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Turnpikes can be tame. So get out and rough ic.
Explore mountain crails, cobblestone streets, hair-
pin turns. Push into areas where differenuals,
transmissions and tires are sorely tried. Steering
and suspension are strained. For here's the real
test. Here's where you'll find Firestone's 125-m.p.h.
tire: the Super Sports "500." Firestone ures have
been found everywhere that man and machine have
ventured—Indianapolis 500, Pikes Peak, Wartkins
Glen, Daytona, Mexican Road Rally, and Bonne-
ville. Tt 1s chis history, this hentage, that has
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enabled Firestone to build the most rugged rubber
on wheels. Our newest: a 125-m.p.h. ure (greac for
60-m.p.h. drivers, too). The toughness 1s in the
tread —a tread witch special racing construction that
welds 1t to the nylon cord body, a tread with
unique bars that eliminate wavering during extreme
speed or stress, a tread that laps up the wall of the
ure, that wraps around to provide cleat-like traction
on curves. The tradition, the tread, the ure: the
Super Sports “500.” After all, your safety is our
business ar Firestone. cson g



a most provocative Perfume

Extract, Perfume Mist, Eau de Lanvin, Dusting Powder, Talc, Soap, Bath Oil.




Hey, shirt...
let’s see how permanently pressed you are.

You can’t blame a girl for being skeptical.
No permanently pressed shirt

\ ever looked like that before.
That sock ‘em plaid.

Those two-fisted colors.

And that taper.

No holds barred there.

Pressed the day it was made.

And never needs pressing again, mmm?

- Wily old Van Heusen, you promise a lot.

v Show me, shirt.
— : I’m from Missouri.

Permanently Pressed Vanopress by

VAN HEUSEN 417

younger by design

Van Hewusen Men's Wear [ Boys” Wear | Men's Todetnes [ Lagy Yan Heusen



DEIGHTON DISALLE

PI-AYBII- ALLISON PARKS, PLAYBOY's contribution to

our national physical-itness program, is a
professional swimming instructress and amateur aviatrix from
Glendale, California, who served fetchingly as last October’s
Playmate. She returns to our cover (her cover debut: the
reclining charmer who welcomed you to last December’s holi-
day issue) as our seventh Playmate of the Year, succeeding
Jo Collins. who vecemly returned from South Viemmam after
flying hallway around the world o boost the morale ol the
oflicers and men of Company B, 2nd Battalion. 503vd In-
fanuy and the 173rd Airborne Brigade. Her mission: to
personally deliver, at the behest of Editor-Publisher Hugh
M. Hefner, a lifetime praveoy subscripiion 1o men of the
company and brigade. You'll find the details of her overseas
adventures in an eight-page spread within. In owr gateflold,
we present Dolly Read. our fivst Plavmate [rom London’s
Marvlebone, where Sherlock Holmes and Doctor Watson once
stalked archeriminals Prolessor Moriarty and Colonel Sebastian
Moran. Dolly, who will soon be helloing kevholders in our
new London Playboy Club, is one of six English lasses trained
in Chicago for British Bunnvdom. The others—Doreen Allen,
Kathleen Bascombe, Joan Findlay, Catherine MacDaonald and
Maggic Adam—are also fetchingly on hand as Dollv's sup-
porting cast. Dolly is an outstanding example of the beanty
that abounds in the Tight Liule Tsle. and is also wypically
British in her fraukness. Asked. in the preliminary question-
naire customarily sent to prospective Plavmates. o describe her
particular peeve. she replied with prompt and commendable
candor: “Filling out forms like this one.” Dolly’s own form
is a well-hilled-our 37-24-37.

The gatefold photo of Dolly was shot by Pompeo Posar and
supervised. as is all our phorography, by Vincent T. Tajiri,
Picture  Editor turned awthor in this assue. Tajiri’s Snap
Decisions, compiled with a pantomimic assist [rom comedian
Woody Allen. is a wide-angle look at the newest and best of
shutterbug gear, Fellow suafler Foad and Drink Editor Thomas
Mario inspects the wo-olten-underrated domestic grape and
the accouterments necded for its proper storage and service in
The Case for Amevican Wines. Our resident vinophile also
initiates us into the rechniques of that delighilul socal rie. the
wine-tasting partv. For authoritative advice on the wearwithal
to allairs of a more casual nature, we suggest the bold new
tun in lighoweight blazers imnovated by Fashion Director
Robert L. Green in Boss Tuweed.

Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr.. Presidential advisor, Pulitzer
Prize—winning biographer of Andrew Jackson. chronicler of
Franklin D. Roosevelt's New Derl, and the suthor of the hest-
sclling A Thousand Days, is the subject of our Playboy Inier-
viewe, conducted by Alvin Tolller, riavioy contributor, former
Fortune associate eduor and author of The Culture Consumers,

The rising tide of sentiment against capital punishment in
the U.S. indicues that, now more than ever, this moral issue
is one of national import. The legislatures of New York, lowa,
Vermont and West Virginia abolished the death penaly in
1963, and the people ol Oregon voted against it a vear earlier
it has also been outlawed in the United Kingdom) . One of
its most outspoken and articulate foesis the Honorable Micluiel
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MANNIX TAJIRL

V. DiSalle, former governor of Ohio, who jeopardized his
public career rather than abandon his fight against execution.
He is the distinguished author of Capital Punishment: The
Barbaric Anachronism in rraveoy this month, and of The
Peower of Life oy Death. recentdy published by Random House.

Most elusive of today’s usually nonclusive writers of sus
pense is Len Deighton, a 87-vearold Englishman and the
author of this issue's Why Does My Avt Go Boom?, a personal
report on the curvent, omnipresent spy craze. Deighton’s hooks.
The Billion Dollar Brain. Funeral in Bevlin, The Iperess File
and others, have been read by more than 3.000.000 aficionados
in Linguages ranging ivom Finnish to Siamese (including Turk
ish. Malayan, Japanese and Crech): yet. behind this literary
limehghe, the man himsell remains incommunicado. in an
obscure but impeccable hideawav in Portugal or an off-track
auberge in Provence. returning o London now and then for
a chat with his tailor in Bond Street, o cup of 1ea ar Claridge’s
and a flecting visit to his publisher in Fleet Street. (IT we may
be permitted to boast. we should like to note that within the
last six. months rraveoy has had the unique distinction of
publishing original works by the world's three leading spy
nmasters—Deighton, John Le Carré and the late Tan Fleming.)

A Tar more accessible fellow than Deighton, Dan Aannix,
shown above with a slitherv friend. not onlv claims to be a
legitimate master of Hindu legerdemain. but also earns a sub
stantial living writing about his fellow practitioners of this
studied art. Mannix has long been hooked on Oriental magic.
At the age of 20 he joined a raveling cunival as residem
sword swallower, firc-eater and general all-around conjurer.
once set himsell afive. adding an unintentional picee de vésis-
tance 1o his act. In How io Be a Faquir. he explains. among
other things, how to walk upon a pit of live coals. sleep on a
bed of nails. and bury onesell alive—advice. we believe, that
in these troubled times perhaps may be of some practical use.

A third adventurer is Geoffrey Bocea, biographer of Queen
Elizabeth, Winston Churchill and the Duchess of Windsor.
captive of and escapee from the Nazis in World War Two,
professional wanderer, semiprofessional soccer plaver, seaman
aboard a torpedocd g and onctime sweater salesman
Gimbel's department store. He s the author of this month's
Brava Costas!, a mouth-watering look at the swinging delights
available along the Mediterranean shores of Spain,

In fction we present a wide variety ol rewarding reading.
There's The Roach Powder in the Maple Walnut, wherein
rravaoy vegulir Bernard Wolle presents a second episode
in the escapades of Simon. the sex-raddled ghostwriter (the
first: How Simon Gol His Burcau. February 1966). The
Eastern Sprints is the tale of a boat race that had 10 be won
and of a girl worth the wimming. 10ld by a writer new o
rraveoy, 22vear-old Tom Mayer, a Harvard dropout, author
of a book of short stories and, ar present, “the finest goddamn
first-base coach in Cenwal Mexico,” where he is also writing a
novel. Anothor author debuting in rLaveoy is Frank Dobinson,
whaose The Master Copy is his st published fiction. When
not pounding his tvpewriter, Dobinson is a rescarch chemist
living in Chapel TLll, North Carolina. Finally Pieno di Donato
is with ws again with a voll in The Hayloft. So rvead on.
Peruse the joys within—and gather ye rosebuds while ye May.

3



PLAYBO

Collins : P. 144

Cameras P. 121

GENERAL OFFICES: PLAYECY BUILDING, 232 E.
OHIO STREET, CHICAGOD, ILLINOIS H06%1. RETURN
FOSTAGE MUST ACCOMPANY ALL MANUSCRIPTS, DRAW-
INGS AND PHOTOGRAPHS SUEMITTED IF THEY ARE
TO BE RETURNED AND NO RESPONSIBILITY CAN BE
ASSUMED FOR UNSOLICITED MATERIALS. CONTENTS
COPYRIGHTED @ 19668 BY HMH PUBLISHING CO.,
INC. ALL RIGHTS RESERVED. NOTHING MAY BE RE-
PRINTED IN WHOLE OR IH FART WITHOUT WRITTEN
FERMISSION FROM THE PUBLISHER. ANY SIMILARITY
BETWEEN THE PECPLE AND PLACES IN THE FICTION
AND SEMIFICTION IN THIS MAGAZINE AND ANY REAL
PEOPLE AND PLACES 15 PURELY COINCIDENTAL
COVER: MODEL ALLISON PARKS, PHOTOGRAPH
BY 4 EARRY O ROURKE OTHER FPHOTOGRAPHY
BY: DOM BRONSTEIN, P. 3; MARIO CASILLI, P.
136, 144; LARRY GORDON, P. 106, W11 (2},
12, 113 STEPHEN GREEN-ARMYTAGE, P. 110, 111
J. EARRY O'ROURKE. P. |08, 106, 1I1: POMPED
POSAR, P. 110, 112, 113 «3), 117 (2;: RICHARD
SAUNDERS, P. 3, T5: ALEXAS URBA, P. 3, 104,
112. P 103 ILLUSTRATION BY MICHAEL SALISBURY

PLAYHOY, MAY, 1566, VoL. 13, O, 5
PFUBLISHED MONTHLY £Y HMH PUBLISHING CO.,
INC ., IN MHATIOKAL AND REGIONAL EDITIONS PLAY.-
BOY BUILDIMG, 232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO, ILL.
(130 ] SECOND CLASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGO.
ILLINCIS. AND AT ADDITIONAL MAILING OFFICES
SUBSCRIPTIONS: IN THE U. 5., §B FOR ONE YEAR.

vol. 13, no. 5—may, 1966

Y

CONTENTS FOR THE MEN’'S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

PLAYBILL ... - 3
DEAR PLAYBOY .. . . .. R 9
PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS . e : 19
THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR .. . 3 ST I |
PLAYBOY'S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK —travel ... . PATRICK CHASE 55
THE PLAYBOY FORUM. ..o nane o e e N Ol 7/
THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY —editorial . HUGH M. HEFNER 69
PLAYBOY INTERVIEW: ARTHUR SCHLESINGER, JR.—candid conversation. 75
THE ROACH POWDER IN THE MAPLE WALNUT —fiction_____ BERNARD WOLFE 86

BRAVA COSTAS!—travel
THE MASTER COPY —fiction.
WHY DOES MY ART GO BOOM? —arlicle..

GEOFFREY BOCCA 9
FRANK DOBINSON 101
LEN DEIGHTON 103

THE CASE FOR AMERICAN WINES—drink.................... THOMAS MARIO 104
THE EASTERN SPRINTS—fFiction cenenemnee—. TOM MAYER 108
BUNNY FROM BRITAIN—playboy's playmate of the menth . . 110
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—humor._ ... .. . 118

SNAP DECISIONS—modern living. .. VINCENT T. TAJIRI 121
THE HAYLOFT—fiction. e....PIETRO DI DONATO 127
CAPITAL PUNISHMENT —article . MICHAEL DISALLE 129
BOSS TWEED —atiire.. ROBERT L. GREEN 130
HOW TO BE A FAQUIR—article DANIEL P. MANNIX 135

PLAYMATE OF THE YEAR—pictorial . i 136
THE CUNNING OF KHALBAS THE CUCKOLD—ribald classic.._.._ .. . 143
PLAYMATE FIRST CLASS: JO COLLINS IN VIETNAM —pictorial essay .. ... 144

LORD LOVE A TEEVEE JEEBIE—satire .. ... ... SHEL SILVERSTEIN 154
LITTLE ANNIE FANNY —satire__........._.......HARVEY KURTZMAN and WILL ELDER 225

HUGH M. HEFNER editor and publisher
A. C. SPECTORSRY assoctate publisher and editovial divector
ARTHUR PAUL art dirvector

JACK J. KESSIE snanaging editor VINCENT 1. TAJIRI prcture editor

SHELDON WAX sentor edilor; PEVER ANDREWS, FRANK DE BLOIS, MURRAY FISHER, NAT
LEHRMAN, WILLIAM MACKLE associate editors; ROBERT L. GREEN [ashion director;
DAVID TAYLOR associale fashion edilor; THOMAS MARW0 food & drink editor;
PATRICK CNASE Dravel editor; |. rauL GETTY contributing editor, business & finance;
CHARLES BEAUMONT, RICHARD GEMMAN, KEN W. rURY  conlributing  editors;
ARLENL BOURAS cofry chicf; ROGER WIDENER assistanl edilor; BEV CHAMBERLAIN ds-
sociate picture editor; BONNIE BOVIK assistant picture edifor; MARIO CASILLI, LARRY
GORDON, ]. BARRY OROURKE, POMPEO POSAR, JERRY YULSMAN staff ;;Jrufogmp."u-:;s_—
STAN MALINOWSKL contribuling pfwfugmphu; FRED GLASER miodels’ styvlist: wean
AUSTIN assoctale art divector; JOsEPIL PACZER  assistanl  arl  diveclor; WALTER
KRABENYCH ard assistant; JOEN MASTRO prmhtﬂinu manager; ALLY N VARGO assistani
production manager; AT pAreas vights and permissions e HOWARD W. LEDERER
advertising director; joserst ran adverlising  manager; JULES KASE assaclale
adverlising wmanager; SUERMAN  REATS clicago  advertising manager;  josern
CUENTHER defroil adverlising manager; NELSON FUTCHE promotion director; aELMUI
LORsCH publicily manager; BENNY DUNN public relations manager; ANSON MOUNY
public affairs manager; Eo reepErIck personnel divector; JANEY rILGRIM reader
service; WALTER HowarTH  subseription  fulfillment manager; FIDON  SELLERS
special projects; ROBYRT S. PREUSS business manager & cirenlation direclor.



More than just a change of pace
from beer. Significantly more.

Country Club Malt Liquor starts where
beer leaves off. And keeps on going. The
wonder is how any drink can look so light,
yet taste sospirited. Try a couple six-packs,
and see if you don’t develop a

crush on Country Club.
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PLAYBOY

HAVEN'T TRIED SMIRNOFF? WHERE IN THE WORLD HAVE YOU BEEN?

=)

You've really been out of touch if vou haven't explored Smirnoff with orange juice. with
tomalto juice. with 7-Up™ (in the new Smirnoff Mule}. Or discovered that crystal clear
Smirnofl makes the dryest Martinis. the smoothest drink on-the-rocks. Only Smirnofi.
filtered through 14.000 pounds of activated charcoal, makes so many wonderful drinks

Get acquainted
offer: Try the
delicious dninks

so wonderfully well. Don’t wait any longer. Let the next Smirnoff launching be yours! you've been
missing with this
P = new half quart
tle.
Always ask for mirin VODKA sampler bot

&' Now available

It leaves you breathless® ' in most states
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THE REAL FELLINI

Belore T read vour February interview
with Federico Fellin, T had violently
mixed leclings about him, both as a story-
teller and as a director. Although 1 fele
Nights of Cabiria was a true cinematic
masterpicce—touching,  funny,  highly
onginal—I found the others brilliam
but conlusing, and therelore Irustrating
10 me.

But now that I have read vour mter-
view, T want to sce these pictures again,
with different eyes. You have given me
the key to Fellini. Your questions are so
apt and his answers so [ull of warmth,
cnthusiasm and the honest searching of
a true artst that I leel that up w now 1
have misjudged him. Thanks for giving
me and perhaps others like me a chance
o leel lus true stature. He is rare.

Joshua Logan
New York, New York

We've pleased to learn that a stage and
sereen wrier, divector and producer of
the stature of Joshwa Logan (7 Mister
Robevts,” “South Pacific,” “Pienic” and
“Bus  Stop”  among  many  others)
sarned so much msight from our Fellini
inlerotew.

I have read with interest the interview
with Fellimi. My compliments to you for
your perlect portaval ol his personality.
I would like to add on the basis of my
own personal experience that Felling has
a magical way ol transmiting his passion
to people—like myself, lor example—mnd
of wking them straight from life and at
no young age, and making actors out of
them, Furthermore, seeing him at work
on the set, he reminds me ol Aichel
angelo who, when absorbed in creating
his masterpieces, was lost to the reality ol
the outside world

Guido Albert
Rome, laly

I don’t know how you do it, but again
you have come up with an excellent in-
terview. Federico Fellint is every bit as
mteresting a person as I assumed he was
from his hlms. He is a man who seems o
know himsell well. T was glad w find the
symbolism in several scenes of his movies
clarified, as there were many possible ex-
planations. Although I don’t agree with
all of his views on marriage and sex, his

opinions are indeed interesting and en-

lighiening. [ am, now, very much looking

forward 1o seeing Juliet of the Spivits.
Robert Lippold
Woodstock, Illinos

RE RIO

Complhiments on February's The Guvls
of Rwo—a splendid prctorial. A special
thanks gocs 10 whichever of vour lhine
photographers, Pompeo Posin or Lugene
Anthony, combined wste and an artistic
seutng in capturing the alluring form of
Molly Perers.

Howard Guralnick
New York, New York
The thanks go to Pompeo,

The three of us have been admirers of
vour magazine for many vears. But the
February issue ol rLavBoy was unusually
rewarding. We must comment on the
pictorial essay The Gurls of Rio, and
especially. Ann Smyrner. We were  de-
lighted with the new and refreshing ap-
proach to the artistic use of the human
body. We feel this s a significant aes.
thetic picture underlining pLavsoy's phi-
losophy on the Ireedoms of sex and
the press.

Herk Baker

Ron McCarley

Jerry Gibson

East Tennessee State University
Johnson Cuy, Tennessee

Congratnlations on vour decision 1o
forgo the hy leal Tor Miss Smyrner. A
magazine devoted i part 1o porraying
the lemale form should not restrain it
sell from capruring on occasion the com-
plete beauy of a woman.

G. Benneu
Berkeley, California

As a carwoca studyving (%) here at Flor-
ida State, 1 offer my congratulations on
vour [lascinaung articdde on Rio. You
have skillfully captured both the beauy
we canocas are so proud of and the fun-
loving wmosphere that we advocate so
much. My wirmest thanks for making
me so understandably homesick.

Michael P. Fox
Florida State University
Tallahassee, Florida
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Eagle's Cool Combo of Dacron*
polyester, wool and lustrous mohair
shapes up as the year's suavest trop-
ical . . . in stripes and other forward-

fashion weaves.
*DuPont Polyester Trademark

EAGLE CLOTHES, INC., ROCKEFELLER CENTER
1290 Avenue of the Americas, Mew York, M. Y. 10019
Also Melbourne, Australia; Santiago, Chile; Caracas, Venezuela.



Saturday night. You’re going

to a Humphrey Bogart Festival.
Aside from carrying yourown .38,
there are some appropriate
things you can do.

Wear a striped suit for one. It’s the
kind of thing that'll set you apart
from the mass of guys in their mass
of solid suits. In other words, be an
individual. Cricketeer makes some
very individualistic striped suits.
Thin and subtle, in a great blend of
559% Dacron®, 45% worsted. About
$65.00. And call your date Slim, even
if she doesn’t qualify.

Not to be mistaken for the Maltese Fal-
con. This is the Caswell/ Massey bird:
an award Cricketeer always seems to
be winning forour guutf I(J(kalig clothes.

They just don’t make mean guys
the way they used to.

Remember those old Sam Spade-type
raincoats? Forget about them. Get a
Cricketeer instead.

CRICKETEER

At most knowledgeable stores. Or write Cricketeer, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York for your free

copy of Knowmanship 11, a young man’s guide to Social Triumphs. *DuPont Reg. Tm. for its polyester fiber.

LOVE LETTERS
When T read the footnote at the bot
tom ol page 103 of the February praveoy
(A Little Lexicon of Love by Ray Rus-
sell), T seemed 1o hear a series ol short
conversations running through my mind.
They all start with the same question
by the young man: F#2)?
The eager young lady replies: FIME.
The cheap chippie answers: Fé¢h.
The old pro: FSSk.
A literary agent's seoretary: FO 90k,
The girl with reserviwtions: F( k.
And, finally, that girl of our dreams,
the nymphomaniac: F&&k.
Randall Garrett
New York, New York

Many thanks for Ray Russell’s uproar-
iously funny F!!!'note.
Carl Scott Zimmerman
Bellevue, Nebraska

A Little Lexicon of Love is both en-
tertaining  and informative;  however,
“17th Century England’s Swiving™ was
originally swyve, which was derived from
swyvel or swivel, meaning to  sorew
around. The omission ol swiving’s his-
tory by Mr. Russcll is more serious than
it might seem—primarily because  the
screw is a {form of the simplest ool known
1o man.

W. E. Williams
Brooklyn, New York

Perhaps Ray Russell, his literary love
ol alliteration revealed by both his name
and the tide of lis work, would like to
add the house of horizontal hospitality
to his long list of loving ladics™ lively
lodgings.

I. W, Danby
Kingston, Ontario

GRAPES OF WRATH
The January articles by Mortimer
Adler and Chifton Fadmman were inter-
esting and enlightening, but both ol the
artidles, 1 believe, erred i their exclu
sion of John Steinbeck as a possible can-
didate for authorship in The Great
Books of 2066, Surcly Mr. Steinbeck has
the necessary aredentials. Among some
ol his notable citations are the Nobel
Prize and the Pulitzer Prize. 1 think 1
speak for a great number ol Stembeck
enthusiasts in suggesting that Dr. Adler
and Mr. Fadiman reconsider their hasty
predictions.
Peter B. (:U})i}n
Lincoln, IHhinois

HIP HOORAYS

I have just finished reading February's
Jazz "66 and the results of the Playboy
Jazz. Poll. Congratulations on another
fine job. I was particularly pleased with
the advancement of the Ramsey Lewis
Trio. As a college student, I can atwest to



*EAST COAST P.0O.E. FOR OVERSEAS OELIVERY AND OTHER 'NFORMATION, WRITE: THE BRITISH MOTOR CORP,
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Now you can stop envying
the men who race sports
cars at Sebring and Le Mans
Because now you can get the same kind
of thrill at the wheel of an MGB/ GT.
The pure excitement of eating
up miles in a machine all MG to its
British core. The MGB/GT (with enough
gusto to reach speeds of 105 mph plus)
whistles you from here to there before
your favorite lady has time to
change her mind. As you take a curve

[ HamBRO, INC., OEPT.E-11. 734 GRANC AVENUE, RIDGEFIELD, NEW JERSEY

| L I_".'j-"‘. 3‘*‘%

INTRODUCING THE MGR/GT.

A QUIETLY SENSATIONAL TOURING MACHINE

STEEPED IN BRITISH LUXURY.

YET PRICED AT A MODEST S8:3.095.

along the way its race-proved
suspension keeps you on the level.

And its fade-free disc brakes never vary
in stopping power —no matter how
much braking you do.

Along with authentic MG sports car
performance, you get a car full

of luxury bits as standard equipment.
Hide leather upholstered bucket seats.
Padded, no-glare dash. Full instru.
mentation (complete with tachometer).
Electric windshield wipers.

Windshield washer. Wall-to-wall
carpeted luggage area.

60-spoke wire wheels. And sound-
procofing throughout so you can catch
her slightest whisper at turnpike speeds.
If all this makes the MGB/ GT sound
outrageously extravagant, it is. Al except
the price —an astonishing $3,095* for
MG magic in an exciting new shape.

See it at your nearest MG/ Austin Healey
dealer. And may we urge haste lest

you keep the lady waiting.



PLAYBOY

Jolie

Long after other perfumes
have left the party,
‘Jolie Madame’
is still going strong.

The most sophisticated
fragrance in all Paris.

. BALMAIN.

a ground swell of collegiate enthusiasm
for this fine jazz wio. Ramsey Lewis, Ll
Dee Young and Red Hole have been
pouring out “the swectest sounds™ [oy
several years. It's good 1o see thar they
have finally achieved the national rvecog-
nition they deserve.

Donald R. Robinson

Ball Ste Universuy

Muncaie, Indiana

Congratulations are in order for an-
other line Jazz Poll coverage. The com-
mentary by Nat Hentoft was  simply
superh.

William ]. McEncancey
Fast Providence, Rhode Island

The Plavboy Jazz Hall of Fame was
an excellent wdea. While T find it hard 10
see how Dive Brubeck could score over
people like Duke Ellington, Ella Fitzger
ald and Count Basie. 1 loudly applaud
the victories of Louis Armstrong  and
Frank Sinauwa,

Ed Oldani
Michigan State University
East Lansig, Michigan

WOLFE MAN
Febrwary's How Simon Got His Bu-

rean has got o be the best short story
ever to appear in your magazine. 10
there are Oscas {for stories, Bernard
Wolle has my ardent support. Let’s have
much more ol his work!

DG

Yale Umniversity

New Haven, Connecticut

WINDSOR WELCOME
You've come up with vour all-time

greatest Playnune in Miss February, Me-

lindia Windsor. She gets my vote lor Play

nate of the Year. In [act, she gets my

vote for Playmate ol All Time.
Hinrley Faulkner
Hollywood. Calilornia

Truism passed on from Maur Wein-
stock’s colimn in the Los Angeles Times
ol Januwary [9:

reaysoy magazane’s Playmate of
the Month is Melinda Windsor, 21,
38-23:36, a psychology  major  at
UCLA, desaibed  redundamly  as
“opulently  endowed.” Can't help
wondering il the Bruin loothall 1eam
vot an advance look ar Melinda's
profile and then went out and
knocked off AMichigan State in the
Rose  Bowl. Somcthing  inspired
them.

5. L. Giitord
Los Angeles, Calilornia

NEGRITUDE AND CADILLACS

Mr. Farmer's article, Mood Ebony, in
vour February issue was an interesting
rehash of what we've been hearing all
along, and he does a magnificent job of

ignoring the cause of negative attiudes
ol many Americans that will continue o
negate any progress oward true integra-
tion. His article, and the citire  civil
rights movement begins with the prem
ise that Negroes have bheen held down,
intmidaned, segregmed and persecured:
and indeed they have, Towever. all reac
von begins ar this level, Never do we
hear of an investigation ol why. in the
hearts ol the majority ol whites, there s
prejudice and  distrus,

He quotes Dick Gregory as saving, Ul
a black man wants 1o skip 5000 lunches
to buy a Cadillac, why shouldn’t he™ 1
this s the case. then, hell yes, he
should! But here in the Los Angeles
arcit, the people are preuy sick and virved
ol supporung wellare programs because
wo many hive also skipped giving thea
wives and children 5000 meals, skipped
their rent and skipped out

Throughout the artice are indications
ol how action groups, new  legishinion
and political influence e needed. No
where is there recognivion that the crone
rale among Negroes is lantastic. The
people do know thus, and it is bhut anoth
cr reason lor the major problem-—ihe
terrible image ol the Negro in Americ.
True or lalse, most whites think ol the
coloved as  comributing  linde 10 om
country. e ol a Negro Eiily consist
ing ol the Lather off someplace driving
his Cadillac while wellare supports his
Lamily. People don’t have mudh sympsa-
thy for those who constundy blone oih-
ers for their problems while demanding
speciad privileges for themselves. Equal-
v s one thing, bhin the demands ol
Negroes now are lor rights above and be
yond those ol non-Negroes. No one can
honestly deny the plight of the Negro.
Bt neither can the Negro deny his own
shortcomings. Riglis ol citzenship are
inherited. but acceptance and
must be enrned.

1 l."-l Wi

George Ousley

Pasadenc, Calilornia

We suspect that you wonld have io
seavch long and far to find a Jantily, black:
or white, on welfave that also viens a
Cadidlac. The bleal: fact 1s that o wrosi
states and cities the amonnt of money
allotied by welfave is fav [yom enongh to
allow s vecrpuents a life of wiimal dig
wity. The further foact w5 that the great
n.-rr.;m."h' of those veceromg pubilie fundds
are women awed cloldven, As Jor the ooer-
all theme of your letter, YOu secm re
markalbily wnaivare that vacism and selhite
apathy have maintained  peroasive jol
discriminalion agamst Negroes. mmferion
educational facilities for Negroes and de-
teviorating shetio housime. To tall about
tulich
mare complicated than you vecognize,
because, for one thing, those in the
ghetto are often avvested for yeasons that
wonld nol bring someone in the white
middle class an arrvest record) is (o again
tgnore the fundamental reason why «

crime  rales are, IMooany  cuse.



rortrel: for the good life.

unconventionally ' conventionally
long wear styled suit
‘! &

Fortrel keeps it neat and wrinkle-free. Cut along conventional lines with natural shoulders in a
Burlington Men's Wear luxurious, lightweight poplin of Fortrel polyester and Zantrel 700 ELANESE ORTREL

M. WILE tailors this Classic by Don R-chards for the man on the go. In or out of the suitcase,

rayon. A completerange of sizesand s wide variety of colors. Available atfine stores everywhere.

A CONTEMPORARY FASHION FIBER
Celanese®  Fortrel® is a trademark of Fiber Industries, Inc.
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BEEFEATER
BEEFEATER.

IMPORTED ENGLISH GIN

...the ALL-PURPOSE MEN’S LOTION, $2.00, $3.50, $6.50...the BATH SOAP, $3.00
...the PRE-SHAVE LOTION, $1.50...the ALL-PURPOSE POWDER, $1.50
...the SHAVING CREAM, $2.00...the SHOWER SOAP ON A CORD, $2.00
-..the HAIR DRESSING, $1.50...the DEODORANT STICK, $1.00
...the AEROSOL DEODORANT, $1.50... the gift set of ALL-PURPOSE LOTION,
SHOWER SOAP and DEODORANT STICK, $5.00...other GIFT SETS from $3.00 to $10.00

©MEM COMPANY, INC., NORTHVALE, NEW JERSEY

disproporitonate pereentage of Negroes
are poor and without hope. Thal reason
i thal a disproportionate percentage of
Negroes have not yet been given any-
thing approaching an equal opporiuniiy.
And that is why men like James Farmer
are still in the vanguavd of the battle
for social change that will benefit all
Americans.

I very much enjoved both of Mr.
Farmer's articles. particularly the second,
in vour February issue. How nice it has
been o sav, "1 was tolerant wday; I'm
good!” Perbaps now I can say. "1 was
wolerant today: so whae!™

J. Lamar
Houston, Texas

SIGHTS AND SOUNDS
As a paimer very much in the spirit ol
Ld Strautmanis’ work, I am appalled
by the overemplisis ol your commercial
display of TV sets, vadios, cte, which
cover up his handsome paintings in Feb-
ruary’s Sights and Sounds of "o6 [eaure.
Also. you do not have a word ol his ac
complishments or his biography, which
must be impressive. As a well-known and
long-time  professional  painter in the
Chicago area, I resent this lack of ac
knowledgment of his ability.
Murs. Ben Lazard
Highland ark, Hhinows
Two demerils for not yeading the Feb-
vuary “Playbill,” Mys. Lazard. Ed's pholo
and accomplishments  both  appeaved
theve. We're sorry you didn't hike the
cear with the art, but chacun i son goat.
Strantmanis thought of was great, as did
our audiophile and videophile 1caders,

COVER-GIRL KUDOS
I've been acquainted with pravesoy lor

several vears, but in thie time I have
not scen a cover that pleased me as much
as Febrwary's. Larry Gordon's photo s
superb.

Frank Walker

Newion, Massachuseus

Re vour February cover girl: More
Sissv—please. She doesn’t only belong on
the cover; she belongs in the gatelold.

Joe Millstone
Pikesville, Maryland

FOR THE UNMUTED MUSE
Kenneth Tynan's Jameary article, The

Royal Smut-Hound, was marvelous. Let
the  so-called  prudes stay  home  and
witch Walt Disney  pictwres. ll rake
John Osborne and Teunessee Williams
any day,

Maruin ]. Lone

Wiabash, Indixna

LUCRKY VIEWER

In vour Febrwwoy issue, Part VIL of
The History of Sex in Cinema states
i in the version ol the hlim Lucresa
Borgia seen in this country. the piciured
scene  (page 1} was Cexased. ol
course.” When I was an undergraduaie



Ducati is for the connoisseur. The rider who
demands quality craftsmanship. Therider who wants
a machine, not a toy. Is this you? Then Ducati is for
you. Definitely!

Ducati, you see, is made in ltaly where old-
world craftsmanship is still a fine art. The men who
make Ducati take pride in their work. They don't
hurry. They don’t cut corners. They lavish skillful
attention on every detail.

Like Ducati's exclusive gear-driven overhead
cam. Yes, gear driven.

Like Ducati's lower RPM with higher HP, which
means longer engine life. Years longer.

Expensive? Ducati's start as low as $229.

Check this price against mass-produced jobs.
And compare the quality while you're at it. 10 great
models to choose from. Look them over

now at your Ducati dealer’s. 5
Berliner Motor Cerp., Depl. P5, Hasbreuck Heights, H.J. '

The Thoroughbred of Motorcycles
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JADE EAST

A MAN'S COLOGNE b

COLOGNE AND AFTER SHAVE
COLOGNE $4.50 AFTER SHAVE $3.50 SWANK MEW YORK — SOLE DISTRIBUTOR

“How would you like 1o be botiered
for 3 stroight sets
by o Gonzoles Autogroph racket?
Bim! Bom! Boom!!
It's encugh to send on ordinary boll from
Forest Hills to Forest Lown.
But I'm o Spolding.
You con’t muss my fuzz, Poncho!
I've got ‘chompionship’ written all over me.”

Spalding gives you the professional edge.

at Western Reserve University in Cleve-
land. I anended a showing of the “origi-
nal. unexpwrgated version™ ol this film
at the now-defunce Mayhield Art Thea-
ter. The collective gasp emitted by the
audience when this scene was shown has
remained clear in my memory. I guess at
least one print of the original made it w0
the U.S. A, There was. to my knowl-
edge. no acton taken against the theater
lor the showing ol this film, though it
was only about a year laer that the
Cleveland Heights police arrested  the
manager ol the Heighis Art Theater and
stopped the showing of The Lovers, a
far more subtle hlm.

Michael R. Rosenthal, Ph.D.

Red Hook, New York

TRIVIAL ADDITIONS
Horrors'! It's not 79, but 77 Wist{ul
Vista (Playboy After Howurs. February).
And a potential Woll Man isn’t pure at
heart, but i heart. And doesn’t he sav
his pravers by night instead of af night?
Otherwise. vou captured the essence of
Trivia well—our compliments. But one
more conmment:  As  Luathlul Columbia
alumni ('65), we wish you had connected
us with our alma mater—especially since
it was at Columbia that we coined this
special usage of the word “Trivia” and
started the nautonal lad.
Edwin Goodgold
Dan Carlinsky
New York. New York
Horrors, chaps. it s 79, not 77; turn
in your Atwaler Kenis.

There is no justice. Tu is bad enough
1o watch your Lworite little in-group
pastime become a national fad (Playboy
After Hows, February 1966) without
also having 1o sulfer the humiliation ol
misplaced credie lor s orvigin. Long be-
lore the post-War baby-hoom products
had spawned "Come Up and Look at
My Trivia™ at Columbia. the same gaune,
utilizing iy more  ¢soteric  remem
brances, was conuived by the regular
customiers of Chicagos Old Town Ale
House wnd named, aptly (lor we really

remembered these things), “Nostalgia.™
For those ol us to whom it was small
polatces to remember that Lurene Tuat-
e played Ffhe to Howard Duff’s Sam
Spade  (License No.  1375496). that the
fifith A:ox Brother was pamed Gummo.
that Andy Russell was the first star ol
Your Hit Pavade and that Henry Al
drich’s  Lauher was  played by House
Jameson. there was a Nostalgrn champ,
AL Ricdhard Kirstel. He was an nine
photographer-bartender who could, when
sulliciently juiced. stnd atop a bar stool
with beer stein uplurled and. in sonoreus
baritone, recite the entire, repeat, enfire
introduction o rvadio’s Grand Central
Station. M. Richard, wherever you are,
Messts. Goodgold  and  Carlinsky need

i

you.



And 1o the so-called “Goodson-Todman
ol Triviana.,” 1 throw this challenge: 1T
vou're so smart, kids, answer these writh-
ont lookimg anything up:

1. Who was Wonder Woman's side-
kick. and what was her lavoriwe phrase?

2. Who wias  Superman’s  adversary
from the Fourth Dimension?

4. What is June Allvson’s real name?

4. Who were radio’s “Sisters of the
Skiller

5. What  ever became of Snooky
Lansonz

Nancy Hawke
New York, New York

Miss Hawke supplied the  following
armswers: 1. Etla, who said, " Woo IWoo!™;
2. Mister Mzusfpkik: 3. Ella Geisman;
1. Eddic Fast and Ralph Dumke; 5. I
don’t know, either.

I offer the following examples of
Trivia as  items  unforumately  over
looked in your own sampling:

I. Whit was everyone hunting for in
Tim Tyler's Luckz

20 What was the druggist’s name in
The Great Gildersleeve? What was his
[avorite expression?

3. Who was the “nice kid” in the
Bowery Boys?

4. What was the name of the Indian
princess on The Howdy Doody Show?

3. What was the commerdial jingle of
the vadio program Straight Arvrow?

6. Who was the litde pirate in Bugs
Bunny comics?

7. What actor played Fuzzy Jones in
old Westerns?

8. Who were the Range Riders?

9. What was the name ol Sergeam
Preston’s lead dog?

Prsaeers: (1) The elephans” lose burial
ground.  (2) Peavey: “Well, now |
wouldn’t say that, Mr. Gildersleeve.” (3)
Dauny. (1) Princess Summerfallwinter
spring. (3) “N-A-B-1-5-C-O, Nabisco is the
name vou know. |/ For a breaktast vou can't
beat, Eat Nabisco Shredded Wheat.” (6)
Yosemie Same (7). Al St Johun, (8) Tim
McCov, Johnny Mack Brown, Ravmond
Hauon. (9) Yukon King.

Stephen Whitney
Golewa, Calilornia

Re Trivia and question 8: “Who
plaved Nr. and Mrs. First Nighuer:”
Don Ameche and June Meredith were
the original First Nighter stars. 1 know
because T was one ol the cast long belore
1 created The Great Gilderslecve. Barbara
Luddy and  Les Tremayne  succeeded
them and when Tramayne cune to Hollyv-
wood, the weam became Barbara Luddy
and Olan Soulé. They rode it 1o its hinal
curtiin.

Harold Peary
Manhauan Beach, California

as long as you're up
get me a Grant’s

©®18956 AN

that Scotch
goes down

The even and easy 8-year-old Scotch Whisky. 86 proof. Blended and bottled
in Scotland and imported to the United States by Austin, Nichols & Co., N.Y.
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EVOLRIWAGEH OF aMERWCA, WWE

A new VW is cheaper at twice the price.

How's thot for on cutrogeous claim?

A new VW ot oround $1700 (depending on accessories! costs less
thon a 4-year-old Something Else ot $850.

We knew you wouldn't believe it. So we've proved it.

Let's soy you plon to keep your next car 5 years land drive o total of
75,000 miles). Here's how it might work out:

New
. Velkswogen
Yirice |7 o
214 /aal g
GflS@-j.x.ég,-ﬂq . g
Tires@ § 28 o
Ol @ GO‘#qL
Aarb-freeze

C(_)s’c for
S years

(2my/gal)

112 (40,000 '..-sct)
42 (a7qts fllsit)
O (Quvr—cooled €nq)

42,652

336 (29000m/set)
57 (ngeds 5 gi=)

45 (wa tercooled }

ER

So you're at least $206 chead if you buy the VW . (We didn't even
count the exira $IOO it soves on lower insurance ond registrotion fees in
many stotes.)

If you buy the new VW, you won't have to worry obout why the first
owner sold it. {And you won't hove to poy for the expensive ocilments
that can hit an old Something Else.)

Now then. We don't have o crystal ball, but todoy's morket 1s on inter-
esting clue to the future.

After 5 years, the used car will probobly be o 9-yeor-cold condidote
for the junk heap. 8ut the VW will probably just be reaching its prime.

{Check the classified ods ond you'll find 5-yeor-old VWs selling for
$600 to $900, depending on the shope they're in.l

But you can do much better than that: Don't sell your VW
otoll.

(Think of the money you'll sove by driving it for onother 5
years.]




PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

ussian and U.S. space officials will

he disappointed o learn that the
sun, Mercury, Venus (despite the Rus-
sian rocker hit), Mars, Jupiter. Saturn,
Uranus, Neprune, Pluto, their satellites.
and all other celestial bodies m the solar
system are the exclusive property of two
foresighted New Yorkers. Via a public
notice published in a recen issue of The
Village Voice, Hugo Koch and Fredrick
1. Pohlman also Laid claim to “all galax-
ies so far known to man in their en-
tirety.”  Bigheartedly.  however. they
made no rerritorial claims on  passing
meteors.

-

Affairs of State: Roll Call. a newspa-
per published on Capitol Hill, relates
that a Washington searetary received a
notice from the Library of Congress
about a book she had borrowed. The no-
tice read: “Madam, please rewurn the
book vou Dorrowed immediately. This
book 1s urgently needed by a member
of Congress.” The hook: Sex and the
Single Girl.

How to turn a treat into a rewreat: In
the Amervican Fxpress News, Vacation
Village in San Diego’s Mission Bay Park
was typoed Vatican Village.

.

Crime Docs Not Pay—And How! In
San Frandsco, not long ago, when two
gunmen skulked into a simall market and
demanded the day’s receipts, they were
prompily set upon by a huge German
shepherd, the proprictor’s broom-swing-
ing wife, four husky neighbors and (he
store's owner, who broke a chiur over the
head of one of the bandus. The name of
the market is The Friendly Grocery
Store.

.

Firemen arrived oo late to extinguish
a blaze in Lask. Wvoming, said The
Grand Rapids Press. The town's hre
siren had caught five.

Our Future Exccwive of the Year
Award goes 1o the guy in Cortez. Colo-
rado. who, according ro Michigan's Pon-
tiae Press. filled in the “Salarv desired”
blank on his job application by writing
“Nes”

Auention, midgets: “Lucy Stackley, of
the Petite Potate  Chip  Company,”
reports the Boone County Farmer's Jour-
nal. “announced to the farmer’s organ-
ization that she is in the market for some
small studs.”

Anuque lovers will be interested in a
collector’s item offered in the latest King
Korn Trading Stamps catalog: “A solid
walnut replica of a 17th Century electric
clock.”

Pin a Rose on [J. Edear Hoover De-
partment: Manuel R. Grange. who was
winted in New York City not long ago
m connection with a larceny case. was
apprehended after an intensive manhunt
—working as a cafeteria dishwasher in
the identification division of FBI head-
quarters in Washington.

.

Signs of the utmes: A notice on the
lobby door leading to the girls” dor-
mitory at Pembroke College wirned, No
UNAUTHORIZED MEN VISITORS PERMITTED
BEYOND T11S POINT, 1o which was officially
appemded. OR UNAUTHORIZED  CHILDREX.
Serawled across the bouom of the sign
was the unoflicial ag line, “May Resulr”

Heart-warming historical footnote from
the house-and-garden page of the San
Franciseo Examiner: CREAT-GRANDMOTHER
BARBECUED  IN
FIREPLACE.

SIPECIAL OVEN NEAR

-
The

dicates that visitors 1o the city are having

London Foening Standard  in-
a deuce of a time distinguishing teenage

boys from teenage givls. A helpful rule

of thumb, they go on to sav. is 10 remem-
ber that “the ones with t":¢ longer hair,
the gaudier clothes and the higher heels
arce usually bovs.”

.

Gahan Wilson, please note: An ad in
the Los Angeles Hevald-Fxaminer ol
fered: “Eight-foot hoa constrictor for
sale. Loves children, Call 2471659 after
5 EAL”

.

This month's title ol Poet Laureate,
Menu Division. is conferred on the anon-
vmous copywriter responsible for the flol-
lowing description ol haked potatoes,
which appears on the bill of fare of the
Bit 'n’ Bridle in Warrensville, Ohio, a
restaurant we shall remember 1o avoid:
“Big bulging beautics, grown in  the
ashes of exnna volcanoes in Northern
Ilaho—scrubbed and washed, then baked
in the whirlwind of tempestuous fire
until the shell crackles with brittleness,
andd within—the  farinaceous contents.
cllorescing with cager heat to absorh
[resh country butter, sour cream, chives,
bacon erumbles or chopped onion. What
a gust of leeling!™

.

The Detroit Free Press informs us that
an clearical company in Japan has just
opened a “Human Control Room™ in
which frustrated underlings cin punch
and stab a stutted effigy of their boss.

.

The Associated Press reports that a
wirl at the rETURNs window of the Tulsa,
Oklahoma, city library discovered a fried
cew that had been used as a bookmark.

.

QOur special Margaret Sanger Badge of
Mert the British
fadies who, we gather from a tanaliz-

FOCs 1O COUrECoNs
imgly briel arvcle in the San Francisco
Chyomcle, will soon “test a new contr-
ceptive device developed from a cen-
turies-old system used by Arab tribesmen

19
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INVER
House

Before every encounter

Arm yourself with Max Factor's bold

new fragrance, Royal Regiment. Rugged,
leather-fresh After-Shave Lotion,

Cologne and Heroic-Size Soap. From 3.50.

Royal Reglment

Max Factor

to prevent cnnels from becoming preg
nant, The device consists ol three small
picces of plastic, a steel ring and a length
of nvlon hshing line.”

-

Social  Progress  Department:  Report
g proudly on barttles won in the Ad
ministration’s War on Poverty, of which
he is the President’s commanding sener-
al. RoSargent Shriver was quoted in The
Stavs and Strvipes as saving ahat “there
are fewer children hanging around strect
corners, more women  have  jobs, ad
MOTC VIGINL COLS Are operating as recrea
tion centers,”

RECORDINGS

Now that Tony Bennett has found a
niche tor himsell in Hollywood via a vole
in The Oscar (sce page 30) . it is meet
amd proper that his current LI is The
Movie Song Album (Columbin). It includes
Mayxbe Sepiember lvom The Osear. and
much musical flicker Tare armranged and
conducted by the composers: Jolhinny
Mandel's Emiely and  The Shadow of
Yaur Smile (Ilvom The Sand piper). Quin-
v Jones” The Pawnbroker and David
Rose’s Never Too Late. Top jarz instru
mentalists Zoot Sims cond Tommy Flana-
wan chime in on occasion and  Luiz
Bonli's bosur-nova guitar backs up his
own compositions, The Gentle Rain and
Samba de Orfen. Tony's choices are. in
the main. hestrank, and  the Bennen
haritone was never in hoer fende.

-

Lucky Is Back! (Then, So Is Love) (lRivall)
relers to the redoubrable My, Thompson's
return 1o these shoves alter a long expa
triate sunt. Lucky has bronght his tenor
and a soprane sax back with him: the
Fatter is put o excellent use on his 1P
(I tlloze Weep for Me is absohue'y fivst-
chair). The Thompson enor tones e
still as duleer as ever, and Lucky's side-
men lor this ouning are superlative, with
pianist Tommy Flanagan, bissist Willic
Rull and drommer Wakter Perkins each
lending Lucky a very hrm helping hand.

-

The Many Shodes of Georgio Brown (Clapi-
1ol) displavs several move lacets ol the
voung Ludy who has previously shown she
knows her wav around cvervihing [rom
folk songs to 1the most esoreric of Kurt
Weill cantatas. Heveimn she handles a0 pair
of Ellington offerings. a  quarter ol
Harold Arlen melodies (imduding three
from St L owis Woman) and sundry Tin-
un Alley tone poems—all, we might add,
done up Brown.

Omnipresent is the word for Gary
MclFarland. Three current Impulse! al-
bums boast major conwibunons by the
composer-arranger-vibist, Tijvena Jazz with



Gary McFarland & Co. / Clark Terry picks up
Jazewise where Herh Alpert’s pop-mariachi
arew leaves ofi. The Mexican bounce is
still there, but copious quantities of hip
sounds have been added. supplied Tor
the most  part by McFarland, who
switches to marimba lor a more authentic
South-ol-the Border bag. by Terry's so-
norous Fligelhorn, Joe Newman’s biung
trumpet, Boly Brookmever's burry trom-
bone and Toors ‘Thiclemans' evocative
barmonica. Similar in fecling is  Leatin
Shadows / Shirley Scott, with Gary arranging
and conducting the charts for a small
group and a large string orchesira behind
the organist, and pitching in himsell on
vibes. A rhvihm section. augmented by
Willie Rodrigues” Latin percussion, adds
a properly pulsiting beat as Miss Scou
handles the Hammond with aste and
inventivencss, Gypsy ‘66 / Gabor Szaho with
Gary Mcfarland & Co. has the cxciting
Hungavian jazz guitarist getting an able
assist Irom fine new flutist Sadao Warta-
nabe, a stalwart rhvithm seaion and. ol
course, McFwrland. There's a powerful
striin ol the Magvar in Szabo's plaving,
which imparts a highly original lavor
1o a perlormance. Among the tines on
hand are a couple ol Beale ballads—
Yestevday and ff 1 Fell—and Burt Bach
arich’s The fast One (o Be Loved and
Wall On By, a foursome that has rarcly
had it so good. On another label, The
In Sound / Gary McFarland (\'erve) tinds lum
in the same musical [mone of mind as
in the eminently suceesslul Soft Samba.
Gary hrews up a batch of standards, rock-
‘nhrollers, Latin lilis and soul diwies,
adding  ononuatopocic voclizing 1o his
mallet work: he is helped immeasurably
by Bob Brookmever, Kenny Burrell and
several other good juzz Triends. As on
Soft. Samba, the sound Hows gently but
pervasively.

The adimantdy uncompromising Amer
ican composer Charles Ives has finally
been given his due i a snmning perform-
ance ol his Fourth Symphony (Columbia) by
the  Leopold  Stokowski-led  American
Symphony Ovchesira and a chorus made
up ol members of the Schola Cantorum
ol New York, The contrasting passages
ol turbulence and wranquility, the arvest-
ing interpoliiion ol American musical
lolklore, the adventrous plumbing of
new harmounic depths—all of these have
been ridily gilted with the genius of
Stokowskt (who's ded in his monumen-
tal conducting tasks by associare condu
tors Dinvid Kaiz and Jose Serebrier). It
ook 50 veurs lor the Ives work 1o pre-
miiere. Alter listening o this performance,
one can only ks What were lhcy witil
g for?

-

Brazil continues 1o pour forth both
men and music in car catching profusion.
The Voice and Guitar of Dorival Caymmi
(Capitol) features one of Rio's most pro
lific and popular composers in a concert

il o M8
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ed towhat it does
toawoman

And it does it masterfully
in PBM's new spring color,

Postman’s Blue.
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Perfect
Playmates

SONY SOLID STATE 250-A

Sony adds an
exciting new dimension
to home entertainment

for less than $149 50

Now, from World-famous Sony, the perfect play-
mate for your record player—the new Sony model
250 solid state stereo tape recorder. With a sim-
ple, instant connection to your record player you
add the amazing versatility of four track stereo
recording and playback to complete your home
entertainment center. Create your own tapes
from AM, FM or FM Stereo receivers, or live
from microphones—up to 6'4 hours of listening
pleasure on one tape! This beautiful instrument
is handsomely mounted in a low-profile walnut
cabinet, complete with built-in sterco recording
amplifiers and playback prc-amps, dual V.U.
meters, automatic sentinel switch and ali the other
superb features you can always expect with a
Sony. All the best from Sony forless than $149.50.
Send today for our informative booklet on Sony
PR-150, a sensational new development in mag-
netic recording tape. Write:  Sony/Superscope,
Magnetic Tape, Sun Valley, California.
For hiterature or name of nearest dealer wrile to

Superscope Ine., Dep. 12, Sun Falley, California. ®

SUPERSCOPE

SONY

ol his own tunes. All in Porwuguese, they
nevertheless convey the charm that has
made the bossa nova an American insti-
tution. A Brazilian more Lumiliar 10 these
shores displavs his wares on Lviz Bonfa &
Maria Toledo / Broziliona (Philips). There
are 14 Bonbi ballads on hand. a large
number ol them with lvrics supplied by
vocalist Toledo, his wile. Bonli's suitar
is supplemented by a pair of carioca
percussionists and occasionally by a string
orchestra. It is thoroughly delightful,
Concerto de Copocobono / Lourindo Almeido
(Capitol) has the guitarise plaving the
works of Radames Goatali, billed as
Brazil's greatest living composer. The
Concerio,  for guitar  and  orchestra
(which. [or the recording session. is the
Orquestra Brasileira de Camara under
the composer's baton), is redolent with
Rio rhvihms. Gnattali's Concertino for
guitar and piano. a lyrical composition,
has Almeida  assisted by pianist Ray
Turner.
-

A big baritone that's custom-built for
the blues is the property of Casey Ander-
son, and it's used to advantage on Blves
Is @ Woman Gone (Atco). Casey. hacked by
his own guitar and a rhvthm secuon,
stacks one ndigo offering mop the other,
pile<driving through wen of his own tunes
and a pair of dassics, How Long Blues
and Trouble in Mind.

-

Art Hodes & Truck Parham / Plain Old Blues
(Emarcy) is time standing still. The Hodes
piano. bolstered by Parham’s bass and un-
trammeled by 30 vears of Jaze innovations,
is a superbly appropriate instrument with
which 10 convey the basic blues message.
There are a spate of Hodes originals in
among  such  [ull-flivored  chestnus  as
Basin Streel Blues. Pimetop’s Blues, Royal
Garden Blues and a Jelly Roll Morton
gem, Buddy Bolden's Blues.

-

A smart smattering of small-group jazz
[.Ps—ught and exciting—has recently
passed this listening post. Soul Finger / Art
Blakey ond the Jaxz Messengers (l.nmclisht)
finds the Messengers stafled by op-drawer
trumpeters Lee Morgan and Freddie Hub-
bard. longtime reed man Lucky Thomp
son on tenor and soprano sax. Gary Bares
on alto, bassist Victor Sproles and pianist
John Hicks: all are pushed persistently by
drummer Blakey through a session that
ranges Irom the funky e elfort o a
Flova the Red Menace show wune. A Quiet
Thing, with  Hubbard,
lhompson  confecting  a
stimulating jazz ideas. Dear John C./ Elvin

Morgan  and

large bag ol
Jones (Impulse!) is a vinyl wibuwe 10 the
I'rane by the estumable drommer and has
cohorts. the most clarion ol whom is alio-
sax man Charlie Marano. an underrated
arList writes his
large and dear on such items as Smoke
Rings and Eeerything Happens to Me.
I'he piano chores are shared by Hank

who musical sirnature

Jones and Roland Hanna: Richard Davis
is on bass. A brace of protean bone men
lead their troops through some richly re
warding recording mancuvers on Jimmy
Cleveland / Rhythm Crazy (Emarcy) and
Shades of Grey / Al Grey (Tangerine). The
former [eatures charts by Benny Golson
(heard on tenor) and Gigi Gryee. and the
instrumental endeavors of wumpeter Art
Farmer and reed artist Jerome Richard
son on baritone and flute, who tackle the
classic Crazy Rhythm and a hall-dozen
jazz originals with a highly communica-
tive zest. The Grey etching is anvthing
but grayv in spirit. In addigon 10 Als
luminescent trombone work, a host ol
highlights are supplied by “Sweets”™ Edi
son’s still-full horn of plenty and Eddic
“Lockjaw™ Davis” tenacious (enor sax.
Roger Spotts’ spotless orchestrations for
an amalgam of oldies and fresh musical
thoughts ouch off the sparks that ignite
Grev's ten-man team. Connonball Adderley /
Live! (Capitol) has the ntmp‘.lnril alto man’s
sextet taped at the West Coast jazzery.
Shelly's Manne-Hole. in a vinyl stuint that
allows little brother Nat a lot of room to
stretch out on cornet. Filling in between
the brothers Adderlev’s solos with olfer-
ings of their own are tenor man-flutist
Charles Llovd and pianist Joe Zawinul.
Besides the briel sign-ofl theme there are
only four tunes tackled, giving cveryone
ample opportunity 1o speak lus prece.

Chiles & Pettiford Live at lJilly’s (Aulantic)
[eatures the vocalizing (usually in duo)
of piamist Walter  Chiles bassist
Clavence Peuilord in an ebulliently up-
beat LP. The two. aided by drummer Al
Harewood, do tunclul  welkm-
ringing at Jillv's (once of Sinatra’s lavor-
ite Gotham late spots), making happy
noises through the likes of an Adround
the World im 80 Days and Bill Bailey
medley the old kiddie chorale
School Days. There are quicter balladic
moments on tap. bur the high poines
occur when the bovs are o [un-and-
gamesville.

and

>»Ome

and

Chalk up another winner for Jack, the
Top-10 Killer. Jack Jones for the "In" Crowd
(Kappy has all the proper ingredicnts [or
success: change of pace (hvom the counny-
and-westernish opener, What the 1Vorld
Needs Now Is Loive, 10 the Deatle ballad
Yesterday, 10 the soulcooking The “In”
Crowed), an honest approach 1w o Ivric
and chants from the wlemed pen ol Don
Costa. who conducted the session. Good
show!

-

And now it’'s Richiurd Rodgers” wrn
to get the Brubeck weatment. Dave Bru-
beck Quartet / My Favorite Things (Columbia)
reprises cight show wunes written In
the musical  theater’s
In among the more [amiliar strains are
a couple of less popular odes, Why Can't

clder statesman.



How would you like to
get away from it all with the
Second Best Shape in ltaly?

[JALitte? [ | AWhole Lot? [] The Most!
{Check one. Don't cheat)

if you checked “The Most,” Congratulations! You're a natural born Fiat man. A man who knows a beau-
tiful thing when he sees it—and what to do with it. A man loaded with red blood cells that glow brighter
when adventure's in the wind. The Fiat 1500 Spider with five forward speed transmission is adventure
on wheels, bumper-to-bumper excitement that makes everything fun. You checked only “A Little?"
Cheer up. Spin the Spider around the block and check with us again. Always have at least one Fiat!

$2585 suggested price p.o.e. Kew York. See the Yellow Pages for your nearest Fial dealer. Oversens delivery thrcugh dealers and travel agents. Fint. 500 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y,

FIAT
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EnjoyAsC |
brenadiers...
the cigar

that's been
going places

Sales of A&C are soaring. By the millions! Because a
new generation of men who are going places are taking
A&C cigars with them. Especially the A&C Grenadier.
The reason? Flavor. Tastes so good, men say it never
lasts long enough. The inside story: A&C's
unique blend of fine imported leaf
plus choice domestic tobaccos. Avail-
able in eleven other shapes and sizes, '\
too. We hope you will light one up now.

Antonioy Cleopatr

tastes so good it never lasts long enough
Product of :,% ;V)’nuc‘mm rzﬁcco—'gw ©a T o

17 and The Cireus on Parade, the later
taken at a surprising march tempo in
the introduction. Included. too, are a pair
of Rodgers’” most beautilul melodic lines,
My Romance and Little Girl Blue. It all
proves that even sans its Flart and Ham-
merstein lyrics, the Rodgers repertoire is
superb.

My Way / Mara Llynn Brown (Decca) 15 a
very nice way, indeed. The young vocal-
ist, making her recording debut, shows a
good deal of poise and a highly individ-
ualized approadh 10 a song. The orchestra
hacking Miss Brown is under the direc
tion of Johnny Frigo (who penned a pair
ol the ballads Mara Lynn has at her
command). and conductor and chirper
show a rapport which we have a sneak-
ing suspicion is due 10 the Lact that they
are man and wile. Among the interesung
items on hand: My Foolish Heavt, the
seldom-heard Sweethearts on Parade and
the jazz classic "Round Midnight. Glad
to have you aboard, Mrs. Frigo.

DINING-DRINKING

Its a ten-minuie drive from down
town Dallas 10 Danny Russo’s Dominique
restaurant (7713 Inwood  Road), and
Texas Continential-cuisine Fanciers have
been steadily beating a path o its doors.
Steaks, the groaning-board hulwark ol
the Southwest, are merely alierthoughis
on a menu that might grace the finest
table anywhere. Following his service in
the Marines in World War Two, Russo
spent many years learning kitchen and
diningroom management  under  the
watchful eye of uncle Mirio Vaccaro.
who had established a restaurant ol high
repute in Dallas. In 1962, Russo dec ided
to express his own culinary predilections
and opencd Dominique  (his non-Angli-
cized first name). The local genuy was
quick to discover the excellent fare m a
menu that offered dishes reminiscent ol
Rome, Paris, New York and San Fran-
asco. Travelers, 100, learned of the new
establishment. Within a year, the 100
place scuings were axed 10 accommo-
date patrons. A vear later, the capacity
was doubled. Dominigue’s elegant decor
is of Rome, but there is the warmth of
the Southwest, too. in the genial greeting
of the rotund Russo or his maire de.
Russo reaches out all over the world for
dishes that nmake dining it Dominigue a
pleasant  advenuure.  From  northern
France is flown wender wrbot, Irom Pak-
istan come the giant shrimp for  his
Scampi Dominigque. His Torielling Bur-
ro is a rare treat in this land of sieaks.
and many more similar specilties of the
house give the wideranging menu an
enticing air. A culinary high point
Dominique is the five-course Festin de
Roi (Feast of the King), which oflers a
choice of Canard au Péches or Tournedos



-

If Rose’s is made for gimlets,
what's it doing in a Margarita?

You'll never know until you try one. tequila, ¥; jigger Triple Sec, ¥ jigger

«QOlé!” Rose’s. Shake well with cracked ice
Without Rose’s lime juice, the and pour into a cocktail glass whose
tequila is nothing. rim has been spun in salt.

The Triple Sec is nothing. You prefer a gimlet? Be our guest.

The salt is nothing. The Rose’s gimlet: One part Rose’s

Rose’s brings them all together to 4 or 5 parts gin or vodka. Serve in
‘ with a tropical flourish. Try one. a cocktail glass or on the rocks.

The Rose’s Margarita: 1% jiggers (Would you try the Margarita if we
N called it «“The Thelma”?)
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Yellowstone outsells
your Bourbon in

Kentucky, the home
of Bourbon.

It's worth a try,
isn’t it?

Kentuckians have 146 Bourbons to choose from.
But here in the home of Bourbon, Yellowstone
Bourbon outsells every other whiskey.
That’s quite a compliment to our Bourbon, and
to the exclusive process we use to distill it.
Maybe you ought to try Yellowstone.

ﬁmﬂ““

KEWTUCKY BTRALGHT
lm.-n-u WKLY

© 1966 Kentucky Straight Bourbon, 100 Proof Bottled-In-Bond & 90 & 86 Proof
Yellowstone Distillery Co.. Lounisville, Kentucky.

{ Englishmen huvgmore dash,

" the French greater firfesse,
Italicns are more suave.
How come Scandinawian men
| get to carry on the way they do?;

Just think of what would happen

if a man like you started

wearing a scent like Teak.

Now in America in a Cologne, 4.50,
an After Shave and a Scap.

TEAK by SHULTON

What Scendinavian men have

Chambertin for the entree and includes
champagne, colfee served in a regal
Roman gold cup, and a liqueur, for a
modest §7.50. If one must have an i la
carte steak, and can’t find what he wants
among the variety of tournedos offered,
there is always the charcoal grill. But it
seems a pity to resort to such basic fare
in one of Texas' best Continental oases.
Dominique is open from 6 p.ai. to 11
r.r. seven days a week.
-

According to the romantic tale on the
back of the menu for New York's Lo
Crépe (48 West 55th Sireet), the pancake
was invented by a poor French peasant,
discovered by a rich princess and made
mto a national dish by a king. You'd
better believe it, because unlike its
American cousin, the flapjack, the paper-
thin French crepe has a distinctively
regal quality, despite the plebeian ingre-
dients from which it's made. At La
Crépe, which serves it (but little else) in
more than 100 variations, it is not only a
food—it is an Art Form. Brain child of a
delightful and enterprising lady who is
the Countess Maya, the restaurant boasts
a decor that does the province ol Brit-
tany proud in stvle and taste—not merely
in the Gallic charm ol the waitresses
clad in native costume, but in the serv-
ice and the kitchen. All are superior.
The crepes are cooked in an open kitch-
en from a classic recipe by a third-gen-
eration crepe chel. The menu, in both
French and English, is numbered 1 to
110. Number 1 (40¢) is a plain crepe.
Number 110, at $2.50, is a buckwheat
crepe stuffed with almond paste and
whipped cream. In between are crepes
abounding in such appropriate and var-
ious stuffs as snail butter, eggs, sausages.
cheeses, fruits, vegetables, meats and
sweets. The first 50 crepes on the menu
are of plain fiour, the next 50 of buck-
wheat with the same choice of stuffings,
the last 10 are buckwheat with dessert
stuffings. In addition, there is soup du
jour, an excellent herb salad, some
cheeses and a limited but acceptable wine
cellar. Open every day except Sunday
from 11:30 A to 1 am., La Ciépe is
bonne for luncheon or an after-theater
supper, perhaps a little light for dinner.

MOVIES

Is Harper the last, lonely flowering of
the private-eye genre, or could it be the
harbinger of a renaissance m a form
Hollywood has neglecied for over a dec
ade? It's hard to say, bur it is easy to
recommend this jong, smart-mouthed,
toughguy tale. Based on a novel by Ross
MacDonald, whom many consider the
only logical heir to the late Raymond
Chandler, the film is bound to remind
you of such Hollywood classics as Mur-
der My Sweet and The Big Sleep. The
setting is Los Angeles, the plot serpen-



You'll notice they own Hondas. Those stroke engine delivers up to 200 mpg. As
famous machines with all the class, the for upkeep, you haven't a care in the world.
craftsmanship and the wide wonderful 1700 dealer service centers see to that. You meet the nicest people on a Honda.
range of models. Every one has your inter- All roads lead to Honda. It certainly

est at heart. seems that way. How about a test ride to- H O N D A
Prices start about $215*. The four- morrow? It's the world's biggest seller.

FREE: Color brochure, write American Honda Motor Co., Inc., Dept. LQ, Box 50, Gardena, California 90247. *Plus dealer’s transportation and set-up charges. (€ 1966 AHM
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© 1966 Jos. Schlilz Brewing Co., Hmhn}g‘: <

The Beer that made Milwaukee Famous




of Schlitz,you’re out of beer.”
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This is the most carefully brewed beer in the world.
From the first golden grain of barley to the last gentle
kiss of the hops, it takes 1,174 careful steps to create the
taste of Schlitz: real gusto in the great light beer.
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Astrud

Gilberto
sings...

Gil Evans
plays...

the magic
happens!

V/VE-BE43

When Gil Evans arranges and conducts,
there’s orchestral sorcery brewing. And
the rich, introspective sound of Evans
is perfect for the soft, puls-

ing voice of Astrud. The

sound of Brazil meets the

sound of jazz genius in a

program of music smol-

dering with fire.

