chinese, and also
damned crvptic, unless one has access to
a broad-minded and thoroughgoing
Sinological savant like Mr. Gichner,
in whose aforementioned book all these
titles are decoded in great detail (but
which, unhappily for the masses, 1s “pri-
vately published for use and study by
scholars in the fields of anthropology
and the soctal sciences; by physicians,
psychologists and psychiatrists.” Which,
translated, means eat your heart out).

The words that make up the lexicon
of love can be roughly divided into two
groups—the approving and the disap-
proving—and nowhere is this more evi-
dent than in the words we have come up
with to denote a woman who offers her
affection on a cash basis.

Some of the approving (or, at least,
[airly neutral) terms that have been used
are: Courtesan, Concubine, Quean,
Tart, Bona Roba, Lady Ol The Evening,
Lady Of Easy Virwue, Call Girl, Fancy
Lady and the borrowed-Trom-French
Poule, Fille De Joie and Demimondaine.

Among the disapproving expressions,
we have Whore (which, perhaps because
of its Biblical origins, is strongly pejora-
tive in tone), Slug, Streetwalker, Chippy,
Floozy, Bimbo, Tramp, Hooker, Loose
Woman, Wanton, Prostitute and Prostie,
Professional and Pro, such archaisms as
Punk, Trull, Jade, Bawd, Strumpet, Hoy-
den, Harlot, Trollop, Callat, Callet,
Commoner, Crack, Giglot, Blowen, Fric-
atrice, the perplexing Victorianism, No
Better Than She Should Be (an evasion
so successfully evasive that it makes no
sense at all) and Harridan, which origi-
nally meant a broken-down horse.

Significantly, the “approving” list is
the shorter of the two, even when
strengthened by wtransfusions from an-
other language and even though 1t in-
cludes a few words (like Tart) to which
I have ascribed an approving or neutral

tone purely arbitrarily and for no better
reason than because they sound that
way to me.

The places where these ladies ply
their trade have been known by a daz-
zling wrray of names: Red Light District,
Pleasure Palace, Crib, Stew, Brothel,
Bagnio. Bordello, Cunny-Warren, and a
whole boulevard of Houses, including
plain House itself, Whore House. Hot
House, Nowch House, Sporting House,
Bawdy House, Fancy House, Call House,
Bad House, Disorderly House, Cat
House, Can House, House of Prostitu-
tion, House Of Assignation, House Of
111 Repute, House Of 11l Fame and even
(in Sheridan’s The School for Scandal)
House Of No Extraordinary Fame.
Truly, a wide assortment of names re-
flecting the wide assortment of delights
presumably found within these houses’
portals.

Which brings us to that portal we all
passed through when we entered this
world, and which most of the male pop-
ulation is forever re-entering at the
first opportunity, the forbidden four-let-
ter name of which is descended from or
allied to the kunta and kunte of Old
Frisian, Old Norse, Germanic, Low Ger-
man, Middle Low German and Modern
Dutch; the conte of Medieval Dutch; the
con ol Medieval and Modern French;
the cun and cunne of Old Irench: the
queynte, cunie and counte of Middle
and Old English; the cunno and conno
of Italian; the cunnus of Latin; and
even the word ka-t (which also meant
“mother” and “womankind™) of the An-
cient Egyptian—a non-Indo-European
language which, until now, I thought to-
tally unrelated to English, and am
charmed to find this seeming proof of a
human basic interest inexplicably break-
ing the feuers of philological pedanitry.

But no amount of old family ties (to
say nothing of the strong phonetic and
orthographic resemblance) has ever made
the Modern English equivalent of these
old words acceptable to proper language
—and Modern English, remember, is the
etymological period spanning the end
of the 15th Century to the present day,
thus embracing Shakespeare's time.

Speaking of Shakespeare, even he had
to use subterfuge (I dare not say “cun-
ning” lest you damn me for punning) in
order to get the word spoken in his
plays. His methods were many. In Ham-
let, for example, he buried it in another
word:

namrer: Lady, shall I lie in your lap?
orHELIA: No, my lord.

maMLET: I mean, my head upon your
lap?

OPHELIA: Ay, my lord.

HamLET: Doyou think I meant COUNTry
matters?

In Henry V, he slipped it into the
English Lesson Scene, where Alice is



“Before we go any farther, I feel we all owe Captain
Huckermacker here a hearty vote of thanks.”
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teaching the French Princess the English
cquivalents of common French words.
Here, “gown" is mispronounced "coun,”
which, being so close to the French con,
causes the Princess to blush and decry
the word as “maunvais, corruptible, gros,
et impudique.”

In Twelfth Night, he was reduced to
spelling it out, a fact most English liter-
ature teachers are blithely ignorant of.
Malvolio, coming upon a letter, thinks
he recognizes the handwriting of the fair
Maria: “By my life, this is my lady’s
hand: these be her very C's, her U’s, and
her T's; and thus makes she her great
P"s.” Here it must be assumed that the
Elizabethan actor was insuructed to pro-
nounce the and that separates “her U’s”
from “her T's” not as and but as a
broadly emphasized 'n’. To make sure
the gag got across, Shakespeare immedi-
ately followed it with the “P's” ref-
crence, the meaning of which is obvious;
and just in case it still laid an egg, he
had Sir Andrew Aguecheek loudly echo:
“Her C’, her U's, and her T's. Why
that?” By this wume, presumably, The
Globe theater audience was helpless
with laughter.

Elsewhere,  however,  Shakespceare,
when he wished to write of the puden-
dum muliebre and its components, was
forced to use such terms as Baldrick,
Bird's Nest, Charged Chambers, Chaste
Treasure, Dearest Bodily Part, Flower,
Forfended Place, Gate, Glass Of Virgini-
ty. Nest Of Spicery, Pond, Ring, Rosc,
Velvet Leaves, Venus' Glove, and many
others, including at least two images
inspived by fruit: Plum and the rather
ungallant Withered Pcar (which invite
comparison to the contemporary Italian
fica, the square meaning of which is
“fig”). This lengthy dwelling upon
Shakespeare has the purpose of pointing
up the depths of trickery and circumnav-
igation to which even the Swan of
Swratford, in a notoriously ribald age,
was required to resort, whenever he
wished to make reference to what ob-
viously was a favorite topic.

In our own century, that most
plain-dealing and iconoclastic of writer-
personalities, Frank Harris, whose auto-
biography was, until recently, high on
the list of banned books, referred to it
merely as Sex—a term which, unimagi-
natively, he applied to both the male and
female organs: “my sex,” “her sex.”

This is not unlike the traditional Chi-
nese  bracket-phrase, The Tools Of
Heaven And Earth, although China has
not been backward in the invention of
fanciful terms specifically for the female
parts: Jade Treasure, Heart Of The
Flower, Cinnabar Crevice, Golden Crev-
ice, Jewel Terrace, Sacred Field, Female
Palace, Hidden Gully, Dark Vale, Mys-
terious Pearl, Heart Of The Peony, Dark
Red Valley, Scabard, Jade Gate, Pre-
cious Gate, Hidden Gate and Coral

164 Gate, to which we might add the Golden

Gate of the Japanese, who have also giv-
en us the homely Beans.

Although it is not to our purpose to
comb the shelves of ordinary pornogra-
phy—which is usually arid, lusterless and
far from euphemistic—it would be shirk-
ing o avoid mentioning some of the
many inspired names for the female
parts that were spawned by the fertile
brain of the 18th Century writer John
Cleland, in his masterwork, the long-
suppressed but now bestselling Memoirs
of a Woman of Pleasure (Fanny Hill):
Main Spot, Main Avenue, Tender Cleft,
Beggar's Wallet, Favorite Quarters, Cen-
ter Of Attraction, Treasury Of Love,
Genial Seat Of Pleasure, Delicate Glut-
ton, Nether-Mouth, Soft Laboratory Of
Love, Pleasure-Thirsty Channel, Thea-
ter, Cockpit, Stronghold Of Her
VARTUE.

How poverty-stricken and repetitious,
by comparison, seem the team of South-
ern and Holflenberg, whose novel Candy
yields nothing more imaginative than the
trudging sameness of: The Damp (twice),
varied by The Sweet Damp and The
Swectening  Damp, Sugar-Scoop, Pink
Candy, Pudding, Pudding-Pie, Fur-Pie,
Lamb-Pit (three times), Spice-Box, Jelly-
Box (four times), Honey-Pouch, Honey-
Cloister (twice), Honeypot (seven times)
and Thing.

This uninventiveness is possibly a
sign of our drab times, for the more
common contemporary sobriquets for the
female parts constitute a  similarly
dreary list that reaches the absolute na-
dir in a wildly inappropriate word de-
noting a cubical container of wood or
cardboard: this word is so hard and an-
gular that it does an injustice to the soft
accommodation it professes to describe.
Of all such words, the only one with any
sensitivity or appeal, in my opinion, is
that cuddly disyllable homonymous with
a popular endearment for the domestic
feline. The American Thesaurus of
Slang, a work I find riddled with du-
bious ephemera, lists Receiving Set, a
term surely too awkward and oo “clev-
er” to have had any real currency.

Nevertheless, it serves to draw the
mind to its logical complement, which
we could call Microphone or Broadcast-
ing Station if we had a mind to, but
which is more [amiliarly known by a
string of names dervived [rom words
meaning “rooster,” the diminutive for
Richard, a synonym for “puncture,” and
so on. Occasionally, we may hear Sting-
er, especially in contexts involving the
dipping of same into honey; and I have
heard Peedinkle used by quite prim
maiden ladies when referring to male in-
fants. What would seem an obvious
word, Pencil, is never used (Shakespeare
did use Pen) except in references to
Lead In The Pencil, the same phenome-
non Boccaccio called Resurrection Of
The Flesh.

Pornographers, who are constantly

scarching for synonyms for this member
(Member itwself, come to think of it, is a
synonym), usually resort to Lance,
Thrusting Maleness, and the like; John
Cleland again being the only writer
worth citing, for, in Fanny Hill, he did
himself proud with Machine, Engine,
Instrument (these often preceded by
the adjectives “wonderful,” “terrible,”
“enormous” or “plenipotentiary”), Nail,
Truncheon, Maypole, Affair, Weapon
Of Pleasure, Object Of Enjoyment, Bat-
tering Ram, Battering Piece, Conduit
Pipe, Dear Morsel, Piece Of Furniture,
Red-Headed Champion, That Capital
Part Of Man, Sinew, Gristle, Blind
Favorite, Wedge, Whitestaff, Mauaster
Member Of The Revels, Standard Of
Distinction, Label Of Manhood, Scepter-
Member, Master-Tool, Stake, Handle, I'T
and Sensitive Plant (in [ull: “the true,
the genuine sensitive plant, which, in-
stead of shrinking from the touch, joys to
meet it, and swells and vegetates under
it”). And, of course, the great Giovanni
Boccaccio must once more be given a
brief nod of acknowledgement for his
Horn With Which Men Butt, Spade
With Which Men Are Planted and his
simpler Nightingale.

One bit of contemporary slang for this
item, the purely descriptive Shaft, has
undergone a strange decontamination,
largely through the ignorance of naive
people. Thus, it was possible for the edi-
tors of a college humor magazine to call
their publication Shaft without anybody
on the [aculty being the wiser, and it
was also possible for Richard Nixon to
use the word [rom coast to coast in his
now-famous televised attack on the na-
tion's press.

One common American term is un-
known in Great Britain, and is the cause
of considerable hilarity whenever the
classic Gilbert and Sullivan  operetta
Trial by Jury is performed by British
casts for American audiences. If you
will consult a score or libretto of this
operetta published in the United States,
you will be unaware of this, for vou will
probably find the following bland ex-
change of sung dialog:

pEFENDANT: Is this the Court of the
Exchequer?
JUrY (belligevently): Tt isl
DEFENDANT (to himself): 1f this is the
Exchequer,

My evil star’s in the ascendant!

That, however, is an altered version,
strictly for the Yanks. In England, Trial
by Jury is sung the way Gilbert and Sul-
livan wrote it:

pEFENDANT: Is this the Court of the
Exchequer?
Jury: lt is!
DEFENDANT: Be
pecker! . ..

firm, be firm, my

+ .. Which was intended to mean no



more than “Stiff upper lip,” since, in
England, “pecker,” like the LS.
“kisser,” means only “the mouth.”

The Celestial Empire, not to be
caught napping. is responsible for a
goodly assemblage of terms for the male
organ, as witness this display of chinor-
serie: Greatr General, Lotus Sualk, Lotus
Root. Ivory Scepter, Turte’s Head,
Sword.  Spear.  Staff,  Weapon, War-
rior, Positive Peak, Jade Stem, Jade
Stick, Jade Sulk, Jade Scepter, and so
on. As we have seen befove, the Japanese
tend o be less poetic, relying on more
mundane cuphemisms, of which one
exiample, Mushroom. will sulhce.

It is perfectly natural that the breasts
of women have carned a stunming vari-
ety of appellations. Of these, Tits is pos-
sibly the most used in this counury,
along with its diminutive, Titties; with
Knobs and Knockers lollowing closely in
popul:lri[y, and Bubs. Boobs, Booboos,
Bubbies and Boobies jiggling right be-
hind them. Jugs, Pumps and Headlights
are not unheard, although Milk Cins
and AMilk Fund do not enjoy real vitality.
Quite common are the incomplete but
fully communicative A Pair, A Set and
(in Britain) A Brace. Perhaps equally
common is the genteel Bosom and its joc-
ular variant, Bazoom, both of which,
ungrammatically, can become plurals at
a moment’s notice: Bosoms, Bazooms.
The clinical Mammaries and Mammae
are sometimes seen in prine (their Eliza-
bethan derivative, Mammets, has van-
ished): and we are all familiar with the
“snowy hillocks,” “twin doves,” “creamy
globes” and other devices of poets and
pulp writers (one recalls such deseriptive
ssagres as Sir Philip Sidney’s “Her
sts sweetly rose up like two [lair
mountainets™). From the personal rep-
ertoire of producer Paul DeWitt come
Fun Bags, Num-Nums, Mloo-Moos,
Wibble-Wobbles, Tee-Tees, Ta-Tas and
his own showboatish prenunciation of
Boobs:  BYOOOOBZ!!! The highly
cuphemistic Charms seldom means any-
thing other than breasts, and this is
largely tue of Curves also. Though
ostensibly referring not to the breasts
themselves but to the pleasant vale be-
tween  them, the word Cleavage has
come to mean, in practical application,
not cleavage at all, but that which
Mlanks and, indeed, cruses the deavage.

There 15, as we all know and are glad
of, another kind ol cleavage, 100, the
kind which Guy de Maupassant, in a
story, relerred o as “the Ffull, fresh,
plump, sweet ischial tuberosities of my
miswress.” and which has been thorough-
ly discussed in Take Your Seats, which
ran in this magazine in August 1957,

Here, therelore, T will merely list the
3% synonvms mentioned at that time: Ass,
Arse, Fanny, Butiocks and Butt, Nates,
Can, Prat, Backside, Rump, Dulf, Be-
hind and Hind and Hinder and Hind-

oo

End, Rear and Rear-End, South-End,
Seat, Sitter, Bottom, Cheeks, Buns, Hind-
quarters, Tail.  Tailbone, Posterior,
Fundament, Keester, the truly cuphe-
mistic Hips, and, from other languages,
Dervriéve (French), Tochus (Yiddish) and
the clinical Gluteus Maximus (Latin).
After publication, an English [riend
pointed out the neglect of the Cockney
word, Bum. a Navy man called attention
sternly to Stern, and other readers wrote
in to contribute Rumble Seat and Land-
ing Gear. A gentleman from Georgia
declared: “In these paris, we say Hoote-
nanny!”  (Which is plumb ridiculous:
Everybody knows what a Hootenanny
really is. Don’t they?)

Loves lexicon extends to the results
of love, too, with pregnancy being sel-
dom called that, but, rather, Expecting,
Anticipating, Infanticipating, In A
Family Way, A Duck In The Oven (or
A Cake In The Oven), the French En-
ceinte, the hearty Elizabethan Great
With Child, the Victorians” In A Deli-
cate Condition and In An Interesting
Condition—the latter snickeringly ap-
plied to a woman pregnant out of wed-
lock. being synonymous with In Trouble
and the contemporary Knocked Up. The
issue of such an unsanctified pregnancy,
instead of being called illegitimate or a
bastard, is more often referred to as
Love Child, Natural Son (or Daughter).
Born On The Wrong Side Ol The
Blanket, or (now obsolete) Baseborn,
Whoreson and Adulterine. So lengthy is

the reach of sexual euphemism that even
a legitimate baby is often called some-
thing eclse: Blessed Event, New Arrival,
Little Stranger., Bundle From Heaven,
Present From The Stork, Tax Exemp-
tion, or The Patter Of Litle Feet.
The Puritan stringencies—or Manda-
rin stringencies or what have you—that
made love's lexicon necessary have cer-
tainly given us a vernacular of some-
times great charm, ingenuity and wit. Of
comparable charm. ingenuity and wit
are the piano-playing feats performed by
some vaudeville artists while wearing
hoxing gloves. One smiles at these musi-
cales and says, How clever. But one does
not prefer all pianists to handicap them-
selves in this way, nor docs onc right-
cously demand they do so. Though the
fog of circumlocution is finally begin-
ning to lift a litde, we still Tive in a
split-personality world of sexual con-
tradiction and paradox, a world bitterly
viewed in the closing lines of a certain
anonymous ode, of which The Psychi-
atric Quarterly thought highly cnough
to incorporate into one of its editorials:

. .. Cherish the use of the weasel-
ing phrase

That never says quite what you
mean.

You had better be known for your
hypocrile ways

Than vulgar, impure and obscene.

“It was nice of you to let me have
the afternoon off, Mr. Wigdortz.”
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EUROPEADN FAZBION

will be introduced in U.S. stores soon
are his wide-wale-cordurov trousers and

brichtdy  hued floral and  abstract-
patterned ties.
Located midway between the con-

servative styles of Savile Row and the
ultra-liberal ereations of John Stephens
are the designs ol Hardy Amies, who de-
signs for the London clothing fim of
Hepworths  Limited.  Amies s almost
singlehandedly  respounsible [or revolu-
vonizing the swyles of the rising voung
executive in Britain. On a recent visit 1o
his studio, we saw how a tvpical English-
man looks dressed in Amies originals: He
wore Chelsea boots with a plain front and
slightly raised  heel, narvow  trousers, a
rather long, high-butioned jacker with
small lapels, a narrow ue and a solid-color
shirt (usually deep blue or vellow) with
a high, close-fitting, almost clergymanlike
collar.

Doug Hayward. the director of Major
Hayward Limited. runs a rising new
design house that employs some of Lon-
don’s Drigltest 1alents. His  creations
combine the taditional tiiloring of Sa-
vile Row with the slim silhouene that
all London designers strive for. The
Albert  Finney—John  Osborne-Terence
Stamp crowd all wear Hayward clothes.
He is noted lor his chocolate-brown cor-

(continued from page 75)

duroy suits with wide belts, which he ad-
mits were a UL S, inlluence, and elegant,
full alpaca-doth formalwear. His trouser
designs are among  the best-ftting i
Europe.

Frenchmen are finally shedding much
of their “mmigration-suit” appearance
for one more behtting the sophisticated
ammosphere ol Paris. The imernationally
renowned house of Pierre Cardin sets the
fashion pace: Cardin opts for clothes
that are long and Tean with  Dbright
wuches of elegance. His jackets are a bit
longer than their London counterparts
and achieve a Hared eflect by using deep
vents placed either at the sides or at cen-
ter back. Cardin dictates that trousers
and jacket sleeves should be narrow with
a shight Hare at the wrist. He recently
muoduced o new  double-breasted  suit
with very marrow overlap and three-
button Tastening that has become pop-
ular on both sides of the Channel.

While the British Mods have pat-
terned their cothing swvles alter those
worn by Liverpool singing groups, the
wild yéyé Parvis voung men have iden-
tiiecdd with the American cowboy look.
The “Mads,” as they prefer 1o be called,
cig clothes such as Steve McQueen wore
in The Greal Escape: shortrise trousers,

“We call ourselves the Fortuna Brothers, but
actually one of us is a Fortuna sister.”

tight-ficting Western jackets and black-
leather vests.

In Italy. the short, tght jackers uwsu-
ally associated with the southern-Euro-
pean  Continental look are out and
longer jackets with very deep side vents
are in. The vents are cut on the diagonal,
with some alinost exiending 1o the waist.
Lapels ave slightly wider and notched.

Most of laly's fashion houses are in
Rome. Angelo Vittueci, on the Via Bisso-
latti, has the best selection ol sport
shivis. He puts a heavy emphasis on wild
orange-and-black combinations used in
patterns, stripes and harlequins. Brioni,
on the Via Barberini, is justly  [amous
tor his suits, but if you get the chance.
be sure to sce his topcoats and outer-
wear. Angelo Litvico, just oft the Via
Veneto, has come up with a remarkable
raincoar that has a halfwaist  strewch
band that can be adjusted to the wearer's
proporuons. Other items that shouldn't
be missed are his tweed country suits
in oflbeat colors and some striking gray-
wool yachting blazers.