Verve Records is a division of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Inc.

tine, the characters drawn from society
both high and low. Paul Newman, in the
title role, is just as hard as you please,
spinning off wisecracks, administering
and absorbing beatings and registering
weary disgust at the corruption that sur-
rounds him as he tries 1o find a Kid-
naped millionaire. Along his beat he
encounters a couple ol fine actors appar-
ently enjoying a slumming— Julie Harris
as a junkie jazz pianist and Arthur Hill
as a lawyer too true to be good. Newman
also turns up a connoisseur’s collection
of personalities speaking strangely and
carrying their customary big shticks—
bitchy Lauren Bacall, nasty Robert Web-
ber, [rowzy Shelley Winters, vapid Pamela
Tiffin, pretty Janet Leigh and prettier
Robert Wagner. All their limitations are
virtues in the hands of director Jack
Smight who, contrary to current fad, in-
sists that everybody play it straight, thus
allowing the audience to figure out for
itself that all this is good, dirty
fun. There arc no weapons in Harper
weirder than a police .38, no gimmicks
odder than a nut veligious temple. The
hero's sports car is rusty, he makes love
only to his wife, and when Webber
sertles down to torture some information
out of Miss Harris, he uses nothing
fancier than a lighted cigarette applied
to the soles of her feet. But there is
much old-fashioned entertainment here,
despite the lack of gadgetry.
-

Joseph E. Levine is evidently a man
with a dream—to produce the worst
movie ever made in America. Il you
thought he succeeded in The Carpet-
baggers or Harlow, you are hereby urged
to reserve judgment until you have seen
The Oscar, which is to his previous sym-
phonies of vulgarity as Beethoven's
Ninth is to his First. Moronically written,
and directed at a slightly lower level, it
is acted with truly amazing incompetence
by a huge cast, most of whom are has-
beens, most of the rest are never-will-bes.
Its primitive plot tells the simple Ameri-
can story of a simple American boy,
played by simple American Stephen
Boyd, who rises from spieling for a stag-
party stripper to movie stardom and an
Academy Award nomination. He begins
life as an ordinarily opportunistic heel
and ends up a psychopath. Not much
character development. But to make up
for this lack we see, in painful detail,
how he hurts people as he drives to
succeed—his two best girls (Elke Som-
mer and Jill St. John), his best friend
(played surprisingly well by Tony Ben-
nett in his first cack at a straight
dramatic film role), his best agent, his
best studio boss, his best private detec
tive, even his best manservant. This film
has the moral vision ol a “juice”™ collec-
tor, a style that would have been rejected
at Monogram Pictures, and a desperate
desire to tease, titillate and provoke
smirks at every turn that is nothing short

of astounding in its nakedness. Even
devotees ol good bad movies may find
The Oscar o rich a prize.

-

The major flaw in the adaptation
of The Group by screenwriter Sidney
Buchman and director Sidney Lumet
is that they have been too [aithful to
Mary McCarthy's novel. They have not
succeeded in converting it from a loose
assortment ol skillful anecdotes into a
cohesive and forcelul drama. Like Miss
McCarthy, they tend to wander into un-
productive byways, striving for a breadth
to match the depth of their best mo-
ments. But it must be quickly noted that
their movie retains the novel's virtnes—
the quick, witty insights into the confu-
sions of the newly emancipated female,
the honesty ol its exploration of the re-
lationship between men and  women.
Three of the group's encounters with
the opposite sex—the marriage of ambi-
tious Kay to a failure-prone playwright,
the one-night stand of proper Bostonian
Dottie with a bohemian painter, and the
affair between the walllower Polly and a
hungup publishing-house  editor—are
particularly effective. II the linkages be-
tween these high points scem [eeble, if
some members ol the group are lost in
the shuffle and il the 1930s atmosphere
that Miss McCarthy caught so deftly is
perfunciorily handled here, the damage
is not lethal. Lumet has kept his pen-
chant for cinematic high jinks under
control and Buchman’s script is always
Jiterate and intelligent. Among the girls,
Joan Hackett as the badly used Bos-
tonian is outstanding in a performance
of carefully controlled poignancy, while
Shirley Knight as Polly and Joanna Pet-
tet as the driven Kay are almost equally
strong. The only offensive work is by
Jessica Walter as Libby, masking [rigid-
iy with a big mouth: She wies to dom-
inate the Alm through sheer stridency
and succeeds only in making an idiot ol
herself. Among the men in the girls’
lives. Hal Holbrook deserves special
mention for his funny and touching
work as Polly’s editor, a decent clunk
befuddled by adherence to the two great
ideologies of the time—communism and
Freudianism. All in all, The Group
turns out to be a surprisingly entertain-
ing movie,

-

Blindfold begins with socialite-psychi-
amist-rakehell Rock Hudson out [or a
morning canter through Central Park
(which immediately identifies him as a
hero type). However, he is reined in, not
by a mugger but by a mug (Jack War-
den) who hurriedly identifies himscll as
a Secret Service official. It seems that one
of Rock's lormer flip-tops, now "a price-
less Government brain,” has just been
recovered from The Other Side. But the
brain has been Rinso-ed, and Rock’s the
only doc who can restore his red-white-
and-blue gray matter. To perlorm his



Winston
tastes good

llke clgarette
should!

Are we changing the *Winston tastes good” slogan?
Not quite.

To Winston smokers, it's still *like a cigarette should.”
But to the rest of you, it's *like your cigarette should.”

Get the message? Unless your cigarette is Winston,
you're missing out on the best faste in filter cigarettes.

So change to Winston and change for good...for good taste every fime.
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Wrangler
is the

Cat’s Meow"

in Kodel

Here's a different species of slack-jeans—made of a new material called
“Cat's Meow """ With a soft, brushed, weathered, experienced look.

Naturally, Mr. Wrangler’s styled these lean, lanky slack-jeans the way you
like 'em: low on the hips, supple on the body, handsome ali around. Made of 50%
Kodel® polyester and 50% cotton, they're treated with exclusive Wranglok® perma-
nent press finish, too—so creases stay in, wrinkles stay out, and you don't have to
press them when they come out of the wash. In gambler blue or weathered green:
sizes 28 to 38. About $7.

Permanently pressed tattersall sport shirt: blue, brown, or green. S, M, L, XL.
About $5. Mr. Wrangler slacks, shirts, sport jackets. 350 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 10001.

PRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER 1N THEWEST, TH CANTON COTTON MILLS

mind-bending, Hudson takes nightly
jaunts, blindfolded, to and from a re-
mote hideaway where the hapless pa-
tient is being kept under the heaviest
wraps since Judge Crater. Complicating
this routine advenwr~ in modern-day
|1.~iychi;!|ry are several obstacles. One is
the patient’s pugnacious sister, Claudia
Cardinale, with Hollywood hairdo, waist
cincher and wisecrack—the new Jean Ar-
thur by way of Gina Lollobrigida. An-
other block to Rock’s progress is young
Guy Stockwell, who tells him that he is
being duped by the enemy and is, ac
tually, brainwashing his patient. More
familiar with skull-diggery than skuldug-
gery, Rock is in a quandary. Who is the
real villain? No contest. The honor falls
to director and co-writer Philip Dunne.
Instead of keeping his film on a simple-
minded but enjoyably straight course, he
allows it frequent detours down movie
Memory Lane. At every twist and turn,
the modern theme falls victim to curious
cinema anachronisms—Thin Aan wacki-
ness, jarring slapstick, a tasteless japery
of Negro dialect, a Mama Mia Italian
family—that may have been the whole
megillah when TFrank Capra was in
flower, but now appear at best as .‘.h:iky
camp sights not worth the reconstruction.
Sull, the film does have two undeniable
merits, above and beyond those possessed
by Miss Cardinale. It raises and deftly
explores the problem of oversecurity
and how it stifles communication among
our Government's branches, and it pro-
vides Hudson with his finest moment
when, while hiding from the police,
he pretends to be a department-store
mannequin. Few actors could rise so
convincingly to the challenge.
-

It is difficult to say whether there is
something inherently unfunny about
gigoloism as a subject for screen comedy
or whether it merely awaits a genuinely
talented film maker 1o create a suitable
vehicle for dealing with it. In any case,
French director Philippe de Broca, who
has a positive genius for making fechle
[arces, has failed to generate more than
a few sell-conscious giggles m Male Com-
panion. The conceit of the character who
will go to incredible lengths to support
himsell without actually working is ap-
parently so dear to the Gallic lunny bone
that M. de Broca [eels he nced only
mention it to get laughs. He and his
leading man, Jean-Pierre Cassel, hardly
bother to develop it at all. M. de Broca's
own desire to succeed without really
uying begins to show in a Roman epi-
sode in which Cassel lives fust off the
wile of a pizza peddler, then as a substi-
tute son to a grieving lather. The whole
thing collapses when he goes back to
Paris in a rich man’s retinue; fantasy,
satire and a pie fight are messily mixed
to no comic point. When, at the end, we
are informed that the whole flm has
been nothing but a bad dream on the



part of M. Cassel, we are inclined to dis-
agree. It is more a pointless dream. A
very dull Male Companion.

-

There is nothing very flimty about
Our Man Flint. As James Coburn under-
plays him, he is a gentdeman instead of a
human weapon in the 007 manner. Con-
siderate, almost big-brotherly with ladies
(four of whom harmoniously share his
Hower-shaped bed), something of a mvs-
tic (he has the uvseful ability to go into
trances that are literally heartstopping),
his superiority complex is both earned
and unannoying. He is, of course, as
well versed in the ants of detection and
self-defense as any other member of the
new mob ol supersuave supersleuths;
but he is a free lance, which means he
has a higher regard for individual liber-
ty, a lower regard for bureaucracies and
ideologies. He also has to invent his own
weaponry and communications gear in-
stead of depending on Government issue.
In short. he is the compleat hero, yet an
interesting fellow to have a drink with.
His firsi—and hopefully nort his Iast—ad-
venture requires him to destroy single-
handedly an organization known as
Galaxy, a group of scientists who are
blackmailing the world by threatening
to change its climate (no paltry H-bomb
heist for them). Their big mistake is
leaving a hint of bouillabaisse on a poi-
soned dart aimed at Flint, whose incredi-
bly sensitive palate enables him to wrace
them to their restaurant port i Mar-
seilles. A few karate chops here, an assig-
nation there, a cracked sale and a short
hop in a sealed coffin lead him to
Galaxy's secret island headquarters, de-
fended by, among other things, an un-
American eagle. There he manages o
save his girls [rom being converted into
“pleasure umies” and then to blow the
whole joint up while the President stands
by swittering into a microphone. Despite
Daniel Mann's occasionally lackadaisical
direction and a script that could use a
more liberal salting of gags, the flm’s
relaxed, uninsistent light-mindedness s
a reliel these spoofy, hyperactive days.

The good thing about the Swedish at-
titude toward sex is its frankness. The
bad thing about it is its solemnity. Both
are on display in loving Couples, which
has been directed in the allusive, elusive
Continental arc-film style by sometime
aciress Mai Zeuerling, who also collab
orated with David Hughes on the screen-
plav. It recoums, m Hashbacks, the
events leading up to the accouchements
of three young women, all of whom have
taken curious routes to motherhood. The
Lrst, played by Gia Peure, s a Leshian
led back o the straight, if not narrow,
path by an older man who once was a
lover of her aunt. The second, Gunnel
Lindbloom, is a serving eirl, full of class
and sexwval resentment, who hates her
hushand and gocs 1o his bed only in an-
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“T’ll a whé;fever you’e avihmé
but make mine with METAXA”

Make way for Greek gold: pour Metaxa in your soda. Metaxa in your sour.
Metaxa on the rocks. Substitute velvet vigor for those tired old tastes.
Metaxa is potent and positive so you don’t have to use so much. Metaxa is
92 proof. But 100% with it. You can see it. You can taste it. You can feel it.
You pay a lot for it. But that doesn‘t stop the Greeks. They think Metaxa is
the moonand stars so they paste them right on the bottle. Get on it rightnow.

' Write for your free recipe
booklet: Metaxa, Box 1190,
LongIsland City, N.Y.11101.

Moving leftward from Metaxa
On The Rocks. Metaxa Stinger.
Metaxa Neat. Metaxa Mist,
Metaxa Alexander. Metaxa
Manhatlan. Anyway you pour it,
Metaxa is Greek gold.

92 proof Creek liqueur

imported to the U.S. solely by
Austin, Nichols & Co., Inc., N.Y.







Wait tilly you seeﬂnswmging'se mdels. 0

They've got high-powered styling. Super-
_slim lines. And for wrinkle-free mileage,. “p g -While you're Nhidre eriter D!QKIES'*"

RALLY CAR SWEEPSTAKES'. Free entry

they! reSHAPE/SET‘—nwamead:mningl

See the exciting rally of Dickies Slacks at
your dealer's. checkpoint, priced from

_on|y¢4 95 t0 sv o5, Guat driving‘ slacks

— that also win ln a‘\valkl

blénk can win a Ford Mustang, American
“Motors 'Marlin; qr Chevidlet Corvair.t

.D.ic:k.ze.s'.
MAKE MEN LOOK TALLER—
AND WOMEN Leox LONGER

. Williamson-Dickie Mfg. co.. Ft.worth Texas
»*uguweum mmmmwwm



PLAYBOY

36

LIME

N

A
COLOGNE FOR MEN' £

NEW!

THE FROSTED COLOGNE WITH A TWIST OF LIME

Fresh. .. frosted ... spiced with a twist of lime! That’s Old Spice Lime...
the stirring new cologne with the romantic aroma of the trade winds. An
experience no man should miss! Cologne 2.00; After Shave Lotion 1.50;
Cologne /After Shave Gift Set 3.50. By Shulton, makers of Old Spice...
world’s most popular after shave lotion.

Old Spice Lime is also
available in G reat Britain
and Continental Europe.

ger (her child, symbolically enough, is
stillborn). The third, Harriet Andersson,
is a [eatherbrain. Her child’s father is an
aristocratic soldier who bribes a homo-
sexual artist to stand in for him at
the altar. Just how the three girls were
flawed by childhood taints and traumas
is honestly and crisply set lorth, as is the
fin de siécle aristocratic milieu. The act-
ing is strong, the photography broody in
the manner made [amous by Ingmar
Bergman. But somehow Louving Couples
never fully ensnares the viewer: There is
something mechanical in the rhythm of
its psvchological revelations. And they
turn out to be just a little too texthook-
ish to stir us. One has been here before
in the company of other Swedish direc-
tors, soberly, wisely, earnestly consid-
ering the tragicomedy of the mating
dance as it is practiced in the colder
climes.

Dear John is every bit as serious about
sex as Loving Couples. Indeed, it may be
the frankest, nudest, most realistic film
record of the physical aspects of love-
making to come to these shores. But it is
also simple, wise, witty and touching in a
way that Miss Zetterling’s more clabo-
rate Alm never is. It is the straightfor-
ward tale of a short weekend in which
two attractive pcople, a ship's captain
and a caf¢ waitress, find each other, lose
each other. find each other, lose each
other and then halt what might become
an endless and neurotic process by decid-
ing to marry. Both have been ill-used by
former loves (the woman has a small
daughter to prove it), each is wary yet
desperately needful of the other, and
both are very truthful about their mo-
tives, their actions and their thoughts.
Jarl Kulle as the captain gives a wonder-
ful performance, daring to make comic
capital of that strange blend of vulnera-
bility and vanity that is the male on the
make. Christina Schollin as the girl is one
ol those solidly built yet never unfemi-
nine Swedish beauties who seem to have
no equivalent anywhere else in the
world. Her acting has a down-to-carthy
excitement that challenges description.
Director-writer Lars Magnus Lindgren
has an c¢ye for the manners, customs
and byplays of a short-term courtship
aspiring to be something more. He also
has compassion, sympathy, lyricism and,
above all, honesty. His film 1s sometimes
as explicit as a stag movie, but he has
found a way to realize the beauty ol
bluntness that will disarm those who
come to disapprove and quiet those who
come 1o snigger.

THEATER

Gwen Verdon is a miracle of mobility.
She soars like Fonteyn, struts like Astaire
and swaggers like a Chaplinesque sailor,
and all in about the space of a number
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DISTINGUISHED CLUBS IN MAJOR CITIES

JUNE PREMIERE FOR LONDON PLAYBOY CLUB
THREE NEW U.S. CLUBS PLANNED FOR 1966

SPECIAL EDITION

YOUR ONE PLAYBOY CLUB KEY
ADMITS YOU TO ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS

MAY 1966

Informal conviviality and famous Playboy service give Los Angeles® inti-
mate Playmate Bar the atmosphere of a relaxed and friendly private party.

Playboy Seeks New Locations

CHICAGO (Special)—Playboy Clubs are on the move—there arc
now 15 links in the ever-growing international chain and Chicago
headquarters has announced that three more U.S. Clubs are planned
for this year. With the London Club premiering next month and the
Jamaica Club-Hotel in full swing, you will soon be able to use your

one Playboy Key in 19 cities.

Negotiations for 1966 openings
are now taking place in Buffalo,
Cleveland and Denver. In addi-
tion to Clubs scheduled,
Playboy Club Planning Depart-
ment is investigating several
other cities in the U.S. and
Europe for future locations.

Playboy Clubs International,
Inc., has acquired 500 acres in
Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, for a
year-round Midwest playground.
The lavish golf and ski resort is
now set for an early 1967 debut.
(Beginning May st keys are$25
in all Wisconsin, including
towns within 75 miles of
Chicago.)

Your Playboy Key will open
the door to fun-filled revelry
and good times in Playboy Clubs
throughout the world. Beautiful
Bunnies direct you through our
many clubrooms where gourmet
food served from the buffet at
the same price as a drink, excit-
mg variety shows and ounce-
and-a-half-plus drinks await you
and your guests. You may even
charge an entire vacation at the
Jamaica Club to your key!

the.

AT THE PLAYS cLup)

Once you present your key to the
Door Bunny (she may be a pLavsoy
Playmate), your personal name
plate is placed on the Lobby board
and closed-circuit TV telecasts
your arrival throughout the Club.

Ay ~a N

Save $25 by Applying for Key Now!

CHICAGO (Special) — Execu-
tives of Playboy Clubs Interna-
tional, Inc., have just announced
that the London Playboy Club
will premiere this June, and that
Playboy i1s now negotiating in
Denver, Cleveland and Buffalo
with plans to open Clubs in these
areas during 1966.

The spectacular £1,500,000
London Playboy Club will be
staffed by 100 beautiful Bunnies
serving keyholders and guests in
seven luxurious clubrooms.
Among the many Playboy
surprises are a swinging disco-
théque, Penthouse Casino, Rou-
lette Room and gaming areas,
and an epicurean VIP Room.

The newest hutches in Boston
and San Francisco offer enter-
tainment galore! Lovely Bunnies,
man-sized buffet dinners at the
same price as a drink, king-sized
drinks and top talent await key-
holders from coast to coast.

You can still save $25 by ap-
plying for your key right now,
when a Playboy Key is more
valuable than ever before. Keys
are 525 only until the $50 Resi-
dent Key Fee goes into effect.

Beginning May 1st, the key lee
is raised to $50 in Indiana, Kan-
sas, Louisiana, Missouri, Missis-
sippi and the entire state of

Ilinois, as it has been in Arizona,
Florida and within a 75-mile ra-
dius of Chicago. Playboy Keys
will be ¥25 throughout Wiscon-
sin, including towns in the 75-
mile radius of Chicago.

To save 325 and enjoy all the
pleasures of the Playboy world,
send in the coupon today.

The London Playboy Club, first

of the Europ hutches, op in
June with three gala black-tie
Playboy Preview Party nights,

YOUR KEY ADMITS YOU TO PLAYBOY EVERYWHERE

OPEN—Atlanta - Baltimore - Boston « Chicago » Cincinnati « Detroit - Jamaica
Kansas City - Los Angeles « Miami « Mew Orleans « New York « Phoenix
St. Louis = San Francisco. OPENING NEXT—Buffalo « Cleveland - Denver
Lake Geneva » London « Washington, D.C.

== BECOME A KEYHOLDER/CLIP AND MAIL THIS APPLICATION TDDAY == wmy
=

TD: PLAYEDY CLUBES INTERNATIDNAL

Gentlemen:
Here is my apphication for key privileges.

NAME

© /o PLAYBOY MAGAZINE, 232 East Dhio Street, Chicago, lllinois

(PLEASE PRINT)

OCCUPATION

60611

ADDRESS

CITY
Key Feeis 325

15 waived tor your first year,
O Enciosed find $

except within a 75-mile radius of Chicago and in Anzena and Florida
where keys are 350 After May 1st, Key Fee in Indiana, Kansas, Lowsiana, Mis-
sourl, Mississipps, and the entire state of llhnois will also be $50. (Key Fee in-
cludes $1 for year's subscriplion to v, the Club magazine.} Applicant for key
must be male and over 23 years of age. The Annual Account Maintenance Charge

O Blimetor $_____.
[0 1 wish only information about The Playboy Club. ]
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CORK ... The Educated Plaid.
In Irish Green with Blue;
Gold with Black.

if vou wear
the authentic
shirt...
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we speak
your

language!
Golden Award®

TAPERED TAILORING
FOUR TO SEVEN DOLLANS

Golden Award Shirts are available at:

ABRAHAM & S‘I’MUS & BRANCHES (YOUNG
MEN'S SHOP), N.Y.C. = CONDON'S, CHARLES-
TON, S, C. » MILWAUKEE BOSTON STORE,
MILWAUKEE, WISC., and other fine stores
everywhere, or write: GOLDEN AWARD Division,
Wings Shirt Co., Inc,, 4 W. 33rd St., N.Y. 1, N.Y.

and a half. She sings a litde like
Channing, but is more lifelike; a big
musical-comedy star, but with a peculiar
nearness and touchability abourt her. Her
new musical, Sweet Cherity, is based on
Nights of Cabiria, Federico Fellini's bit-
tersweet film of a few vyears back. But
Cabiria into Charily is a misguided meta-
morphosis. Instead ol the Roman tart
with a Heart Ol Gold, we now have a
Manhattan dance-hall hostess with  a
H. O. G., and she is too little bitter and
100 much sweet. The rather random book
is credited to Neil Simon, but he has done
his work absent-mindedly. Mostly the
lines recad like valentines: “Without
love, life has no purpose.” What simple
Simon needs is a get-wellsoon card. Cy
Coleman's music and Dorothy Fields'
lyrics serve as a good backdrop for the
dances, and in Sweet Charity, the dances,
the dancers and the dancer are the
thing. Bob Fosse, Miss Verdon's hus.
band, as choreographer and director, has
been lavish with his imagination. And
then there’s Gwen, delightful whether
marching gaily through a long chorus
line on a long stage or hidden in a tight
little closer in the bedroom of an Italian
movie star, while he is consorting with
his current love in a nearby bed. Alas,
Sweet Charily is no triumph, despite the
valiant battle of Verdon. At the Palace,
Broadway and 47th Swreet.
-

Hostile Witness has all the wappings of
the classic courtroom melodrama. The
case: an apparently upright lawyer seem-
ingly [ramed lor the murder of his best
friend. The courtroom: gray, pancled,
challenging. with the witnesses address
ing vou. the audience, as jury. There
are Holmesian exclamations (“Frightf'ly
clevah!™) and thundering curtain lines
(“Where have you secn those eyes:"”).
The court is chock [ull of English char-
acter actors (the wise, witty judge who,
with his incredible dewlaps, wig and
flowing robes, looks like a basset hound
in drag; the snappish, Wilbpin‘]l prosecu-
tor; the duty-bound, dumb investigating
officer; the clipped and bumbling British
major). It all builds up to the moment
when the accused, who is his own de-
fense attorncy, announces ominously
that the real villain is “perhaps even
someone in this courtroom.” Surprisc!
But when the game is up, when the mu-
derer has made his fatal blunder on the
witness stand, when the last twist has
been slowly unraveled, it is clear (actual-
ly. it was cear about four red herrings
carlier) that Jack Roffey's play follows
the proper form, but lacks the content.
Bencath those trappings is an clemen-
tary, [alsely complicated, hokey plot.
And the evening does not really belong
to those wonderful supporting players,
but to the star, Ray Milland, who stands
accused, along with Mr. Rolfley: The
character is stff and dull, and so is the

We have

to warn men
not to

drink

it!

Summer coolers don’t come any more
refreshing than this. Caswell-Massey's
new Lime Cologne Water smells as
good as a gin & tonic tastes. Intoxicat~
ing! One sniff, and you’ll swear there’s
real lime juice in it. There is—and the
fragrance doesn’t fade. (That's the zesty
difference between ours and others.)
Caution: Caswell-Massey’s Lime Co-
logne Water is definitely habit-forming.

Cologne Water from $4; Toilet Water
from $10.

At the best men’s shops and department
stores, or write:

CASWELL-MASSEY
Co. Ltd.

Est. 1752
America’s Oldest Chemists & Perfumers,
114 E. 25th St., New York, N.Y. 10010




Want a sports car with a stout English heart
in a sleek Italian body?
Triumph TR-4A gives you this and more:

Triumph TR-4A
streaks to 60 mph

in only 10%: seconds.
With plenty of reserve
speed to safely handle
any emergency.

That beautiful body is a
trademark of Michelotti,
famous Italian
automotive stylist.

That rain-proof,
weather-tight
convertible top is

a trademark of

the TR-4A.

For the ultimate insafety
and performance, the
TR-4A offers (1) precise
rack-and-pinion
steering and (2)
reliable disc brakes.

Triumph is a Sports
Car Club of America
Champion for the fourth
straight year. Reassuring
thought for competition-
See those rear wheels? minded buyers
That's how optional inde-
pendent rear suspension
keeps the TR-4A on
the level and on the
ground. Even over the
bumpiest roads.

All this and still more. Easy-up, easy-down convertible top. Hand-rubbed English
walnut dash. Hand-tooled English leather bucket seats. And a Scottish price: $2820*.

*Suggested retail price POE plus state and/or local taxes. Slightly higher in West. SCCA-approved
competition equipment available. Look for dealer in Yellow Pages. Available in Canada. Overseas
delivery also available. Standard-Triumph Motor Co., Inc., 575 Madison Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10022

Triumph TR-4A
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Uninhibited Patterns
with Dacron®

Individualistic. Exciting. The colors
are rich. Spirited patterns include Dis-
trict Checks, Tattersalls and Herring-
bones. Our Natural Shoulder cut, al-
ways correct, fits all men comfortably.
65% Dacron* polyester, 35% cotton.
Own one. They're the best. Corbin
Ltd., 385 Fifth Ave., New York, N.Y.

*Du Pont's registered trademark

TROUSERED BY
CORBIN

actor. At the Music Box, 239 West 45th
Street.
-

Philadelphia, Here I Come! is a nice, lik-
able, charming, small play that, unfortu-
nately, is subject to comparison with
innunmierable other dramatic works, such
as The Subject Was Roses, Billy Liar and
the collected plays of Sean O'Casey. Phil-
adelphia 1s not as touching as Roses, not
as imaginative as Billy. and playwright—
short-story writer Brian Friel has none
of the lyricism of his Irish master. Yet the
play has considerable merit. Friel’s hero
is Gareth O'Donnell. an lrish country
lad who has decided to leave his native
Bullybeg for an adopted Philadelphia.
On the eve of his departure, he contem-
plates his past, his future and his reasons
for leaving: the icy detachment of his
widower [ather, the complacency of the
townspeople. the self-deception of his
drinking mates and, most ol all, his own
imadequacies. It is the author’s theatrical
device to have two Gareths on stage at
once—the public self, passive and dreamy,
and the private sell, angry and out-
spoken. As public Gar. Patrick Bed
ford gropes and compromises (he loses
his girllriend Dbecause he doesn’t have
the comage to ask her [ather for her
hand). The private Gar, Donal Donnel-
ly, serves as conscience and commenta-
tor. Both actors—in [act, all the actors—
are fine, especially Donnelly (who played
the watchful lodger in the film of The
Knack). There are several exquisite
scenes, particularly one late in the last
act when Gar finally must lace the fact
that he and his [ather will never reach
cach other, that the father has no notice-
able present emotion or memory of sen-
timents past. The nonrclationship is
moving, and so is the undercurrent
theme: You can’t go home again il the
home was never a home in the first
place: but Friel doesn’t bring to 1t
cnough fresh insight or originality. His
play is warm, winning, wry, wistful and
winsome; but at the same time it is well-
worn and, to stretch our alliteration to
the breaking point, a litde weary. At the
Helen Hayes, 210 West 46th Street.

-

A young woman so beautilul she looks
like Lee Remick lives in a basement
apartment in Greenwich Village. She is
alone because her husband has suddenly
heen called out of town. She is also
blind, very recently blind, so that she
doesn’t always know where things are.
She is also alraid of five. so what does she
do to ensure her peace of mind? She
leaves the door unlocked. silly. Why? If
she didn’t, there wouldn’t be a play
called Wait Until Dark. All sorts of strange
creatures start creeping through the open
door: one ex-con who makes believe
he is an old friend of her husband;
another who poses as a policeman but
keeps running to the window and fid-
dling loudly with the Venetian blinds

to signal his accomplices; and a third
thug who keeps changing his disguises
(which makes a lot of diflerence to a
blind lady). Even [rom the balcony with
one's eyes closed, he sounds suspicious.
So what does the blind Iady do? Call the
police? Not on her life. She believes it
when the bad guys tell her that her hus-
band is mixed up in heroin smuggling,
and she tries 1o protect him by not call-
ing the police. The villains are after a
doll stuffed with heroin, which her hus-
band just happened to bring back [rom
Montreal (because a lady ac the airport
asked him 10). Finally, Lee—ves, it is Lee
Remick—finds the doll, but does she give
it to them? No, she hides it. What with
people looking for the doll in the safe,
which is locked, and in the washing ma-
chine, which is [ull, and flipping the
blinds, clicking the lights, banging into
furniture, this Frederick Knowr play al-
most works up to the level of a Marx
Brothers movie. But no such luck. It is a
thriller, or meant to be, but there is only
one good shrick—and that in the last few
minutes, which means thar Wart is a
long night’s wait. At the Ethel Barry-
more, 243 West 47th Street.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

What would happen il you crossed
Sophia Loren with Barbra Streisand?
Well, if vou were lucky yvou'd ger a girl
with Loren's build and Streisand’s vocal
equipment, which is a fairly close ap-
proximation of what Lainie Kazan has go-
ing lor her. We audited and admired the
bel-cantilevered Miss Kazan at Chicago’s
Mister Kelly's (just before it was hit by a
disastrous five last February). where, semi-
clad in a plunging pink gown, she han-
dled with star-style aplomb a lengthy set
arranged by pianist Peter Danicels, whose
occasionally complex charts gave her a
chance to exhibit—among other things—
her vocal wares. And, like other things,
they were considerable. The curvilinear
Miss Kazan opened with a rocking rendi-
tion of Blues in the Nighi, wherein she
displaved a marked ability to change
from one key to another with nonclink-
erish ease. She then showed a courage
above and beyvond the call of duty by
tackling the Streisand Funny Girl block-
buster Don’t Rain on My Parade. Miss
Kazan came off to favorable advantage.
From there on, Lainic interspersed a
batch of standards with such special
items as Peel Me a Grape and Ouzo, an
ode to the Grecian booze. It was a [ast-
moving session, but at its end Miss Ka-
zin wasn't even breathing hard. Which
was more than could be said for some of
the males in the audience.

-

Joy ‘66, a revue at the Windy City's
Happy Medium starring Oscar Brown,
Jr., i Oscar Brown, Jr. There’s an in-



strumental group bchind the super-
abundantly talented composer-lyricist-
performer (see On the Scene, pLavBOY,
October 1961), and the singing chores
are shared in part by pretty voung
Jean Pace and bossa-nova guitarist Luiz
Henrique (some dancing is sprinkled
throughout; it is, however, readily for-
gettable). They're an enthusiastic troupe
ranging in talent from adequate to ad-
mirable; but Oscar, who's on stage almost
all the time, is superb. His scope is ap-
parently limitless; he opens the show
with a tender ballad on the wonders of
the world as scen through the eyes of a
child, with lyrics built around Bobby
Timmons' jazz classic Dat Dere, goes on
to a raucously bawdy calypso refrain,
Wham, Bam, Thank You Ma'am, to a
sly delineation of original sin, Forbidden
Fruit, to a plaintively torchy folk song
based on a street cry, Rags and Old Iron,
to a manic description of how one cat
keeps his cool. Songstress Pace is easy on
the eyes and ears—her tongue-in-cheek
rendering of Fool with Me and I'll Have
You Killed was particularly effective—
and Henrique isn’t too far ofl the stand-
ards set by Jodo Gilberto; but Oscar
could have done the show by himsell.
Maybe next time.

BOOKS

Evan S. Connell, Jr, is one of Ameri-
ca's most talented, most versatile and
least noticed post-War writers. His new
novel, The Diary of a Ropist (Simon &
Schuster), is one of his better efforts—not
quite as good as Mrs. Bridge, but then,
that was a masterpiece. The vapist is
Earl Summerfield, in his 20s, married to
frosty, ambitious Bianca, who wants to
make assistant pli!l(_ipdl and who reads
the financial pages in bed, leaving litle
room or tme for Earl in or out of bed.
Earl is filled with resentment against
Bianca, against his superiors and co-
workers at the state employment office
and, most especially, against all those
girls he sees or reads about every day,
[launting their stuff, teasing and tantaliz-
ing him. No wonder, Earl concludes,
there are so many rapes and scx mur-
ders; no wonder, too, that the diary he
keeps (the novel is entirely in diary
form) is filled with references to violence
—murders, muggings, Russia and the
U. 8. rattling their nuclear bombs at each
other, For Earl, it's a world of menace
and also a world of pleasures that are
denied him. He becomes a hater, and his
hate settles on one beauty contestant he
has seen at an amusement park. The girl
15 respectable, lives with her mother, but
Earl imagines her as “the whore of Baby-
lon"—if not, how could she make him
think all those dark thoughts? There's a
blank enuy for July Fourth, and that is
when Earl rapes her, in an alley near a
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church. The succeeding diary entries
show him becoming a nocturnal creature,
wandering around his neighborhood
in San Francisco, going into people’s
houses. violating their privacy as he
violated his “whore of Babvlon.” He
grows preoccupied with newspaper ac-
counts ol convicted murderers in death
row, with the details of the executions
themselves. He senses kinship with the
murderers—they know something the
rest of the world doesn’t, and what a
joke it all is' Earl Summetheld comes
off as a twisted saint ol our times, seek-
ing what appears to be real penance at
the end. An uneducated man, his words
often have the eloquence of hopelessness
and agony. “I'm free but it doesn’t inter-
est me”” he writes. “Maybe I'm [ree
against my will”” This book, with its
taut writing, compressed structure and
the good taste with which it handles its
inherently sensational subject matter,
should win the neglected Connell his
widest audience yet.
-

The late Brendan Behan was the
archetype of the romantic hero—an Irish
rebel of sweet disposition and foul
tongue. Confessions of on Irish Rebel (Bcr-
nard Geis) carries forward his running
account ol his life—"pushing and shov-
ing and roaring and bawling”—alter his
release from Borstal prison, where he
served a term lor activities in the Irish
Republican Army. It was a life full of
booze and bravado, of Irish ballads and
Ivish rebellion. This last, it seems, was
frequently of the homely, adolescent
kind. “Why the hell don’t you hang your
clothes up?” his host asked Inm. “L did
hang them up,” said Behan, “on the
lloor—where they can’t fall oft.™ He was
a child of the slums, but his mother was
middle class to the core. “The Lord pre-
serve from poets and playwrights,” she
would say, and send Brendan out to
look for a respectable job. His jobs nev-
er lasted long—he was forever going off
on a bender or on a secret mission lor
the I.R.A. Between adventures he
scemed to yearn for respectability, but
was unable 1o settle himsell enough to
achieve 1t. His “conlessions” are not,
when all is said and done, very interest-
ing—unless, of course, you happen to
like Brendan Behan, which, we openly
confess, we do.

A minor conuribution to the growing
body of Behania is Dominic Behan's My
Brother Brendan (Simon & Schuster). “No-
body clse could have written about him
as he was,” Dominic observes modestly,
“because nobody else was a brother, a
fellow worker and a boozer with him, all
three.” But one gets the uneasy feeling
that while Dominic idolized his older
brother, he never really understood him.
He is too wistful, too worshipful, tag-
ging along with Brendan’s crowd and
hoping for a bit of kindness. Dominic



writes in a thick brogue that makes large
sections of his book all but unintelligi-
ble. Thar may be an advantage, because
the parts that can be understood are
generally flat and tedious. We'll stick
with Brendan, thanks.

Belore the reader has flipped the third
page of Davis Grubb’s latest novel,
Shadow of My Brother (Holt, Rinchart and
Winston), he has witnessed the [ollow-
ing: the slaving of a Negro boy by three
hot delenders of Southern custom and
womanhood; the horror of Amy Wilson
(who happened to be spooning m the
vicinity  with  her  boylriend, George
Purdy) when she sees that one of the
murderers is her very own daddy; and
George Purdy “. . . bending out of the
car window being sick on the running
board and ashamed, ashamed, ashamed
and my being ashamed is deep and dark
and not because Amy might sce me
bemg sick. Ashamed, ashamed of some-
thing deep and dark that has struck and
thrummed like a drum in my groin . . .
Running board? The time of the novel
is approximately the present. Vietnam is
mentioned once. It's all kind of hazy—
and not too importani—because prose
and people fare considerably worse than
time and place in the author’s faulty
Faulknerian hands. Loy Wilson, Amy’s
daddy, extrudes evil like raw meat from
a grinder. Grubb tracks backward to dis-
cover the beginning of Loy's unlovely
ways and, as vou might expect, he uncov-
ers the spoor of all sorts of guilts and in-
apient incests. Loy suspecats that he has
a half-brother with the wrong kind of
blood in lus veins, and this, it is hinted,
is partially the reason for his Ahab-size
hatred of all Negroes. But there's really
no cxplaming Loy. Ar least Grubb
doesn’t explain him in anything resem-
bling human terms. Nor does he explain
anyone clse in this novel. The good are
celestially good and the bad are brim-
stone bad, and all, good and bad, 1alk
and carry on in a way that 15 not o be
believed. Grubb has chosen a serious
theme—there’s none more serious in the
land. It deserves better than this ad hoke
trestment.,

"

The Lost Hero by John Pearson (Da-
vid McKay) is the story of Donakl
Campbell's attempt, in 1964, 10 break
the Land-speed record, yet it is more than
that. It is the story of a man possessed,
an Ahab whose car, Bluebird, is, like
Moby Dick. the monstrous “king of the
children of pride.” Donald Campbell is
possessedd by more than pride and con-
ceit, the classic elements of self-desuruc-
tion. He is also the son of the legendary
Sir Malcolm Campbell, “the most suc
cesslul record-breaker of all time.” So au-
thor Pearson scis out to strip the masks

LOLRE TOE
OETION IS

You'll find more action—more of everything at the Stardust. Spend an hour and forty-
five minutes at our lavish and spectacular Lido Revue. Then, catch entertainers like
the Kim Sisters, Esquivel and other great acts in the Stardust Lounge. They’re on from
dusk 'til dawn! Have a gourmet’s delight in our world-famous Polynesian restaurant,
AKUAKU. Swim. Sun. Tan. Play golf at our

championship course. Yes, GO.. .to your travel

agent. Make a reservation for excitement! Or,

write Reservations Director, Suite 102. Economy HOTEL & GOLF CLUB, LAS VEGAS, NEVADA
minded? See our ‘““Heavenly Holidays"* brochure.

1,000 LUXURY ROOMS AT $8 - $10. PLUS 500 DELUXE ROOMS AND SUITES

Like nothing else you ever tasted

G

(except cha.mpague! )

CHAMPALE is America's Original Sparkling Malt Liquor. ’ SEarvNGe l
Gives a champagne glow to any occasion...yet costs just 'a"'pa e

pennies more than beer. Buy it wherever beer is sold., MALT LIQUOR
FREE—\Vrile today for Recipe Booklets for drinks and food—Oept, PE, Melropolis Brewery of NoJ., Trenton®

43



PLAYRBOY

44

Et tu, Brut?

Bold new
Brut

for men.

By Fabergé.
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after anything! Brut.

from Donald Campbell, to seek “some in-
ner truth of his character.” He succceds
so well that the job itself, the job of risk-
ing a life for a record, is muted through-
out. Campbell climbs into the cockpit of
Bluebird, tries the treacherous salt flats
of Lake Eyre in South Australia, fails.
tries again, fails again, tries again and
fails, and so on, until the adventure
seems to end in failure. Only it doesn't.
Almost as an afterthought, the author
tells of Campbell’s return to Lake Eyre
where, finally, he breaks the world’s
record. That is the one major flaw in the
book: there are, after all, drama and
nobility and other epic qualities to
trinmph  as well as despair. Pearson
writes well (“record-breaking is like revo-
lution; success is its only excuse and fail-
ure diminishes everything in contact
with it”), and he knows Campbell,
knows that he is brave but that it is
more than bravery, that he will not give
in because of his “inability ever to ac
cept the fact that he was commonplace
like the rest of us.” The book ends
rather with a whimper as Donald Camp-
bell, the curiously unfulfilled victor, tells
how, between his record runs, he saw
his father’s image in the windscreen,
smiling and saying, “Well, boy. Now you
know how I felt that time at Bonneville
m 1935 when a front tire burst at 200.
But don’t worry. It’'ll be all right, boy.”
One wonders if it will really ever be
all right for Donald Campbell.
-

Pour in a2 magnum of bottled-in-Bond
action, add a Beckettful of absurd di-
alog, stir with a Rabelaisian leer to the
consistency of a Deighton nutcake, broil
over a hot typewriter and—stand back.
Out pops Sondra Rifkin's Jewels (New
American Library), by Roy Doliner, a
literary feast topped with a good brandy
sauce. To Doliner, the gallows natural-
ism of espionage novels is rank soap op-
era, their endssanctify-means philosophy
a flag-waving hoax. Obviously finding
himself laughing in the wrong places
while reading, he has gone to the satire
bag and come up with a zany tale in
which you can't tell the cloak-and-suiters
from the cloak-and-daggers. Doliner’s
odd agents are more interested in old-
fashioned sex than in modern state
secrets and pursue their passions with
cyclonic gusts of lust. There simply isn't
much time left for espionage; but that's
all right, because Doliner never intend-
cd to give the subject more than a brave
wave anyway. The plot? Oh, yes, it's
there, nestled somewhere among Sandra
Rifkin’s baubles. Involved in it are Cas-
tro agents, CIA agents, double agents
and triple agents; but since they're all
three sheets to the wind half the time
and between two sheets the rest of the
time, they hardly interfere with Do
liner's primary purpose, which is to
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demonstrate that sex capers are a lot
more entertaining than spy capers.
-

In the fictional world of J. P. Donleavy
there is little that doesn’t meet the I
His singular heroes demand the greatest
zood for the greatest number—the great-
est number being number one. But the
Ginger Man (Donleavy's only character)
is growing old. He retains his arrogance
but has lost his verve; he still despises
naysayers but has nothing left to affirm;
his defiant rage has begun to sound like
a petulant whine. In his latest disguise,
The Saddest Summer of Samuel § (Delacorte),
Donleavy's middle-aging hero wrns up
in Vienna, where he has been undergo-
ing psychoanalysis for five years. Abigail,
a kind of Enovid-coated Candy, a coed
prowling Europe in search of the Great
Transforming Lay, slips hopelully into
Samuel's bed, no sirings attached. But
Sam says he wanis strings; he wants a
wile and kids (his own image suggests
puppets), so he wrns over and goes to
sleep instead, thinking of himself as a
“hero of lonely principles.” But the
reader will suspect that what he calls
heroism is only inertia, that his princi-
ples consist of protecting his comfortable
image of himself as a sensitive soul sat
on by the gross Lat world. Samuel admits
he’s a monster of selfishness, but even
the confession becomes an assertion of
moral superiority: “Who else but me has
the honesty to admit ir?” Maybe the
Ginger Man should have died young,
going down in flames. For his misanthro-
py is unearned: Life no longer tortures
his soul, it doesn’t even bruise his spirit;
it merely shortchanges him.

.

To that small number of people (may
Zeus reward them) who take note of the
by-lines in magazines, the name Dan
Wakeficld will at once evoke satislying
memories of solid reports from Spain
and from Isracl, from America’s South
and New York's slums, [rom the world of
politics and the world of pot. Ten years'
worth of his efforts are now available in
Between the Lines (New American Libra-
ry), along with some of the most honest
obscrvations on the [ree-lance life ever
to be made public by a member of that
normally impersonal trade. Wakefield
even tells us how much money he makes
—the figure has never gone over $8000
a year. Wakeheld counters those who
criticize him for leaving the grayish
pages ol serious weeklies to write [or
slick magazines with—Horrors!—pictures
of gitls in them, by explaining simply
that he contributes to publications that
permit him to write what he wants to
write in the way he wants to write it
Giving the background of The Prodigal
Powers of Pot, that celebrated account
of the marijuana syndrome which first
appeared in these pages and is reprinted
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in the book, Wakehield writes: “pLaysoy
exercised no editorial influence on me
1o bring our or subdue any point or
aspect of the story. They wanted a [ull
and honest account of the subject, and
1 gave it to them to the best of my
ability.” Our thanks, then, to the in-
wepid Wakelield for his kind comments,
for his contributions past and 10 come,
and for this most refreshing collection
of his first decade of work.

Writers who catch on late in their ca-
reers often rummage through their desks
for neglected manuscripts, blow off the
dust and present them 1o a newly inter-
ested audience. Not so with Vladimir
Nabokov. His areative outburst of the
1930s was like a celestial explosion in
the remote universe, whose shimmering
light oniy reached our eyes—and these
pages—decades later. Among his many
previously unavailable works e two
plays, one ol which, The Waltz Invention
(Phaedra), written in 1938, is now pub-
lished for the hirst time in English. "This
is not one ol Nabokov's major efforts. In
limiting himsell o dialog, be stills the
quivering rellections on the surface ol
his prose, denies himsell its evocative
shadows and glimmers. More important,
the play lacks the sudden fissure in the
heart, the paralyzing glimpse ol loss
(Humbert Humbert's realization that he
has stolen  Lolita’s  childhood), which
light his novels with compassion. On the
surface. the play is a black-comedy para-
phrase of Lord Acton: Power corrupts,
and farcical power corrupts larcically,
Salvator Waltz, possessor of a machine
that can blow up entire cities, blackmails
mankind into making him “King ol the
world with desires unlimited.” Profess-
ine that the greatest ol these desires is to
sive the world, he smothers it instead in
his blindly groping embrace. When he
lorees his 3/4 vision on a 4/4 universe,
his wtopia becomes @ madhouse. But pol
ities are only the surlace of the play: Na-
Lokov imprisons his characters in a hall
ol mirrors, mirrors facing mirrors, where
only the insane can find their way. Yet
by delicately angling the mirrors, Na-
hokov himsell scems 1o glimpse—if only
in reflection, il only for a moment—Irag-
ments ol lost bliss. For Nabokov is pri-
marily a writer of ecstatic  nostalgia,
snatching at wisps of memory, pinning
them. mounting them in a Iricze of time,
and by the wenderness ol his gaze, encir-
cling them with the nimbus of the high-
est art.

Marcia Bushby was married at 14, but
when her husband entered the bedroom
on their wedding night she left town in
chaste haste. At 16 she was a peniten-
tiary inmate. At 18 she was a successtul
bootlegger. And at 28 she was a madam
in wide-open San Francisco. There is no



reason to expect that Marcia's unusual
activities would prepare her to write a
graceful autobiography, and they haven't.
Instead, we have an alley-cat saga in
The Lady of the House (Putnam), by Sally
Stanford—a name adopted in 193]
while she was [eeling sloppily sentimen-
tal (a band was playing I Wonder
What's Become of Sally? and a headline
announced that Stanford had beaten
California). As the operator of a chain
of deluxe brothels, Sally felt an obli-
gation to provide impeccable wares for
her clients and thrived for almost 20
years as a consequence. During this peri-
od, as she recounts in a heavy downpour
of anecdotes, she hecame a student of
the male animal. (Her valedictory mes-
sage: “Romance without finance is a nui-
sance!™) Some men, she found, aren't
worth sending upstairs. They slug the
girls, make unattractive requests, stop
their checks the morning alter, pass out,
and otherwise gum up an enterprise in
which time means money. Usually care-
ful to refer only to the departed, Sally
reports that Errol Flynn was a gentle-
man, while Humphrey Bogart had “no
class.”” Not that Flynn and Bogart were
customers—they just liked to loll in the
atmosphere for which Sally's home for
pliant girls was celebrated. Since she al-
ways considered it a sin to offer bribes,
Sally had to conduct running battles
with policemen, some of whom tried to
nail her o the courthouse wall over the
years. They failed, but when San Fran-
cisco suffered a severe morality quake in
1949, she closed up shop, and re-emerged
as the proprietor of the Valhalla Restau-
rant, which she operates to this day in
suburban Sausalito, just over the Golden
Gate. She has churned the cvic waters
there by running wwice for the city
council, losing twice and pledging to try
again. Her major campaign plank calls
lor the establishment of a public rest-
room in the center of town. Maybe Sally
cin't write, but her whole career demon-
strates that she's all heart.

William Golding’s The Hot Gates (Har-
court, Brace & World) is a collection of
personal essavs in which the herce cre-
ator ol Lord of the Flies turns gentle phi-
losopher. The book is part reminiscence,
part rumination. Golding plays with his-
tory, rewrites it to suit his [ancy and as-
signs himself a role m it. In the tide
cesay he takes us to the craggy hills of
Grecece and tries to reconstruct the Spar-
tan martyrdom against Xerxes' hordes at
Thermopylae. He scrambles up a hill
and, looking down upon the ancient bat-
tleground, evokes the scene: “The col-
umn of dust diminished. The King of
Kings gave an order. The huge army
shrugged itsell upright and began the
march  forward into the Hot Gates,
where the last of the Spartans were still
fighting with nails and feet and teeth.”
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In Golding's world, logic must yicld to
imagination, science to fantasy. He
claims that Copernicus’ discovery that
the ecarth revolved around the sun was
essentially an act of [aith—that is, of im-
agination. “I am an ancient Egyptian,”
he proclaims in another essay, “with all
their unreason, spiritual pragmatism
and capacity for ambiguous belicl.” We
ger some notion of what it means to be
an ancient Egyptian living in the 20th
Century in his essay “Body and Soul.”
He describes his trip by jet [rom New
York to Los Angeles. He is fascinated by
the speed of the jet, which whisks his
body to the West Coast while leaving his
slow-to-adjust soul behind. “Body here,
can see it sitting in the seat. Soul still
leaving Atlantic coast.” Golding plays
happily with this idea until his scatmate
interrupts. His scatmate “is physicist,
naturally,” all facts and logic. “Tells me
about jets sucking air in at one end and
blowing result of combustion out at
other. Encourage him, from a pure sense
ol joie de vivre. Rash, this, very.” Good
book, this, very.

, In his frst novel, The Messenger,
\ Charles Wright focused on the rootless
. g B ] present of a young Negro in New York.

7 .y The book was tart yet wistful, hip but
Americas Most Magnifcent Bourbon not in the least self-righteous. Now, in his
second novel, The Wig (Farrar, Straus &
Giroux), Wright continues his theme of
urban alienation, as experienced by a
Negro. but has changed his style. Set in
“an America ol Tomorrow,” The Wig
is a comic fantasy. Its nonhero, Lester
Jefterson, is a Harlem Candide, con-
vinced that he can still find a place in
the Great Society with the right key,
which is a straightened head ol hair,
thanks to Silky Smooth Hair Relaxer.
But the key keeps breaking in a varicty
of locks. He fails in an assault on pop-
record heights as a soul singer; he [ails
in love as the prostitute finds out he is
an indigenous and broke black Ameri-
can. The best job he can get is crawling
through the streets of New York in the
humiliating costume ol a chicken as an
ad for the King of Southern Fried Kitch-
en. Acting as a mordant Greek chorus to
this dead-end odyssey is a gallery of dis-
torted urban survivors, notably Litle
Jimmic Wishbone, once an Uncle Tom
screen star and now on occasional leave
from the psychiatric ward at Kings
County Hospital. The book ends as M.
Fishback, an expert in phony credit
cards, turns into Fate and strips the new
Candide of his wig and presumably his
spirit. The prose is swift; the mood,
bitter; the theme, pain in a world of
absurdity. Charles Wright has succeeded
in creating a comédie noire—in both
senses ol that term.
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Though my sexual experiences are lim-
ited, 1 have often wished that occasion-
ally my girlfriend’s and my roles in the
sex act could be reversed-—she being the
seducer and I the seduced. Can you
think of a tactful way to suggest such a
change?—E. P., Eugene, Oregon.

Not really, since most givls prefer to
feel that the male is the aggressor in
mallers amatory. Your best chance of ever
being the seduced rather than the seducer
is to seek out a female with corresponding
inchinations. Bul you should be fore
warned that a woman who enjoys playing
the dominant role in sexual relations will,
in all probability, wish (o dominate the
relationship in other ways as well.

At a dinner party 1 gave, I served a
bottle of Cote de Nuits burgundy to my
guests. One ol them—a real smart-ass—
kept insisting that serving a wine at
room temperature did not necessarily
mean the temperature maintained in a
steam-heated apartment building. 1 said
that room temperature is room temperi-
ture and that chilling—even slightly
—a bottle ol excellent burgundy would
be a serious breach of wine etiquette.
We pgot into quite a liule argument.
Who was right>—P. D., New York,
New York.

Your friend. In wine terminology,
“room temperature” vefers to that main-
tained in a Normandy castle with no
central heating—usually 63 to 72 degrees
—rather than a Manhaltan tower. Under
no circumsiances should any wine be

served al over 72 degrees.

ls it possible to straighten a warped
record>—S. L., Duluth, Minnesota.

Depends on how bad the warp is.
Slightly warped vecords can be reflattened
by stacking fairly heavy objects, such as
telephone books, on them and lelling
them sit overnight in their liners, on a
perfectly flat surface. All you can do with
a severely warped record is retive il.

B have been dating a young lady for the
past three months, but as of this writing
she has shown no signs of warming up. 1
dress conservatively, drive a 1966 Chevy
IT Nova SS, and always wine and dine
her at the best places—usually starting
off the evening with a good Scotch, then
a great meal and, finally, a litde danc-
ing. However, promptly at 11 p.ar she
always develops a headache and asks to
be taken home. All I've gotten for my
cfforts are a good-sized dent in my bank
balance, chilly feet from so many com-
panionless nights and a gasoline bill

bigger than the national debt. What can
I do to improve this situation>—P. C.,
Cherry Poini, North Carolina.

Obuiously, your initials don’t stand for
Prince Charming—at least this girl
doesn’t think so. We'd say that three
months of steady dating with a regular
11 p.M. sign-off indicates she isn’t very
interested in having the rvelationship de-
velop beyond its present platonic level.
The “headache” rouline is an easy way
to avoid denling your ego, as daling
her has been denting your bank balance.
Since you prefer this to be a make-or-
break affair, we think yow'd be wise to
break it off.

B always lighted a girl's cigarette
first, regardless of whether I was using
a match or a highter. Recently, however, a
date informed me that when using a
match I should light my own cigarette
first so that I, rather than she, would get
the taste of any sulphur fumes. 1 have
never heard of this practice. Am I poorly
mformed?>—J. R., Rangely, Colorado.

No, she is. Always light a lady’s ciga-
relle fursi, regardless of the type of flame.
When using a maitch, the smell of sul-
phur will disappear if you let it burn for
a sccond or two before offering il.

Are there any measures that can be
taken to remove the shine from trou-
ser seats>—J. P. M., Cleveland, Ohio.

Careful cleaning will reduce the shine,
but only slightly and temporarily, Nor is
there any known way to prevent the shine
that results from normal wear—especially
with serge, mohair and flat worsteds—
unless you can manage Lo avoid sitting
down in them. The best way to eliminate
the problem of shiny trousers is, we think,
to give them to the Salvation Army.

l am a 24-vear-old divorcee with a
d-year-old son whom I am supporting
while I work my way through college.
Having no immediate plans for remar-
riage, 1 plan to enter secondary teaching
after I have completed the requirements
for a master’s degree in English. My di-
lemma is a common one [or women in
my position, for while I don’t advocate
promiscuity, I see no reason why an
adult female canmot enjoy an intimate
relationship with a man of her own
choosing. My parents, however, insist
that such a relationship will bring dis-
honor upon me and, more important,
cause hardships and emotional disturb-
ances to my child. Should T stick to my
beliefs and continue to date as I have in
the past, or is there a chance that the

It
cant

talk.

But women

getthe
message.
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51




PLAYBOY

52

presence of a male friend might psycho-
logically harm my child>—Mrs. J. L. 8.,
San Diego, California.

Stick to your beliefs. The imagined
hardships your parents think your child
will face are nothing compared with the
veal ones you'll face if you let them force
you into a life of abstinence. As long as
you conduct your affairs sensibly and dis-
crectly, there is no reason your child
should be negatively affected by them.
To the contrary, the presence of a con-
siderate male who also displays sincere
interest in and affection for the child is
likely to have a beneficial rather than a
harmful effect.

My girl and I have some [riends who
like o give what they call sit-down
dinners—ones with place cards that show
people where they're supposed to sit. |
say this is a lot of nonsense that went
out with garters and spats and that I
have a perfect right to sit anyplace I
want. She says that this type of party is
perfectly acceptable and that I would be
committing a breach of etiquette if I
didn’t comply. Who's right>—B. B,
Minneapolis, Minnesota.

She is. If formal sit-down dinners
bother you so much, then decline the
invitation. But if you go, the host and
hostess have the vight to expect you to
accept the protocol at such an affair.

ls there a correct time of day to serve
brandy?—K. G.. Syracuse, New York.

No. But taking our cue from the old
German proverb “Brandy is lead in the
morning, silver at noon and gold in the
night,” we prefer ours well after five,
usually after dinner.

Wi do you do when you've been
married for three years to the loveliest
coed on campus and she tells you that
she would like to take a separate pad for
a few months and date other fcllows? She
cliims that she had an overprotective
mother who never allowed her to go out
with boys before coming to college, and
she feels that many of our minor marital
difficulties could be solved if she went
out with other men and learned through
experience how men and women differ
generally in their approach to life. Some-
how, 1 can't quite bring myself to be
this liberal. What do 1 tell hers—T. W.,
Richmond, Virginia.

Tell her that dating other guys may
solve some of your minor marital diffi-
culties, but it is almost cerlain to creale
major ones. It is, we think, a fine way lo
destroy the marriage—not repair it.

I received an engraved calling card
from a friend of mine with r.r.c
scrawled on the bottom of it. What does
this mean? I've called this friend at
home a couple of times, but apparently

he's moved away and now I'm afraid I'll
never know.—D.W., New York, New
York.

That’s what he was irying to tell you—
that he’s moved away. . p.c. stands for
the French pour prendre congé, which
means “to take one’s leave.” It's a form
used in the diplomatic service to indi-
cate that the sender is either mouing
or will be out of town for an extended
period of time. Your very formal friend
will most likely send you another cavd
when he is settled at his new address.

My fiancée and I recently went shop-
ping for an engagement ring. We finally
settled on one that had a beautiful set-
ting but a rather small diamond, at a
price that ficted perfectly into our agreed
upon premarital budget. The next day a
few girls at the office made some sarcas-
tic remarks, such as, “Lovely setting,
where’s the stone?” and “Does the dia-
mond come with the last paymentz” My
fiancée took it lightheartedly, but when
she told me about it. I was sore as hell.
Is it standard operating procedure for
girls to kid one another this way, or are
those broads aching for a king-sized put-
down?—R. S., Dallas, Texas.

Some girls will always make with the
meows when one of their own {urns
up sporting a bauble they can only
dream aboul. If your girl were wearing
the Hope Diamond, these same emerald-
eyed sweethearis would say, “Let’s see if
it will cut glass.” We like your fiancée's
lighthearted attitude.

Whiic listening to a sports-car race on
the radio, I heard repeated references to
something called a centrifugal rain shield.
I had a mental image of a wind-rotated
piece of plexiglass mounted in front of
the face. Am 1 correcti—T. G., Green-
ville, South Carolina.

You have an accurale imagination.
Centrifugal rain shields are pretty much
as you describe them—wind-rotated
disks of plexiglass, eight or nine inches in
diameter, mounted on the driver’s crash
helmet in front of his face. The rain
shields are rvelatively new to the field of
sports-car racing, having been developed
in the last year or so in Europe, where
it is common to conlinue races during

fairly heavy vain.

l'm considering buying a hookah, or
Turkish water pipe. 1 have heard that
besides water. it is possible to fill the pipe
with things like brandies and liqueurs. If
this is so, what are good bets>—D. W,
Greenwood, Indiana.

Although the hookah is designed for
waler, it can, indeed, be filled with any
beverage al all. Many devotees of the
hookah do use a spot of brandy mixed
with the waler to impart a rich flavor
to their smoke. Any kind will do, but we

suggest you don’t waste your V.S.0.P.
or good cognac; stick, instead, to an in-
expensive variely, which will do the job
nicely.

My age is 22, my faith Jewish and
I've been dating a Protestant girl for
four years. We plan to be married within
the year, and she will convert to Judaism
as soon as the ring's on her hinger. Her
family is delighted by the coming event,
but my parents have vowed they never
will accept her—even if she does convert.
Furthermore, they've threatened to dis-
own me. What baffles me is, my [olks are
not from the Old Country. They are
third-generation Americans, and one
would think they'd learned to be tolerant
and respectful of the beliefs of others.
Valuing their love, and not wishing to
cause a rupture in my relations with
them, 1 have begun to wonder whether
my marrying this girl is the right thing.
What do you say?!—T. L. F., Atlanta,
Georgia.

As you probably know, many immi-
grant Jews used to “sit shibah” (a week’s
mourning for the dead) when an off-
spring married outside the faith. Assimila-
tive patterns in this country have altered
the rvestriclive attitude of many [ews
toward intermarriage in recent years, how-
ever, Unfortunately, your parents’ views
are more a product of the Old World
than the New. Faced with this kind of
dilemma, you must decide which means
more to you: your intended wife or your
family. Since we think an indiwidual
should choose a mate for himself (or her-
self) vather than for his family, our
advice would be lo go ahead and marry
the girl—having made quile certain, of
course, that you really do love her and
aren’t actually contemplating marriage
because your parents disapprove (in a
subconscious atlempt to exert your inde-
pendence). If your parents are reasonable
people, there ts an excellent chance that,
given time, they will come around and
cventually accept your wife as a member
of the family. But if you do proceed with
your wedding plans, you should do so
with the full knowledge that 1t may mean
a complete, permanent break with your
parents, and never allow yourself lo blame
your wife for this family discord later.
Considering all this, if you truly love
the girl, we think you'd be foolish to give
her up.

All reasonable questions—from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and eliquelle
—awill be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Ohio
Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611. The most
provocative, pertinent queries will be
presented on these pages each month.
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YDIDI Sansabelt Slacks in the Young Man’s Mood

to $30. Made by people who care for people . . . who care.

the most talked about idea in men’s slacks in years

Inside the waistband of Sansabelt Slacks you'll find a unique, patented idea. A
triple-stretch elastic fabric that guarantees a kind of comfort and fit you never
enjoyed before.

®
The result of Sansabelt’s ability to fit you so easily . . . so comfortably . . . so well, “
is a “look.” Sansabelters naturally call it the Sansabelt Look. It has become the

most talked about look in men’s slacks in a quarter century. -
5 A ] : : . A JAYMAR's1LACK
So see for yourself. Try on a pair of Sansabelt Slacks! Ask for Sansabelt in a rich DACRON®
fabric blend of 559 Dacron* polyester/45% wool. Do it today. You'll probably with

be talking up Sansabelt tomorrow. Jaymar-Ruby Inc., Michigan City, Indiana.

Available at: ANAHEIM, CARAT « CHICAGO, KAROLL'S - DENVER, ROBERT WILSON CO. - DETROIT & PITTSBURGH, HUCHES-HATCHER-SUFFRIN - FRESNO &
BAKERSFIELD, COFFEE'S «+ MIAMI, BARON'S SLACK BAR - MILWAUKEE, SCHMITT-ORLOW « NEW ENGLAND & FLORIDA, KENNEDY'S - NEW YORK. ROGER
KENT +« PHILADELFHIA, BOYD'S + ST. LOUIS, DOWNS MEN'S SHOPS, INC. « SOUTH BEND, GILBERT'S and more than 5,000 other fine stores coast to coast.

* Dupont’s reg. T.M. & Sansabelt Slacks licensed by ¥. Le Cottier and A, G. Trentesaux of France under 1.5, Par, No. 2,757,381



PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

THERE'S Goopn LIVING and new luxury
amid the ice fields and tundras of Alaska
—an off-trail escape from the summer
heat of the city. Places such as Williwaw
Lodge on secluded Lake Wasilla near
Anchorage, the Cripple Creek resort just
outside Fairbanks, Tongass Lodge in
Juneau and rustic Camp Denali in
the wilderness area of Mt. McKinley Na-
tional Park all offer a welcome chance to
wool it along the outer edpes of the na-
tion's frontier. You can try your hand at
midnight swimming parties under a
bright sun, athleuc glacier scrambles, or
camera-stalking  everything [rom giant
king crab to Kodiak bear.

No longer a raw [rontier, the 49th
state can be quickly reached by plane
from Secatle or Chicago. But even more
fun than flying there is wking a cruise
by ship up the icedotted Inland Pas-
sage. It's a four-day voyage from Van-
couver north to Haines. Once there,
don't fail to fly to Paradise Cove, where
the icebergs break off Rainbow Glacier
on the mountainside high above. Over-
nighting at the Hotel Halsingland in
Port Chilkoot to sample its famed smor-
gasbord, you cun continue overland
across ice-capped ranges and high tundra
meadows, past glaciers and  then on
through the lush Matanuska Valley larm-
land until you ger o Anchorage.

For dedicated anglers, there’s a com-
fortable excursion to Brooks River Camp
in the famed Katmai National Monu-
ment on the Alaska Peninsula, where the
salmon and trout never stop running.
From this Brooks River hishing spot, you
cin go to the wilderness arca in buses
rolling to the brink of the spectacular
Valley of Ten Thousand Smokes.

A growing demand for escape by
the hungry-for-something-different has in-
areased availability of luxury accommoda-
tions throughout the northern wilderness
of Alaska and Canada. Typical of these
posh polar resorts is Branson's Cameron
Bay Lodge on Great Bear Lake in the
Canadian Arctic. This luxury lodge is
base camp [or going after the hightingest
trout of them all—the rare arctic charr,
which here run up 0 27 pounds. The
resort’s tab of $1000 a week covers every-
thing from bar bills 1 Indian guides,
including the flight in by chartered plane
from Edmonton.

If your wanderlust lures you still far-
ther aficld to wy the iced delights of Eu-
rope, make a stop at Jyviskyli, Finland,
on the northern tip of Lake Piijinne in
forested hill country casily reached by
car or train from Helsinki or by hydro-
foil from Lahti along scenic waterways.
One ol its main charms is that the modern

Institute of Pedagogics there attracts
some 2000 students—most of them coeds
—for summer courses each year. There's
an excellent classical music festival the
first 1two weeks of July—and fine fishing,
swimming and boating.

1dyllic Ebeltoft, on the east coast ol
Juiland, is a Danish delight not on the
standard tourist itinerary. Hall-umbered
buildings on winding cobbled streets
make this a picture-book base for excur-
sions to prehistoric dolmens and ancient
castles. The Hvide Hus Hotel on the
outskirts of town is not only modern but
widely known for its excellent cuisine.

In Norway, Getranger is one of the
most scenic {jord villages. Located at
the head of narrow Geiranger Fjord, its
serting is dramatized by great waterfalls
cascading from the steep mountiins on
cither side. From nearby Djupvasshytta
you can go in for some wricky but excit-
ing glacier skiing and then get back to sea
level for water skiing on the fjord below,
all in the same day.

Note to goll fanatics: You can play
more hours of the day in Scandinavia,
with an assist from the midnight sun,
than anywhere else in the world. There
are 115 courses dotted around the four
countries. One of the plushest is at the
Swedish coastal resort ol Bistad.

Summertime skiing is now officially
under way in South America. The big-
gest and certainly the swingingest of the
Latin-American ski centers is the 10.000-
foot-high Chilcan resort of Portillo. Life
here revolves around the elegant seven-
story Hotel Portillo, with accommoda
tions up to SbU-a-day suites. Daytime
temperatures often run into the 70s in
brilliant sun, so not everybody will want
to spend all his time on the resort’s 18
ski slopes served by hve chair lifts. The
hotel’s broad terraces Ironting on three-
mile-long Inca Lake are popular for sun-
bathing after a dip in the hotel's heated
swimming pool or a turn on the iceskat-
ing rink. Latin meal hours being what
they are, plan on alternoon tea at five,
cocktails at seven and dinner not belore
9:30 or 10—followed by dancing unul
two or three in the morning in one ol the
hotel’s several smart boites.

Other resorts in the spectacular Chilean
Likes region, nowably Temuco close by
the slopes of Llaima Volcano and Osorno
on the lesser slop(‘s of Anullanca, offer
skiing almost vear round. One of the
hivd-to-beat thrills at Llaima is the giant
slalom run from the rim of the volcano.
a Tull eight miles down 10 the base.

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Serva-
1ce, 232 I Ohio St., Chicago, 1. 6061 1. ﬂ

Put diamonds
on her wrist.
It’s a lot less
drastic than
putting one
on her finger.

The Croton
Diamond Cynthia,

$125.

And you’re
getting away
cheap!

Diamond rings don't keep time.
Among other reasons, that's why
you should consider the Diamond
Cynthia.

The “other reasons"” include

6 lovely diamonds (full .25 carat
weight), a 17 jewel Swiss
movement and a tactful price tag.

But the grandest thing of all is that
she'll remember it for a lifetime.

With no rings attached.
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Act like you've always worn
a Tropi-Tex (by Worsted-Tex:

You'llget used to being aleader
after a while.

It's easy. In Worsted-Tex suits so uniquely comfortable we call them Tropi-Tex. The secret? This lightweight natural shoulder
suit in a special new poplin fabric made of Dacron* polyester and worsted that keeps cool and wrinkle-free from morning
till night. Starting at $69.95. Other Worsted-Tex suits from $79.95. Worsted-Tex, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, N.Y. 10019

Linings Sanitized® treated for hygienic freshness.
Prices slightly higher in the West./“Reg. T. M. Du Pont




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

SWINGIN’ SEMINARIANS

The following announcement, signed
by student Garrie Stevens, appeared in a
recent issue of Flux, the student news
paper at Boston University School of
‘Theology. As one who has been trying
to cncourage a more sympathetic atti-
trde toward pLavsoy, 1 was heartened
when I saw this announcement:

Copics of The Playboy Philoso-
Ply have been placed in the library.

I will promise not to write Luther
off as a constipated souse if you will
promise not to write Hefner off as a
greedy exploiter. We cannot judge
the wruth of a man’s statements ei-
ther by his toilet wraining or by the
size of his income. To do so is to
limit seriously our search [or truth.

The Playboy Philosophy crystal-
lizes the moral code of a large seg-
ment of our population, not just of
the “wheel” people, but of the
thinking; you will be a minister 10
the problems of sexual morality in
our age of moral uphcaval. You
have a right to know what theyre
thinking; you will be a minister to
many of them.

The Rev. David A. Yegerlehner
Boston, Massachusetts

ALMA MATER APPLAUSE
When the first rraysoy editorial ap-
peared, I assumed that it would be su-
perficial and little more than a cover for
the printing of photographs of nude
women. I have come to respect, however,
Mr. Helner's seriousness ol purpose as
well as his scholarship. T now applaud
his editorials.
Lloyd G. Humphreys, Head
Department of Psychology
University of Hlinois
Urbana, Illinois
Hawving recetved his B.S. in psychol-
ogy (class of *19) from the U. of 1., Hef-
ner is especially pleased to receive this
accolade from the esteemed department
lread.

U.S. SEX LAWS
My compliments to Hugh Helner on
his survey of contemporary sex laws.
In my opinion, Mr. Hefner's series of
articles will have a significant and bene-
ficial effect. His editorials are responsible,
well written and soundly rescarched; and

wlile 1 do not agree with all of his con-
clusions, I cmuot help but think that
publication of this fine series in a peri-
odical of the quality and wide readership
of rravisoy will shed some much-needed
light on the law’s murkiest recesses.

Although 1 suppose the classification
ol sex laws in the November Philosophy
was arranged as a matter of literary con-
venience, 1 find it an unforiunate one.
For example, indecent exposure and as-
saultive sexual acts such as rape have no
essential relationship to each other, ei-
ther medically, legally or in the context
of society’s need for protection; and
under the classihcation “Juvenile Sex
Offenses.” Helner includes statutory rape
and incest, neither of which necessarily
involves a juvenile (and when they do,
the juvenile is generally the victim
rather than the alleged offender).

You might want 1o consider adding w
your series i consideration of sex psycho-
path statutes (which can operate most
oppressively, as in Diltrich vs. Brown
County, Supreme Court ol Minnesota,
1645, 9 NW2d 510, in which a man was
committed on the tesumony of his wife
that he made excessive sexual demands
on her and engaged in masturbation, al-
though he had never been convicted of,
or even charged with, a sex offense, and
although his wile was at the time of her
testimony suing him for divorce; and be-
cause the looseness of wording ol suate
statutes offers excellent possibilities for
extortion); miscegenation  laws  (which
often provide horrendous penalties in
cases ol interractal marriage or cohabita
tion); and the whole area of censorship
ol allegedly *'obscene” and “prurient”
literature (ACLU recently reported a
comment in the Houston Chronicle, at
tributed to a local Birch Society member
who had objected 1o a life of Plato in a
schoolbook: “I haven't read Plato in a
long time, but he talks about free love
and communpal living and such. . . . 1
can't help but believe that this is one
reason we hine so many sex maniacs
walking around.™).

Richard C. Allen, Director

Institute of Law, Psychiatry
and Criminology

George Washington University

Wishingion, D. C.

The outline in the November install-
ment of “The Playboy Philosophy™ was
not intended as a sociological or

Now you can drop
these names

Parfums Corday
presents unbreakable
travel atomizers

Just in time for cruising the
Greek Islands or sunning in
Spain, Corday presents the
sophisticated fragrance of

FAME and the seductive
aura of POSSESSION...in
sleek Eau de Corday Travel
Atomizers of unbreakable
go-anywhere plastic.

Available in Canada. Fine perfumes
imported from France. Other fra-
grance products blended in USA

with domestic and imported essences.
@ 1966, Parfums Corday,. Inc.
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statutovy classification of sex offenses; it
was a list of the subjects to be covered in
forthcoming installments with the order
dictated, as you surmise, primarily for
literary convenience. Exhibitionism and
rape will be covered in conjunction
with each other precisely because they
arve psychological opposites—rather than
closely related forms of behavior, as
many persons assume. Statulory rape,
incest and juvenile delinquency will be
discussed together, because they ave all
primarily related to sex offenses involu-
ing minors.

In this issue, Hefner considers histor-
ical and contemporary approaches to the
problem of prostitution; in subsequent
installments of “Philosophy,” he will
ofler conclusions on society’s legislative
attempts to suppress both heterosexual
and homosexual sodomy.

I believe that sex practices between
consenting adults cannot be effectively
regulated by law., so I am in general
agreement with Mr. Helner's conclu-
sions in recent installments of The Play-
boy Philosophy.

I am very much interested in sex legis-
lation, since I happen to be chairman of
@ state bar committee to revise the penal
laws of Texas. We shall, in general, take
the Model Penal Code and the fairly re-
cent Illinois Code as starting points for
the discussions that we will have leading
up to the final code that we will propose
to the Texas legislature.

I must say that I am not in agreement
with what is being said by some sociolo-
gists and psychologists about promiscuous
sexual activity’s not being a mauer of
social concern. The family is a very im-
portant unit in eur society, and it is in
the family that children grow up and de-
velop habits of living. I consider it im-
moral o do that which undermines an
important social institution, and I be-
lieve that largescale sexual intercourse
out ol wedlock would tend to under-
mine the family unit and could be a
very serious problem. Although I don’t
believe that this can be regulated by so-
ciety, there may be some point to the no-
tion that the mere condemnation of
such acts by the law, even though largely
unenforced, has a psychological effect on
the practices of people.

*age Keeton, Dean

The University ol Texas
School of Law

Austin, Texas

We are pleased lo learn that you will
be in a position to help formulale a more
enlightened set of sex laws for Texas,
and we hope that your new penal-law
prouvisions will veflect not only the recom-
mendations of the Model Penal Gode of
the A. L. I. and the vevised Ilinois Penal
Code, but the recent draft of the Asso-
ctation Inlernationale de Droit Pénal
at ils Hague meeting (1964). This

conference, of some 600 professionals in
the field of criminal law, adopied resolu-
tions concerning fornication, birth con-
trol. abortion and homosexualily almost
identical with the recommendations of
“The Playboy Philosophy.” We would
be happy to send you copies of both the
Hague document and the “Philosoply”
upon request.

We agree that sexual promiscuity is
generally destructive to marriage and the
family, and that this should be a matter
of serious social concern. Bul we are
equally conuvinced that attempis to sup-
press private sexual behavior by govern-
mental edict are worse than ineflective—
they have a significantly harvmful influ-
ence on sociely, just as national Prohibi-
tion did. Those laws that are universally
flouted by the otherwise law-abiding
members of society create a disrespect
and disregard for all forms of law and
order. In addition, the occasional, neces-
sartly capricious application of such stat-
utes is unjust, frequently creating more
hurt and havoc than the allegedly anti-
social acls they are designed to discour-
age. We believe, and would be happy to
discuss this with yon further, that the
sanclions of personal morality are far
more cffective than unenforced and
unenforceable laws.

WHERE'S THE ACTION?

The Plilosophy in your December is-
sue alone justified the 12shilling expend-
iture, bur one thing seems to be missing
in your crusade—action.

rLaYpoy has no monopoly on new
ideas in the areas of rational thinking
and individual freedom. (Even the
House of Lords has begun processing a
bill to legalize “some” abortions. That
alone indicates the antiquity of the
idea.) But what pravsoy does have, inter
alia, is a vast audience, funds and an un-
paralleled opportunity to be instrumental
in achieving great reforms and over-
coming ancient, superstitious traditions
that have haunted men, women and
children through the ages, even up to
the most democratic, progressive and
affluent civilization the world has ever
known—the United States, of course.

A few organizations (such as the
NAACP and ACLU) and individuals
with courage (such as Madalyn Murray)
find the power and intellect of the Su-
preme Court an invaluable protector of
liberty and democracy, provided the liti-
gants can afford the hard cash. But a lot
ol people get the umpression that your
Editor-Publisher-reformer embodies the
epitome of hypocrisy by lying around
his mansion, when he could be financing
a legal stall and some First Amendment
litigation. His opportunity to be a great
reformer lies in action more than words,
but where's the action? Others, with in-
sufficient [unds, bear the burden. Hefner

only writes about what a lot of people
already think. He's probably not reach-
ing the Bible Belt very much, either.

An abortion case, a fornication case, a
sodomy case, an adultery case may well
fall on receptive ears in the Supreme
Court, but few can afford it. It's my
guess that prAYsoy could soften up the
public, the legal profession and the
court on these issues if Hefner dropped
his hypocrisy and set up a legal staff.

The NAACP took Brown vs. Board of
Education to the Court, and a brave doc-
tor fought his unenlightened state for
almost 20 years before Griswold wvs.
Conn. was decided, but those only
aacked the door. (I mentioned Brown
because people talked about segregation
for such a long time before any “action”
ok place. The analogy to Helner's ap-
proach is most compelling.)

Rational thinking in the interest of in-
dividual happiness appears to be a credo
of rLaveoY, but does this credo contiin
the proviso that such thinking must not
disturb pravsoy's bank account?

R. Lucas, Esq.
Faculty of Law
Glasgow University
Glasgow, Scotland

The Playboy Foundalion was founded
a few months ago for precisely the pur-
pose advocated in your lelter: to turn
words into action, by working for the
social and legal reforms advocated in
“The Playboy Philosophy.” The major-
ity of the money for the Foundation will
come from viaysovy, and from Hugh
Hefner, personally, but readers wishing
to participate may do so by sending a
check or money order to: The Playboy
Foundation, 232 E. Olio Street, Chicago,
Ilinois 60611.

PLAYBOY FOUNDATION
Here is my hrst contribution to the
Playboy Foundation. Thanks for an op-
portunity to do something tangible to
help.
David L. Kelley
San Diego, California

Please accept the enclosed nominal
contribution to the Playboy Foundation
until the time when my budget will per-
mit a larger one.

“Those wishing 1o contribute to . . .
future projects inspired by the basic pre-
cepts of The Playboy Philosophy . . " is
the phrase that especially appealed o
me. Lead on, vLAYBOY!

Adam Foster
Schiller Park, Illinois

Please accept the enclosed check as my
first contribution to the Playboy Foun-
dation. I wish I could send more, but I
am sure that my contribution will be
put to good use. The task you are setting
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out to accomplish is by no means a small
one, but it is extremely essential thar it
be undertaken.

As long as ignorant people arc in a
position to impose their views on others,
our task will be incomplete.

I note with great pleasuie the release
from prison of Donn Caldwell. The Fact
that e was incarcerated in the first
place is ample cause for indignation and
15 an act that cannot be justified.

Walter D. Himmelein
University ol Pennsylvania
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

It is wruly exhilarating 10 hear of the
Playboy Foundation. Nothing would
more move my soul than to read in some
future news article: “Doe, who claims
that he is being tried for a ridiculous
crime, has appealed to, and is receiving
aid from, the Playboy Foundation.”

John Parker
Portand, Oregon

Enclosed is a small check as a con-
tribution to the Playboy Foundation.
More, and more substantial, contribu-
tions will be made in the unue.

A check is also being sent to Madalyn
Murray’s attorneys. Thank you for sup-
porting her for the sake of us all.

Robert G. Holimann
Miami, Flovida

I am enclosing a check that was origi-
ually sent 1o me in one of the leters of
encouragement from your readers, alter
the publication of my prison correspond
ence in The Playboy Forum (“A "Sex Of-
fender” Speaks,” June 1965). 1 would
like the moncy to go to the Playboy
Foundation. I just wish I could make it
mare.

In the past [ew days, I've been read-
ing the mail that was written 1o me while
stll an inmate at West Virginia State
Penitentiary last summer, because most
of it was withheld until after the court
ordered my release in November., There
are well over 200 letters—all dated May
or June—from every part of the United
States, as well as from London, England:
Nice, France: Aerdenhout, Holland;
Istanbul, Turkey: Hanau. Germany: Zur-
ich, Switzerland; and several cities in
Canada. And every one is sympathetic;
there isn't a harsh or unifriendly word
in any ol them.

I just wish that there was some way
that 1 could convey how much your sup-
port, and the support of vour readers,
has meant to me, and 10 my parents, in
my darkest hour. I will be grateful to
reavsoy for the rest of my life. That’s
why giving something o the Playboy
Foundation right away is important to
me. I want to [eel directly involved in
whatever worthwhile cause, or challenge,

or work, the Foundation takes on next.
Donn Caldwell
Moundsville, West Virginia
The complete story of the Donn Cald-
well case—his arrest, trial, conviction,
imprisonment, and eventual velease—
will be told for the first time in a forth-
coming installment of *“The Playboy
Philosophy.”

A MOTHER'S THANKS
Please accept a mother’s thanks for all
that you have done for my son Donn.
You were the first 1o print his side of
the case, at a ume when nearly every-
one was against him. and I will be eter-
nally grateful for the part you played
in helping to set him free. God bless you,
Mrs. Victor D. Caldwell
Moundsville, West Virginia

SEPARATION OF CHURCH AND STATE

I have been requested to write an arti-
cle about The Playboy Philosophy for
the local diocesan newspaper. During
my rescarch, I have encountered an im-
portant point on which I leel impelled
10 comment.

The last paragraph ol the 24th install-
ment ol The Playboy Plilosoplry implies
that the constitutional doctrine ol sepa-
ration of church and swate declares that
the church is to have no political voice
or weight in the nation’s life whatsoever.
Surely this is not true! It is my under-
standing that this constitutional docirine
has to do with what the Government
can do in terms of miuating religious
practices or beliels. If the church (or
churches), orgamized as voluntary asso-
ciations ol individuals, can so manipu-
late the levers of political power 1o
achieve legislation to serve their inter-
ests, they are doing nothing more than
exercising their constitutional rights. It
would appear to me to be obvious that
all special-interest groups engage in legis-
Litive lobbying to promote their own in-
tevests. Il it is wrong lor the church 1o do
this, then it is wrong for the A F. of L.
C.1.O., Tord Motor Co., or any other
special-terest group. If any of us dis-
agree with what the Catholic Wellare
Commitice was able to accomplish in
New York (I think | disagree with
them), then it is our responsibility to or-
ganize politically and 10 enter into the
tray of the political struggle for power.,

The Rev. Arthur L. Sargent
Episcopal Chaplain to

North Texas State University and
Texas Woman's University
Denton, Texas

What Hefner wrote, as the concluding
paragraph of the December “ Philosophy™
—"“Such s the status of enlightened sex
legislation, and the separation of church
and state, in the U.S. today.”—was a
reference to the codification of religious
morality in our secular sex laws, which

is a violation of the Constitution.

The constitutional doctrine of separa-
tion of church and state was an im por-
tant mmnovation of American dem ocracy
—distinguishing it from European trad:
tion and the evils that have historically
accrued when clervical and secular pmm'::_s
were joined. It was a matter of such im-
portance that our founding fathers made
this the wvery first vight in the Bill of
Rights. For as James Madison wrote,
“Who does not see that the same author-
iy which can establish Christianity, in
exclusion of all other veligions, may
establish iwith the same ease any par-
ticulay sect of Christians, in exclusion
of all other secis?”

You are correct in your observation
that the U.S. Constitution’s church-state
doctrine prohibils the Government from
“initiating religious practices or beliefs”
—or from intervening in the free exer
cise theveof. This doesn’t mean that the
church is to have no political voice or
mifluence in the secular affairs of so-
ciety. But it does mean that while other
“specialinterest groups engage in legis-
lative lobbying to promote their own
interests,” the First Amendment pro-
hibits the passage of any law specifically
thiended to serve the interests of re-
ligion; and the church that attempls (o
promote s particular belicfs or prac-
tices through legislation s auilty of
flouting the Constitution and its pro-
lection of our yeligious freedom.,

UNENFORCEABLE LAWS

Hurray for Hugh Helner! I finally got
around to reading the November and
December installments of The Playboy
Phulosoply, and 1 heartily approve them.

There are many ramilications to the
sex problem, and there is no single, sim-
ple and casy solution. Solutions must be
worked out by society, the Church and
individuals. It is at least possible that
the solution will be a continuously
evolving one and never become fixed. As
I sce it, government has very lite place
in the matter. The presence on the stat
ute books of such laws as those cited by
Hefner that were recently carried over
in New York constitute part of the hypoc-
risy of American society and of many
Christians. They serve as ipso facio
prool of American “virtue,” leaving the
individual free 1o act as he jolly well
pleases, always being able o point with
pride o the stern fabric of his nation as
attested by the statues.

Another facet of this matter goes far
beyond the sex problem, though it cer-
tainly applies there, wo. I refer to the
very human wan of laziness. When cou.
pled with a related wrait—a failure o0
exercise one’s imagination—this  takes
shape as an attitude that any ill of soci-
cty can be cured by the passage of suit-
able legislation. It is much easicr to pass
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the buck by passing a law than it is to
study a matter exhaustively and then
scek a cure by a Tundamental approach.
This has long been wue in the area
of racial integration. Although racial-
equality Jaws have been on the books of
many states for years, they have [ailed to
accomplish racial equality, for the good
reason that people’s autitudes are not
changed by the mere passage of laws. If
any large minority in a society does not
intend to obey a particular law, then it
will find ways of violating it. This makes
the law worse than useless, lor it gets
these people into the habit of disobeving
Iaw, and breeds a disrespect for the insti-
tution of law iwell, a very dangerous
wait, indeed.

In the meantime, 1 think Hugh Hef-
ner is on the right track. I hope that,
somchow, he can stimulate enough inter-
est in legislative reform in sexual macters
that the people will apply the necessary
pressures to their legislators to accom-
plish 1t

The Rev. Moss Armistead
St. Barnabas’ Episcopal Church
Florissant, Missourt

IWhile we appreciate your approval of
Hefner's editovial position on govern-
ment inferference in maltlers of private
morality, we don’t agree that civil vights
legislation is even remotely related. In
the attempled suppression of consensual
sex actieity, the citizen's constitutional
rights are violated by an unwarranted
invasion of privacy, without any harm
hawving been done to the other members
of our secular society; in civil vights legis-
lation, the citizen’s constitutional rvights
are prolecied against violation—etther
by Ius fellow citizens, or by the state.

What makes our irrational sex laws
unenforceable isn’t just a maller of how
many individuals approve, or disap-
prove, of them; more important is the
fact that they are concerned with con-
semsual behavior, so a “crime” is com-
milted withont the existence of a victim,
and there is customarily no complainant
to bring the activity to the attention of
the authorities. This is not true in the
case of civil rights legislation,

While “people’s attitudes are not
changed by the mere passage of laws,”
the recent passage of civil rights legis-
lation wasn’t intended to aller “aiti-
tudes”: it was enacted 1o assure equal
cconomic, educational, social and politi-
cal opportunity—uwithout which, the
Negro could never hope to overcome the
burden of racial prejudice.

ENTRAPMENT IN NEW ORLEANS

In a recent issue you stated that “it is
a fundamental principle of U.S. law
that no conviction can be secured on the
basis of an arrest resulting from a situa-
tion to which police officials deliberately
entice an otherwise innocent citizen into
breaking the law.”

If this is so, then perhaps some of your
attention can and should be given to a
sick and vicious situation thar exists in
New Orleans.

Every day of the week undercover po-
licemen spend long hours (and the tax-
payers’ money) enticing men and women
to have sexual relations with them. They
approach these persons in bars and
clubs, buy them drinks, invite than to
hotel rooms they have rented and, in the
case of the women, offer them money to
commit a sexual act.

These people are then hauled into the
criminal courts and charged with “at-
tempted crime against nature” or “offer-
ing to commit prostitution.”

The wagedy, of course, is that the so-
called “crime” is never committed.
(Well, almost never—but then the police-
man's word is always accepted by the
judge.)

Yet these people, who have been en-
ticed and finagled into situations by po-
licemen, are subjected 1o public ridicule,
loss of their jobs, [amily embarrassment,
exorbitant legal fees, fines and, in many
GISCS, Prison sentences.

Needless to say, the unleashing of this
squad of “crime-busters” against the
public has had the inevitable side cffects
—persecution, blackmail and police cor-
ruption in the form of pay-offs.

Is the “fundamental principle of U.S.
law” to which you referred being
violated?

(Name withheld by request)
New Orleans, Louisiana

The law-enforcement practices you
describe in New Orleans are common in
many major cities acvoss the country. En-
trapment by a police officer is illegal, and
can serve as the defense in a criminal
prosecution. However, the line between
entrapment, wheve the crime is actually
provoked by the officer. and the situation
where the officer simply makes himself
available for the offense, which the de-
fendant then offers to commil, is a fine
one.

The problem is further complicated by
the fact that, in most of these cases, therve
are no substantiating swilnesses to the
circumstances surrounding the alleged
solicitation; the court is faced wilh the
frequently conflicting testimony of the
arresting officer and the defendant, and
must veach a decision on the basis of whom
it chooses to belicve. The court rarely
favors the defendant in such a situation,
although there are numerous cases on
record where evidence has subsequently
come to light proving the testimony of
the arresting officer was false. The use of
entrapment and other illegal police pro-
cedures will be discussed in detail in the
next installment of “The Playboy Phi-
losophy,” relating to prostitution; and,
in a later installment, relating to “crimes
against nature.”

EASY ABORTION

Obviously Miss Janelle Lindsey, who
wrote the letter titled “The Pain of
Abortion,” in the December Forum,
took her friends to the wrong doctor. 1
have been unfortunate enough to have
undergone three abortions in the last
two years, but the conditions were quite
different from those described by Miss
Lindsey. There was until recently, as
many of us know, a doctor in Pennsylva-
nia who, lollowing the death of his 19-
yearold daughter at the hands of an
abortion butcher, decded to set up a
clinic solely for performing abortions.
He performed at least six operations a
day, every day, and there was often a
six-to-eight-week  waiting  period  for
ilppol]ltnlcl“s.

I was terribly nervous the first time I
went to Pennsylvania. 1 arrived in the
afternoon and was shown to a room that
was luxurious, clean and comfortable.
The assistant brought me what T wanted
to eat and I stayed in the clinic all night,
in case there might be pain from the in-
jection given me to cause dilation. In
the morning, T was taken to the operat-
ing room, given an anesthetic, and after-
ward taken back to my room to recover.
I had no pain, and 1 didn't see the knife,
clamp or scalpel. I felt a bit ill from the
antibiotic shots, but otherwise 1 [felt
great. 1 left an hour later with about
seven packets of pills for any irregularity
I might have. All this cost only $100,
although I was prepared to pay $1000.
This was, I'm sure, less than those unfor-
tunate girls paid in Mexico.

Darrell Thomas
London, England

SOCIOLOGICAL CRITIQUE

I was reading the Playboy Aduvisor scc-
tion of vour January issue when I came
upon the following quotation from so-
ciologist Ira Reiss:

There is much scientific evidence
which indicates the female sex drive
(that which is inborn) is not by na-
ture significantly less than the male’s
sex drive. It seems clear that, if so
trained, women would have as much
desire for sexual intercourse as men
do, and that whatever mnate differ-
ences exist are quite capable of
modification. Even with the present
uncqual raining, there are many
women highly desirous of sexual
activity.

I can only say that I was appalled.
This appears to be the final reduction to
absurdity of the proposition that men
and women are really just the same. that
only the “package” is different. I would
like to know what scientific evidence M.
Reiss writes of. I am not even sure, :t
their present level of development, thai
sociology and psychology can be consid-
ared saences.

We in America are now in the slow
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and painful process of altering or dis-
carding  the medieval public  sexual
standards that have confused and sad-
dened the lives of so many people for so
many years. Are we going to free our-
selves of these old myths only to encum-
ber owrselves with new ones?

In my opinion, men and women are
not at all alike in their sexuality. The
differences are not just in the “package,”
but are inherent in the natures of the
sexes. According to Profesor Everett
Millard, in his fine book The Hygiene
of Marriage, the male sex drive is ex-
tremely strong, direct and specific. It is
seldom entirely dormant, it can be
arousedd by very slight and extremely
varied stimuli, and its object is to come
close to the desired person, to examine
her visually, to touch and fondle her
and ultimately to have intercourse with
her. The female sex drive, by contrast, is
not nearly so direct or specific as the
male, particularly in young women and
adolescents. The female sex drive in
these age groups manifests itself as a
diffuse, romantic yearning, not particu-
larly concerned with the act of inter-
course, and not nearly as easily aroused
by minor stimuli as is the male.

My own observation, reinforced by the
opinions of a number ol psychologists,
1s that most young girls and women who
indulge in premarital intercourse do so
out ol curiosity, or desire to please their
partners, or as an act of defiance of their
parents, and not necessarily because they
are overwhelmed by sexual desire. The
male, on the other hand, is not generally
out to discover anything, or to defy any-
one; he simply has a terrible need and
drive toward sexual satisfaction. Certain-
ly, the innate behavior of human beings
can be considerably modified by cultural
training, but by prLAvBOY'S own thesis
(with which I agree entirely), the anti-
sexual attitudes of American society have
not succeeded in altering radically the
private sexual behavior of men, but have
only succecded in making them feel
guilty about it.

Edward E. Fellin
Evanston, Illinois

SOCIOLOGIST’S REBUTTAL

Thank you [or the opportunity of
replying to Mr. Fellin’s leter. He seems
basically to take issue with the thesis
that women and men have sex drives
(inborn) that are similar enough in
strength that both sexes can be raised to
equally desire sexual relations.

The evidence for this thesis comes first
from studies of other societies. We know,
for example, that the Trobriand Island
females start having intercourse between
the ages of 6 and 8 and the males be-
tween the ages of 10 and 12. The female
shows a sexual interest that rivals that of
the male. Now, since there is no reason
to suspect that the Trobriand female
is physiologically different from other

females, we may conclude that such
equality of sex interest could be de-
veloped among females in general, and,
therefore, whatever innate  differences
there are do not seem unalierable.

In our own society, Kinsey found ap-
proximately one third of his female sam-
ple equal in sexual interests to the males.
Again, there is no indication that this
one third is physiologically different from
the other females, so we may again assume
that the possibility is present of training
females 1o equal males in sexual interest.
If innate sex drives were radically differ-
ent, such equality would not be so often
achieved. Although Kinsey did make an
exhaustive scarch for physiological differ-
ences between males and females, he
found litle in the way of important dis-
parities that would explain their differ-
ential interest in sexual matters. The
cultural wends of the 20th Century in
America have led 1o greater female sex
interest and activity, and surely few
would argue that this is caused by any
physiological changes in the American
female.

Mr, Fellin raises the question of why
females have been more inhibited by our
cultural training than males. This is
quite casily answered. The reason is that
our culunal waining is based on a dou-
ble standard and aims at inhibiting fe-
males more than males. Our Western
culture was shaped largely by males and
reflects this fact in the same way the
Southern culwure refllects the dominance
ol whites. In fact, it is rather amazing
that there is as much similarity in sex
interests between the sexes as there is, in
view of our historical double standard.

Mr. Fellin’s quote from Prolessor Mil-
lard is a reasonably accurate description
of the sex roles in some major segments
of our society today. It is hardly a state-
ment about mnate sexual differences.
Mr. Fellin would rest more easily if he
would realize that I am not saying that
there are no male-female sexual differ-
ences. Rather, I am merely saying that
the differences in innate sex drive seem
rather small, for we often find women
who equal men in our own double-
standard society, and we find them
even more frequently in some other soci-
cties. I would freely acmit that there are
other differences in the sexual roles of
males and females in our own society as
well as most others. In short, T am talk-
ing here of but one aspect of the total
sociosexual role of males and females.

Finally, I think it is curious that Mr.
Fellin doubts the scientific status of the
social sciences, and then proceeds to
quote psychologists and refer to social-
scientific findings to support his view. If
we cannot be scientific about these mat-
ters, then we will be reduced to regard-
ing sex purely as a matter of personal
taste and as something that cannot be
objectively and empirically studied. 1
doubt if Mr. Fellin would accept this,

for he scems convinced that his view is
more thian just an expression of private
taste, but rather he thinks it is in linc
with some sort of lactual reality about
human sexual behavior and attitudes.
Science is basically the use of experimen-
tation and observation to develop theo-
ries that will explain the phenomena
studied. We, in social science, have been
doing just that, and much of the “en-
lightenment” on sexual matters results
from the social-scientific study of human
sexual behavior. Granted that owrs is a
young science and not nearly as precise a
science as physics, but we must remem-
ber that 17th Century physics was not as
exact a science as 20th Century physics,
One does not condemn a child because
he is not an adult. It is better 1o investi-
gate whether the child has within him
the makings of an adult.

Ira 1. Reiss

Professor of Sociology

and Anthropology
The University of Iowa
Iowa City, Iowa

THE HURT OF ADULTERY

Your crusade for freedom to practice
unorthodox sexual expressions in pri-
vate is well-taken but self-evident. When
you encourage extramarital adventures,
why not be charitable enough 10 know
and state the implications of your easy
advice?

As a schoolteacher T see confused chil-
dren every day who [ollow a consisten
pattern of behavior. This hostile, defeat-
ist, self-damning and socially pathologi-
cal behavior is exhibited primarily by
children who are bred in broken homes.
By “broken homes,” I mean homes
where one of the parents habitually
cheats on the other until separation, di-
vorce or some sort of disequilibrium re
sults. This “play” is the cause of friction,
angry words and a generally bitter home
environment.

Children from such homes are warped
—just as much as if they lived in puritan-
ical homes.

It is a sick, not a healthy, marriage
that leads one spouse to escape from the
other to either new, exotic expericuces
or the warming lap of a sexually com-
forting geisha-type relationship.

Beverly L. Levenson, M. A.
Ithaca, New York

Supporting the right of adulls to con-
duct their own private sex lives as they
wish is hardly comparable to encouraging
extramarital adventures.

THE HELP OF ADULTERY

Mr. Hefner's intelligent discussions of
adultery will probably be condemned by
the general public as a brazen endmse-
ment of imniorality. But my husband
and I, who are happily married and very
much in love, can testify that circum-
stances do exist where mutually accepred
extramarital sex can be justified.
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In our case, there is a psychological
reason. I had my right leg amputated
just over a yecar ago, after an accident,
and soon discovered that my husband
was being rendered suddenly impotent
by my condition. For the first two years
ol our marriage, while I still had both
my legs, our sex life was as normal and
pleasurable as it could possibly have
been. But when I had the acadent and
recurned to my husband as a rather gro-
tesque figure with a leg on one side and
a homely little stump on the other,
something in his subconscious rebelled.
We immediately sought help from our
doctor.

My husband’s problem is not incura-
ble, and the doctor he wvisits regularly
has high hopes for him. But meanwhile,
my husband is a normal man with nor-
mal urges, and is able to obtain normal
satisfaction with another girl. I, oo, still
am a normal woman with normal sexual
desires, even though I am onc-legged
now. | have been obliged to obtain sex-
ual fulfillment temporarily rom another
man to whom my amputated leg doesn’t
make a bit of difference. 1 am defnitely
not in love with this man, and pray for
the day when it will again be my hus
band who satisfies me. This other man
understands my problem fully. Neither
my husband nor I know the identity of
the other’s partner, which is for the best,
I believe.

My husband and I sleep together, of
course, and rvepeatedly try 1o consum-
mate, but with no success as yet. Mean-
while, we look upon our extramarital
activities as a form of temporary “treat-
ment” which will be terminated the in-
stant his menial block is eliminated.

Since the above marital behavior is
probably considered a hanging offense in
our unenhghtened state, I hope you will
understand my prelerence for anonymity.

(Name and address
withheld by request)

MALIGNED MARIJUANA

I am weary ol secing marijuana cata-
loged with such mental and physical de-
bilitators as amphetamine, barbiturates,
morphine, heroin, et al.

I am presenty researching the subject
of marijuana and am beginning to find it
little short of incredible that a person
cin actually have delusions of “lree-
dom” in a society with such irrational
prohibitions.

Many of our mores are little more
than profound evidence of our confu-
sion. For example—nerve poison and
body abuser that it is—alcohol fits nicely
into the Western guilt ethic, with its own
built-in penance (as do many of our an-
tiquated sexual traditions, which you so
courageously attack). The price for
“going on a drunk” is considerable in
exchange for the relatively sloppy and
ineffectual “high” obtained. The body

pays back the user the next day and he
is, thus, purged of the need for sell-
Hagellation. None of this, of course, ap-
plies to marijuana: Besides the fact that
the cuphoria is [ greater, one can lose
his “rational mind™ (which doesn’t hap-
pen with booze) and do so without seri-
ous loss of judgment and none of good
taste.

C. S. Kent

Los Angeles, California

SOUTHERN STEREOTYPES

I would like to speak up for a liule-
heard-from segment of the much-maligned
Southern  population. Contrary to na-
tional opmmion. there are those in the
South who do not wish to see the Negro
continue under the burden of prejudice;
there are those who desire equal justice
under the law for all citizens; there are
even Southern police officers who are
dedicated to the protection of the lives
and property of all who fall within their
Jurisdictions, regardless of race, color or
creed. There are even those minions of
local authority who put aside their own
inbred prejudices in favor of an objec-
tive, totallv impersonal and fair minis-
tering of justice.

This is not to say that the public’s
outcry should in any way be diminished
by examples of police brutality. unfair
and partial criminal proceedings, and
the continued but isolated program of
fear advanced by the Ku Klux Klan;
rather, we must recognize these phenom-
ema as relics of a rapidly decreasing
number of depraved, hate-hlled individ-
uals seeking to preserve a last desperate
grip on their imagined superiority by
“keeping the nigger in his place.”

I, personally, do mnot wish 0o be
thought of as a brutal, slow-wited am-
mal, infested with hatred for all who do
not [all under the narrow heading of
“white AngloSaxon Protestants.” This
probably is an exaggeration of the pre-
vailing Northern opinion of the South-
ern police officer, but it is hinted at by
the jibes of a few friends of mine who
were raised in “Yankee Land.” This un-
dercurrent of distrust and disrespect has
been gencriated by a “yellow” press inter-
ested in circulation and profits. One can-
not fail to note, however, that this trend
of thought is also encouraged by the po-
lice officers who commit these indiscre-
tions against the public. To magically
create an unbiased press would not solve
the problem: it would only provide a
clearer picture of the circumstances un-
der which it exists.

As a college student working ac night
on a small-town police lorce. I have had
the opportunity to observe the unpubli-
cized and linle-known fairness that does
exist.

Southerners deeply love the South and
s traditions. That these traditions in-
clude second-class citizenship for Negroes
is to be deplored; but the people of the

South are moving, if somewhat slowly,
toward those goals advanced by most of
the civil rights advocates throughout this
country.

Together. the white and the Negro
will someday look upon the dilemma of
the Southern slave with tume-mellowed
nostalgia, both realizing that they are of
two different races and proud of the
characteristics inherent in both,

R. M. Taylor, Jr.
Fairfield Police Depariment
Fairfield, Alabama

I am a Southerner and am proud of it
but I am thankful that 1 do not hold the
views expressed by The Rev. Floyd Cari-
wright in the November Forum.

I thought your reply to his letter was
brilliantly written, and your wviews for
cquality should be admired by every
compassionate, concerned American.

Just as the Negroes cannot be stereo-
typed as a race, Southern white people
cannot be stercotyped as a group ob-
sessed  with  prejudice.  When  people
throughout the nation begin to realize
this, we can wruly have a society of broth-
erhood and equality.

Hembree L. Woodward
Tifton, Georgia

THE GHETTO AND MR. CHARLIE

I have read with great interest the let-
ters [rom racists Hall and Parker in the
February Forum. As a Negro, [ know
there is prejudice in America, but find it
heartbreaking to discover such an immov-
able extreme. However, I can under-
stand the “"why" to some extent. I would
like 1o do a bit of air clearing of the is-
sue. The problem is a complex one, but
with some necessary yet, I hope, pardon-
able oversimplification, I believe it can
be clarified.

Just as in individuals, a social group
or an entire society can suffer from an
inferiority complex. Chain a child to the
house, deny him contact with other chil-
dren, tell him he is worthless as a per-
son, and alter a reasonable time you
have done him serious—perhaps irrepa-
rible—psychological and emotional dam-
age, resulting in a nearly monumental
difficulty in adjusting to the adult world
later on. Perhaps the worst damage of
all would be to his self-respect. The
problem is compounded if others in his
social circle believe him 1o be inferior.
In his souggle for recognition he ap-
pears even more ridiculous to his peers,
reaffirming their belief in his inferionity.
This, colicctively speaking. is, in my
opinion, precisely the dilemma of the
ghetto Negro. With this in mind, it is
truly remarkable that the Negro has
been able 1o make the contributions and
achievements of which Mr. Parker so
piously deems him incapable.

(continued on page 161)
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THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

the twenty-fifth part of a statement in which playboy’s editor-publisher spells out—
for friends and critics alike—our guiding principles and editorial credo

IN A RECENT ARTICLE about us published
in Life magazine, the feminist researcher-
writer stated:

“Hugh Helfner, in his magazine and in
his philosophy, has set himself up as an
oracle of all that is fine and good and
clean in man’s relationship with woman.
And, he insists, unmarried sex is one of
the finest, cleanest, best parts of it—as
long as it is by mutual desire and con-
sent and nobody gets hurt.

“That last i1s where the rub comes.
Hefner talks a great deal about equality
for everybody, including women. But
the way it works out, in both his private
life and his magazine, men are a lot
more equal than women.

“In Helnerland, a woman is simply
another aspect of the statussymbhol
mania that is stamped all over PLAYBOY.
She is no more or less important than the
sleekest sports car or most expensive bottle
of Scotch. A woman becomes depersonal-
ized, an objeat for man’s pleasure, some-
thing to pour his drinks, inflate his ego
and look gorgeous on his arm as he
parades in front of his pals.”

There is irony in this confused analy-
sis of pLavBoy coming from a staunchly
ferninist writer, because sexual emanci-
pation and the emancipation of women
are inseparable.

“Men are a lot more equal than wom-
en,” to be sure, but it isn’t PLAYBOY
that has denigrated and depersonalized
the ladies for almost 2000 years. Our
Judaeo-Christian heritage of anti-sex is
essentially anu-female, since—as the
scapegoat and principal victim of sexual
suppression—woman has the most to
pain from the more permissive sexual
morality advocated 1in this editorial
series. As long as the concept of female
chastity (which underlies the idea of
woman as a status svmbol, object or
chauely is more important than her
personal welfare, woman will continue
1o occupy a less-than-human position in
society.

The inequality of our society’s sexual
taboos is apparent in the sex laws of the
United States, about which we've been
writing in recent installments of The
Playboy Philosophy—and especially in

editorial By Hugh M. Hefner

the laws against prostitution, which we
will discuss in this issue.

THE HISTORY OF PROSTITUTION

Prostitution is commonly referred to
as “the oldest profession” and it is at
least as old as the recorded history of civ-
ilization. In ancient pagan societies, the
prostitution of unmarried girls was a
common practice, and was frequently
associated with puberty rites (the cere-
monial sacrifice of virginity) or with other
religious rituals. In the Encyclopaedia
Britannica, we find the following his-
torical references: “In Babvlon, in Cy-
prus, among the Phoenicians and in
manyv parts of western Asia, it is
recorded that women prostituted them-
selves as a religious duty at the sanctuary
of a goddess, whose name varied with
the locality. . . . The Babylonian cus-
tom, as recorded by Herodotus, required
every woman, rich or poor, to sit in the
temple of Ishtar and have intercourse
with a stranger, who signified his choice
by throwing a silver coin of no matter
how small value mio her lap. The wom-
an then had o accept the coin and
have intercourse with the stranger. Ill-
favored women under this system might
wait a long time, even years, before they
had performed their service. Once the
rite had been observed the woman was
absolved from her obligations to the
goddess; and then money would in no
case purchase her. The customs in Cy-
prus and elsewhere scem to have fol-
lowed a similar course. In some cases,
and perhaps generally, the man had to
be a stranger. Whatever the motive for
these customs, whether as a sacrifice of
virginity, to earn a dowry, or as a reli-
gious service, the practice was a solemn
religious duty . . "

The Britannica also relates: “Among
the Jews, who stood apart from the sur-
rounding peoples, the object of the
Mosaic law was clearly to preserve the
purity of the race and the religion. Pros-
titution in itself was not forbidden, but
it was to be confined 1o [oreign women.
Jewish fathers were forbidden to turn
their daughters into prostitutes (Leviticus

XIX, 29), and the daughters of Israel
were forbidden to become prostitutes
(Deuteronomy XXIII, 17). . . . There is
abundant evidence in the Old Testament
that prostitution prevailed exiensively in
Palestine, even in the earlier and more
puritan days . . .

“In the Middle Ages prostitution was
tolerated, the caprice of the passions being
recognized as a necessary evil ., "

Saint Augustine held this view. “Sup-
press prostitution,” he said, “and capri-
cious lusts will overthrow society.” In
the 13th Century, another, equally formi-
dable Catholic theologian, Saint Thomas
Aquinas, took a similar position, arguing
in his Summa Theologica that prostiwu-
tion is a necessary evil, preventing seduc-
tions and rapes. On another occasion he
stated: “Prostitution in the towns is like
the cesspool in the palace. Do away with
the cesspool, and the palace will become
an unclean and sunking place.”

In Prostitution and Morality, Dr.
Harry Benjamin and R.E.L. Masters
state, however, that “mcasures against
prosututes were also, at times, extremely
severe. . . . Whatever the ofhcial attitudes
of the moment in any given locality,
prostitution was well-nigh omnipresent
throughout the Middle Ages. There were
infrequent attempis at regulation and
suppression, with the former inefficient
and the latter unsuccessful. Also character-
istically unsuccessful were a varicty of
attempts to rehabilitate prostitutes.”

In the DBritannica we find: “The
Reformation brought a radical change
in sexual morality: not only was the
former insistence on celibacy, which had
deprived the many thousands of [clergy-
men] of any licit outlet for incontinence,
abandoned in many countries, but also,
to balance this liberalization of mar-
riage, the Christian condemnation of
nonmarital license was emphasized. The
[Protestant] Reformers’ stricter attitude
[toward] unchastity was, moreover,
echoed by the Catholics of the Counter
Reformation, conscious as they were of
the harm that had been done to the
Church by its toleration of more licen-
tious conduct. In this climate of opinion
the many statutes enacted throughout
Europe to control the prostitutes were
apparently enforced to some extent. . . .
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In England, under the [Puritan] Com-
monwealth, fornication was made a felony

~upon a second conviction, punishable
by death, without bencfit of clergy
(1650); but this statute was repealed at
the Restoration.

“From the legal point of view in Eng-
land, meanwhile, the type of offense
with which prostitutes might ordinarily
be charged began to pass, after 1640,
from the jurisdiction of the ecclesiastical
courts to that of the common law . . .

“The law and morals are not, of
course, coterminous; and in all countries
the administrative problem of enforcing
legislation so closely related to variable
moral codes of behavior is fraught with
difficulties: as soon as the law enters the
sphere of morals, both its interpretation
and its execution may be called in ques-
tion as unjust or, indeed, immoral . . .”

Benjamin and Masters state: “In the
18th Century, particularly in France and
England, whores enjoved a popularity
such as on any large scale had not been
theirs since the Ttalian Renaissance.”
Professor Iwan Bloch of the University
of Berlin calls the period France's
“Golden Age of Prostitution.” stating:
“The 18th Century . . . was the century
of the prostitute. The prostitute was
idolized and idealized. The more vice
and pleasure she knew, the higher she
stood over respectable woman." There
were laws against prostitution, but
Parent-Duchalet, who examined the rec-
ords of the Paris police from 1724 to
1788 found that little attention was paid
to them.

Founding fathers Benjamin Franklin
and Thomas Jefferson were well ac
quainted with the prostitution prevalent
in colonial America, as well as in Eu-
rope; they accepted it as a natural part
of organized socicty, with Jefferson even
proposing the presence of a properly
maintained house of prostitution in his
plan for the new University of Virginia.

Probably the first attempt to approach
the subject of prostitution from a social,
philosophical and scientific viewpoint
“bereft of all hypocrisy and cant” was
made early in the 18th Century when
Bernard de Mandeville wrote The Fable
of the Bees, preceding by two centuries
another Bernard (Shaw) who also be-
lieved that “Any vice that cannot be
suppressed should be made a virtue.”

Benjamin and Masters state, “'Calvin-
istic Switzerland possibly excepted, only
in the 19th and 20th Centuries do we
find a sincere, widespread opposition to
prostitution . . .

“The ideas that a prostitute’s career is
‘a fate worse than death,” and that prosti-
tution must be totally suppressed whatever
the cost, have enjoyed a rather general
and official acceplance only in compara-
tively recent times. The increased effec-
tiveness (for a time) of an antisexual
morality, and the high venercal disease
rate found among prostitutes (in the years

preceding the antibiotics), provided the
principal ammunition for anti-prostitu-
tion crusaders.

“But even at the height of anti-prosti-
tution zeal, there has rarely, if ever, been
a time in any cvilized country when
prostitution was not commonplace—and
when those who legislaied against prosti-
tution, along with those who paid lip
service to the legislation, did not in large
numbers avail themselves of the sex serv-
ices of the women they condemned.”

The liberal views of Franklin and
Jefferson notwithstanding, the tradition-
ally tolerant European approach to pros-
titution has not been generally accepted
in the United States, where predominantly
puritan sexual values have prevailed.

Prior to the present century, the usual
U.S. solution to the problem was to
force prostitutes to inhabit segregated red-
light districts, where they would be least
bothersome and embarrassing to the re-
spectable members of society; the plight
of the prostitute was usually ignored, with
little or no provision for medical aten-
tion or other public assistance. Houses
ol prostitution were numerous in the
latter half of the 19th Century, but
they virtually disappeared alter the Amer-
ican policy on prostitutes shifted from
segregation to suppression around 1910.
An extensive anti-vice campaign was
launched—razing red-light districts and
burning brothels in major cities across
the country—with predictable results.
The brothels disappecared, but prostitu-
tion didn’t. The prostitutes were forced
out of the segregated redlight districts
into socicty at large, where they promptly
became streetwalkers, bar prostitutes and
callgirls.

Harry Elmer Barnes, the distinguished
sociologist, comments in Sociely in
Transition: A wave ol puritanical zeal,
set off by the investigation ol prostitution
in Chicago, swept over the country.
Volunteer committees sprang up in
many urban centers, gathered informa-
tion about prostitution, and carried on
a vigorous propaganda campaign against
segregated  districts. Chiug.,o abolished
its segregated district in 1912, and many
other American cities soon [ollowed suit.
Realistic students of the problem believe
that this frenzied crusade did [ar more
harm than good and that it acwally
increased the social dangers of prostitu-
tion. . . . The crusaders, by wiping out
the segregated areas, simply scattered
prostitution . . . [making it] impossible
for public authorities to cllectively regu-
late and control.”

FOREIGN PROSTITUTION LAWS

In recent years, a number of countries
that previously tolerated prostitution
have attempted to suppress it: In 1946,
at the instigation of French Council
woman Mme. Marthe Richard, the world-
famous Parisian houses of prostitution
were outlawed; in 1958 —a bad year for



whoredom in many parts of the world—
Signora Angelina Merlin, an elderly
widow, ex-schoohnarm, and member of
the Italian Senate, succeeded in accom-
plishing the same end in Italy; prostitu-
tion was also outlawed in India that year
by an act of Parliament; and in Japan
the Prostitution Prevention Law, actually
passed in 1956, took full effect on
April 1, 1958; while in 1959, the Strect
Offenses Act was passed in England, not
to abolish prostitution—that being con-
sidered an unattainable objective—but
to suppress streetwalking, on the some-
what questionable premise that it was an
annoyance to the persons being solicited
(brothels were already illegal in Eng-
land). The result of all these high-minded
statutes has Deen less than encouraging
to anyone who believes we can cure the
moral ills of the world by simply legislat-
ing them out of existence. For instead of
accomplishing their aim of curtailing
prostitution, these laws have actually
created additional adverse conditions con-
siderably worse than those that previously
existed.

ENGLAND

In England, after passage of the Strect
Offenses Act, the prostitutes simply
moved indoors, and began soliciting in
clubs and bars. Some became callgirls
and others advertised their availability
in newspapers and on billboards; the lat-
ter practice was discontinued for a time,
after it was ruled illegal by the courts,
but resumed in 1962 when the Lord
Chief Justice held that since prostitution
itselfl was not against the law, neither
wis its advertisement. A number of pros-
titutes continued to solicit on the streets
despite the ban, but whereas they pre-
viously had been largely on their own
and free from exploitation by criminal
clements, street prostitution has become
increasingly organized and increasingly
linked with racketcering, to assure the
girls’ protection from the police.

Former chief of the London vice
squad John Gosling and writer Douglas
Warner note, in their book The Shame
of a Cily: An Inquiry mio the Vice of
London, that prior to the passage of the
Street Offenses Act, British prostitution
had been [ree from domination by or-
ganized criminal elements for three quar-
ters of a century, and then state:

“We believe that the remedy may well
prove worse than the disease. . . . The
independent prostitute 1s being flung
back into the clutches of the parasites
from whom she was suruggling o get
free, and that section of her clientele
whom we have called the ‘men in need’
will find a barrier erected between their
desire and the outlet for it. These are
facts that cannot be evaded.

“It may be a matter of indifference to
many people whether a prostitute spends
her money on drink, motorcars and
holidays in Tangier, or gives it to a
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ponce (pimp). Nevertheless, it matters a
great deal to society as a whole. The
many million pounds which flow from
the traffic in sex . . . irrigate a vast field
of corruption . . .,

“The dominant conclusion resulting
from our inquiry into the vice of Lon-
don, and more particularly into the inci-
dence of prostitution in all its aspects, is
the somewhat axiomatic and self-evident
inference that, while the sex appetite
might be temporarily curbed, it can
never be eradicated by legislation.

“The theorists who imagine that the
oldest profession in the world can be put
out of business by Act of Parliament are
perpetuating a doctrine that is far re-
moved from reality . . ."

JAPAN AND INDIA

The effects of recent anti-prostitution
legislation have been similar in Japan
and India. Dr. Masaru Asai, M.D., a
member of the Ant-Prostitution and
Rehabilitation Commission of the Min-
istry of Welfare and Health of Japan,
and a recognized Japanese authority on
the subject, states that well before the
enforcement of the law, he had warned
that not only would it fail to do any-
thing to benchit the prostitutes, but the
nation might very well ind nself faced
with an increase in venereal discase and
sex crimes—the likely result when gov-
ernment-supervised brothel prostitution
is replaced by the uncontrolled, clandes-
tine variety.

Of 150,000 prostitutes operating in
Japanese red-light districts when the law
ook effect, the majority "“are now either
in a disguised form of their past prac
tices or in forced prostitution systems
operated by gangsters,” according to Dr.
Asai. A survey indicates that 71.5 per-
cent of the prostitutes now have pimps
and that they are participants in the
“gangster-operated system of prostitu-
tion” that has sprung up since 1958,
which not only exploits the prostitutes
but encourages the commission of var-
ious crimes against their customers as
well. The rate of venereal infection ap-
peared at first to decline sharply, bit
this was an illusion caused by a decrease
in the number of reports filed rather
than in the number of infections, and
the V. D. rate itself seems to be increasing
—although the statistics are no longer as
reliable as they were prior to enforce-
ment of the anti-prostitution law. Dr.
Asai concludes:

“Thus, it is clear that prostitution is a
problem of such social complexity that it
cannot be resolved by passage of legisla-
tion. As indicated by expericnce in
Japan and other countries, disguised pros-
titution—with all its attendant evils—
may quickly become a substitute for the
old red-light districts.”

In August 1963, in his annual report
on Japanese crime, Justice Minister

Okinoro Kaya suggested that the increase
in sex offenses might be attributable to
the closing of the brothels. In the same
year, Professor Om Prakasha Kahol, of
Mahatma Gandhi National College at
Punjab, surveyed the situation in India
and reached the same conclusion, stating
that the result of the anti-prostitution
law, after five futile years of attempted
enforcement, “is a marked decline in
moral values and the spread of disguised
forms of prostitution.”

ITALY

In Italy, there has been a fantastic
increase in the number of venercal dis-
ease cases reported since the government-
controlled houses of prostitution were
closed: In 1958, the year the anti-prosti-
tution law was passed, there were only
1679 V.D. cases reported; by 1963, the
otal had risen to 16,8950 In Prostitution
and Morality, Benjamin and Masters re-
port some ol the other inital results of
the attemnpted suppression of prostitution
in Italy, described by Professor Primo
Sacripanti, former head of the Press Re-
view Department of the Italian Govern-
ment and chief press officer of the Rome
prefecture:

By 1960 “streetwalking was flourishing
and on the increase. Large numbers of
‘callgirls’ were operating. Murders of
prostitutes had become more numerous.
Clandestine brothels were springing up
and the police were totally unable to
cope with the prostitution problem. As a
matter of necessity, police in Rome were
generally limiting their efforts to sup-
pressing prostitution around the Vatican
and at certain sites of archaeological and
other tourist interest.

“"All hopes for moral practical rehabili-
tation, sinccre or otherwise, which came
to the fore immediately after the law was
approved, have remained merely pious
hopes,” according to Professor Sacripanti.”

In its November 8, 1965 issue, News-
week described the situation in Trtaly
today:

For ten years, as a member of the
Italian Senate, Angelina Merlin had
badgered and pestered her fellow
parliamentarians to close down the
nation’s “houses of tolerance™ and
to outlaw an industry that paid the
state $20,000,000 a year in taxes. An
end must be made to “this terrible
form of slavery,” the little senator
would shrill. And finally, she got
her way, Their fund of delaying tac-
tics and excuses exhausted, her
reluctant male colleagues sullenly
passed the Merlin Law, and the red
lights blinked out across Italy.

But Signora Merlin’s delight in
her parliamentary success was soon
dimmed. First of all, the indignant
males in her constituency voted her
right out of the Senate. Worse
yet, the majority of the 18,000

prostitutes she had redecmed from
the bondage of the bordello refused
to scek redemption in her “centers
of social re-education” and took to
streetwalking. No longer bothered
with police registration or enforced
medical checkups and subject to only
eight days in jail if caught solicit-
ing, Italy's prostitutes flourished as
never before—and drew eager re-
cruits to their ranks.

Today, barely seven years after
Angelina’s great victory, an estimated
200,000 Itallan women earn their
living by prostitution. In Milan
alone, there are some 4000 street-
walkers and 8000 callgirls, and last
week a pair of Milanese pimps
wounded cach other battling it out
for possession of a 13-year-old girl.
In Rome, 12,000 prostitutes stalk
the avenues and streets, with the
more successful ones plying their
trade in expensive Alfa Romeos.
Said a Roman hotel director:
“They're so thick in the historic
part of the city, you've got 1o wade
through tons of makeup and
bumnps and grinds to get to the
monuments.” And in Turin (3000
streetwalkers, 9000 callgirls), Mayor
Giuseppe Grosso recently complained
that “decent men and women can no
longer stroll down our lovely ave-
nues, or through our public gardens.”

With similar expressions of public
outrage mounting throughout the
country, the Italian Senate last weck
voted to amend the Merlin Law so
that the police can now “invite”
prostitutes to move on whenever
their conduct is considered “scan-
dalous and vexatious.” If they re-
fuse, they will be liable to four
months in jail and a $135 fine
instead of eight days and $3.50
as herctofore. Legally, prostitution
will be prohibited, and medical
checkups at 15-day intervals will be-
come compulsory for women who
have been fined for “open entice-
ment to sexual intercourse.”

These measures are expected to
be approved by Italy’s Chamber of
Deputies within four to six weeks.
And already some of the sidewalk

- girls have expressed themselves as

not being too averse to some of the
new restrictions. Said one: “I don't
mind being checked up medically. 1
have to worry about that as much as
my customers.” Others were even
hopeful that the lawmakers would
eventually go all the way and put
them back in their brothels. “I get
so tired of this same beat,” one of
them sighed. “In a nice warm house,
1 wouldn’t have to stand and wait
and take all those insults {rom

hypocrites.”
And many thoroughly respectable
(continued on page 159)
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nareor nmexview: ARTHUR SCHLESINGER, JR.

a candid conversation with the erudite harvard historian, former white house advisor and best-
selling author of “a thousand days,” the controversial chronicle of the dynamic kennedy years

Of the 90-odd books writlten about
John Fitzgerald Kennedy in the 30
months since his death, many have been
inane, unabashed eulogies with litile to
vecommend them other than their char-
ismalic subject. And morve than a few
have been morbid, commercial quickies
—mostly about the assassination and its
aftermath—designed to cash in on the
nation's grief for its late President. Only
a handful of the Kennedy books can be
said to have revealed, with any measure
of eloquence ov insight, the depth and
dimension of the man behind the myth;
and the best of these, in the opinion of
maost crilics, 15 the longest of the lot—a
monumental 1031-page volume called 4
Thousand Days: John F. Kennedy m
the White House.” It isn't difficult to
understand why it’s become the best sell-
ing of the many best sellers on Kennedy,
for the author—a history professor named
Arthur M. Schlesinger, Jr—brought to
his task a unmique blend of personal ex-
perience and professional expertise: At
the late President’s vequest, he served as
a lop-level White House advisor and
confidant throughout the Kennedy Ad-
ministration. No less uniquely, he also
brought to his task a yeputation as one
of the world’s greal historians—and a
degree of national notoviely (despite hus
deceptively mild demeanor) as one of
the stormiest political petvels in Amerr-
can public life. The veasons for both his
reputation and s notoriely  were
reaffirmed by the product of his arduous

“The bombing of North Vietnam is a
mistake. IUs less likely to demoralize the
North Vietnamese than to anger and so-
lidify them behind the yegime. That war
can be fought only with ground forces.”

H-month labor: not mevely a chronicle
of the Kennedy years, bul a compelling
portrait of a man all too often idealized
into pasteboard samthoad since his deaih.
On another level, the book offers an
astule assessment Gf the idea’s Kennedy
articulated. the blunders he commitied,
the victories he won, the goals he set but
never lived lo reach. and the legacy of
renewed national  purpose that he left
behind; and an incomparable insider’s
view—Dbrought dramatically to life with
mtimate, often disquieting and occasion-
ally damning eyewiiness glimes behind
Iitherto closed doors—of the process of
history in the making.

Excerpted in Life late last summer,
the book's provocative, brulally candid
revelations about Kennedy, his brother
Robert, Lyndon johnson and particular-
Iy Dean Rusk (whom [. I'. K. regarded as
indecistve and planned to replace as Sec-
relary of Stale after the 1964 election,
Sclilesinger vevealed) had alveady stirved
angry veaction in the While House, the
State Depaviment, the Capitol and chan-
certes around the world even before it
appeared in bookstores last November.
And its author found himself the rvecipi-
ent of not only kudos from evitics and
fellow histortans. but also such indignant
cditorial and Congressional epithets as
sensalionmongey,” - ‘chavacter assassin.”
“White House tattler” and *peephaole
historian.”

But  extravagant abuse is nothing
new to Schlesinger ( pronounced ' Schilay-

“The great thing Kennedy did during
the missile crisis was to be very precise in
the use of power. What was frightening
about the Dominican crisis was fohnson’s
lack of precision in the use of power.”

zinger”), who greels it with a characteris-
tic mixture of mild annoyance and 1o
amusement. His boldly unconventional
scholarship, his encyclopedic know'edge
of and ouispoken opimionaledness about
coerything from politics to pop arl. and
his passionate partisanship as a Demo-
cratic ideologue have earned him a wealth
of unflattering appellations. Even his
severest critics, however, vespect the keen
cutting edge of his inlellect, the power of
his prose and the cowrage of his liber-
tarin conuviclions.

A well-bred, academically omnivorous
product of Exeter and Harvard (from
which he was graduated summa cum
laude i [938), Schlesinger began  his
careey as a histovian al a precoctous 22,
when his erudite semor thesis on Ovestes
A. Brownson, an obscure 19th Ceniury
theologian and veformer, was published
as a book. Not surprinngly, though the
Sawurday Review prophetically discerned
in il “the hand of a young master,” this
worthy bul weighty tract twned out to
be something less than a best seller. His
next book, however. a masstve work on
“The Age of fackson.” sold move than
60.000 copies, won for its 28-year-old
author a Pulitzer Prize in history. an af-
petizing first laste of fame and fortune
and, a year later, an associale professor-
shipp at Huaroard.

Refusing to sequester himself i the
past, Schlesinger soon began to speak
out—in his 5. R O, classes. on the lecture
civewit and in prini—on the pressing

“I'm not a believer in the perfectibility
of man. It's hard lo see any ivresistible
drive toward perfection, or even prog-
ress, in a century of genocide, napalm
bombing and nuclear warfare.”
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social and political issues of the day.
A staunch anti-Communist in the early
post-War years when Marxism was still
fashionable among the intellectual left,
he became a founding member of the
Amervicans for Democratic Action, an or-
ganization that has been a béte noire of
the G.O.P. ever since; and he turned
from lustory to political pelemics in his
third book, “The Vilal Center,” which
has become something of an ideological
handbook for the anti-Communist liberal.
An ardent New Deal Democrat, he was
among the first to join the Stevenson band
wagon i [932—as the candidate’s leading
advisor and speechwriter—and again in
1956. After the second defeat, however,
Schlesinger veturned to Havard, where
he spent the years of Eisenhower's second
levm in office writing the fist three vol-
umes of his still-uncompleted work, “The
Age of Roosevell”; separately published,
all three were bestselling Book-of-the-
Month-Club selections.

Chafing restlessly afler his four-year
sabbatical from politics, he swrveyed the
field of Democrvatic Presidential pros-
pects early in 1960—and prompily volun-
teeved liis services as a campaign aduvisor
to the man he considered most likely to
succeed m defeating Richard M. Nixon al
the polls that November: John I. Ken-
nedy. The young Massachuseits Senator
found much in common both intellec-
tually and ideologically with his fellow
Haroard alumnus, and proceeded to
make use of Schlesinger's shills as a
speechwriter, strategist and idea man on
the campaign irail.

After he was elected, Kennedy decided
to keep Schiesinger on, and for the next
three years, in the amorphous capacity of
Special Assistant to the President, he oc-
cupied a ringside seal from which to ob-
serve, and often (o participate in, the
making of high policy. He also served
Kennedy as a kind of walking encyclo-
pedia on everything from deficit spend-
ing to Chinese land reform; and he was
the Kennedy Administration’s unofficial
bridge to the intellectual community and
the world of arl. There is little question,
however, that s most enduring service
lo Kennedy was the one he performed
after the President’s death: the task of
chivonicling the accomplishments of his
Administration. Today, he has abandoned
the political avena once again—though
perhaps not for good—this time for a lerm
at  Princelon’s Institute  for Advanced
Study. Before he sat down to vesume work
on his long-neglecled remaining volumes
of “The Age of Roosevell” however,
the 48-year-old scholar agreed to grant
PLAYBOY an exclusive interview.

Arriving precisely on time at the New
York apariment of intevviewer Alvin
Toffler, Schlesinger decided (o make
himself comfortable before gelting under
way: He took off his jacket, loosened his

bow tie, ensconced himself on the living-
room couch, propped his feet on a chair,
lit @ Havana cigar—the fusi of a dozen,
In the conrse of the cighi-hour conversa-
tion thal followed—ranging across a wide
spectrum of world events, Jrast and pres-
eni—il became impressively evident why
Schlesinger’s former Harvard colleague,
economist John Kenneth Galbraith, called
him “one of the best-informed men in
America.” We began with a discussion of
the mosi sevious and urgent issue then
facing the nation: the war in Vielnam.
In the two months since this imlerview
wenl lo press, i's possible that the fast-
moving and unpredictable tide of events
in southeast Asia may have overtaken a
few of prrAYBOY'S questions and Mr.
Schlesinger’'s veplies, but the interview
should nevertheless serve lo illuminale
informed hberal thinking al the time.

PLAYBOY: Your [ellow historian Arnold
Toynbee has denounced the U.S. deci-
sion to intervene in the Vietnam war.
He has charged that “in relusing to rec-
ognize that the Viet Cong represent a
national liberation movement made by
the South Vietnamese themselves, and in
attributing the war wholly to Commu-
nist intervention [rom outside, the
United Suues is unintentionally making
hersell the heir of European colonialism
in Asia.” Is therc any truth to this
charge?