I you get to Venice, take the first gon-
dola to Lwgi Secchi de Visentin's, an
established wiloring firm that used o lim-
it s clientele to descendants of  the
Doges. Their work is superb and manv
jetsetters fly in just for fittings. We
looked over the offerings [or oursell
and finally scttled on a new suit model
that combined a wellshaped, low-waist-
ed jacker with a naturalshoulder collar.
They also have excellent shirt fabrics
that they combine with a slightdy high
shirt collar 1o give an elegant appearance.

In Barcelona and Madrid, the fashion
house of Cortefiel de Espana still domi-
nates the clothing scene. The hot Span-
ish colors of past scasons have heen
replaced by subdued browns and blacks;
suede combined with knits and fur has
also been very popular. Spurred by
Cortehel’'s sense of swvle, the Spanish
sweater industry is rapidly growing and
should soon be challenging ltaly's corner
on the imternational sweater nurket.

Greece still has a way 1o go belore
matching the sartorial grandeur that is
Rome’s, but steps are being taken. The
Athence Department Store in downtown
Athens is a good shopping center, espe
cially Tor resort and casual clothes. Nau-
tically inspired hell-botomed slacks have
been modified slightly and are sold in
light-colored madels, with just a trace of
the hell left. Their influence has already
reached over here and this summer the
same style should he readily available. A
must buy during any wrip to Greece s
one ol Athenee’s rich chocolate-brown,
shortsleeved pullovers. Combime ir with
a pair ol hghtcolored slacks and you
have a perfect ensemble for winding up
our look at these Continental classics
with an aflternoon of ouzo sipping by
the wine-dark Aegean Sea.
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into the story line. The critics were not
complaining. of course. They just fele
that the music halls were being unjustly
discriminated against.)

But it was a cause for acute regret
when fhilms by such masters as Jean Re-
noir, Abel Gance. Marcel Pagnol and
Jean Benoit-Lévy failed to reach these
shores—or if they did. arrived in such
a mutilated form that their very coher-
ence as well as artistry was  desoroved.
Barred completely was Jean Renoir's La
Chienne (The Bitch), the story of a mid-
dleaiged bank derk who [alls in love
with a prostitute. defaules large sums to
keep her in luxury, then murders her
when he discovers that she has been
cheating on him with her pimp. (The
picture was remade in Hollywood by
Fritz Lang almost 15 vears later—and
considerably toned down—as Scarlet
Sireet, with Edward G. Robinson in the
role originally portraved by Michel Si-
mon.) Also barred, or at least not
bought, was the famed Marius trilogy of
Marcel Pagnol. Filmed in the early Thir-
ties under the author’s superviston, its
three stories mvolve seduction, illegit-
imacy, a hero who abandons his preg-
nant girllviend. and a  heroine who
makes a marriage of convenience with
an elderly man—all shown with such
warmth. humor. aflection and  under-
standing as 1o eliminate all grounds foy
condemning  the  characters  involved.
Since Hollywood's Production Code has
always made a fetsh of not only con-
demning but punishing wrongdocers. the
films did not appear m the United States
until almost 15 years later, well after
World War Two. And before Benoit-
Lévy's poignant 1933 masterpicce, La
Maternelle, could be shown in the
United States, the censors demanded the
excision of a sequence in which  the
mother. a prostitute. picks up a man in a
calé, then holds hands with him under
the table as her litle daughter looks on.
It wasn't the pickup that the censors
wanted eliminaed—just the hand-hold-
ing.

In 1951, Abel Gance. hailed through-
out Europe as “ithe Grifluh ol France.”
made La Fin du Meonde (The End of
the Worldy, an ominous depiction ol the
social and political havoo wreaked by a
scientist’s  prediction  thar a wavward
COMCT Was soon 1o l_.]'.'lSll PO s, CGance
wanted o suggest that everyone—scien:
tists, politictans. vich men and poor—ran
amuck on learning the grim tidings. with
the Church presented as the sole source
ol sirength and salvation. The Church
scenes vemained, bur the 1omorrow-we-
die orgies ol the rich were completely
climinated for domestic distribution. (Ac-
tally, Gance was always big on orgies.
His 1935 version ol Lucrezia Borgia, [or
example, was veplete with High Renais-

{continued from page 140)

sance voluptuaries at their [avorite pur-
suits—nude bathing en masse, followed
by vast banquets. followed by more fun
and games. The [un included a shot of
one of the revelers biting the bare breast
of his inamorata: while lor games, Gance
offered perhaps the most explicit rape
scenes ever put on ilm. At one point, a
noble is seen in the very aa of mounting
his rembling prey. Needless 1o add. such
shots had vanished from the film by the
time it arrived here two years later. With:
out them, most audiences agreed with
the critic who lound Lucrezia Borgia “a
dreary  and  unsatisfactorv  entertain-
ment.”™)

A more unpredictable vienm ol cen-
sorial wrath was the movie version ol
Guy de Maupassant's droll Le Rosier de
Madame Husson. a minor classic of
French worldliness and wit—the story of
a voung clerk of such supreme chastity
that he wins the rosiére (an annual award
for virtue, usually given o a young wom-
an) when no other virgin can be found in
his village that vear. Bur the cerk’s in-
nocence was less the reflectiion ol unusu-
al moral probity than ol an unlormumate
lack of opportunity. Getting a little
tught at the banquet in his honor, he
begins o eve the girls, and winds up
spending the night—and his prize money
—in the local brothel, When he is discov-
cred there next morning, the towns
people are thoroughly scandalized. And so,
apparently, were the American censors.
The story's hlm  incarnation (somewhat
unfortunately  udled  He, the Poan
Man Tor Amenican distribution). which
marked  the fist flm  appearance ol
Fernandel as the virtuous cderk, was
chopped by the censors by almost two
reels—to a vunning time ol less than an
hour.

Clul de Femmes, a winty, slighaly
naughty comedy written and direcied by
the French novelist Jacques Deval, was
subjecied o similar censorial surgery a
few years Luer. The operation was a suc-
cess, as the saving goes. but the patent
died. The “cdub™ of the utle was a sort ol
luxurious Y. W. . AL residence hotel.
where voung women in Paris were pre-
sumably protected by the management
against predinory males. In a series ol
interlocking vigneus, however. one gurl
simuggzles a man into her room: another
fights against her Leshian impulses: an
other acts as a procuress. By the time the
New York censors had finished widh it the
smuggled man had been  wanslormed
into the girl’s husband: the Leshian was
merely displaving sisterly aflection and
concern; and the Procuress was tloillg‘
some unspecified but legitimae work for
a man named Maurice.

What aficionados of foreign hilms re-
sented during the Tharties was not the
snipping out of a few leet. or even a few

hundred feet. A glimpse of bosom, a bit
of furtive fondling, a snatch of erotic
dancing, a line ol racy dialog. the pro-
longed close-up of a kiss—their presence
in a picture was seldom crucial. La Ker-
messe Hévoique (Carnival in Flanders)
survived despite the elimination of a
motivating flashback in which a burgo
master vividly recalls the rape and plun-
der of his town by an invading Spanish
army. Mayerling vemained  the  most
affecting and stylish love siory of the
Thirties even though a few scenes de
picting the hoiel-room orgy ol somc
young aristocrats were  pruned  awav.
Chances are that il such shots had been
lefv in the prints, they would not have
sold a single extra ticker—any more than
their elimination saved a single soul.
But American art-house patrons were
genuinely distressed o hind thar films
since recognized as true classics were
being cut by the censors far more vuth-
lessly than domestic potboilers. Indeed.
one of the justifications offered by the
New York State Censor Board lor s
very existence back in the early Thirties
the conwol and/or exclusion of
“dirty foreign hlms.” (It should be noued
that because ol the high concentration
ol art houses in New York, the decisions
ol its Censor Board become in eltect na-
tional. The distributor ol a picture cuts
his negative 1o their specifications. Other
states may then demand further cuts;
but what was eliminated for New York is
never put back for Pennsylvania or Cali-
fornia) The [act thar such films as M,
Miidchen in Unifovm, La Maternelle and
Carnival in Flanders were not only made
specifically lor aduli audiences. but were
being shown in the United States pri-
marily 10 adulis in theaters virmally
dedicated 1o the presentition ol piciures
ol a certain level ol artistry and sophisti-
cation. meant litde w the censors. And
many Americans weve painlully aware
thar their country was being forced 10 as-
sume b osecondary position in matters ol
intellectual and cubrural aduevement,
For despite rthe claims ol apologisis tor
Hollvwood ar this rime thar we were

wils

secing only the aeam ol the European
studios—which. ol course. was true—ihe
LGace 1s thar their aream was so vich that
our own best was skimmed milk by com-
parison. There were several reasons lor
this. ol which perhaps the most impor-
ant was the absence abroad of the cen-
vestraining  hand. Most ol the
European counuries—indeed, most ol the
counries ol the world—began during the
Twenues and Thirties 1o resirict movie

sOr's

atendance w0 adulis onlv. The actual
minimum age varied from country 10
counury, but it was usually 11, 16 or I8,
Certain films might be approved I;m

children, ar the censor’s disaretion: but

in general. European censorship was pri- 157



PLAYBOY

168

marily concerned with keeping undue
violence and unwelcome political ideolo-
gics off the screen, not sex. As a result,
adult themes cropped up regularly in
foreign films, handled with a boldness
and  maturity unprecedented  in  the
motion-picture medium. Also important
was the stress that the Europeans placed
upon writers, Unlike the Hollywood stu-
dios, where the scenarist has wraditional-
ly been low man on the aeative totem
pole, the European producers courted
writers, encouraging them to work close-
ly with the director, or even to take over
the direction of their own works. Marcel
Yagnol has already been mentioned in
this regard, and to him might be added
the protean Sacha Guitry and Jean Coc-
teau, and mm England, H. G. Wells and
G. B. Shaw. Completely svmpromatic
was the case of the French novelist
Jacques Deval, whose Marie Galante was
filmed in Hollywood by Fox in 1934
When Deval learned that his Marie was
no longer a prostitute, and that Fox had
substantially changed his story line “lor
deceney reasons,” he not only sued the
company, but thereupon started 1o film
his own stories in France—among them,
Club de Femmes. For a varietv of reasons,
then, the European film makers had
moved into areas untouched by American
producers. And art-house andiences, large-
Iy confined to the intelligentsia of perhaps
hall a dozen major cities, were amazed
and delighted to find that the movies
actually could handle adult themes with
intelligence and grace.

Precisely because these were hlms on
adult themes, many ol them touched on
sexual  problems—ofien of a somewhat
exotic or esoteric nature. Among the carly
arrivals was Mddchen in Uniform, a deli
cate, seunsitive and meaninglul study of
an incipient Lesbian. Filmed in Germany
in 1931, it portrayed life in a repressive,
Prussian-style  girls'  boarding  school,
shortly before World War One, where
daughters of army olhcers were wramed
to become the well-disciplined mothers
of well-disciplined  soldiers. The story,
which centers about the wvagic love ol
Manuela. one of the girls, for a beautiful
and sympathetic weacher, threw the New
York censors for a loop, and they banned
it out of hand. Three months later. alter
the case was appealed by its would-be dis-
wibutor, the board reversed iselfl—but
ordered more cuts in the film than for any
other picture that vear. Thus a hlm that
attempted o deal honestly, searchingly
and compassionately with both an emo-
tional problem and the sociery that pro-
duced it was cquated with the sleaziest
Lare from the most mercenary Hy-by-night
producers—and actually suffered more
the process. Ironically, even in this muti-
Luwed form, Mdadchen in Unijorm was vot-
cd the best film ol 1932 by the New York
film critics. (What is even more ironic,
the prints of Mddchen now m circulation

still retain the cuts made by the New
York censors over 30 years ago.)

A few months later, in March of 1933,
New York's hard-working censors were
again confronwed by a movie of unmis-
takable sincerity, artistry, maturity—and
controversy: M, filmed by Fritz Lang in
Germany in 1931, introducing young Pe-
ter Lorre as a pervert, a pudgy, cffemi-
nate youth with an uncontrollable Just
for httle girls. When his outrages finally
alerted the police, they looked for the
child-murderer in the underworld—and
the underworld, out of sclf-protection,
organized a search of its own, tracked
down the wretched man, hauled him
belore their own kangaroo court and
condemned him to death (from which
he was saved ar the last minue by
the law). Although the film has all the
pace and excitement ol the best gangster
pictures, M never degenerates into sheer
melodrama—simply  because the Lorre
character is drawn with such deep un-
derstanding ol the complexities of a
pathologic  personality.  Heavy-lidded
and full-lipped, he is obviously driven
by compulsions that he can neither com-
prehend nor control. He whistles a few
notes lrom Grieg's ominous Hall of the
Mountain King and, almost like a robor.
sets off in solt-footed pursuit of the child
who has caught his [ancy. The ourages
are never scen; the murders are always
suggested. Bur their horror is mirrored
in  Lorre’s protuberant eves, exudes
dankly from his very pores; and long
belore the kangaroo court begins to in-
vestigante what kind of monster it has
captured, Lorre distends his features be-
fore a mirror, frantically asking himsell
the same question, He got small help
from the New York censors. Among the
ordered eliminations was a scene in
which a psvehologist is aiding the police
to form some impression of the killer
they are searching for: the censors ob-
jected 1o the psychologist’s phrase that
the pattern ol the murders “registers the
strongly sexual pathology of this person.™

Strikingly simtlar o M in many ways
was G. W, Pabst's Die Dreigroschenoper
(The Thyee Penny Opera), also hilmed
in Germany in 1931 Based cdlosely on
the popular Kurt Welll-Berthold Brecht
musical saure, the prame caprured not
only the spirited political commentary
of the original, but accenuuared s late-
19th Century aumosphere of an under-
world populated by cutthroats, usurers,
crooked  politicians,  prostitutes  and
pimps. Particulinly memorable was the
brothel where Mack the Kunife hid out
from the police—a Victorian nighunare
ol overstufled lurniture and overstulled
whores, both recking a letid sexuality that
somechow pervaded the entire film.

Although corruption oozed from every
last [rime of this biwterly cynical film,
the over-all cllect was not unappealing
(rather like Weill's durable score, which

was at once abrasive and auractive).
Nevertheless, unul only a few vears ago,
The Three Penny Opera had been seen
in this country by the merest handful ol
people in the most private screenings.
Legal difliculties accounted for much of
this exclusivity; but it is pertinent to
note that when, almost 20 years ago, the
Museum of Modern Art Film Library
had found the one existing print in the
United States woelully incomplete, it
imported other prints from archives in
France, Crechoslovakia and England. In
every mstance, the prints had been heav-
ily censored. And in every instance,
different scenes had been eliminated
save one; no version retiained the acid,
vengeful Prrate Song—a whore's dream
of getting even with socicty. As inter-
preted by the youthful Lotte Lenya—
the ravaged look already in her eyes,
disenchantment already in her voice—it
15 a chilling declaration of hawed for
every man who ever lived,

With the arrival ol Hitler and his
Third Reich in 1933, such bold penetra-
tions of social and psvchological phe-
nomena came quickly to an end. Under
the supervision of Dr. Goebbels, the
Genman fiction film for a time tried un-
successlully to transmute Nazi dogma
into drama, then reconciled itself 10 a
long series of harmless, pointless military
comedies, waltz-hlled romances and ad-
venture stories. I sex came upon the
scene at all, as in Herbert Maisch's elab-
orate operetta Boccaccio (1936), 1t was
heavily cloaked in the rich robes of the
past. Of outright nudity there was none
—apart from the sexless nudes, male and
female, who in the opening reel of Leni
Ricfenstahl's Olympia carry the divine
firc fromm Mt. Olympus to the Berlin
stadium 1o start the 1936 games. Not un-
til the notorious Adwventures of Baron
Munchausen in 1941 did sex reassert it
self on the German screen—but that was
in another era, when every Naz soldier
went into combat, it seemed, armed with
a pocketiul of feelthy postcards.

It is not at all coincidental that the
Soviet films of the Thirties were equally
devoid ol any significant sexual content.
As part of the first Five Year Plan, from
1930 o 1935, a program of intensive
“kinehcuion” was introduced in the So-
viet Union—more projectors, more thea-
ters, more pictures; and the films were
shaped specifically to serve the aims and
needs of the Communist Party. What
was uscful, rom an ideological view-
point, was nol interpersonal relation-
ships, but the I‘L‘];uionship of a man 1o
his job, his Party and his country. Thus,
in Chapayev (1934) a young soldier
might playlully fondle the breast of the
buxom wench he is instructing to fire a
machine gun; but the girl promptly
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slaps his hand away, and they quickly
get back to business. Girls in Soviet films
—even in the several musicals that ap-
peared during the Thirties—were either
good Comrades or good buddies, or both;
but their one great passion scemed to be
tor distributing leaflets.

If for a time there was somewhat more
liveliness on the Briush screen, it was
due to the success of a single picture: Al-
exander Korda’s bawdy, irreverent Pri-
vale Life of Henry VIII, in 1933. Prior to
Henry, the British film industry, chroni-
cally hard-pressed for cash, had confined
its attention largely to low-budgeted
transcripts of West End teacup melo-
dramas and slighily risqué [arces. Korda,
an irrepressible Hungarian, rounded up
ample funds and the best technicians
available, along with Charles Laughton
to play the title role, and a bevy of the
most beautiful girls in the British studios
—Merle Oberon, Wendy Barrie, Binnie
Barnes and Elsa Lanchester among them
—to portray Henry's six wives. The result-
ant romp, far closer to the spirit of early
Lubitsch than early Tudor, promptly
broke all box-office records for British
films. The first British movie to play the
Radio City Music Hall, it was actually
one of the few imports of the Thirties to
penetrate beyond America’s minuscule
art-house circuit. One reason, of course,
was Laughton's maknificently lusty per-
formance as the lecherous monarch. An-
other reason, perhaps, was the public’s
awarencss that the lecherous monarch
was a pretty lusty performer in the bed-
room.

Inspired by this success, Korda and his
cohorts in the British studios sought 10
repeat the formula with the “private
lives” of everyone they could think of —
Catherine the Great, Don Juan, Rem-
brandt, Queen Elizabeth, Nell Gwyn.
even good old Queen Victoria. Made
with both eves fixed on the rich but
conservative American market, they soon
became overly expensive and overly
circumspect. Nell Gwyn, for example,
was provided with a quite inaccurate
prolog in which the late Charles IT's
favorite mistress is piously dispossessed
from the hovel in which she has had o
live since her benefactor's death. In actual
fact, Nell was sumptuously provided for,
as per Charles™ deathbed request, for the
rest of her days. But Will Hays and his
friends at the Legion of Decency would
have considered that an unfitting reward
for a life of sin, so the British producer
Herbert  Wilcox compliantly  rewrote
history in order 1o ensure a wider Ameri-
can distribution for his film. But Ameri
can movicgoers, to their credir, were
singularly unimpressed. Not only were the
accents so strange as 1o be almost unin-
telligible in the U.S. hinterlands, but
the historical hgures themselves lacked
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they held for the British. When a spin-
dle-shanked, septuagenarian George Ar-
liss strode into a ballroom as Wellington
in The Iron Duke (1935), the court la-
dies fainted away at his manly magnet-
ism. This may have been perfectly
understandable in England, where both
Wellington and Arliss were held in con-
siderable awe, but it merely produced
gales of laughter in American movie
houses. Despite the presence of such costly
international stars as Marlene Dietrich,
Elisabeth Bergner, Gertrude Lawrence,
Douglas  Fairbanks, Laurence Olivier
and Charles Laughton in these bio-
graphical epics, the policy of producing
elaborate spectacles for the American
market proved disastrous to the British
studios within a few years. Without
Henry's robust humor and well-formed
wenches, they proffered nothing that the
Hollywaood studios could not do better—
and in a basic English that everyone
could understand.

As the Thirties wore on, it became
increasingly apparent  that the films
coming from France were by far the
most original, the most mature, the most
humanistic—and the most provocative.
This was all the more remarkable since
nowhere clse in Europe had the Depres-
sion so completely disrupted the studios
and stemmed the flow of production. But
as the noted French historian Georges Sa-
doul has pointed out, it was precisely be-
cause of this that directors were granted
an unprecedented freedom in their choice
of themes and in their cinematic handling
ol them. The industry had fallen into
the hands of the promoters, men who
cared about films only as an easy way to
make big money and to meet beautiful
women. Any responsible director or writer
who turned up with a practicable script
stood a reasonable chance of having 1
produced—although his chances of get-
ting his fair share of the eventual profits
were considerably less good. But while
the promoters were in the saddle finan-
cially, the dircctors were the sole artistic
arbiters, and men like Jean Renoir,
Jacques  Feyder, Julien Duvivier and
Mareel Carné took full advamage of it
Belore the decade was over, they had
made the names of Jean Gabin, Charles
Boyer, Michele Morgan and Danielle
Darrieux almost as familiar as that of
any top Hollywood star, and the French
hlm a synonym lor cinematic art.