SCHLESINGER: 1 don't think so. Toynbee
has his [acts wrong. He talks about our
attributing the war “wholly” to Commu-
nist intervention from the outside, but
our 1961 white paper on the subject
makes it quite clear that the problem
was the combination of a local civil war
in South Vietnam with increasing sup-
port lrom North Vietnam. Whatever
som¢ of our Government officials may
have said since then in moments of rhe-
torical exuberance, evervone in Wash-
ington must realize that this began as a
civil war—although it has taken on other
dimensions now.

Nor do I think, as Toynbee alleges,
that we have assumed the burden of Eu-
ropean colonialism. I do think there is a
possibility, however, that as we increase
our visible presence there, this may be a
perceived effect, an unintended ellect.
President Kennedy, who had visited Indo-
china in 1951, was very much aware of
the extent to which French policy had
alienated all Viemamese nationalisis. He
was always concerned not to enlarge our
C()lllllli[lllt‘lll' 1o such an extent as to
change the character of the war. We had
only 20,000 woops in Vietnam belore
the recent build-up. Now we have
235,000. At some point, just through
increasing visibility ol our presence, the
war may cease to be seen as a Vietnamese
war and come to be regarded by others
as a colonial war, a white man's war. But

if Toynbee implies that an honest South
Vietnamese nationalist couldn’t be a na-
tionalist against the North Vietnamese
and communism as well as against the
French and the Americans, he's wrong.
Alter all, Diem, whom we supported,
was a very strong nationalist in his way,
while at the same time strongly anti-
Communist.

PLAYBOY: Docsn’t the succession of un-
stable regimes in Saigon since Diem lend
support to the notion that the U.S. is
the real power there, that this is a
colonialist enterprise?

SCHLESINGER: | think it does. So does the
Honolulu tableau, with our President
summoning the Saigon leaders to a meet-
ing in an American state. Yet I believe
we really want a stable and independent
Vietnamese government i Saigon.
PLAYBOY: Are our efforts likely to be
successful without more support [rom
the South Vietnamese people, many of
whom are reportedly pro-Viet Cong?
SCHLESINGER: No, they aren't.

PLAYBOY: As things now stand, what are
we offering 1o the South Vietnamese
people that the Viet Cong aren't?
SCHLESINGER: Damn little. Many of the
peasants ar¢ more eager [or peace than
anything else. They’ve been fought over
as long as they can remember.
PLAYBOY: Toward the end of winning
over the people, has the U.S. been suc
cessful in articulating a national pro-
eram ol social relorm?

SCHLESINGER: Well, we certainly need one,
and this is a point that Robert Ken-
nedy has made effectively. But the prob-
lem, of course, is that merely articulating
a social program doesn’t produce one.
Simply talking about it won't make
much of an impression on the peasams.
We have been talking about it for a long
time. Indeed, if you look at the original
Eisenhower leuer to Diem in 1954, it
suggests that American support ought to
be associated with the performance of
needed social reforms in South Vietnam.
Well, Diem never did anything about
them, and it was awfully hard for us
bring pressure.

PLAYBOY: Why?

SCHLESINGER: People have an illusion that
beciruse we're a great and powerlul coun-
try, we can give orders to our “client”
governments and that these orders will
automatically be carried out. It's not,
alas, that easy. In our own country, we
can’t even get Negro children into public
schools without resistance from some of
the states; and the problem ol getting the
results we want in other countries is even
more difficult,

PLAYBOY: There have been several re-
gimes since Diem, but sull very lictle has
been done in the way of social reform.
Do you have higher hopes [or the gov-
ernment under Premier Ky?

SCHLESINGER: Ky was quoted widely be-
fore becoming premier to the effect that




he was an admirer of Hitler. But his re-
cent statements have been very hot on
the subject of social reforrn. Whether he
means it or not, I don't know, but the
very [act that he's talking about it is
bound to have some effect in legitimiz-
ing it

PLAYBOY: What steps do you think Ky
should take to win the support of the
Vietnamese peasantry?

SCHLESINGER: For one thing, he should
stop the kind of prolandlordism that
prevailed during the Diem regime. For
example, when the regular South Viet-
nam army would come in and retake
land from the Viet Cong, often the first
people to follow them would he the
agents of the landlords, who would im-
mediately want to collect back rent. I'm
not a great expert on the economic situ-
ation there, but I imagine land and tax
reforms are essential, plus rural develop-
ment. We've had excellent rural-devel-
opment programs for a long ume, but
it's awfully hard to conduct land reform
when the land reformer may be knocked
off any night. I don’t think there’s been
any disposition on our part to slight
social reform or to impose George Hum-
phrey [Secretary of the Treasury, 1953
1957] theories of [ree enterprise or any-
thing like that, but the problem of
making reforms and fighting a war at the
same time is a difficult one.

PLAYBOY: Do you think U.S. bombing
raids have brought us nearer an end to
the conflict?

SCHLESINGER: I'm not sure how much
difference the air raids on North Viet-
nam have made on the war in the south;
the difference 1s probably only marginal.
The rate of infiltration from the north
increased fourfold during the first wn
months of bombing. And certainly no
amount of bombing in the north is going
to end the war in the south. That war can
be fought only with ground forces. More-
over, I doubt whether bombing is likely
to lead Hanoi toward negotiation. The
studies of the United States Strategic
Bombing Survey in the Second World
War showed that bombing—short of the
point of total obliteration—had the ef-
fect of stiflening the morale of the coun-
try under attack. That's why I think the
bombing of North Vietnam is a mistake.
It's less likely to demoralize the North
Vietnamese than to anger them and so-
lidity them behind the regime. Here
again, ground forces are more relevant.
PLAYBOY: Why?

SCHLESINGER: Obviously, there would be
no disposition to negotiate on the part
of either Hanoi or the Viet Cong if they
thought they were going to win anyway.
Thercfore, it would seem that the indis-
pensable condition for getting them in
the mood to negotiate is 1o convince
them that we aren’t going to pull out. But
air strikes are not convincing, because air
strikes come from airficlds and carriers.
Planes can fly away very quickly. Using

them isn't a great evidence of perma-
nence or of a determination to stay.
Bringing in ground forces, on the other
hand, is quite another matter. Ground
forces do signal a determination to stay,
and they make it clear that we aren’t
going to allow ourselves to be pushed
out. But the danger of American ground
forces, as I mentioned earlier, is that if
you get too many there, you may reach
the point where you transform the char-
acter of the war, and it becomes a white
man’s war. I think President Johnson
was correct in increasing the ground
forces, but I think—or 1 hope—Washing-
ton understands that there is a very
sharp limit beyond which this cannot be
done.

PLAYBOY: Are we close to that limit now?
SCHLESINGER: 1 would think we are, yes.
PLAYBOY: What, if anything, do you feel
would justify our use of bacteriological
warfare or tactical nuclear weapons
against the Viet Cong?

SCHLESINGER: 1 can’t conceive of any cir-
cumstances that would justify the usc of
either. The use of nuclear or bacteriolog-
ical warfare or something like that would
be politically disastrous, and I'm not sure
how effective it would be militarily.
PLAYBOY: \What about tear gas?
SCHLESINGER: T'car gas we use every day
in the U. S. It’s more humane to use tear
gas than to kill people.

PLAYBOY: Should commanders in the field
have the right to decide when to use such
weapons?

SCHLESINGER: Absolutely not. Anything
that is likely to embarrass the political
objectives of the war must be cleared
with Washington.

PLAYBOY: With or without our resorting
to the use of such weapons, how likely is
it, in your opinion, that the Chinese will
intervene directly with military force?
SCHLESINGER: It seems to me most im-
probable so long as the war centers in the
south. They might fear that interven-
tion would give us the license to take
out their nuclear plants. On the other
hand, remember that General MacArthur
assured President Truman on Wake
Island in October of 1950 that there was
no chance of Chinese intervention in
Korca—at the very moment Chinese
forces were massing for a powerful assault
on MacArthur's army. Still, the Chinese,
while very wough in their rhetoric, have
been rather cautious in their policy.
PLAYBOY: Cautious in what way?
SCHLESINGER: I mean that they have been
C(Ircrlll not o overcommit lh(,'l“ﬁcl\'(’s or
to rush out on limbs. Their attack on
India, for example, was a strictly limited
operation. Indeed, lor all the toughness
ol their language, they've made no seri-
ous attempt to take the islands of Que-
moy and Matsu, which lie only a few
miles oftf the Chinese mainland. It ap-
pears that they will react direaly only
when they feel that their own borders

are threatened—as was the case when we
decided to carry the war to North Korea
in 1950. This must be kept in mind when
we consider our strategy in Vietnam.
PLAYBOY: You have said that it would
be wise for the U.S. to regard Ho Chi
Minh “not as an agent of a unified Com-
munist conspiracy but as a man with
problems of his own, who has been his-
torically anti-Chinese and pro-Russian.”
Are you implying that there are
differences between Hanoi and Peking
that might be exploited by the U.S.?
SCHLESINGER: I was saying that it's a great
mistake to suppose that Hanoi equals
Peking. It's also a mistake to suppose
that Hanoi equals the Viet Cong. That
was the Dulles thinking of the Fifties—
the idea that communism is a great
coordinated entity all centrally con-
trolled. It's perfectly evident that within
the Communist empire there are all
kinds of national divergencies and an-
tagonisms and conflicting interests. It's
highly probable that the Viet Cong have
different interests from Hanoi. For ex-
ample, Hanoi talks about a united Viet-
nam, while the Viet Cong have called
for a separate South Vietnam. They
are dependent on Hanoi, of course, and
the fact that they have different interests
may not prevent Hanoi from actually
controlling their operations in  some
effective way; so it may be difficult at
this point to separate the Viet Cong
from Hanoci. But I think it's important
to recognize that it's not just a great
undifferentiated mass, that Hanoi has
different interests from Peking, and the
Vier Cong have different interests from
both.

PLAYBOY: Can we realistically hope for a
peace seitlement if we insist on negotiat-
ing, as we have, only with Hanoi and not
with the Viet Cong?

SCHLESINGER: No; though the Administra-
tion has already made it clear that we'll
talk to the Viet Cong il they come to the
conference table disguised as North Viet-
namese. But that’s not enough, of course.
Obviously, the Viet Cong are parties to
the conflict and should be recognized as
such—just as the Pathet Lao were recog-
nized in the Geneva negotiations of 1961
and 1962,

PLAYBOY: If the Viet Cong or Hanoi, or
both, were to agree 10 negotiations, what
possible terms might be the basis for a
stable settlement?

SCHLESINGER: The eventual solution might
be something along the lines of the Laos
solution. The Laos solution was a coali-
tion government that included both the
so-called right wing, which had been
supported by the United States in the
Fifties, and the Pathet Lao—the Commu-
nists. Rather quickly, the Pathet Lao
broke out of the coalition and resumed
the civil war. But by doing that, they
isolated themselves. The neutralists, with
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whom they previously had been allied
against the right, in defense of Laotian
neutrality, now turned to defend their
neutrality against the Communists, and
the Pathet Lao were reduced to being a
dissident group. We might be able to
arrange something of the same configura-
tion in Saigon—if we knew enough about
the Viet Cong to distinguish the honest
nationalists in 1its ranks from the
Communists.

PLAYBOY: In his book Why Not Viciory?,
then-Senator Barry Goldwater wrote:
“When the Communists join in any kind
of a coalition government, it is always
with the intention of dominating and
taking over the government.” He and
other commentators have since expressed
the view that a coalition government in
South Viemnam would really constitute
a victory for the Communists.
SCHLESINGER: They always have that in-
tention, of course; but they don't always
succeed. There have been many cases
like Laos, where Communists have
joined coalition governments and have
themselves been used by the leaders
of that government. For example, De
Gaulle had Communists in the French
government after the War. Maurice
Thorez, the head of the French Com-
munist Party, was vice premier, and the
effect was to neutralize the Communists
for a time. The same thing happened in
Italy. It's one of the most common and
historically false propositions that when-
ever therc’s a coalition with the Com-
munists, the Communists always win.
Sometimes they do; sometimes they don't.
It all depends on how skilled they are—
and how tough the other people are.
PLAYBOY: Arnold Toynbee has proposed
that the United States should immedi-
ately “stand aside and allow self-deter-
mination in Vietnam . . . even if this
leads, as it most certainly will lead, to . . .
a Communist regime.” Even if a national
clection or referendum were to reveal
that most Vietnamese actually prefer
communism, could we afford to permit
a Communist government in South
Vietnam?

SCHLESINGER: It all depends on the con-
ditions under which elections are held.
In any case, I don't know what “‘self-
determination” means in a country that
has been fought over for a quarter of a
century. At this point, the removal of
U.S. troops would simply lead to self-
determination through Viet Cong terror,
which I do not regard as self-determina-
tion, but as conquest. At the moment we
have no alternative but to stick around.
PLAYBOY: Do you believe in the so-calied
“domino theory? If we were to pull
out and South Vietnam did fall 1o the
Communists, Laos, Cambodia and the
rest of southeast Asia would also inevita-

bly fall?
SCHLESINGER: Well, I don't think the
domino theory was true when the

French were thrown out of what was
then Indochina in 1954. Had the Com-
munists taken all of Vietnam, north and
south, at that time, this would not neces-
sarily have meant that Thailand or the
Philippines would go, or that we would
have been driven back to Malibu Beach.
But again, these things acquire a certain
reality after a while, and I think the test
of the domino theory today is what the
people in the neighboring countries
think. Laos, for example, scems to me
very important. In Laos we changed our
policy during the Kennedy Administra-
tion. We took Souvanna Phouma, whom
you will remember the previous Admin-
istration regarded as a newralist—and
therefore as a secret Communist or some-
thing—and decided to back a neutral
government under his leadership. This
has worked moderately well, in the sense
that the neutralists in Laos, who a few
years ago were fighting Americans to de-
fend their neutrality, are now fighting
against the Communists. And Souvanna
Phouma is very strongly in favor of our
actions in South Vietnam. He obviously
thinks that if we pulled out of Vietnam,
the neutrality of Laos would go. So from
his viewpoint, the domino theory works
—at least as far as Laos is concerned. In
general, though, I think you have to
look at each specific country rather than
make blanket assumptions.

PLAYBOY: In Senator Fulbright's recent
speech eriticizing the Administration’s
policies in Latin America, he said that
we misread prevailing tendencies in
Latin America by overlooking or ignor-
ing the fact that any reform movement
is likely to attract Communist support.
We thus failed to perceive that “if we
are automatically to oppose any reform
movement that Communists adhere to,
we are likely to end up opposing every
relorm movement, making ourselves the
prisoners of reactionaries.” Do you agree?
SCHLESINGER: Yes, but I'd go a step fur-
ther. If we are going to opposc every
revolution just because Communists sup-
port it, we are going to breed Commu-
nists. In one phase of any revolution,
obviously the Communists will support it.
But that isn’t reason ecnough for us to
oppose it. For example, the dictatorship
of Perez Jimenez in Venezuela was over-
thrown in 1958 by the Democratic Ac-
tion Party led by Betancourt. He was
supported by the Communists; if we had
followed the theory of our Dominican
intervention and rejected Betancourt be-
cause of this and stuck by Perez Jimenez,
it would have been a fatal mistake. For
Betancourt was a strong anti-Communist.
He led a socially progressive reform
regime which attacked communism by
tackling the problems that breed com-
munism, and when the Communists be-
came terrorists, he suppressed them.
PLAYBOY: What kind of policy might we
have pursued to prevent the rise of

Castro in Cuba? Was it a mistake to align
ourselves with Batista during the revolu-
tion there?

SCHLESINGER: It wasn’t all that clear-cut.
There was a division within our Govern-
ment over what ought to be done. We
stopped our military aid to Batista early
in 1958, and later in the year an effort
was made by our ambassador in Havana
to get Batista to resign. But even in
Latin America our capacity to influence
these things is limited; the best you can
do is to strengthen in whatever way pos-
sible the progressive democratic parties
and leaders of these countries.
PLAYBOY: It has been charged by some
critics of U. S. policy that we drove Cas-
tro into the arms of the Communists,
that, in fact, he was friendly to the
United States in the beginning. Do you
think that's true?

SCHLESINGER: No, [ don’t. Somectime in
1959, Castro—who is a kind of romantic
Marxist nationalist—decided for reasons
of his own to take Cuba into the Com-
munist camp. Partly, this was because
running a government is different from
running a revolution, and the one disci-
plined body of fellow Cubans who could
help him were Communists. And partly,
it was because he thought it valuable to
have American hostility.

PLAYBOY: Why?

SCHLESINGER: Well, I think he felt that
friendship with the U.S. would simply
bring American influence back into
Cuba, whereas hostility toward the U.S.
would solidify the people behind him
and, morcover, would probably gain
him support in Latin America. I think
there is no question that he had de-
termined o go East, so to speak, long
before the U.S. did anything to pro-
voke it. It is not true, for example, as
some have said, that he sought aid from
us and was turned down. In fact, when
he came to the U.S. in the spring of
1959, the Government was quite pre-
pared to discuss economic-assistance pro-
grams with him, but he declined to
bring the matter up and instructed his
people not to ask for aid. He boasted
of that in his speech before the National
Press Club. He had obviously decided
already that he didn’'t want entangling
connections with the U.S.

PLAYBOY: How can we avoid finding our-
selves boxed in again between a corrupt
dictatorial regime on one side and a
Communist-led revolution on the other?
SCHLESINGER: The only thing to do is to
explore and exploit every possible alter-
native long before the choice narrows
down to that. We ought to support gov-
ernments like the Leoni government in
Venezuela and the Frei government in
Chile. We ought to provide aid and we
ought to use what influence we have—as
we have been doing through the Alli-
ance for Progress—to get Latin-American
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governments to do the kinds of things
that will bring about cconomic develop-
ment and social change. The Communists
know this, which is why the governments
they fear most are the progressive ones.
The government that Castro hates most
in Latin America, for example, is the
Venezuelan government. He doesn’t
worry about the dictatorships in Latin
America, because the longer you have a
dictatorship, the more Communists it's
going to breed. What he's alraid of is that
the progressive democratic solution may
work. That's why his major objective for
several years now has been to overthrow
the government in Venezuela. And that’s
why I would modily Fulbright's state-
ment. In the moment of revolution,
Communists may join a relorm move-
ment, but they basically fear the reform
movement more than the reactionaries
they're helping to overthrow. If the re-
form movement works, their cause is lost.
PLAYBOY: Must we remain committed to
the overthrow of Castro, or is there, in
your opinion, some possibility of an
eventual rapprochement between Cuba
and the U.S?

SCHLESINGER: The answer depends on the
progressive democrats in Latin America.
Castro would be a threat to the United
States only if. in assoctation with the
Soviet Union, a model of the Cuban
missile crisis were o be repeated. He is
primarily a threat 1o democratic develop-
ment in Latin America.

PLAYBOY: The Bay of Pigs invasion took
place before the missile crisis. If Castro
was no threat to the U.S., why did we
support an attempt to overthrow his
regime?

SCHLESINGER: God knows. It was some-
thing the Kennedy Administration in-
herited from the Eisenhower Adminis-
tration; it had already achieved such
momentum by the time Kennedy be-
came President that it was very difficult
to stop. 1 suppose the argument for it
was that if we didn’t stop Castro he would
foment revolution throughout Latin
America, In point of [act, after the fail-
urc of the Bay of Pigs, we began a policy
of containing Caswro, and this has
worked quite well. He is no longer a rev-
olutionary threat in Latin America;
we've kept him fairly insulated from the
rest of the hemisphere. What Castro is a
threat to, as I started to say a moment
ago, is the progressive democratic solu-
tion throughout Latin America. 1 would
therefore like to find out what men like
Betancourt in Venezuela or Frei in Chile
think about a rapprochement. It may
well be that such a rapprochement would
strengthen the Fidelistas and Commu-
nists in their countries, and thereby
make it harder to achieve a progressive
democratic solution. The test ought to
be whether the people in Latin America
who believe in social reform within a
democratic framework think it would

help them or hurt them. My guess is
that they would not welcome such a
rapprochement, because they know that
the struggle lfor the future of Latin
America is not between right and left
The right is essentially dead; it has
great power in local circumstances, but
it is doomed. The struggle for the fu-
ture of Latin America is between the
progressive democrats and the Commu-
nists, and that’s a very deadly struggle.
So I think anything we do with regard
to Cuba has to be weighed first of all
i terms of its effect on that siruggle.
PLAYBOY: Would you say there is any like-
lihood that the Castro regime will fall
by itsell, through internal revolution,
in the foreseeable future?

SCHLESINGER: Anything is possible. If some-
one had asked that question six months
ago about Indoncsia, a lot of people
would have said absolutely no chance:
Sukarno has firmly locked Indonesia into
the Communist bloc. But today Indo-
nesia is oul of the Communist bloc. The
Indonesian Communist Party, which was
one of the most powerful in the world,
has been destroyed and over 100,000
Communist Indonesians have been mas-
sacred, though Sukarno himsell is still
nominally chicf of state. The same thing
may happen in Cuba. At this point, there
is no knowledge or indication one way or
the other. History is full of surprises.
PLAYBOY: You have said that we ought to
supply economic and military aid to
those governments that favor a “pro-
gressive democratic solution.” We have
invested several billion dollars’ worth of
aid in Vietnam without being able to
bring about a stable democratic regime
in Saigon. India and Pakistan, both of
whom have received substanpal U.S.
military aid, have directly or indirectly
used it to fight each other. In view of such
examples as these, some Senators and
Congressmen  feel that the foreign-aid
program has been a failure. Do you?
SCHLESINGER: You have to distinguish be-
tween forms of aid. This massive aid you
speak of has been mostly military assist-
ance, and the Indii-Pakistan thing, as
you point out, certainly reveals the de-
fects of the military-assistance program.
A lot of liberals who have turned against
foreign aid have turned against it because
of the military-assistance side—Senators
Gruening and Morse, for example. I
don’t think there is any easy solution.
I don’t think we can say that we're simply
not going to give any more military
assistance. Nonetheless, that part of the
foreign-aid program desperately needs
very critical reconsideration.

But there are various forms of aid,
and military assistance is only one of
them. There are also technical assistance
and what is called development assist-
ance. Development assistance is designed
to get countries through the period of
what Walt Rostow calls the “take-off”"—

to move them into selfsustaining eco-
nomic growth. The foreign-aid program
of the Fifties consisted essentially of two
things: military and technical assistance
—plus a certain amount of direct budget-
ary support to help bail out friendly
governments when necessary. What the
Kennedy Administration did was to
reshape and reorganize the whole pur-
pose of forcign aid, to make develop-
ment  assistance the main thing. It
doesn’t achieve miracles in the short
run, but this is the most important and
essential kind of aid from a longterm
point of view. In Asia, as in Latin Amer-
ica, the future is between the Castro way
and the Betancourt way, and our devel-
opment aid must go to the Betancourts.
In Asia, obviously, the great contest is
between China and India, because all
Asian countries that seek national devel-
opment have cither the Chinese model,
which uses repressive methods, or the
Indian model, which aims to bring about
development through democratic means.
India is an extraordinary country in that
it is a moderately genuine and effective
democracy, in spite of having a e
mendously high degree of illiteracy, tre-
mendous poverty, tremendous internal
conflicts of language, caste and every-
thing else. So I think it’s essential to the
futme of Asia that the Indian experi-
ment succeed, and everything we can do
in the way of development assistance to
them will be very much in our interest.
PLAYBOY: Do you think we should be
shipping nonmilitary aid—wheat, for
example—to Communist countries?
SCHLESINGER: That depends on the coun-
try; but anything that can weaken the
dependence of the eastern European
countries on the Soviet Union is to our
advantage. Also, in general, I'm in favor
of feeding people, rather than not.
PLAYBOY: How do you interpret the re-
cent row between Castro and Peking
over Chinese shipments of rice to Cuba?
SCHLESINGER: I think it's because the Cu-
bans need rice, and the Chinese aren't
going to deliver. It may also be conceiv-
ably related to Che Guevara. I think
that Guevara always represented the
pro-Chinese wing of the Cuban Revolu-
tion, and the Cuban Communist Party
represented the pro-Russian wing. Fidel
himself seemed to vacillate, temperamen-
tally having more affinity to the Chinese,
but dependent on the Russians for major
economic assistance. The disappearance
of Guevara may well represent a defeat
of the Chinese f[action in the Castro
revolution, and this may have made the
Chinese feel less impassioned about send-
ing rice to Cuba.

PLAYBOY: But the actual amount of rice
involved was relatively small. Why do
you think Castro became so incensed
about having it withheld?

SCHLESINGER: Either the Cubans were des-
perately in need of the rice or the Rus-



sians are aiming for a major break with
China and encouraged Castro to take the
initiative, If Castro, who is identified as
one of the most successful revolutionists
in recent years, were to run interference
for them in making the break, it would
make any formal action they might Luer
take against China much more accept-
able to the revolutionary Communist
parties in the underdeveloped world.
PLAYBOY: What can—or should—the U. S.
do to expedite this break?

SCHLESINGER: It seems to me that our ca-
pacity to affect relations between the
Russians and the Chinese is limited. The
internal dynamics of the Communist em-
pire are what determine these relation-
ships. But we ought to put ourselves in
a position of benefiting rom them. Had
someone in 1945 said we should oy o
split Tito off from Stalin, 1 don’t think
all our concentrated efforts could have
achieved that result; in fact, we might
have delayed it. But because of problems
within the Communist world, Tito and
Stalin broke in 1948. And because we
followed a policy of restraint toward Yu-
goslavia, we were in a position to usec
that break to our advantage and 1o help
strengthen the independence of Yugo-
slavia. Remember that in 1945 and 1946
Yugoslavia was much tougher toward the
West than Stalin was. They were shoot-
ing down our planes, and all that kind
of thing. If we had taken a very tough
policy ourselves and broken off diplo-
matic relations with them, we wouldnt
have been in a position to benefit from
the split when it came.

What we have to do today, as we did
then, is follow a policy of restraint. Even
s0, of course, there will be a danger that
the bitter competition between Russii
and Ch for leadership of the world
Communist movement may drive Mos-
cow to take more radical and intransi-
gent positions than it otherwise would.
Nonetheless, on balance, the democratic
world clearly stands to gain from the
Russo-Chinese quarrel. This split has
shattered the appeal of communism as
a caeed above national and ethnic
interests and uniquely capable of re-
solving international conflicts and as-
swring peace. And obviously the more
Russia and China are engaged in thwart-
ing each other, the less time and enc
they will bave to thwart us. The impor-
tant thing is to keep our cool and
let events develop—remembering  that,
though China is much the more militant
and fanatical of the two countries, Rus-
sia is the more direct threat to our most
vital interests in Europe and Latin
America; and recognizing that any overt
intervention on our part with respect to
China and Russia might bring them
closer together again.

PLAYBOY: This, according to Prolessor

Toynbee, 1s what we are doing. According
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to him, “nothing but American pres-
sure is holding these two nationalist-
minded Communist powers together
now.” 1s he nighe?

SCHLESINGER: No, I think he's wrong on
that, wo. The great preoccupation of
both Russia and China is the interna-
uonal Communist movement, and it's
for the leadership of that movement that
they're competing, as I said. The Com-
munist parties of the developed coun-
tries are, on the whole, on the side of the
Soviet Union. The Communist parties
of the underdeveloped countries are
emotionally drawn toward China; but in
many cases, because China cannot help
them, they're dependent, like Castro, on
the Soviet Union. The problem the So-
viet Union [aces is that though it does
want a délente ol some sort with the
United States, this isn’t going to be pos-
sible as long as the Vietnam war contin-
ues at its present level of intensity. The
more deeply involved we become in that
war, the more the Russians are going to
be forced to line up behind Hanoi; they
can’t afford to take the position of ap-
pearing not to give all-out support when
a Communist state like North Vietnam
is in trouble. To do so would be to risk
losing the support of the Communist
parties of the entire underdeveloped
world. But contrary to what Toynbee
seems to feel, I don't think the Russians
would welcome our pulling out of Asia;
they're quite happy to have an American
presence there—as a means of helping
them to restrain the Chinese.

PLAYBOY: As you know, vour views about
the depth of the differences between
Russia and Red China are at logger-
heads with the so-called “monolithic”
concept of world communism held by
ex-Senator  Goldwater, who regards
“peaceful coexistence” as impossible and
“total victory” as imperative. Which
course do you think the U.S. should
pursuc?

SCHLESINGER: Both of those terms are clu-
sive. If, by “total victory,” he means the
unconditional surrender of the Soviet
Union and Communist China, this
seems to me an unrealistic sm. Nice as this
might be, the cost necessary to bring it
about would be such that it's absurd as a
serious policy objective. And il total vie
tory means anything less than the un-
conditional surrender of the Soviet
Union and Communist China, then the
term 15 misleading. It seems to me we
should aim at what President Kennedy
used to call “a world of diversity,” a
world in which you have a variety of so-
cial systems, economic creeds, political
philosophies. religions, faiths—a diverse
international community united by re-
spect for certain ground rules and an
allegiance 1o peace.

PLAYBOY: In view of their ideological
commitment to world dominion, would
the Communists accept this kind of
world?

SCHLESINGER: Communism has become a
much more various thing since the Man-
ifesto was written. The forces ol diver-
sity have already wrought a considerable
transformation within the empire itself.
It's perfectly obvious, for example, that
Communist states like Yugoslavia, Po-
land, Rumania, Hungary and Czechoslo-
vakia would fit very easily into the world
of diversity. The Soviet Union remains a
question mark; it might or it might not.
Communist China obviously wouldn’t.
But I think it's a great mistake to sup-
pose that ideology, abstract ideological
commitment, is more powerful than na-
tional interests; that because Russia and
China profess the same ideology, they
will therefore always work in absolute
harmony. The fact of the mauer is that
the experience of the 20 vears since the
War shows that, even within the Commu-
nist empire, national interest has be-
come more powerful than ideology, and
that, when the chips are down, Commu-
nist states are going to respond to their
national interests rather than to the dic
tates of their ideology. This shouldn’t
surprise anybody, because i the years
before the War, when the Soviet Union
was the only Communist state, whenever
it had to make a choice between its na-
tional interests and its ideological in-
terests, it always chose the former. So 1
think that we can foresee a certain diver-
sity within the Communist world; and
we can foresee, as Communists leave
their revolutions farther and farther be-
hind them, that the messianic quality of
their ideological commitment is going to
facde, and they will act more and more
like nationalists, and. in the end. the
ideology of their social religion will be-
come as nominal as that of communi-
cants of other religions. We still talk
about God and the Devil, heaven and
hell, but these things are no longer de-
cisive and vivid factors in our everyday
lives. The same may become true of
Marxist ideology for the Communists.
PLAYBOY: Is this what you meant when
you wrote in 1960 that “Soviet youth to-
day are Communists in somewhat the
sense that American youths today are
Christians™?

SCHLESINGER: Ycs. I meant that they
arc Communists because they've been
brought up in a Communist environ-
ment and it's never occurred to them to
be anything else. They don’t have that
deep, revolutionary, fanatical commit-
ment that the men who made the revolu-
tion had. More than that, in the years
since I made that statement, it has be-
come evident that not only are they
Communists in a rather perfunclory
sense, but also, in many cases, they're ac-
tively chabing under the system, and
they're tremendously excited about what
scems to them the vividness, the variety,
the excitement of life in the West.
PLAYBOY: In 1960 you also suggested that

the Soviet Union might move toward a
“more penial and pragmatic form of
communism.” Is there a more genial
and pragmatic form ol communism, and
do you think the Russians have moved
toward i?
SCHLESINGER: I think there is. It's too
soon to say whether Russia is moving to-
ward it, but in eastern Europe this more
genial and pragmatic form is certainly
developing in Yugoslavia and Poland. I
gather that in Crechoslovakia and Hun
gary we are also getting a more open
form of communism, a communism
that applies to the economic and social
structure of these countries, but that
does not—not yet, at least—affect their
cultural and intellectual life as deeply as
it might. There are many signs of it. For
example, in eastern Europe vou can buy
copies of American and English newspa
pers, magazines and books without any
trouble, whereas you can't in the Soviet
Union. The Soviet Union 1s still a much
more controlled, “theological” society, in
my judgment, than the Communist
countries of eastern Europe.
PLAYBOY: There have heen many reports
lately about the introduction of the
profit motive in certain sectors ol the So-
viet economy—the so-called Liberman
reforms. This has led to the sugges-
tion that Russia may gradually become
more capitalist, while America moves
toward a more socialist economy. The
theory is that the U.S. and the U.S.S. R.
will meer somewhere in the middle of
this spectrum, with both countries em-
ploving some form of mixed economy.
Do vou regard this as plausible?
SCHLESINGER: Well, I think there are lim
its to this sort of thing. T doubt very
much whether private property is going
to be restored in the Soviet Union, and 1
doubt very much whether we're going to
nationalize very many things in the U.S.
In castern Europe, on the other hand,
there is much greater argument, discus-
sion and experimentation. Yugoslavia
for a long time has been experimenting
with a kind of free-marker socialism.
The Liberman proposals in the Soviet
Union represent an adaptation of cer-
tain elements of the Yugoslav experi-
ments. But 1 think the Soviet Union has
a long way to go before it gets away
from its all-encompassing dogmatism.
PLAYBOY: If the Russian cconomy pros-
pers under [ree-market socialism, do you
agree with those who foresee a possible
realignment of power blocs among the
“have” countries—including the U.S.
and Russia—versus the “have-not” coun-
tries, rather than between the Commu-
nist and the non-Communist worlds?
SCHLESINGER: I don’t think so, because 1
don’t think there is going to be enough
unity of purpose and interest among the
underdeveloped countries, and I don't
think any unity between the “haves”
(continued on page 202)
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THINGS WERE looking up for Simon. He
had finished ghosting another book [or
Pandro Harlow the sexologist around
the Pandro Harlow thesis that an outlet
is an outlet is an outlet. It was the
peppicest broadside yet against the bigots
who favor one orifice over another, and
Pandro was pleased.

Pandro had paid Simon the last
55000 and thrown in $1000 as bonus.
So Simon had money. Also, with the
job done, he had time to play.

Plus a girl to play with. He thought
he had a girl, was about to have a girl.

Two weeks before completing the
job, he'd been lazing through Sheridan
Square trying to think out Pandro's
lIast and in many ways Sunday-punch
chapter. It was to Iay out the Games
Theory approach to sex. The idea was
that sex, like all human projects, is a
variety of game playing. The profes-
sional player does not put taboos on
any part of the playing held. He
defines no portion of the arena as out
ol bounds. He tries to cover the whole
field and run up the best score possi-
ble. The champion goller never says
these orifices are good and those bad,
he shoots all 18 orifices as expertly as
he can. Sexual athletes will work [or
the same thoroughness once sex is rec-
ognized as a branch of athletics. So-
called deviates, because they play so
fully and exuberantly, have been
prominent  among mankind’s  front-
runners. So-called deviates have led in
cultural flowerings.

As he poked along, Simon asked
himself questions about the orifice
tourists. Is culture one more orifice?
Some maybe can't tell their culture
from a hole in the ground?

This wasn't thinking it out. This was
thinking it down and out. His mind
lagged, and with it his [eet, as he tried
to think caeatively across Sheridan
Square.

On the West Third side a crowd had
formed around a young Negro poet.
The Negro poet was explicating in a
lashing basso that this nation would be
tuwrned into an ocean-to-ocean  Watts:
the Age of the Molotov Cocktail was
being ushered in.

Stmon stopped to consider the Negro
poet’s ferocious jollity and tight pants.
Hell's Angels boots and gold ring in
picrced Ieft ear did not look right on a
soapbox: meager programmatically.

A girl circled the crowd passing out
leaflets. Her hair was black and her
eyes were gray and she spilled from her
shiny leather pants splendidly. The
pants, by all signs, had alarmingly less
square footage than did the skin coex-

rtensive with them. She was handing

out her lcaflets with the largess of a
dean handing out diplomas.

W'Simon took one: invitation to a
street-corner  rally for get-out-of-Viet-
nam. She saw he was looking at her in
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an apolitical way and was not sure she
welcomed it.

“That's what's happening,” she said,
tilting her head toward the emphatic poet.
“Watts and more Watts.”

“Doesn’t it bother you when a speaker
predicting blood baths wears one gold
earring?”

“Maybe he can't afford two.”

“If his budget’s as tight as his Levis,
he could afford none.”

Her eyes did some melting. She tol-
erated a laugh. Some welcome edged into
her air.

“Hey, you say [unny things. What's
your name?"”

“Simon Dwire, what's yours?”

“Lee Abends.”

“Lee Evenings? You're German?”

“Pennsylvania Dutch. They live by the
clock, so some name themselves by the
clock. There was a girl on my block in
Allentown named Jenny Morgend, Jenny
Morning.”

“We had a Horace Mittag in my class
in college. Horace High Noon.”

“I went to Swarthmore with a Lucilla
Nachmittag, Lucilla Afternoon. Maybe
she should have been after Horace.”

“What'd you study at Swarthmore,
getting out of Vietnam?"

“No, I studied how to get out of Al-
lentown and Swarthmore. I wok top
honors in those subjects and now I'm
doing my fieldwork.”

She urged a leaflet into the hand of
a collegiate-looking young passer-by in
a mustard-on-mustard chesterficld. He
carefully blew his nose in it, wadded it
into a ball, punted it west.

“He likes it in Vietnam,” Simon said.

“Be a nonreader,” Lee Abends said to
the diminishing chesterfield. “When
Watts gets to Madison Avenue you'll
read. Your obituary. Listen, Simon Dwire,
why'd you come down here, to hecklez"”

“No, I was getting some air and trying
to formulate some thoughts on the Games
Theory approach to sex.”

“What's that#”’

“It's what 1 make my living at, I
mean, I write about it. It's essentially a
theory that sex can and should be made
gamy.”

“That what you're for, gamy sex?”

“Well, sex is something 1 think
people should be game for. I'd like to
talk to you about that, make my position
clear.”

He had inventoried her. Not only was
her face a satisfactory face in a gathered,
pre-pounce way. Her body was close to
cornucopiate and by many signs a better
orifice than culture. Huskiness alleviated
cunningly by curviness, so even where
most solid it came out in an abundance
shapely rather than meaty. It didn’t scem
likely that with her free-lunch lines she'd
have the triangle of air between her inner
thighs that always disconcerted Simon.
You could never be sure. But her tastily
sculpted massiness argued against it.

“What do you do, Evenings?” he went
on. “I'll rephrase that, what do you do
evenings—or nights? Some night if you'd
like I'll buy you a steak and we can talk
about outlets and sports.”

She thought he was some variety of
flip but not unfunny. She gave him her
number. The day Simon collected his
$6000 from Pandro Harlow he felt like
catching up with his less consequential
side, his playful side; he called the over-
flow leaflet girl. She said fine, sounded
great, she'd be at his place 7:30, order
her one cow medium rare.

They had Scotch on the rocks at his
West Tenth apartment, daiquiris at
Peor's and then a Bodegas Bilbenas
white with the fileles de puerco adoba-
do, Tuaca brandies at Cool Sounds
while the midget m.c. in his Barbie-size
swallowtails sopranocd his androgyne
hipness, stingers back at his place. They
got boozed up fine, but Lee's mood was
no perkier. She had heen down when
she rang his bell and down she remained
even as she wabbled once more into
his basement-floor-front under guidance
from his wabbly hand.

She had just this afterncon received
one more goddamn letter from her god-
damn father, she said. Letters from her
goddamn [ather always ricocheted her
into the moper’s sidest pocket. What was
in the leter? She wouldnt try to sum-
marize such bastardly bilge. Simon could
smut up his own eyes on said bilge. She
fished around in her saddlebag and
handed him the letter. It had a harmless
enough text:

“Puss Girl, Now don't tear this up
without reading. I'm saying no more
about your uncombed friends and their
mimeograph machines. Why you'd want
to sit down and lie down on uncomfort-
able stones and pavements beats me when
they're making such dandy innerspring
mattresses these days, but that’s your
business. I've heard there are Hindu In-
dians who get their 40 winks on beds of
nails, so why should you treat your
bones better than the Hindu Indians?
I'm not making more pitches for your
going back to college either. T didn’t
raise my daughter to be a dropout, but if
you want to pretend you're a Mexican-
American grapefruit picker or a Missis-
sippi Negro shocshine boy deprived of
educational opportunities, 1 guess it’s
good training for an actress in case you
ever want a career in acting. I'm not
even going to ask you again not to be
ashamed of me because I manufacture
high-quality kitchen ranges with the best
patented rotisseries on the market and
make enough money from this to winter
in Nassau and send my daughter to
Swarthmore to be Miss Dropout of 1966.
The only thing I'm writing to inquire
about is how much future there is in
stretching out on railroad tracks in front
of troop trains. I'll grant you it can

be rewarding on a moment-to-moment
basis, especially if you get enough state
troopers to carry you to the paddy wag-
on, it's a queenly feeling to be wans-
ported in this Juxury maharani way, but
all the same, you've got to think of tomor-
row, styles change, tomorrow they could
move their troops by air, I know you're
an unusually gifted girl, but I don't
think 1t’s running down your many tal-
ents to suggest even you can’t figure out
a way to lic down in [ront of a plane
30,000 feet up. What 1 want to propose,
Doll Girl, is that you take a year's sab-
batical leave from your corridor camp-
outs and mimeograph machines and see
a liule of the world, all expenses paid.
Travel can be broadening even to a
corridor connoisseur and mimeograph
fancier. Sec how the other hall of the cor-
ridor-camping and mimeograph-turning
world lives. I'm ready to put up every
cent for the expedition, any style you
want. Of course, il in your travels your
eye gets diverted by a couple of nice
paintings or churches to the extent that
you forget about fussing cops, or il you
meet a nice young Peace Corps civil en-
gineer somewhere in Afghanistan that
you'd like to do something besides
charge riot squads with, 1 won't put up
any fight. You know what kind of per-
missive parent I am. All I want is for
you to spend a year not getting arrested
so your horizons can expand somewhat
beyond municipal and county jails. If at
the end of the year’s moratorium on
your onc-dropout war agamst the hu-
man race you want to end the cease-fire,
I won't stand in your way. I'd just like
to see you get some more education be-
fore you qualily for some Federal peni-
tentiary. Lifers should have a lot to
think about or time will hang heavy on
their hands. Education can help in that
respect. What do you say, Kitten? You
can even take a slow boat to China and
see Mr. Mao if you think you'd like his
brand of fortune cookies. Though I sus-
pect you'll find just ene fortune in all
his cookies: Better blight than white. I'm
not commenting on his politics, just his
color schemes. You don’t have to remind
me that we've got some color scheming
in this country, too. I just sent another
contribution to Martin Luther King. In-
cidentally, if you decide to poke around
in Mao country, it might be interesting
to check on how many sit-ins they have
compared with the per-capita frequency
of mimeograph machines. Tf you find
any Martin Luther King around Peking
who's conducting sit-downs in [ront of
Chinese troop trains to protest Mr.
Mao’s plans to wipe out the white race,
let me know, I'll send him a check, too.
Your loving father with the great big
abominable checkbook, Harrison.”

“He's permissive and he’s funny,”
Simon said. “You rtaking him up on
the offer?”

“I'd like to take him up in a Mariner
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IV and leave hin there.” she conked.
“Call that an offerr It's a bald-faced
bribe.”

“Bribe to do what, grow up?”

“That’s the one thing he's wermhed
I'l do. Registering Negro voters and
fighung militarism is my way of growing
up and believe me it's growing me up
fast. His establishmentarian idea is that
only by dropping these adult concerns
and playving foowsie with museums and
civil engineers can his Puss Girl grow
up.”

“Arent you reading wo much into
this letter? Maybe your father’s just say-
ing some growing up can be done in-
doors as well as out, wltlwut squad cars
M:r‘.'.ll‘l'llllg l.ll)

Her gray cyes were storm centers.

“Listen, how old are }on. anyway?”

“Thirty-one.”

“There you go. There you are. We've
got a saying, Don’t trust anybody past
thirty, and 1 guess it's with basis. The
barricades are up everywhere between
go and stall and they cut right across the
population at age thiny. You've got Yale
locks on your mind same as my father.
Course you'd take his side, the establish-
ment side, against me.”

“I'm not 1aking any side, I'm not say-
ing a word about your politics, and I
don’t think your father is particularly.”

“Shit he isn't. There's a war going on
and he's offering me a bribe to be a
deserter and that's plenty political, they
wouldn’t shoot deserteérs in warume if
deserting wasn't political, remember the
Private Slovik case.”

“Lee, youTe not Private Slovik. The
way I read it, your father's only suggest-
ing vou can be such a wholesale joiner
that you desert yoursell. He's asking you
to look things over for a year and 1ry to
apply for a membership card in your-
self.”

“I'm not going to argue this with you.
I don't argue with reactionaries. All 1
want to know is why a reactionary
would want to buy dinner for, and ply
with drinks, a damn-fool joiner. You
boring from within, that what you're
domg?”

“More accurately, I'm being bored
from without. Look, Lee, I didn't call
you up to discuss politics, I called be-
cause 1 thought i'd be nice 1o have some
drinks in a relaxed mood and talk about
games and outlets. Well. You've been
grousing and griping and wearing a long
Face all evening, because of this damned
letter, it now ecmerges, and I'm just
trving to show you the letter isn't such
an insult and mortal blow after all, and
certainly no reason ‘to put aside all
games and not discuss so much as one
outler.”

The thing was, when she sprawled
back on the couch this way, with one
solid leg folded under her, her solid hip
sworled up in an acutely invitational

way, a spill of the best commodity, sug-
gesting the sort of nervelaving culture
one would give the eyeteeth and, if
necessary, the eves, to hole up in: He
wanted those slaty pupils molien énough
10 be lobbing more than slogans at him,
from less than the sloganeer's remove.

“Bugger the world up and down,” she
said with no pleasure. “An  establish-
ment-propper like vou, I swear, I don't
know what I'm doing here.”

“My point is that you're not doing it,”
he said. He moved less than steady to
the couch and put his hands on as much
ol her as possible. “There. Now vou're
closer to deing it.” He moved through
barricades, a goer rather than a sualler,
man who wouldn't take no lor an an-
SWCr or even wasie time questioning.
“There. Now you're on the verge ol
doing it. Now vou're nuking the barest
beginning at doing it.”

She was sull funung, but offered no
obstacle to his undressing her. She lay
back as at an obscure sit-in in the twisty
corridors of appetite. “Buy me ofl.” she
said  dizzily. A linde later she said
through fixed teeth, “Don’t want to go
round the world.” Later stll: “Yale
locks.” There were no words {rom her
for a vme. She was not resistant but
definitely passive, sluggish but dogging

Then she was flurrying, masses in mo
tion, unpatterned sur, strain on all fron-
tiers, and saying, “All right now, all right
then, you get me over the hump. you.”

He didn't. Nobody did. Massy she was
and not 10 be moved. though doggingly,
dichingly motile. Much want in furied
leakage everywhere, the random ravening.

They were lving side by side soundless-
ly. he lighting a cigareue, she wwitching
from one position to another, funered,
gray eves sloganed again, when the phone
rang. He was just able o reach it from
the couch.

“Hello. who's this.™”

“Simon, son, I'm on the edge of dying,
your mother is poisoning me.”

His father with his utmost conspirator
voice. Even talking low, he might be
heard by the ubiquitous welephone bug-
gers he imagined were everywhere, but
chances must be aken.

“Couldn’t this wait 1ill
Pop?”

“If it could wait till morning, would 1
be calling you in the middle of the
night. son. Listen to me, Simon, believe
your father, for two days and nights now
she tries o sneak it down my throat, 1
know what it is, cyanide, cvanide from
the roach powder, she says chopped liver
and e cream and lcllllcc and tomato
sandwiches, but it’'s cyamide in different
forms, she’s my hne cook, oh, ves, this
time she’ll cook me into the grave. 1
have taken no food for 1wo days and
mights, Sunon, dear son, I'm weak, 1
haven't got the strength of a kitten in
my bones, I am in prim‘iplc nppust.‘(l 1o
bothering you with my woubles, but I

morning,

can’t go on like this. this woman must be
stiopped or there’ll be murder in the
family and a whole scandal

“You're hungry, Pop, but if you go 1o
sleep you won't be hungry and she can’t
porson you in vour sleep. You get some
sleep and in the morning I'll come down
and take you 10 the corner drugstore
and buy you a big breakfast, ham and
eges, French [ries, she won't be able to
poison that.”

His  mother's sniping  voice came
through from the background. She was
no doubt standing in the doorway 1o the
old man’s room. withered m her wotality
of scorn, miniaturized by the abrading
of years and wraths. tented by oversize
cotton nighigown. cosnuc disgust on face
and eves Hlashing the semaphore of a spe-
cially coded fury to which only the old
man held the full cipher book.

“You're such an animal? You dontt
make hife miserable enough lor your one
and only son during the day you've got
to disturb his precious sleep, 100, vou
ammal? Suck and suck and suck that
poor boy’s blood?™

“Now vyou stay away from this room
and from me, Elsa, 1 give you warning.”
his father said with the rage of the
witally declawed, his wone offering dire
upshots which would never precipitate
down from fantasy. “I have the right
and the obligation to tell my son 1 have
had no human bite of food in my mouth
for two days and nights because of your
plots, he's got to know, who else should I
turn to#"

“You rob your son of his sleep, too,
the one and only possession you have
not robbed vet?” his mother said. “Give
me the phone, you animal.”

“Keep vour distance, Elsa, and yon
don’t get harmed.”

“I said give me that phone. har and
selfish animal.”

Sounds of struggle. Percussion of a
heavy object against the Hoor, probably
the phone. More indications of scuffling,
scrapings on  wood, heavy breathing,
grunts and groans of combat. a splin-
tering.

Simon nibbled at his thumbnail, wait-
ing. He was aware of Lee Abends’ sullen
eyes memorializing humps not overcome,
pinning blames.

Finally his mother's voice: “Simon,
this is a terrible thing he does but forget
it, son, go back 10 your broken sleep if
you can.”

“He thinks
boss.”

“Could he think he poisons himsell,
son? A man with such a wholesale sup-
ply of poisons in his veins, he has to yell
he didn't manuflacture them himself,
some enemy put them there. Who
should put them there. Me. Elsa, the en-
emy. Elsa. the |mism|('r. You know how 1
poison this beast? With maple walnut,
Simon, his favorite, I throw your hard-

(continued on page 216)

youre poisoning him,



i

e




travel By GEOFFREY BOCCA

IN THE BEGINNING there was Robert
Ruark. North of Barccelona, in the Pala-
mos of the early 19505, he found an es-
cape [rom modern civilization and wrote
Something of Value. The only Spanish
resort anvone had ever heard of then
was San Sebast on the Adantic coast,
and that was celebrated largely because
ol its proximity to Biarritzz. On the
beaches even the men were forbidden to
wear topless swimsuaits. Unmarried girls
swam a discrect distance from the oppo-
site sex, while hawk-eyed duennas pa-
uolled the sands to see that the twain
didn’t mcet.

But after Ruark came Ava Gardner,
then the Windsors, Navier Cugat and
Artie Shaw. Finally, the deluge; from
England, France, Germany, Scandinavia,
the United States they poured in, first by
the hundreds of thousands and then by
the millions, bringing with them their
tastes, habits and vacation apparatus sym-
bolized by the bikini—with hardly a
duenna in sight.

In 1965 alone, Spain hosted 14,000,000
foreigners—and nearly all of them head-
ed for one or more of the Costas of the
Mediterranean coast: the Costa Brava in
the north, the small and puzzlingly neg-
lected Costa Dorada south of Barcelona,
the Costa Blanca in the middle and the
Costa del Sol in the south.

The Costas stretch from Port Bou just
below the French frontier all the way
down to the Rock ol Gibraltar, for 800
sun-drenched miles of sand and rock
doued with cities bearing such mel-
lifluous names as Tarragona, Valencia,
Alicante, Cartagena, Almeria and Mila-
ga. It's an area redolent with an aura of
age-old cultures and past civil strife, but
associated today with skindiving and
water skiing along white beaches, pub
crawling through night clubs open to the
stars and amor, sports cars drifting
through the dawn, P gered by tawny
girls murmuring sleepy small walk in any
one of a dozen languages.

This is a new mecca for international
vacationers, who are thronging here in
ever growing numbers—but don't be
daunted by that touristic fact: Vast

Preceding page: An adventuresome pair
navigates the craggy coast line of the
Costa Brava along the road to Cadaqués.
Left: A tranquil twosome lazily sun-bathes
on the mile-long beach at Playa de Aro
and then [top right] the sunny seforita
tries a bit of topless toe dipping in a quiet
cove near S'Agaro’s chic La Gavina, a
favorite stamping ground of Continental




stretches of the Costas are relatively
uncrowded and unspoiled, and the vaca-
tioners tend o be of the tonier, hand-
somer sort. Access o the Costas is easv.
TWA and Iberia, for instance, fly daily
from New York to Madrid at a round-trip
jet fare of around $500. If you make use
of the three-week excursion rate (going
and returning in the middle of the w ek),
it's around $340. Pan Am flies dircaly to
Barcelona six times a week.

Those who touch down in Madrid
must change planes to get to the Costa of
their choice: winging to Barcelona for
the Costa Brava and the C Dorada, to
Valencia for the Costa Blanca and to
Milaga for the Costa del Sol. But for
those who have decided to cover the lot

a perfectly practical and, in fact. recom-
mended decision—the way to do it is to
fly to Barcelona and rent a car. Then,
after drving to the Costa Brava in the
north, one can make a sweep to the south,
sampling the particular pleasures of
cach of the Costas in turn.

A 70-mile spin north from Bareclona
to S'Agard by the sea will bring vou to
the perfect starting point for a holiday
on the Costas. Check mn ae the Hostal de
la Gavina and enjoy the luxury of one
of the world’s greatest hotels. La Gavina
was built in 1924 as the private villa of a
wealthy miller. Today, with its breath-
taking location, private beaches, superb
cuisine and elegant clientele, it is a
showcase for the hospitality of the Costa
Brava. At about $30 a day for wwo
(slightdy expensive for Spain), vou get
your sumptuous meals, elegantly ap-
pointed rooms and a celebrity parade
that may include ex-King Umberio of
Italy, Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.. and even
the Burtons.

‘The first caveat, however, if you are 1o
get the maximum pleasure from the hol-
iday, is a drastic onc. Spaniards. male
and female, dress with conservative ele-
gance in the evening and with wild dar-
ing during daytime leisure-taking. Take
only a lightweight suit or two and a
casual jacket and slacks with you, and
then embellish your Stateside wardrobe
with at-ease-wear from the local shops
that dot the town.

When evening falls, you should be

jet setters. Center left: Bargain hunting at
the bazoar of Ploya de Aro, which offers
a potpourri of native handicrafts. Center
right: Two gals and o guy go in for some
leisurely pedal boating near Palamés, an
unspoiled village frequented regularly
{bottom right}) by the Costa cognoscenti,
who come to enjoy the sights of the
harbor with its picture-postcard setting.




Right: A sports-carring couple leaves the
Costa del Sol city of Marbella and
motors toward the posh beach club of
Prince Max von Hohenlohe-Langenberg
a few kilometers out of town. Below: The
winding rood between Malago ond Al-
meria offers the touring twosome breath-
toking views, hairpin turns and stopovers
ot romantically isolated beaches along
the way. Bottom left: A pair of bathers
cotches a wayward buss at one of Mor-
bello's mony beaches. Bottom right: A
Costo del Sol sidewalk café such as this
one is the ideal locotion for reloxing
over afternoon cocktails or a dry sherry
before heading back into the briny.

-
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sitting in one of the cool sidewalk
calés that are the delight of S'Agaro,
sippmg a very dry Tio Pepe sherry.
Sip slowly, because it will be a long
time till dinner. The government
has wied w0 persuade Spaniards that
their traditional habit of ecating
lunch at three in the afternoon and
dinner at eleven or midnight is an
anachronism and a drag on the na-
tion's progress: but Spaniards have
too high an opinion of their own
way of life, so the custom continues.

Dimner at La Gavina may start
with French onion soup, followed
by cold, [at, tender asparagus with
fresh mayonnaise or sauce vinai-
grette. and then roast ternera—veal,
which in Spain is gencrally of better
quality than the beel. Finish your
meal with fresh, juicy peaches and
wash it all down with a jug or two
of sangria, an ice-cold punch of
Spanish claret (specily Marqués de
Riscal or Banda Azul) laced with
Cointreau, to which i1s added soda
water, lemons and sugar.

Farther up the coast [rom
S'Agaro, at Bagur, is an even more
spectacular though quieter hotel,
the Cap Sa Sal. which deserves a
visit if only for a swim, a drink and
a meal. Built on a rocky promontory,
with an elevator cut into the
cliffside to take guests [rom the ho-
tel down to the sea, the Cap Sa Sal
is one of the most modern hostelries
in Spain.

Life on the Costas won't be this
elegant again until you get all the
way down to Marbella in the [a

Top: Europe’s most avant-garde make
a hip haven of the beach at Torre-
molinos. Second row, left: Swingers
get in the Torremolinos swim before
adjourning to the Merendero San
Miguel (second row, right), an ocean-
side snack shop specializing in fried
fish and ice cream. Third row, left
A sumptuous spreod such as this of
land and sea delicacies, along with
vintoge vinos and a brandy punch,
is served up at all first-class Costa
hotels. Torremolinos’ spas, the Tropi-
cana (third row, right) and Pedro’s
{bottom row, left), abound with de-
lightful Gallic imports, most of them
blonde. Marbella’s exotic El Trianon
wotering hole [bottom row, right]
offers up one of the most uninhibited
revues on any of the Costas.




south. The attractions in between are of
a different order. But before you even
turn south, and if you have ume and the
month is August, take the road 35 miles
north of S'Agard o Cadaqués. You
won't lind it on most maps, and nine out
of ten tourist agencies will never have
heard of ir. But this liule fishing port,
almost entir hemmed in by moun-

is the craziest and most intimate
spot on the Costa Brava—just for this
onc month. Before and after August it is
completely dead.

If you plan to go there, leave your
bags at S’Agaro, pack a thin black sweat-
er for the cool of the evening, and a
toothbrush against the contingency of
an unexpected overnight stay. Take the
road north by way of Palamds, one of
the last mlspoiicd fishing villages on the
Costa Brava. Rising steeply from a uny
bay and dotted with lovely white cot-
tages, Palamos is a place of rare and
haunting beauty. From there you lollow
the signpost to Rosas, which has the
finest beach on the Costa Brava. You are
tempted to stop, but your destination is
Cadaqués. After driving through town,
make for the mountains—you can't miss
them, there's only one road. You are
now set for two dusty hours of hairpin,
roller-coaster bends until you get o Ca-
daqués. The rigors of the drive are the
main reason so lew conventional tourists
know about the town, and why tourist
agencies don’t want to know. But this 18
the land of Salvador Dali, and you can
see why. Melancholy countryside, a light
that turns from red to mauve at sunset
and gentle, motionless olive wrees; all
offer a wraithlike setting that seems al-
most Daliesque.

Cadaqués is a tny fishing village of
charm but no great immediate visual dis-
tinction. Its beach is made ol slate and
is painful to the bare feet. Yet it is
crammed with men, girls, Alfas, Jags and
Mercedes. Like Portofine on the Italian
Riviera and St-Tropez on the French,

Top: A Swordfish fleet prepares for a
race on the Mediterraneon from the
Costa Blanca village of Benidorm, where
small boats con be rented for daylong
trips to isolated Costa caves. Center left:
Turistas at the matador school in Beni-
dorm toke a caurse in tourine techniques
—sans bull. Center right: Swain and sefo-
rita enjay a sweet respite from the Costa’s
round-the-clock swinging scene in the
properly exotic villoge of Guadalest. At
early evening {left), they prepare for a
leisurely drive into the nearby mountains.




its charms are in its flaws. Cadaqués is
a mecca for writers, pamters and maga-
zine photographers who are bohemian
enough to ignore discomlort but success-
ful enough to afford holidays with Eng-
lish debs, French models and Munich
movie starlets. The state ol marriage is
unheard of. Lile here is for the purpose
of dancing energetically, talking tire-
lessly—and mingling uproariously, con
tinuously and romantically.

The first order ol business on arrival
15 to head for one of the bars on the tiny
plaza and order a relreshing drink. You
probably will have made at least one dis-
waft friend by the time you hnish your

first draught.

Should such a happy meeting take
place, you may well find yourselfl still in
(_:ild.’l({li.{_;: at dawn, sitting at a bar or out

on the beach listening to guitar music
and breakfasting on sardines and gam-
bas cooked over a wood fire, and won-
dering where the night went. Sleep is
something the young things of Cadaqués
do only under duress—maybe in a car or
in somebody's rented cottage nearby, or
occasionally even in their rooms at one
of the town’s four hotels. With luck, you
may soon become a part of the chic Ca
daqués “wolf pack,” switching casitas as
whim, or conquest, dictates. The head-
man of the pack is Alberto Oliveras, a
top Madrid TV personality, whose sta-
ble of beautiful girls is said o be larger
and more mettlesome than even those
vaunted écuries run by Sinatra and
Roger Vadim.

When a fundamentally uncomfortable
village such as Cadaqués—or Portolino or
St.-Tropez—acquires this special soctal
cachet, it invariably stems from some
powerful intellectual influence, and Ca-
tl:lqu(':.s is, in elfect, the creation of Sal-
vador Dali. The Hotel Rocamar, the
principal hostelry of the village, has a
collection of Dali canvases depicting Don
Quixote, painted -‘ip('.(.'l.lﬂ}' for the estab-
lishment. His home, the Casa Dali, lies

Top: Spontaneous flamenco dancing is
the order of the night at La Taberna del
Castillo, an Alicante night club in the
wine cellar of an ancient castle. Cen-
ter: The well-heeled, the unpublished
poel, the sweet young thing and some-
times even the fuzz like to forgather in
the basement cabaret of Club Mayaco in
San Feliv for a drink. Right: Castilian cus-
tomers are happily joined by Continental
and American swingers who frug and
monkey through the night at La Cabafig,
Arthurian outdaor discothéque in Sitges.
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All of these spas enjoy a plethora of
English girls, mostly secretaries, who are
friendly, fun-loving and almost uni-
formly attractive. One of the enduring
mysteries of life is where English girls got
their reputation for being buck-toothed
and cold-natured. It’s a reputation that
flics in the face of what all English
writers—({rom Chaucer and Shakespeare,
through Fanny Hill's John Cleland, to
the present-day Angry Young Men who,
at least, aren’t angry about that—have
been trying to inform posterity. One
trip to the Costa Brava should succeed
in happily certifying what six centuries
of deathless English prose have failed
to do.

Just belore you leave the Costa Brava,
you enter Calella, which, more than any
other town in Spain, shows the impact of
the wourist explosion. Seven years ago it

/as i small industrial own of 8000, with
a beautiful stretch of beach. Its two ho-
tels catered to a clientele of industrial
salesmen. Today it has as many hotels as
Barcelona, which has a population of
2,000.000. Every summer, Germans pour
down to Calella in stolid armies. In what
were once quiet bodegas where Spanish
businessmen sipped sherry or vino tinto,
German beer now flows into great steins.
The menus are in Gennan., The food is
German. MAN  SPRICHT DEUTSCH  signs
have become all but unnecessary. But
occasionally you find a plaintive sign in
a window stating SE HABLA ESPANOL.

Even so, Calella deserves a look. At
the Hotel Calella, one of the best in
town, you can have a good room with
bath and three meals for hve dollars a
night, and a liter of wine free with each
meal. On weckends you see something
unique to the four Costas, the Spanish
jet set arriving from Barcelona in force,
Ly automobile, motor scooter and train.
Except in the tiny emancipated world of
the arts, it is a rare Spanish gentleman
who manages to sleep with his fiancée
before marriage; as a result, the bordel-
los in all major Spanish cities do a thriv-
ing business during the winter. The
sporting-house scene slackens consider-
ably in the summer, however, when
the young seiiores come to Calella to
spend a weekend with the uninhibited
German girls.

But on, beyond Calella, past inns
marked castnor and boardinghouses
with the words z1IMMER FREI in the win-
dow, past “English tea shoppes” and
“snack bars,” you find refuge in the
beauty of Barcelona itself. This is a
lovely city and, even for someone arriv-
ing in Spain for the first time, surpris-
ingly un-Spanish, with the air more of
France or northern Italy.

Barcelona is a curiosity in the world of
a Costa vacation. It is the largest city on
the Spanish Mediterranean coast; yet, in
its beauty and mature dignity, its culture
and history, it stands aloof from Costa
life. At the same tume, Barcelona plays a

vital part in the leisurely life of the vet-
eran of Spanish vacations; and a stay in
the city, however brief, is a must. For
one thing, it has the only real night-club
Iife in Spain. Its so-called Chinese Quar-
ter, the barrio chino, sprawls in a rough
triangle to the right of the great avenue,
the Ruamblas, as you walk toward the
waterfront. It has everything—except
Chinese. There was a small colony of
Chinese merchants in the 19th Century;
hence the name. Today 1t is a riot of
sailors’ bars, night clubs, cabarers and
brothels.

Barcelona boasts the most varied and
sophisticated eating in Spain. To the left
ol the Ramblas, on a piciuresque narrow
street called Escudillers, named after the
potters who worked there, is Los Cara-
coles, which specializes in superb seafood.
If you continue down to the waterfront,
turn left at the statue of Christopher
Columbus and swroll 1o the port area,
which is called Barceloneta. There you
will find a score of seafood restaurants,
all looking the same, all serving typical
local dishes and all half empty—except
one. The exception is the Costa, a favor-
ite among Barcelona gourmets, who [east
on its specialty, parrillada, a dish of 12
different fish cooked on an open grill.

At number 97 Casanova is a restau-
rant called the Guria, the like of which
you probably have not encountered be-
fore. For one thing, it has the pretuest
waitresses in Spain. They live on the res-
taurant premises and are trained in cui-
sine, good service and languages. But
they are not allowed to date the custom-
ers. If you can bring yourselfl to concen-
wate on the food, you will find that the
place excels in seafood from the Adantic
cooked Basque style, with a characteris-
tic base of red and green peppers. The
Guria is elegant and, for Spain, expen-
sive. Dinner for two with wine will
cost $12.

If you have that all-American urge for
steak, take another walk along the Ramn-
blas to a litle restaurant called the Hos-
tal de la Cloria, which has the best beel
in town. Other restaurants recom-
mended o lovers of good food are
Siete Puertas (the Seven Doors) and the
Parellada. Any waxi driver will know
where they are,

In Barcelona there is also bullfighting.
The aficionados say that the art of the
corrida, hike so much else, has been
degraded by tourists, by forcigners in-
capable of judging the true from the
counterfeit, and by toreros who take ad-
vantage of the fact 1o sareen their own
incompetence. Nevertheless, it has to be
seen, if only for the spectacle of the au-
dience; for the children, solemn and
black-eyed, taken by their parents as il
to Communion for the spiritual fusion
of themselves to the red of blood and
the mystique of death. There is also the
sight of lovely Spanish women, gazing

with hard eyes and curled lips, as bad
bullfighters are covered with boos and
humiliation. You would expect w0 see a
trace of feminine sympathy for the poor
fellow, but knowledgeability overrules
COmpassion.

If you happen o be in Barcelona on a
Sunday, ask your concierge if the Barce-
lona soccer team is playing in town. II it
is—especially 1f it is playing its chief ri-
val, Real Madrid—this 15 an occasion not
to be missed. Join the hundred thousand
others who will be present to watch that
idol of Barcelona, the grear Di Siefano,
against the equally brilliant Ferenc
Puszkas of Real. Puszkas is a [former
Hungarian army officer who was known
as “the galloping major” in the great pe-
riod before 1956, when Hungary swept
the world in soccer. He escaped in the
revolution and has played ever since for
Real. Every week he receives over a
hundred letters from Hungary begging
him to come home. Puszkas 1s 37, D1 Ste-
fano, 38, and both maesiros are in the
wwilight of their careers, with only a sea-
son or two of great soccer left. If you get
the chance, by all means watch them be-
fore their luster passes forever.

Twenty-cight miles south of Barcelona,
there 15 another surprise awaiting the
motorist: the quaint old Costa Dorada
town of Sitges. Although its normal pop-
ulation of 10,000 increases to 30,000 in
the summer, it seems curiously detached
from the tourist flood, which elsewhere
carries all before it. This is because it
was Tashionable as a retreat long before
the explosion began. Spanish million-
aires and old English families keep
homes on the promenade. There are
fewer bikinis on the beach, and more
marqueses on the golf course. The wildest
thing that happens in Sitges is an
antique-car race every year at Carnival.
But after the lustily sleepless nights of
Cadaqueés, the ecarsplitting Germanic
cacophony of Calella and the big-city
atmosphere of Barcelona, you may feel
like resting for a night or two at digni-
fied old Hotel Miramar or the Platjador
for about seven dollars a day. A livelier
hotel is the El Cid, catering to a Spanish
clientele rather than to the foreign “in™
group which drifts around to La Cabana
Club, an open-air d'i.srr;fhéque, and to
the Casa del Mar Beach Club, where you
swim, water-ski and sun-bathe during the
day and frug at night.

From Sitges, there is a hard drive of
nearly 200 winding miles to Valencia,
northern gateway to the Costa Blanca.
Valencia is an architecural treasure
with its baroque public buildings and
Moorish private homes. It is also the
home of the best-known of all Spanish
dishes, paclla, the classic dish of saffron-
flavored rice cooked in a heavy pan with
shrimnp, chicken, mussels, clams, pimen-
tos, hot sausages and artichokes.

(continued on page 212)



THE
MASTER
CORY

bi \ M

 His s ) mroom, a blue drink in her hand. She suode swiftly toward
him, her I roby ving, easily with her, silhouetting her incredible body.
] ling. Are you at it again? Can't you leave off the drinks for just one day?”

He spun around and gestured with the bottle at the low car that purred by the win-
dow, with Lynn Master at the wheel.

“Goddamn it, Lynn. What do you think it's like, watching those damned modcls of
you hustling around the clock? Do you think I like the idea of any damned tourist having
you for five crowns?”

Joe Kelly was ten years older than his wife. His broad belly  (continued on page 184)

ILLUSTRATION BY DDN LEWIS
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“But, if you don’t know any magic, and you're not a great
leader, how do you maintain your hold over these people?”



w".n' 15 A spy-800K BooM? I don’t think I like the sound of it. Does it mean that
a lot of people are using the same subject matter? Then when the hell is the boy-
meetsgirl boom going o end?

Does it mean that books on this boom kick get sold whether they are good, bad
or indifferent? Don’t expect me o get enthusiastic about that one.

Does it mean that readers are instructed to buy books that are booming? Getting
warmer. Land booms are the harmonious conjunction of sucker and speculator, so
why not book booms? I'll tell you why not: Book buyers are book readers and book
readers are no suckers. I'm a book reader.

There is nothing new about spying. There is nothing new about writing of it.
Xenophon and Caesar wiote of it. The Bible perhaps owes a large part of its high
sales to its spy stories. Other writers have tried their hand from time o time. Conrad,
Le Qucux and E. Phillips Oppenheim all had a deft touch. John Buchan showed
how spies could serve imperialism when the going grew too shallow for a gunboat.
Eric Ambler threw an idealistic left ac the fascists of the Thirties and Graham Greene
wrote some of the best of all between fulfilling his contract with God.

It was Maugham'’s agent Ashenden, in the opening paragraphs of The Hairless
Mexican, who set a portentous note, however, when he reported back to his intelli-
gence chief R.:

“*Do you like macaroni?” said R.

““What do you mcan by macaroni?’ answered Ashenden. ‘It is like asking
me if I like poewry. I like Keats and Wordsworth and Verlaine and Goethe. When
you say macaroni, do you mean spaghetti, tagliatelli, rigatoni, vermicelli, feltucini,
tufalt, farfalli, or just macaroniz’

“‘Macaroni,” replied R, a man of
few words.

“‘L like all simple things. boiled
eggs, oysters and caviare, truite au bleu,
grilled salmon, roast lamb (the saddle
by preference), cold grouse, treacle tart
and rice pudding. But of all simple
things the only one I can eat day in and
day out, not only withour disgust but
with the eagerness of an appetitc unim-
paired by excess, is macaroni.

“‘'I am glad ol that because I want
you to go down to lualy."”

R. was a character who came before
M, but apart [rom superficial appeal, is
there much resemblance between Ambler,
Buchan, Comrad. Fleming and Greene?
There is a certain pre-Nuremberg-trial
readiness to shrug ofl irvesponsible be-
havior on the plea of orders. Indeed,
Bond's unswerving loyalty earned him an accolade from America’s extreme political
right. But did Fleming do anything that could detonate a boom?

He exploited kinky sex and doll-like women. He enthroned the WASP when
the WASP’s role in the world was a little shaky. But Fleming's importance to the
business world was the way he wrote always about what he called the serial character
—James Bond- —pursued a tested format and made a great deal of money. Fleming
boomed.

It's a well-known fact that people don't make money because they are clever,
highly trained or brave, They make it either because they are lucky or because they
have a secret.

The secrechunters pawed through Fleming's writings, as intent as cryptologists.
They are still doing it. “Spies,” they pronounced, “that’s Fleming's secret. Spies make
money. Spies boom.” In Fleming's case they were right, but before the first Bond film,
who had Fleming earmarked for boomsville?

In the spring of 1950 I was working on my first book—/Ipcress File. I was earn-
ing enough money as an artst to write anything I chose. I chose a spy novel, as 1
still do. 1 liked to have a problem or enigma that could follow the action of the book,
but 1 wanted the book 1o be ragged and untidy, as life is. I wanted the characteriza-
tions and the dialog 10 control the ¢nigma, rather than the other way round as had
been the case with the detective novels of the Thirties, (continued on page 152)

WHY
DOES MY
ART GO
BOOM?

as the
spy craze
continues to spiral
skyward,
the author of
“the ipcress file”
files a
personal report on
the phenomenon

article
By LEN DEIGHTON
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drink By THOMAS MARIO

how and why to stock your cellar with the choicest of domestics, what accouterments
you'll need—and how lo throw a wine-tasting party with your new vinophilic acquisitions

Once upon a time, American vinophiles looked upon the U.S. as a greai place in which to live,
but you wouldn’t want 1o drink its wines. Wines [or winos? Ol course. And wines for cooking?
OK. But wines to talk about in the same breath with the prestige products of France and Ger-
many? You're kidding. But that was once upon a time. Wine drinking is the most steadfast ol
pleasures, but wine making is the most fluid of arts (no pun intended), as we shall see.

Looking lor equals in Luropean and U. 8. wines is like trying to find identical rivers. Each
breathes its own prevailing atmosphere, is hugged by its own soil and flows along its own cowrse.
The quality of a wine is a marriage of the human palate and a subtle combination of alcohol,
pigments, aroma, bouquet, acids, tannins, sugars and countless other components Bacchus him-
self couldn’t name. Juice crushed from the grapes on one hill is quite different from the very



same variety grown on another hill. When a specific grape, such as the Pinot Chardonnay, is
transplanted from the Cote d'Or in Burgundy to the Sonoma valley in Califorr it's destined to
vield a different cup of cheer—not necessarily better or worse, but definitely different. Long be-
fore President Johnson ordered our embassies abroad to eschew the foreign grape in favor ol
American wines, the vintages of the two continents were being judged side by side. Thomas
Jefterson, alter serving two bottles of U /ine sent to him as a gilt, wrote to the donor saving
that his company could not tell the difference between them and “the [ar-famed burgundy named
chambertin.” In a series of wine-tasting sessions a while ago at Har vard, Columbia and Williams,
the oenological undergrads preferred American wines over their Continental counterparts two to
one. During a six-year California u;mpar.mw wine-tasting program in which 2500 fanciers
offered their sober .m(l civilized opinions, U. S. wines took 214 first places; foreign wines, 198 first
places. As you might expect, some French wine exporters sneered that the barbaric Americans
couldn’t be depended upon to tell good from bad. Not all Frenchmen are so condescending.
Pierre Lamalle, one of the top inspectors of the prestigious Guide Michelin, took a gastronomic
tour of this country a few y ago, and tasted an American wine from a rare bottling that he said
could honorably compete with any of the top wines of France of the same varietv. Many U.S.
wine makers now turn out a small amount of such opulent growths, usually babied in small casks
until they reach their moment of perfection—a critical point of time when a great wine must be
bottled or else it begins to go downhill. In the U. S. wine bowl, these great wines are stll a small,
if steadily rising, pool. But for that matter, while there are more great European wines than
American, the really noble bottlings in Europe such as the Romanée-Conti or the Bernkasteler

A wine-tasting party gets merrily under way os the gentlemen instruct their students fair in the proper
techniques for judging the quality of our tender grapes. The host has thoughtfully served up a cross-country
sampling of great U.S. wines—from heady Sonta Clara reds to bright, bubbly New York champagnes.
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Doktor amount to only a small stream themselves; rarely more than ten percent ol the otal output.

American wines have so overhauled their Continental counterpanrts, p;n'li('ui;u'i} in the medium grades, that the
dedicated vinophile no longer need store only a few naive, domestic vintages for his kitchen. Indeed, a really proper
cellar, once the exclusive province of French and German wines and an occasional cask of amontillado, may now start
with its foundation deep in native American soil. :

If a foreign versus U. S. tasting is challenging, an all-American play-off can be even more diverting; it can also
give you, as if you needed one, the perfect excuse to toss a different kind of party. Actually, the occasion can serve two
purposes—a wine-tasting party for your friends plus a chance to test candidates [or your own cellar. Begin by inviting
those [riends who might enjoy forsaking their martinis for the subtler pleasures of the fermented grape (stronger
spirits will tend to anesthetize the palate and make for indifferent wine rasting). Eight 10 twelve guests is a good
number lor a wine party. More than
a dozen tends 1o cloud the issue and
befuddle the tasting. Before the
guests arrive, set up a long table
covered with a snow-white tablecloth,
which will accent the rich hues of the
wines. Put out a cheese buffet with
wedges of mild brie, French port
salut, aréme danica, stilton and gour-
mandise, accompanied by unsalted
water crackers, dry toast, small skew-
ers of beef and portions of steak tar-
tare. The lood will clean the taste
between sips ol different wines and
tempt the palate to sip and sample
more.

Some purists decree that each
taster should be presented with but
a single wlipshaped glass, to be
rinsed alter a new wine is sampled.
However, we like to have plenty of
clear crystal glasses handy to give
each wine a fresh start in a [resh glass.

Before we actually get 1o the serv-
ing and sampling of the wine, a heret-
ical word or two about stemware is in
order. There are seven basic shapes
of wine glasses, ranging [rom the
commodious champagne to the tiny
liqueur. From these seven basics,
manufacturers have produced a be-
wildering array of variations, many
of them interesting and beautiful in
themselves. If you're crazy about the
aesthetics of crvstal, then by all means
stock up on as many varieties as
catch your (continued on page 191)

Winebibbing equipage for the dedicated vinophile. Clockwise from noon: Handmade Swedish Orrefors crystal quart decanter,
from Bonniers, $2B.50. Belgion Val St. Lombert cut lead crystal four-fifths-quart decanter, from C. D. Peacock, $37.50. Orrefors
handcrofted crystal quart decanter, from Bonniers, $45. Lead crystal stemware: Tulip champagne, $7; soucer champagne, $6.50;
Paovillon winetaster, $9.50; red wine, $6.50; white wine, $5.25; sherry, $4.50; liqueur, $4; all by Baccarat. Modern wine cellar os-
sures automatic temperature and moisture control, by Cromer Products, $650. Wrought-iron English Liquor-Lites, from Manufacturers’
Marketing, $3.95. A pair of gold-plated champagne corks in a black ponyskin case, from Hommacher Schlemmer, $20. In back:
French silver-plated wine baosket, from C. D. Peocock, $30. Swedish bross-covered coptoin's decanter, from Boekgoard & Butler,
$10. Behind, from right to left: The Joy of Wine, LP record, by Neiman-Marcus, $4.95. Dionysus, a Social History of the Wine Vine,
by Edward Hyoms, published by Macmillon, $10. Grossman's Guide to Wines, Spirits, and Beers, published by Scribner's, $8.95. In
front of books: Swiss automatic cork puller, from Iron Gote Products, $50. French sommelier's chain and saucer set, from Iran Gote
Products, $27.50. Above, moving clockwise: English silver-plated wine cooler, from C. D. Peacock, $90.45. Compressed-air cork
popper, from Neiman-Marcus, $5.95. Wrought-iron bottle server, from Georg Jensen, $5.50. Silver-plated coaster with stopper-
pourer, from Hammacher Schlemmer, $11. The Wine Cellor Journaol, a personal wine record book, by Neiman-Marcus, $14.95,
Twelve-bottle walnut rack, by Vermillion, $1B.95. Twelve-bottle imported Helland aluminum rack, from Bonniers, $3.95. Lightweight
aluminum wine bucket and stand, from Iron Gate Products, $24.95. All wines are courtesy of Bragno World Wines, Litd., of Chicago.



“That’s what I said—just like you paint.”
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nozo the race had to be won.
and he felt veady for it, but the awra
of ann dwelt worthin ham, and the winning
of her was not so much a challenge as a need

THE EASTERN SPRINTS
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fiction By TOM MAYER i went down wo Worcester for the Eastern
Sprints on Friday, the day belore the races. The bus was scheduled o leave [rom
Newell Boat House at 11, and 1 staried there [rom Adams House a half hour early
to pack my gear. It was a warm sunny morning in mid-May, and I walked slowly,
enjoying the sun and following a Cliffiec with good legs. She was wearing a vellow spring
dress, and she carried a bottle of Sea & Ski in one hand and a green book bag slung over
her shoulder. I was fecling easy and smooth, the way you do when you are tough and
bard and. in op condition. but a hint of pu-mcc tension was flutering in my stomach.
The Eastern Sprints is an all-or-nothing. (ae;‘folv a lightweight crew—to wm is to be best,
10 lose is 10 have a had season—and I ¢on li‘f hellr cous. | had h{'m:.ruwmg lor six
seasons by then, in prep school qml‘llt;..c b nol)or;Wrmllv calm for the big ones.

I stopped on Andarson Bridge aud watched the Clifhe settle herself on the green lawn bank
of the Charles and begin to ruls Sea X SKiinto her legs. Her legs werd long and alveady sun-
browned, and they remin e ol .\lm Haughton. a girl I had gone with and thought [ was ip

love with. But tha wer_and now [ had other things to worry about, so I walked on to Newell.

Downstairs ded with the owel anendant and grabbed a couple of extra towels when he

wasn't looking and ran upstairs. In, the lounges the managers were giving out game bags and new

" racing shires. My erew. the varsity lightweight. had not lost all season, so  (continued on page 120}
ILLUSTRATION BY FHILL RENAUD -
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‘0 were brought to america for cottontail (1,
% training in preparation for the opening of our ¢
london playboy club—and one of them makes a
fetching miss may

BRITANNIA'S FIRST Bunny-Plavmate, Dolly Read, recalls excitedly the night she was
spotted by staff photographer Pompeéo Posar during her training siint as a Chicago
Club bumper-pool Bunny. “He asked me if T would like to consider becoming a
Playmate, and I thought it was a smashing good idea,” says Dolly. “But, like any
well-bred British girl, T had to clear 1t with my parents first.” Born in Bristol, a
coastal city near the Welsh border, the former Miss Bristol Teenager had a budding
stage carcer belore opting for Bunny satin mstead. She entered the Eleine Hartley-
Hodder School of Drama at the age of eight and emerged an ASPIring ACLress some en
years later (“That’s when I packed my trunk and got aboard the London train in




Above:

admirer (left), only to find herself subsequently upstaged (right) when the toddler veturns looking for additional treats. “She was
a doll,'” recalls Dolly, “and not a bit camerashy. Mr. Hefner ought to ring her up about 1952, Real Bunny maltenal, that one!”
Left: Before climbing aboard their Chicago-bound B.O.A.C. jetliner, our six British Bunnies strike a final pose for the press.

Above: Deplaming at Chicago’s O'Hare
International Airport, Dolly leads the
British  Bunny sextet past some local
blowhards from Shannon Rovers Bagpipe
Band, who turned out in full Scottish
regalia for the occasion. Seconds later, H!r:)'
» Bunny-hugged hello by a long line of
Chicago cottontails waving Union Jacks.
Left: After cheching through Customs, the
givls take their first American coffee break
while being mtervicwed in a wailing room
by newsmen. “You'd have thought we
were the Bealles” Dolly said. “One chap
kept ashking how I liked America, even
though I'd only been here 30 minutes.” 111




Above left: New Bunnies in town relax with host Hugh Hefner, comic Mort Sahl and artist Shel Silverstein
in the main room of the Playboy Mansion. Above right: Four of London’s finest attend Bunny training
class. Below: Dolly dons VIP velvet, a uniform for rabbituettes who measure up to VIP Room standards.




search of fame and fortune”), Renting a
flat in the Marylebone section of London,
centerfolddom’s latest Commonwealth im-
port saw several workless weeks before
landing her first acting job in a local TV
series called Compact. "It was sort of a
feminine version of your own Falentine’s
Day,” says Dolly. “All I had was a walk-
on part, but it seemed like the greatest
role since Lady Macbeth to me.” Soon
after, she was signed for her first film role,
in The Kiss of the Vampire, and went on
to play a number of “rather prosaic”
video roles until Bunnydom beckoned.

Dolly and her five British cottontail
cousins arrived in Chicago last October.
Each member of this sensational sextet—
which includes Doreen Allen, Kathleen
Bascombe, Joan Findlay, Catherine Mac-
Donald and Maggie Adam—won top
ratings among 1000 entrants in last sum-
mer’s nationwide British Bunny Contest
sponsored by Radio London. Having
since graduated from Bunny Training
School and now completing a seven-
month apprenticeship at the Chicago
Club—with equal emphasis given to such
curricular requirements as the Bunny Dip,
tableside photography, tending the Play-
boy Club Gift Shop and Door Bunnying,
bumper-pool playing and the extra-
special VIP Room service—these now-
full-fledged rabbituettes will return to
England shortly for the upcoming open-
ing of the ulra-U London Playboy Club.

During off-hours, Dolly and her com-
patriots bunked in one of the Playboy
Mansion’s Bunny Dorms and spent
many fascinating hours fancy-thating
most of the Second City’s sights. “Chica-
go’s a bit of all right,” reports the 21-
year-old Miss May in her charmingly
clipped British accent, “and Mr. Hef-
ner’s house is a proper palace—but we’re
all a rrifle homesick. My dad's an elec-
trical engineer, my older brother's a
chemist and the younger one’s a chef,
and they all travel so much that I don't
get to see enough of them even when
I'm back in Britain.”

Dolly recently added several promotion
trips for PLAYBOY to her busy Stateside
schedule, including visits to Michigan
State University (“What I like most
about American college men is, they
never let studies foul up their dating”),
Great Lakes Naval Hospital and a
trip to Boston for Playboy's opening
night there. When Dolly and her Lon-
don-bound troupe get back to Park
Lane, they'll be kept Bunny-hopping as
trainers for their home Club’s 95-girl
rabbit-eared contingent. “I'll start as the
Door Bunny,” Miss May explains, “but
eventually I hope to put in some time as
a Croupier Bunny in one of the Club’s
gaming rooms. More excitement there,
you knowl!” In addition to her prefer-
ence for action, Dolly also professes a
penchant for Len Deighton thrillers and
exotic foods (“Fortunately, I can eat all
I want and still keep my figure”). Good
show! To say nothing of Gear and Fab.

FLAYMATE PHOTOGRAPH BY POMPEQO POSAR

i

Top: Saturday morning in the Bunny Dorm gets off to a rollicking start as Canterbury
cottontail Doreen Allen surprises Dolly with a letter from home. Above left: After a
brief battle for her postal privacy, Dolly shares some good news with her bunkmates
while British-bred beauty Joan Findlay looks on. Below: On a weekend tour of the
Windy Gily, British Bunnies at the Museum of Science and Indusiry are captivated by
a mechanical cow that moos, munches and gives milk with bovine reality. “Why, I’ll
bet this museum has more gadgets,” quips Dolly, “than all the 007 flicks put together.”




PLAYBOY’S PLAYMATE OF THE MONTH




Abouve: In the Chicago Club’s Playmate Bar, expert bumper-pool Bunny Martka [ .ukacs—whose august
charms graced our August 1964 feature “The Bunnies of Chicago”—shows Dolly how to handle her cues.
Below: Dolly displays Gift Shop's latest Playboy Products line (“At fuirst, I was my own best customer”).




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines nudist camp
as a place where nothing goes on.

The Sunday-school teacher asked her class of
youngsters if they could name any of the Ten
Commandments and one kindergarten-aged boy
stood up and announced proudly: “Thou shalt
not omit adultery.

On the last night of his first buying trip to
Paris, a young furniture importer from America
met an attractive French girl in the hotel eleva-
tor. She spoke no English, however, and neither
could understand a word the other was saying
until the resourceful merchant devised a means
of communication for the occasion. Taking out
a pencil and notebook, he drew a sketch of a
taxi. She nodded approvingly, and oft they
went for a ride in the Bois de Boulogne. A lit-
tle later, he drew a picture of a table laden
with food and wine bottles, and when she nod-
ded her assent, they headed for a sumptuous
repast at Maxim's. After dinner, she was de-
lighted with a sketch he made of a dancing
couple, so they danced the evening away at
a popular Left Bank boite. Finally the girl
picked up the pencil and, with a knowing
glance at her clever escort, she proceeded to
make a crude drawing of what was clearly in-
tended to be a four-poster bed. He stared at his
charming companion in amazement; and when
he took her home, while he was kissing her good
night on her doorstep, during the long ride
back to his hotel, and even on his flight back
home the following afternoon, he still couldn’t
figure out how she had known he was in the
furniture business.

A glib young advertising executive took his so-
phisticated secretary to his luxury apartment on
Central Park South, ostensibly for the purpose
of dictation. He showed her around and when
they came to the bedroom, he :l]uipped, “This
is National Sex Week—would you care to
contribute?”

She smiled sweetly and replied, “I've already
given at the office.”

Did you hear about the young man who moved
to Greenwich Village and turned prematurely

gay?

We know a Texan who is so rich that he has
an unlisted phone company.

ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS TO ANY MAN WHO CAN
MARE LOVE TO ONE OF OUR GIRLS TEN TIMES IN
successioN read the sign on a wall in the hall
of the brothel. A sailor who had just returned
from ten months at sea decided to accept

the challenge. Picking himself a particularly
appetizing, pleasantly plump brunette as a part-
ner, he started strong, but began to falter after
the seventh performance. When the somewhat
sated gob asl[id the girl what the count was,
she said, “That’s five times, sailor.” Realizing
that the girl was lying to keep him from win-
ning the wager, he became furious and refused
to continue until he was given an honest count.

At that point the house madam entered to
investigate the shouts of outrage, and she man-
aged to soothe the sailor by agreeing that he
must be satisfied with the scoring.

“There's only one fair way to settle this,
deary,” she saiJ. “We'll simply start the count
over from the beginning.”

The young man stepped up to the bar and
ordered a manhauan. The Eartender returned
shortly with the drink, in which floated a piece
of parsley.

“What's that?” he asked, pointing to the glass.

“A manhattan,” replied the bartender. “Isn’t
that what you ordered?”

“Well, yes,” said the young man. “But what's
that?!" He pointed to the parsley.

“Oh, that,” explained the bartender, “that’s
Central Park."”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines bragging as
the patter of liude feats.

It was her first trip to Hawaii and the middle-
aged mawron had noticed that several of her
fellow passengers did not pronounce the island
name as she had previously assumed it should
be pronounced. Anxious not to offend the na-
tives of our 50th state, she decided to approach
the first islander she saw and said: “Excuse me,
sir, but I wonder if you could tell me if it is
pronounced Hawaii or Havaii?”

“Havaii,” the man responded.

“Thank you very much,” said the grateful
tourist.

“You're velcome!” said the man.

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



“Men just love this hair style!”
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EASTERN SPRINTS

that we still had our original shirts and
were superstitiously attached to them. But
the manager gave me a new one anyway,
and I hung it in the back of my locker.
Then I set the game bag on the bench
in lront of the locker and began to pack.
The air was close and smelled of dried
stale sweat and wet leather and liniment,
but I took my time and packed carelully,
because I didn't want to [orget anything.

I was folding my extra sweat pants
when I heard the coach, Ned Harrow,
come in, He walked down the rows of
lockers, speaking to everyone. When he
got to mine, he said, “Well, how are you
leeling?™

“Fine.”

“That’s good,” he said. *“I want to have
a litle sirategy talk with you later.”

“All right.”

He walked off and I wondered what
strategy he had in mind. I knew as much
about stroking a Harvard-style race as I
ever would, not that in theory there was
anything dithcult about it. Fast start,
low through the middle, hell-for-leather
at the fimish. The wrick was in execu-
tion, because the low-through-the-middle
phase sometimes left you behind going
into the last quarter mile. Maybe he had
Just been making conversation. He was a
graduate student in archacology and a
good coach, and we got along well
cnough, but there was always a subtle
strain. That was because T had beawen
out Lowell Jay, the captain and a senior
and Harrow's clubmate in the A.D., for
stroke. Jay didn’t have the brute power
for emergencies, or the rhythn, and Har-
row knew it, but you could tell he
wished things had been different.

I packed the towels last and pulled
the drawstrings of the game bag tight.
Then 1 went to the shower voom and
ook off my clothes and siwod on the
scales. The needle swung to the high
side of 161. In lightweight rowing the
crew has to average 155 and the maxi-
mum for any man is 160. 1 was supposed
to make 158. 1 knew I would lose at least
two pounds during the afternoon work-
out, and as long as I got down below
160 I was all right. Someone would give
me leeway from there. My [riend Tim
Ohls, the five man, was the only other
person on the boat who had wrouble
muking weight, and two or three people
in the bow were always low. My natural
weight was somewhere between 165 and
170. and Ohls was a little bigger. Nei-
ther of us dared eat anything after
Thursday lunch, and il the weather was
cold so that we didn’t sweat a lot in
practice, Ohls had to cut out Wednesday
dinner. As a freshman 1 had worried
constantly about making weight, but
now I had the technique, and it was
merelv an annoyance.

I dressed and went downstairs to the
bus. It was not crowded yet, and I picked

{continued from page 109)

a window seat about halfway back. Low-
ell Jay was the hrst varsity man to get
on. He nodded to me and said, “Good
morning,” but sat in front so that he
could be near Harrow. I was glad Jay
hadn't sat with me, because it was always
awkward talking to him. Besides the
stroke business, he was a friend of Ann
Haughton, the girl 1 had thought I was
in love with. His roommate since St
Paul’s was a guy named Wickford Sta-
ples, who took Ann out a lot and ap-
preciated me not at all. Ann had told
me once that she and Staples had a
standing joke about getting married,
and Jay was always the best man. She
said that Jay would be an asset to any
wedding, because he looked like Richard
Corey, clean-lavored and imperially slim.

Tim Ohls got on, and as usual his hair
was uncombed and hung over his fore-
head and his tic was a hule askew and
pulled down. He slung his game bag
onto the overhead rack beside mine and
said, “How they hanging?”

“One high, one low,” 1 said.

He wok off his jacket and stuffed it
between the game bags. Then he sat
down and swetched his legs. “Goddamn
buses,” he said. “No leg room. I'm high."”

“I'm all right,” I said. “A high sixty-
oneg.”

“I'm sixty-goddamn-three.”

“You'll make it OK.”

“I sure to hell hope so.

When everyone was on board, Harrow
stood up in front and said, “Count
down. Varsity first.” Harry Borden, the
bowman, yelled. “Bow,” and Jay yelled,
“Two,” and so on, through me and
cox'n Jerry Hayes. Then came the J. V.
and freshmen and spares. When the last
spare had sounded off, Harrow said, “All
ser, drwver,” and the bus harched forward
onto Storrow Drive,

During the ride, Tim and I talked
shop. which was unusual. He was a his-
tory major, and before races we usually
talked books or girls. We had arguments
over Gide, who bored me, but we both
liked Mark Twam better than Melville,
and Tim was about the only guy I knew
at Harvard who really appredated Hem-
ingway. Most people couldn’t  keep
Hemingway's public image separate
[rom his work. But the Eastern Sprints
were different from other races. and the
pressure had been building since Mon-
day, so that it would have been phony to
pretend we weren’t thinking about busi-
ness. Tim was good to walk shop with,
because it was more than just hashing
over what you knew anyway. He was
shrewd and noticed litde things  that
people did wrong, and olten he had ideas
that were worth passing on to Harrow.
We talked about our own boat, and then
started in on the oppositon. MIT
figured w be toughest. We had beaten
them belore, but only by a hall-length.

"

That had been on the Charles, rowing
into a quartering head wind and a cross-
chop, and MIT was a notoriously bad
rough-water crew, so there was no telling
what they'd be like if it was smooth.
Tim figured Navy might be tough, too,
because they sometimes improved vastly
during a season, and Cornell was never
bad. The rest were also-rans.

In Worcester we were to stay at the
Lakeside Lodge, which was about a mile
from Lake Quinsigamond. It was a two-
story almost-new motel, and Harvard
had rented the whole place. The light-
weight crews were upstairs and the heavy-
weights on the ground floor. There was
a4 ballup in the rooming assignments,
and someone had put Tim in with Low-
ell Jay and me with Hayes, the cox. Tim
and I had roomed together every road
trip for two years, and it seemed o be
inviting bad luck to break us up, so we
tracked down Hamow and one of the
nanagers and got things siraightened
around. By then it was one o'clock and
everyone who didn’t have to worry
about weight went to lunch. Tim and I
went to our room. It was hot and I
turned on the air conditioning and
flopped on one of the beds. Tim lay
down on the other. He said he was hun-
gry.- Then he said he was glad he wasn't
rooming with Jay, whoin he detested.

I dozed awhile, with the nervousness

and hunger jangling in my stomach, and
when I woke, Tim was coming out of
the bathroom. He grinned and said,
“What a dump. A three-pounder
least.”
- A litle later one of the managers
came by and told us we had 15 minutes
1o dress and board the bus. We changed
into our leatherscated rowing shorts
and booties and practice shirns, then
went  downstairs, carrying our sweat
clothes.

At the boathouse there were dozens of
oarsmen milling around, aking shells in
and out and standing talking. Most of
our people stayed close together. Tim
and 1 found the scales and checked them
out. I was still a high 161, with my
clothes on, which was good. Harrow
called for the varsity o get on the boat,
but I told him to hang on. 1 had o get
mto my sweat clothes. He said, “No
rush. I'll send the freshmen out.” 1 got
o my sweat pants and (wo swea
shirts and a rotsmelling  bright-yellow
rubber poncho. 1 felt lightheaded and
was thirsty and it seemed as il the
poncho was constricting my breathing.

We stood beside our shell, called the
Class of 39, for 15 minutes before there
was a space at dockside. Then Haves
said, “Ready all, hands on, out and
away.” We carried the shell our waist-
high and swung it parallel o the lake.
Hayes said, “Up and away.” and we

(continued on page 176)



“I've been on the job
five minutes
and already I'm making

SNAP DECISIONS.”

Rangefinder
cameras: Woody's
holding a Robot Royal
368 with Schneider-Kreuznach
Xenon 50mm f/1.9 lens featuring a spring
motor that automalically cocks shutler,
advances film and counts exposure, from Karl
Heitz, $499. From left lo right across his
hittle chest: Lynx-5000 with Yashinon 43mmn
[/ 1.8 lens with 1/1000th-second shutter and
match-needle exposure meter, by Yashica, $90.
Letca M3 with Summicron 50mm f/2 lens
[featuring rapid-action transport lever, by E.
Leitz, $438. Hi-matic 7 with Rokkor-PF
A5mm f/1.8 lens offers three methods of
setting exposure, plus a lens-mounted CdS
electric eye, by Minolta, §95. In breast
pocket: Master V meter has dual scale for
high and low light reading, by Weston,
$£36.95. Across his little stomach: Canon 7
with 50mm f/0.95 lens can photograph
maving objects in dimmed light, has
wide-range light meter, aduptable view-
Sinder, by Bell & Howell, §472.95.

Fupica V-2 with Fujinon 45mm f/1.8

lens featuring special focusing wheel on

back of camera, from Ehrenreich
Photo-Optical, $99 50,

R e e e

playboy's wide-angle look at current and upcoming camera gear, with an audio-visual assist by woody allen

By VINCENT T. TAJIRI 11 voune man returning from lunch pauses at the window of a camera store and is caught
up by the display. Stretched before him are examples of the precision workmanship evident in cameras today: the com-
pact ruggedness of metal bodies sheathed in black, pebble-grained leather; the gleam of wide-eyed lenses; the glisten of polished
or satin chrome; the knurled knobs, the assertive levers, the dials etched with numerals. He reflects upon what he would like
to have photographed—the wondrous places he's been, the people he's known
length, he knows there will be much more.

and with the days stretching to summer’s

But he’s late. He turns and hurries off. And that which really served to deter him from entering the store may have been
more than his prompt return o the office. The contemporary male prides himself on his knowledge of diverse subjects and
his ability to converse in the varied idioms they require, whether the topic be jazz, underground movies, Grand Prix cars, civil
rights, Vietnam, Wall Street or Madison Avenue; and his conversations are often spiced  (text continued on page 126) 1o



“There’s nothing to it—
the real pro

makes his equipment
J work for him.”
4 / \‘
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“So then |
told her to

stop by my
f pad and I'd
= ' see about
@ getting her
\ in PLAYBOY."

“Why be half safe?”




FHOTOGRAPHY BY ]. BARKY O ROUKKRE

Left: A manually operated Woody Allen checks out the latest in automalic gear. Top row, left to right: Automatic 100 with triplet lens and
electronic shutter develops color photos in 60 seconds, by Polaroid, §150. Voigtlander Vitrona with Lanthar 50mm f/2.8 lens is equipped with
cinema-type pistol-grip holder, by Zeiss Ikon, 5103. Table tripod can be converted to a hand-held camera holder, by E. Leitz, §19. Ricolimatic

126 with f/2.8 Rikenon lens features automatic film advance and electric eye, by Ricoh, 880. Sunnger Model 20 for instantly developed black-
and-white photos, with built-in flash gun, by Polaroid, §19.95. Bottom row, left to right: Braun Hobby F2 clectronic flash unit works on both
battery and AC current, from E. Leitz, $69.50. Nikonos camera with W-Nikkor 35mm /2.3 lens can operate under waler to 100 feel without special
housing, from Ehrenreich Photo-Optical, 8159. Gossen Pilot exposure meter for still or movie cameras, from Kling Photo, 818.95. Argus Auto-

matic 260 with coated Cintar f/5.6 lens features lop-loading cartridges and electricseye settings, by Argus, 858. Instamatic 801 with 38mm f/2.8

lens offers a spring-molor film advance and eleciric-eye exposure control, by Eastman Kodak, §125. Below: Woody takes a lensman’s lunch break
amid a clutch of top-line photo accessories. Top row, left to right: Auto-Strobonar /600 fully automatic electronic flash, by Honeyieell, 8129.50.
Perrin Ther 1 cowhide gadget bag with Zippered front and removable tray, by J. B. Perrin, $59.93. In front of bag is Super Takumar f/4.5
Sully automatic zoom lens, by Honeywell, 8395. Reflex Nikkor 500mm f/5 compact lens system, from Ehrenreich Photo-Opuical, £330
Schneider zoom lens 80-240mm f/4 can be moved from one focal point to another without refocusing, from Burleigh-Brooks, 8400. Canen zoom lens
FL 55-135mm f/3.5 can be used for regular, portraiture or telephoto photography, by Bell & Howell, 8300. Fish-cye Nikkor 8mm f/8 lens

{seen mounted on a Nikon F camera) features aperture lever and scale, from Ehrenreich Photo-Optical, §159.50. Woody stores mustard in a
Halliburton case Model 100 of lighticeight anodized aluminum with individual shockproof compartments, from La Grange, $49.95. The bubbly

is in a single-lens reflex camera and accessortes case with adjustable compartments, from Louis Lefkowitz, 839.95. Halliburton case Model 102
[features watertight gasket rim, from La Grange, §59.95. Bottom row, left to right: One/Twenly-One long-range light meter, by Honeywell, 5129.50.
Rollei-Mutar nine-element lens, which converts a standard Rolleiflex lens into a telephoto with 1.5x magnification, by Honeywell, 8269.50.

Bellows focusing attachment for Nikon F enables the photographer to shoot close-ups and macrophotographs, from Ehrenreich

Photo-Optical, 859.50. Takumar 18mm f/11 lens, designed for extreme wide-angle
photography, $149.50, seen mounted on a Pentax H3v, §125, both by Honeywell. Sekonic
studio light meter measures without reading background reflections, from Scopus, 832.50.

Left: Safe and sure, Woody tries a rack of single-lens reflex cameras. Left to right, lop row: Professional-type Nikon F with

Nikkor-S Auto 50mm /1.4 lens with instant reopening diaphragm, from Ehrenrcich Photo-Optical, 3433. Contarex model with Planar 50mm

f/2 lens with interchangeable focusing screens, by leiss Ikon, 8513. Contaflex Super B with Tessar 50mm f/2.8 lens comes with automatic

flash unit, by Zeiss Tkon, §239.50. Pentax Spotmatic with Super- Takumar 50mm f/1.4 lens features a between-the-lens exposure system,

by Honeywell, §289.50. Second row: Model SR-7 with Auto Rokker FF 55mm f/1.8 lens includes a microprism viewfinder, by Minolta, §223.
Canon Pellix comes with 19mm super-wide-angle lens featuring a behind-the-mirror exposure meter. by Bell & Howell. §146.50. Canon FX with
58mm f/1.2 lens features a split-image rangefinder, by Bell & Howell, $321.95. Alpa Reflex 9 D takes light readings through tls Kern Macro-
Switar 50mm [/1.8 lens, from Karl Heitz, 8532, Third row: Model §-3 with auto-Yashinon 55mm [/ 1.8 lens features shutter-coupled light
meler, by Yashica, §175. Retina Reflex IV with Retina Xenar 50mm f/2.8 lens designed especially for siide making, can focus from two

Seet to infinity, by Eastman K odak, 8220. Leicaflex with Elmarit-R 90mm /2.8 lens features unusually bright vicwing screen, by E. Leitz, 5612,
Nikkermat FT with Nikkor H Auto 50mm f/2 lens with FT meter, from Ehrenreich Photo-Optical, 8269.50. Bottom rowe: Voigtlander Ultra-
matic CS with Septon 50mm f/2 lens comes with a split-image rangefinder, by Jeiss Ikon, §331. Topcon Super D with RE Auto Topcor
38mm f/1.4 lens with automalic meter coupling, by Beseler, $409. Miranda Automex HI with Soligor 50mm /1.9 lens features CdS electric eye.
Sfrom Allied Impex, §254.95. Konica FM with Hexanon 52mm f/1.8 lens comes with micro-diaprism viewfinder, from Scopus, 5219.95.



Below: Woody tiptocs through the tripods and twwo-and-a-quarter cameras. Left lo right: Mamiya C33 80mm [ /2.8 twin-lens reflex camera

Sfeatures a rapid-transport crank that sinndtaneously advances film, cocks shuiter and counts exposure, from Ebrenreich Photo-Optical, 8285, mounted

on a Husky IV elevator tripod, by Quick-Set, §55. Atlached 1s a Gossen Lunasix electronic light meter with automatic ““memory” device, from
Kling Phato, 863. Yashica-Mat EM with Yashinon 80rmm [ /3.2 lens and butll-in exposure meter, by Yashica, 880, mounted on a collapsible
Linhoff Nu-Line Model I tripod, from Kling Fhoto, 849.95. Hasselblad 500 C with {eiss Planar 80mm f/2.8 lens and automatic diaphragm, by
Patliard, 8615, mounted on an alwninum Hobby Deluve Elevator 440 tripod, by Quck-Set, $26.50. A component XL camera includes

7303 RI body, 8265, Graflock back, 811, RH 10 Rapid-Vance film holder, 850, 100mm Flanar lens, §305, Sportsfinder viewfinder, §13, range-

[finder mask, £3, quick-focus lever, 89, multi-grip handle, 840, lens shade, 818, and Strobo-flash unit, 5100, mounted on a Model FL, Safe-lock

tripad, §24.88, all by Graflex. Bronica S-2 single-lens reflex with interchangeable Nikkor lenses, from Ehrenreich Photo-Ofptical, $479.50,

mounted on a swing-over Saturn tripod, from Davidson Optronics, $54.50. Autocord CdS with Rokkor 75mm f/3.5 lens and built-in exposure

meter, by Minolta, §159.95, mounted on a Safe-lock Model PT fast-setup tripod, by Graflex, $39.75. Tiwin-lens Rolleiflex with Zeiss Planar

75mm /3.5 lens, by Honeywell, 335, mounted on an elevating center-post tripod, by C. M. Marchioni, §44. Woody holds a Praktisix I}

camera with 80mm [ /2.8 Carl {etss lens, by Exakta, $279.50. Right, miniatures: Woody tries a close-up with a Private Eye 15mm [/3.5 lens,
including a telescopic winding mechamism for fast shooting, by Minox, §179.95. Hanging from hus little neck, top to bottom: Model Half 17 with
Yashinon 32mm f/1.7 lens geared for fast shooting, by Yashica, §70. Canon Dial 35 with SE 28nm f/2.8 lens shoots two prctures per second, by
Bell & Howell, 881. Model 16EE with Yashinon 25mm /2.8 lens features secondary viewfinder for right-angle shots, by Yashica, §55. At left,

he kolds a Canon Demni-S with 30mm /1.7 lens, by Bell & Howell, 871. On Ius wnist are Tessina Automatic with 25mm [/2.8 lens, spring-
wound shutter cock, from Karl Heilz, 8149.50, and a Rollet 16 automatic with 25mm f/2.8 Zeiss Tessar lens, by Honepwell, §779.50.

“Help!

I'm being held
prisoner in
a Chinese

tripod factory.




“Now | know how
Sir Edmund Hillary felt.”




PLAYBOY

SNAP DECISIONS

with acronymic shorthand: CORE,
NATO, SEATO, AID; along with those
lower-case abbreviations: rpm, cps, Ips,
mph. But he is unconsciously wary of
that photographic mumbo jumbo that
lies beyond his ken. “Mamiya, Konica,
Nikon, Yashica, Summicron, Xenar?” a
salesman may ask. Or, “What about com-
pensated parallax, pellicle mirror and
depth-of-ficld preview?” Then, too, there
is a foreign acronymic scrabble: CdS,
EVS, SLR, ASA and MXV.

In making an ego-preserving, confu-
sion-terminating  purchase without fore-
thought, many otherwise knowledgeable
men have later discovered that they've
either overbought or underbought; or
the camera’s too clumnsy, too small or too
intricate. The epitaphs for such ill-
planned ventures appear regularly in the
Sunday cassifieds, beginning with those
famous last words: “Like New . . .”

Camera buying is analogous to buying
a car. Obviously, if the car buyer is seek-
ing transportation alone, the choice
among suitable cars may be merely that
of price, color and seating; but if his
wants are more specialized—whether it
be in the direction of a small, high-
strung sports car or a sleek, powerful land
yacht—it will be necessary to weigh the
virtues, and drawbacks, of many offerings.
In an earlier day, things were simpler. A
knowledgeable turn-of-the-century blade
was faced with but one decision: “Yes, T
want a Kodak.” or “No. I'm not inter-
ested in photography.”

It was in the hot summer of 1888 that
George Eastman, a maker of photo-
graphic dry plates, introduced mass
production to camera manufacture, Com-
pared with the expensive hand-crafted
cameras of that day, Easoman’s lighdy
constructed box would have won few
prizes for beauty or workmanship, but
behind its single-aperture. fixed-focus /9
lens with its ingenious barrel shutter was
the seécret that served to bring photogra-
phy out of the rcalm of an esoteric art
and into our mass culture: a roll of
film.

Roll film was not an original idea, but
Eastman had learned to perfect its pro-
duction in large quantities; when the
use of a nitrocellulose base was discov-
ered, he virtnally monopolized its manu-
[acture. By creating a camera for us use,
Easunan aimed at volume sales with an
mstruction sheet that was a veritable
sales pitch: “Today photography has
been reduced to three cycles. 1. Pull the
string. 2. Turn the key. 3. Press the but-
ton. This is the essence of photography
. . . it is now feasible for ewverybody.”

The appeal to the public was simplic-
ity of operation and the relatively low
initial cost of this new exciting hobby.
For a mere 325 one could get a camera
containing a roll ol film sufficient for 100
exposures, along with a handsome leather

(continued from page 121)

carying case. After “shooting out the
roll,” all one had o do was mail the
camera, imact, back 1o the factory, at
which point the hlm would be removed,
processed and printed. Then, everything
(including the camera containing a fresh
roll of fAlm) would be returned—all for
an additional $10. “You Press the Button,
We Do the Rest,” Eastman's adverusing
slogan proclaimed.

With his flair for slogans and sales
pitches, Eastiman was not an ordinary
businessman. His crowning contribution
was in supplying what Mad Ave might
term the psychological motivation: “A
collection ol these pictures,” he an-
nounced, “may be made to furnish a
pictorial history of life as it is lived by
the owner, that will grow more valuable
cvery day that passes.”

Then, coining a short, vigorous name
for his camera, he christened it the “Ko-
dak™ and proceeded to sell over 100,000
of them within the first wwo years. For
decades thercafter, the name Kodak was
to be used as a synonym [or camera.

Today, Kodak is no longer merely a
camera, but an empire. So, too, are those
that have followed: Agfa, Ansco, Fuiji,
Leitz, Nippon Kogaku and the other
giants of the industry. The decision as to
which camera will best suit one’s needs
remains an individual choice. The more
popular, gencral-use cameras can be sepa-
rated into four categories: 1. The sim-
plifieds, which are more than adequate
for minimal needs and require a mini-
mum of inveolvement in both money and
time. 2. The versatile compacts, consist-
ing of cameras using full-frame 35min
film, ideal for fast shooting and color
slides. 8. The wversatile mediums, using
the large, 120mm filmms, for those who
want bigger pictures and who work more
deliberately. 4. The tiny totables, for
those interested in precision caneras with
a minimuin of bulk.

Alter determining the type of camera
you're interested in, you can zero in on
your final selection by considering the
amount of money you plan to spend and
the camera’s intended use. It is as ridicu-
lous to buy a $500 camera to shoot snap-
shots as it is to buy a Maserati to drive a
few blocks to the liquor store.

Figure on spending no more than
$100 for minimal use. From there 1o
about $200 will provide you with a darn
good camera. From 5200 to $350 you'll
be able to buy top-quality, professional-
type equipment; and from $350 on up,
the most ambitious amateur or demand-
ing pro can equip himscif handsomely,
indced.

If George Eastman can be credited with
the invention of simplified photography,
Dr. Edwin Land can be considered to
have onc-upped him with instant pho-
tography. To paraphrase, “You Press the
Button, the Camera Does the Rest.”

Laboring under the label Polaroid, Dr.
Land's cameras lack the terse vigor of a
name like Kodak. But, be they known by
any name, they are as sweet a machine for
those interested in eliminating not only
much of the mechanics of taking pic
tures but the necessitics ol processing and
printing at a time when it may be wo late
10 COITECL ONE'S ErTOrs.

Of the many models available, the
100-104 series is the most inventive. In
this series, a CdS (Cadmium Sulphide)
cell gauges the exposure and relays it to
an electronic shutter programed to ap-
erture settings. The photographer’s con-
centration is limited to the essentials of
focusing, framing and kecping the cam-
era steady. For those who preler manual
controls, there’s a top-line Model 180
and, at the other extreme, there’s a low-
price job, with a wrist strap, called The
Swinger.

A Greenwich Village acquaintance,
induced out of a cuphoric semi-slum-
ber, once remarked, “Yeah, photogra-
phy's a gas; but that film loading has got
to be a drag.” In deference to him and
o the millions of others who felt the
same, Kodak brought the movie camera’s
magazine-load sysiem into popular use in
still photography with a series of cam-
eras designed especially o take a new
two-chambered Kodapak cartridge that
could be drop-loaded without any further
{uss or bother. George Eastman's formula
of sinplified cameras equaling volume
sales has again been proven in these
modern-day Kodaks, called the Insta-
matics. with at least a dozen different
models available, ranging in price from
$20 to more than S120. The more expen-
sive ones are delights unto themselves,
featuring motorized film and flash-cube
advance. With symbols and words that
appear brightly lit in the viewfinder, they
spell simplicity itself. Kodak's competitors
in this Instamatic field include such
highly respected names as Argus, Revere,
Yashica, Zeiss, Voigtlander and Ricoh.

To compete with the Instamatic sys-
tem, the Agla people developed their
own system, called the “Rapid,” designed
for the morc popular 35mm film as op-
posed 1o the 126 hlm size of the Insta-
matic. The Rapid system consists of a
specially designed cartridge that holds
unexposed filin, with a mate working as
a take-up cartridge after the film passes
through the camera. As with the In-
stamatics, you don’t have to rewind afier
the hinal exposure has been made: The
now-cmpticd cartridge is used for ke
up and a fresh, fully loaded cartridge in-
serted in its place. At this point, the line
of cameras utilizing the Rapid sysiem is
not as extensive as the Instamatics, but
Agfa, Dacora, Yashica, Voigilander. Ri-
coh and Minolta are all in the marker
with models under $75. Two Japanese
manufacturers, Bell & Howell/Canon
and Konica, are introducing their own

(continued on page 193)
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their dangers, they thought, were
but two: the invidious tongues of the
women and the eyes of the priest

but they had forgotten the strong man

fiction By PIETRO DI DONATO

MY FIRST LOVE was at the age of 11, in
1922, for Gina “the African,” the voung
wife of old Hercules Santi, the image
maker and sacristan of our church of
San Rocco. Gina was called the African
because her skin was a decp tint of
greenish-brown hue, seeming of smooth
lava or lignum vitae. Hardly more than
a girl, she stood out among the Hoboken
peasant women as a shining fgure of
precious  substance. Her heavy hair.
draping about her shoulders, was the
bluest black. Her eyes were radiant light
purple, her features perfect and her
body that of a full-blossomed nymph.

Everyone but Hercules knew that her
mother, “the Red Parasol,” had been the
professional whore of Vasto, home town
of the paisanos in Italy. Upon arriving
in Hoboken, Gina and her mother,
sporting as always a tassel-fringed red
silk parasol, were osuracized. It was no
secret that Gina’s father was the infidel
Negro olive grower who had gone to
Vasto from the Italian Somaliland in
Africa. When  the whitemaned and
bearded widower Hercules took has child
bride to the ahar, the paisano women
made the sign of the cross and dearced
that nothing but evil could result from
the mating.

Across the street [rom our tenement
was a large barn, encompassing Her-
cules® statvary studio, smithy shop and
stable. There was a stone-cobbled court-
yard, and to the rear was the vine-veined
Victorian house with upper and lower
verandas, and a widow’s walk on top
of the mansard roof.

Also with Hercules lived his 90-year-
old blind mother, Rachel; Giovanni, his
retarded son; and his husky adopted
teenage son, Innocente. Innocente’s real
father was my mother’s widower brother,
Carlo. Uncle Carlo would urinate any-
where; hence he was called “Piss-Piss.”
In Tony’s saloon next to Hercules'
place, Uncle Piss-Piss was the unre-
strained  prince of smut and practical
jokes. His pranks were legend. He was
the Charlie Chaplin of the paisanos and
would do anything for a laugh.

Besides making plaster religious stat-
ues, Hercules did ornamenial ironwork
and horseshoeing. The smithy shop had a
cindersprinkled dirt loor, forge, shoeing
bench and battered anvil. The memory

of it evokes the smell of horse manure
and acrid smoke, and the callous-gelatin
odor of hot horseshoes charring into
hoofs.

Hercules was in his 60s and was built
like Michelangelo’s The Creation of
Adam. He had a great open, shaggy.
amazed face. He was as a child with us
street Arabs. He told us that in his youth
he had run away from his [ather's statu-
ary bottega in Vasto and roamed the
world with a circus, perlorming [eats of
strength. He would ke a new horse-
shoe, twist it straight and say o us Kids,
“Gentlemen, you are looking at the
strongest man in the world, Hercules the
Great!”

He showed us age-yellowed posters of
himself and his first wife, Elena. She had
been a bareback rider, and a fall from a
horse while pregnant was the reason his
son Giovanni was born mentally defec-
tive. He was proud to display his tre-
mendous muscles and let us feel his
marble-hard biceps.

But after dwelling upon the building
of the body, Hercules would say in his
soft voice, “Mighty muscles alone is not
man's power. The greatest strength is
love. Match your muscles with a clean
mind and mercy. Injure not even the fly,

ETCHING BY FETER SCHWARTZOTT

for Our Father made him also.”

Each day Hercules carried his son,
Giovanni, out of the house and seated
him on his wheeled soapbox on the
veranda. Despite heat or cold, Giovanni
wore sncikers, fedora, a bundling of
sweaters and a muffler beneath a long
green overcoat. He was in his 40s and
undergrown.

When anyone entered the court
yard, Giovanni would call, “Who are
you? Whhyyy?” He would pedal his
feet against the soapbox and wrum-
pet, “I-I-I knnowww . . . ! LI-I-I.I1
knnnoooowwwwww!” The paisanos com-
passionately referred to him as “I-Know.”

When I was eight years old, playing
near Hercules manure pit, I fell in,
floundering in the ram-soaked horse
manure. Hercules and Innocente rushed
from the studio upon hearing my cries
and pulled me out. Hercules told Gina
to bathe me and wash my clothes. She
laughingly took me to the bathroom and
removed my stinking overalls and shoes.
I tried to hide my privates and kept
backing away as she soaped me. She
chuckled, threw off her clothes, got into
the tub, sat, and made me stand facing
her. 1 was terrorized by the thrilling
pleasure of (continued on page 152)
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“What worries me is that we’ve only got one patient here!”



HE LORD CHIEF JusTicE wondered if
Ttll(- death penalty might not be a trifle
severe in view of the prisoner’s age. The
trial judge argued against mercy on the
grounds that William York’s punishment
would be an example deterring others
from a lile of crime. So William York
was hanged [or stealing a shilling from
the man to whom he was apprenticed.
He was ten years old. The place was
London. The time was 1748.

Britain has come a long way along the
road to civilization in the two centuries
since the hanging of William York. In
October 1965. not only the House of
Commons but the usually stuily House
of Lords, with a surprising two-to-one
majority, voted to abolish the death pen-
alty for a test period of five years, which
will probably prove permanent. This ¢n-
lightened legislation, although still be-
hind most of Western Europe’s, is far
ahead of the United States’, and marks
a definite global trend.

Although as governor of Ohio I re-
luctantly allowed six men to die in
the electric chair in acecordance with
my oath of office. I am totally opposed to
the death penalty. 1 am thoroughly con-
vinced that capital punishment is a relic
of barbarism, that it 1s immoral, that it
usurps for society the exclusive privilege
of natural laws. that it is futile because it
does not deter the homicadal criminal,
and its finality precludes any possibility
of correcting an error.

The eyefor-an-eye, life-for-a-life con-
cept of penology is obviously based on
the degrading principle that society, in
punishing the crininal, is seeking re-
venge rather than justice. The strong
strain of sadism that runs through a vin-
dictive society’s clamor for a wrongdoer’s
blood is evident in the fact that until
rather late in this century (in the West-
ern world, at least) the execution of the
condemned has been something of a
spectator sport.

The exccutioners of the Far East have
been far more inventive in their spectac-
ular cruelty than any 20th Century
Western country, with the possible ex-
ception of Nazi Germany. The Chinese,
of course, have long been recognized as
leaders in the field, with their boiling
in oil, leisurely dismemberment (The
Hundred Slices) and similar rehnements.
The Mogul emperors of India, however,
should be recognized for their ingenuity
in dispatching aiminals as well as for
their building of such monuments as the
Taj Mahal. Impalement, for instance,
was very popular (except with the vic
tims) in 17th Century Delhi.

The man to be put to death by im-
palement (possibly for stealing a mango
or a handful of roasted chick-peas from
the Fmperor Aurangzeb’s palace kitch-
ens) was paraded naked past the eager
spectators to the killing grounds, where
a sharpened stake of heat-tempered bam-
boo had been erected. Two men, each

holding one of the prisoner’s bound
arms, would lilt him dlear of the ground
while a third separated the buttocks so
that when the culprit was lowered brisk-
ly, the bamboo lance would pencuate
the rectum as far as the sigmoid flexure.
The executioners could then step back
and join the delighted crowd in watch-
ing the dance ol death as the screaming
wretch writhed and pirouetted on  his
tiptoes in an effort to stay the inexorable
progress of the murderous bamboo
through his vitals. When sheer exhaus-
tion and loss of blood finally forced the
thief to his knces. the point of the bham-
boo stake pierced his heart and the show
wias  over.  Justice—or something—had
been done.

The early Siamese did prety well in
the way of spectacular capital punish-
ment by throwing their ariminals to the
crocodiles. This possibly gave the Ro-
mans the idea ol throwing Christians to
the lions, although the Romans got bet-
ter exposure by building huge stadia for
their homzation carmivals. This nay
have been an improvement over the car-
lier Roman form of capital punishment
by crucifixion (in itself an improvement
over the crude Jewish practice of lapida-
uon, with no strictures as o who was
to throw the first stone), but it was a [ail-
ure as a dewrrent to the spread of
Christianity.

‘The ancient Greeks, with their more
temperate and philosophic civilization,
did not feel it necessary to borrow from
the annals of Ornental cuelty in exter-
minating their undesirables and noncon-
formists. A quiet cup of hemlock did
away with the lawless and the conmma-
cious without fuss, [eathers or cheering
crowds.

The Greek example, however, did not
deter the rest of Europe from linking
justice with sadism. Spain during the In-
quisition made notable advances in the
field of cruel and unusual punishment
with the rack, the wheel, Raying alive
and burning at the stake, although the
popularity of auto-da-fé spread to other
countries. Even today, although Span-
iards have managed to transler most of
their hostilities to the brave bulls, the
Franco govermment, perhaps out of sen
timental longing for the good old days,
still retains garroting as an official form
of capital punishment. Only a few years
ago—August 17, 1963, to be exact—two
men found guilty ol terrorist bombing
were garroted in Madrid. Awakened at
dawn to be fitted with adjustable steel
collars, they were slowly strangled to
death. The collars were tightened until
eyes bulged and faces purpled, tightened
still more until the windpipe was col-
lapsed. The two men were then given
the coup de grdce by the points of the
tighiening sarews emerging cleverly from
inside the backs of the collars to pierce
the cervical  (continued on page 134)

Capital
Punishment:
The Barharic
Anachronism

the former governor of ohio
presents an impassioned and
documented indictment of
the ultimate punishment, which
netther curbs crime nor
benefits society

article By Michael DiSalle
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AVING PROMULGATED two fashion innovations—the sportive shire jac (T he Playboy Shivt-Jacket, March
H 1963) and the elegant formal separate (The Playboy Dinner Jacket, November 1963)—prLAYBOY now
introduces another original adjunct to the well-equipped wardrobe, the spring tweed blazer, which just goes
to prove the truth of the adage that good things happen in threes. The blazer, once worn only during the
summery months or in the tropics, now comes on as an all-weather favorite. Tweed, traditionally a cold-
weather fabric, 1s now a material for all seasons. We wanted the best of both possible worlds and—by com-
bining these two fashion staples—we have created a single stylish standout that can add a touch of sartorial
elegance to any casual occasion. Tailored from lightweight classic tweeds, our new double-breasted blazer
is the perfect coat to sport on spring nights when the temperature is on the chilly side, and it offers

130 the weekend voyager a heftier style to wear when cooling it in the mountains or by the ocean shore.
DRAWINGS BY EDE BRUNTDN



Above left: The first of our new blazers is a wool and mohair tweed model that
featuves peaked lapels, flap pockets and side vents, $45, worn over wool cavalry twill
slacks with belt loops and side pockets, 825, both by Palm Beach. The ensemble is

completed Uy a Kodel and colton permaneni-press shirt, by Manhattan, $5, and a
paisley-patterned silk-tie and pocket-square combination, by Handcrafl, £8.50.
Cenier: It's off to the races in a wool crow's-foot tweed blazer styled with peaked
lapels, side vents and gold metallic buttons, by Monte Cristo, $65, worn over wash-
and-wear slacks fealuring a separate striped woven clastic belt and shaped top
pockets, by Jaymar-Ruby, $17, topped off with a soft wool jersey turtleneck pullover,
by Himalaya, $20. Above right: Color coordinated for casual wear is a wool hopsack
tweed blazer with peaked lapels, side venls and pearl bultons, donned over checked
wool slacks, by Cricketeer, $65, set off by a Dacron and cotton broadcloth per-
manent-press shirt, by Wings, 85, and a patlerned stlk ascot, by Dumont, £3.50.

BOSS TWEED

bold new blazers

in a bantamweight
version of the
classic fabric

attire By ROBERT L. GREEN



I must admit that some
undercover assignments are
more interesting than others.”
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vertebrae and crush the spinal cord.
Decapitation, once a popular form
ol capital punishment throughout the
world, is now used sparingly despite an
attempt by the Nazis o revive it during
their  brief but memorable rule of
Schrecklichkeit. It was originally done
by hand-—with scimitar or cleaver in the
East, with broadsword or ax in the West.
Punitive head chopping was legally au-
tomated, however, as early as the [8th
Century. The guillotine came into use
in the early years of the French Revolu-
ton. Curiously, this lethal instrument,
which became a symbol of the Reign of
Terror, was originally sugpested as a hu-
mane method of obviating the suffering
attendant to executing the death penal-
ty. Dr. Joseph Guillotin, a professor of

anatomy appalled by the bloody extrava-

gances of the French Revolution, carried
on a campaign to humanize necessary
killing, but resented the fact that his
name was attached to the killing ma-
chine which he did not invent. Actually,
the first “guillotine” was devised by Dr.
Anwine Louis, and was called, by con-
temporarics in his honor, a Louisctte. It
consisted—and still consists—of a wape-
zoidal knife weighing more than a
hundred pounds, which drops ten feet
berween guide rails and slices on the
bias through the neck of the condemned
man who lies prone beneath it, his head
immobilized by stock-like clamps. The
severed head drops into a suitable con-
tainer, while the body is rolled into a
basket.

It was Dr. Guilloun’s theory that
this method of putting a man to death
was the most compassionate, because the
victim would feel nothing except perhaps
a brief sensation of cold ac the nape of
his neck. Whether there is any interven-
ing pain or the realization on the part of
the severed head of its impossible posi-
tion has never been confirmed or denied
by any of the vicuns.

Exccutions by guillotine took place in
a public square in Paris as late as 1939.
The scaffolding and the weighted knife
would be erected the night before, and
although the accused died at dawn, there
were always crowds on hand to be edified,
il not deterred from crime, by the spec-
tacle of the spurting caroud arteries, the
ghastly surprised expression on the de-
tached face, the reflex llopping of the
headless body. Whether or not there was
any appreciable deterrent effect, the gris-
ly ritual is today privately performed be-
hind the walls of La Santé prison on the
Left Bank of the Seine.

Public hangings were abolished in
England in 1868. Ay that time capital
crimes numbered only a dozen, down
from 200 in 1820. It is likely that the

134 public spectacle was discontinued then

because a royal commission had reported
two years earlier that the death penalty,
even when witnessed by potential crim-
inals, was no deterrent. The commis-
sion’s report found that of the 167
persons executed in 1866, 1G4 had pre-
viously waiched a hanging. This is not
surprising, as the public executions used
o atract huge crowds, and the crowds
would auract dozens of pickpockets in-
tent on plying the very wade for which
the center of atraction was being
hanged.

Public hangings persisted in America
beyond the cutoff date in England, par-
vicularly in the Far West. The more
spectacular forms of legal brutlity were
not practiced, however, even in the car-
lier Colonial days, There were, of
course, occasional unofficial and nonin-
tegrated autos-da-f¢ in some of the deep-
er parts of our Deep South, a practice
that has carried over well into this cen-
tury. But even the witches ol Salem were
not burned at the stake; they were de-
cently hanged.

Crimes calling for the death penalty,
however, were almost as numecrous in
Colonial America as in contemporary
England. In 1636 hanging was the penal-
ty in the Massachuscus Bay Colony for
witchcraft, idolatry, blasphemy, assault
in anger, murder, sodomy, buggery, stat-
utory rape (the death penalty was op-
tional for forcible rape), perjury in a
capital case and rebellion. The Old Do-
minion of Virginia ranked the degree of
criminality according to race, color and
current condition of servitude. Seventy
crimes were listed as capital for Negro
slaves, but only five for whites.

It was mevitable that an emerging na-
tion like the United States, aspiring to
world leadership in science and invention
and the practical application thereof,
would sooner or later abandon hang-
ing for a modern, efficient, scientific and
more “humane’” method of legal murder.
In 1880 the state of New York abolished
the gallows in favor of a newflangled
“electric chair.” Thirteen years later a
man named Kemmler lost his court bat-
tle to have the new monster declared un-
constitutional as “cruel and unusual
punishmem,” and became the first man
to be punished electrically for his mis-
deed—an ax murder. The contraption
was a success technically, since it killed
Kemmler, but the humanity of the ex-
periment was doubtful. Either the ma-
chine misfunctioned or the executioner
did something wrong. There was consid-
erable searing of flesh and the human
guinea pig apparently died in agony.

Techniques have been improved in
the 70-odd years since, and it is now gen-
erally agreed that death by electrocution
is practically painless. While pathologists
still argue over the exact mechanics of

death by clectricity—some  believe the
heart muscles are paralyzed; others are
just as certain thar paralysis of the respir-
atory centers causes death by asphyx
most ol them concede that the victim
loses consciousness almost instanuly. The
wemendous  elearical surge raises  the
temperature of the body to the boiling
point and scars the brain o insensibility
in a [raction of a second. The jerking
and writhing that nauscate witnesses are
not signs of a death suuggle but purely
reflex reactions of the muscles to an elec
trical impulse.

An expert hanging is also supposed to
extinguish consciousness at the end of
the drop. The snap of the rope grown
it theoretically breaks the neck and
severs the spinal cord. The [rantic kick-
ing, the jerking arms, the ejaculation of
sperm in men, arc all unconscious nerv-
ous reflexes. Of course there have been
many bungled hangings—defective waps,
ropes that broke, inexpert knots that
merely choked the man to death. There
15 a record of an early English hanging
of a halfstarved female criminal who
dropped through the wrap and dangled
at the end of the rope, eyes bulging with
dread, because she was not  heavy
enough—she was a small 12-year-old gl

for the fall o break her neck. The
hangman bad to go down the I3 steps,
grab her legs and add his weight o hers
to carry out the sentence.