What French films of the Thirties had
in abundance was a sense of living people
on the screen—not types, not autom-
atons or mannequins, but men and
women ol flesh, blood and passion. the
cinematic descendants of Balzac and
Zola. One recognized them as the wrue
products of a society. They were not
larger than life; they were lile itsell,
with all the conmradictions and compul-
sions laid bare. When they loved, it was

as if some primordial force had been re-
leased into the blood stream, a drive
that could be thwarted by ncither law
nor logic. When they sinned—which hap-
pened fairly ofien in these films—it was
because some star-crossing fate, whether
out of mischief or malice, had raised an
insurmountable roadblock across the un-
alterable cowrse of their love. Love was
often depicted as a thing of great brauy
and tenderness, the one ray of light i «
cruel, gray world; but often as not it led
to despair or death. If any single image
could conjure up the mood of all these
films, it would be that of Jean Gabin
caouching on the bed of a dingy hotel
room in one of the great Alms of the
Thirties, Le Jour Se Léve (Daybreak)—
withdrawn, resigned, pulling on one last
cigarette before the dawn when he will
shoot himsell rather than submit to arest
for the murder of his fiancée’s seducer.
He is a wue figure of contemporary
tragedy, a man of decent, even poetic,
instincts that force him to break the laws
ol a world he never made.

Of course, not all French films ol this
era were quite so grim. Indeed, one ot
the great comedies of all time, Carntial
in Flanders, came from this same period.
Directed by Jacques Feyder, it gave a de-
cidedly Gallic twist 1o the old Lysistrata
story. The good women of a 17th Centu-
ry Flemish town, learning that a Spanish
army is advancing upon them, decide 10
greet the foc with a semblance of hospi-
tality, arguing that this will avert the
sack, pillage and rape that traditionally
accompanied such visitations. While their
menfolk cower and hide, the Iadies set out
tables of food and wine, and vie with one
another in offering the handsomer officers
all the comforts of home—including the
ultimate act of hospitality. The plan
works to perfection; and even though
many of the husbands are perlectly aware
that they are being cuckolded in their
own beds by their all-too-willing wives,
they know that under the circumstances it
would be folly to protest. The grateful
conquerors, in parting, ofter not only
gilts bur the remission of a year's Laxes.
As a result, the thrifty burghers look
upon their wives with a new respect—
but also with more than a liule suspi-
cion. There are worlds of worldliness in
the film's final shot. As the Spaniards
ride away. the burgomaster asks his
handsome wile, Frangoise Rosay, il she
had been good the night before. “Eh,”
she says noncommittally. From the way
she smooths her corsets and smiles afier
the departing grandees, it is clear that she
must have been very good, indeed.

Curiously, alter enjoying an interna-
vional success, this high-spirited satire
quickly fell [rom favor as Nazi forces oc-
cupied country after country in Europe.
Its theme. which at first was interpreted



as an illustration of how much can be ac-
complished when people work together to-
ward a common goal, suddenly acquired
the coloration ol a cdever apologia for
collaboration—a point that Dr. Gocebbels
recognized long before the critics: He
awarded it a special prize in 1935 as one
of the year’s most important pictures.
Actually, this theme of the efficacy of
sexually  concerted  action  dominated
many of the French films of the mid-
Thirties, often with the woman depicted
as an oversexed serpent in a brotherlovely
paradise. Typical was Julien Duvivier's
La Belle Equipe (They Were Five), in
which five voung lellows suddenly win
a lottery, pool their resources and decide
to open an inn. Viviane Romance, the
sulriest French aciress of the period, falls
in with the group and shares her charms
with all of them, flouncing about in a
hlmy negligee whose straps seem specially
designed o slip Irom her shoulders.
When she decides that, of the lot. Jean
Gabin is the boy most likely to succeed,
she sets her snares specifically for him.
Rather than lose the Iriendship ol his
companions, however, Gabin chucks her
out. At that time, work and brotherhood
came first. This was seen again, although
merely as a subtheme, in Renoir's La
Grande Ilusion (1937), where Gabin,
escaping from a German prison camp
with a Jewish companion, is boarded
and, before long, bedded by an auric
tive German farm woman. The three
could probably have spent the duration
in a comfortable ménage & trois; instead,
patriotism calls both men back to their
homeland and military service.

More and more, as the Thirties wore
on, Gabin became identified as the arche-
typical hero of French films. Through
his screen characters one can almost
sense the ebb and flow of the French po-

litical scene as the optimism ol They
Were Fioe gave way 1o the biuer real-
ism ol La Grande Hlusion, and that,
in wrn, 1w the ultimate despair and dis-
illusion of Le Jour Se Léve. Burt first, in
a last grasping after a vanishing roman-
ticism, there came Duvivier's Pépé Le
Moko in 1937, with Gabin as a hunted
criminal who is safe only so long as he
stays within the shadowy confines of the
cashah in Algiers. He gives up all, how-
ever—including a mistress—for the love
of beautiful Mireille Balin, the diamond
laden ladyfriend of an clderly French
industrialist. Tricked by a wily police
commissioner into leaving the cashah and
his concubine, he rushes to keep a ship-
board tryst with the girl. The police close
in, and as the boat pulls away from the
dock, his beloved standing alone on the
alterdeck, Gabin slashes his wrist with
a pocketknife. (When the film was re-
made a few vears Luer in Hollywood as
Algiers, it starred Charles Boyer in Ga-
bin's role, with Hedy Lamarr as his lost
love. Boyer's Continental charm and lush
sensuality were no doubt closer to Holly-
wood's ideal ol a romantic thief than
Gabin’s thin-lipped, hard-bitten, prole-
tarian face.)

Running through all ol these films 1s
the recognition that love, and sex, are a
healthy, necessary part of life. Not only
are they accepted, but their absence is
actually  looked wupon  with suspicion.
Typical is the mcident—barely longer
than a moment—in one of the hilms of
this period in which the yvoung hero has
arrived for the first time in Paris and
taken a room in a shabby hotel. A few
days later the concicrge, a very proper
woman, inlorms the young man, “If
monsicur would like to entertain a voung
lady in his room, why .. .” and she shrugs
encouragingly. When the young fellow

does not reply, she shrugs again, “And if
monsicur’s tastes lie in other directions
..." Clearly, in the eyes of this very re-
spectable lady, the only form of perver-
sion would be no sex ar all.

It was this attitude that kept bringing
the French films into conflice with the
American censors. Such calm acceptance
of the [acis of life was, as the New York
State Board ol Regems liked 10 put it
“low, obscene and degrading.” It was for
this reason that they delayed the release
of Marcel Pagnol's lusty La Femme du
Boulanger (The Baker's Wife). in which
a middle-aged baker, magnificently played
by the grear Raimu, awakes one morning
to learn that his voung wile has run off
with a lusty stranger. While the two are
enjoving their dolce far niente on a
nearby island, the baker gets roaring
drunk, then refuses 1o bake any more
bread until his wife has returned. In des-
peration, the villagers commission their
local priest to negotiate with the lovers.
When the good padre comes upon them
making love in a cave, the startled
young man, his crucifix dangling on his
bare chest, runs off into the woods, and
the wile returns to her husband. What
the ¢ensors objected to (and the Legion
of Decency condemned) was the fact that
the goodhearted baker took her back
with unabashed joy and—even worse—
that the wile sultered nothing after her
romantic escapade, least of all remorse.
Still clinging to a puritanical code, the
censors wanted not merely contrition but
refribution after such amorous dalliance.

The issue was [ully jomned when, in
1939, the New York Regents sought to
ban Pagnol's Régain (Harvest), hased on
Jean Giono's prize-winning novel. In this
carthy, pastoral rhapsody, brimming with
visual beauty, a scissors grinder (Fernan-
del) and his wife come to a remote village
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in France whose last inhabitant is grad-
ually going to seed with his land. The
woman, attracted by the peasant, resolves
to stay with him; and their love gives hin
new reason to sow the fields and rebuild
his life. Since there is no priest, there is
no marriage, even though the woman has
become pregnant. This, apparently, is
what shocked the censors, who refused to
license it for exhibition in New York.
But, as B. R. Crisler noted in The New
York Times, *Of all the motion pictures
we have ever seen, Harvest is the one we
should choose as being the most pro-
foundly moral, the most noble and most
cloquent defense of the monogamous
ideal.” Armed with such endorsements, a
courageous distributor forced the censor
board 1o reconsider. Three months later
the film was released without a single cut.

Perhaps the most startling expos¢ of
the censor mind at work, however, was
to be found in a swange, provocative
French import, also in 1939, titled The
Puritan. Its hero, Jean-Louis Barrault, is
a religious famatic, profoundly con-
vinced that all sex is sinful. Falling in
love for the first time, he kills the girl
~—partly out of jealousy, partly in mor-
tal dread of committing fornication. To
justily the murder to himself, he seeks
out the company of prostitutes, abus-
ing them in his drunken fanaticism.
Tracked down by the police, he breaks
under the strain of their questioning
and reveals himself as a hall-aazed psy-
chotic who fancies himself an avenging
angel who punishes others for the weak-
nesses he fears in himself. Small wonder
that censors everywhere leaped upon it
Adapted from a Liam O'Flaherty novel

: M gf,ﬁ(,

(although in tone decidedly more Gallic
than Gaelic), the film was banned in
Ireland. The ban was upheld by the U. S.
Customs authorities, and the picture was
refused licenses in six states—and con-
demuned, of course, by the Legion ol
Decency. In Barrault's trenchant per-
formance, censors could recognize them-
selves mirrored all oo clearly.
Naturally, not all the films from
France during the decade were up to
this level of artistry and honesty, but
the hlms that continued 1w flow [rom
LFurope during the Thirties gradually
raised  the aesthetic and  intellectual
sights ol American audiences, critics and
film makers. Although rarely shown in
more than a dozen theaters in the en-
tire country, and subject at all times 1o
the most stringent forms of censorship,
they provided convincing proof to all
who cared about the medium that ar
tistic freedom was somehow bound up
with artistic film making. Not coinci-
dentally, it was the rapid proliferation
of the art houses in the United States
during the decade alter World War
Two that led to the series of Supreme
Court decisions that ultimately broke
the censors’ sirangle hold on all movies.

This is the seventh in a series of arti-
cles on “The History of Sex in Cinema.”
In the next installment, authors Knight
and Alpert dolly in for revealing close-
ups of the legendary love goddesses and
matinee idols of the Thirties: Harlow,
Gable, Garbo, Boyer, Dietrich, Cooper,
Lamary, Lamour—and the inimitable
Mae West, to name a few.
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“Thal’s where struggling gets you!”

mood ebony

(continued from page 126)

Negro has been a man without cultural
memories and a dignifying self-definition.
Therefore, as the fArst order of business,
before economic or social reforms, the
nationalists say we must mend black
souls and replace shame with pride.
There are very few Negroes who are not
moved by this rudimentary appeal. As a
result, many educated Negroes are will-
ing to forgive the exotic myths the Mus-
lims spin to dress up their message.

But the Muslims and others recom-
mended themselves not only by what we
might term their insight into the black
heart, but also by their simple success as
well. They succeeded, as no one else, in
climinating narcotics addiction, prostitu-
tion and juvenile delinquency among
their members. Within the group almost
puritanical standards ol sexual and per-
sonal morality prevail; frugality, hard
work, character building are considered
cardinal virtues. The Muslims and other
nationalists bade the Negro to help him-
self by himself, by cleaning up his own
mind and his own streets, by educating
himself, by starting his own businesses,
by patronizing and hiring blacks. Much
of this is simply a black version of the
Protestant ethic, and it appeals to the
basic American middle-class values held
by most Negroes. Unfortunately, the
Muslims do not apply these moral scru-
ples to those who leave the sect, many of
whom are dealt with ruthlessly. And
there have been charges of immorality in
the upper echelons. Still, even if these
charges are accurate, they do not gainsay
the legitimate achievement of the Muslims
in regenerating many down-and-outers in
the gheuo.

Malcolm X, the Muslims' late ex-
major-domo, had a considerable impact
on my own thinking. His own tragically
briel career exemplified the best and
worst in the Muslim influences. From an
uneducated, narcotics-addicted  denizen
of the New York underworld, Malcolm
became an articulate and extraordinarily
disciplined spokesman for the Muslims,
He was a regenerated man, fascinating
and powerful. He spoke with great, if
untutored, lucidity, and he had a follow-
ing of admirers far wider than is ap-
parent if one simply counts Muslim
membership. A year before his assassina-
tion on February 21, 1965, Malcolm
broke with the Muslims to found the Or
ganization of Afro-American Unity, the
very name of which indicated his desire
to bring all Negroes—separationists and
integrationists, Muslims, Christians and
others—under a single nationalist tent.

I met Malcolm shortly before the
Freedom Rides, just after I had assumed
direction of CORE. We were brought
together on the Barry Gray show, a late-



evening discussion program in New York
City, and [ must say, I had completely
underestimated him, Malcolm was  de-
lending the Muoslim line ol establishing
a black nation somewhere in the United
States, and it was not difhcult to ridicule
the impracticality of that idea: but when
he spoke to me direaly, calling me
“black man,” calmly drawing some ol
the bitterness out of me, I listened. And
later 1 found my thoughis returning
quute often to his message of racial scll-
pride and self-love. I got 1o know Mal-
colm quite well in the 1wo years belore
his death. He kept predicting that |
would be a nationalist by vear's end and
1 predicted he would become an integra-
tionist, and we may both have been
right; for at the time ol his death, Mal-
colm was cntering a civil rights move-
ment he had derided as foolish, and 1
was beginning 10 understand  some  of
the psychological, it not political, sense
of his words.

Malcolm  was  well aware  thar his
extremism served the worth-while pur-
pose ol helping militant  organizations
like CORE by making their nonviolence
respectable in comparison 1o his own
talk of violence. One thing is clear: he
could not long stand aside Irom any
fight his people were waging. He loved
them. aid however much he scoffed at
the Tutility of making do in a white
world. he cheered the great ellorts we have
made to do just that. Shortly helore his
death, Malcolm appeared in Selma, Al-
abama, to help inspire voter registration.
For all his talk of black separatism
and for all his apparent racism, I do
not think Malcolm {ully grasped or truly
wished that these ideas should exclude
him rom the Negro's [uture in this coun-
wry. This seems to me the wagedy of so
many nationalists. Hung up on a bogus
mvthology. committed o their  loose
threas and big talk, they do not even
contemplate the possibility that the Ne-
gro will survive in America with his soul
intact and his [uture legiimate and se-
cure. Thev Teel Kinship with the “move-
ment,” but arve prodded into scoffing and
posturing by their own rhetoric.

I have wied many times to think how
we could better have used Malcolm's tal-
ents as a leader. His brand of fiery na-
tionalism was, of course, unacceptable to
CORE. But perhaps we. oo, were at
fault for not knowing sooner that some
form of nationalism, or groupism, or
cthnocentrism—there  is no  suitable
name ver lor this mood I am wrying to
describe—can be  incorporated  into
CORE’s inner life without [atally com-
promising its ultimate ideals.

Even Malcolm's theories ol violence
demand attention. The editorial pages
of the mnation’s liberal newspapers dis-
miss the Muslims as reverse racists and
advise us 10 banish  this inverted Ku
Klux Klan from our house. I once heard
Malcolm snap at a newspaperman who

asked him the differences between the
Muslims and the Klan: "We haven’t
lynched anyone. They've got a lot of
vears and i lot of blood on us.”™ As callous
as that answer may seem, it reflects the
way many Negroes think: The white
man has been free to murder and ma-
raud for centuries; with impunity he has
raped our women and emasculated our
sons. In how many lands would such
known murderers as those hundreds who
walk Southern strects this very day leel
as safe as they do in this country? Yet
we are not even permitted what every
other age and society has respected as
an :Ipl l't‘SI)OII“‘ Lo h]'lllill ()p]n‘cisiml—
personal revenge. The very moment Ne-
groes entertain the same thought that
embattled and deeply wronged men have
alwavs entertained. we are lumped with
the Klan. This equation of K. K. K. vi-
olence with the Negro's desire to defend
himsell. it seems to me—as it did o Mal-
colm—shows a monstrous deficiency of
moritl sense. Malcolm stated the case lor
sell-defense  quite  persuasively:

It is criminal 1o each & man not to
defend himself when he is the con-
stant victim of brutal attacks. It is
legal and lawful to own a shotgun
or i rille, We believe in obeying the
law. In arcas where our people are
the constant victims ol brumality,
and the Government scems unwill-
ing or unable to protect them . . .
we should form rifle clubs that can
be used 1o defend our lives and our
property in ume of emergency. . .

When our people are  bitten by
dogs. they are within their rights to
kill those dogs. We should be peace-
ful. Iaw-abiding . . . but the time
has come for the American Negro to
ficht back in sell-delense whenever
and wherever he is unjustly attacked.

With much of the docrine of self-
defense stated here T have no objection.
There are particular and  extenuating
arcumstances in which  sell-defense is
justificd and  even constitutional.  In
1925 Dr. Osian Sweet, a Negro physician
living in Detroit, shot a man while de-
fending his newly purchased house from
an attacking mob. He was charged with
murder, and defended i court by the
great Clarence Darrow. The court, pre-
sicded over by Frank Murphy (later a Su-
preme Court justice), isswed a landmark
decision when it ruled him not guilty on
the ground that a man has the constitu-
tional right o defend his hearth and
home. Todav, in Joneshoro and Bogalu-
sa, Louisiana, Negro men, for years har-
assedd  and terrorized by marauding
whites, have organized rifle clubs for
self-defense. They call themselves Dea-
cons. And to my mind. conditions there
warrant this. The simple fact is that the
concept of equal justice and equal pro-
tection has broken down in these places.
il it ever existed there to begin with, and

the law is a mask for white oppression.

The danger of Malcolm's doctrine is
that 1t may readily be subverted into an
excuse for gencralized and indiscrimi-
nate violence; mmo an excuse lor war,
white vs. black. I think Malcolm olien
succumbed to this danger, at least ver-
bally, and many voung people still un-
der his spetl openly advocate a kind of
purgative violence. Mostly they just talk
and talk. Actually, il these violence-
mongers were serious about what they
say. they wouldn't say it They would
plan  their violence privately, execute
it clandestinely, and  then brave the
consequences. The sabotage that usually
accompanies revolution is alwavs  best
cffected by an organized underground.

But serious or not. this constant advo-
cacy of violence can backfive, for the rage
it encourages olten can be vented only
within the Negro community. There is
an enormous incidence of senseless vi-
olence within the Negro community,
and T believe much of it resuhs from
such inverted anger. Many said Aal
colm’s assassination was a case ol violent
chickens  coming home 1o roost—and
whether one agrees with this particular
interpretation ol the assassination  or
not, it is true that Malcolm’s death sym-
bolized again the futility and the immo-
rality of violence. Gandhi, 100, was
assassinated—by a Hindu rival. Certainly
Qs assassination was not a case ol violence
coming home to roost. We should resist
the simplistic invitation 10 interpren
Malcolm’s demh as only a case of poetic
justice. Malcolm's killers have not been
convicted, and 1 have a hunch the real
story of his death will surprise those who
saw in 1t a case of Muslim revenge. Mal
colm was warring on the international
narcotics mterests in Harlem, and they
were not pleased abour it

As mistaken and misguided as Mal-
colm’s philosophy may be doctrinally,
it has a certain psychological validity.
I have mentioned the resenument Negroes
feel at the way whites swarm over them
with crincism the moment they abandon
pure love and consider the notion of sell-
delense. The hypocrisy of this criticism is
galling. The Negro sees amalogics every-
where. There was silence in the press
during the years in which thousands
of Congolese were being slaughtered:
but then there came the huge headlines:
“50 WHITES KILLED IN concGo.” Why not
an airlift o Mississippi, they askz The
Negro has been silenced from speaking
his mind for centurics, and now many
whites are wrying 1o silence him again. Is
it any surprise that with the freedom
gained in recent years we should now
hear in public the angry, preposterous,
extravagant and all-too-human walk ol
revenge that Negroes have been keeping
to themselves for centuries? One of the
glories of the liberty gained in the last
decade s that it has [reed Negroes wo
speak up and talk back to whites. Some
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have reveled in the opportunity.

Alter leaving the Muslims, Malcolm
mostly talked. He had no program and
no stomach for organizing a really effec
tive organization: the Organization of
Alro-American  Unity could not have
numhbered more than 250 at the time of
his death. In part he was the creature of
the press, which has inflated more than
one black reputation with its attention.
Yet he was a poet and a leader who
stirred many a black heart as he stirred
mine more than once. One voung CORE
worker sized up his appeal brilliantly:
“I'm sick ol all this active nonviolence,”
he said. “I'm going o join Malcolm and
aet some nonactive violence.”