In 1921 the Nevada state legislature
came up with the latest contribution to
the fine art of killing criminals. It was
not only scientific, quick and eflicient; it
introduced a new “humane” note: It
would eliminate the torture of appre-
hension. Poison gas would be muoduced
without warning into the cell of the con-
demned man while he was asleep. He
would die peacefully, and nobody's con-
science need be disturbed by witnessing a
death struggle. When a murderer named
Gee Jon was sentenced to this new-style
death three years later, it happily oc
curred to someone that the bars ol Gee
Jon's cell could hardly be expected to
contain the lethal gas intended exclu-
sively for Gee Jon’s gende extinction.
Rather than risk exterminating the en-
tire population of the penitentiary,
therelore, penal authorities  postponed
the historic exccution until a special gas
chamber could be built.

Nine states besides Nevada now poi-
son their capital criminals with gas. The
best-known gas chamber of them all is
California’s, perhaps because Caryl
Chessman died there after a legal fight
that lasted 12 vears. Chessman had a
long record of charges against him, but
the one for which he was finally execut-
ed was that of forcing a girl to move
from one car to another at gunpoint.
This is technically kidnaping in Califor-
nia and is punishable by death under

(continued on page 186)
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our brave and trusty—but not too trusting—reporter went to the source and

got the straight scoop on the snake-charming, fire-walking shtick by bearding the swamis in their native habitat

1 AM A QUALIFIED FAQUIR—or, as we professionals term our-
selves, a jadoo-wallah. Siain me brown,. equip me with a
turban from Dazian's Costume Emporium, and I'll guarantee
to duplicate any of the mysteries of the East exeept how
those taxis manage to drive 60 mph thiough the Chandni
Chowk without hitting a sacred cow.

Ever since childhood, I've been [ascinated by the lure of
Oriental magic. At the age ol six, my pavents told me that if
1 didn’t stop wrapping towels around my head and playing an
ocarina in an cffort to make the vacuum-deaner hose rear up
and dance, they'd shoot me from the mouth of a cannon.
Later I joined a carnival as a professional magician and gave
migic shows while enveloped in a crepe beard and speaking
fluent Hindustani (well, 1 was able to say “sahib” and “ru-
pee”). However, this didn’t satisfy me. 1 wanted to sce the real
thing. Finally I was able to take a wip to India—the Home-
land of Magic.

In New Delhi 1 sought the advice of a prominent Indian
writer named Suresh Vaidya. I explained that I wanted to be
initiated into the Order of Faquirs, starting with the snake

charmers. Suresh was the soul of cooperation.

“To learn the secret of their strange power over these
deadly reptiles, you will have 10 handle the snakes yourself,
wrap them about your neck, put their heads in your mouth—
licy, where are you going? You can't run all the way back to
the Imperial hotel in the midday sun without a topi. I'll take
you to the village of Badarpur, some 12 miles north of here,
where lives the hereditary caste of snake charmers known as
the Kom-Jogi. Ten minutes after we reach Badarpur, you'll be
up to your colon in cobras.”

No one could remain indifferent to such an offer. I hailed a
taxi and soon we were headed north past the Diwan-i-Khas,
the Jamma Musjid, the American Express Company and
other exotic spots.

At last we came 1o a community of about a hundred mud
huts lying against the ruins of an ancient mud fort. At one
time Badarpur had been a thriving community, but with the
coming of the Enghish the fort had been abandoned and the
gypsy Kom-Jogi ook over the ruins. The Kom-Jogi wander
as far north as China and as far  (continued on page 156)
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PRAYIRATE 6F THE YEAR

october’s allison parks is the unanimous choice as the
choicest of the previous twelvemonth’s gatefold girls










MIGH-FLYING ALLISON PARKS, last October’s Playmate, student pilot and swimming instructress, received a stunning reception from our
readers for her fall debut and equally enthusiastic accolades after January’s Playmate Review; rewrospectively, vraysoy’s vox populi
proved 1o be ommisciently on target as the editors weighed Allison’s attributes, which tipped the scales of pulchritude overwhelmingly
in her favor. Picking her as Playmate of the Year was one of our most pleasuritble tasks, requiring no readers’ runoff (as in 1963 and
1965) to help us make up our mind. Since her October appearance, Miss Parks has been a girl very much on the go. What with piling up
hours aloft toward her pilot’s license, lending a green thumb in her father’s Glendale. California. nursery, continuing 1o teach swimming
10 Glendale’s pre-school moppets, studying acting on the 20th Century-Fox lot, starting to decorate video commercials and—as a result
of her gatefold bow—zipping across the country on PLAYBOY promotion tours, Allison is up to her bright-bluc irises in activity. Yet her
as lancy to the Playmate of the Year throne will accelerate her whirlwind pace still more. Among the new vistas opening up
for Allison as a result of her Playmate of the Year selection: a movie role in one of producer Henry Sapersiein's Benedia
Productions; a screen test arranged by Filmways' executive producer Martin Ransoholft (says Allison of the filmic prospects hefore
her: “1 only hope 1 do half as well in the movies as my predecessor, Jo Collins. I saw Jo in Lord Love a Duck and she was fabulous.™);
and an upcoming audition for Monument Records for a recording contract (il her audio equipment comes anywhere near matching
her visual eifect, she's a hi-fi cinch). In addition to affording our golden-haired girl of the West movie and recording opportunities,
her Playmate of the Year laurels carry with them cornucopian quantities of largess the value of which runs into thousands of dol
Many of the gifts are in our own sophisticated color, Playmate Pink. including a dashing Dodge (text concluded on page 1
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Allison’s bountiful Playmate’ of the Year bona fides are abundantly
evident in these indoor views of our outdoor girl. The golden-coiffed,
azure-cyed Miss Parks, a dedicated aviatrix, responded to news of her
unanimous ascendancy as the choicest of the choice with an exuberant
“I feel like 've just done a perfect outside loop—icith no hands!”







PLAYBOY

“I don’t care if your mother did teach you the way to a man’'s
heart is through his stomach. That tsn’t the way we do it
around here!”
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Ribald Classic
from ‘“The Arabian Nights"

THERE ONCE LIVED in Persia a hearty fellow,
Khalbas by name, who, out of smugness and
bombastic esteem of his own worth and wit,
was of entire belielf that no man might make
him a cuckold. How mistaken was the dolt.
For he knew not that entertaining a particu-
lar passion toward his comely wile was a ras-
cal possessed of no less cunning than he.

Now, there lived next to his dwelling a
man of age and great learning, to whom
Khalbas and others of the city went each day
to hear histories and tales of moral instance.
This man of wisdom also possessed a young
wife of charm and seemliness who, like the
spousc of Khalbas, had an eye that, on
occasion, roved.

Thus, the rogue who sought to affix a
cuckold’s hat to Khalbas" bloated head (a de-
sire shared by the lauer’s wife no less, for her
heart had been impaled by the wily knave's
handsome person) one day approached Khal-
bas with doleful countenance.

“Alas,” he murmured, “my heart is sorely
afflicted. Only you, O Khalbas, with your
great guile and wit, might give me release
from my torment.”

Khalbas, although swollen by the scamp'’s
flattery, was wary of extending promise of
assistance without receiving promise of recom-
pense—as well the rascal had envisioned, for
with all speed he then appended that he
would pay well for such talented md, to
which Khalbas forthwith demonstrated hasty
interest.

Swearing him to secrecy, the rogue in-
formed his victim that he had toppled into
the pit of love unrequited with no other
than the wife of Khalbas® mentor, the philos-
opher. “His wisdom may advance matters
metaphysical,” wailed the wily knave, “but it
hinders matters merely physical, for his doxy
and I possess no manner of enjoying jollity
without fear of his unexpected entry into our
arena of frolic. Thus, O Khalbas, 1 bescech
you that whenst you sit with him in assembly

each day, you give to me motice, by loud
words, when he riseth to go out from that
pia(:c, from which I shall know that he pre-
pares to return to his wife. From her I shall
thence with zll speed and in safety depart.
For,” said the knave with a snicker and a
wink, “the wench’s chamber is nearby the
room of conclave, within ear’s distance.”

Khalbas, sniggering now himself at the
prospect of receiving payment to assist in
turning a
agreement to his part in the program.

Accordingly, on the following day, when
the learned man stood at the close of the as-
sembly, Khalbas, hard put not to chuckle
aloud in mirth, cried out in thunderous voice
the words agreed. “Give thanks to men of
intellect, from whom all things of goodness
flow!” bawled he, feigning compliment to the
philosopher. Whereupon the young scamp,
with haste and chortling the while, took leave
of his doxy with promise to return when next
the assembly convened.

Thus, from that day on, whene'er the
learned men gathered in conclave, the sly ras-
cal sped to his minx for a different kind of
assemblage, in safety and unhampered be-
causc of the part played by the bombastic
husband, departing forthwith whene'er Khal-
bas’ bellowing monition came from out the
learned man’s house into the opened window
of his wanton’s chamber—who dwelled next

wise man into a cuckold, gave

door and was no other than Khalbas’ own
wile.
—Retold by John D. Keefauver B

cunning

of

Ehalbas

the cuckold

143






PLAYMATE FIRST CLASS:

JO COLLINS IN VIETNAM

Playboy’s GI Jo Delivers a Lifetime Subscription to the Froni

MOST MILITARY SLIdLegists
actual
means more to an army than the morale
of its men. And since the days of GI Joe,
the American fighting man has seldom

agree that,

aside from firepower, nothing

appeared on the [rontiers of [reedom
without an abundant supply of that
most time-honored of spirit-lifting  sta-
ples: the pinup. From the shores of Iwo
Jmma 1o the jungles of Vietnam, the pin-
up queen has remained a constant com-
panion to our men at arms; but the
long-legged likenesses of World
War Two lovelies as Grable and Hay-

such

worth have given way to a whole new
breed ol photogenic lemales better known
as the rravsoy Playmates. It was only a
matter of time, therefore, until center-
folddom's contemporary beauties would
be asked 1o do their bit for our boys in
uniform. That time came last November,
when Second Lieutenant John Price—
a young airborne officer on duty in
Vietnam—sent Editor-Publisher Hugh

T
¥

Above: Jo mokes o few last-minute logistic
chonges of her own prior to deplaning in
Soigon. “Any girl would reoch for a mirror,”
she soys, “with 400 men outside her door.”

FHOTOGRAFPHY BY LARRY GORDON

M. Helner the following letter:

“This is written [rom the depths of
the hearts of 180 officers and men of
Company B, 2Znd Batwalion, 503rd In-
fanury, 173rd Brigade (Sep-
arate) stationed at Bien Hoa, Republic
of Vietnam. We were the first American

Amrborne

Army troop unit committed to action
here in Viewnam, and we have gone
many miles—some in sorrow and some
in joy, but mostly in hard, bone-weary
inches. . .. We are proud 1o be here and
have found the answer to the question,
‘Ask what you can do for your country.
And yet we cannot stand alone—which
brings me to the reason lor sending you
this request.

“The
thing—and we long to see a real, living,

loneliness here is a terrible
breathing American girl. Therefore, we
have enclosed with this letter a money
order for a Lifennme Subscription to
rLAYBOY magazine for B Company. It is
our understanding that, with the pur-
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Above: Roses are the order of the day os two members of Compony B welcome Jo to Vietnom
on beholf of their wounded Project Ploymate officer, Lieutenont John Price, hospitalized bock
of bottolion heodquorters in Bien Hoo. Below: Jo delivers company's Lifetime Subscription cer-
tificate ot Lieutenont Price’s bedside (left} ond odds bonus buss [right) of her own to go with it.

chase of a Lifetime Subscription in the
U.S., the first issue is personally de-
livered by a Playmate. It is our most
fervent hope that this policy can be ex-
tended to include us. . . . Any one of
the current Playmates of the Month
would be welcomed with open arms, but
if we have any choice in the matter, we
have unanimously decided that we would
prefer the 1965 Playmate of the Year—
Miss Jo Collins.

“If we are not important enough . . .
to send a Playmate for, please just for-
get about us and we will quietly fade
back into the jungle.”

Deciding that only old soldiers should
fade away, and deeply touched by the
paratrooper’s plea, Hefner immediately
began drawing up plans for the successful
completion ol Project Playmate. “When
we first received the request,” Hef recalls,
“we weren't at all sure how the Delense
Department would feel about prLavioy
sending a beautiful American girl into
Vietnam at a time like this, but Lieuten-
ant Price’s letter was too moving to just
put aside and forget. The lieutenant had
obviously been a rravsoy reader for
quite a while, since he remembered a spe-
cial Christmas gilt offer the magazine pub-
lished several years ago, which stated that
a lifetime subscriber from any city with
a Playboy Club would have his first issue
delivered in person by a Playmate. Of
course we don’t have a Playboy Club in
Vietnam at the moment, but we figured
we could overlook that little technicality
under the circumstances.”

Along with the usual complications
and military restrictions any average
civilian encounters when attempting to
travel to Vietnam these days, many more
technicalities had to be ironed out

Left: pLAYBOY's pretty Vietnom volunteer visits
Lieutenont Price’s wordmotes at the Evocuo-
tion Hospitol. "Most of them hod been bodly
hurt,” soys Jo, “but no one ever camploined.™



Above: Aboard Bien Hoao's newly decorated Bunny bus (left}, Jo takes a guided tour of Compony B's base-camp oreq, stopping off to admire the
imaginative floor-to-ceiling Ploymote motif [right] adorning the PX ("It wos the closest the fellows could come to o real Playboy Club’).

=

Center: A bit foot-weary during her first day ot the front, Playmote First Closs Collins hitches a ride with some armored admirers {left) back to the

company mess hall; seems pleosed that an autographing gal can always find a strong back [right) in Bien Hoa when she needs one. Above: Jo
lunches with Company B enlisted men {left), who show more interest in signatures than sustenance; after chow {right}, she hoists their Bunny flog. 147
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Below: Before leaving Bien Hoo, Jo mokes o
tour of other componies” “'Playboy Clubs™ {'We
ron ocross these ‘clubs’ ot every Gl bose”).

through the proper channels before Jo
received  the necessary Government
clearance for a late-February flight to
the fromt lines. “The [ellows in Com-
pany B said it would be a privilege il I
could visit them,” remarked the Playmate
of the Year when asked how she [elt
about her upcoming tour of delivery duty
in the war-torn Far East, “but the way I
see it—I'm the one who's privileged.”
Her call to arms came much sooner
than expected, however, when word was
received that Licutenant Price had been
wounded in action on January 3, and
that her morale-boosting mission might
have 10 be canceled unless Jo could
reich the injured officer's bedside at a
Bien Hoa combart-zone hospital before
his scheduled evacuation [rom Vietnam
on January 13. All additional red tape
still pending prior to Jo's departure was
quickly bypassed: On Sunday alternoon
(January g), Playmate First Class Collins

and her party—which included pLavBOY'S

Playmate and Bunny Promotion Coordi-
nator Joyce Chalecki as acting chaperone
and staff photographer Larry Gordon—
departed from Sian Francisco on a Pan
Am jetliner bound for Saigon. Com-
menting on some of her own last-minute
logistic problems before take-off, Jo later
told us:

“Things were so hectic those last few

Top: Trooper Collins ond her MP escorts prepore to board their “Ployboy Speciol” chopper
for the second doy’s cgendo of battle-zone visits in Vietnom. “Toke it from me,” Jo smiles,
“those bulletproof vests they moke you weer do nothing for & girl's figure.” Center: With her

own whirlybird sofely flonked by two gun ships (left], Jo listens in on conversotion between
chopper jockeys. Above: She orrives ot Speciol Forces comp otop Black Virgin Mountoin.



Above: Visiting Ploymote queen is crowned with o green beret (left] by Special Forces mon assigned to this criticol mountain outpost, signifying
she beors this fomed guerrillo-fighting group’s very special seol of opprovol; our Gl Jo gets on-the-job instruction {right) in mortor firing.

days before we left that I was sure we'd
never make it. For openers, I was away
visiting [ricnds in Oregon when the
news came in about Lieutenant Price
The original plans
called for my flying to Chicago in mid-

being  wounded.
February, where I would team up with
Larry and Joyce, get my travel shots and
clear up all the final details for the trip.
Hef phoned me about the sudden switch
in Project Playmate, and 1 spent the
next five days flving back and forth—first
to Seattle for my passport when I found
out Oregon doesn’t issuc them; then to
Los Angeles, where I got my smallpox
vaccination, checked out some last-
minute details with my agent at Ameri-
can International Studios and raided my

apartment for the clothes I figured I'd
be needing. As it was, I managed to
mect Larry and Joyce at the San Francis-
co airport and board our jet to Vietnam
with all of about hfteen minutes to
spare.” (In typical above-and-beyond-the-
call fashion, trooper Collins—an aspiring
actress whose recent film credits include
minor roles in Lord Love a Duck and
What Did You Do in the War, Daddy?
—neglected to mention that, in report-
ing for duty on such short notice, she'd
had to bypass an important audition for
a principal part on TV’s Peyton Place.)

Some 8000 miles and 18 hours after
their Stateside rendezvous, Jo and her

pLAYBOY stalfers landed at Saigon’s Tan

Son Nhut Air Base, where 400 American
troops and a regiment of newsmen and
photopraphers had turned out to greet
them. After a briel review of her assem-
bled admirers, Jo was introduced to
Licutenant Clancey Johnson and Pri-
vate First Class Marvin Hudson, two ol
Licutenant Price’s [riends in the 173rd
Airborne Brigade who had ever-so-will-
ingly volunteered to serve as a stand-in
reception committee for their wounded
buddy back at Bien Hoa. Mindlul ol his
guerrilla training, Private First Class
Hudson put on a one-man camouflage
display when, after handing Jo her Com-
pany B (for Bravo) tribute of red roses,
he subscquently blushed a deep crimson

Below: At Loy Ninth, Jo Collins in Vietnom puts in yeomon service with the business end of her outogroph pen {left) ot the request of still on-
other group of green-bereted fons; then she's shown oround neorby Coo DaiTemple [right), which she found “so peoceful to be so close to wor.”




Left: Arriving at Bu Dop, o strotegic supply
bose near the Cambodion border, Jo poses
with fellow Green Berets (top) while Special
Forces shutterbug in the foreground snops
awoy for post's saopbook. Before calling it
a day in the field, Jo passes muster {center
right] under mister's keen-eyed surveillonce.

and succeeded in concealing the telltale
lipstick print she had just planted on
each of his checks.

Following the deplaning festivities,
the three rLAYBOY recruits were taken to
a nearby “chopper” pad and given a
whirlwind aerial tour of Saigon and the
outlying districts aboard the “Playboy
Special”—a Brigade helicopter especially
renamed in honor of their visit. “That
first chopper ride really started things off
with excitement,” reports GI Jo. “It
scemed as though we'd hardly even ar-
rived, and there we were over hostile
country being given our first taste of
what they call ‘contour flying.” That's
where you skim the treetops to prevent
possible enemy snipers from getting a
clear shot at you and then, suddenly,
shoot straight up at about 100 miles per
hour to 3500 feet so you can check the
areca for Viet Cong troop movements from
outside their firing range. After our
stomachs got used to it, we figured we
were ready for just about anything.”

Back on terra firma, the pLAYBOY
troupe was joined by Jack Edwards, who
took time out from his regular duties as
Special Services Director for the Saigon-
based press and military officials to act as
the trio’s liaison man during its forth-
coming threeday tour of the sur-
rounding combat areas. As Jo later told
us: “Jack was so concerned about our
running into a V. C, ambush after we
left Saigon that he wound up worrying
enough for all of us. He managed to get
us rooms at the Embassy Hotel in Saigon
after our original reservations at the
Caravelle somehow went astray; he kept
press conferences down to a minimum so
we could spend most of our time with the
men at the front, arranged a first-night
sight-seeing trip to some of the Saigon
night clubs in case our own morale
needed bolstering and, in general,
watched over us like a mother hen. By
the end of the first evening in Vietnam,
we were all  (continued on page 198)

Left: Jo spends port of her lost doy in the
Far East visiting with veteran South Viet-
nomese regulors of odvonced combat area
neor Airborne Brigode headquarters; then
meets Generol Williamson (center left], who
proclaims her the first female Sky Soldier.



Top: Not until her final day in Viet-
nom did Jo get to greet all the men of
Company B, who returned en masse
from their jungle patrols when Gen-
eral Williomson granted them special
leove a few hours before Jo had to jet
bock home. Above left: Meeting the
men of the newly dubbed “Playboy
Company" os their choppers delivered
them ot Bien Hog, she was loter joined
by Lieutenant Price {right), who did
the honors when the boys lined up for
personal introductions to the comp
heroine. Left: Missian accomplished,
our home-bound trooper visits Pearl
Harbor's Arizono Monument to pay
respects to heroes of another decode.



PLAYBOY

“AYI."FT (continued from page 127)

her hands. I cringed but could not stop
looking at her lovely polished dark-dark
flesh.

She lifted me out of the tub and tow-
eled me dry, pulling me against her
sweet stomach and breasts. And first love
stirred within me.

In those days, Italian tenement kids
had to earn their salt in the spare time
from school. When 1 was 11, Mother
got me a job with Hercules. Hercules
said to Mother, *Annunziata, I will pay
little Pietro five dollars a week and teach
him the art of image making. He will be
as a cherished son of mine.” Work never
appealed to me, but I welcomed the op-
portunity to be near my secret passion,
Gina the African.

The studio was like a workshop in
heaven, where saints and angels and
their wings and limbs were frozen chalky
white and still until brought to life with
paint. When no one was there I would
climb the ladder to the hayloft above,
and hide in a straw-camouflaged and for-
gotten slatted crib. I would lie there and
watch what went on in the studio. I felt
like God, who sees all. One afternoon as
1 was coming down the ladder, Inno-
cente came into the studio. He grabbed
me and beat me, saying, “If I ever catch
you in the hayloft, I'll break your god-
damn sneaky neck!"

So after that I used to creep up to the
hayloft unseen from the stable. It was
the limbo for damaged statues. Among
the hay were Moscs, St. Michael spearing
the dragon, the Pieta, and stacks of
sacred limbs, all layered with dust and
connected by cobwebs.

Hercules was working on the Twelve
Apostles for our church of San Rocco.
The process was slow and detailed from
the clay life-size model, the making ol the
separate gum forms, the pouring of the
plaster, the stripping and smoothing of
the seams, and finally the curing of the
damp statues in an insulated vault fed
with great heat

The pastor, Don Savonarola, came
often to view the work. A rabid reformer,
he was aptly named. Lean, intense, he
looked more like a Devil than a priest.

My father was a sanguine mar. About
the pastor he said to Mother, “A priest 15
still a man until castrated. It's not the
good Apostles Don Savonarola is taken
with. Those fanatic eyes of his burn for
Hercules' young black beauty of a wife,
Gina the African.

One Sunday Don Savonarola was in
the studio discoursing to Hercules upon
the Apostles as though he had known
them personally: St. Peter was impulsive,
St. Paul castigated homosexual and in-
cestuous Christians, this saint was hum-
ble, that saint was wiser, and so on.

I heard I-Know calling me from his

152 soapbox perch on the veranda to take

him to the toilet. T wheeled him into the
house. As we passed the kitchen, blind
old Rachel was at the cook stove, and in
a corner Gina and Innocente were kissing.

Later, we were at the dinner table and
I-Know, spagheuti slipping through his
fingers and his face smeared with sauce,
sang out, “Don Savonarolaaaa! Inno-
cente kisses Momma Gina. You'd like to
kiss her to-ooo. II-1 knowwwww!™

Don Savonarola reddened. “Imbe-
cile!” growled Innocente. “You belong
in the crazy house!"

Gina laughed, and Hercules apolo-
gized for poor I-Know.

The following day, after school, I was
alone with Innocente in the studio. He
handed me a dime and told me to go to
the movies. I said I didn’t want to go to
the movies and that T took orders only
from Hercules.

He got me by the throat, “Listen, you
turd, if you don't keep your tongue in
your head I'll rip it out. Beat it!"”

I left, went around the corner, came
back through the alley and went up to
my spying place in the hayloft from the
other side of the barn.

Hercules and Gina came into the stu-
dio. She complained that Innocente was
churlish and offensive. Innocente quar-
reled back. Hercules placated them. He
was leaving for the afternoon on busi-
ness. After he made sure Hercules was
gone with his horse and carriage, Inno-
cente embraced Gina, kissed her mouth
and jabbed his hand up under her skirt.

They climbed the ladder to the hay-
loft. A few feet from where I was hiding,
Innocente spread a horse blanket upon a
mat of hay. They undressed and lay
down. Her gleaming dark coppery skin
and his white muscular body entwined.
Towering above them was the statue of
Moses. Innocente entered Gina and they
rolled and contorted. The greyhound in
the stable below began to bark. They
kissed and bit and pumped and
spasmed, and lay relaxed in the sunlight
from the gable window. Sparrows flew in
and chirped upon the horned head of
Moses. Under the searching rays ol the
sun Gina's breasts were flawless pen-
dants, her solt belly inviting, and blue-
black was the nest of hair between her
thighs. I could see the tiny transparent
bubbles of sweat about her lips and jew-
eling her private hairs. T clutched my
brittling middle. What 1 did I keep to
myself.

Innocente got up and quickly dressed.
“Gina, get your clothes on,” he said nerv-
ously. She yawned and stretched.

“You were in a hwry to come up here,
and now you want to race down.”

“Uneasiness about the old fellow al-
ways comes over me when we've done.”

“Hercules is incapable ol suspicion.
My husband is simple and good.”

“Do you have a cozy sentiment {or the
old fellow?”

“Be fair 1w Hercules. Your father,
Piss-Piss, has done nothing for you. You
owe your life o Hercules.”

“To hell with Hercules and Piss-Piss,
too.” Then he demanded, “After me,
why do you still service the old man2”

She shrugged. “First you enjoy me,
then you question the gift like the green
youth you are.”

He slapped her face and shouted,
“Whore! I see his white beard in bed
with you—I wish him dead for it!”

- L] -

I was feeding wood into the stove that
supplied the heat for the curing vault
when suddenly Innocente picked me up
by the shirt front and asked meaning-
fully, “Did you ever see me touch my
stepmother?”’

“Of course not, Innocente!”

“Have you stayed out of the hayloft?
Don't lie 10 me, you little bastard!”

“I don’t go up to the hayloft anymore
—I swear to God!”

“I don’t trust you. If you spy and say
anything about me, here's what I'll do to
you!" He carried me to the curing
vault, thrust me in and slammed the
door. The airless heat was unbearable. 1
became hysterical. He let me out and
threatened, “That's a taste of what
vou’'ll get if you ever try to make trouble
for me!”

On an afternoon off, I was back in the
hayloft, safe in my crib before Gina and
Innocente came up. When they were
through making love, they talked.

Hercules would never get wise to
them, Gina said, as long as he was led to
believe that they could not tolerate each
other.

“Innocente, our dangers are but two,
the invidious tongues of the paisano
women and the jealous starved soul of
the priest, Don Savonarola, whose desire-
eaten eyes denude and wish to possess
and destroy me.”

To my consternation, I heard they in-
tended to be i the hayloft until the fol-
lowing morning, because Hercules had
gone to Pennsylvania with his wagon and
dray horses for plaster of Paris.

The spring daylight left the gable
window, and in swift moves the setting
sun first pinked and then touched with
silvery blue the big Moses above the lov-
ers. There was the orchestra of quitting
whistles from the factories. Dusk came,
followed by night. T could dimly hear a
phonograph singing, ““There's a little bit
of bad in every good liule girl
they're all the same . . .” Hercules'
mother, blind Rachel, came to the sta-
ble, fed the greyhound and shuflled back
to the house.

In the pearly glow of the moon, the
lush hair between Gina's thighs, the
small bushes of her armpits and the long
hair of her head were a lustrous jet. Her

(continued on page 170)
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“Take my word for it, sir—it looks just great on you
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LORD LOVE A TEEVEE JEEBIE

satire By SHEL SILVERSTEIN

”

“It’s a little Freudian test—You just say the “Now everybody sing along . . .
first thing that frops into your mind . . 17

“Well, I guess that’s the chance you lake, going

[t

to bed with strange women .

“So you didn’t make it in the paleface world .. " “I'd like you to know, My. Henderson, that youw've
f’,

made Suzy a very happy gorilla . . . !



new tongue-in-cheek dialog to enliven television’s late-night movies

““Marry me,” you said, ‘and we'll “Hello, Frenchie?—Listen, about that chick with the
rock around the clock!”” forty-two-inch bust you said was coming over . . .”

“Yeah, well next time I'll pick the
place for the picnic.”

“You just pick them out of the tree—put them in your “I think I should warn you, youw're
basement—and in a couple of months the flunking this sobricty test!”
house falls down!”



PLAYBOY

HOW TO BE A FAQUIR

west as Arabia with their baskets of
snakes, often being away from Badarpur
two or three years.

“The Indian government would like
them o adopt some other way of life,
but they cling to their snakes and their
ancient ways,” Suresh explained.

I was afraid that these strange people
would be loath to allow a visiting Amer-
ican 1o pry into their deepest mysteries,
but I needn’t have worried. When Su-
resh explained what was wanted, the
headman shouted to the attentive crowd
some strange words in Kom-Jogi, which
wanslated would be “Lads, here’s a
prime American sucker loaded with
moola! Let's give him the works!”

Never, not even on the midway of the
old Krinko Combined Shows, which was
the crookedest rag bag cast of the Missis-
sippi, have I ever seen so instant a reac-
tion. From every hut came pouring
hordes of men, women, children and
dogs, all carrying snakes. (I'm not sure
about the dogs, but that was my impres-
sion at the time.) At least 30 people were
playing on gourd flutes, others were beat-
ing on drums, tambourines and tin cans.
They had king cobras. Asiatic cobras,
brown cobras, green cobras, black cobras,
Russell’s vipers, sawscaled vipers, pit vi-
pers, Malayan kraits, Wall’s kraits, Hi-
malayan cat snakes, striped keelbacks,
checkered keelbacks. painted bronzebacks,
pipe snakes, rock pythons, reticulated
pythons, banded racers, grass snakes and
rat snakes. Naked children, scarcely able
1o stand, came toddling toward me drag-
ging furious cobras by their tails and
yelling “Baksheesh, sahib!™ Old, tooth!less
women hobbled acoss the compound
plastered with pythons, and decrepit men
left what must have been their deathbeds
to crawl out of the huts dangling kraits.
Badarpur is an ideal place 1o have your
nonalcoholic d.ts; everything's provided.

I asked the headman if the snakes
were defanged. He replied frankly, “Of
course they are, sahib. What do you
think we are, crazy?”

A defanged snake, although not en-
tirely harmless, is most reluctant to bite,
as his mouth is sore and swollen. Even il
he did, so litle venom would be dis-
charged that simply sucking out the
wound would probably be enough 1o
keep you from having more than a sore
arm. Next I asked about the flute playing.

“Snakes are completely deal,” the
headman explained. “The flute isn’t to
charm the snake, it’s to draw a crowd.”

He gave me a demonstration. 1f you put
a cobra in a basket and then suddenly
take the lid off, the cobra will rear up
(especially if you give the side of the bas-
ket a kick at the same time) and stay
reared up watching you. If you move to
the right or left. the cobra will move a'so,
never taking his eyes off you and always

156 ready to strike. If you sway your body,

(continued from page 135)

the cobra will sway with you, sparring
for a blow. This swaving suggests the un-
dulating motions of a nautch girl, and so
it can be said that the cobra is dancing.
So the performer plays some musical in-
strument, usually the gourd flute, at the
same time swaying his body. The cobra
sways with him. thus “dancing to the
music.” The performer can also accom-
plish the same eflece by playing a sousa-
phone if he keeps swaying.

But it was not until three weeks later,
in Benares, that I saw my first jadoo-wal-
lah—sleight-of-hand performer. 1 watched
with interest while he did card flourishes,
the muliiplying billiard balls, and pro-
duced a stuffed rabbit from his wurban.
After the show I asked him if he knew
any Indian magic. He was highly insulted.

“I am an educated man,” he told me
proudly. “I get my apparatus [rom
Maskelyne's in London, Geisaud’s in
Paris, Hull's in the United States——"

“I'll pay twenty rupees to see a good
routine of Indian magic.”

Bringing his hands together in a beau-
tiful gesture, he bowed and said quietly,
“Sahib, for twenty rupees I'll bury my-
self alive and you can camp on my grave
for three days.”

As my ume was himited, I asked him if
he could do the mango-tree effect. This
famous trick, consisting of making a
mango tree grow belore your eyes, was
described by Madame Blavasky,  the
founder of Theosophy, as an undoubted
miracle. The jadoo-wallah said it was a
little old-fashioned, but agreed to per-
form it

He began by putting a mango pit in a
tin can full of earth and then erecting a
framework of three sucks tied together
at the ends over it. A cdoth was thrown
over the sticks to make an improvised
tent. After a few incantations, he
whipped away the cloth and, sure
enough, there was the young mango
shoot beginning to sprout from the tin.
The cloth was replaced, more incanta-
tions, and when it was removed there
was a sapling. Arv last came the full tree,
some three [eet high. There was even
fruit growing on it, which he broke oft
and handed to me.

It was a good trick, although it took
nearly an hour to perform, mainly be-
cause the flimsy tripod of sticks kept col-
lapsing and each time the jadoo-wallah
had to reach under the tent to adjust the
sticks. When he first covered the ripod
with the cloth, he had concealed in its
folds a small mango shoot which he later
inserted in the can while fixing the
“tent.” When he snatches away the cloth
to reveal the shoot and the audience is
staring at it, he drops the cloth over his
collection of bags, sacks and other bits ol
apparatus lying on the ground. Then
when he picks it up, he has the nextsize
mango concealed inside. He continues

this routine until he finally produces the
threc-foor wee with the fruit. The wrick
can be done only with a mango, as its
leaves and stem are very ftexible and the
whole works can be rolled up and put
into a small space without damaging
them. When unwrapped, they snap into
position like the rubber-flower bouquets
American magicians produce from hats.
The illusion that the wee is actually
growing is very strong, especially as art
each stage the jadoo pulls up the mree
and shows the roots becoming longer
and longer as the tree increases in size.

The jadoo-wallah showed me a coup’e
of other wricks I'd never seen belore. He
had several small bags, each containing a
difterent-colored sand. Then he pro-
duced the old tin can again, filled it
with water and poured sand from cach
of the bags into the can, mixing them
into a muddy mass. He then asked me to
nme a color. I suggesied red. Afrer
showing that his hand was empty, he
rcached into the can and pulled out
some of the varicgated mud. Squeezing
the mass, he poured out a stream of per-
fectly dry brightred sand into my palm.
He did the same for any other color
called for.

Anyone can do this trick, although it
requires a little preparation. You make
up some small balls of the different
colored sands, coat them with grease and
then bake them hard in an oven. A ball
ol the right color is put into each bag of
sand and. being the same color as the
sand around 1t, its almost invisible.
When you pour the different sands into
the tin, pour the small balls in with
them, making sure you keep track of
their positions. If someone asks you for
the red sand, reach into the tin, pick up
the ball of red sand and as you bring it
out, crush the ball in your hand.

The jadoo men also have another sirik-
ing eftect that, when properly presented,
does really seem like magic. The jadoo
produces some small pieces of broken
crockery, each about the size of a postage
stamp, and has you select one. He gives
you a piece of chiarcoal and tells you to
make some design on the piece while his
back is turned and then wrn it over so
he can’t see what you've drawn. He wakes
the piece, being careful not to look at the
design, and puts it on the ground, design
downward. Next, you stamp on the piece,
grinding it into fragments, and wave
your hand over the bits. When you turn
your hand over, the design on the picce
is found stamped on your palm.

When the jadoo takes the picce of pot-
tery, he casually presses his thumb
against the design before placing the
piece on the ground. The soflt charcoal
transfers the pattern to his thumb. Aflter
you've broken the pottery, he tells you
to wave your hand over the spot. As you
do so, he says, “No, closer to the pieces”
and moves your hand into place, at the

(continued on page 171)
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Italians share these sentiments; at
least they believe theyv will never be
able to clear the prostitutes oft the
streets of their cities until Italy's
Parliament abolishes the Merlin
Law in its entirety and once again
insists that a prostitute’s home should
also be her house.

FRANCE

In France, after surveying the results
of the brothel ban that she herself had
instigated, Mme. Marthe Richard person-
ally urged the Paris Council to abolish it.

“I cannot but make the logical conclu-
sion of a situation that has become in-
tolerable,” Mme. Richard declared. “We
have to rcopen the houses of prostitu-
tion.” Mme. Richard subsequently pub-
lished the results of an extensive study
of the situation that led to her sensa-
tional and quite courageous about-face
in her book L'Appel des Sexes.

“The houses of prostitution are neces-
sary,” she stated. “but should be open
establishments, and the girls should be
considered as some kind of social work-
ers. One condition should be that the
police des moeurs (vice squad) stops once
and for all [its] rule through fear.”

Councilwoman Janine Rastier-Caille
joined Mme. Richard in her appeal, stat-
ing that “morals have gained nothing
from the closing of the houses,” while
the V. D. rate had risen 87 percent. Un-
fortunately, Mme. Richard’s second “cru-
sade” was not as successful as her first
and the ban on brothels was not re-
pealed. A Parisian public health official
was quoted by Newsweck as saying, “1
wish we had the courage to undo our
mistakes. Otherwise we are headed for a
real catastrophe.” His words proved pro-
phetic. In the five years prior to 1964,
the venereal disease rate increased by
385 percent.

Benjamin and Masters conclude: “The
French attempt to close down the
brothels, and otherwise greatly restrict
the operations of prostitutes, scems to
have produced more whores, more pimps,
more venereal disease, more crime, and
no benefits apart from such satisfaction as
may be derived from the existence of the
ban [itself].”

U. S. PROSTITUTION LAWS

In America, prostitution is a crime in
every state and the prostitute is a crimi-
nal. In addition, the legal definition of
what constitutes “prostitution” is  so
broad in 16 states that conviction re-
quires only promiscuous or indiscrimi-
nate female sex aciivity whether any
payment Is involved or not.

Judge Morris Ploscowe states, in Sex
and the Law: “Some state laws specifi-
cally require that the prostitute ask for
a fee or other consideration for the
sexual intercourse before the prostitution

(continued from page 72}

charge can be entertained. The usual
view, however, is that it is the indis-
criminate character of the intercourse
that is decisive, and not the fee or com-
pensation. If a woman practices indiscrim-
inate sexual intercourse which she invites
or solicits, she is a prostitute.” By this
broad legal definition, a female would be
guilty of prostitution if she were to
engage in the same random sexual rela-
tions that many single males regularly
seck without prejudice or prosecution.

Prostitution flourishes specifically be-
cause of the double standard that exists
for male and female sex morality, and the
prostitution laws of the United States
are, themselves, patently anti-female. If
prostitution s considered a crime, then
it is logical to assume that both the
participants in the criminal act—the
woman who sells her sexual favors and
the man who purchases them—are guilty.
But in a number of states, the prostitute
—and everyone associated with her in
her profession except the customer—is
included under the law.

In the State of New York, for exam-
ple, the maximum penalties prescribed
for the violation of prostitution laws are
as follows: For the operator of a house
of prostitution, S500 and/or one year;
for the resident or employee ol a house
of prostitution, $500 and/or one year;
for the prostitute, three years; for the

person who entices, abducts or forces a
female into prostitution, $1000 and/or
ten years: for the person who transports,
or arranges to have transported, any

,3,2 0%
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female for the purpose of prostitution,
S5000 and two to twenty years; for the
procurer, agent or pimp, $5000 and 1wo
to twenty years; and for the husband of
the prostitute, for knowingly living on
the earnings of his wife’s prostitution,
ten years. But for the customer, no
penalty is prescribed.

In a few states—among them Connecti-
cut, Delaware, Florida, Illinois and Texas
—the penalty is the same for prostitute
and customer. California is an exception
to the general rule, actually authorizing
a far less severe penalty for the woman
who solicits or accepts payment for sex-
ual intimacies than for the man who
pays for them: For the prostitute, $500

and/or six months; for the customer,
even though California has no laws

against single acts of fornication or adul-
tery, a maximum sentence of up to five
vears.

But even i California, where the let-
ter of the law favors the female, its en-
forcement follows the usual ant-female
pattern. A story in the November 2,
1965 issue of the San Francisco Chron-
icle, carrying the headline “PROSTITUTES

DEMAND EQUAL RIGHTS,” reported:
Two Oakland women have ap-
pealed to the Alameda County

Superior Court to reverse their con-
viction on prostitution charges on
grounds their Constitutional rights
were violated. The women, Jeanette
McDonald and Hattiec Mae Smith,
contend that the men who were
with them when they were arrested

“If it goes over big, we'll keep it in the act!”
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should also have been prosecuted
and that they were thereby denied
equal protection under the law.

In an appeal brief filed by their
attorney, Bertram Edises of Oak-
land, the women charge that they
were discriminated against because
they are women. The document
argues that the law under which
they were convicted last July in mu-
nicipal court makes 1t just as illegal
for a man 1o solicit a prostitute as it
does for a prostitute to solicit a
mann.

The women were arrested in sep-
arate rooms in an Oakland hotel
alter two police vice squad officers
observed them in conversation with
two men on a downtown street
corner. The two men were not arrest-
ed, the briel says, apparently
return for their testimony against
the women.

“The police act arbitrarily and
without rational justification,” the
document says, "“when they single
out the female participant for arrest
and prosecution, granting de facto
immunity to the male participant
who is equally guilty . . .7

The result, the brief argues, is to
deny to women equal protection

under the law as required by the 14th
Amendment to the Constitution.

In some states that do not have spe-
cific statutes prohibiting the patronizing
of prostitutes, the customer may be lia-
ble for prosccution under a [ornication
or adultery law. In any other, as Plos-
cowe points out, “the punishment of the
male customer of a prostitute may be
achieved by applying the rule that any-
one who aids or abets in the commission
ol a crime is himself guilty of criminal
conduct. A prostitute cannot commit an
act of prostitution by hersell, and the
man, in this view of the law, is her ac
complice in violating the criminal stat-
utes against prostitution.”

In actual practice, however, there are
many thousands of arrests [or prostitu-
tion each year throughout the United
States and relatively few arrests, and al-
most no convictions, lor the patronizing
of prostitutes. The courts continue to
prosccute women for prostitution and
avoid prosecuting men for their partici-
pation in the same crime. Just how far
some courts have been willing to carry
this unequal application of the law is
suggested by one case cited by Ploscowe:

“Courts, which are mostly manned by
mile judges, are not happy at the neces-
sity ol applying criminal penalties against

\

“What’s the big problem? If you can’t
get along, get a divorce.”

men who resort to prostitutes. For exam-
ple, in the Towa case of State vs. Gard-
ner, the court had before it a statute
making it a crime for any person to re-
sort to a house of ill fame for the pur-
pose ol prostitution. This statute would
scem 1o be clearly aimed at the male cus-
tomers of the house of prostitution, and
this was the understanding ol the trial
court that convicted the defendant. But
the Supreme Court of lowa construed
the statuie as applying only to the fe-
male prostitute and not to her male
customers.”

Even on those occasions when the
male is also arrested in a prostitution
case, the motive is less apt to be prose-
cution than an expedient means of
securing the necessary witness to sub-
stantiate charges against his  female
partner in crime. Ploscowe’s personal
experience as a judge of the New York
Magistrate’s Court adds authority to his
statement that, “In New York City,
while men are constantly arrested and
charged with aiding and abetting acts
of prostitution, these charges are almost
unilormly dismissed and the defendant
is given a subpoena to appear in couri
to testify against the prostitute . . .”

The prostitute’s willing co-conspirator
is thus intimidated into serving as a
less-than-willing witness for the prose-
cution in order to avoid being tried as
a sexual offender himself.

While justice demands a less one-sided
application of the law, we aren’t sug-
gesting prosecution of the male partic-
pants in prostitution as a reasonable
solution. We have emphasized the in-
herent inequality in this particular form
of sex suppression as further evidence
that the best interests of a free socicty
are served by allowing the sexual ac
tivity of consenting adults to remain a
matter of private moral determination
not to be infringed upon by the state.

In the next installment of this edi-
torial series, we will continue our
consideration of U.S. sex laws with
concluding observations on the social,
psychological, medical and moral im
plications in legalized prostitution; and
how the auempted suppression ol pros-
titution actually encourages organized
vice, official corruption and personal ex-
ploitation, entrapment and other illegal
police practices, and the occasional pros-
ecution ol altogether innocent citizens,

See “The Playboy Forum™ in this issue
for readers’ comments—pro and con—on
subjects raised in previous installments
of this editorial series. Four booklet re-
prints of “The Playboy Philosophy,” in-
cluding parts 1-7, 8~12, I3-18 and 19-22,
are avatlable at $1 per booklet. Send
check or money order to vLAYBOY, 232
E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinots 60611,
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There is vet another convolution in
the vicious maze. In many a Negro home
across America, seeds of mistrust are
being sown by well-meaning but embit-
tered parents who attempt to protect
their children by forewarning them of
the traumatic expericnces that await
them in the “white” world outside the
gheto. This in itself is crippling, since
the offspring go out expecting such
treatment and, fnding it, say inwardly,
“Well, that's Mr. Charlie for vou,” and
preste!  Another biased, unreasonable,
potentially explosive social entity is
created, and a good, perhaps gifted,
mind is lost to hate,

At the most influential place outside
the home, the classroom, another lament-
able situation exists. History textbooks
have in the past been notorious for their
lack of information about the Negro in
America, except to state that they were
at the roots of the economy of the South,
and “Mastah” Lincoln set them free.
Armed with this scanty bit of text,
filtered through generations until it is
pretty well standardized, the white chil-
dren have little respect for the Negro,
and Negro children have little to admire
about their own [orefathers.

There is, however, at least a partial
answer. In San Francisco a small but dy-
namic change is taking place. History
classes in that city’s schools have made
accurate  Negro history supplementary
reading. At last the wue impact of the
presence of the colored man in America
is being brought home to the very gener-
ation that can do the most to rectfy the
dilemma. This will give white youngsters
more appreciation for our colored citi-
zens, and the Negro people will—through
our young people—gain a new sense of
past accomplishment and contribution, a
sense we deeply need.

To Messrs. Parker and Hall T can
only say that the Negro was not “kick-
ing and screaming” because the white
man was “drageing hm upward from
chaotic savagery,” but because the South’s
“senteel white Protestant™ had his gen-
1eel, well-booted foot on the Negro's lace.

Steve Duncan
Oakland, California

BUBBLING HORMONES

This country and civilization is so ri-
diculously fouled up on the subject of
sex it infuriates me. Men by and large
want to shirk the responsibility of a
veally good screw. They ho-ho-ho at the
water cooler like 12-year-olds over some
tiny titillation instead of getting on with
the notion of being a really hne lover.
They wallow in dreams of the lovely
princess who is too good to make love to.

| L
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Sir Galahads, indeed! They are utterly
cruel in their fantasies. The day they
realize that women also have violently
bubbling hormones, souls capable ol ex-
quisite subtleties and courage enough not
to pretend that they are not “doing it,”
we can all get on with the joyful experi-
ence of bedding with the one we love
simply because we happen to love him.
Mrs. W. T. Wilhams
Livermore, California

THE RIGHT TO BE PURE

Recent issucs of pLavsoy have empha-
sized the “rights” of adults in the area of
love and sex—the right ol consenting
adults to make love in private without
legal reswaims. You say these “rights”
are being violated by “antiquated sex
laws.”

You talk of legal and social invasion
of your privacy. You talk also of mis-
guided citizens who [avor these an-
tiquated sex laws and who. if informed.
would oppose these same laws.

But what about my vighis? What
about my richt to raise children so that
they won't be influenced by The Play-
boy Philosophy, which T believe to be
damaging to spiritual, mental and physi-
cal health? What about my right to use a
public toilet without being approached
by a homosexual? What about my right
to live in a moral society (using my
definition or moral and not PLAYBOY'S)?
Don’t 1 have these rights?

By claiming these rights to private love-
making for yourselves and others, you
are contaminating the rights that the

rest of us call the rights of decency,
morality and chastity. You are endanger-
ing our privilege to be different from the
pleasure seekers, the lustful of heart and
the corrupt in mind. More specifically,
you endanger my right to marry a vir-
gin, raise children so that they will not
become corrupted by your philosophy,
and attempt 10 make a clean honest liv-
ing in a moral society. If these rights of
mine suppress your rights, may 1 respect-
fully remind you that my ideas arc the
ones on which this nation was founded.
Phillip Moschenrose
Marshall, Hlinois

You are mustaken if you think you
have a nightl to live in an itellectually
antiseptic communily where all ideas
and values that threalen your own are
suppressed. You can teach your childven
any sel of values you wish, but society
has no more obligation to protect your
childven from “The Playboy Philoso-
phy” than it has to protect our children
from your values, 1We don’t wish to deny
you the right to live as you please, but if
our ideas ave so persuasive that they
pose a thveat lo yowrs, then perhaps
your ideas need re-examining.

Our nation was [ounded, noi on the
“vights” you claim, but on those oul-
lined in the Declavation of Independence
—tao life. liberty and the pursuit of hap-
piness. If you are incapable of finding
happiness except in a sociely made up
of others exaclly like yourself, then we
suggest you organize one. You can then
successfully protect your children from
the “contamination” of all opinions but
your own.
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THE NEW MORALITY

We Irequently hear the question of
whether religion is so far out of date
that it is unable to teach anything
healthy about sex and its standards.
Christian groups differ on this, but the
Anglican Church teaches birth control
for married couples and the philosophy
that sex is for enjoyment by married
people as well as for procreation. Sexual
intercourse can have deep emotional val-
ues necessary to a happy marriage. To
say that sex itself is sin is nuts, of course.
It is the misuse and abuse of it that is
the sin—commercialization of ir, if you
will. To say that intercourse is OK be-
tween unmarried people il they are in
love is to call for a new detinition of
“love.”

If I read it correcily, the “New Moral-
ity” works something hike this: A certain
trend in society is discovered that the
Churches called evil, but since religion
hasn’t stopped it, we had better find
ways to make it respectable. So now we
call a drunk a sick person. Adultery is
“having an affair.”” Obscenity hecomes
“new art.” And Playboy Clubs become
a harmless way for men 1o work off
their passions by “leok but don’t touch”
experiences, Seems to me this boils down
to “life by instinct” rather than “life by
law.” Admiuedly, laws should be ex-
amined and changed from time to time.
They are man-made and need perfection.
But {ruth doesn’t change. Human rights
today are the same human rights as n
6000 b.c.

I like your magazine in many ways. I
have read and enjoyed several copies.
The paper, ads, color, variety and pic-
tures are [ar ahead ol your imitators,
although in many of these imitators you

“Well, you said get out the Bat-mobile

get more curves for your money. Why
doesn’'t Hefner just be what he is—a
peddler of pazazz, like the old Ziegfeld
Follies? Nudity with class. Artful filth.

Try vour ideas out on your own teen-
age daughter or son and stay with ’em to
sce how they make out in the next 30
years. As a clergyman, I have had 32
years' experience, raised five children
and stayed with the same wife. I still
have a lot 10 learn, of course.

The Rev. John L. Knapp
Avon Park, Florida

One of the things you still have to
learn is the meaning of the New Moral-
iy movement in theology. It is not, as
you have indicated, a whitewash of those
social evils the Church has failed to
eradicale. It is, vather, a rejection of the
abuses of legalism and a rvelurn to a
more genwine morality in which cach
situation 1s judged on ils own merits. It
is a recognition that the very concept of
morality implies freedom of choice.

Dr. Joseph Fletcher, Professor at the
Episcopal Theological School in Cam-
bridge, Massachuselts, wrote recently:

The new morality 1s a form of
ethical relativism. . . . In this moral
Strategy the governing considera-
tion s the situation, with all of its
contingencies and exigencies. The
silualionisi enters inio every decision-
making situation armed with princi-
ples, just as the legalist does. But
the all-imporiant difference is that
his moral principles are maxims of
general or frequent wvalidity; their
validity always depends upon the
situation. The siluationist is pre-
pared in any concrele case lo sus-
pend, ignore or violate any principle

(kL4
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if by doing so he can effect more
good than by following it . . .

Adultery, for instance, is ordinar-
ily wrong, not in itself but because
the emotional, legal and spiritual
entatlments are such that the over-
all effects are evil and hurtful rather
than helpful—at least in our present-
day Weslern socicty. But there is al-
ways the oulside case, the unusual
stluation in which adultery
could be the right and good thing . . .

In  some situations unmarried
love could be infinitely more moral
than married unlove. Lying could
be more Christian than telling the
truth. Stealing could be better than
respecling private property. No ac-
tion is good or right in itself. It de-
pends on whether it hurts or helps
people, whether or not it serves
love’s purpose—understanding love
to be personal concern—in the situa-
lont. %
~ Nothing is inherently good or
evil, excepl love (personal concern)
and its opposite, indifference or ac-
tual malice . _ .

In the same way that sex is right
or wrong according to ils treatment
of persons, so with the so-called “ob-
scene.” Frankness about sex is not
wrong. As somebody said recently,
obscenity is the word “nigger” on
the lips of a Bull Connortype cop.

Even a transient sex liaison, if il
has the elements of caring, of ten-
derness and selfless concern, of mutual
offeving, is Deller than a mechani-
cal, egocentric exercise of conjugal
“rights” between lwo uncaring or
possibly antagonistic marriage part-
ners. Sexual infercourse is not right
or good just because it is legal (by
civil or canonical law), nor is il
wrong just because it is oulside the
law. So-called common-law mar-
riages recognize this . . .

The Christian enileria for sex ve-
lations are positive: Sex is a malter
of certain ideals of rvelationship.
These ideals are based upon a cer-
tain faith: about God, Chnist, the
Church, who man is and his destiny.
Therefore, if people do not em-
brace that faith (and most don’t),
there is no reason why they should
live by it. . . . If true chastity means
a marital monopoly, then let those
who believe in it recommend it by
reason and example. Nothing is
gained by condemning the unbe-
liever. Indeed, to condemn him is
more unjust (immoral) than a sex-
ual escapade!

It is true, of course, that coital ad-
ventures may bring on delayed emo-
tional reactions, but the same is
true of petting. And in any case,
these feelings ave largely guill feel-
ings which changing cullural norms
are making archaic or even anledi-
lwvian. The guilt is going. If Chris-
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tians honestly and seriously believe
that there are mallers of principle
at stake, as distinct from sttuational
factors. they had better make them
clear. And whatever they come up
with, they aren’t going to make a
good case for absolute, universal
and unexceptionable ethical nega-
tives. Or positives. The new moral-
ty is a betley morality than that—
than the old morality.

POWER OF POSITIVE SEX

May I take this opportunity to say
that [ agree wholcheartedly with the
basic intent of The Playboy Philosophy.
Of course, there are some statements that
I cannot accept, particularly those regard-
ing the role of the Church.

I was in Cincinnati in November for
the National Conference on Christian
Education of the Methodist Church and
heard a lawyer for the Citizens for De-
cent Literature preside over a critical
discussion of your magazine. Afier hear-
ing all he was against, 1 asked him what
he was for. 1 am sorry to say thar he
could not give me any valid expression

of what sex meant 1o him as a Christian
layman, or even as a man.

During the Conlerence a group ol us
went to the Cincinnau Playboy Club
and had a delightful evening. The [ood
was delicious, the entertainment excel-
lent and the girls were not only beaut-

ful, but charming and courtcous.
The Rev. John H. Williams
Fust Methodist Church
Athens, Ohio

VOCAL VICARS
I have long had a healihy respect for




views expressed in peavsov and was de-
lighted when my husband obtained a
subscription.

Lately I have noticed many letters in
The Playboy Forum from ministers ol
various denominations. Whether or not
they agree, they are vocal.

This. it seems to me, indicates a trend
toward a more liberal outlook in our
churches. Regardless of their point ol
view, at least your succinct and intelli-
gent articles have aroused their interest.

Patricia Anne LaCoste
Fresno, California

RELIGIOUS PLAYBOY

I observe that more and more of your
correspondents are, like myself, clergy-
men agreeing in part and sometimes
entirely with Hefner's outlook on censor-
ship, sex and freedom in general.

It is my observation that pLAYBOY Is a
religious magazine. Belore you die laugh-
ing, let me explain what I mean.

Religion, as Christ intended, is noth-
ing more or less than the process by
which man seeks to find the rationale
behind his existence. It is man seeking
to know himself and thereby o achieve
an honest relationship with God. It is
man being quite honest with himself
about himself. It is, finally, man estab-
lishing for himself what is o be his ulti-
mate concern. Christ’s point was that
this ultimate concern should be God
Himself, and not some man-contrived
little god that would ultimately prove
useless.

Thus religion has to do with people,
and every man, whether he likes it or
not, undergoes the religious process—
either getting somewhere or getting side-
wacked along the way.

rraveoy is, therefore, religious in the
best Christian sense, because PLAYBOY is
not trying to fool anyone, and I might
add that eravooy at least reverences
what the Creator produced as the cap-
stone of His handiwork—woman.

The churches have killed religion. In
fact, wo much religion has obscured
God so that no one can scem to higure
out where He is any more, or why He
should be there in the first place. A few
courageous souls (Bonhoeffer, Bulitmann
et al.) have been neady labeled and cata-
loged and relegated to  “schools of
thought™ by the rest. As soon as a man’s
thought is labeled, it is done for.

A renewal ol religions consciousness,
and renewal of the search for the mean-
ing of life vis-a-vis God, can come only
outside the Church now, where people
are free o think for themselves and not
get labeled by some theologian. And the
principal place where such thinking is
going on today is—you guessed it
—PLAYBOY.

rraysoy can offer men a new slant on
religion. If you don’t, someone even-
tually will anyway, but by then it might

be oo late for it to do any good. Men

are ripe today for an opportunity to

search for and meet God without the

trappings of religion getting in the way.
(Lutheran pastor’s name and

address withheld by request)

A TRUE BELIEVER

I am by no means an authority on
The Playboy Philosophy. It happened
that when the first installment of your
series came out a couple of years ago, I
was given a copy ol it by one of my
former students, who had read it with
great outrage and wanted to discuss with
me the formulation of a telling reply.
Quite honestly. I couldn’t get very much
worked up over it one way or the other.
I thought 1t contained about the normal
proportions of nonsense and insight,
and mostly I found it not very original
in either respect, pretty boring. and cer-
tainly not the kind of thing I would buy
rravsoy for. (I like o look at the pic
tures.) So my young Iriend went away
sorrowing, and I read no more, and if
anvone had told me that this thing
would still be going strong more than 20
mstallments later and would be the sub-
ject of solemn discussions all over the
place, 1T would have thought he was our
of his mind. That just shows you how
far out of touch with reality T am.

I have, however, read with most care
the recent Trialogue installments of dis-
cussion with the clergy, in which I have
a certain personal interest, since it hap-
pens that Father Gary is one of my old-
est and most valued Iviends and is also, I
should think. the owner ol one ol the
ugliest faces ever o appear in your
pages. (When a mutual friend told me a
while back that Gary had “appeared in
rLaveoy.” my mind reeled briefly uniil it
was made clear in what way he had
appeared.)

The greatest obstacle 1o my accept-
ance of Mr. Helner's views is the ex-
uaordinary zeal and  seriousness  with
which he presents them. He sounds, if
vou will forgive my saying i, too much
like an evangelist for my taste. He is ob-
viously very deeply commitied to his
cause, and he preaches it with a mis
sionary's unrelenting  single-mindedness
and humorlessness. Like an evangelist,
he believes that his listeners have fallen
into evil and destructive ways from
which it 1s his vocation 1o deliver them
and point the way to salvation. Like an
evangelist, he engages in considerable
rittal denunciation of the wicked
(mostly “puritans,” 1 gather) and their
doctrines (“antisexuality™) and a corre-
sponding symbolic celebraton of the
way of life he offers (“sense of identity,”
“psychological well-being,” “positive ap-
proach,” “enlightenment,” “freedom,”
and so on). Like an evangelist, he is not
so much interested in analyzing his sub-
ject matter—despite  the  considerable
pseudoscholarly  apparatus  with  which

he surrounds it—as in condemning one
set of values and loyalties and extolling
another. “Choose ye this day whom ye
will serve,” he seems to command—and
the choice is between “negative, suppres-
sive, perverted concepts of sex.” and *a
positive,  permissive, natural  view.”
That's the language of someone trying
to save souls, nor trying to invite
rational discussion.

In short, he swikes me as a very reli-
gious man, a True Believer il ever there
was one, and, as I think he would proba-
bly agree, True Believers are awlully
hard for the unfaithful to talk with.
Please don’t mistake me: 1 admire this
kind of fervor, though I cannot [orbear
to say that [ would admire it more if it
were devoted o a moral cause that
seemed to me of greater moment than
Helner's, say that of the Peace Corps, or
the civil rights movement, or even cou-
servatsm. But that is, ol course, his busi-
ness, and we can't all be Martin Luther
Kings. My main problem is that 1 do not
have Hefner's fervent temperament; at
any rate, it is not greatly inflamed by his
cause, cither for or against. The result is
thar I gee all involved in problems that
to him doubtless seem to be unimpor-
tant and evasive of the main point.

Take this business ol sex, for example.
It seems to me just remotely possible
that the “ouumoded™ views and attitudes
about sex which Hefner characterizes as
taboos, superstitions, repressions, dog-
mas, and so on, may not be quite such
unadulterated and dangerous nonsense
as he seems o think. Perhaps they repre-
sent some grasp of the extraordinary de-
structiveness, as well as the creativity
and fulfillment, of which human sexual-
itv—like all other human drives and
needs—is capable. Perhaps the social con-
trols which Helner seems to regard as
the cause of this destructive potentiality
are not alter all solely responsible for its
existence, but are attempts, however in-
adequate and often misguided, o deal
with a problem inherent in the nate
ol things. Contrariwise, I am unable to
give the unqualified allegiance he seems
to give to the dogmas of the “modern™
psychoanalytic interpretations  of  the
sources of sexual conflict, tension and
frustration. (I am confident that he him-
sell has read Freud and other analysts
carelully enough to realize that his rep-
resentation even of their “understanding
and insights” is remarkably partial and
oversimplified, not to say trivial.)

Well, enough of that. My only point is
that I don’t think Helner and I are on
quite the same wave length, because it
seems to me he wants to preach and |
want to reflect, and therefore I find his
attitude a little too solemn and too pon-
tifical for comfort. It may seem odd that
the sophisticated magazine editor should
write sermons and the clergyman should
find them wo religious—but then it's an
odd world, isn’t it?
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I detect a certain impatience on Hel-
ner's part with the preoccupation of
some of your readers and critics with the
“sex angle” in what rraynoy is doing,
and 1 sympathize wholeheartedly with
that impatience. It is quite clear to me
that the “Playboy life” Helner wishes to
recommend is a much broader matier
than one simply of sexual attitudes and
practices, though doubtless they are an
mmportant part and symbol of it

I am sorry, however, that apparently
he believes that criticism of his “philoso-
phy™ in these broader terms is inspired
by the same “significant element of
puritanism” that he sees as the source of
all opposition to his views on and pres
entations of sex itsell. (Helner would be
in as bad shape without puritanism as
the preacher would be without sm or
some politicians without communism—
each has a pervasive, subtle and evi-
dently endless multiform enemy.) At
least T think my own criticism cannot
airly be called “puritanical.” though it
may be equally objectionable to you on
other grounds. Quite frankly, T find all
this sophisticated living stuflf more than
a linle cloyving, and all the accompanving
sartorial, dietary and aesthetic advice
rather Tunny. 1 can understand how im-
portant it may all be for late adolescents
of whatever age, and 1 know that there
is something of the late adolescent in all
of us, but it is beyond my comprehension
how grown men can cultivine it as a
“way of life” without leeling sometimes
a little foolish and most of the time
cheated. And when it is decorated with
an inflated and for all I know intermina-
ble “'philosophy™ to boot, I'm moved not
so much to righteous indignation as to a
fit of the giggles.

I mean, I'm all for a littdle fun now
and then, but for God's sake, do we
have to work so hard at it and then on
top of that think about it so muech? In
your world the simple pleasures of food,
drink, entertainment, even sex, get so
messed up with agonizing over an ac-
ceptable image of one’s self that I'm
surprised half your readers aren’t con-
.'ilipiltt_‘ll or impotent. (For all T know,
maybe they are; do you know?) And by
the time all of this has been worked over
and codified and solemmized imo a
“philosophy,” it's abour as appealing as
a New Testament parable worked over
by one of the more ham-handed
theologians.

Well, I've gone on much too long. No
matter how cantankerous, I mean all
this criticism amiably enough, and 1
hope you may accept it in the same
spirit.

The Rev. John W. Turnbull, Ph.D.

Professor of Christian Ethics
The Episcopal Theological Seminary
ol the Southwest

Ausun, Texas.

Your lelter is loo enlerlaining for us
to have anything less than an amiable



reaclion: and we cven admit to possess-
ing all that zeal you mention as “the
greatest obstacle to [your) accepiance of
Myr. Hefner's views.”

We concede that viLayeoy's editor-
publisher and staff display uncommon
enthusiasm for their editorial duties, but
we don’t think Hefner’s zeal can be con-
siderved evangelistic—even if Paul Krass-
ner once did refer to im in The Realist
as “the secular Billy Graham.” (The
Realist has also referred to Hefner as
“the Green Hornet” and “a virgin,”
which shows how much Krassner knoiws.)

Hefner isn't a True Belicver; he's a
belicver in truth. In “The Playboy Phi-
losophy.” colorful rhetoric has never
been a replacement for vesearch and rea-
son. Yes, Hefner is “very deeply com-
mitled to lus cause,” as you state, bul we
disagree that he “preaches it with a mis-
sionary’s unrelenting single-mindedness
and humorlessness.”

One of your colleagues, the Reverend
Richard I. Hettlinger, author, lecturer
and Associale Professor of Relicion at
Kenyon College, expresses exactly the op-
posite view in a chapter devoted to “The
Playboy  Philosophy,” in  his  highly
praised bool. “Living wilh Sex: The
Student's Dilemma”:

“Much of Hefner’s concern, and much
of his success, lies in poking fun at the
sacred cows and ouidated taboos of our
double-faced society. Undoubtedly. the
various atiempts by the Chicago authori-
ties to squash him have been due to his
criticism of the establishment and s
persistent and well-documented revela-
tion of the fact that the emperor (like
the girls in the magazine) has no (or very
few) clothes. He shows up the absurdities
of our antiquated and inconsistenl sex
laws, decries the pevsecution of the un-
fortunate Lenny Bruce, and very prop-
erly and vightly denounces the wvigilante
lactics of such self-appointed guarvdians
of the public morality as the National
Organization for Decent Literalure.

“Some of Hefner's illustrations of the
workings or misworkings of the state and
local obscently laws ave hilavious. The
head of Atlanta’s five-member movie-
censorship board., a housewife. explained
on a TV interview that “Never on Sun-
day” had been banned because it in-
cluded the word ‘whove! Other [ilins
with a similay theme had been admitled
but, ‘We've called them (ramps: we've
called them ladies of easy wirtue; we've
called them call girls; weve called them
. .. girls of the night; but whore is a
word that we have nol customarily al-
lowed on our screens in Ailania, because
we consider it just a little bit too rugred
for family audiences—though, as Hef-
ner pointed out, she appavently didn’t
find it too rugged for family TV screens.
It seems unbelicvable that only ten years
ago the Board of Censors in New York
cut the scenes of the birth of a baby bison
out of a Wall Disney wildlife feature,

but continued to permit almost any rep-
resentalion of violent and sadistic death
on the screen. But best of all is the story
of the head of the Memphis censor board
who objected to a film because il con-
tained a word she had never heard be-
fore: s-l-u-t.

“For myself, I applaud the pLAYBOY
protest against this kind of nonsensical
hyprocrisy, which, by pretending that sex
is not theve and by hiding the veality
under Victorian euphemisms, makes it
the more difficult to achieve any whole-
some and positive understanding of the
nature of sexuality. In addition, by con-
centvaling its public wrath upon the
suppased obscenily of sex, society all too
casily detracts atlention from the real
evils of the day.”

You suggest that sex taboos, supersti-
tions and repressions may in fact “vepre-
sent some grasp of the extraordinary
destructiveness” of which human sexuality
is capable. Another of your colleagues,
Dr. joseph Fileicher, professor at Cam-
bridge Episcopal Theological  School,
suggests that sex is rapidly losing its abil-
iy to desiroy: “The fact is that all
chuichmen  have velied on  prudential
arguments agamnst sexual freedom—the

triple terrors of conceplion, infection
and detection—not upon Christian sanc-
tions. But modern medicine and urban
anonymity have made sex relatively safe.
The danger-argument is almost old hat.”

We think the pastor doth protest too
much when even pLAYBOY's service fea-
tures on food, drink, fashion and enter-
tainment suggest an image of the reader
“agonizing over an acceptable image of
one’s self . . " And you accusec us of
“unrelenting single-mindedness and hu-
morlessness”?

Let’s let a last colleague describe what
he belicves pLAYBOY's editorial content
and appeal ave veally all about. In a re-
ceni issue of Christian Advocale, the
official Methodist magazine “For Pastors
and Church Leaders,” Dr. Allen .
Moore, Assistant Professor of Christian
Education and Dean of Students, School
of Theology at Clavemont, California,
stales:

“Young urbanites find in pLAYBOY a
point of view that seems to be rationally
consistent with their understanding of
the modern situation. They see the older
forms of society breaking down under
the strains and stresses of accelerated
change. Technical advances have made

“Honey, I'm home . .. !
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auvailable to the masses the symbols of
culture and the luxuries of life reserved
until recently for the wery rich. . . .
PLAYROY'S point of view makes sense out
of affluence and emphasizes its positive
values for a good and happy life. It al-
lows for the new and different, lifts up
the glamorous and the beautiful, and en-
courages the modern and the rational.
The premium is upon unencumbered
youth . . . at liberty (o experiment, ex-
plore, and evaluate for oneself the pleas-
ures of a good life.

“Basic o this point of view is the im-
portance which Hefner places upon in-
dividual freedom. He makes it clear that
he does not mean a society without rules,
as his eritics have unfairly charged. What
he is working for editorially is the [ree-
dom for every pevson (o explore and
express his imdividuality without inter-
ference from either legal or veligious
anthority. He belicves that  controls
should further indvoiduality rather than
limit il. On this point, he is especially
critical of the efforts of organized ve-
ligion, in the light of sectavian dogmas,
to enact laws that will force all indrioid-
uals to conform to particular expressions
of life.

“A second reason why many young
adnlis respond to rLAYBOY is ils call for
maove realism in regavd (o sex. Whatever
else we might say about Hefner's phi-
losophy, we must admit that he has made
a careful survey of the sexual predica-
ment of our day. His answers may nol
be sufficient. They are certainly non-
lraditional, but he has raised the hard
questions which must be answered in
some responsible way by the veligious
establishment.

“Aside [rom the ‘Philosophy, much of
riAYBOY's material in rvegard 1o sex is
salivical. Because the church does not
know how to laugh at sex, this salive has
nol always been recognized in criliques
of the magazine. Our preoccupation with
sex—ils negative aspects—has led us to
lose a healthy sense of humor regarding
it. To this Hefner has replied by lifting
ufy and exaggervating the antisexuality in
our cullure. the barnyard jokes, the con-
lradictions between the official position
of the establishment and the unofficial
practices and atlitudes of its members,
and the sexual games which are playcd
by fearful men and women.

“Hefner's thesis is that much of the
sickness and guilt of our society could
be eliminated if persons could begin to
laugh al sex rather than yelegating it to
naughty conversations or to little spirti-
wal talks. And he may be right”’

The Reverend Moove finds “individual
freedom,” “a good and happy life” and
“a healthy sense of humor regarding sex,”
when he analyzes the publication. Where-
as, you express surprise that rPLAYBOY’s

168 readers aren’t “conslipated or impotent”;

adding, gratuitously, “For all 1 hknow,
maybe they are; do you know?”
Yes, Reverend Turnbull, we know.

SEXUAL EMANCIPATION PROCLAIMED

While those ol us interested in sexual
cmancipation to [acilitate humanitarian
social objectives have been writing and
wlking for a generation or more with no
great observable success, rrLavBoy has
done more than any other person, group,
organization or publication toward ac-
complishing the feat in less than a dec
ade. 1 ser forth all the essentials of the
rLAYBOY attitude toward sex and sex-
ual problems in Chapter IX. on “Ethics
and History,” ol my New History and
the Social Studies some 410 years ago, but
it worked no revolution in public att-
tude. So far as I could discover, it did
not produce much added enlightenment
cven among historians.

To have built up an influential na-
tional magazine around the girl appeal
essential to gain a large body ol readers
at the beginning, but kept [ree [rom the
“dirt” and obscenity that are all too
often associated with such publications—
introducing plenty of rollicking humor
to cnliven our proto-Orwellian era—and
to have accomplished more than any
other force or influence in making it
possible 1o present sex as something that
can be approached in a rational and so-
phisticated manner is probably the most
impressive and commendable journalis-
tic achicvement of the post-War years.

As Mr. Helner has succceded in this
indispensable contribution. he has also
stepped up the Ievel and cffectiveness of
his assault on sexuval bigony and oppres-
sion by gradually but successfully shift-
ing serious reader interest from exclusive
concern with [eminine allure and pic-
torial amusement o the Forum, in
which he discusses and debates the social
implications and aspects of sexual and
related problems. The success of his to-
tal effort in providing us with rLaysoy is
more impressively exemplihed by the
fact that the cver-growing correspond-
ence section of the magazine has been
mraced by communications [rom enminent
physicians, psychiatrists, clergymen and
college presidents, deans and prolessors.

In my chapter published in 1925, and
in many books, chapters and articles
since that time, I have declared it 1o be
my measured and informed opinion that
sexual ignorance and intolerance have
been the cause of more human misery
and suffering than all the wars, famines,
diseases and epidemics of human expen-
ence; indecd, have been a substantial if
not outstanding ciuse ol some of the lat-
ter, such as famine and disease. Having
been mainly motivated during my life-
time by a desire 1o have misery and
suffering diminished and happiness and
well-being promoted, it is not surprising
that I am grateful to Mr. Helner and

pLAYBOY and properly appreciative of
what they have accomplished in getting
us better prepared to attack the evils
that grow out ol sexual obscurantism
and to be more capable of cnjoving the
greater happiness that a rational ap-
proach to sex can make possible.

reAaysoy has not solved the problems
connected with sex, marriage and the
family, or even with informal sexual re-
lations generally, nor has it seriously
pretended to do so. But it has probably
done more than anything else i our day
to cnable us to start dealing with sexual
issues in a civilized manner, and to en-
courage us to take up this task. When,
to this [undamental achievement, are
added the fact that Mr. Helner has pro-
vided us with a lively intellectnal maga-
zine and, because ol its cartoons, perhaps
the best humorous publication of our
day, 1 feel that we are his debtors 10 a
significant  extent.  Another feature ol
rLAYBOY that appeals to me, whatever
one thinks of its sexual philosophy, is
that the publication has made an es-
thetic contribution in lending “class™ 10
sex appeal.

Nobody short of a lanatical partisan
of pLAYBOY could pretend to believe that
everything presented in the magazine,
even in the Forum, is invariably well
chosen, or even that in what is generally
useful and commendable the best material
and procedure are always employed.
Moreover, there are plenty ol other high-
grade magazines to which rcaders may
and should turn to supplement rrLAvYBOY.
Hefner has not pretended to have any
monopoly on information, wisdom and
social guidance. He has perlormed the
main task he has set for himself remark-
ably well, and all the evidence indicates
that his efforts will be more effective and
will increasingly broaden the ficld of intel-
lectual and mstitutional emancipation.

Nor does Helner pretend o be a ma-
wure and veteran philosopher in the aca-
demic mold. It is my opinion that not
since Havelock LEllis has a philosopher
appeared who has done as much as Hel-
ner to promote enlightenment in the
sexual realm. Hence, I, lor one, can
only wish more power to his pen and
dictaphone.

Harry Elmer Barnces
Malibu, California

We're overwhelmed by such a gracious
communication [rom the eminent edu-
cator, sociologist and author.

“The Playboy Forum™ offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog belween
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and  issues  raised  in
Hugh M. Hefner's continuing edilorial
series, “The Playboy Philosophy.” Ad-
dress all correspondence on either “Pli-
losophy” or “Forum” to: The Playboy
Forum, vLavsoy, 232 E. Ohio Street,
Chicago, Ilhinois 60611,



“Have no [ear, sir! When Petrovski, World's Grealest Hypnolist,
brings your wife to, she will remember nothing!'
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HAYI.“FT (continued from page 152}

eyes were wells of purple-and-white flow-
ers, and her flesh was shimmering gold
blackness against which her full mouth
was vermilion, the sex-swollen nipples of
her breasts livid carnelian.

Clouds curtained the moon and my
vision was bounded by darkness. I
sensed them as they loved and rested,
their breathing harsh and rasping, then
blending into long strengthless sighs. In-
nocente arose and urinated somewhere,
and then Gina. My insides were pressing
for release. 1 didn’t dare cause any
sounds. I feared that Innocente would
discover me and put me into the heat-
curing vault to die cooked and
suffocated. 1 heard the wolling of San
Rocco, the wild laughter of Uncle Piss-
Piss from Tony's saloon on the corner
nearhy, the wrolley, the distant clanking
freight rains, ships’ whistles on the
Hudson River, mice and birds in the
loft, and the hoofed movings and mak-
ing wind of the horses in the stable be-
low. Father was out in the street calling
for me to come home and cursing a blue
streak in frustration.

Gina and Innocente were in exhaust-
ed sleep. but 1 couldn’t leave without
stepping on them. I had to stay in my
ap.

There was deep silence fretted by In-
nocente's raucous snoring and the dog’s

intermittent growling below.

Hercules came back. The dog was agi-
tated. He whispered 1o the dog. He
could not help but hear Innocente’s
loud snoring. He went into the studio,
lighted a candle and came up the ladder.
His white-maned head appeared at the
top of the ladder. He held the candle up
high. In its flickerings he saw his naked
wife and stepson. Gina had her hands
under her head, her long legs wide-
spread. Innocente slept face downward
on Gina's breasts, with his leg flung over
her hip. Hercules stared. His mouth
dropped open. His face seemed to turn
into rotten crumbling stone. His head
swayed [rom side o side in denial. He
mumbled a prayer, blew out the candle,
quietly descended and left with his
horses and wagon.

At daylight Gina's mother, the Red
Parasol. called up to the hayloft, caution-
ing Gina and Innocente.

“Jesus, T slept like Lazarus,” said In-
nocente. They hastily made love, dressed
and left.

I caught hell from my tearful mother
when I got home. I went to the toilet,
had breakfast and went to work in the
studio.

Hercules returned with a bewildered
look, but he said nothing. We unloaded
the bags ol plaster from the wagon. My

“Harry, you arve a very sick bigot.”

father came up behind me and said
through gritting teeth, “So you try to
run away from home and become a bum
like the American kids, heh? Next time
don’t come back—and if you do you will
remember the taste of my hands for the
rest of your goddamn sweet hfe—you
betcha!™

Next time came a few weeks later.
Again, while observing the lovers from
my «crib in the hayloft, 1 learned that
Hercules had left on another overnight
trip and I would be stuck there until the
following morning.

Innocente said, *“There’s something
dreadful about the old fellow’s kindness.
His eves go through me. He pretends he
doesn’t know about us. Let's take his
cashbox and run away before it’s too
late.”

“No, later you will want a fnger-in-
mouth Madonna and reproach me for
not having been virgin. And you'll al-
ways see Hercules in our bed. Let things
be. Destiny answers all things.”

This time I did not escape the frantic
wrath of my parents. Mother restrained
Father, and made me kiss the rosary and
tell the truth. Mother deplored the facts,
but Father grinned. I had to go to
confession over the matter. It was not 1
who had enjoyed the alleged sinning. In
the confessional, as I spilled it all to
Don Savonarola, 1 could not see himn,
but he groaned as if taken with a fit.

Saying my penitential “Our Fathers”
and “Hail Marys,” the only feeling I had
was that of having betrayed the woman 1
loved, Gina, to the cutting paisanos and
merciless Don Savonarola. A paisano se-
cret had the life span of the May fly.
Father and Mother blabbed to the parsa-
nos who, because of the enormous horns
Gina the African and her stepson had
rooted into the image maker's forchead,
crowned Hercules with the stigmatic
nickname of “I! Cornuto.”

If a paisano put the horns on the hus-
band of an American woman, it was a
notch in his virile gun and cause for
pride and hilarity. As they considered
the American a savage, they reasoned
that horns were becoming and appropri-
ate headgear for him. But the worst and
most awlul thing one paisano could do to
another was to give him the disgraceful
horns.

Don Savonarola, as was expected of
him, would have to heap fuel upon the
violatton of the paisano code and the
flames of their gossip. From the pulpit he
ranted about the Seventh Commandment.

He shricked, “God is more explicit
against this vice than against any other!
Against it He uttered His voice to Moses
on the top of the mountain, “Thou shalt
not commit adultery!” ™

The paisano women could never ac-
cept the fact of Gina’s superior beauty
and they severely bruited the situation
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in the house of Hercules. The men, how-
ever, salaciously envied Innocente and
licked their chops at the mention of
Gina the African.

Uncle Piss-Piss epitomized the pagan
satyr in the illiterate paisano. In spite of
the background of 2000 years of beliel in
the Trinity and all the saints, when it
came to sex, Piss-Piss had no more con-
ol of his bestiality than a desire-
frothing dog in the street. He got it into
his head that he, too, along with his son,
Innocente, should have a go at Gina the
African. In Tony's saloon he bragged
about having “cut my teeth” in Italy on
Gina’s mother, the Red Parasol, and wa-
gered that he could also get “between her
daughter Gina’s legs!™

It was learned later that during an ab-
sence of both Hercules and Innocente,
Piss-Piss got himself royally drunk, went
into Gina's house, exposed himself and
proudly proffered his prize. Gina put
lumps on his head with a rolling pin. He
vowed he would get even. For his [ailure
he had to buy spaghetti and wine for his
pals in Tony's.

Gina was helping us work on the
statue of St. Philip. Don Savonarola came
into the studio. His tall, ascetic figure,
round clerical hat, cassock, black gloves,
his long, pale face with the disturbed
satanic eyes, created an uneasy atmos
phere. A messenger boy brought a pack-
age for Hercules. Gina unwrapped it
and removed the lid from the carton. In-
side was a pair of horns, the same horns
that had been on the mirrored wall be-
hind the bar in Tony's saloon. The
horns protruded from the top of a bull’s
skull. Tied to the tips of the horns were
small paper Italian and American flags.
Don Savonarola gulped and flushed.
Crushing tears came from Hercules. He
covered his face with his great hands.
Gina disdainfully flung the horns into
the trash can. “What significance are we
to derive [rom this insulting buffoonery!”

Innocente  said  boldly, “Another
would-be joke from that besotted ani-

mal, PissPiss, who calls himself my
sire!”
Don Savonarola said grimly, “"Certain

sins cannot be kept from God—nor the
good paisanos . . . 1"

Gina turned on him tigerishly and
shouted, “And you, don’t hide any
longer behind the crucifix! Answer me!
Do you claim with the paisanos that I
have lusted with my stepson? Have all of
you seen something with your own eyes?
What know you with your veiled words?
Look to your thinly disguised desive of
my thighs! And the smelly paisanos to
their ugly, misshapen, stink-hipped wives
whom no one wants! I read you, Don
Savonarola! Your eyes have raped me
on every occasion! You want me! You
do and undo! Why don’t you come
right out and say you want me in your
bed!”

Don Savonarcla whispered hoarsely,

“Conless and repent! Evil woman,
purge yourself of the Devil and beg
Christ's forgiveness!™”

“Your Christ and my Christ are not
the same! Repent yourself, hypocrite!”

Hercules shuddered and wmoaned,
“What shall I do? What shall 1 do?”

“I'll tell you what to do, old man!”
cried Gina, “The Fuce i1s finished! Get a
rope and hang vourself!”

She swirled her skirt and ran back to
the house. A munute later we heard her
plaving her guitar and singing with
abandon.

Don Savonarola crossed himself and
stalked out. Innocente went sullenly
about his work. Hercules told me to
go home. As I lelt, he was raking his
white beard in astonishment and mum-
bling, “This insufferable light of day
must end. Too much, tootoo much is
otk g o P

Later, when I came out of our tene-
ment, there was commotion across the
street in front of the studio. The police-
men could not force the door. They
broke a window; one climbed in and un-
locked the door.

Gina and her mother came to the stu-
dio. I ran and followed Gina. Hercules
was hanging from a rafter above three
Apostles. Bonnetlike, the bull’s skull and
horns, still with the penny Italian and
American flags on the tips, was strapped
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on his white-haired head. He had
climbed to the hayloft. looped rope
around a rafter, fastened the other end
around his neck and jumped. The
weight of his huge body had cracked and
sagged the rafter. His eyes had bugged
from their sockets; his face was coal-
blue: his tongue was sticking out and
swollen, and blood and foam had
streamed from his eyes, ears, nose and
mouth. Inmnocente was found on the
floor of the heat-curing vault just inside
the door. His young [ace was still fixed
in the expression of the horror of death.
His fingers were shredded [rom the vain
attempt to break through the bolted
door. When [ had left the studio, only St.
Matthew was in the vault. With Inno-
cente’s body, beside St. Matthew was also
St. Thomas. Hercules must have told In
nocente to wheel St. Thomas into the
vault, and then cdosed and bolted the
door.

When they had put Hercules and Inno-
cente in mortuary baskets, Don Savona-
rola arrived. As Don Savonarola prayecd
over them with his self-righteous vindi-
cated “Death is the wages of sin” look.
Uncle Piss-Piss pointed to Gina the Afri-
can, screaming, “Your black body is my
Gina held her head high,
and in her defiance of Don Savonarola,
Piss-Piss and the paisanos, she never
looked more beautiful.

son's grave!”
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“Drop dead, I quit.”
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HOW TO BE A FAQUIR

same time pressing his thumb against
vour palm and again wransferring the de-
sign. Try it yourself, using a lump of
sugar lor the poutery and a soft-lead pen-
c¢il for the charcoal.

Although I had wouble finding [a-
quirs. there was one bunch of miracle
workers who were down on me like dan-
druff on a velvet collar whenever 1 lelt
the shelier of a howel. These were the as-
trologers. Having no great desire to pay
ten rupees to be told that some things
are about to occur that have not yet al-
ready happened, 1 let the bearded Sikh
doorman run interference for me, but
one day a litde fat man with a Brigham
Young beard got a hangnail caught in
my sleeve and 1 couldn’t shake him off.

“Mister, you are very lucky!” he
screamed. “Today you will meet beauti-
ful lightskinned girl. She likes English
ventlemen very much. For five rupees 1
iell you where she lives.™

“I'm an American.”

“She likes Americans even morc. Let
me look at your palm. If I cannot tell
your name and date of your birth from
looking at lines, 1 give you girl's address
e

What could 1 lose? I let him look at
my palm. He became excited.

“Mister, what did 1 tell you? 1 said
this was your lucky day. How did I know
that before I saw your palm?”

“What's my name and the date of my
hirth?"

“Ha, ha, mister! I can read your
mind. You think I'm a lake, please an-
swer ves or no.”

st

“See, T read your mind.” He produced
a picce of paper about four inches
square from his pocket and drew a circle
in the center. “Write your name and
birth date in this magic cirde. 1 stand
Lack so I cannot sec what you write.”

“1 thought you could read my mind or
tell from my palm.”

A pained look crossed his face. “Mis-
ter, 1 did this for the Sultan of Zanzibar,
Bulganin and Khrushchev and  Mister
Dulles. All write down 10 make it
official. But il you like better, 1 give
vou complete psychoanalysis for twenty
rupees.”’

1 wrote in the crcle. “Now, mister,
fold paper across the middle. Good!
Now fold the other way. Now give it to
me."”

He took the [olded paper and dramat-
ically tore it intwo little picces, which
he tossed into the air. Alter suffering
agonies of concentration which required
him to rub his forehead several times, he
at last called out my name.

“Now for ten rupees 1 tell you when
you were born.”

“OK, il you'll shake hands on it.”

Wonderingly, he began 1o extend his

(continued from page 156)

hand. Then his expression suddenly
changed. “Mister, you are going to have
very bad luck today!” he shouted and
stalked away.

By lolding the paper down the center
and then folding it again crossways, the
circle with my name and birth date was
in the corner. The astrologer had torn
the folded paper across, put the two
halves on top of cach other and torn
them across again. He had continued
tearing up the paper untl it was in
small pieces, which he’d then thrown
away—all except the piece containing
the circle, which he'd kept in his palm.
While talking to me, he'd opened the
folded corner and, still palming it, had
read what I'd wricten while pretending
to rub his forehead. As the open piece of
paper was sull in his hand, he couldn’t
very well shake hands.

There were several [amous Hindu

magic stunts 1 hadn’t seen: the Indian

rope trick, the bed of nails, fire walking
and being buried alive. While other
tourists were going 1o sec the Taj Mahal
by moonlight or Kashmir in the spring
or the temple at Karnak at any time of
the year, 1 was crawling through the
slums of Shahjahanabad looking for a
man who'd sit on a tack or jump into a
bonfire. 1 saw all of these stunts but the
rope trick—and that’s because an Ameri-
can going to India to sec the rope trick
is like an Indian coming to America to
see Paul Bunyan yoke up Blue Babe.
The rope trick first appears in the
U panishads, written some 2000 ycars ago
about a mythical magician who could do
anything. Ever since then, travelers have
been claiming they saw it. Thn Batuta,
the great Arab explorer, says he saw it in
1368. 1 was so impressed 1 had to take
another drink,” he adds, which probably
explains a lot. There's an old story ol a
photographer who took pictures of the
trick, but when the plates were devel-
oped the pictures showed nothing but
the faquir and the boy standing by the
rope coiled on the ground—thus proving
the trick was done by hypnotism. Any-
one who can hypnotize people like that
shouldn't waste his time as a jadoo-wallah.
If you ask the faquirs about the rope
trick, they pop their turbans laughing.
In 1920, the American magician Howard
Thurston toured India and offered
S1000 to anyone who'd do it. He tinally
had to invent his own version for the
stage. John Maskelyne, the English magi-
cian, offered £5000 to anyone who
could do it, and the Magic Circde in
London has a standing offer of 300
suineas for anyone who can give them
even a lead on the stunt. It's still un-
clammed. In the 1880s, Captain F. W.
Homes of the British army heard that a
magician was doing the trick in Poona
and rushed over with his camera. He got

there as the boy was climbing the rope
and snapped a picture. The boy didn't
disappear and the captain never saw the
rope rcar up or even collapse after the
stunt was over. Later, when the capain’s
photos were examined under a magnify
ing glass, the “rope” proved to be a sec-
tion of bamboo which the magician was
balancing on his chest while the boy
climbed it, a common act in all circuses.

A feat of Hindu magic I especially
wanted to witness was the buried-alive
effect. This is absolutcly forbidden by
the present spoilsport authorities, yet it
seemed 10 me that some Indian would
be sporting cnough to let me bury him
alive just to see what would happen.
There doesn’t seem to be much doubt
that it can be done. In 1895, Dr. Hem
Chunder Sen tested a faquir by locking
him up in a masonry cell six feer square
for 33 days. When Dr. Sen took the man
out, he had no heartbeat or pulse beat.
Alter he'd been rubbed for an hour, the
doctor could detect a slight heart flutter
and [ed the unconscious man a [ew
spoonfuls of warm milk. That staried
the faquir’s pulse and three days later he
was sticking ncedles in himsell as nor-
mally as possible. How Dr. Sen talked
the faquir into making the experiment
he doesn’t say.

1 saw several [aquirs who cdaimed to
be able to suspend their bodily func-
tions, which is the first step in samadhi,
the wrance state that makes being buried
alive possible, They offered to stop their
pulse beat [or me, which they could do,
but only through the old trick of having
a rolled-up cdoth concealed under the
armpit so when they pressed down on it
the roll cut off the flow of blood to the
wrist. I was getting pretty discouraged,
when 1 heard of a faquir at Lohardi,
near Jodhpur, who'd had himsell buried
alive and was being dug up by the
police.

I raced out to Jodhpur in a 1932 taxi,
amusing myself during the long journcy
by watching the oxcarts whiz by us. The
[aquir had been unearthed by the time 1
got there, but 1 managed to see him. He
was only a boy ol about 18, very skinny
and nervous. He had been entombed 24
hours before the police heard about the
stunt and interfered. They told me he
was mentally deficient (which, after talk-
ing to him. I could well believe) and had
been conned into attempting the feat by
a group of unscupulous sadhus who
hoped to make a killing from the crowds
who collected at the grave. Even so,
being buried for a day and swviving
struck me as quite a remarkable example
of samadhi.

Another bunch of sadhus at Chazia-
bad had better luck with their faquir.
He was interred for 40 days before the
police found out about it. Unfortunate-
ly, when they dug him up he was dead.
The crowd was Turious and attacked the
police, as the sadhus claimed the faquir



would have been all right il the [uzz had
only left him alone.

Being buried alive is unquestionably a
genuine feat. Faquirs can so reduce their
bodily functions that they pass into a
tranice state somewhat resembling hiber-
nation. While in this condition they use
virtually no oxygen and require no food,
although how long they can remain in
this condition is hard to say. In 1963,
two doctors—M. A, Wenger, professor of
psychology at the University ol Califor-
nia, and B. Bagchi of the University of
Michigan’'s Medical School-—studied four
Indian yogis. Three of these men could
reduce their heart action o such a point
that no beat could be heard through a
stethoscope. Dr. Wenger explained, “This
is known as the ‘Valsalva mancuver.
The subject by tensing his muscles can
slow the How of blood sufficiently so all
normal sounds stop.” The men's heart-
beat still registered on an electrocardio-
graph. bur the fourth man was aciually
able to stop his heart completely.

At one time the sireets of India were
full of carnest gentlemen sticking hat-
pins through their cheeks, driving nails
into their eyes or sitting on beds of
spikes, but not anymore. The Indian
government feels about such exhibitions
the way Southern legislatures leel about
having hillbilly evangelists twisting live
akes about their necks. It gives
tourists a [alse impression of the cultural
achievements of the community. After I
managed to see a few torture faquirs, 1
could understand what the government
meant. Seeing a man curying lota jars
full of milk pinned to his nipples, pull-
ing a decorated cart by hooks sunk into
his back or strolling along with a forest
of wwo-loot sharpened wires stuck into
his body in artistic designs might make
the average lady tourist unwell. 1T saw
these fellows’ [riends—if that's the word
—pushing the pins through their naked
flesh and after a careful study of the
technique involved, I know how it’s
donc. They just do it

The pins don’t go very deep, not
nearly as deep as a hypodermic needle,
and afrer a while you can get used to pain.
The nerves simply give up. If you want
to, you can run a needle through the
flesh of your wrist, sew a buton on your-
sell, and button your shirt to it. I know,
because I've done it. It looks bad. but
it's not especially painful. The caowd
gives them plenty of baksheesh and it's
one way ol making a living, probably
casier than carrying 200-pound cement
sacks in 120-degree heat, as plenty of
manual workers do in Bombay. As long
as the faquir doesn’t hit an artery, he’s
all righe.

The bed of nails is slightly faked. The
niils are so close together that thev vir-
tually form a solid surface and support
the man's weight. If they were six inches
apart, lying on them would be a real
fear. For a few rupees, the man will put

o

“Yoo-hoo, mister—you forgot to have
your parking ticket validated!”

a boulder on his chest and ler his assist-
ant break it with a sledge hammer. It
has to be a big rock, though. A large
rock absorbs the force of the blow, so the
man leels almost nothing. I you put a
small stone on his chest and hit it hard,
you'd probably kill him.

Because fire walking is a religious rite,
it is sull permitted, at least in Banki, a
village not too far from Calcutta, The
ceremony takes place shortly belore the
rains  break. when it is plemy hot
enough without building fires. The fires
are built in wenches and each man de-
cides how long his trench is to be. They
vary from ten to a hundred feer. Each
man soaks his feet in water belore walk-
ing, and the fellows with the long
trenches  started running toward the
end. I didn't blame them. since the char-
coal in the pits was so hot I couldn’t get
near it. Some of the real enthusiasts did
it a second time and even a third.

Curiously, this stunt can be performed
only under conditions of intense heat.
The soles of the man's feet must be
moist. The heat causes a thin layer of
steam to form under the sole. so the foot
never actually touches the fire. If you
pour a drop of water on a redhot
frying pan, the drop does not spread; it
slides across the pan and keeps its shape.
Also, the water inside the drop takes a
long time to heat, because it is protected
by the bottom laver of stcam. This is
known as “Leidenfrost’'s phenomenon,”™
and the same principle enables fire-
caters in sideshows 1o put burning rorches
into their mouths. The fire walker is

more apt 1o be scorched on his ankles or
legs than on his soles.

The faquirs’ most remarkable tricks
aren’t really tricks. The torture feats, the
fire walking and being buried alive are
uncanny, but can be reproduced by any-
one willing to take the risk. Western per
formers have duplicated all these feats at
one time or another. In America, Harry
Beano, the “Human Pincushion™ who
worked for years in carnivals. used 1o
run everything from scissors 1o awls into
himsell: and Leo Kongee. a Piusburgh
Negro. drove tenpenny nails up his nose
and hatpins through his tongue. Fire
walking has been demonstrated by K. B,
Duke in England and Mayne Reid Coe,
Jr., in this country. It's dramatc, but
soon over. It also requires a lot of out-
door space and plenty of costly charcoal,
so for a Western showman, fire walking
isn't  practical.  Harry  Houdini  and
Randi proved that a man can not onlv be
buried alive, but even submerged in a
waterproof coffin for amazingly long pe-
riods and survive, as long as he keeps
still and takes short breaths, The ques
tion is, who's going to pay to sit looking
at a submerged coffin?

Personally, I'm glad the Orientals stiil
have a few wrinkles that we don’t. But
youw'll have to hurry if you want to sce
them. Mechanical tricks are cheap and
casy to perform, and not many [aquirs are
going to go to the trouble of learning the
wraditional routines if they can buy the
Phantom Tube from a matl-order house.
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EASTERN SPRINTS

flipped the shell over our heads and low-
cred it mto the water. We set the oars,
pushed off, tied in and began working
up the lake toward the course by fours.
The sun was high and glaring hot off the
water, so that sweat ran in salt-tasting
streams along the sides of my nose into
the corners of my mouth. The sweat
pants rubbed and chafed at the backs of
my legs. Harrow in a launch and the
freshmen and J. V. were waiting lor us
at the loot of the course. All three crews
worked up the cowse doing 20-stroke
cadences, and then came back practicing
racing starts. We passed dozens of other
crews and once had 10 hold all and back
down o avoid ramming the Yale
heavies. The Yale coach said through an
clectric megaphone, “You can always tell
a Harvard man.” and everyone laughed.

Alter we had hnished practicing starts,
we did two 40-siroke cadences at 34. By
the end of the second one I thought 1
was going to pass out from the heat, but
no one clse scemed to be bothered, and
the boar was running smoothly. We were
taking the J. V. regularly by a length,
and the Ireshmen by a little more. We
turned around again and began doing
ienstroke cadences, taking it up two
cach time. We worked up to 42, and
then Harrow said, “All right, sky's the
limit.” Cockburn, the ]J.V. swoke.
looked over at me and thumbed his
nose. I threw him a finger. Harrow said,
“Two to move, ready all, row,” and I
jammed everything on full power. 1
could [feel the boat sieady and [last-
handed behind me, and 1 gave it a ride,
driving flat our throngh cach pull-
through and jumping a little on each
recovery. When we finished, Harrow was
grinning and Cockburn shook his head
and Hayes checked his watch twice before
he said, “Forty-five plus.”

Harrow said, 1 got lortysix.”

We took the boat home in one long
row, and when we lifted it out of the wa-
ter 1 almost lost my hold, I was so light-
headed. Aflter we got it on the rack and
dricd off, we swipped for the weighin. 1
stood at the boat-bay deoor with a towel
wrapped around my waist, lewing the
breeze blow cool over my body, not car-
ing il anyone saw. Then an ofhcial
called, “Harvard varsity,” and I walked
to the scales. Harrow and the Navy
coach and the offical were standing
there with clipboards in their hands, and
the ofhicial said, “Stroke.” 1 knew I was
all right, but was tense anyway. I ook
olf the towel and wished T hadn’t eaten
Thursday breakfast and climbed on.
The needle swung back and forth and
steadied just below 158, Harrow smiled
and jotted on the clipboard. The official
said, “Seven.” The boat was six pounds
low in the aggregate, and Ohls was 159.

At the motel we showered and 1 put

(continued from page 120)

on a fresh shirt. We picked up Keith
Butler, the seven man, who was rooming
next door, and went out looking for ice
ceam. It was an old Harvard light-
weight tradition to cat ice cream after
weighin, and we did it every week, even
though it almost gave Hamow ulcers.
Ohls was ice-cream-eating champion by a
wide magin. The night before the
Princeton race, which we knew we were
going 1o win, he had set a record by con-
suming three mals and hve fudge
sundaes. Harrow had heard about it
and made a there-ave-limits speech, but
nobody paid much atiention.

Afer the ice cream, we went back to
the motel for dinner. They gave us good
steaks and baked poratoes. Dessert was
peach pie, but nobody could eat it. T was
logy and sleepy from the food and the
workout, and went to bed as soon as 1
fimshed cating.

Sometime during the night 1 woke
and had to go o the bathroom, and
when T got back to bed 1 was fully awake
and knew it would be hard 1o get back
to sleep. The air conditioner made a
stealy hum, while Ohls snored softly
into his pillow. I began 1o think. al-
though I didn’t want to. First T thought
about Ann Haughton and some ol the
good times we'd had-—the cold bright
November Saturday of the Yale game,
with a Iresh sharp wind that pinked her
cheeks and a five-foot crimson-and-white
wool scarf wound around her neck and
thrown over her shoulder, or a dinner
party I'd had for her at the Hasty Pud-
ding on her 20th birthday, and then I
drified on to when we had broken up,
and I remembered it very cdearly.

We had been at a black-tie dinner
dance in Marblehead, and T had wanted
to leave ecarly, because 1 danced awk-
wardly and always lelt uncomfortable in
a starched shirt, and because most of the
people there were her Irviends and not
mine. She was wearing a new white eve-
ning dress and her shoulders were fine-
boned and slender, and her hair was
Iresh-washed and shining, and I had
wanted to make love to her. She had
come away with me, but instead ol mak-
ing love we had quarreled, and she made
me take her back to her dormitory. The
next morning we had had colfee together
at the University Restaurant, and she said
she thought it would be better if we
didn’t see each other so much.

I had been in a bad way then, and it
was just lucky I'd had crew: crew kept
me tired physically and absorbed men-
tally. It had been wild with Ann, and 1
thought sometimes that the wildness
scared her, but I wasn't sure, and never
did know exactly why she broke it off.
But maybe she didn’t know herself. The
only person I had talked to about it was
Ohls, and that hadn't been much help.

He'd said, “You got it bad, kid, and that
ain't good.” 1 tried to explain about her,
and he said, “Hell, a skirt is a skirt is a
skire.”

I said, “To hell with you, Ohls.,” and
meant it, and it had taken a week to get
back on our old basis.

By now I was not even drowsy and
knew I would not sleep for hours. 1 had
some Seconal, from never mind where,
and took two capsules. T didn't use Sec-
onal often, so that it worked quickly,
and soon T felt the muscles in my neck
loosening and a warmth running down
I"}’ dI'ms.

In the morning at breakfast, Harrow
said, “No milk or butier. I don’t want
you guys eating anything that might cur-
dle.”” We had to row our qualifying heat
at 10:30, and alter breakiast we lay
around the rooms and lobby reading
magazines and talking. I was glad we
had the qualifying heat, because if there
was anything I hated, it was sitting
around stewing all day waiting for a
3:30 race. In our qualifying heat were
Princeton, Columbia, Penn and MIT.
All we had o do was beat two of them.
I knew we could beat Penn or Columbia
blindfolded, so I figured the morning row
would shake us down and leave us loose
for the big show.

We got on the bus at 9:45 and boated
at 10. Rowing up to the start we were a
little jittery and rough. Ohls washed out
a couple of times, and Gavin Bancrolt,
the Tour man, caught a half cab on a
start. Hayes kept saying, “Now for
Christ's sake. settle down.”

We were in lane three, because we
were top-seeded crew. MIT, the third-
seeded boat, was in lour, and Princeton
was in two. We backed down onto the
stake boat, and the kid in the boat
grabbed hold of our rudder. He knew
his business and stretched out over the
gunnel o hold us as far down course as
possible. Hayes samd, “My hand s
down,” which meant we were headed. 1
was set on my slide at the three-quarters
position, ready for the start. Columbia
backed and hlled for a few minutes in
lane five, and then the starter sad,
“Ready all, ready to row, rrrow.”

We got oft smoothly and well, without
any crabs or checking. We were to row a
regular full-throttle 30-stroke start, then
settle low and play it by ear. At the end
of ten, Hayes gave me a clocking, a 42,
iand I knew we could go higher. T was
tempted 10 jack 1 up a bit, just 10 see
what would happen, but we already had
a deck length on Princeton and a seat or
two on MIT. At the end of 30 we had
six scats on Princeton and three on
MIT. Hayes yelled, “All right, stroke
going down. Suwoke going down,” and
banged the sides with his knockers
violently. I crept down the slide, slowing
everything carefully. The boat started 1o
dip 1o starboard, but didn’t, and I rolled
up and caught and we had accomplished
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the drop. Hayes’ clocking was a 33
minus. MIT was at 37 or 38 still, and
began to move by us. We were holding
Princeton, and both Columbia and Penn
were out of it

By the 1000-meter mark, the half-
way point, MIT had a full length on us
and we were rowing stroke for stroke
with Princeton. We had sagged to a 32,
but were rowing sharply and cleanly and
1 could feel the unused power. I told
Hayes to call a power ten, because 1
wanted to see if we could move on MIT.
He vyelled, “Power ten, power ten,” and
banged the sides. The boat jumped as if
someone had lit off a dynamite charge
under us, and at the end of the ten we
had moved up a quarter-length. That
satishied me, and I took the stroke down,
and down again, to a 28, so that we
finished a hall-length behind Princeton
and two lengths behind Tech.

MIT crews were not noted for their
suavencss. and this bunch began to
shout and cheer as if they’d just won a
gold medal at the Olympics. We looked
at them in amazement for a minute, and
then Ohls said in a loud, clear voice,
“Flaming idiots cat mung.”

Lunch was another steak and French
fries. When he saw the French fries,
Harrow got very upsct and told everyone
not to touch them. He went into the
kitchen and we could hear him arguing
with the chef. Finally the waiters
brought us bowls of diced carrots. Har-
row sat back down and said, “Now be
sure vou take salt pills and go casy on
the honey and chocolate. It's going to be
hot out there.” He was chain-smoking,
and 1 thought this was harder on him
than on us. He was just as involved as
we were, but it was out of his hands.

After lunch I thought I wanted to be
alone and went to the room. I took a
couple of salt pills and tried to read, but
1 couldn’t concentrate. Then 1 wied to
sleep. but that was impossible. I decided
what I needed was company and went
down to the lobby and got in a bridge
game with Keith Butler and Jay and
Harry Borden. My bridge was poor un-
der the best of circumstances, and 1
rencged twice on the first hand. After the
third hand I excused myself. T wanted to
walk, but knew I should be resting. I
was tight through my chest and my
mouth was dry, in spite of the salt pills.
It reminded me of once when Ann knew
she was a week overdue for her period. I
went back to the room and Tim and
Hayes were shooting craps. Craps was
more my kind of game than bridge.

At a quarter to three we got on the
bus and rode to the boathouse. We had
the bus to ourselves, because the fresh-
men were alrcady on the water and the
J- V.s were boating. We were the next-
to-last race, with only the varsity heavies
after us.

The riggers had been working on the

shell, and its cedarstrip skin gleamed
even in the dull light of the boathouse
from the coating of linsced oil. Mick, the
head rigger, who was usually unpleasant
as a mauer ol policy, checked with each
of us to make sure our slides and oar-
locks had been [unctioning properly. We
told him everything was OK. and he
said, "I'm wishin’ you the best of luck.”

At 3:10 an official told us we were o
boat in five minutes. Harrow called us
into a corner of the boathouse and said,
“Well, there’s not much I can say. You
all know what you have to do. Cornell
looked very fast this morning in the other
heat, and [ guess you know MIT isn't
going to be joking around. But I think
vou're the best crew, so good luck.” We
shook hands all around and then went
to the shell. On the dock, before we were
ready to push off, Harrow took me aside
and said, “Do whatever you have to.
Don't let anybody get more than a
length ahead of you at any time, and
begin your sprint whenever you think
it's necessary.”

I said, “Right,” and he said, “Good
hunting.”

Just after we had pushed away and
were tying in, the freshmen docked.
They had won easily and were laughing
and joking and eager to collect their
shirts. Behind me Keith Butler said,
“The lucky little bastards,”

We worked past the grandstands by
fours. It felt good to be doing some-
thing, anything, and a little of the ten-
sion in my throat and chest dissipated. Tt
was hot and windless and the crowd was
big. We were rowing up the opposite
shore from the grandstands, but 1 could
make out the bright-colored blotches of
print dresses and school blazers. We
rowed slowly to the 500-meter marker,
and stopped there to watch the J.V.s
come by. Harvard and Navy and MIT
were all pretty much neck and neck,
with Cornell rowing strongly about a
half-length back. After the wakes from
the officials’ launches had died down, we
began practicing five-stroke racing starts.
The boat was as powerful and smooth
as 1 had ever felt it. Hayes clocked the
starts at between 42 and 44, and I knew
we could go higher. As we were nearing
the line, the J. V. heavies came by. Cor-
nell and Wisconsin were ahead, and
Harvard was rowing badly. The timing
was sloppy and three was rushing his
shide.

We worked behind the stake boats
and took a last practice start, then came
down on lane two. As we backed up to
the stake boat, the kid in lane three rec-
ognized us and waved. This time he had
MIT.

Qur own stake-boat boy was an imbe-
cile. He was small, only nine or ten years
old, and he was afraid to lean out over
the water. It was dangerous to be too
close to the stake boat, because if there

was any back check on the first stroke, we
might crumple the rudder. Also, no one
likes to be even a foot behind at the
start. Hayes explained twice what to do,
but the kid just shook his head. Then
Ohls leaned out and said, “Stretch out,
you littde fink, or I'll come back there
and drown you.” We all laughed, but
the kid swallowed and leaned out a little.

“Sce,” Hayes said. “You'll be all
right.” The other crews were set, and I
punched my oar gently with my fist.
Finally the kid was holding us off as far
as he could. Hayes said, “Touch it up,
two.” Jay took a short stroke to swing
the bow. The palms of my hands were
sweaty, and I made myself sit straight
and breathe deeply. I could hear the
growl of the motor in the officials’
launch somewhere to port. Hayes said,
“My hand is down,” and I set mysell.

The start came fast and sharp. “Ready
all, ready to row, rrrow,” and I
wrenched the oar through the water. 1
took the two hall-strokes fast, perhaps
oo fast, with no hesitation, but the crew
stayed with me; then the three-quarter
stroke and we were off. I was not think-
ing or calculating, just rowing as fast as
I could. At the end of ten, Hayes
stopped counting out loud and took a
clocking. I knew we were high, but when
he said, “Fortysix plus,” 1 shook my
head. He took another clocking and
said, “The same.” I grinned and glanced
around. Three seats or better on MIT.
Our boat was on dead-level keel, run-
ning without a tremor, and I wondered
if maybe I could take it even higher.

At the end of 30 we dropped to a high
34. We had slightly better than a deck
length on MIT. They began to creep up
on us, but not as quickly as they had in
the morning. There was a lot of noise—
the singsong voices of the cox’'ns min-
gling, the leather-on-steel, wood-on-water
chunk of the catch, the rolling swish-
rush of the slides—and 1 had o remem-
ber not to listen to anything but Hayes
and my own sense of rhythm.

With 500 meters gone, we still had a
seat or two on MIT and a hall-length on
Cornell. Navy, in lanc five on the other
side of Cornell, had crabbed or somehow
blown the start and was two lengths
back. 1 was rowing easily, consciously
holding back. The cew was fresh and
strong and rowing well and could hold
any suoke I set without help from me.
All T had to do was keep a steady beat.
During the sprint it would be different
and 1 would necd every ounce ol energy
1 had, and maybe more. We were still
rowing a 34, and every now and then I
checked the spacing. Even spacing of the
oar puddles at 32 is considered good,
and we were getting at least cven spac
ing at 34.

By the thousand, MIT was a deck
length ahead, but Cornell was a length
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“Rest period! Pass it on . ..”

behind, and everyone else was out of it.
I had Hayes take a clocking on MIT,
They were rowing a 37, and I thought
about going up two, but didn't. and in-
stead told Tayes to call a power 20. He
yelled, “Power twenty. Power twenty.
Everything for twenty,” and banged the
knockers. 1 began to pull with everything
myself and the boat kicked forward. It
didn’t jump the way it had in the morn-
ing, because in this race everyone had
been pulling hard 1o start with, but
there was always something extra you
could get for a spurt. The stroke started
to creep up. but I held it down, and at
the end of 20 we were ahead of MIT
again. Hayes shouted, “Hold 'em now.
Hold ’em.” As soon as we finished, MIT
went up two. That was supposed to de-
morilize us. Immediately they got the
lead back and began to move away. I
asked Hayes how far to the final 500
meters, and he said, “Twenty strokes.”
When he talked o me he leaned for-
ward and spoke at conversational pitch,
but when he was yelling for the whole
boat he pointed his megaphone down-
ward and bounced the sound along the
hull. My forearms were beginning to
tire, and my feathering hand, the right,

180 was tightening. I checked MIT out of

the corner of my eye and saw that their
rudderpost was even with me. Hayes
looked at me, and I nodded.

“We're going up.” he yelled. “Up two
on the next swoke.”

I cur my pullithrough a licde and
shoriened my slide time. The boat re-
sponded well and didn’t dip or check.
Hayes took a clocking of 35. 1 knew we
had gone up more than one, so we must
have sagged after the power 20. Hayes
said 1o me, “"We're not picking up any-
thing,” and yelled to the crew, “Keep it
smooth. Keep it smooth. They have
about a deck length on you.”

I saw the 500-meter pole and nodded
again. “Up two, up two. Smooth. Keep it
smooth.” I cut the pull-through short
again, and noticed that my breath was
beginning to burn. We still didn’t make
anything back, and Hayes' voice rose to-
ward a scream. “Pull. Pull. Five hundred
meters left. Five hundred meters to go.”
I nodded again, and again we went up.
This time the boat somehow seemed 10
gather momentum. We had been rowing
well before, but now we began to swing,
to move with a power that was beyond
technical competence or desire or a com-
bination. Twice more 1 took it up, to 40

and 42, [ecling the shell run fast and
clean beneath me, and then we went to
44. Sweat was running into my eyes so
that I couldn't see, but it didn’t matter.
The time for strategy was past; now it
was a question of pure speed. Hayes
shouted, “You're moving on them,
you're moving, drive it, drive, drive,
drive,” and everything was blur and mo-
tion. My legs were jelly, and my feather-
ing hand was numb, but the stroke kept
climbing, until it seemed we were in a
constant pull-through, with no time for
the recovery, a never-ending catch-drive-
catch, and then Hayes was vyelling,
“Way ‘n'uff, way 'n'ufl,” and we had
crossed the finish.

I let myself sag forward across the oar
and the boat skidded crabwise to a stop.
Above the sound of my breathing I
could hear the screaming of the crowd.
My eyes were closed and I did not want
to open them, because they were sting-
ing from the sweat. My forearm muscles
felt locked stiff and my thighs were trem-
bling uncontrollably. Someone, Hayes or
Keith Butler, patted my shoulder. I got
my eyes open and asked, “Who won?”

Hayes shrugged, and said, “I couldn’t
tell. Tt was damn close.”

“Find out,” I said.

“Give 'em a minute,” he said. “They'll
probably have to develop the picture.”

“Jesus.”

But several minutes went by and the
officials” launch didn’t come and we heard
nothing from the publicaddress system.
It became possible to breathe almost
normally, but my throat was raw, as if I
had a bad cold. Finally Ohls cupped his
hands and yelled at the judges’ stand,
“Who the hell won?”

Someone gargled over the P.A. and
said, “You did, Harvard.”

There was laughter from the grand-
stands, then cheering. Hayes and I shook
hands and Butler kept punching me be-
tween the shoulder blades. When every-
one calmed down, we docked in front of
the grandstands. Harrow came running
down the dock and shook everyone’s
hand and then we threw him in. He
didn’t have time to get his wrist watch
off and swamn around laughing and hold-
ing his left arm out of the water. Hayes
tried to run away, but we caught him
and threw him in, oo, and then they got
me. The water was cool and clean and 1
swam for a minute under the dock. I
climbed out and a manager handed me a
towel. When T had dried my head, I be-
gan to look around. Harrow was talking
to some reporters, with water pouring
out of the sleeves of his madras jacket,
and then I saw Wickford Staples and
Ann Haughton talking to Lowell Jay.
Staples was wearing a St. Paul’s blazer
and an A.D. Club tie, and his hair was
too long and too carefully combed. But
Ann Haughton was tall and fresh and



dean-lined as a racing shell. She saw me.
and spoke to Staples, who looked over at
me and looked away. Then Ann walked
to me and we stood not speaking for a
moment before she smiled her best bright
smile and said. “Ben, congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

Someone tapped me on the shoulder
and 1 turned. It was Frank Fuess, the
crew reporter for The Boston Hevald.
“Well, stroke,” he said, “it looks like you
did it.”

EVies SR8 <qid

“How about a pix of you and the
pretty girl?”

I wied to say no, but he wouldn’t pay
any attention, and posed us with Ann
holding my arm. He backed up and said,
“Now stick out your chest and smile.”

“Frank,” I said. “1 wish you

But he snapped the picture and said,
“That's a sweet one.”

Ann said, “Ben, I'm sorry,” and smiled
again. Her smile was so phony and she
wis so cool and poised that I wanted to
say something sarcastic to shatter her
composure, but I couldn’t think of any-
thing, and she walked away.

After that, a lot of reporters crowded
around, and flashbulbs popped, and they
had us throw Hayes in again for a news-
rcel photographer. People kept asking
me stupid questions, which I tried to an-
swer politely. until someone asked me
for about the tenth time what I had

been thinking when MIT was ahead of
us with only 500 meters to go. I said,
“That I wanted to beat the bastards.”

There was a presentation ceremony,
during which we each got a little silver
cup. Then more pictures. The press
wanted to know if Harrow planned to
take us to Henley, and he said, “Its a
question of money.” That meant we were
going, because the Friends of Harvard
Rowing, who put up the money for
Henley trips, were very generous.

Eventually the crowd thinned out and
I was left alone. Everyone clse had par-
ents or a girl. Even Ohls had 2 girl, a
Clifhie with brown hair pulled back in a
bun and enormous breasts. Then Lowell
Jay came up to me with a white-haired
gentleman wearing a light tweed top-
coat, and said, “Ben, 1'd like you to meet
my [ather.”

We shook hands, and Mr. Jay said, “I
wanted to meet the young man who
stroked that magnificent race.”

“Thank you, sir,” I said.

Lowell said, "Ben's done a finc job all
season.”

We chatted for a few minutes and Mr.
Jay said 1 should have to come out to
Weston sometime for Sunday dinner.

I said, “I'd like to very much.”

When we got back in the boat, it was
dusky and cool enough to put on sweat
shirts. We rowed to the boathouse in
one picce, and toward the end of it T

worked the stroke up to 32. One of the
things I liked best was bringing a good
crew home fast, with the power on and
the stroke up. hotorodding it, and this
bunch was the best I'd ever ridden with,
so I began to drive with my legs on cach
pull-through, to get my hands away a
litde faster on cach recovery, and to
make each catch harder and quicker. Be-
hind me they felt what T was doing, and
the timing sharpened and the run
lengthened and Hayes said. “You're
looking sharp,” so that 1 felt very
smooth and sure and strong and I didn't
wint it 1o end. For a moment 1 thought
about Ann with her long legs and Sta-
ples with his school blazers and club ties
and white-haired Mr. Jay and Sunday
dinner in Weston, but none ol that
seemed to matter much, because the
power was on and the crew was really
swinging and T could lose myself in the
rhythm of it

Finally Hayes called, “Way "n'uff. Run
it out,” and we let the shell run with our
oars [cathered over the water. My
breathing and the rush of water hissing
past the hull were the only sounds, then
the port oars slipped over the edge of
the dock and the managers grabbed
them and dragged us to a stop. The boat
dipped to starboard, 1 flipped open the
catch on my oarlock and Hayes said.
“Port out, starboard hold.”
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PEAYIATE OF THE YEAR
(continued from page 139)

Charger fastback (Allison adds her own
lines to its roofl line in the photo on the
opening page) and a nimble Yamaha
Newport 50 motorcycle—fast-moving
transport that should enable pilot-trainee

*arks to get to and from the airport post-
haste. Other items 1o keep Allison in the
Playmate Pink: a four-piece set of lug-
gage by Ventura; a complete wardrobe
specially designed and custom-made by
Robert Leader of New York: a ten-speed
Varsity Schwinn bicycle; custom Renauld
of France sunglasses; a swimsuit ward-
robe from Jantzen, and a case of cham-
pagne (pink, naturally) from Paul
M:isson.

One of the gilis that has Allison up
in the clouds is $700 worth of flying les-
sons from Pacific-Mooney of Long Beach.
More down to carth but no less appeal-
ing is the host of handsome, utile and
glamorous gifts that will help swell the
Parks treasurc chest: a 14-kt.-gold Rabbit
Pin by Maria Vogt of New York; a
blonde Lilly Dache wig from Donna
Elaine of Chicago; a Winchester Model
1400 automatic skeet gun and custom-
made shooting outht; Hart Holiday

Model metal skis; ski wardrobe of White
Stag stretch ski pants and parkas; P&K
ski poles by Peter Kennedy; an Electra
110 portable electric typewriter f{rom
Smith-Corona; record libraries from Cap-
iol, Mercury and Cadet; sports wardrobe
of Lady Pendleton shirts, sweaters, slacks
and skirts; Thompson water skis and ac-
cessories; a Lady Hamilion gold wrist
watch; SI50 worth of professional artist’s
materials from Grumbacher of New
York; a pair of Sony tape-recorder Tape-
mates; Western riding outfits by Levi-
Strauss; a Doris Hart Autograph tennis
racket with cover and press by A. G.
Spalding; a deluxe assortment of Celui
Perfume and Parfum de Toilette by Jean
Dessés; a bongo board from the Bongo
Corporation; and a year's supply of Sea
& Ski Suntan Lotion. All in all, an
opulent assemblage of goodies fit to
pleasure a princess.

After we had recled off the long list of
booty 1o Allison over the phone, there
was silence at the other end of the line;
then she broke in with “Pinch me; I
must be dreaming,” which we thought
was just the right remark, coming as it
did from rravsoy's very special dream
girl of the year.

“Give her the full starlet treatment—clipped,
capped, cupped, couched and cast e

ART GO BOOM?

(continued from page 103)

which had become puzzles rather than
stories. Above all, I was interested in the
permutations ol deceit and mistake.

Too many people in the fiction I had
read told the whole wruth all the time
and never seemed to make a mistake of
Judgment. I decided to write a first-
person narrative in which the narrator
would lie to anyone if it suited his pur-
pose. This narrator would finally make
such an crror of judgment that his life
would be saved by a man (Ross) who he
had conunually told readers was a fool. I
dismissed the detective story because I
didn’t know enough about the regular
police force, and chose a secret-agent for-
mat 5o that I could use the political back-
ground that interested me. My hero was
bespectacled, low-salaried and slightly
overweight. There was no sex interest
to speak of. It owed a debt 10 Chandler,
but was ispired by Beat the Devil, an
old BogartLorre film which, prodding at
greed, fakery and the English class sys-
tem, had produced terror and belly
laughs. At the box office it hboomed.

Autumn of 1962 was the publication
date of Iperess File and the opening of
the Dr. No film. The critics were gener-
ous to me and, although it sounds un-
believable today, somewhat hostile to the
Bond film. The income [rom Ipecress was
adequate by my standards, bur Dr. No
buried the box office in gold. 1t was an
attractive sound that caught the ear of a
goodly number of otherwise unmusical
people.

Harry Saltzman  bought the Ipcress
film rights. He said, “A lot of people are
going 10 be after your book because of
the success of Dr. No,” adding, “and I'm
the only producer who, you can be cer-
tain, won't make an imitation Bond film
from your book.” Saltzman, of course,
had options on the other Fleming prop-
erties and so didn’t need to. The news of
the film-rights sale brought more Flem-
ing comparisons, and when 1 changed
publishers, so that Fleming and I both
had the same one, some people—not in-
cluding Fleming—were enraged. Donald
McLachlan, editor of the Sunday Tele-
graph, went into print to say that he
deplored the way I had been *. .
brought into the select stable of Jona-
than Cape where Mr. Fleming was the
fust thriller writer to be trained for the
big circulation stakes.” 1 was, it seems,
“. .. being coached by Mr. Fleming for
the succession.”

In the autumn of 1963 my second
book, Horse Under Water, was published
and Saltzman bought the film rights of
that, too. There was more conjecture in
the press. “Out-Bonds Bond” and *Anti-
Bond,” they said. Out of curiosity, I read
Fleming for the first time. I could see no



connection whatsoever, but no one was
asking me.

Fleming's Bond was a proved success,
the indusuy read the entrails. Famous
ex-novelists began to write literary cri-
tiques about Fleming's meaning. But the
big word oun the book jacket was going
to be Bond.

Publishers reshuffled their lists, old re-
views were scanned to find comparisons
with Bond. Sci-h was out and spy-f was
in. If Fleming was going to be deihed,
then Buchan could be anthologized. Re-
prints were artfully retitled to include
words like “spy,” “secret agent” and
“espionage.”

In the autumn of 1968 The Spy Who
Came In from the Cold appeared, its
film rights sold even before publication.
It climbed onto the bestseller list and
stayed there a history-making period of
time. The last stragglers were converted.
People who had found Fleming's work
rubbish began to see it as fun. Publica-
tions that had ignored Le Carré limped
belatedly into print with reviews that
Saw ]155 lJl'()[I]iSL’.

It was settled, then: Add up Le Carré,
Fleming and Deighton, divide by three
and the answer is spies. There was no
time for long-term tests and, like Thalido-
mide, the spy formula was stirred hasuly
and a long-suffering public told 1o open
its throat. But the public didn’t. The
most interesting thing about the spy
boom is to what extent it hasn't been
accepted.

Spy scent, spy trousers, film rights and
series contracts. The book ads in the

Times grew larger and larger, book- N > STERLING

sellers were Faced with bewildering lists
of books, all of them guaranteed to home Nk SI LVE R
in o the bestseller list. The Hacks were R

inserting the zeros and omitting the op-

tions so that the entertainment industry I N lTlAL TI E / KLI P $350

seemed] to have found what it had always

been looking lor—a substitute lor talent. Contemporary design with the traditional
But of this wave of spy-boomery that hit

the beaches complete with local money e!egance,Of ste.rimg.suver, and
and pay-war units, how many reached personalized with his own initial. »
the finish line? One would expect the W M

best-seller list 1o be riddled with spy =
books by now. If they are there, they are
hiding behind strange titles. available at fine stores everywhere Custom Division of Sl”ﬂ““

The assault, however, continues de- -
spite heavy casualties. When Funeral in
Berlin went onto the list, the combat
troops were given new heart. Mr. Con-
rad Knickerbocker, writing in Life mag-
azine, said, . . . the Great American
Washed at last have a folk hero ol their
very own.” He felt that all the “new-
style thrillers” needed was a bitter hero
and Berlin as a locale. Mr. Knicker-
bocker felt that they were appearing at
“the rate of one per day.”

From the other side ol the counter it
didn’t seem so easy. Coward-McCann (Le
Carr¢’s publisher) growled, “If it was as
simple as that we'd all be retived to our 919 N. Michigan Ave.

yachls 3110111[15 ago.” Chicago, lllinois 60611
Considering the very high percentage 183
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of spy novels being published, it is re-
markable how few cver do anything.
Perhaps there is no magic way. Perhaps
publishers, like mushroom pickers, just
have to know enough to make their own
choices. Perhaps the public is doing just
that—hoom, phony boom or no boom
at all.

But if the bestseller list has been the
scene of a fine defensive action, the
small screen has long since been over-
whelmed. It's no coincidence that the
American TV industry was chosen as
ground zero for the spy-boom blast. Its
programs ranged from A to D, and here
was a chance to narrow the choice. The
ad agencies—masters of the wishful think
—relished the thought of a “spy wend.”
A wend made the agency role important,
a trend had changed oflten enough to
keep the cash jingling, wends meant that
some agencies could be trendsetters. And
trendsetters could soften up the ground

way before the next trend was an-
nounced. “Spies.” the sibilants splashed
across the polished-mahogany board

rooms. “Give me a child of five and to-
morrow we will have eliminated those
troublesome writers altogether.”

The sands of the great writerless
desert that is U.S. TV stirred.

Was it 10 be “Seeret Gunn” or “77
Sunset Spy”? What's the difference, the
same gay rogues that outwitted the gut-
tural villains of yesterday against back-
projection Bermuda, two flats and a
practical door, are there still, but now
they are part of the spy boom.

The phony spy boom is another at-
tempt to relegate humans to the role of
cog. Writers are not cogs. They are not
even, although some reviewers see it
otherwise, mutations and subdivisions of
other writers. Nor is a book a relrigera-
tor. A house that comtains a Bellow can
still use a Mailer. Plenty of room for Kip-
ling as well as Eliot. Time for Bach and
ume lor Beatle. If the industry succeeds
in selling fashionable wends instead of
using and paying writers, it will do so.
The skilled painstaking publishers will
go to the wall and hordes of mediocrity
will eliminate writers in favor of pack-
aging. If you think I am a vested interest,
you're right. If you think it wouldnt be
so bad, switch on your TV,

MASTER COPY

(continued from page 101)
gave him a majestic presence; with his
fat cheeks and his ruddy complexion, he
looked more like one of the merry land-
lords that still run public houses along
the Tottenham Court Road than the
rocket engineer that he was.

“But darling, think of the money. I
own forty percent of Robotics, and if
you think I'm going to give that up——"

“For God’s sake. nobody's asking vou
to give it up. Just put out more of the
other androids you have. That French
kid. what's her name?”

“Marcelle  Pirout?> That flat-chested
whore? She's got no appeal.” Then her
voice softened. “And anyway. Joe, don't
you think it’s a bit old-fashioned to play
the jealous husband? You've got the real
me, afer all”

Lynn leaned over the coffee table to
pour hersell another drink, and her long
blue robe slid forward at the neck. The
sharp light from the table lamp shone
through the fabric, sending blue shad
ows chasing across the flesh of her ripe
breasts. Kelly [fele his chest tighten with
desire. He wished he didn’t need her so
much.

“Then there’s Tani Maiku, the In-
donesian girl,” he grunted. “Couldn't
Robotics make more of her?”

“Listen here, Joe Kelly. IT those Lynn
Master androids were taken off the
sireets, where do you think we'd ber”
Kelly could sense her irvitation. “We
had a hard enough time living on my
Hollywood earnings. Now that we have
it made, you want to call it quits.” She
tossed her long blonde hair angrily over
her shoulder. Her odd eyes, one green,
one blue, flashed in the hLight.

Kelly sat down wearily and took an-
other drink. He studied her face. The
solt white skin, smooth and clear as the
surface of a lake; her moist red lips with
the exciting tremor that had sent thou-
sands, with their five aowns, searching
for Lynn Master at the nearest street
corner; and the odd eyes. It was her eyes,
Kelly thought. They gave her [ace the
innocent  wantonness that drove men
wild.

“We've had these arguments before,”
his wife said, “and they’ve never decided
anything,. Why don't we sctile down
with our drinks and watch Tri-V or
something?”

Kelly felt the old restlessness within
him. “I've got to go out for a while,” he
said. “Have 1o see Charlie and the boys.”

“All right, Joe. Don’t be wo long.”

Kelly hwried to his bedroom and
locked the door. He took a pink mask
from a locked suitcase and smoothed it
in his hands before he carclully slipped



it over his face. The mask was con-
structed from the same warm plastic that
was used on robots to make them vir-
tually indistinguishable from humans. He
covered his bald head with a wig of lux-
uriant black hair and smiled at himself
in the mirror. The swrange new face
smiled back. Shrugging on his overcoat,
he slipped a small silver instrument into
his pocket and listened at the bedroom
door. The noise of the Tri-V came [rom
the living room. He quickly stepped
through the side door, into the chill
London evening.

Kelly shuffled along the misty paths
of Hvde Park. He remembered that first
day, two months before, when he and
Lvon had landed from New York. He
hid tiken his frst ride that same after-
noon, while his wife was on set. A yellow
hovercar had purred behind him and a
window had slid down.

“Want a liule ride, honev:” Lyann had
said. “Just you and me through old
Hyvde Park? Come on, it's a pretty day.”

Even the voice had been the same, but
there was something a liule different
about the girl, and, as he decapitated his
first Lynn a few minutes later, Kelly saw
what it was. The real Lynn's left eve was
blue. The left eye of the head he then
held in his hands (no blood, just lots and

lots of wires) was green, and the right one
was blue.

His only weapon that first day had
been a clumsy penknile, but the next day
he bought himsell a small welding laser.
The beam could cut silently through the
pseudo flesh and the cirenitry of the
androids 1 a matter ol seconds. For
the last eight weeks, in hotel rooms in
Bloomsbury, under monorail towers on
Hampstead Heath. and in his private
apartment. he had sliced off Lynn's heads,
one after another. It gave him a perverse
pleasure to use the Lynns belore he fin-
ished them off. To his distraught mind,
it was the ultimate in unfaithfulness, and
a salve for his jealousy: 10 make violent
love to this svnthetic image of his wile,
this man-made duplicate of the woman
he wanted and loved SOIMCLIMES
hated.

His score now stood at 117. The Lon-
don papers were screaming that the mad
“killer” must be found, for Lynn's taxes
were important to the city. After the col
lapse of the pound in 1989, Britain had
rapidly lost her place at the table of
great nations and had become a mecea
for tourists. Her gaming rooms. jousting
contests and, above all, her s were
world-lamous.

Il he could just keep up two a day, he

and

thought crazily, Robotics would have to
stop making the Lynns, and he could
have some peace. He could have her all
to himself.

His first Lynn for that evening found
him in St. James’ Park.

“Hello, big boy. You look loncly. Why
don't we take a little walk someplace?”
Lynn said.

She took his arm and led him along
the path. Kelly glanced quickly at the
tall bushes that filled the park.

Not the apartment this time. Last time,
somebody stared at her as we wenl in.
Who wouldn’t stare? Aloud, he said:
“How about the parks"

“Why not” Lynn said.