Precisely because so much of what he
said was so valid psvchologically, Malcolm
and his heirs have succeeded in  dis-
crediting the whole philosophy of nonvi-
olence i the eyes of many Negroes.
Certainly. thev have planted sceds of
doubt in the minds of the near militant.
Medgar Evers, who was murdered in
Mississippi, once said to me, “Jim, I
must confess that 1 am not a believer in
nonviolence.” He showed me the gun
hidden in his car. Evers never went for a
ride without checking under the hood of
his car for & bomb. On the road at night
he would never let another car pass him.
I have ofien wondered whether Evers
should have had 10 apologize to me for
wishing 10 protect himself. Perhaps we at
CORE have [ailed to show how effective
and virile nonviolence can be. We must
show that nonviolence is something more
than turning the other check, that it can
be agorvessive within the limits a civilized
socicty will permit. Boycotts, picketing,
civil disobedience. unflinching courage
and brute persisience are virile enough
for amy man whose aim is 1o accomplish
something, But cven Gandhi himself
saidd that he would prefler to see & man re-
sistevil with violence than [ail o resist
evil out of fear. The choice, therclore, is
not at all between pure love and violence.
Between them are many psychologically
valid and politically eflective paths.

CORE s fully aware of the dangers of
nationalism. There ave sinister charac
ters lurking in the shadows of the literal-
ly hundreds of tiny black nationalist
sears that breed in the sprawling black
shettos of our cities. A doctrine of noble
martyrdom, which may not be so easily
silenced by tactical  considerations,  is
abroad. “The black man, having had
enough, is preparved to die so that he
may not live as a dog, . . . Ours may
well be the sacrificed genceration,” writes
the magazine Liberator. This counsel
could take hold. Martyrdom can be
heady wine [or young men and women
who feel they have nothing to live for
anvway.  Unquestionably, Chinesc-style
Communists  and  prolessional  revolu-
tionaries of other siripes are sceking o
capitalize on mnationalist sentiment in
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Negroes 1o highuing the “Yankee imperi-
alists” at home as their black brothers
will be said to be fighting them abroad.
Their appeal is potent: “Join us in the
world-wide struggle of colored against
white. In America you are a minority; in
the world we are by [Lar the majority.
History is on our side. The white im-
perialist must be crushed and you must
help shoulder the burden. Perhaps you
will not sce the wiumph of the black
man in your liletime, but you cannot
honorably desist from playing your role.
History will honor your efforts.”” The
Negro playwright LeRoi Jones goes even
further in his attempts 1o persuade us of
the necessity 1o annihilate not only the
white imperialists but the entire “dis-
cused” white race. But as of woday, there
are very lew Negro Communists, [or Ne-
groes historically have always frusurated
cvery atempt at Communist infiltration
of their ranks. CORE iwsell closes mem-
bership to Communists. But il foreign
affairs should be dominated by news of
racial warlare, and the great mass ol peo-
ple now swarming in the ghetto are con-
vinced that our system holds no hope
for them. the dangers from black nation-
alist orzanizations inhlwated and influ-
enced by Chinese-sivle Communists will
increase.

I do not wish to be misunderstood
on this point. T think there is a danger
from Chingse-style Communists—>Maoists
working through black nationalist or-
ganizations in the North. But I do not
wish this statement linked with the casu-
al charge one hears more and more often
today—that the civil rights movement,
particularly in the South, is “Communist
infilirated.” With regard to the South
and the civil rights movement there (the
black nationalists are in the North and
are not part ol the cwvil rights move-
ment), the charge is a red herring.

What lessons has CORE learned from
these reflections? Fivst of all, it is clear
that we must not, we cannot, abandon
the ghetto ta the rabid nationalists. For
it is in the urban gheto that Negro
history will be made in the foresceable fu-
ture. In the last 30 years millions of Ne-
groes have moved into the great cities of
the North, and more and more are
moving to those cities ol the South that
will soon be more urban than Southern.
Today more than 60 percent of Ameri-
ca’'s 20,000,000 Negroes live in large
cities and about 40 percent live in 15
great Northern cities. All trends indicate
that the urbanization of the Negro will
continue. By 1975, Ncegroes may consti-
tute a majority or near majority of the
populations of several major cities: De-
troit, Chicago, Philadelphia and New-
ark. The average inhabitant of these
vast black pockets will be uneducated.
untrained and, often, unemploved. Of
those who are employed, many will be
performing the most low-paying and life-
sapping labor. Indeed, we are creating a

massive underclass of black men ill-suit-
ed temperamentally and materially for
life in this cybernetic society. Today.
about 55 percent of Negro youths from
I8 10 25 years of age are school dropouts.
Even if we can miraculously redeem un-
born generations, there is the present
one that faces a desperawely hard Tuture.
There have been great gains in job op-
portunities and educational opportun-
ties for Negroes over the last few vears,
and with organizations like CORLE de-
manding justice, these opportunities will
continue 1o expand. But we can no long
er evade the knowledge that most Negroes
will not be helped by equal opportunity.
These are staggering problems for which
the traditional CORE program of antidis-
crimination is ill-equipped. We are seck-
ing new techniques and emphases that
will serve not only woday's Negro masses
but also tomorrow’s tceming millions.

Politically, the potential power of the
chetto is enormous; we have dropped
CORE's traditional neutrality with re-
gard 1o politics, and now must organize
the Negro community—house by house,
block by block—into political units.
There will be hundreds of neighborhood
associations, apartment-house councils,
block committees; we will then begin
to forge these small units into larger
alliances. We must engage in political
cducation, demonstrating to people in
the ghetto that there are connections
between the local demand for a rat-
extermination campaign and the larger
demands for publicworks programs and
stiffer civil rights legislation. At all times
we must serve the people and let them
vovern their own activities. As the Mus-
lims did. we must enter pool halls and
recking tenements, looking for new lead-
ers and followers. We must begin, in
short, to shape an articulate sense of
communal aspiration among the black
masses and bring 1o the ghewo CORLE's
conviction that the people can help
themselves.

Economically. we will urge a variety
of self-help programs. Years ago in Chi
cago, a CORE project organized unem
ployed Negra vouth in a slum-cleanup
campaign. We then went o City Hall
and lefe a bill enumerating the costs of
the cffort—as it were, doing public works
before they were authorized, The hill
was unpaid. but an important example
to other Negro communities was sel.
There are a thousand such tasks to be
done in any community that are thor
oughly within the capacities of the un-
skilled workers. Then, oo, CORE has
plans to organize food co-ops and credit
unions; we will encourage small busi-
nesses by providing expert advice and
perhaps even some financial backing.
We can even seek to develop larger busi-
nesses and industries in the community.
In Boston. CORE has compiled a list ol
Negro builders and set about getting
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work Tor them; this technique has great
possibilities. Another important task will
be 1o wain aspiving plumbers, carpenters
and the like o ke the tests that lead
to apprenticeship programs. Many tal-
ented youngsiers simply do not know
how to take tests. These are only a few
possible ideas. We are setting ourselves
to developing others.

There is also a great need for reme-
dial education services and job raining.
Much of the money for this will be
coming  [rom such Government  pro-
grams as the War on Poverty and from
priviete Toundations. Tt is crucial that
this money be diswibuted by the com-
nupnty through its own channels. The
Government could very well commat the
crrors ol the welfare agencies, tending o
free  people rather than empowering
them to Iree themselves. But with our
political arm we can help persuade the
Government o provide the people with
the services they demand and need, and
dissuade it from telling them what they
should demand and need. The Govern-
ment could very well be persuaded to
underwrite new growth and healthy de-
velopment in Negro community life. Ty
could also kill it by unwise efforts.

Finally, there is cultural work to he
done. and ahis is perhaps most impor-
tant of all. Like the natonalists, we
must 1ry to conquer the Negro sense of
inferiority. We feel this will be possible
only when it is legitimate to be a black
man in this country. And here CORE
has a unique contribution 10 make.
CORE knows that Negro identity will
emerge only in the midst of purposive
and realistic effore i America. The na-
unonalists offer doctrine. We must offer
program as well. The nationalists talk
and  harangue—their  radical  anger
breeds radical and foolish thoughts—he-
cause they are doing nothing; they have
no stake in the world, no stake in the
Land, and hence, liude hope. This dis-
sociated sivsation breeds only bravado.
Though I believe there is some psycho-
logical validity in what they say, theve is
also a great potentiality for destructive-
ness. With no real work 1o do in Ameri-
ca, their advice 1o love blacks turns into
a program to hate whites. Eager to act
nianfully, they can only imagine petty
schemes ol violence and revenge. CORE
must get the Negro community to work
on itsell and on America. With its prov-
en techniques ol nonviolent direct ac-
tion, it must mject Negro activity into
the political life of the community. It
must teach Negroes to act upon America
in America in the presence of Ameri-
cans. It must begin the great tas
redefining nationalism and integration,
50 that we can incorporate proud black
men and self-assertive black communities
as legitinite partners in i new America.

- - -

Gripped by a new wave of sell-pride

iﬂlll gl'l)lll)-pfi(l('. Illilll)’ Nl_‘gTUL‘S are be-
ginning to ask sull other critical ques-
tions: How can we be nationalistic
without advociting an inverted form ol
“separate but equal”z Is self-pride another
term lor sell-segregation? Must we re-
nounce ourselves and our communiry for
the sake ol integration?

We have demanded itegrated schools
and housing and employment. We have
won integrated commercial messages on
television, integrated  casts on  opera
and dramatic stages, and integrated mov-
ics and mayors’ committees and  civie-
planming  boards. But what does  this
word “integration” mean? For some the
term  means  complete  assimilation,  a
kind of random dispersal ol Negroes
throughout the society and the cconomy.
There would be no Negro neighbor-
hoods, no Negro schools, no jobs re-
served Tor Negroes. America would be a
fand of individuals who were American
and nothing else, and Negro individuals
would differ from their lellow Americans
only in skin color—that most visible but
Jeast signihcant ol human  differences.
No one can deny the ultimate goodness
of this ideal. The question is: Is it w0
good 1o be rue?

Integration has been the nation’s im-
phicit wdeal since America was a glint in
Jelferson’s eve. It is nothing but Jeffer-
sonian  individualism  exwended 10 all
people. But it did not become a practical
political goal until quite recently, and the
reasons for this make an important story.
Like most Americans, Negroes were still
accepung “separate but equal” as the law
ol the Land as recently as the mid-Forties,
and our nuajor efforts were expended
in making the “equal” of “separate but
equal” a reality. In the decades before the
1951 Supreme Court decision desegregat-
ing schools. the NAACP brought o the
Court cases wreating discrimination in ed-
ucation, voting, interstate and inurastate
wavel, public facilities and selection of
juries. The Court in those years invariably
found that Negro facilitics were palpably
unequal and ruled that segregation was
constitutional only if facilities were truly
equal. In other words, the whole burden
of the civil rights movement’s case then
wis: Il fLacilities are going to be separate,
at least make them equal. “Separate but
cqual”™ was reaffirmed.

Toward the end ol the Fortes,
NAACP lawyers and strategists began 1o
argue that in certam respects separate
facilities could never be equal. For ex
ample, a Negro relegated 1o education
in a Negro law school could not hope to
make professional comacts that would
enable him to swim in the mainstream
of the profession as readily as some-
onc at a white law school; and this was
true no marter how beautiful the build-
ings and how wellstocked the library a
the Negro law school were. By a nawural
process of evolution. the demand for what

we might term equal-ifseparate wrned
into a demand for desegregation.

To argue that a beautiful Negro law
school wis inferior 1o its white counterpart
demanded some subtlety; but to argue
that the segregated public school system
weated Negroes as second-class  citizens
demanded no subtlety at all. Compari-
son of expenditures per student, school
Facilities, teachers’ salaries, experience
and raining of teachers, books and sup-
plies, and other measurable  [acrors,
made it cear that throughout the coun-
oy, and in the South particularly, the
Negro, forced by law and lact into segre-
gated schools, was being deprived ol
cquality under law. The 1954 Supreme
Court decision auempted to correct this
intolerable inequity in the only way
practical and intelligent men could—by
climinating the dual school sysiems.

But the Court added a theoretical di-
mension to its factual and  practical
findings:  “'Separate educational  [acili-
ties,” it said, “are inheremtly unequal,”
and it cited as evidence certain psycho-
logical data—principally those of Profes-
sor Kenneth Clark—which document the
serious psychological damage race sepa-
ration cavses in Negro youngsters. For us.
the Court’s decision was a recognition ol
what every Negro knows: that the system
of segregation was mounted ind perpet-
uated for the purpose of keeping the
black man down; that it was and is a con-
spiracy to instill in the Negro and the
white a sense of Negro inferiority. Scgre-
gation means inferiority, as indelibly as
the scarlet leuwer meant adulieress 10
the New England Puritans. The Negro
knows this; it was intended that he know
this; and so must any American with the
most rudimentary sense of history. And
now the Court was saying that this coun-
try would segregate no more. So we be-
gan to prowest against segregated schools
of all kinds, de facto and de jure, de-
manding quality integrated education,
knowing that we were thereby helping
to climinate the hated meaning that had
been assigned to our lives.

As separate schools were inlerior, so,
too, were separate neighborhoods. Quite
obviously, the great white world doesn’t
want black folk living next o it anyone
who doubts this need only observe the
hysteria and violence that almost always
ensuc when a Negro family moves into a
white neighborhood. The effea of living
in a ghewo is conveyed graphically in the
desolation and wreckage, human and ma-
terial, in which most Negroes live today.
So we moved o desegregate housing, and
some aimed at dismantling the ghetto.

Indeed, every instance and symbol of
segregation and every invidious discrimi-
nation could now be legitimately chal
lenged. There are millions, and we ook
them on one by one, case by case—at
lunch counters, restaurants, reést rooms,
swimming pools, amusement  parks,




beaches, labor unions, banks, [factories,
ofices, department  stores, professional
socicties, churches, colleges. As far as the
most  rabid integrationists were  con-
cerned, every instituuon of Negro com-
munal life must be dismantled. They
saw no reason for a Negro Medical Soci-
ety: all energies must be direced 1o
breaking down the A.M.A. Negro col-
leges, churches, newspapers were at best
tolerated as unnegessary anachronisms.

Many whites recognized the superiority
complex demanded of the white man in a
segvegated system to be as harmful in ies
way as the inferiority complex demanded
of Negroes. Many quite sincerely set about
curing themselves and their neighbor-
hoods and schools of this affliction. In
middle-class neighborhoods. housing com-
mitees were lormed to persuade reluctant
white homeowners 10 accept “respectable”
Negroes. and courageous and well-to-do
Negroes were sought who would brave
white wrath. But when one or two Ne-
groes had emered a neighborhood, the
same committees, now with the cager help
ol the Negroes, organized to keep other
Negroes our. We mustn't let the neighbor-
hood tip. they said. Housing developments
adopted informal quotas o help engi-
neer integrated living. Dedicated build-
ers, like Morris Milgrim of Philadelphia,
began to persuade investors that quality
housing projects, open to all, could re-
wrn a modest  profit, and integrated
oases soon sprang up in several previous-
ly all-white deserts. Many liberals grew
uncomfortable with the rony that in
order o achieve imtegration they had Lo
adopt racial quotas ol various sorts, des-
ignating Negroes in order to climinate
racial desiznations, as it were; and some
became discouraged ar the solemn spec-
tacle of Negroes chasing whites from
suburb to suburb—in quest of integra-
tion. But among white liberals and some
black liberals, the dream of complete in-
tegration persisted.

Almost impereeptibly the demand for
desegregation had shaded into a demand
for black dispersal and assimilation. We
were told, and for a while told ourselves,
that all Negro separation was inherently
inferior, and some of us began to think
that Negroes couldn’t be fully human in
the presence of other Negroes. Well. we
have since come 10 learn that separation
need not be inferior in all cases and all
places. But in America, Negro separation,
in [act and in law, does mean segregation,
and segregation means slavery, In the
context ol our civilization. with its his-
tory ol racism, the Supreme Court said,
separate educational institutions are in-
hereutly inlerior.

When a Negro child goes through the
doors ol a segregated school—even if it's
identical 10 a corresponding white school
—he knows implicitly that his culture is
elling him 1o go there because he 1s not
fit to be with whites, and every time a Ne-

gro child hears of a white parent who be
comes hysterical at the thoughe that his
child will have to endure the likes ol
him. he fecls the shame and pressure of
his inferiority even more painfully. As a
result, he 1s damaged. And this, too, the
Supreme Court saw. As long as the ideol-
ogy ol racial inleriority and superiority
persists,  segregation will be an insul
and Dblackness a stigma.

One does not undo the accumulated
injustices of centuries by waving a magic
wand. This is tokenism; the beliel that
by one gesture, one coneession, cven one
sincere cry of the heart, one moment ol
honest  compassion, the counury  will
transform the manifest meaning of tradi-
tional life The desegregation fight
is crucial to all Americans. What we are
atempting is nothing less than 1o re-
verse the latent meaning of our lives and
practices. Because the foor is on his neck,
the Negrvo has been much more honest
about America than the white. He
knows this civilizition is still segregated
in its heart of hearts. He tests the spirit
of our ways, and white Americans who
would be honest about America should
Listen attentively when the black man
tells them about their counry.

This distinction  between  separation
and  segregation  was  olten made by
Malcolm X. Time and again. he denied
that the Black Muslims were segrega
tionists. We are separationisis, he said.
not scercgationists. Some choose to live
separately, and Malcolm saw this and
tried to make it a legitimate desive. But
in one very essential respect 1 differ
strongly with Malcolm. He believed that
Negroes can change the manilest mean
ing ol their separated existence solely by
the force of their own wills. I believe
that there is much Negroes can do lor
themselves, but I do not believe they can
truly separate il the nation does not si-
multancously descgregate.

Culturaily, Negroes are Americans and,
like all men, we know ourselves, in part,

Wivs.

by what our culture tells us about our-
selves. The fact s that American seg
regatiomsts  take  delight in the Black

Muslims® program. Even CORE's decision
to emphasize self-help in the Negro com-
munity succeeds in making parents’ and
taxpayers’ associations breathe easier. And
Negroes know this. In other words, there
is a certain validity o the integratiomsi
insight that separate Negro clforts and
institutions simply perpetuate segregation.
If. in his heart of hearts, the Negro be
lieves that sell-separation is only a ration-
alization  for cowardly acceptance ol
segregation, then separation will fail, The
only way Negro separation will not mean
scaregation is if the Negro chooses to live
separately, and this will happen only
when total freedom of choice is a reality
in America. and the de-
velopment of Negro sell-pride work side
by side. Desegregation makes separation

Desegregation
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possible. What we wish s the freedom 1o
make our own choice. A person should
be able to choose where he wants to live
and then go and live there. He should be
able to work at any job for which he is
qualiicd and equipped. regardless of his
color. Jim Brown, a thoughtful man and
a prewy good fallback, offended some
people when he said that he wouldn't
want 10 live with whites, but that he
damned well wanted to know that he
could il he wanted ro. I think he repre-
seits the thinking of many Negroces.

But manv other Negroes will choose
1 imegrate: they should be permitted
to. James Baldwin asks whether it is
worth integrating o a sinking ship.
Many middle-class Negroes would  an-
swer, “You're damned right ic is.” Many
will buy their S20.000 or $30,000 homes
and move into neighborhoods that suit
them culturally and financially. Indeed,
most Negroes antegrating such a neigh-
horhood  will probably have a higher
educational level than their white neigh-
bors, prejudice being what it is. It is casy
to scoll at the speaacle of a middle-class
Negro shoving his way into a white en-
clave. Some say. “Does white approval
mean that much? Why go where vou're
not wanied?” But I have known many of
these men. They brave abuse nobly and
stand courageous witness 1o noble ideals.
Their aas shake the system of segrega-
tion, i for that reason their efforts are
more closely connected 1o effors 1o elim-
inate the psvchological ghetto than is
commonly grinied.

We must not lorget that there are sol-
id, perhaps incomparable, values in tru-
ly integrated living. W. E. B. Du Bois, a
proud black man, once said that the real
ragedy in our world today is not that
men are poor, for all men know some-
thing of poverty: nor that men are igno-
rant, for who is wise: nor that men are
wicked. for who is good? The real trag-
edy is that men know so little of men, Tt
is important for Negroes to know white
men and important for white men to
know Negroes. I might add that white
men should insist that we live among
them for their own sakes. And if some
Negroes resist white blandishments, they
will be beter men for having resisted so
valuable a temptation.

Those who glibly deprecate “middle-
class” Negroes often commit the racist
Iallacy ol demanding that the black man
behave according o their definition of
him. If a black man wams to skip 5000
Tunches, as Dick Gregory says, in order
to buy a Cadillac, why shouldn't he? At
CORE we have come to believe that in a
Iree society many Negroes will choose to
live and work separmely, although not
in tomal isolation, They will culiivate
that pride in themselves which comes in
part from their cflorts to make this a
free land. Even those living and working

178 1 “racially balanced” sitnations will val-

ue their Negro identity more than be-
fore. In helping themsclves, they will
come to love themselves. And hecause
they love themselves, they will deter-
mine o help dhemselves, They will be
both Americans and Negroes. They will
be Iree to pick and choose from several
rich traditions. They may thrill 1o the
example ol modern Alrica and search
out the richness of Alrica’s past as Du
Bois did. Or, as Americans and West-
cerners, they may seize as models such
American cultural heroes as Lincoln or
Hemingway or Duke Ellington. Their
holiditys will be as Amervican as St Par-
rick’s Day and Columbus Day and Rosh
Hashanah.

In the same way, we are beginning
now to sce a more realistic division of
cllort: within. CORE and among  the
groups comprising the entive civil rights
movement. Clearly. the  desegregation
movement must continue unabated. We
must demand that segregation end. To-
kenism of any kind must be rejected. We
shall demand quality integrated educa-
tion, adding 1o it, |)(.‘l‘]l;lp.‘i. the demand
that Negro history be taught in the pub-
lic schools so that our voungsters can
learn thar thev are anaent citizens of
this Lind. There must be open housing
and Fiir employment practices, in law
and in fact. In briel. there will be no
abatement in the efforts of the last dec-
ade. At the same ume, we will emer the
Negro community, workimg with those
masses who couldn’t cave less about inte-
grating and couldn’t afford it if they did
care. Our cfforts in the ghettos 1o help
the people build a community life and a
community spirit will be spurred by the
knowledge that desegregation is taking
place simultaneously. In this way, segre-
gation will be wansformed into separa-
tion. Perhaps “independence™ is a beuer
term than separation. We shall become
independent men. We  will accept. in
other words, part of Malcolm X's insight
that segregation will become separation
only with a separate elfort of Negro
heart and soul rejecting the notion of
some of the older civil rights organiz-
tons (and of the original CORE) that
descgregation and inmtegration in o ilself
will accomplish mivacles. But we  will
correet the Muslims™ beliel thar the Ne-
gro can do all things alonc. By this
amendment we will aflim that we are
Americans  and  that  the avil  righes
movement is an American movement.

Here, then, is the wradition and impe-
tus CORE brings 1o the Tuire: We are,
as ever, an orginization pledged o make
frcedom  and  equality a  possibility
through that inner emancipation which
comes ol our direct effort. We know as
clearly as ever that [reedom cainnotr be
won solely by engineers, although a con-
siderable amount ol engincering will be
necessaryv. We stand Tor action: and in
an America that out of comlort or en-

nui despairs of the possibility of an cflcc
tive and morally integrated posture, we
represent almost uniquely the possibility
ol a free life. We have become i mass
movement and know we are destined 10
become more ol a mass movement. We
have an arsenal of techniques in direct
acton and must restudy then applicabil-
ity. We stand astride fierce and ambigu-
ous energics—some noble, some notr—and
will seck 10 channel these energics con-
structively: but we will not renounce
them. We hold impatience w be a virtue
and will not be quickly or easily sat-
ished. We recall our dreams ol hrother-
ly reconciliaon and leel we serve them
still, in our fashion. But love is a luxu-
rious tactic and the realities of militam
nonviolence permit us few luxuries, We
are nonviolent. because nonviolence is i
weapon tested and proven effective. Pru-
dence, tactical good sense and our ideals
demand that we remain so.

How olten 1 have been asked by white
middle-class liberals, “But what can 7
do:” The answer is simple. You can inte
grate your neighborhoods and schools as
purely and diligently as ever. You are
responsible for segregation and only you
can end it. The white man should be an
integrationist. The fact that some Ne-
groes now build their own lives inde
pendently and without apology has no
bearing upon this white responsibility.
Nor, 1 think, should whites advise Ne-
grocs o separate themselves, for that al-
wiys sounds suspiciously like a demand
for segregation. Separation—independ-
ence—must be our choice to make and
our program to achieve. It should deter
the wvaditional integrationist efforts of
civil rights and civil liberties groups,
church and labor groups, fair housing and
Lrir employment committees not a jot.

Is it divisive of me to suggest that all
parties to the movement will not share
identical  perspectives® Some  think  so.
But I believe that one cannot be all men
at all times and remain himsell. There is
a twoness in the movement as there is in
the Negro, and no synthesis. as far as 1
can sce now, is possible. Perhaps ulii-
mately, God willing. We should not he
frightened by slight ambivalences. They
are a sign that we are becoming [ree,
and freedom cludes simple definitions.

“The history of the American Negro,”
wrote Du Bois, “is the history of this
sirife—this longing to autain self-conscious
manhood, to merge his double sell into
a bewter and truer self. . He would
not Alricinize America. for America has
too much to teach the world and Africa.
He would not bleach the Negro soul
in a flood of white Americanism, lor
he knows that Negro blood has a mes
sage for the world. He simply wishes to
make it possible for a man to be hoih a
Negro and an American without being
cursed and spat upon.”




‘JAzz ’66 (continued from page 89)

striking new gospel-rooted singer, Esther
Marrow; the stunning virtuosity ol San
Francisco alto saxophonist John Handy
and his remarkable jazz violinist. Mike
White; pianist-composer Denny Zeitlin,
who doubles as a psychiatrist in residence
in San Francisco; and a pride ol top
trumpets.

Juzzmen found oases in other arcas
besides lestivals during the season of the
sun. The straw-hat circuit—music tents
and music barns—used more and more
jazz performers, from the Dukes of Dix-
icland 1o Dave Brubeck to the bands of
Duke Ellington and Gount Basie. And
Disneyland was a particular haven for
big bands—Elington, Sam Donahue’s
Tommy Dorsev orchestra, Les Brown,
Si Zenmer, Harry James and Woody.

During all scasons of the year, an in-
creasing number of jazzmen found work
in Europe, and some staved. For swing-
style musicians, Europe provides a more
receptive audience than they can usually
find at home. For example, after lean

gigging in the States, tenor saxophonist
Ben Webster did so well abroad that he
decided to seutle in England for a while.
Trumpeters Buck Clayton and  Ruby
Brafl, trombonists Vic Dickenson and
Dickie Wells and blues singer Joe Turner
were also among the jazzmen who in-
creased their income—psychic as well as
negotiable—during European tours. And
the indestructible Stulf Smith, hottest of
jazz violinists, remains in demand on the
Continent.

A growing number of young jazz ex-
perimenters are also discovering that Lu-
rope can provide them with a wider
range of opportunities than their native
grounds. Trumpeter Donald Byrd, who
has Dbeen  commissioned to  compose
works for the Symphony Orchestra of
Basel, among other groups, has become a
permanent member of a radio-station
orchestra in Oslo, Norway, where he is
also starting a Jazz Composers’ Work-
shop. Soprano saxophonist Steve Lacy,

“Booze! Broads! Water!”

declaring, “I'm tired of being in the un-
derground,” left New York for Den-
mark, where his welcome was warm
enough to make him consider sending
for his wile and family. Vibist Walt
Dickerson and wtumpeter Don Cherry
worked much more regularly in Eu-
rope than they did at home. Cherry, in
lact, has formed an international quin-
tet, called the Complete Communion,
which includes sidemen [rom Germany,
France. Italy and Argentina.
Composer George Russell, one of the
most respected  theorists  in advanced
jazz, has been given particular reason to
remain in Europe. In America, his com-
bo broke up [or lack of bookings and he
himsell seldom received any writing as-
signments. In Sweden, by contrast, he
led a small combo this past year and
then toured the country successlully as
head of a big band. He was, morcover,
mvited to teach Sweden's leading  jazz-
men in a six-week course co-sponsored by
the city of Stockholm and a local federa-
tion of wade unions. To cap the year,
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Russcll agreed 1o form the Stockholm
Civic Jazz Orchestra, which will pI;l)’ in
major Ewropean cines, and his sextet
may tour the lron Curtamn countries.
Turning i an Elvsium for jazzmen.
Sweden was also quite generous to its na-
uve swingers. Among the 1965 winners
of government arts scholarships were
cight Swedish jazz musicians.

Europe is also becoming an even more
active terrain for jazz festivals than the
United States. Among the major celebra-
tions are San Remo in March: the rapid-
Iv growing Antibes Festival in lue July:
Comblain-La-Tour, Belgium, in early
August: Prague in Qaober: and Berlin,
also in October. A Teawre at the Prague
Fesunal the  avant-garde  Crech
group of Gustave Brown. which is noted
for, among other unprecedented explo-
rattons. a concerto  lor  quarter-tone
trumpet. The “Berliner Jazziage™ (Octo-
ber 20-31) was spectacular in terms ol its
variety,  Headliners  included  Lionel
Hampton, Gerry  Mulligan,  Ornete
Coleman, Roy Eldridge, Max Roach and
Art Blakey: but especially startling was
the scheduled  panorama ol wenor saxo-
phonists. induding Sonny Rollins. Don
Byas, Booker Ervin, Brew Moore, Dexter
Gordon and Ben Webster.

The most singular ol all jazz phenom-
it in Ewrope is the only jazz ub an
the world subsidized by a government.
Its The Reduta in Prague and it re-
ceives S30,000 o vear w keep the beat
alive—an example ol state planning that
cven  [ree-enterprise  American  jazznen
might vegard with envious approval.

In Russia, 1965 was the best year yet
lor jazz. Condemned luriously during
Khrushchev's barrage against Western-
orviented intellectuals i 1962 and 1963,
jazz has been slowly regaining a degree
ol grudging tolerance, but this year’
ollicial encouragement iscd  even
the most sanguine ol Soviet jazamen. In
April, the hrst jazz competition in the
history ol the U.S.5. R. was held in
Leningrad, During the same month, the

wis

surpr

Soviet Composers’ Union and the Young
League held a threeday
“jazz festival” belore a scelecied audience
in AMoscow 10 grade amateur and siu-
dent groups from all over Russia on the
their technical skills and  the
content ol their material. A Turther sign

Communisi

basis of

of the thaw was the fst tour of Russia
by a nauve jazz orchestra—Joseph Wine-
stein’s from
ment sponsorship.

In May. Tmwestte commented on the
April festival in Moscow, declaving that
jazz has “great and serious atraction” for

Leningrad—under  govern-

vouth in the Soviet Union and sanmounc-
ing thar the prize for the best composi-
von it the festival had been awarded
to Five Sleps into Space. The mnext

month, even sironger sanction was given
1o jazz by critic Arkady Petwrov in the
Moscow newspaper Soviet Culture. He
reported that not only was the Moscow
Composers’” Union organizing a jazz sem-
imar, but also the stady ol juzz instru
mentation was o become pare ol the
curriculum ol the Moscow Conserviory.

Japan did not have as many American
jaze visitors as in 1964, but those who
went were  enthusiastically  received.
Among them were Stan Getz and Chico
Hamilton. In August. vintage New Or-
Ieans carinetist George Lewis starred at
a two-day festival of traditional jazz at
Yukota Air TForce Base outside Tokvo.
Also on the program were such indige-
nous  Japanese combos as the  Dixie
Dukes. the New Orleans Seven and the
Creole six. The American travelers who
covered  Japan most  comprehensively
last yvear were Art Blakey and his Jazz
Messengers. In the spring, they toured
20 cities, and Blakey, glowing with pleas
ure at his acceprance, announced  he
would open a jazz school lor underprivi
leged voungsiers in Tokvo.

Jaze and Japan were also linked au the
White House. In January a siate dinner
was held lor Japanese Prine Minister
Eisaku Sato. Among the dinner guests
was Sarah Vaughan, who also headlined
the  alter-dinner  entertainment. Miss
Vavghan was introduced by Mis. Lyo-
don Johnson. sounding like Willis Con-
over: “We are wvery fortumate w0 have
many wonderful singers in America, but
only a few of these singers atuact other
smgers. Sarah Vauoglan is a singer’s sing-
er and a musician’s singer.”

As jazz—Ilrom Louis Armstrong to Suar-
ah Vaughan—continued o prove s viae
bility as diplomacy, jazz and  religion
were never closer than in 1965, In New
York, the Reverend John Genscl. pastor
ol the Advent Lutheran Churdh and
long a familia presence at jazz clubs, was
appointed “missionary to the jazz com-
munity’” by the Lutheraim Churvd's Board
ol Ameri Alissions. He continued 10
utilize the Advemt Lutheran Church as
a place where jazz writers could hen
their religious music perlormed.

In San Francisco, during a spring week-
cnd conlerence lor high school voung-
sters sponsored by the Episcopal Diocese
ol California. pianist Vince Guaraldi—
at  Grace  Episcopal  Cathedral—com-
bined jazz rhythms and harmonies with
medieval plain song and Gregorian chant
in his contemporary sctting  for the
Eucharist. The performance  was  re-
leased later in the year on Fantasy.

A jazz mass was presented in June
the First Preshyvierian Church in Elmuira,
New York: and St Mark’s Church-in-the-
Bouwerie on New York's Lower  EFast
Side set up a jazz workshop for musi-
cians, who were Iree o write sccularly or

spiritally, Composer Edgar Summerlin.
long active in jazz-based religious com-
position,  premicred his and  poct Wil
liam Robert Miller's Litiagy of the Holy
Spit in June as part ol the annual pro
gram ol the New York Conlerence ol the
Methodist Church meeting  in Bridge-
port. And Lalo Schifvin. lormerly Dizzy
Gillespie's pianist. composed a Jazz Suitfe
on the Mass Texts that was released by
RCA-Vicior,

In the decidedly secular world of mo-
tion pictures. jazz composcers were also
more in evidence than in previous yeus.
Quincy Jones created the scores lor The
Pawnbroker. Mivage and Slender Thyeads.
Lalo Schilrin was even more active, hav-
ing heen responsible for the music in
Once a Thief, Queen of the A pac hes, The
Cincinnati Kid and  The  Liquidaiors.
Chico Hamilon scored Repulsion, Gerry
Mulligan wrote the music lor A Thou-
sand Clowns and Eddie Sauter did the
score. [eaturing stan Getz. ol Mickey One.

Neal Helu scored the Carroll Baker
Harlow: Andre Previn amd  his  wife.
Dory Lungdon, wrote songs lor inside
Daisy Clover: and Mal Waldron com-

posed the music for the Irench film
Three Rooms i Manhattan, Waldron
also scored the American movie Sweel

love. Bitter . based on the novel
Night Song by John A. Willams and
leaturing Dick Gregory plaving a Char
lie Parker—like character.

An  lalian-produced  ilm  version ol
Max Roach’s We [fnsist: Freedom Now
Suite won first prize in the Inmiernanonal
Film Fesuval at Locaurno, Switzerland,
and was shown in Seprember ac the New
York Film Festival in Lincoln Cemer.

The television picture was [ragment-
ized. Al Hirt did head a0 summer-
replacement series for The Jackie Gleason
Show on CBS-TV, but its juzz contemt
was  meager.  George wis in
charge ol the wstelul The George Shear-
ing Show i Los Angeles: and Nauvonal
LEducational Television iaped 1wo  pro-
srams on modern jazz in New York
with. among others, Dizzy Gillespie and
Cecil Tavlor,

In vecordings, there was o sizable jazr
representation  in the annual  National
Academy ol Recording Arts amd Sciences
awards—the Grammy—-{or recorded ex-
cellence. Stan Getz ok four fuse places
—Album of the Year (Gelz)Gilberto),
Record ol the Year (The Gl {rom I pa-
nema). Best Instrumental jazz Perform-
ance—Soloist with Small Group and Best
Engineered  Recording  (Gets Gilberto
for both citegories). Laurmdo Nmeida's
Guitar from [panema was judged Best
Large Group Instrumental Jazz Pertorm-
ance:  and  Lalo  Schifvin's  The  Cat,
recorded by Jimmy Smith, was honored
as Best Onginal Jazz Composition. Best
Male Vocal Perlormance: Louis Arme-

Shearing




“Yes, ma’am, fastest lift in town!”
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strong’s Hello, Dolly! Best Performance
by a Chorus: The Swingle Smgers Going
Baroque.

Stan Getz was on the beseselling al-
bum charts throughout the vear with
Getz | Gilberto and Getz Au Go Go. but
the sleeper single and LP of 1965 in jazz
was Ramsey Lewis’ The In Crowd. The
most important new label by far was Ber-
nard Stollman’s ESP DISK. devoted en-
urely o such new expanders of the jazz
language as Albert Ayler, Giuseppe Lo-
gan, Byron Allen, Roswell Rudd, John
‘I'chicai, Pharaoh Sanders and Paul Bley.

The jazz obitary list for the year
was long. Nat King Cole died in Febru-
ary and the Nat King Cole Cancer Fund
was established 10 Turther medical re-
scarch into the causes and possible cures
for the discase. Spencer Williams, pi-
anist, singer and composer of many Jazz
standards, was also on the list, along with
composer-nranger-pianist Tadd Dameron
and  pianist-composer Clarence Williams.
In addition, there were bandleaders Earl
Bostic {(who won several Playboy Jazz
Medals as alto sixophonist), Red Nichols,
Claude Thornhill, Joe Sanders (of the
Coon-Sanders band), Art Kassel and Fred-
die Slack. Sidemen included drummers
Denzil Best and Keg Purnell. bassists
George Tucker, Ernie Shepard and Bon-
nic Werzel, wombonist Willie  Dennis,
guitarist-banjoist Mike McKendrick, pi-
anist Arthur Schutt, blues singer Sonny
Boy Williamson, and New Orleans veter-
ans Papa John Joseph, Joe Robichaux
and Lester Santiago.

But the music of jazz remained insist-
ently alive and persistently unpredict-
able. Buddy DelFranco, lor example, long
taken for granted as a virtuoso clarinet-
ist but considered by some o be limited
in cmotional expressiveness, suddenly
ook on new statwre i 1965 as he added
the bass clarinet 1o his area ol expertise
and sounded like a hard-driving, rawly
cmotional “soul” stirrer. And in Phil
Woods' jazz band at Ramblerny, a sum-
mer camp in New Hope, l'cnnsyl\':mi:l,
for voungsters interested in the perlorm-
ing arts. a sound ol the [mure was heard
as o new alto saxophonist  emerged—
Baird Parker, son ol “the Bud.”

ALL-STAR MUSICIANS’ POLL

As 1965 drew to a close, reavisoy's All-
Stars’ All-Stars were casting their ballots
in the tenth annual Playvboy Jazz Toll.
Those 1965 Playboy Jazz Medal winners
cligible 1o vote in their own poll were:
Cannonball Adderley, Louis Armswrong,
Bob Brookmeyer, Ray Brown, Dave Bru-
beek,  Charlie Byrd, John  Colurane,
Aliles Davis, Buddy DeFranco, Paul Des-
mond. Duke Ellmgron. Ella Fitzgerald,
Pete Fountain. St Getz, Dizzy Gilles-
pie, Lionel Hampton, Al Hirt, Milt

182 Jackson, J. J. Johnson, Elvin Jones,

Henry Mancini, Charles Mingus, Wes
Montgomerv. Joe Morello. Gerry Mulli-
gan, Mimi Perrin (Double Six ol 1Paris),
Oscar Peterson, Frank Sinawa. N. Paul
Stookey  (Peter. Paul & Mary), Barbra
Swreisand, Kai Winding and Si Zenier.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR LEADER: The Duke
was nonparcil as usual and the second
and third slots remained the same. but
Lionel Hampton and Quincy  Jones
moved up o ve for lourth place. 1. Duke
Ellington; 2. Count Basie; 3. Woody Her-
man; 4. Lionel Hampton, Quincy Jones.

ALL-STARS ALL-5TAR TRUMPET: The first
four wumper places were stalus quo
from last year. However, Nat Adderley
and Lee Morgan ved for fitth, displac-
ing Art Farmer. 1. Dizzy Gillespie; 2. Miles
Davis; 3. Clark Terry; 4. Freddie Hub
bard; 5. Nat Adderley, Lee Morgan.

ALL-STARS  ALL-STAR  TROMBONE: Al
though the estimable J. J. made it no con-
test for bone king, there was considerable
activity below him, with Bill Harris and
Cunis Fuller, unplaced last year, putting
in appearances. 1. J. ) Johnson; 2. Bob
Brookmeyer; 3. Frank Rosolino: 4. Cuar-
uis Fuller: 5. Bill Harris, Kii Winding.

ALL-STARS ALL-sTAR ALTO sax: Paul Des-
mond, who was derailed by the Cannon-
ball Express last year, got back on the
track this gowround, and veteran Lee
Konitz usurped  alto  elder  statesman
Johnny Hodges® filth-place listing. 1. Paul
Desmond; 2. Cannonball Adderley; 3.
Sonny Stitt; 4. Phil Woods; 5. Lee Konitz.

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR TENOR SAX: Stan
Getz was reprised as tenorpotentiary, but
the Bean, unlisted last year, jumped up 10
a third-place tic with Sonny Rollins, dis-
lodging Zoot Sims. who dropped [rom
the rvankings. 1. Stan Getz; 2. John Col-
trane: 3. Coleman Hawkins, Sonny Rol-
lins; 5. James Moody.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR BARITONE sax: With
perennial front-runner Gerry  Mulligan
leading the pack, the baritone-sax stand-
ings were practically identical with last
year's. 1. Gerry Mulligan; 2. Harry Carney;
3. Pepper Adams; 4. Cecil Payne;
5. Charles Davis.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR CLARINET: Art Pep-
per and Ellington stalwart Jimmy Hamil-
ton were the “new™ [aces in the clarinet
first five, as Buddy DeFranco again led all
the rest. 1. Buddy DeFranco; 2. Benny Good-
man; 3. Pete Fountain; 4. Jimmy Hamil-
ton; 5. Art Pepper, Bill Smith.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR Prano: Last year’s
finishers remained essentially unchanged,
with  Peterson  carning  the  All-Stars’
Oscar, Hank Jones edging up into a
third-place tie with Dave Brubeck, and
Almad Jamal gamering enough votes to
e for hfth. 1. Bill
Evans: %, Dave Brubeck, Hank Jones:
5 Ahmad Jamal, Thelonious Monk.

ALL-STARS ALL-STAR GUITAR: Agmin the
guitar hierarchy was headed Wes, as the

Oscar Peterson; 2.

only change in the order of finish was
Tast year's fourth-place holder  Jimm
Raney vielding his rung 10 kenny Bur-
rell. 1. Wes Montgomery; 2. Jim Hall: 5.
Herb Ellis: 4. Kenny Burrell: 3. Jum
Raney.

ALL-sTARS' ALL-sTAR Bass: While Ray
Brown once more ook the Lnnels. there
was a considerable shake-up in the bass
lower echelons. with  Charlie  Mingus,
Eugene Wright and  Richard  Davis
moving up to claim the third through
fifth positions. 1. Ray Brown; 2. Red Mitch-
ell: 5. Charles Mingus; 4. Eugene Wright:
5. Richard Davis.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR DrRUMs: Although
the names were the same, except for Elvin
Jones” repeat as skins wmner. the order
was  wellscrambled, with  Joe Morello
moving up from fowrth o second. re-
placing Art Blakey who skidded to filth.

1. Elvin Jones; 2. Joe Morcllo: 3. Shelly
Manne; 4. Philly Joc Jones; 5. Art
Blakey.

ALL-STARS'  ALL-STAR  MISCELLANEOUS

INSTRUMENT: The MJQ's masterful mal-
let man Milt Jackson continued 1o hold
sway in this deparument, but the  big
Trane's soprano sax carned a number-
two-slot tiec with the high priest of the
Hammond. Jimmy Smith. 1. Milt Jackson,
vibes; 2. John Coltrane, soprano sax, Jim-
my Smith. organ; 4. Gary Burton, wibes;
5. Jean Thielemans, harmonica,
ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR MALE VOCALIST:
That old familiar one-two punch of Frank
Sinawra and Ray Charles was still a potent
combination this year, but the third and
fourth positions had new occupins, Joe
Williams and Arthur Prvsock. 1. Frank
Sinatra; 2. Ray Chavles: 3. Joe Williams;
4. Arthur Prysock: 5. Tony Bennctt.
ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR VEMALE VOCALIST:
The only change in the alsorans strung
out far behind the formidable Miss Fiz
was brought about by the world's most
famous Tunny girl, Barbra Sueisand,
wresting hith plice Irom Peggy Lee. 1. Ella
Fizgerald; 2. Sarah Vaughan: 3. Nancy
Wilson: 4. Cirmen McRae; 5 Barbra
Streisand.
ALL-STARS'
COMBO:

ALL-STAR INSTRUMENTAL
torging 1o the fore [rom last
year's tic for third was the Modern Jasz
Quartet. The Brubeck men, the previous
titleholders. had 10 seule lor thivd as
the Oscar Peterson Trio slipped i as
runner-up. 1. Modern Jazz Quartet; 2. Oscar
Peterson Trio; 3. Dave Brubeck Quartet;
4. Cannonball Adderley Sextet; 5. Miles
Davis Quintet.

ALL-STAKRS" ALL-STAR vocaL Gkour: The
French wricolor again flew over the vocal-
group standings, but this time it was the
Swingle Singers aking over lor the Dou-
ble Six of Pavis, who dropped 2 nowch.
The Beatles and the Supremes showed
up for the first ume, tying for fifith



1. Swingle Singers; 2. Double Six of Paris;
4. Four Freshmen, Hi-Lo's: 5. Beatles,
Supremes

JAZZ HALL OF FAME

This past October, two new categories
were presented on the Playvboy Jazz Poll
ballot: In the hrst, the
asked 1o designate their choices of three
outstanding jazz artists—instrumentalists
or vocalists, living or dead—whom they
deemed deserving of being honored with
permancent niches in The Playboy Jazz
Hall of Fame. Each year. readers will be
asked to nominate three new candidates
for the Hall of Fame to take their places
alongside those already selected. The [ol-
lowing is the order ol finish ol the first
25 vote-getters in the balloting:

readers were

1. Louis Armstrong

2. Frank Sinatra

3. Dave Brubeck

4. Duke Elington
5. Ella Fiuzgerald
6. Charlie Parker

7. Nat “King” Cole
8. Miles Davis

9. Benny Goodman
10, Stan Gewz

11. Al Hirt

12. Count Basic

13. Billie Holiday
11, Barbra Streisand
15. Ray Charles

16. Stan Kenton

17. Henry Mancini
18. Gene Krupa

19. Dizzy Gillespic
20. Thelonious Monk
21. Glenn Aliller

22, Jack Teagarden
23. Dinah Washinglon
24. Jimmy Smith
25. Nancy Wilson

RECORDS OF THE YEAR

Our readers were also asked to vote lor
their Lavorite LPs of the year in three
categories—Best Instrumental (Big Band),
Best Instrumental (Fewer than  Eight
Picces) and Best Vocal. The balloting in-
dicated a broad spectrum of choices, but
the pick lor the number-one LP in each
category was an overwhelming one.

BEST BIG BAND LP: Ellington ‘66 (Reprisc)
A royal romp, by the Duke and his men.
through a host of pop favorites such as
All My Loving and | Can't Stofy Loving
You, it was an exemplary LP, eliciting
from reavsov's record reviewer the re-
mark that “the hit parade never had it so
good.” Our readers obviously concurred.

BEST SMALL COMBU LP. The In Crowd /
The Ramsey Lewis Trie (Argo). The soul-full
sounds of pianist-leader Lewis and his
cohorts—bassist El Dee Young and drum-
mer Red Holi—rose to a new peak of pop-

ularity this past year and The In Crowd,
both as a single and as the e tune of
the LP. contributed mightily 1o the ap-
probation. Along with the Crowd pleas-
er, the album featured such variegated
items as Felicidade, Tennessee Waltz and
the Lowve Theme [rom .‘iprnm{'u.\'.

BEST VOCAL LP: My Neme Is Barbra/
Barbra Streisond  (Columbia). Miss Strei-
sand. the girl with the golden touch,
added to her laurels with this recording,
The full range of Barbra's vocal talents
was tapped in her delivery of the nonsense
wune Sieeet Zoo, the Gershwins' classic
Someone (o Watch Quver Me and a tour-
de-lorce reatment of ['ve Got No Shangs
from Pinocchio.

The lollowing are the 25 twp vote-
geuers in each LP category:

BEST BIG BAND LP

1. Ellington ‘66 (Reprise)

9. The Pink Panther | Henvy Mancini
(Victor)

3. Goldfinger [ John Barvy (Sound wrack)
(United Aruists)

4. Cast Your Faie to the Winds/Sounds
Ovchestral (Parkway)

5. The Cat/Jimmy Snuth (Verve)

6. Whipped Cream & Other Delights/

Herb Alpert’s Tijuana Brass (A & M)

. Dear Heavt [Hemry Mancini (Victor)

8. My Kind of Broadway WWoedy Her-
man (Columbia)

-1

16.
17.
18.
1
20.

. Al Hirt

9. Stan Kenton [ Wagner (Capitol)
10,
. On Stage | Gervald Wilson (Pacific

Pop Gaoes the Basie (Reprise)

Jazz)

. Monk | Big Band and Quariet in

Concert (Columbia)

. The Concert Sound of Hemry Man-

cm (Victor)

1. Move Blues & The Abstvact Truth/

Oliver Nelson (Impulse!)

. Who's Afraid of Virginia 1Woolf?

Jummy Smiih (Verve)

Monster | Jimmy Smith (Verve)
Ellington 63 (Reprise)

Insight | Rod Levitt (Victor)

The Best of Henry Mancini (Victor)
The Roar of the Greasepaint—The
Smell of the Crowd | Hevbie Mann
(Atlantic)

Hall

Live at Carnegic

(Victor)

2. Mingus at Monterey (Charles Mingus

Lnterprises)

. 3-27-65 | Charlie Parker 10th Memo

nal Concert (Limelighy)

. The Latin Sound of Henvy Mancini

(Victor)

5. Ovehestra Portratis | Gerald Wilson

(Pacific Jazz)

BEST SAMALL COMBO LIP

. The In Crowd / Romsey Llewis Trio {Argo)
. Getz Au Go-Go (Verve)

Gelz/ Gilberto (Verve)

“No, Stanley! I didn’t raise our son to be a soldier!”
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BLAZER BUTTONS

Set of seven silver oxidized buttons,
$8.50 ppd. (Also available, on special
order, in solid 14k gold, $100 ppd.
Allow approx.three weeks delivery.)

Shall we enclosa a gift card in your name?

Send check or money order to: PLAYBOY PRODUCTS
919 N. Michigan Ave. = Chicago, lllinois 60611
Playboy Club Keyholders may charge by enclosing key no.

Build Authentic Models of

. M. S, Bounty
and Other History-Making Ships
A real collectors’ piece, 22" (not plastic
fong by 17” high — fully or Balso)
shoped hull and perts,
topered masts, all fittings,
detailed instructions. Build
the ship mode fomous in
story end mavie. $35 ppd.
WHITWORTH GUN

iy, 4 0. The British 12 pounder ¢
s used by both Union ond Con- Y

s s federote Forces. Solid bross

: borrel 914" long- Only 58

NEW, &4 poge cotoleg — ship ond gun
models, occessaries, caler ship prints for
froming, 50¢ brings your copy.

MARINE MODEL CO., INC.
Dept. 710 Halesite, Long Island, N.Y.

achelor Party

CRUISES & TOURS
EUROFE, CARIBBEAN, CALIFORNIA,
MEXICO. ORIENT, HAWAII. WORLD
Send for FREE 36 pg. Trovel Cotolog — Dept. PE
TY Tours, | 444 Madison Avenue
Ine New York PL B-2433

FOR COLORFUL COMPARATOR GUIDE ABOUT

@&XB}E}M}}D

AUTOMATIC
TURNTABLES |

mail the handy
coupon below

| Garrard, Dept. GR-976
I Wesibury, N.Y. 11591
H Please send Comparator Guide

NAME.

|

I

I

|

ADDRESS, l
Jd

CTTY. STATE

9.

10.
11

12

-

[EL B

1

. Jazz Impressions of New York|Dave

Brubeck (Columbia)

. Jazz hulf):'['\.mm\ of _Iﬂpfm Daie Bru-

beck (Columbia)
A Love Supreme; John Colgrane (Im
pulscet)

- Collaboration | Muodern Jazz Quariet-

Laurmdo Almewda (Alantic)

- Song Jor My Father Horace Siloer

(Blue Nowe)

My Funny Valentine | Miles Dains
(Columbia)

Soul Sauce[Cal Tiader (Verve)
Angel Eyes | Dave Brubeck (Colum
ia)

Oscar  Peterson Plus One | Osem
Peterson=-Clavk Tervy (Mercury)

- Bob Brookmeyer & Friends (Colum-

Dia)

. Canadiana Swite | Oscar Peterson

(Limelight)

. Domunation | Cannonball Adderley

(Capirol)

). Mules Daves in Lurope (Columbia)
. Bossa Antigua | Paul Desmond (Vic-

1or)

. Tomght [ Bob Brookmeyer—Clark

Ferry (Mainstream)

. Fiddler on  the Roof | Cannonball

Adderley (Capitol)

20. Tome Changes | Dave Brubeck (Co-

humbia)
The Sulevinder|lee Maorgan (Blue
Note)

. Solo Monlk | Thelonious Monk (Co-

lumbia)
Trio 'o3 | Bill Evoans Tno (Verve)

. Man from Two Worlds/Chico Ham-

tton (Impulse!)

5. Soft Samba|Gary McFarland (Verve)

BLEST VOCAL LP

. My Name Is Barbra / Barbra Streisand

(Columbia)

. People [Barbra Streisand  (Columbia)
. The Nancy Wilson Show! (Capitol)
. Help! The Beatles (Capitol)

Way [ Nancy  Wilson
(Capitol)

. Seplember of My Years|Frank Sina-

fra (Reprise)

. Out of QOur Heads | The Rolling

Stones (London)
The Astrud Gilberto Album (Verve)

. Ray Charles Live m Concert (ABC-

Paramount)

. Frank Sinatra/’65 (Reprise)
e Might As Well Be Swing/Frank

Sinatva-Count Basie (Reprise)

. Bringing It ANl Back Home | Bob

Dylan (Columbia)

. The Shadow of Your Smile/Astrud

Gilberto (Verve)

. Take Fioe [ Dave Brubech-Carmen

MeRae (Columbia)
A Song Wil Rise [ Peter, Paul ¢
Mary (Warner Bros.)

. Peter, Panl & AMary in Concert

{(Warner Bros.)

for the
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Pass Me By [Peggy Lee (Capitol)
With a Taste of Honey | Morgana
King (Mainstrcam)

19. Anyone for Mozari? | The Swingle
Singers (Philips)

20. How Glad I Am |Nancy Wilson (Cap-
itol)

21. Softly, 4s I Leave You/Frank Sinatra
(Reprise)

22, Streisand 11 (Columbia)

28. Gentle Is My Love [ Nancy Wilson
(Capitol)

Tie Beatles VT (Capitol)

Funny Girl [Barbra Streisand (Capi-
tol)

24
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ALL-STAR READERS’ POLL

Our readers were evidently quite con-
tent with the results of their previous
balloting, returning the All-Star  Jazz
Band intact. with onlv a switch in the
third and fourth vrumpet chairs prevent-
ing it from being an exact duplicate of
the 1965 Band.

Henry Mancini again had a firm grasp
on the leader’s baton. The only major
change in the order of hnish was Gerald
Wilson moving up to 7th place Irom last
year's 13th spot.

The one change in the AllStar Jazz
Band's seating arrangement occurved
the trumpet section, where Dizzy Gilles-
pic moved up to third chair and Louis
Armsuong dropped down a notch.

Our trombone section, with J. J. lead-
ing the way. was status quo. Grachan
Moncur I, unplaced last year, man-
aged 1o garner over a thousand votes this
go-rownd,

The consummate Cannonball and Dave
Brubeck’s alwoist extraordinaire, Paul Des-
mond, repeated their one-two finish. Paul
Wintwer's heavy involvement in the popu-
lar Dossa-nova medium undoubtedly con-
tributed 1o his 15th-place finish alter
being unlisted last year.

America’s premier exponent of the
bossa nova, Stan Getz, again occupied
the fust tenor chair, running [ar ahead
ol confrere John Coltrane. The also-rans
were amazingly similar in order of finish
to the 1965 results.

The mighty Mulligan once more made
a runaway of the baritone balloting. The
most important change among those that
followed far behind was Ellington's age-
less Harry Carney moving up to fourth.

New Orleans’ nabob of the clariner,
Pete Fountain, again had things his own
way in the voting, with the King of Swing
swinging up lrom third 1o sccond.

Although Dave Brubeck casily re-
peated his piano honors, the big news in
this division was Ramsey Lewis’ remark-
able leap forward from last year's Ith-
place ranking to the runner-up slot.

Charlie Byrd and Chet Atkins, who
have bautled down 10 the wire in the lust
several years lor the guitar chair, were
at it again, with Byrd just edging out
Nashville's pride and joy.

Charlie Mingus, who last year dis-
placed bass winner Ray Brown by the nar-
rowest ol vote margins, widened the gap
for 1966. The biggest gains in the bass
department were scored by El Dee Young,
leaping from 14th to 4th, and Buddy
Clark, who jumped from 17th to 6th.

Brubeck drumbeater Joe Morello, last
year's winner, maintained his lead in the
voting over drummer man Gene Krapa.
The rest of the skin men showed very
liule change of place from last year,

That perennial Wunderkind of the
vibes, Lionel Hampton, again ruled the
miscellaneous-instrament  roost, with or-
ganist Jimmy Smith 1aking over the sec-
ond spot Irom flutist Herbie Mann.

Our readers helped Frank Sinatra cele-
brate 25 years in show business by making
him a shoo-in as male vocalist, with Ray
Charles again being voted the heir ap-
parent. Elsewhere in the standings, the
wham of Sam earned Davis the third
position while Tony Benneu leaplrogged
from tenth to filth.

Her name is Barbra and she's our read-
ers’ favorite thrush for the second vear
running, with Nancy Wilson and Ella
following in that order. Worthy of note
wias English lark Pecula Clk’s rise from
nowhere to hifth place and carioca Astrud
Gilberto's advance [rom 30th to 7ih.

While the Dave Brubeck Quartet was
again given a vote of confidence as the
readers’ favorite four, the trio of Ramsey
Lewis (who garnered the second spot as
Pianist), won a similar accolade,

Folkdom [avorites Peter, Paul & Mary
were our readers’ choice for the third
year in a row, but there were new faces
among the also-rans. Blighty's Beatles
edged out France's Swingles for the
number-two  spot, and the Righteous
Brothers roared into Hilth position.

The following is a tabulation of the
many thousands ol votes cast in the big-
gest of all jazz polls. The names of the
Jazzmen who won places on the 1966 All-
Star Jazz Band are in boldface type.
(‘They will be awarded silver medals. as
will the All-Stars’ All-Siars, our three Hall
of Fame winners, and the performers and
their record companies, of the three rec
ords of the year) In some Jazz Band
categories, there are two or more winners
in order to make up a fullscale jazz
orchestra. Artists polling fewer than 100
votes are not listed; in categories where
two choices were allowed, those receiving
lewer than 200 votes are not listed; in
categories where four votes were allowed,
no one with under 400 votes is listed,

(continued on next page)

“Is there a playwright

in the house?”
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LEADER
1. Henry Moncini - ...... 9,880
2. Duke Ellington ..., 5748
3. Count Rasic ......... 2,605
4. stan Kemon -, ..., 2237
5 Quiney Jomes oo 1162
6. Womdy Henman .. ... 1036
7. Gerald Wilsem L. ... 755
B, Gil Exans GI1Y
L Charbie Mingus ... G135
ME R Conmill o i eida s 376
] T B A V(] o e, 531
12, Dy Gillespie ... .. 10
12, Genry Mulligan ... 196
I, Benny Goodman . 429
15, Oliver Nelsom (... 413
16. John lewis - _........ 364
17. Nelson Riddle ... M7
18. Lionel Hampion .. .. 270
19 Gy Mclarland ... 215
H bes Beown ... ... .. 201
21, Les amd Lanvy E 1 1490
22 skiteh Henders 165
23 ; 123
24, Many 18
25 Ted Heth oo o.a.ol sl 1
TRUAPET

1. Miles Davis -....-.. 15,985
. ALHI oosessinanss 13,376
3. Dizzy Gillespie ..-.. 11,316
4. Louis Armstrong ....10,613
5. Mavnard Ferguson ... 6.683
0 Chink Teny ... 1.668
7. Dog severinsen ... 4481
SNa Adderley ..o L. 3838
i Jondli Janes oo D
10, Bobby Hackenr ... .. 3424
Ll cHarvy Jaojey . ose.... 38490
12, Arp Eomer oooaooe.. 2839
13, Chet Raker - ......... 2310
1. Billv Bunterfield ..... 1,893
15 Lee Movgan ... ... 1.305
16, Domald Bay

17. shoriv Rogers .
15, Rov Eldvidge ........ 1.018
. Pere Candolt ... ... pL]
20, Comte Candohi .. ... .. 923
21, Freddie Hubband ... 888
22 Jack Sheldon .o 583
2% Don Cherry .. .o..... 5049
24, Blue Michell oo 502
25 Don Fagerquist ... 436
26, Wild Bill Davison ... 123
26, Muggsy Spanier ... 423
IR Carmell Jones 416G
29 henny Dovlam Lo 403

TROVBONE

1. ). ). Johnson ..-.-. 16,557
2. Kai Winding .......12,256
3. Si Zentner .......-. 12,006
&. Bob Brookmeyer ...10,664
5. slide Hampron ... b

6. Uihie Green

7. Frank  Rosoline

] Co Miggimbotham . 2322
9 fimmyv Cleveland ... 2310
10. Twrk Murphy ....... 2259
1. Curtis Fuller ... .. 2193
T Rl Oy icoscaoiata 1975
13. Cavl Fornama . _...... 1613
13, Dave Daker ......<.. 1,456

15 Bill Harmis . _...iaa.. 1.362
16. Bennie Green ..., .. 1.353
17. Bob Fiuparick .. ... 1.188
B A G o v 1.158
19, Trommy Young ... 1050
o0, Malt Bevhat ..o 1072
21, Pick Nash ... ... ..., 1.0HY
w2 Lawrenge Brown ... 1012
3. Gurachan Momcur T . 1009
. Charles Mcl’herson Hir
Quentin Jacksom ... W
b Tvree Glenn ..o ... usy
27 Fred Assunto ..o ... K1
- Wavee Henderson .. 4905
. Wilbur Dc¢ Paris ..... NIT7
. Harold Beters ... ... B07
. Lon McGariwy ... ..., 624
31. 'hi) Wilsom . ........ 629
33, Bennv Powell ... .. .. 622
4. Albert Mangelsdortf .. 551
33 Vie Dickenson ... ..., 526
36. Couy Catshall oo £
37. Jimmy knepper ..., 500
38, Dickie Wells ... ... 489
39, Rod Levine ... . 457
0. Jiggs Wigham ... ... 418
ALTO SAX
1. Cannenball Adderley 15,835
2. Paul Desmond ...... 13,335
3. Johnny Hodges .. ... 2215
1. Ornette Coleman 1.559
5. LOGLE SIS 4 iinsie s 1,526
6. Senny StIML . o0 vvun- 1.403
7. Bud Shank ......... 1.050
RAvt Pepper ... 95
% Paul Hom .......... 48
10, James Moody ... ... HGY
1. Phil Womds .. ....... 77l
12, Lee Konilz o......... 62
S Tod Nash .. .........
14. Bennvy Carter .. .....
15 Faul Winier ........ 72
16. Hank Crawlond ... |
17. Jackie Mclean ...... N
15. Al Belleno ..o ...e 186G
19. Charlic Mavano ... .. 1412
20, Lou Donaldson ... .. 377
21, John Hady ..o 162
22 Walt levinsky ....... k2]
23, Gabe Balwzar .. ..... a5
24, Willie Smuh ........ 313
25, Bob Donovim .. ... 207
26. Jimmy Woods ....... 268
27, Bunky Caeen ..o o452
28, Marshal Rowal ..., .. 51
™). Leo Wright ......... 3
$0. Cigi Grvee ...ov-aves 228
31. Lennie Nichaus ... .. 293
32 Semny Simmons L 2
TENOR SAX
1. Stan Getzr . .. ... ... 19,212
2. John Coltrane . .. ....9,58%9
4. Coleman Hawkins ... 2528
4. sonny Raollins .. ... 2047
5 Joot Sims ..., 1339
6. Yusel Lawel ... ... 11570
7. “Fathead” Newnun .. LGS
& Roland Kirk ........ 763
LIPS B 6 n |17 T GO
10. Sonny Sttt .......0.. 633

1. Eddic Davis . ........

12, Bud Freeman ...,

13, Sam Donahue .. ...

14, Ecldic Hamis . ......

15 lilinois Jacquer ... ...

16, Paul Gonsalves ...

17. Ben Websier . .......

I8, James Moody ... ...

19 Hank Mobley ...
200 Stanley Twrrentine ... 457
21 Georgie Auld oo 152
22 Sal Nistico _......... 403
2% Plas Johnson ..., 377
M. Charles Llovd ....... 357
25, Buddy Tate .._...... 316
5. Bob Cooper o ..venns ERU
27, Vido Musso ..., ... 337
28, Dane Pell . ......... 331
20, Corky Corcovan ... .. 330
30, Jimmy Heath ... .. 321
31 Jimmy Woods ... .. 300
320 Benny Golson oL ... 298
43, Eddic Miller ......... 276
H. Dester Gondom L. 258
B35 ALRIME o vndiag 256
5. Wawvne Shovier ..., 256
37. Booker Exvin . ....... Rl
35, Bill Perkins ... L 21
30, Budd Jolmson ... S|
10. Archie Shepp .- 213
1. Richie Kamuca ...... 201
41, Flip Phillips ......... 204

BARIONE §
1. Gerry Mulligan ..... 18,127
2, Jimmy Giallve ... .. 1.25%
3. Pepper Adams ... M
+. Harry Carney ......-- 838
S Bud Shank. s i fld]
6. Charles Davis .. ... .. 723
7. Sahib Shihab ........ 633
B Chack Genmtry oL 623
@ Jerome Richardson i1
10, Lonnie Shaw ... ... 407
1. Ake Persson ... ... 300
12, Frank Hinner ... ... 122
13. Jack Nimitz _........ 250
1% Bill Hood ... 246
5o Poter leeds ooo...... 2O
6. Ermie Caceres ... .. N
17. L&l Payne ... 2009
18. Butch Stome ... ... 14n
19 Stanley Webb ... ... 195
20, Cliltord Scon ... ..., 176
20 Ronmie Cuber ... .. 111
CIARINET

1. Pete Fountain ........ B,937
2. Benony Goodman ... 3303
8 Acker BilK -_....cuin 3,136
1. Woody Herman ... .. 2820
5. Buddy Delranco 2 M
G, Jimmy Giallve ..., 1904
T Panl! BIGIG . t-nme bt 1.053%
H Pee Wee Russell Lo
9. Budedy Collette ... ... K E|
(1590 Y 1 2 e P 193
11. Tony Scotr. ........ .. 10
12, Jimmv Hamilton ... 385
15, PPhil Woads . ......... 307
4. Sal Yaged ... . ..... 262
15, Many Matlock ... ... Hs 1l
16, Peanuts Hucko ..., 23

e BT 189
18. Edmond Hall ...._ ... 1349
19. Barney Bigard ... ... 135
rIANO
1. Dave Brubeck .. -...-- 5,281
2. Ramsey Lewis _...... 3.3
3 Peter Nero ........0s 2619
{. Oscar Peterson ... ... 2546
5. Theloni Monk ... 1957
6. André Previn ... ... 1.5849
7. George Shearing 1.135
8. Evroll Garner ...... .. 1.063
9. Ahmad Jamal ....... M6
10, Bill Evans .......... RiG
1. Duke Ellington ...... 783}
12, Count Basic ......... 706
13, Vince Guaraldi ... .. H05
14, Horace Silver ... ... 375
15, Earl “Fatha™ Hines .. 362
16. Mose Allison ... ... 264
17. Les McCann ... ... 238
18. Herbie Hancock ... 225
19, John Lewis .......... 215
20. McCoy Twyner ....... 21
2. Denny Zeitlin ... 18]
22, Don Shirley ... ... 154
23 Cy Colemin. «..coo 0. 142
24, Jumior Mance 118
25, SKich Hender ju2
26. Bobby Timmons 100
GUITAR
1. Charlie Byrd -........
2 Chet Atkins ......... 5.

3 Wes Montgomory

L Laurindo Almeida ... 222
5]

5. kenny Burrell
6. Jim Hall
7. Tony Motiola
8 Barney Kessel
. Herh Ellis
N R T e
. Eddic Condon ... ....
. Howard Robens
. Jolhwmy Smith
s BOlEBeLe . oo naa
. Cabor Szabo
Joe Pass
. Mundell Lowe
. Sal salvador
. Al Viela
- Al Hendrickson
. George Van Eps ... .
. Grant Green
. Freddie Green oo oL
. Gueorpe Harrison ...
. Oscar Moore
. Jodo Gilbeno
. Auwtila Zoller
. Tal Favlow

ASNS

1. Charlie Mingus

2 Ray Bown ... D26

B Dee Young ...l |
BATEDAVE s s
6. Buddy Clark ... ...
7. Perey Heath .........
8. Paul Chambers . ...,
9. Chubby Jackson .....
10. Levoy Vinnegar
1. Sam Jones

¥
3. Gene Wright .. .....
i

1,959

252
B3
T3
780
750
616
55¢

491



12. Bob Haggart ........ 472
13 oo Byl oo i
14. Monk Montgomery 415
15. Ron Canter .......... 385
16, Milt Hinton . ........ 376
I5& Do Bagled .o 363
18, Norman Bates ....... 362
19. Eddie Safvanski ...... 348
20. Rever Betls oo 357
21, Red. Mitchell oo i 336
22, Ayvell Shaw ......... 331
23, Chuck Israels . ....... 281
24. Pops Foster ......... £79
25. Bill Crow .. ,....... 24
26. Slam Stewart ........ 234
27. Red Callender ..., .. 201
28. George Duvivier ... .. 201
20, Gene Cherico ... .. 192
300 Jimmy Garvison ... 139
31, Richard Davis . ...... 180
32. Howard Rumscy .. ... 178
33, Steve Swallow ... ... 174
34. Gary Peacock ........ 158
35, Major Hollev .. ... ... 151
36. George Tucker ...... 142
37. Monty Budwig .. ... 139
38, Joe Benjamin oL L. 122
38, Eddic Jones ... ... 122
10. Joe Mondragon . .. ., 17
41. Mike Rubin ......... 113
42, Pieyre Michelot ... 112
43, Johuny Frigo ..., ... 106
43, Buch Warren ..., 106
DRUMS
1. Joe Morello ......... 6,966
2. Géne Krupd «.covens 1,110
3. Shelly Manne . __..... 2512
4. Art Blakey ... ovae.. 1.350
o ConGales oo o LEIR
0 Elvi Jones ...o.ooaae 1,081
7. Buddy Rich _........ 1,035
K. Chico Hamilton ...... 77l
9 Red Holt ... ... 704
10, Max Roach .......... 681
1. Philly Joc Jones ..... G616
12. Ed Thigpen ......... 475
IH: Rifus: Jones ....coan 426
14. Tony Williams ....... 388
15. Louis Bellson ........ 372
16. Ringo Starr ..o....... 321
Sl [ o aT N e 307
I8. Sandy Nelson ........ 205
1AL Sonnyy VIR . v . 265
20, Connie Kay ......... 236
20. Mel Lewis - c.ooimvias 236
22, Jake Hanna ......... 214
23, Sam Woodvard . ..... 207
24, Jack Sperling .. ...... 171
25, Sommy Greer ... ... 157
25, Roy Haynek ........: 157
27. Danny Bareclona ... 155
28. Dave Bailey ......... 148
29 Grady Tare ......... 145
30. Louis Haves ......... 138
31. Nick Fatool ......... 124
2 Jor TINKES: & oo euas 112
33, Kenny Clarke ........ 108
31 Osie Johnson ........ 102
a5, dkranks-Cappe L v 101

-

A

23

MISCELEANTALUS INSTRUMENT

. Lionel Hampton, vibes 4,606
. Jinumy Smith, organ .. 3,984

3. Herbic Mann, flute .. 3235
4. Cal Tjader, vibes ... 1915
5. Milt Jackson, wvibes .. 1,673
6. Miles Davis,
Fligelhorn . ... ... 1,233
7. Roland Kirk, manzello,
stritch, flute ... .... B82S
8. John Colrane,
soprano sax ........ 181
9. Yusefl Laweel, flute,
OO0~ o 772
10, Garv Burton, #ibes ... 6533
11, Arthur Lyman, vibes . 585
12, Clark Terry,
Fliigelhorn ........ 349
13. Terry Gibbs, vibes .. 4849
14. Red Norvo, iibes . ... 462
13 Art Van Damme,
accordion _......... 429
16. Paul Hon, flute ..... 852
17. Candido. bongo ... ... 305
18. Chet Baker, Fligelhorn 20
1. James Moody. flute . 268
20. Buddy Delranco, bass
clopinmel . .. cowis e 228
21. Bob Rosengarden,
bongo ........ 220
22 Art Farmer,
Fliigelhrorn TR |
23, Bud Shank. flute .. .. 186
24, Gary Mclarland, vibes 184
24, Rav Surling,
mellophonium .. ... 184
26. Framk Wess, flude ... 149
27. Don Elliott, vibes,
mellophone ... ..., U8
28. Leo Diamond,
harmonica .. ....... 145
20. Ray Brown, celfo ... 142
30. Shirley Scott. organ .. 141
51, Shorty Rogers,
Fligelhorn ... ... 159
32, Jesse Fuller, harmonica 138
38, Milt Buckner, organ .. 118
34. Buddy Colletie, flute .. 115
35. Jean Thiclemans,
harmonica . ........ 12
36. Steve Lacy,
soprane sax ..... ... 103
36. Ray Nance. violin ... 103
38, Dick Roberts, banjo .. 101
30, Julius Watkins,
French horn ..., 100
MALE VOCALIST
1. Frank Sinatra .. -5,B65
2. Ray Charles ....... . B Anh
3. Sammy Davis Jr. ... 2216
4. Andy Williams ... ... 1,890
5. Tony Bennewt ... .. 15394
6. Jack Jones: ool 1332
7. Johnuy Mathis ..., 1.251
8. Mel Tormé .......... 1.210
9. Mose Allisom ........ Bi6
1. Harry Belafonwe ..... 811
1. Joec Williams .. ...... e
12 70Ny Lepes . vveee: 798
13 Dean Martin .. ... 720
4. Oscar Brown, Jr. ... . 708
15, Lon-THawlie.. .. B o) 643
16. Roger Miller ... .... a6
17. Bob Dylan .......... 430

8.

Louis Armsuwong ...

498

19. Arthur Prvsock ...... 408
200 Jon Hendricks ... .. 297
21, Steve Lawrence .. ... 256
22, Buddy Greco ........ 225
23. Pobby Davin ... ... 217
24, Johnny Hartman ... .. 210
2%, Lightnin’ Hopkins ... 163
26. Muddvy Waters ....... 153
27. Billy Eckstine ....... 1H
28, John Gary .......... 141
29. Vic Damone ......... 129
20, Bill Henderson ... ... 129
%1. Elvis Presley . .ci0as 126
32. Perry Como ......... 124
33. Jimmy Rushing .. .. .. 113
3. King Pleaswe ....... 112
35. Frankie Laine ....... 111
M. Mark Murphy ... ... 106G
FEMALE VOCALIST
1. Barbra Streisand . . ... 5,967
2, Naney Wilson ..., SRR
3. Ella Fitzgerald ....... 8.522
g Joan Baers et s 1519
5. Petula Clark ........ 963
0. Pegov e oo 944
7. Astrud Gilberto ... .. R34
8. 610
9. 62
10, ¢ iy
11 EYdie GOmns .o 178
12. Julic London ........ 453
[3. Joanic Somwmers ... .. 389
14, Conmie Francis ...... 362
15. Morgana King ....... 360
16, Diahann Carvvoll ... 3t
1. June. Chiisty ... ... 304
1B NIRRT GATT o s v aes 202
19. Anita O'Day . .ooe.s 263
20. Pear]l Bailey ........ 214
20. Della Reese .. oovnnnn 214
22, Glovia Lymme ....... 212
28, Ethel Ennis ..o .von- 204
24. Lena Horme ......... 189
95, Doris Day ... coovivnis 163
26. Arctha Franklin ... ... 1533
26. Judy Garland . ..... .. 153
28. keely Smith ... ... 148
29, Mahalia Jackson ... .. 134
30, Chris Connor ........ 183
30, Miviam Makeba ..... 133
%2. Annie Ross .......... 127
33, Marianne Faithful 123
33, Dionne Warwick ... .. 12%
35, Damita Jo ..., 109
35 Marian Montgomery . 109
37. Pawi Page 103
38. Barbara McNair ..... 101
INSTRUMENTAL COMBO
1. Dave Brubeck Quartet 6,475
2. Ramsey Lewis Trio .. 3,867
3. Stan Getz Quartet .. L7199
4. Al Hirt's New Ovleans
SONTEE oL ahe i 1,351
5. Oscar Peterson Trio .. 1,29%
6. Modern Jazz Quarter . 1,179
7. Miles Davis Sextet ... 775
8, John Coltrane Quarter 621
9. Louis Armsirong
All-Stars . .. ......-- G12
10, Cannonball Adderiey
SEREOC L it 600

11. George Shearing
Quintel oo 556
12, Herbie Mann Quartet 478
13, Jimmy Smith Trio ... 162
14. Thelonious Monk
Quariet ........... 451
15 Ahmad Jamal Trio .. 404
16. Vince Guaraldi Trio .. 406
17. Ave Blakev and the
Jaze Messengeys ... 361
18. Dizzy Gillespic Quinter 562
19. André Previn Trio ... 315
20. Gerry Mulligan
CHIArtety o o0 322
21. Charlic Byrd Trio ... 319
22, Dukes of Dixicland .. 305
23, Cal Tiader Quintet .. 301
24. Al Belletto Quartet .. 277
25. Bill Evans Trio .. ..., 240
26. Terrv-Brookmever
CHUpATels oo 258
27, Charlic Mingus Sextet 234
28, Jazz Crusaders .. ... .. 26
29, Hovace Silver Quintet 208
30. Evroll Gavner Trio ... 187
31, Mavtin Denny Group . 18]
32, Gene Krupa Quarter - 179
32, Kai Winding Sextet .. 179
34 Les McCann Lad. oo, 157
35. Shelly Manne and
histMen -, .ooonanns 136
36. Turk Murphy's
Jaze Band ..o .. 133
37. Jonah Jones Quartet.. 130
38. Firchouse Five
plOs SEWOE oo 126
39. Al Colin--Zoot Sims
Quinedl .ty 109
10, Nina Simone and
e S PriGe T ot 102
H1. Three Sounds (..o L. 100
VOCAL GROUP
1. Peter, Paul & Mary ...3,699
2 BEAEOs e 2983
3. Swingle Singers - ... .. 281
4. Four Freshmen ...... 2250
5. Righteous Brothers. .. 2,185
6. Supremes ... .o 2002
7. Double Six of Paris .. 1,635
#. Rolling Stones .. . 1536
9. New Christy Minstrels 1400
1 HULG%: voorisinines 0l
1L Kingston Trio ....... 726
12. Jackic Cain &
1] R IR 690
18, J's with Jamie .. ... 586
I4. Mitchell Trio ........ 519
15. Mills Brothers ....... 372
165, Brothers Four ... ... 316
17. Herman's Hermits .. 290
18, Anita kerr Singers ... 279
19, Kirby Stone Four ..., 257
20 Limeliters .ovusvas . 236
RIS RIIUErs s i atadins 225
22. King Sisters .......... 214
23. Clancy Bros. & Makem 206
24, Modemaires .. ... ... 185
24 The Ruglers v iseais 183
26 1Nk -Spors cois G 7
27, Ames Brothers ..., 147
28. Staple Singers ... ... I14
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Valentine

{continued from page 77)

I received a lew valentines from girls
I didn't like. 1 passed along a few to a
few others 1 didn't dislike as much as |
disliked the girls who had sent me valen-
tines, and [ signed them Guess Who. or
You Know Who, or Al Nidevar, because
1 knew Al Nidevar despised that parue
ular girl, and il we couldn’t have love,
mavhe we could have laugher.

The valentines that came to me 1
shoved into the pocket of my overalls be-
cause they weremt from Maxine, but
every now and then the rest of that day,
while 1 was selling papers, 1 brought
them out and looked at them and put
them back, and thought about them and
about the girls who had drawn them and
sent them, and then sure enough, litle
by linde. a kind ol rather meaningful
thing happened: 1 no longer disliked the
girls who had sent me the valentines, 1
rather liked them, in lact. They weren’t
Maxine. I veally didn’t know who they
were, but 1 rather liked them just the
sime.

And | knew the valentines didn’t mean
that they liked me, they meant something
else, mavhe something like, “Well, here

we are. stuck with ourselves, not in love
with one another the way anvbody knows
love really is. but what do we cire, it's
still prewy wonderful 1o e who we are,
anvhow.”

And so 1 was glad that T had heen sent
three valentines, and that I had sent lour.

Love doesn’t have 10 be perfect. Even
imperlect, it is still the best thing there
is, for the simple reason that i is the
most common and constant truth of all,
the very thing that holds evervithing to-
gether. that permits everyihing 10 move
along in 1ime and be its wonderful or
ordinary sell. (A rose is its own sell, for
instance. but no more its own sell than @
cabbage is its own sell. although s only
a cabbage.)

Breathes there a man with memory
so leeble that on Valentine's Day his soul
is not gladdened by sending to somebody
a substitute message ol his real love, or
delighted by the mrival from somebody
ol the same substitute message?

The answer: 1 he's still breathing, he's
stll in love.

Sayv I'm a liar, say this valentine is a
lie, 1 still say I love vou, Guess Whos?

“...and to my nephew Carter, who has always [elt that
health is bettey than wealth, I leave my sun lamp.”

SIGHTS avo SOUNDS

fcontinued from page 133)

all-in-one component embodving  twin-
channel control amplifiers and an FM
or AX /FAl-stereo tuner. In the old days.
to assemble this panoply of clectronics
on a single chassis meant a lot ol tubes,
a lot of weight, a lot of heat and, not
infrequently. a lot of servicing. Solid-
state circuitry eliminates or minimizes
these several pitfalls. With  transistors
taking the place of tubes. over-all dimen-
sions can be made significantly smaller.
Since heavy owput ransformers are no
longer needed, weight can be drastically
reduced. Because transistorized gear runs
cool. the maintenance woubles engen-
dered by overheating are virtually mil. In
other words, you get the compaciness and
simplicity of [ully integrated clecironics
without the headaches.

As you'd expect, there's a vavied sup-
ply of receivers to meet the demand.
Prices run from just over S200 1o just
under 5500, depending chiefly on maxi-
mum power output and flexibility of
controls. Power requiremeins relate to
the avpe ol speaker system vou choose
and the size of vour listening room. 1f
voure in smallish quarters and use fairly
high-clhiciency speakers, a sierco ouiput
of 30 or 40 wauts (that is, 15 or 20 wans
per channel) will do nicely. On the other
hand. il vou're emploving low-elhiciency
systems o fill Large. heavily upholstered
digs with abundant sound. @ receiver
in the 100-wate class is indicaed. 1t's
a good idea w err in the direction of
too much power rather than oo linde
You can alwavs turn down volume with-
out ill effects; but il you push a receiver
w0 capacity, voure likely 1o encountar
distortion.

Even the least costly models incorpo-
rate all the essential adjustments: mpw
selector  switch:  volume and  balance
controls; switches for power, loudness
compensation and AFC muting; separate
wreble and hass conwrols; and a stereo -
dicator light. The [ront-panel headphone
jack and D’ Arsonval tuning meter w0 indi-
cite FAI signal strength are also standard
equipment nowadays in all but the most
stripped-down models.

With so many transistorized rveceivers
spilling onto the market, it's impaossible
to mention them all. The best thing 1o do
here is skeich in a few of the highlights
and urge you to visit a dealer [or full
details. A nifty spacesaver for the man
with minimal shelf room s the Electro
Voice E-V 1177 (5280). a 50-wau FM re
ceiver small enough 10 be carried in an
attach¢ case. Like all the receivers men-
tioned here, it is completely solid-state.
The ADC six Hundred (S248) is the first
picce ol clecronics from the Audio Dy-
namics Corporation, a company with an
already-well-established  reputation  for




cartridges and speakers. The Six Hun-
dred  deliberawely  avoids  muluplicity
of conwols in favor of wimly tailored
appearance and case of operation. But
all the essentials are there and the unit
delivers a beely 60 waus of power. Pro-
ceeding up a notch brings us to more
highly powered gear, such as the Bogen
RTS8000 (5319.95), which puts out 70
watts and includes a speaker selector
switch in its generous assortment ol con-

trols. The Bogen features a  smooth
counterbalanced  flywheel knob  which
tnes in both AM and FM  bands.

Fisher's entry in this category is the new
440-T (S3249.50), an FM-only 50 watter fea-
turing the company’s automatic “Stereo
Beacon™ mono-sstereo switching  device.
H. H. Scott is oftering the 3H4-B
(5374.95), with an output ol 85 wats from
its direct-coupled silicon transistors.

You come to the cream ol the receiver
carop when yvou begin to talk about items
such  as  Sherwood's  Model  S-8800
(5359.50), which uses silicon transistors
exclusively to produce an impressive set
of specifications, including 100 waus of
power output and an uliralow FM sensi-
tivity rating of 1.6 microvolts. You'll also
find allsilicon transistors in Altec's Model
71A 100-watt FM receiver (S5378). In-
terestingly enough, the top-priced receiver
on today’s market is a hybrid model—part
tubes and part wransistors—produced by
the presugious McIntosh. The MAC 1500
(5499, with two-vear service contract)
cmploys miniature and regular-sized
tubes in the wner, silicon transistors in
the preamp, and tubes again for the
power amplifier.

For the audio perfectionist, there is
still no substitute for separate tuners,
preamps and power amplifiers. 1f you
have the financial wherewithal, the
requisite room and an ear for the ultimate
in sound, by all means consider top-of-
the-line gear. In this lordly domain the
transistor is still earning its spurs. Al-
though all newly designed equipment—
from the Maranuz Model 7T preamp
(5295) 1o the Maues 200-watt power
amplifier  (S375)—is  coming  through
solid-state, the celebrated vacuum-tube
stalwarts are still very much in the pic
ture. Marantz, for example, continues to
favor tube circuitry for its pace-setting
Model 10B tuner (5600), as does McIntosh
for its rock-steady Model MC240 80-watt
stereo power amplifier (5288). Certainly
worth investigation among the recent
solid-state entries in this lofty category are
three control amplifiers: the Acoustech
VII (60 watts, $219), the JBL Model SA
600 (80 watts, S300) and the C/M Lab-
oratorics Model CC-508 (100 watts, S387).

So much for electronics. We'll back-
wack now 1o the program source and
take a look at some ol the new record
players and tape decks. As far as auto-
matic turntables are concerned, it's a

case of no news being good news. Chang-
ers have now reached a plateau ol ex-
cellence beyond  which  only  minor
rehinements seem possible. United Audio
has upgraded its wellregarded Dual
1008 awomatic turntable into the Dual
1019 (S129.50), by adding direct-dial
antiskating compensation and  stick-shilt
cuing control to the already notable list
of specifications. Garrard has introduced
some slight modifications in its bestselling
Lab 80 (599.50), but basically the auto-
mated  equipment  remains  unchanged
from last year. Somewhat more activity is
apparent in the straight turntable cate-
gory. From Switzerland comes a new
Thorens player, the two-speed TD-150AB
(599.50), which features a low-mass alumi-
num plug-in shell for the cartridge of
vour choice. Elpa, which imports the
Thorens. has also brought the Perpetuum-
Ebner 31 (S72) over from Germany. A
well-arafted fourspeed model. the Per-
peteum employs a combined drive (belt
and idler wheel) for minimal rumble and
incorporates a vernier speed control to
permit fine pitch adjustments. And our
old friend. the Acoustic Research turn-
table, is with us again in an even more
stable model. the XA (S78).

In the cartridge field. the 15-degrec
vertical tracking angle and elliptical sty-
lus are now considered de rigueur, but
otherwise there’s a wide divergence ol
hasic component design. Here, vou'd do
well (o wrust your ears rather than spec-
ifications.  Whae sounds  impeccable to
one person may seem impossible to an-
other. Recent models that bear investi-
gation are the English Decca Mark 4
(S80), with a direct-coupled stylus instead
of the usual cantilevered coupling; the
Stanton 581 (549.50). which incorporates
a built-in brush for rapping dust and lint
before it causes trouble; and the Grado
Model BE (532,50), which ecliminates
conventional magnetic circuitry in favor
ol solid-state strain generators. New, im-
proved cartridges are also being offered
by Empuwe, Pickering and Shure.

Unlike record players. new tape decks
and recorders are being produced in
abundance. The chiefl wend this year is
using larger tape reels than the old
seven-inch standard. The combination of
oversize reels and the markedly superior
fidelity now possible at a speed of 33/
ips means that marathon tape recordists
cin keep working uninterruptedly for
about five hours straight. These inde-
latigables should be more than content,
we are sure, with the Revox G-36 (5500),
a mighty machine from the Swiss firm of
Studer, now coming into the U.S. mar-
ket for the first time. In addition to its
101,-inch recls, the Revox ieatures three
Pabst Ourer-Rotor motors with electrical
speed change, as well as dual VU meters
and e.'n]('nnid-opcl’;llctl brakes, Other
recorders with 1014-inch reels are the
Roberts Model 5000 (S699.95), mcorpo-

rating the company’s patented Cross
Field head, and the Crown SX700
(5895), with a four-pound flywheel and
other heavy-duty appurtenances typical
of this prolessional manulacturer. Mag:
necord’s Model 1020 (5570) uses an over-
size reel, 814 inches in diameter. which
increases playing time by 50 percent over
the 7-inch reel of the old version of the
model.

Automatic tape reversal is another re-
cent development now being offered by
more and more manulacturers. You'll
find such electronic excellences in Sony's
Model 660 (55753), a complete 1ape-
recorder system which encompasses a 50-
watt solid-state amplifier and four-way
loudspeakers in addition to a remarkably
well-accoutered  deck: the Ampex 2000
serics  (deck model 2050, 5479, and
speaker-equipped  vecorder model 2070,
$529), featuring automatic threading and
threespeed  operation: the whole Con-
certone 800 series. such as the Model 815
with 20-watt solid-state amplifier, in wal-
nut cabinetry (5599.95); and the [ull
Concord Prolessional “R” series, led by
the R-2000, a deck with three hysteresis
motors, hyperbolic ground heads and re
mote solenoid controls (57495).

If your tape requirements are less crit-
ical and you're willing to forgo oversize
reels and automatic reversal, there's a
flood of highly competent gear at irre
sistible prices. The awesome Ampex Cor-
poration is staking out a claim in the
mass market with its first under-$300
cquipment: the 800 series (deck model
850, 5269, or the speaker-equipped re-
corder maodel 860, 5289), which boasts
three-speed operation and the expected
Ampex quality and siyling. Sony weighs
in with its Model 350 (S199.50), Uher
with the Model 7000 (5230) and Wollen-
sak with the Model 5250 (5189.95)—all
solid-state and all capable of high-qualiry
recording as well as playback. IT port-
ability comes high in your list of tape
desirables, we'd counsel a look at some of
the remarkably versatile battery-operated

gear now on the market. ( ‘oncord’s
Model 350 (5199.95), with automatic re-
verse and built-in  voice  operation:

Tandberg's Model IT ($595), with [our-
speed motor powered by ten D batteries;
and the Uher 4000-L (S440), [featuring
rechargeable storage battery and keyboard
controls, are all top-quality offerings.
Home video recorders have made
their initial appearance this scason and
are fast capturing the admiring atention
ol movie and TV aficionados. A gadget as
utterly new as this doesn’t come along
every year, so the excitement is natural.
The Sony TCV (51250, with a builtin
9-inch receiver and clock timer), sends a
hall-inch tape past a rotating helical
recording head ar 714 ips, and provides
an hour of continuous recording with a
7-inch reel, The clock timer starts the
mechanism going at a preset hour and
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permits you to record a TV program in
absentia for later viewing at a conven-
ient time. The Ampex HVR (51095,
tape deck only. to be used with separate
TV recciver) uses one-inch tape at a
choice of 4.8 or 9.6 ips. With the slower
speed and a 914-inch  reel. vou can
record up 1w wwo hours without inter-
ruption. The laster speed cuts playing
time to one hour, but gives hetter repro-
duction. When advanced circuitry comes
along. vou will be able 1o reproduce col-
or at that speed. Any good serviceman
should be able 1o adapt an ordinary TV
receiver for hookup to the Ampex deck
without undue strain.

Noreleo makes an addition 1o the video-
recorder field with a smooth-lunctioning
push-button model that can be adapted
to almost any TV receiver on the market.

For those who want their audio-visual
entertainment now, the news is sohd-
sutte and color. Transistors scem 1o he
taking over in all but the big. floor-
standing console models, and color tele-
vision is getting brighter. less bulky, and
better every year, even if the programs
are not always keeping pace. General
Elearic has expertly firted its Porta Col
or model (5249.95) into 24 pounds of
lightweight sivling 1o become the first of
the really portable color sets available.

Among the larger madels, the ndus-
uy's quality leaders such as Admiral,
Philco, RCA and Zenith are tarning out
scts in various sizes and shapes in their
accustomed hne workmanship.

When shopping for loudspeakers, the
personal element bulks large: One man's
poetry may be another man’s poison.
You're really best off to sample sounds at
vour leisure in a well-equipped show-
room. Nevertheless, we can observe that
some correlation exists between speakers
and the electronic gear that drives them.
I you've decided on a low-power sterco
system of up to 60 waus, you'll want
to mate it with a pair of low-cfhciency
speakers.  Lately, some  admirable ad-
vances have been made in compact sys
tems employing 8-inch woolers. Acoustic
Research set the pace a year or so ago
with its helty-sounding AR-4 (357). Since
then. severial other deserving compacts
have joined the procession: the Electro-
Voice E-V Seven (565), with continuously
variable tweeter control: the three-way
University Ultra-D (899.50); the Utah
twin-tweeter PRO2 (554.95): a new outhit,
Cizck. has come out with an exciting shelf
Maodel 201 (559500 and the Wharfedale
W30 (569.95), with “Acoustic Compensa-
tion Conwrol” for both mid- and high-
frequency ranges. An intriguing variant
in smallspeaker  design comes  [rom
Circle-O-Phonic  (Copenhagen  Models.
599), whose engineers seem to have solved
the problem of cfiective sound dispersion
by mounting the mid-high-range speaker

190 on a rotating shaft. When the system

is turned on. a tiny electric motor surts
the speaker whirling and radiates sound
in all direciions through an enclosure
open on lour sides.

To do justice to one of the top-category
power sources. vou'll need to get into
the 12-inch-and-up wooler bracket. and
the prolusion ol models here is cven
more lavish. Large bookshell design s
still dominated by the stndard-seuwing
AR5 (5225) and KLH Model Four
(3251). But, ameng this vear's clegam
new arrivils, vou'd do well 1o invesugate
the Jensen PR-2000 (S179.50), UTC
“Maximus 77 (S189), University “Moni
tor” (3159.75) and Fisher XIP-9 (5199.50)
all of them are three-way svstems of
wide range and smooth response, but
with subtly varying characteristics to suit
differing listening tastes. If vou don’t
opt for the bookshell approach, you'll
find a growing assortment of floorstand-
ing models. One such is the new KLH
Maodel Twelve (5219.95), a four-speaker
acoustic-suspension floor unie that pro-
vides Tour diffevent level controls Tor
precision adjustment of cach Irequency
range. Another is the JBL Lancer 101
(5351). which oflers a welcome departure
from traditional speaker decor by inlay-
ng a slab ol marble on the wp and em-
ploying hand-carved fraawork  lor the
grille. Marbletop siyling is also lavored
by Empire in an updated version of the
cylindrical “Grenadier”™  Model  8000P
(5205). now [eituring removable adjust-
ments [or hass response. 1f you [ancy
the [andango and go for Spanish fur-
nishings, by all mems ke a look at
University's “Mediterrancan™  (3300),  a
hepragonal  pedestal  system with three
separate level controls.

The confirmed fdelitist who happily
inds himsell lolling about in baronial
digs and has a poke 1o match should set-
tle for nothing less than the optimum in
wansducers. You can put the equivalent
of Cinerama in vour living room with 2
pair of Alec’s “Voice ol the Theater”
systems, which now come ensconced in
sturdy  walnut - cabinetry - (Model AT
500W. §493). Other magnificent mon-
sters worthy of the most demanding cars
include Bozak's Model B-1000 (5495),
Klipsch's “Klipschorn™ (5514 up). Elee
tro-Voice's Patrician 800 (5995) and JBL's
massive Paragon D000 (52250).

Midnight listeners will keep  neigh-
bors contenmt by donning a pair of head-
phones. No hardship ac all is involved
with the new featherlight sets coming
vour wayv, and the sound can be spectac
ularly vivid. Among the latest arrivals in
sterco  headgear are the Sharpe HA-B
(524.50%, from the Canadian outfit that
pioneered  liquid-filled  car  seals:  the
Koss KO-727 (534.95). with removable
cushions:  and  the  Telex  “Screnaa™
(359.95), which incorporates such  ve-
hnements as adjustable car-cup pressure,

clecrronic tone control and  detachable
cord. A handy adjunct 10 a set of com-
fortable phones is the Shure “Solo
Phone” amplifier (545), which packs all
the requisite solid-state clectronics into a
remarkably trim walnue box. for vielding
a power supply direetly o vour head-
phones and bypassing the regular am-
plifier.

From all the foregoing it will be ap-
parent that the 1966 crop ol components
is certain to satisly a diversity ol 1astes.
By mating individual picces with reason-
able care, a svstem can be talored w0 it
the requirements of any listening situa-
von. But il the embarrassment of com-
ponent riches makes the choice seem 1oo
perilous, several of the major manufac-
wwers have already done the assembling
for you in the form of modular systems—
a  [actory-packaged  threepicce set con-
sisting of record player. tuner and ampli-
fier in one cenwral module and 1wo
compattible speakers in marching  cab-
inewry. The prototype of these packaged
deals. KLH's Model Eleven in porwable
suitcase lorm, has now been updated to
include FM and a new Garrard. and re-
named Model Eleven-FM (5279.95). The
wp of the KLH line is the Model Twenty
Plus (5523). which houses works  and
speakers in three oiled-walnur cabinets
set on curved castaluminum  pedestals.
Harman-Kardon has recently joined the
modular vanks with its Model SC-440
(5399),  comprising  Garrard  changer,
AM/FM quner, 36-wate amplilier and a
pair ol acoustic-suspension speakers with
10-inch woolers. 11 you preler to choose
your own speakers but like the con-
venience of  oncunit  construcuon  for
wurntable /tuner famplifier,  the  answer
will be found in the Benjamin 200-FM
(5320.50) or Sylvania CSIUW (5359.50).
Concertone  adds  an aumtomaticreverse
tape deck 1o the changer /tuner [amplifier
trio in s single-package “Audio Com-
posium”™ Model 814 (5799.95).

Our opening opumism with respect 1o
the current audio situation has, we hope,
been amply substantiated. Value received
per dollar expended is ar an all-time high
in this 1966 ligh-hdelity marker. Bear
in mind hat prices quoted here are list.
Except for a [ew protected lines. goodly
discounts  are  the general vule. The
wmount that's lopped off list price will
usually move in inverse proporuon o
the amount of loving ce the dealer s
prepared 10 bestow on the merchandise
once it leaves his shop. Our advice 15 10
postpone il payment uniil  delivery
and installation—a  gambit which  pro-
vides reasonable insurance aganst  the
possibility  of vour receiving  damaged
cquipment.  II everything  arvives in
prime working order, s likely to re-
main that way for a long ume o come.




“It’s the famous Blacksione Diamond—and this is
the curse that goes with it!”
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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
items advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy
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CONTINENTAL TRIO

FLEMING'$ OCTOFPUSSY

“OCTOPUSSY"—BEGINNING A PREVIOUSLY UNPUBLISHED NOV-
ELETTE BY 1AN FLEMING, IN WHICH JAMES BOND'S ADVERSARY
IS A MURDERER WITHIN HIS MAJESTY'S SECRET SERVICE

“WE’'RE HAPPENING ALL OVER, BABY!"—THE MOTIVES AND
MEANING OF THE NEW GENERATION OF ANTI-ESTABLISHMENT
SOCIAL ACTIVISTS—BY NAT HENTOFF

A PLAYBOY PANEL ON LAW ENFORCEMENT AND INDIVIDUAL
RIGHTS—WITH MELVIN BELLI, ACLU HEAD JOHN PEMBER-
TON, JR., EX-FBI MAN WILLIAM TURNER AND OTHERS

“REVELATIONS”—A PICTORIAL PREVIEW OF CALIFORNIA'S
LATEST, BAREST VARIATION ON THEATRICAL “HAPPENINGS"

“0'HARA’S LOVE”—CUCKOLDING HIS FRIEND WAS EASY, BUT
LIVING WITH THE KNOWLEDGE OF WHAT HE HAD DONE WAS
MORE THAN HE COULD BEAR—BY PIETRO DI DONATO

“TRIO CON BRIO"—IN ITALY, ENGLAND AND GERMANY,
PLAYBOY FINDS THREE CINEMATIC SEX SIRENS WHO WILL BE
MAKING THEIR MARK ON OUR SHORES

“THE CONTEMPORARY PLANESMAN'"—A HIGH-FLYING AP-
PRAISAL OF THE PLUSH PRIVATE PLANES AVAILABLE TO THE
FAST-MOVING EXECUTIVE AT WORK AND AT PLAY

“A NEW SET OF SEXUAL MORES"—A WITTY, WAY-OUT PRO-
POSAL FOR THE INTRODUCTION OF “TRITALAMONOMY"™ AS A
SOLUTION TO TODAY'S MARITAL WOES—BY AURO ROSELLI

“DESPAIR"”—CONTINUING A MAJOR NOVEL BY ONE OF THE
WORLD'S FOREMOST LITERARY GIANTS—VLADIMIR NABOKOV



§ YEARS OLD. II#PIJHTIIIH BOTTLE FROM CANADA BY Hﬂﬂi WALKER IMF l ERS |

ELISOFON () 1965 HIRAM WALKER IMFORTERS INC.

Krone, of Assmannshausen on the Rhine, greets you
with Hirschkalbsteak “Schwarzwalder Art” and Canadian Club

The wine cellar of this proud old German inn dates back to 1541,

the early days of the Hapsburg Dynasty. The golden Guest Book thunders with
great names out of history. Many of the recipes are several centuries old.

One regal specialty is poached Rhine salmon. Another is venison steak in
cream sauce, Black Forest style. You’ll find Canadian Club here, too.

Enjoy it in short ones before dinner, and tall ones after.

'?1- Why this whisky’s universal popularity? It has the
Ve ® : lightness of Scotch and the smooth satisfaction of
1o wem saken ooren Eumseem . BOUTDON. NoO other whisky tastes quite like it. Try
SUPPLIERS OF ‘CAnaDuN CLb WHISEY (0 1o djan Club—the world’s lightest whisky—this very

HIRAM WALKER & SONS LIMITED ) L
WALKERVILLE. CANADA evening. It's “The Best In The House”" in 87 lands.
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