They found a small area ringed by
proteciing  shrubs.  Lynn  hwricdly
slipped out of her dothes, and together
they rolled in the deep grass. Her hun-
gry mouth found his, and her arms and
hands ranged over his body, as his veins
pulsed with the daily passion that was
new every time. And then, as Kelly stared
at this Lynn, moaning naked beneath
him on the dew-flecked grass, her eyes
gleaming with lust, evervthing seemed
to disintegrate.

For this Lynn’s left eve was blue.

This time, there were no wires . . .

Special offer

to pipe smokers
who smoke
these brands

First of all, congratulatians on yourgood

taste They're fine tobaccos every one

But I'll bet that, like most pipe smok-
ers, every so often you get the urge
to try something different.

And so Kentucky Club Mixture makes
this offer. If you're in the mood to try
o remarkably mild and aromatic mix-
ture . . . one of the fastest growing
brands in America . . . send us the empty
pouch you've just finished and you'll
receive a fresh pouch of Kentucky Club
Mixture® Free,

It's an offer you ought to consider
it you're o serious pipe smoker, ond
here's why.

1. Kentucky Club Mixiure is probably
the mildest aromatic pipe tobacco
around. Most smokers con enjoy
pipeful ofter pipeful without "bite".

2. It's o cleon, eosy-to-light tobacco
that's cut to stay lit right down to
the bottom of the bowl.

3. The aromaiis pleasing to 'most every-
one. Especially women.

4. Most important, the flavor is smooth
and rewarding. The result of the
careful blending of 5 important tobac-
cos: White Burley, Virginia Brights,
Weeds Cavendish, Turkish and Pe-

rique, plus a dash of Deer Tongue for
flavor. {Deer Tongue, by the way,
is o variety of wild vanillo. It's used
as seasoning. The woy you might
add salt to stew ]
So thot's it. Kentucky Club Mixture is o
mild oromatic blend made by people
who believe it's the best and are ready
to prove it by sending you a supply.
For your free pouch mail your empty
to: Kentucky Club Mixiure, Box 142,
Dept. P, Wheeling, West Va. And when
you've smoked i, write and give us
your opinion.

Kentucky
a Club

*Unfortunately we can’t picture all tobaccos. But the offer's good on any brand (except Kentucky Club Mixturs).

185



PLAYBOY

186

A CYHSONIN YR AN ATHO0T

~ Will hese
~ wooly Britishers
shrink

before a fleet of soapsuds?

Never. You can tell by the Red Toe Stripe.®
It's the mark of the unshrinkables—Jockey
Thorobred® English Wool Hose. The patented
English process (a Jockey exclusive) makes them
so machine washable and dryable—you get this
guaraniee: a new pair free if they shrink out of
size. In anklet and over-the-calf styles. $2. A
gentleman’s hosiery.

Jockey

® amanc

MENSWEAR

Did Drake shrink before the Armada?

Capifal Punishment

(continued from page 131)
California’s “Liude Lindbergh Law.”

Because there were many newsmen
among the 60 witnesses come to San
Quentin for Chessinan’s execution, mil-
lions read descriptions of how a man
dies by inhaling poison gas. It is a
death not much different, they found,
from hanging or clectrocution. Looking
through glass panels of the hermetically
sealed gas chamber, the reporters saw
the doomed Chessman enter and without
hesitation sit down in the death chair,
watch without expression while his arms
and legs were swapped down. A clutch
of cvanide “eggs,” poised above a tub of
acid beneath the chair, was released by
remote control. As the fumes rose to
shroud the prisoner, his eyes bulged, his
head jerked, he gagged and gasped as he
seemed o be suuggling  against  the
straps. In two minutes his long jaw
sagged and his body slumped.

According to medical men, the gase-
ous cyanide derivatives are neurotoxing
that autack the nerve centers and para-
lyze the cirdine and respiratory func
tions at the first deep whiff. The signs of
a desperate death swuggle, apparently
the svmptoms of great suffering, are
again nothing more than unconscious
reflexes.

So?

What is the meaning of all this scien-
tific progress that we in America have
made in the centuries and centuries
since the boiling in oil, the aucifixions
and the hanging of little children? We
have perhaps reduced the coefficient of
suffering to within a fraction of a second
of the instantancous extinction of the
gutllotine, which the late Albert Camus
described as “a crude surgery [without]
any edifving character whatever.” We
have reduced our lust for public blood-
letting to boxing (which is becoming
more and more bloodless), auto racing
and professional football. We no longer
feed our wrongdoers to the crocodiles or
invite VIPs to public hangings, as was
the custom in Arizona, but we still kill
our criminals in three quarters of our
American states. We are far ahead of the
rest of the world in the scientific tech-
nique of legal killing, but we are at least
a century behind in the sociological,
psychological, economic and humanitar-
fan approiach to the problem of crime
and punishment.

Why do we still kill our killers? Do we
imagine that we are doing justice, with
no thought of vengeance? Do we think
we are eradicating crime? Are we delud-
mg ourselves that by snufing out the
lives of our misfits. our nitwits and
our psvchopathic personalities (who, our
psychiatrists hasten to add, are not con-
genital psvchopaths), we are creating a
better world for ourselves? Do we really

think that punishment will prevent crime,
that killing murderers will prevent mur-
der? Let us consider these points one
by one.

Is capital punishment a matter of jus-
tice or revenge? Personally I do not con-
sider class legislation of any kind true
justice. In all my expericnce, I have nev-
er seen a murderer with enough money
to hire topdrawer counsel condemued
to death. The last time I visited death
row at Ohio State Penitentiary in Co-
lumbus, the ten men there awaiting the
clectric chair had one thing in common:
They were penniless, They had been de-
fended by court-appointed attorneys, de-
voted men. all of them, although many
had had no previous experience in crim-
mal cases. But the professional gang-
sters, the shrewd racketeers and their
paid gunmen did not have to depend on
volunteers, Nor were they ever, in my
experience, executed. It was only the
poor, the illiterate, the foreigner, the
Negro and the school dropout from a
broken home who died in the chair,

Is it justice to try a man in the lynch-
mob atmosphere of & community out-
raged by a serics of atrocious crimes,
where the police have been under pres-
sure from an impatient public inflamed
by a sensational press clamoring for
quick retribution? Must a man die 10
avenge a arime to which he has been con-
nected only by evidence viewed through
the emotion-tinged spectacles of angry
indignation?

As governor of Ohio I had the power
to extend executive clemency in all cases
except those ol weason or impeachment.
However, 1 had sworn to uphold the
Iaws of the state. and the death penalty
was still on the statute books. Unless I
could find some mitigating circum-
stances or a possibility of the miscuriage
of justice, I did not feel that 1 could
extend mercy merely because 1 was per-
sonally opposed to capital punishment.
By. in eftect, singlehandedly repealing
the death penalty when there was no
question of a prisoner’s guilt or respon-
sibility, I would be inviting impeach-
ment for violating my oath of office. I
felt that T could fight more effectively
for the abolition ol capital punishment
by staying in office rather than face
impeachment.

Eiach time a capital case came 10 my
gubernatorial desk for review, I thought
ol the tragic impossibility of correcting a
mistake that could mean the execution
of an innocent man. 1 remanbered Clar-
ence McKinney, convicted in Ohio of
first-degree murder in the 1920s on the
basis of circumstantial evidence, mistak-
en identity and a previous police record.
While his case was being appealed, the
real murderer confessed to the crime,
Suppose McKinney had been put to
death? Or the Larkman case in New
York: If Governor Al Smith had not
commuted Larkman’s death sentence in



1927, would the actual culprit have con-
fessed to the murder two years later? Or
Tommy Bambrick, who died in the chair
at Sing Sing while warden Thomas
Mott Osborne was trying unsuccessfully
to reach the governor of New York with
news of last-minute evidence that had
just come to light.

To avoid having another Tommy
Bambrick on my conscience, I made my-
self constantly available to the peniten-
tiary authorities on the night a man was
to die, up to the moment the warden in-
formed me that the case was out of my
hands forever. Eight p.m. is the hour at
which society takes the lives ol capital
criminals in Ohio, and the day leading
up to that hour was always a dreadful
one for me. As the time approached, I
wanted to get away [rom everything and
everybody. I could never reconcile my-
self to the idea that a man was going to
die because 1 failed to exercise the god-
like power of life or death that was mine
as long as T was governor—the power of
executive clemency.

I would escape in my car to someplace
where I could be alone at that awesome
moment—a country lane under the stars,
the solemn silence of some church, the
impersonal darkness of a park. My driv-
er understood my [eelings, for he was a
convicted murderer himself, a wusty. He
would monitor the car radio, tuned to
the wave length of the State Highway Pa-
trol, which knew where to reach me in-
stantly, until the message came through
from the warden: “Detail completed.”

My determination to preclude every
possibility of an irrevocable error was so
stong that I visited the Ohio peni-
tentiary to interview personally the
prisoners sentenced to die, often on the
eve of the date set for their execution.
With the proximity of death hovering
over the penitentiary, I had a right to
expect a moment ol truth.

Twelve capital cases came to me from
the Ohio Pardon and Parole Commis-
sion during my four-year term as gover-
nor. The Commission recommended for
or against clemency. My decision usual-
ly, but not always, concuired. The six
death sentences I commuted to life im-
prisonment fell into three general cate-
gories. Two were obvious inequities of
justice—scparate trials for the principals
in the same felony murder (all partici-
pants in a felony during which someone
is killed are, under Ohio law, equally
guilty of first-degree murder) resulted in
a death sentence for some, in one case
the driver of the car, and life for the
rigger man or mastermind. The only
way I could correct this inequity was to
commute the death sentences to life.

In two cases, rigid legal procedure
prevented the whole truth from reaching
the jury. One of thesc was the cause
célebre of Edythe Klumpp, condemned
to death for the murder of her para-
mour’'s wile, Mrs. Klumpp, under oath,

had parroted the story her lover had
devised. When she was found guilty and
sentenced to hang, she was shocked.
And when, after her conviction, her lover
skipped town with another woman, she
broke down and told the truth—which
made her lover the accidental killer of
his wife. I had her interviewed under the
influence of sodium pentothal—“truth
serum”—Dby a qualihed psychiatrist. Her
revised story under “truth serum” not
only cleared up some contradictions in
her sworn testimony, but led to the
discovery of ncw corroborative evidence
that placed the murder site miles away
from the spot inspected by the jury.
When the ambitious prosecuting at-
torney relused to reopen the case, and
the dead woman's husband gave testi-
mony to Ohio Highway Patrol investi-
gators that gave the lie to his own
courtroom story, but refused to return to
Ohio for further questioning, I could do
nothing less, in the interests of equal
justice, than commute Mrs. Klumpp's
sentence to life imprisonment.

=3}
=
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In the other case involving juridical
inflexibility, a local scapegrace named
Rutherford was convicted of the first-
degree murder of a prosperous bookie,
largely on the testimony of a girl about
town who had already told five different
versions of what happened. Several high-
court justices, in minority opinions on
an unsuccessful appeal, ariticized the
trial judge for prejudicing the jury by
injecting himsell into cross-examination
of the defendant and making a confus-
ing charge. When the application for
clemency reached my desk, I summoned
the star witness to Columbus in an
attempt to find out which of her stories
was the truth. She tearfully claimed that
her testimony had been misinterpreted,
that she had never known how the bookie
had been killed, but presumed that the
bookie had been killed by striking the
back of his head on the pavement
when knocked down by the defendant—
hardly first-degree murder. The day
Rutherford was scheduled to die, I com-

.
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muted his sentence to life imprisonment.

The two other cases of clemency in-
volved what Chief Justice William
Howard Taft, in a ruling concerning the
power of executive clemency, called “cir-
cumstances which may properly mitigate
guilt"—complete lack of judgment be-
ciuse of mental deficiency or nonage.
One was a teenager who, having been
fed dope and liquor by a man who sold
him a gun, in the process of holding up
a drugstore shot and killed a woman.
The other was a lowgrade moron
named Niday who had been living in a
sordid wriangular arrangement with a
hard-drinking woman (the first who had
ever taken him o her bed and bosom)
and her complacent hard-drinking hus-
band. When the woman had sought to
make a quadrangle out of the triangle,
Niday shot both his paramour and the
interloper. I could see no advantage for
the state of Ohio in killing these two
irresponsibles. I was influenced, in the
case of Niday. by affidavits from two ju-
rors who sat in his case, who swore they
had not been instructed by the judge
that they had the privilege of recommend-
ing mercy, and who asserted that most
of the jury would not have gone along
with a verdict involving the death pen-
alty. 1 commuted both their sentences.

Whenever 1 commuted 2 sentence, the
opposition  newspapers  would  scream

that T was coddling criminals, thwarting
the orderly process of law in Ohio and
encouraging murderers by striking down
the deterrent power of the death penalty.
My mail was overloaded with shrill,
abusive letters accusing me of opening
the doors of their writers’ homes to the
lawless, of offering the underworld an
open season on policemen. 1 answered
every leuer, patiently explaining that
the death penalty for murder was still
on the statute books of Ohio and had
not deterred the perpetrator of the hei-
nous crime the letter writer was deploring.

The police lobby, which was in the
forefront of the opposition o every at-
tempt I made to have the Ohio legisla-
ture abolish capital punishment, has
been persistently blind to the facts and
figures refuting the argument that the
death penalty deters the potental mur-
derer—particularly the cop Killer. Let's
look at the record.

Alichigan, a state with a common bor-
der with Ohio, abolished capital pun-
ishment while still a tervitory and has
never restored it. Yet Michigan has a
lesser number of homicides per 100.000
than either Ohio or Indiana, next-door
neighbors who still kill their killers. As
for the plea of the police lobbv—which,
incidentally, succeeded in excepting cop
killers from the bills abolishing capital
punishment which passed both the New

“Would you rather she stayed home every
night and did nothing?”

York and Vermont state legislatures in
1965—let us again look at the record.
Figures compiled by the FBI over a
period of 35 years do indicate a slight
difference between death-penalty and
life-imprisonment states. The chances of
a law-enforcement officer being shot and
killed in the performance of his duty are
1.3 per 100,000 in death-penalty states.
In abolitionist states, the chances are
fractionally less—1.2 per 100,000.

The nonstatistical evidence disproving
the deterrence argument is even more
impressive. The Licavoli gang., which
terrorized Toledo during Prohibition,
had only five miles to go to the Michi-
gan line, where they could knock off a
business rival secure in the knowledge
that they would enjov the same safety from
the elecuric chair as that enjoved by the
family branch m Detroit, the Purple
Gang. They didn’t even bother to drive
those five miles. All bodies were found
in Ohio—which often kills its killers.

Even a more intimate acquaintance
with the electric chair has just as litle
deterrent effect. Let us consider the case
of Charles Justice, another Ohioan, who
in 1902 found himself in the peniten.
tiary, a three-time loser, as a result of a
knifing. A trusty, he was assigned (o
housckeeping duties in the death house,
where he noted that the electric chair
was several sizes too big for the smaller
type of murderer. The littler ones would
squirm and make mperfect contact,
causing the clectrodes to arc and burn,
producing barbecue odors that distressed
the official witnesses. Charles Justice in-
vented an iron clamp to immobilize the
condemned man’s arms and legs; it
proved so successlul thar it is still in use
today. For his services to the state of
Ohio, Justice was paroled in April 1910.
In November of the same year, unde
terred, Charles Justice returned to Ohio
Penitentiary as Convict 40,103, charged
with murder in the first degree. On Oc
tober 27, 1911, he died in the electric
chair he had helped to perfect.

A more recent instance—from another
stite—is to be found in the sad rtale
of Detective Sergeant William Mulrine
II1, of the Wilmington, Delaware, police
force. In 1958 the Delaware legislature
abolished the death penalty. Expressing
his pride in “this forward step in crimi
nology,” Delaware Attorney General
Januar D. Bove, Jr., two vears later told
the Overseas Press Club in New York:
“There is no evidence whatever that at-
tacks on police or prison guards or
threats to public safety have increased.”
The police lobby, however, did not give
up. In 1961 the Delaware legislature
was persuaded 10 restore the death pen-
alty by a margin of one vote over the
veto of Governor Elbert Carvel. One of
the more articulate spokesmen for the
police lobby was Detective Sergeant Wil-
liam Mulrine III, who argued that the
death penalty was not only just punish-



ment for murderers, but a  deterrent
essential to the protection of law-enlorce-
ment officers. Just ten days after capital
punishment was reinstated, undeterred
Sergeant Mulrine shot and  killed his
wile. He escaped the just punishment he
had recommended, however. On the
third dav of his trial for hrst-degree mur-
der, he pleaded guilty 1o the lesser charge
of manslaughier,

Another reason I am opposed to capi-
tal punishment is that by the vindictive
act of taking a life for a life, society de-
prives iwsell of a potentally uscful con-
wribution. Retentionists argue that life
imprisonment is dangerous and meaning-
Iess because the lifer is turned loose in

seven or cight years to kill again. This is
demonstrably unwrue. Clinton Dully. [or-

mer warden of Calilornia’s San Quentin,
has said that the murderer has a greater
potential for rehabilitation than other
types of criminal. T agree. An outstand-
ing example is Nathan Leopold. a paroled
lifer with an infamous sex-crime  back-
cround who is now a useful member of
sodetv. Ohio has a Lilers” Hope Law,
which requires that the Pardon and
Parole Commission review the case of
every life-termer at the end of 20 years,
and every 5 vears therealter if the Com-
mission does not believe he has vet
shown signs ol rehabilitavon. O@ the
more than 200 murderers who have been
paroled since the law took effect in 1945,
only 11 have been returned to the peni-
tentiary for inlractions ol the law, most
ol them lor technical violations ol parole.

I lived with these murderers for the
four vears of my term as governor. They
were assigned to stafl the Executive
Mansion—gardeners, chauffeurs. laundry-
men, housemen, cooks and yardmen. My
wile and 1 lived with these men. killers
all, not as keepers and prisoners. but as
human Dbeings with whom we shared
their many problems as ervant members
ol society who had paid their penalty
with 20 years of their lives. We trusted
them completely. My wife had no [ear of
going into the kitchen and arguing over
a recipe with a cook who was sharpening
carving knives at the time, even though
the cook was serving time for murder.
She felt quite at ease being driven by a
felon, or dressing down an ex-lifer house-
man who left dust in the corners. The
grcatest display of wrust, I suppose. was
our leaving these homicidal swaffers as
baby sitters for our grandchildren when
they came to Columbus for the Christmas
holidays. The only risk we ever van was
that the felonious baby sitters would
spoil our small fry—feed them forbidden
ice cream or otherwise surreptitiously
overindulge them, These men are stll
our friends, now that they are “on the
outside™ and I am no longer governor
and cannot help them ofhaally. They
come 1o our house during the holidays to
see the grandchildren, to meer one an-
other and exchange progress reports, and

“Who is her

to help out with our parties.

In all honesty 1 must say that the only
backslider in all the 200-odd parolees in
the category of homicide was a well-
behaved,  smiling.  good-natured  man
named McIntosh who had been convict-
ed of seccond-degree murder because he
killed a boarder who not only was be-
hind in the rent but borrowed his car
without permission and  wrecked it
When the boarder failed to pay lor the
damage, McIntosh shot him. Some ten
years later, after his velease, when Mcln-
tosh's son-in-law repeated the parern—
failed to pay his rent and also wrecked
the family car—Mclnosh went  berserk
and shot hum, too. This time, he was not
sent to the penitentiary, but to a mental
hospital. He was adjudged insane.

Why Meclntosh had not been  ad-
judged insane the hrst time around is
not surprising. The whole question of
medical or legal insanity is one ol the
factors that frightened me every time 1
was asked to rule on whether or not 1o
grant mercy to a man condemned to
death. One of the six 1 permitted to die
was 4 man named Ronald Fenton. whose
crime was so heinous thar had I commut-
ed his sentence. his prisonmates would
have made his life unbearable. Fentwon
had kidnaped a year-old baby girl, raped
her, beaten her brains out on the steer-
ing wheel of his car when she screamed,
then tossed the body nto an Akron
pond. To my mind, no man capable of
such an act can be considered sane. He
did, however, appear to be a normal 27-

accomplice?”

year-old rubber worker on a night shilt
in the Goodyear plint. When I inter-
viewed him, he told me in the most
matter-ol-fact terms the story of his early
life and the details of how he raped and
killed the baby. There were strong indi-
cations of a warped sexuality in his early
life. He was a fetishist as a boy, stealing
women's panties off neighbors’ clothes-
lines as inspiration for his masturbatory
[antasies. He had also dabbled in homo-
sexuality, although he was married (1o a
girl with whom he had had sexual rela-
tions since she was 12) and was the father
of one child. The psychiawists who ex-
amined him, however, agreed that al-
though he was a disturbed psvchopathic
personality with sexual deviation, he was
“without psychosis™ (legally sane). Under
this circumstance, 1 did not feel thay |
could extend clemency.

The whole question of medical and
legal samity is a deeply distrbing one,
parucularly when the death sentence is
mvolved. The courts in the vast majority
ol our states still determine the question
of mental responsibility for a crime on
the basis of an English decision made
more than a century ago. The McNagh-
ten Rule, the criterion in use almost uni-
versally, declares a man sane if he can
distinguish right from wrong and knows
that the act for which he is being tried is
wrong. The “rule” is based on the trial
of one Daniel McNaghten, who in 1843
tried to kill Prime Minister Sir Robert Peel
and killed his secretary instead. He was
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found not guilty by reason of insanity.

A well-housebroken dog knows the
difference between right and wrong, and
acknowledges his guilt when he has vio-
lated the rules. Yer this is all that is nec-
essary, under the ancient McNaghten
rule, despite the progress of modern psy-
chiatry, to make a disturbed killer a can-
didate for the electric chair. In 1965
New York joined Maine, Missouri, Ili-
nois, Vermont and the Disirict of Co-
lumbia in adopting laws that bring the
concept of legal insanity closer to mod-
ern psychiatric thinking. Forty-five states.
however, still cling to the “mad dog”
concept of responsibility.

Legally and medically sane or not,
there is not the slightest doubt that soci-
cty must be protected from men with
warped psyches like Ronald Fenton.
Killing them, however, is not the an-
swer, In the months following Fenton's
execution, several more sex murders
were committed in the same area, prov-
ing yet again that the death penalty is
no deterrent and that we have a long
way to go before we achieve an eftective

method of penology. Fenton, for example,
had been i custody several umes for
what were deemed “minor offenses.” Had
we been prepared to examine a prisoner
psvchologically, partucularly when his of-
fenses seemed 1o lorm a behavior pattern,
we might have discovered the psycho-
pathic wges that led to the final wagedy
and hence prevented it.

Our present system ol correction ob-
viously does not correct. Our crime riate
is rising steadily despite the threat of the
cleciric chair, the gas chamber or long
prison terms. Could this not be because
we have for cenwuries thought of crime
only in terms of punishment? In killing
our major criminals in an attempt to re-
duce or eradicate crime, are we not treat-
ing symptoms rather than a disease nself?
After centuries of dismal f[ailure to re-
duce crime, should we not ry a new
approach of prevention rather than
punishment, ol education rather than
elecirocutton, and of  rehabilitation
rather than revenge?

We must attack crime through the
proven causes of crime: poverty, igno-

“She can’t hit, run, field or throw, but she
takes one hell of a shower.”

rance, broken homes. Eighty-five percent
of the youthful inmates of Ohio’s Boys’
Industrial School are there for psycho-
sociological reasons. Many are school
dropouts, many are emotionally dis-
turbed. Because ol inadequate space and
stalf, they are given mass treatment with
no attempt at individual attention. Too
often they are returned too soon to the
same crime-breeding environment that
created the anuisocial attitudes and be-
havior that originally led them to reform
school. In addition, for our reformatories
truly to reform instead of serving as
training schools for the penitentiary and
apprenticeship for the elearic chair, we
would need more and bigger institutions
with a trained staff big enough 1o ap-
praise each child and situation, and to
find him a suitable foster home.

Ideally, we should head off juvenile
delinquency even belore it reaches the
reformatory stage. To do this would re-
quire radical expansion of psychological
and counseling services in the lower and
middle levels of our educational system,
with facilities for diagnosing and treat-
ing the emotionally disturbed child.
This would be an expensive process, but
in the long run the results would justify
the outlay. I am sure we would find it
infinitely more clfective in preventing
crime, up o and including murder, than
capital punishment.

Happily, the realization that capital
punishment is futile is beginning to
dawn on more and more American
states. During 1965 the legislatures ol
TIowa, New York, Vermont and West Vir-
ginia abolished the death penalty, al-
though the police lobby was powerful
enough in New York and Vermont to
secure exceptions in the case ol killers of
police ofhcers and prison guards. In 1964
the people of Oregon voted to do away
with capital punishment. Previous aboli-
tion states are Alaska, Hawaii, Maine,
Michigan, Minnesota, North Dakota,
Rhode Island and Wisconsin.

The American people are even fur-
ther ahead than their legislators. judging
from the increased reluctance of U.S ju-
ries to exact a hfe for a life. According
to the FBI's Uniform Crime Reports,
there were 8400 murders in the United
States during 1962. Only 47 of the 8100
murderers had been executed at year's
end, and just 247 more were under sen-
tence of death. In 1965, only seven people
were executed in the U.S., the lowest
number in our history: and. for the hrst
time, all seven were convicted murderers.

Apparently an increasing number of
people share my belief that the concept
of “civilized society” and the perpetua-
tion of rewibutive, legalized murder are
incompatible. That is why I am con-
vinced that capital punishment, that
barbaric survival from the Dark Ages,
will inevitably disappear completely from
these United States.
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fancy. But il your tastes run morc mod-
erately, you'll want a dozen cach of
champagne glasses, preferably in a tulip
shape; large stemware for reds: slightly
smaller for whites. These should get you
through everything but a royal reception
very nicely. I you're ever in doubt which
size to choose, always opt [or the larger
glass. There's nothing quite so luxurious
as swirling a bit of red wine in an over-
sized Id-ounce Baccarat. The proper
wine glass has a slight incurving to the
lip, which allows the taster to savor the
aroma (the fruity odor of the grape) and
the bouquet (the heady fragrance of the
mature wine). Of course, you'll never use
a standard cocktail or highball glass
whose flared lip encourages these volatile
delights 1o escape.

Spend some time selecting the tasting-
party wine card. Discuss it with your wine
merchant and ask for lus suggestions.
Choose those American brands you are
curious about as well as some you are
already familiar with. Purchase three dif-
ferent bottlings of each U.S. variety 1o
be tasted. You might have to visit the
shelves of several wine merchants to get
three different Cabernets or three Pinot
Chardonnays, but it's well worth the
secking. If you're looking for burgundies,
you might try a Louis Martini, a Charles
Krug and a Buena Vista. For your whites,
you might take a look at Almaden, Paul
Masson and Wente Brothers.

Good red wines should be served at 70
degrecs, the temperature of a comfortable
room. Cheaper reds (anything under 33)
may be improved by an hour or two in
the fridge belore serving. Open reds about
15 minutes belore your guests arrive to
give the wine a chance to “breathe.”

With your guests assemnbled around
that snowy-white tablecloth, glasses at the
ready, wine bottles prepared for uncork-
ing, and all your gleaming wine equipage
on display for immediate use, you might
remind your assembled guests that there
arc three tests for judging a wine—ap-
pearance, aroma and bouquet, and taste.
To judge the color and clarity of the
wine, swirl it around in the glass. Color
is the fust indication of the drink to
come. The deeper the shade, the more
robust the body. Then snift the aroma and
bouquet. By judging the scent alonme,
you have gone more than halfway in de-
termining the taste sensations to come.
Last, taste the wine. The word for the
momwent is laste—not drink. Let the wine
linger on the taste buds as it's held in the
mouth and swirled around. Note the
body and deepness of flavor. Then comes

the aftertaste, a vital lingering sensation
expericnced after the wine has been
swallowed.

Apart from these simple rules, your
wine-tasting party should be informal and
fun. If social ice-breaking seems in order,
you may introduce a game clement by
forming teamns to Dblindfold-test their
abilities to distinguish among, say, several
whites, or to determine which is the
heartiest of the reds. But as your tasting
party progresses, you and your guests will
find such games unnecessary: The gentle
glow that suffuses the participants leads
1o a spontancous Gemiitlichkeit and ca-
maraderie that is a welcome change from
the quick belt of cocktails and the frenetic
yakking that characterize 100 many cock-
tail parties. A proper wine-tasting fete
finds all hands happily high, not crocked
and groggy, and ready for whatever
further fun beckons.

Begin the testing with a dry sherry. We
favor one that's produced in a California
winery, such as Almaden, made from
authentic Palomino grape and following
the Spanish Solera system in which the
wines are stored in small oaken tiers. In
this way, the younger and older wines
are transferred and blended to produce
the same high quality year after year.
Test for its full amber color and dry
Lartness.

Your second offering should be a choice
between two white wines. Perhaps a
Johannisberg Riesling, a Rhennish wine
from California and a Pinot Chardonnay,
a white burgundy. Both should be served
well chilled in your best wine buckets.
Excellent producers of these varieties are
Buena Vista and Paul Masson for the
Riesling, and Wente Brothers, Inglenook
or Krug for the Pinot Chardonnay. While
sipping, savor the Riesling's dry, delicate
favor and [resh fragrance that makes
it a perfect wine to serve with filet of sole.
The Chardonnay should be of light gold
color and full body, which makes it an
ideal companion for chicken or shellfish.

Carry on with two deep California reds,
such as a zinfandel and a Caberner Sau-
vignon. A recommended vineyard to buy
here is Louis Martini, While sipping,
notice its hearty bouquet and the unusual
fruity flavor that makes it uniquely ap-
propriate with beef. The Cabernet Sau-
vignon {rom Beaulicu vineyards can, we
think, be compared with the best of the
Bordeaux wines. We [avor it with veal.

King champagne is next on the agenda.
Your first choice might be a Korbel Nat-
ural from Korbel vineyards. If such isn’t
available, choose one of New York State's
finc varicties, including Widmer, Taylor,
Gold Seal or Great Western. When serv-
ing bubbly, watch for its effervescence. A
good champagne should send up a stream
of tiny bubbles for at least two hours. It

HOW GOOD
IS YOUR
STEREO

EQUIPMENT?

You'll never know
until you play...

LONDOX

phase stereo

*1 IN SALES

because it's

coucen'r SERIES

ik b

R ApSO

s

in blue —
amﬂ in puns Eﬂfﬂwﬂﬁf M“&bo
fﬁ?é‘ﬁ

u‘ wl-ducrblq

The london Fesshal orclsras

IR NI CIRTE YL PR
iR MALCOLM SARGENT

SPC 21010

-
don Tusrival
onchisrna and chomus

SP 44075

SPC 21006

SP 44073

SP 44074

For complete phase 4 catalog write

LONDON RECORDS, INC.
539 WEST 25 STREET, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10001

191



PLAYBOY

192

should have a strong, clean smell, and
unless it's one of the blanc de blanc des-
sert varieties, it should be very dry.

To top off your wine sipping, serve
complementing ports, say by Buena Vista
or Fincklin, along with a platter of stilton
cheese.

Duwring the tasting session, you may
wish to keep a personal wine diary on
hand. In it you can record the pertinent
information about each wine tested, in-
duding the comments of your guests on
the quality of the offering. This recorded
mlormation can be especially valuable to
the thoughtful host when planning fu-
ture dinner parties to rediscover his guests’
personal preferences before selecting the
wines lor the evening.

Don't worry about the unfinished
bottles as a vesult ol your rasting party.
That's what brand-new, sparkling decant-
ers are lor. There is a great deal of hand
wringing by sell-siyled mraditionalists over
decanting wines. Much of it is nonsense.
Some ol the most elegant sommeliers in
Parts decant their finest vintages as a
matter ol cowse before bringing them
to the table in simple carafes. Since Amer-
ican wines are almost alwiys sediment-
free, the decanting process is a simple
wansfer [rom one vessel © another and
imvolves none ol the delicate touch re-
quired in pouring hoary European vin-
tages. We recommend you keep your
decanted whites and reds in the [ridge,
and drink them up within a few days.

When recording domestic wines for
your own cellar, there are a few basic rules
1o follow. An American wine is known
cither by a generic name, such as rosé,
or by the name of the grape, such as
Grenache. Our advice is to use generic
names only for champagne, rosé, sherry
and port. In all other cases, you are better
off going by the name of the grape.

Names on American wines such as
bordeaux and burgundy should best be
lorgotien, if only it were possible. There
once was an abortive attempt by Ameri-
can wine makers to lollow the French
system ol labeling wines by their native
province and name California wines after
the county in which they were grown.
American consumers refused to go along
withh Western names, and the attempt
ended in a resounding flop that could be
heard all over Napa wvalley; French
names became annexed by the American
industry. No matter how fine the wine,
you're not likely to see a boule of “Sono-
ma" or a split of “Sacramento™ for sale.
The resulting confusion can be unrid-
dled by the following list of generic
wine names, coupled with the grapes
whose flavors produce them:

Bordeaux—Cabernet Sauvignon

Sauterne—Sauvignon Blanc and Semil-

lon

Red burgundy—Pinot Noir and Gamay

Chablis ‘or white burgundy—Pinot

Chardonnay, Pinot Blanc and Che-
nin Blanc

Rhine and Alsatian wines—Johannis-

berg  Riesling, Emerald Riesling,
Grey Riesling, Sylvaner, Traminer
and Gewurztraminer.

These grapes are the first families of
California wines. They belong 10 the wi-
tis vinifera, the “wine-bearing” species
whose ancestral domain was in Europe
but now finds a home in the counties
around San Francisco. So cordial are the
California sun and soil to these grapes
that one giant vineyard is planted with
1.300.000 vines of 19 varictics of grapes.
Its a vesatility unknown in Euwrope,
where most vineyards grow one or two
varicties ol grapes.

In spite of their size, the best Califor-
nia wineries still baby their wines in
small oak casks. Since California never
has to put up with the grim cold and heat
that often bedevil Ewropean vineyards,
vintages don’t count for o much. No
year can be a disaster. There are some
anmual differences in the grapes, but the
quality of a wine is liable to vary more
from one vineyard to the next than from
one year to the next. When you do see a
year printed on a U.S. wine label, it
usually means it was a bottling ol which
the cellarmaster was particularly proud.
It also serves as a reminder to drink the
white wines such as Svlvaner and Tra-
miner in their youth, within two to three
years of their vintage date; the red wines
retain their excellence somewhat longer,
but usually no more than four o fve
years.,

One of the happiest American contri-
butions to civilized drinking is a new hy-
brid grape developed by ocnologists at
the University of California. The grape
and the wine are known as the Emerald
Riesling. Under the Paul Masson label,
it's a lively, smaw-colored wine with a
delightfully fruit-haunted aftertaste.

Eastern grapes. mainly from the Fin-
ger Lakes region of New York State and
northern Ohio, are among the few
things in this world that can be called
really native to America. Leif Ericson
marveled ar them during his explora-
tions and called the new land Wineland
the Good. The grapes used today are hy-
brids of those original wild vines. The
best of the current Eastern wines sold by
their grape names, such as the Diamond,
the Delaware and the Elvira, are smooth,
clean-tasting, altogether superb  wines.
Their [ruitiness recommends them 1o
dinners of ham, wild fowl, chicken and
all dessert and cheese courses.

The biggest news in the East is the
successful planting ol new French-Amer-
ican hybrid grapes. The amount of wine
gushing from these new vineyards isn't
large. But for the first time dry, Euro-
peanstyle wines are being bottled east
of the Mississippi.

There are several ways to store your
wine collection. A good cellar these days
doesn’t have to be in a vaulted room in a
subbasement, but a place where bottles of
wine can be properly stored on their sides
so the cork stays wet and keeps air out of
the botdes. We've seen good working
cellars housed in wooden chests, closets
and old converted armoires. The varicty
of good wine racks available, either wood-
en or metal, provides a wide choice to
suit your space and decor. Whatever you
choose, store your wine in a cool, dark
spot. Stack more delicate white wines
closest to the floor, where it is usuallv
coolest; stack the reds above them.

The lollowing basic cellar of American
wines can be stored in the space of two
liquor cases and costs about $65. (Costs
are approximate single-bottle prices.)

3 Caberner Sauvignon $3.50
2 Pinot Noir 2.50
1 Gamay Beaujolais 2.00
2 Rosc¢ 1575
2 Zinfandel 2.00
1 Barbera 2.00
2 Delaware 2.00
2 Diamond 1.75
I Sauvignon Blanc 3.00
2 Johannisberg Riesling 200
2 Emerald Dry Ricsling 1.75
1 Champagne Blanc de Blanc

(slightly sweet) 4.75
3 Champagne Brut 1.50

For a more munificent U.S. wine cel-
lar, costing about $550, we recommend:

10 Cabernet Sauvignon 55.50
8 Pinot Noir 3.50
5 Gamay Beaujolais 2.00
6 Ros¢ 1.75

16 Zinfandel 2.00

10 Barbera 2.00

16 Delaware 2.00

16 Diamond 1.75

10 Sauvignon Blanc 3.00
16 Johannisberg Riesling 2.50

16 Emerald Dry Riesling 1.75

10 Champagne Blanc de Blanc

(Almaden) 1.75

15 Champagne Brut 4.50
5 Port 2.50
5 Sherry 2.50
5 Pinot Chardonnay 6.00
8 Marvland Red 1964 1.50
6 Chenin Blanc 2.00
6 Dry Semillon .75
5 Fournier Natural 4.50

The beginnings of a good domestic
wine cellar should be planned, as above
The balance of your cellir can be
acquired impulsively, as your taste buds
lead. II there's one particular wine that
really makes you flip, buy it by the case
You'll find that our vines do, indeed,
have tender grapes.
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fast-loading systems into some of their
current 35mm models. Canon’s system is
called the Q-L (Quick-Load), while Ko-
nica’s is known as the 1GL (Insta-Grip
Loading). Both systems are extremely
practical and yequire no special car-
wridges, since the mechanics occur in the
take-up spool. But they do require re-
winding the film into its original
cartridge.

Minimal photography is like having a
casual girlfriend. You get some of the
advantages without the cmotional in-
volvement. Those who want to keep
their photography as simple and painless
as possible should confine their camera
browsing to most ol the Polaroids, the
cartridge-loading  Instamatic  types and
cameras using the Rapid-load system.

But snapshooting hardly touches the
surface ol photography’s potential. To-
day's precision cameras are magnificent
recording muchines. The lenses are capa-
ble of discerning the finest of lines and
rendering these in critically sharp focus;
the shutters can accurately measure off a
second ol time—uwith all of the intermedi-
ate split seconds up to an action-freezing
1/2000th of a second. The workmanship
evident today makes the carly Kodaks
look like miniature packing cates; and
the keen competiion that exists has
brought the prices [or most of these
wondrous  recording  machines  within
the reach of the average photographic
matiate.

- - -

Those who desire more than photog-
raphy “by the numbers” should give se-
rious considerition to the general-purpose
cameras that use two ol the most popular
ilm sizes: the 35mm, representing the
versatile compacts, and the 120mm versa-
tile mediums.

The 35mm is the closest thing to an
all-purpose camera, with wide-apertured,
precision-ground optics and shutters con-
ceded 1o be among the [astest made. Most
35s feature lens interchangeability, pro-
viding a choice selection from extreme
wide-angles to long telephotos. And there
are more¢ different types ol general-
purpose 35mm film available—in black
and white and colo—than for any other
size.

If you plan to restrict the majority ol
vour efforts 1o producing color slides for
projection, go no [urther: This is the
place. Most slide projectors today are
made either exclusively for, or will
accept, the 27 x 2 [rames in which 35mm
transparcncies are mounted.

In the main, there are two schools of
camera design followed by 35mm-camera
manulacturers—the  rangehnder  system
and the single-lens reflex (SLR) system.
The choice of which design 1s best for
you will be a matter of individual
preference.

In 1924, Leitz produced the first preci-
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sion 35mmn camera. About eight years
later, they incorporated a rangefinder
system of focusing into the design and
this principle was rapidly emulated by
competitive manulacturers of  quality
35mm cameras. Over the vears, automatic,
semi-automatic and coupled exposure
meters, singlestroke film advances and
built-in synchronization have been added
to the rimgefinder cameras, but the basic
design has remained essentially the same.
With viewing and [ocusing occurring
through a window above and slightly
offset from the lens, the camera is un-
hindered by a mirror behind the lens,
and its shape approaches a pure rectangie
with a much slimmer body—lighter, more
compact and generally quieter in opera-
tton—than most SLRs.

With the remendous popularity of the
SLR design, cne may wonder why the
rangefinders manage to remain so pop-
ular. Obviously. lighiness and compact-
ness are undeniable virtues: but a
stronger virtue yet is the rangefinder's
focusing system—requiring the matching
of coincdent images or the aligning of
split images. Actual practice has proven
that this can be done faster and more
accurately than the ground-glass focusing
of the SLRs, especially under weak-light
conditions.

For those who want a [fast-working
camerat that performs at its best for
rapid-fire candid shooting and provides
the least encumbrance, the rangefnder
models should be preferable.

The theory and the original design of
the singlelens reflex cameras can be
iraced back to around 1830, when pat-
ents lor such a camera were registered
in England. However, the distinction of
being the first 10 manufacture precision
35mm SLRs belongs to the Exakuas,
which appeared in 1936. They were well
received by those who loved beautiful,
complicated machines and by those who
found the SLR svstem ideal [or scien-
tific work, closc-up macrophotography
and photomicrography. However, beyond
these and a scattering of amateur dev-
otees, the SLR design made no serious
mark upon the camera world.

The status with SLRs remained quo
until three major innovations of recent
vears remedied the handicaps with
which the carly Exakias had been shack-
led: First. a pentaprism housing, which
simultancously righted the reversed mir-
ror image and brought the camera up 1o
eye level, was incorporated into the de-
sign for the majority of SLR cimeras;
second, an “instant-return™ mirror, which
minimized image black-out 1o just the
duration of the exposure, was added;
and, finally, along came an automatic
diaphragm permitting viewing, compos-
ing and focusing at the maximum aper-
wure of the lens.

It is these factors—combined with the
validity ol seeing vour picture precisely
as the filin sees it—that have contributed

to the immense popularity of SLRs. With
a singlellens reflex, one can literally
shoot through a knothole in a fence, de-
termining and precisely controlling not
only the placement of your subject and
its sharpness, but that of all objects relat-
ing to it in your composed frame, even
those that may be but scant inches in
front of the lens.

While the rangefinder system is limited
to medium telephotos (the longest being
a 135mm, after which an accessory
reflex-mirror auachment is required), the
SLRs obviously have no such limita-
tions: You can get as long a telephoto
Iens as vour particular camera can han-
dle. One of the newest innovations, ap-
pearing in several SLR cameras, is that
of having CdS cells placed behind the lens
system that read the actual amount of
light being transmitted through the lens.
Since even the best of lenses will suffer
some light loss in transmission, the theory
behind  this type of built-in  exposure
system is certainly a practical one.

Incorporating a mirror system adds a
bit more bulk, a touch more helt and a
bit more noise to the SLRs. But these are
insignificant, measurable only in mere
fractions of inches, ounces and decibels.
These cameras should be preferred by the
more deliberate, careful worker who,
having complete control over the com-
position of his photograph, is interested
in exploiting this advantage.

Among the rangefinder cameras. prob-
ably the most respected are the Leicas.
The top of this line, the M3, will run
slightly under $450. and there are several
models available lor less. Closest com-
petitors, and good buys, are the Bell &
Howell /Canons. whose to-line Model 7s
cost around S300. If you plan to do a lot
of rapidsequence photography, take a
look at the Robot line. Their Royal
models will mawch the Leica M3 in price
tags.

For less expensive tastes there are sev-
eral exwemely good cameras. each boast-
ing special features. Among these are the
Kodak Retinas, Minolta, the Zeiss line,
Mamiya, Konica, Argus. Ricoh, Yashica,
Voigtlander and Agfla.

The SLR is where the action is today.
Expected very soon is the new Konica
Auto S Reflex, introducing the first [ully
automatic SLR focal-plane camera, plus
a framing device that will permit the
owner to shoot either stndard-frame
35mm or half-frames. Another revolution-
ary entry in the field is the B&H/Canon
Pellix, which sells for around S300 and
sporis a stationary pellicle mirror that
reflects approximately 30 percent of the
light coming through the lens into the
viewfinder and transmits the remaining
70 percent. Especially worth while [or
extreme wide-angle work is the ability to
view through the Pellix" new 19mm [/3.5
lens.

Probably ihe longest-awaited SLR to
arrive on the scene was the Leicallex,

which finally appeared, after several
years of rumors regarding its virtues, in
mid-1965 at a price level that it shares
with the Zeiss Contarex and the Alpa
9d: the most expensive. The initial
reception was highly enthusiastic. The
workmanship was up to Leitz’ mcom-
parability. Its instant-return mirror was
practically inaudible. Its viewfinder, the
brightest yet. But alter the clnnor sub-
sided, it became apparent that except for
within a small circular area in the viewing
screen, the viewfinder didn’t locus. In a
broad sense, Leitz won the dubious dis-
tinction of having created what might
be called a single-lens reflex /rangefinder
camera.

The reliel shared by other SLR camera
manulacturers was best summed up by
the president of one of Leitz’ major com-
petitors. “The mountain labored.” he
said, “and brought lorth a mouse.”

The Leitz designers retrcated to the
drawing boards, and rumors are again
rampant about the improved, “profes-
sional” model of the Leicaflex being
designed. Meanwhile, another German
giant, Francke & Heidecke, the Rol-
leiflex people, are preparing to enter the
SLR field. While their initial entry (o
be premicred this fall ar trade shows)
will be a 120mm model, a 35mm model
is said to be secrelly in work and, il ap-
proved, is ser for debut in early 1968,

One of the most popular SLLR cameras
today is the Nikon F, which sells for a bit
above S300. The Honeywell /Pentax line
starts at somewhat less, and the Beseler
Topcon Super D runs a little more. Both
warrant a close look. Slightly less expen-
sive are a raft of exceptionally fine SLRs.
The names to look for are Miranda,
Kodak Retna, Bell & Howell/Canon,
Zeiss Comaflex, Nikkormat FT, Exakta,
Konica and Minolta SR-7. Most of these
lines also offer models for under S200
that compete with the lower-priced but
highly respected names such as Yashica,
Agfa, Prakuica. Edixa, Ricoh, Petriflex
and Praktina.

The 35mms are easily towable and
are the most versatile ol cameras. The
quality of their photographs will be su-
perb, considering their size.

Size can be an mmportant f[actor. The
more you have to enlarge, the more vour
image will deteriorate. If you want large
black-and-white enlargements or enlarged
color reproductions where minute details
will have to hold wogether. then consider
carefully the versatile mediums, the 120s.
While the cameras, physically and psycho-
logically, are not as suitable for animated
candid shooting as arc the 35s, they are
superb for carefully posed or composed
pictures.

Cameras in this size follow three
types of design: the SLR design similar
to the 356s, which was pioneered in the
120 size by the now-extinct Korelle Re-
flex; the wwin-lens design, which Francke
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& Heidecke [athcred with their Rolleiflex
and Rolleicord lines; and a “press-type”
design, which uses the rangefinder system
of sighting and focusing.

Prior to the upsurge in SLR popular-
ity. which Fasselblad exploited in the
120 field with precision-made cameras
boasting of interchangeability in both
film backs and lenses, the twin-lens de-
sign had ruled the roost. The Hasselblads
were [ollowed shortly by the Bronica S
series, which added an instant-return
mitror of a unique design. Instead of
springing up, the mirror moves downward
—a special advantage for deep-scated
wide-angle lenses.

Among the four major 120 cameras uti-
lizing a “press-type” design, the Graflex
XL is probably unique. It might be
called a do-it-yourself camera kit, coming
equipped with three standard camera
bodies that can be assembled in many
ways, even to a point where it can use
Polaroid Film Packs as well as sheet-film
holders. It has 1o be seen to be believed.
The one possibility it suggests, however,
is that the purchaser may enjoy as-
sembling and reassembling cameras to
the extent that photography becomes
secondary.

Competition for the Graflex XL
comes from the prestigious Linhof Press
70, the Mamiya 23 Deluxe and Standard

and the newly revived Koni-Omega.

Competitors to the Rollei line are the
well-known Minolta Autocord; the many
excellent, low-priced models produced
by Yashica; and the versatile Mamivaflex.
In addition to the Bronica and the Hassel-
blad in the SLR design are the Prakuisix
11, the Kalimar and the Optika.

With the popularity of tummy TVs,
miniaturized tape recorders and wee
transistorized  tadios, it’s no surprise
that tinv totable cameras are also in
vogue. Advancements in film emulsions
and fine-grain film developers had much
to do with the acceptance of the 35mm
camera; and this, invariably, led to
the re-introduction of the single-frame
35mm cameras (remember the old Perfex
and the Univex?). Only, this time around,
the frame size, 18mm x 24mm. 1s called
the “hall-lrame.”

The half-Irames make slight pretense
of appeal to the prolessional market.
Their targer is the individual who likes
to have a camera he can drop into his
jacket pocker and not get too deeply in-
volved in the mechanics of photography.

The best known of these are the
Canon Demis, the Olvmpus Pens, the
Fujica Drive and the Minolta Reporter.
There are several others, at lower prices.
All are substantially worthy, with some

“I am thinking of the thrill of being a homemaker, the
challenge of being a wife and mother as the years roll

by. That's why the answer is ‘No

f’ 22
.

boasting of automatic exposure controls,
spring-motor-driven film transports and
Hash synchronization. Here, indeed, are
goodies galore for the modicum buyer.

Deserving a category of its own is the
Tessina, which uses 35mm film but deliv-
ers a size smaller than the conventional
half-frames. No larger than a good-sized
matchbook, it is designed for the unob-
uusive type of picture taking for which
the Minox 1s best known. Other unique
features are a twin-lens reflex design with
an optional prismfinder and a spring-
wound motor that delivers approximartely
eight rapidsequence shots on a single
wind.

By now the virtues of the Minox
are well known. While ic is, by all stand-
ards, a precision camera, the 9.5mm film
sizc does create a  handicap. Having
judged their 1965 national photography
contest, we know these tiny, fingernail-

sized negatives can be blown up to
16 x 20. Regretfully, the challenge of

mammoth blowups tends to become some-
what of an obsession with some Minox
owners.

Several subminiatures are also avail-
able in the 16mm film size. The Gami
16, while still being manufactured, is
difficult to come by. Another excellent
buy in this line is the brand-new Rollei
16, with automatic exposure controls. You
can find such respected names as Minol-
ta, Yashica and Edixa, in the lower price
ranges as well.

What it all comes down to is that
there are sizes, types and specialized
cameras to meet almost every need and
every price level. The important point

is to select the one that best suits
your specific needs. Alter buying a
camera, rvead the instruction hooklet

carefully; then work all of the levers,
knobs, aperture settings, etc., until you're
Gamiliar with the nstrument. Practice
holding it, bracing your arms against
your body for steadiness; then practice
squeezing the shutter release without
moving the camera.

Only after becoming completely famil-
far with the operation of the camera
should you put film into it. After that,
you might follow the advice that Dr.
Land, inventor of the Automatic Color
Picture Machine, gives in his instruction
booklet:

“Please remember,” says Dr. Land,
“that even the finest camera and film
need some help from the photographer
if they are w produce good pictures.
That help can be summed up in one
sentence: Plan and think before you
shoot.”

This is the essence of photography. It
can be boiled down to three separate
operations, to be engraved, color-coded,
on the glistening dixals of the photogra-
pher’s consciousness: 1. Plan. 2. Think.
3. Shoot. To which we'd like to add a
fourth: Relax and enjoy it
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VIETNAM

so pleased we'd come that, when one

reporter reminded me I could end up

getting shot during the next three days,

I wold him that the only shot I was still

worried about was the one lor cholera I

was scheduled to get the next morning.”
- - -

The following day (Tuesday, January
11), Jo and her colleagues got a chance
to test their calmness under fire. Arriv-
ing at Tan Son Nhut at 0830 hours,
dressed in combat [atigues, they were is-
sued bulleiprool vests before boarding
the “Playboy Special” with their MP es-
corts for an initial frontline foray. “I
realize it was a question of salety before
beauty,” says Jo, “but I couldn’t help
feeling a little insecure. Alter seeing
some¢ ol Saigon’s Vietnamese beauties
Lieutenant Price relerred to in his letter
and catching a glimpse ol myvsell in com-
bat gear, I was afraid the guys wouldn't

(continued from page 150)

be nearly as homesick for an American
girl once they had a basis for compari-
son.” Flying low over enemy-infiltrated
territory and encirded by three [fully
manned gun ships flying escort, the
“Playboy Special” made its first stop at
the 173rd Airborne Brigade Headquar-
ters in Bien Hoa. Here, any [ears our
pretry Playmate might have harbored
about her uniform appeal were summa-
rily dispatched by the parade of smiling
paratroopers waiting on the airstrip to
greet her.

Most of the men of Company B were
on jungle patrols during Jo's first visit
to Bien Hoa, but the one man most
responsible for her being in Vietnam—
Licutenant John Price—was present and
accounted for at his unit’s surgical ward.
In spite of a severely wounded arm that
will require several additional opera-
tions before it can be restored to [ull
use, Licutenant Price managed to muster

“Next time,
have your toll fee . . .

miss, try to remember to

r2

up enough energy to give his favorite
Playmate a healthy hug or two when she
showed up to deliver his company’s
Lifetime Subscription certificate and the
latest issuc of pLayBoy. The licutenant’s
initial reaction to secing the Company
B sweetheart standing there in the flesh
was “Gosh, you're even prettier than
your pictures.” Flattered, Jo sealed her
rLaYsoy delivery with a well-timed kiss,
and consequently convinced the com-
pany medics that Price was well along
the road to recovery by evoking his
immediate request for a repeat engage-
ment. In fact, his condition seemed so
mproved that the doctors waived hos-
pital regulations for the day to allow
him to accompany Jo to lunch at Camp
Zenn—the Company B base camp on
the outskirts of Bien Hoa.

After lunch, Jo put her best bedside
manner to use as she paid a brief call on
cach of the men in Lieutenant Price’s
ward. “A few ol the fellows asked me to
help them finish a letter home. others
wanted a light for their cigarette; but
most of them just wanted to talk awhile
with a girl from their own native land.
A couple of times I was sure I would
break down and bawl like a baby, but 1
minaged to control mysell until they
brought in a badly wounded buddy who
asked if he could see me before going
into surgery. When I got to his side, he
was bleeding heavily from both legs and
I didn’t know what to do or say to com-
fort him. Then he looked up at me with
his best tough-guy grin and simply said,
"Hi, gorgeous.” Alter that, I lost all con-
trol and the old tears really flowed.”

Belore leaving Bien Hoa, Jo made
additional bedside tours at the 93rd
Medical Evacuation Hospital and the 3rd
Surgical Hospital, where the doctors on
duty decided to add some Playmate ther-
apy to their own daily diet by piling
mto the nearest empty beds during her
final rounds. Not until their day's tour
had ended and their chopper was warm-
ing up for the Hight back to Saigon
did Jo and her companions suddenly
realize how close to actual combat they'd
been [for the past several hours, “We
were all ready to go and standing out-
side the Brigade Officers’ Club when 1
first heard the sound of shots coming
from fairly close by,” explains Jo. “Then
a few mortar shells went off, but it still
didn’t sink in how near the action we
really were. 1 guess we'd all been too
busy meeting wounded soldiers and talk-
ing to the men on the base to notice
anything before. Then, right before our
chopper lifted off, a series of flares went
off and lit up everything for miles. I
kept thinking how great it would have
been il all those boys had been back
home watching a Fourth of July celebra-



tion instead of out there in the jungle
fighting for their very lives.”
- - -

Wednesday, the group headed out to-
ward some of the more crucial combat
zones in the Saigon military theater.
First on the day's itinerary was a stop-
over at Nu Ba Den, a strategic communi-
cations outpost under the command of
Special Forces troops who had long since
renamed their precarious hilltop  posi-
tion “Black Virgin Mountain.” Rising
some 3200 feet above the surrounding
countryside and under continuous s
sault from Viet Cong guerrillas hidden
in the densely wooded areas below,
Black Virgin Mountain is defended by a
small detachment of Special Forces per-
sonnel and the South Vietnamese regu-
Iars placed in their charge. But despite
the precariousness ol their  position,
these wearers ol the famed Green Berets
greeted the pLavBoy group with a typical
show of Special Forces readiness: crown-
ing Jo upon arrival with her own green
beret, escorting her to various lookout
points around the mstallation and serv-
ing as interpreters when Vietnamese sol-
diers asked to meet her.

From Black Virgin Mountain the
“Playboy Special” flew its charges to the
Special Forces encampment at Lay Ninth,
whose boundaries encompass the majes-
tic Cao Dai Temple—seat of the Cao Dai
religion. which combines the teachings
of Buddhism, Christianity and Con
fucianism. “The temple itsell was right
out of a fairy tale,” remembers Jo, “But
its presence right in the middle of a
combat theater made everything about
it that much more strikingly unusual.
We entered barefooted and were met by
a different world, full of ornate columns,
uncaged white birds and young head-
shaven priests, while just outside men in
uniform walked about with their guns
always ready at their sides.”

Another 85 miles over enemy lines
brought the passengers of the “Playboy
Special” 10 the village of Bu Dop, one ol
the most swrategically critical military
outposts in the entire Victnam war zone.
Located on the Cambodian border and
protected by the 5th Special Forces
Group, this vital base had, only three
months carlicr, been the scene of an am-
bush that cost the lives of all the men
then assigned to its defense. *“The Green
Berets at Bu Dop went out of their way
to try and maintain a relaxed air around
us,” Jo later said, “but you could still
cut the tension with a knile. We were
imroduced to just about everyone there
was (0 meet—Irom the group commander
to most of his American and South
Vietnamese guerrilla  ighters—but it
seemed as though none of them ever left
his ficld position or took his eyes off the
swrounding jungle. Some of the edge
was taken off our nerves when the vil
lage chiel and his two wives came by o
welcome us, since they all projected the
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feeling of complete calm by nonchalantly
walking about the community with
nothing on from the waist up.”
Whatever tranquilizing effect the sight
ol a Vietnamese village chieftain and his
two topless ladies fair might have had on
the threesome was short-lived, however,
for the next stopover on their tour took
them well outside the barbed-wire gates
ol Bu Dop and acoss the same jungle
trail they had just been told was olien
swarming with Viet Cong. “Like most
red-blooded female cowards,” jokes the
20-year-old Playmarte of the Year, “Jovee
and T hit the panic button the minute
we caught sight of all the bullet holes in
the side of our ruck. And we both sweir
we saw  Lairy's shuwer finger shake
through an entire roll of film, but he re-
fuses to admit it.” As it urned out, the
purpose ol this overland junket into the
unknown was to let some of Jo's fighting
South Vietnamese fans—stationed 15
minutes away in a small Montagnard
hamlet—ger a glimpse of their green-
bereted glamor girl before she lefi.
The final item on Wednesday's agenda

was a [light to Vung Tau, a scenic coastal
village on the Meckong Peninsula
where American and South Vietnamese
troops can cnjoy a lew days of much-
needed rest and rehabilitation before
their next tour of duty in the interior.
YAt furst,” says Jo, “I was alraid to ask
any ol the fellows how they felt about
going back into combat after having a
chance o get away from it all. I figured
they'd all like to forget about war and
just lie on the beach there until every-
thing got seuled. It didn't take me
long to find out otherwise. Many of our
boys in Vietnam may only be 17- and 18-
year-olds who don’t know much about
world politics, but I came away from
places like Vung Tau convinced that
they know why they're there. Nobody's
going to make them throw in the towel.”
- - -

Jo's last day in Vietnam wound up
being the busiest of all. With a gallant
assist from Brigadier General Ellis W.
Williamson—American  Airborne  Com-
mander in Vietnam—she got a second
chance 10 complete her mission as
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“And if yow're never molested, you can use
it to have a good cry.”

planned when the front-line troops from
Company B were called back to Bien
Hoa for a 24-hour lifetime subscribers’
leave and a long-awaited look at the Play-
mate ol their choice. One by one, the
combat-weary paratroopers filed off their
choppers and hurried over for a hard-
carned hello from Jo—a few even
produced crumpled-up copies of her
December 1961 Playmate photo theyv'd
been carrying in their helmet liners in
hope of someday having them auto-
graphed. “When I saw all those happy
laces yunning toward me from every di-
rection, | knew we'd finally gotten our
job done.” she said.

Oune more trip to the front was on the
agenda before Jo would be ready to
head back 1o Saigon and a Hawaii-
bound jet. Landing in War Zone D,
Jo was escorted to combat headquarters,
where a gratelul general was waiting 1o
hand her a farewell memento of her
short stay in Vietnam—a plaque upon
which had been inscribed the words:
“Know ye all men that, in recognition of
the faa thar Playmate Jo Collins trav-
cled to the Republic of Viemam to de-
liver a Liletime Subscription to rravsoy
magazine lo sky soldiers of the 175d
Airborne Brigade and demonstrined ex-
ceptional courage by volunieering 1o
travel into hostile areas to visit its men
and in doing so exhibited the all-the-way
spirit typical of true airborne troopers
. - . I, Brigadier General Ellis W. Wil-
liamson, do appoint her an honorary
Sky Soldier, done this 13th day of Janu-
ary, 1966."

The day alter her Saigon departure,
Jo reccived further praise from  high
places for the job she had done. Between
visits in Honolulu to Tripler Army Hos-
pital and Pearl Harbor, she was called
on the phone by Ambassador Averill
Harrmman, who wished to express his
and Secretary of State Dean Rusk's con-
gratulations on all the good reports
they'd heard concerning her morale-lift-
ing mission. Needless to say, Jo was high-
ly honored by the tributes ol so dignified
a brace ol statesmen, but, as she put it,
“The finest compliments 1 could ever re-
ceive have already been sent in the lewters
ol aver 200 fellows 1 was lucky enough
to meet somewhere near Saigon.”

It remained for the men of Company B
to pay their Playmate postmistress the
highest honor, however. by renaming
their outhie “Playboy Company™ and thus
assuring o that her presence south of the
17th Parallel would not be soon [or-
gotten. When asked how she lelt about
becoming the official mascot for this
troop of front-line sky soldiers, a jubilant
Jo replied, “I've never been prouder.” As
the company’s new namesake, pravooy
seconds that statement.
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PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

will take the form of a war of exploita-
tion against the “have-nots.” Rather, it
will go in the direction of trying to help
the underdeveloped world and thereby
prevent any alignment of poor versus
rich.

PLAYBOY: Are you saying that the U.S.
and U.S.S. R., as “have” nations, may
be able 10 collaborate, rather than com-
pete with each other, in aiding the under-
developed world?

SCHLESINGER: Well, my guess would be
that they will tend 1o work more and
more together as time goes on—if only
because both the U.S. and the Soviet
Union are geuing awfully weary of for-
cign-aid programs. It has become evident
to both sides that foreign aid is not a
quick means of awtaching a counuy to
one's own side in an indissoluble bond,
that foreign aid takes a long time to
work, that 1t 1s filled with [usoation
and, morcover, that when a recipient na-
tion has a chance to play off the U.S.
against the Soviet Union and vice versa,
it becomes economically wasteful for the
donor countries. So I think that if the
Vietnam thing could be resolved, there
might be reason, just through motives of
mutual self-interest, for the U. S. and the
Soviet Union to stop competing finan-
cially for the allegiance of countries in
the third world and thus prevent them
from playing one off against the other.
There would be reason to work together,
or at least 1o work along parallel lines,
in dealing with the third world.

One ol the great misfortunes of the
1950s was the planting in American
minds of the notion that we were n a
permanent, dogmatic cold war in which
we had fixed [riends and fixed foes, with
everything working in a very mecha-
nistic way. It’s clear that history is much
more unpredictable than dogmatists of
either the right or the left imagine.
There are some very interesting things
going on now. Another potential way in
which realignment might go would be
for the United States, Britain and the
Soviet Union to move oft in one direc-
tion, while France and China move in
another. France and China, as the rebels
within each of the blocs, have a common
interest. Both refused to sign the test-
ban treaty, for example. De Gaulle al-
ways talks about rebuilding Europe from
the Atlantic to the Urals. That implies
that he expects Russia to split, with the
part from the Urals to the Pacific becom-
ing a Chinese sphere of influence.
PLAYBOY: Do you consider this possible?
SCHLESINGER: It scems unlikely, but we
will probably witness changes of equal
magnitude in the years ahead. De Gaulle
thinks in extremely large terms.
PLAYBOY: Is De Gaulle, in your opinion,
the great historic figure he believes him-
sell to be?

(continued from page 81)

SCHLESINGER: Certainly not so great as
that—buc he is a grear historical ligure,
unquestionably. Il he had been killed
in 1935, the history of post-War Europe
might have been considerably different
—perhaps for the better. But only De
Gaulle could have brought about the
liberation of Algeria without a civil war
in France itsell. And only De Gaulle
could have given France s present ca-
pacity for making mischiel. De Gaulle
15 mistaken in many ways, but he is
clearly a great man with a very clear,
consistent and rather lofty conception of
the movement of history.

PLAYBOY: Arc there any other great men
on the world scene today, in your
estimition?

SCHLESINGER: Well, Kennedy is dead.
Nehru is dead. Nasser and Tito are con-
siderable figures, but they have not had
quite the stage on which to operate as
have De Gaulle and, say, Mao Tsetung.
PLAYBOY: You include Kennedy in the
list. Do you think he was a great Presi-
dent as well as a great man?
SCHLESINGER: Absolutely, yes. We need
1o measure his accomplishments as we
would those of Roosevelt had he died in
1935, or Lincoln had he died a few
months after the battle of Gettysburg.
Kennedy changed the history ol this
country and ol the world. The task of
the next generation will be to carry for-
ward the policies he initiated, o meet
the problems he identified. to achieve
the aims he ser forth. The energies he
released, the standards he set, the goals
he established have veshaped American
political life and are destined to domi-
nate the politics of the next generation.
PLAYBOY: What do you leel was his most
important achicvement?

SCHLESINGER: He wransformed the image
of the United States that was held by
both Americans and the outside world.
In the Filties the impression was that we
were a tired old nation, governed by old
men and old ideas, committed to the
status quo everywhere in the world, fear
ful of change. What he did was to show
the world that the process ol discovering
America had not come to an end, that
America was a young nation with strong
new purposes and objectives. In  a
sense, he restored the mood of the early
Republic.

More specihcally, he reorganized the
whole basis of American defense, and by
diversilying our delense strategy, got
us out of our intolerable and predomi-
nant commitment to nuclear weapons.
He reorganized the foreign-aid program
and transformed our whole policy to-
ward the third world. He deswroyed the
notion of the Filties that neutralism is
immoral—that those who are not with us
are against us—a notion that forced neu-
tralists into the Communist camp. Ken-
nedy redefined the issue as whether or

not you are for national independence,
not whether youre for or against the
United Staes. This shift gave the neu-
tralists and ourselves a position on
which we could unite in resistance
to Communist expansion. This policy
change had a rtremendous effect in
Africa and Latin America. I don’t
know whether our new policy toward
Latin America will work or not, but
it is the only policy that can. Another
significant  Kennedy achievement was
the détente with Russia lor which he
worked during his whole Admimistration.
This policy involved great risks, first in
Berlin and then in the Cuban missile
crisis, but finally it began to pay off with
the test-ban treaty.

PLAYBOY: What do vou [eel were Ken-
nedy’s  most important home-front
achievements?

SCHLESINGER: There were two. First, he
brought about an extraordinary revolu-
tion in our fiscal policy. The notion of
planned deficits in a time of general pros-
perity, not during a depression, would
have been shocking a lew years ago, but
is now commonly accepted—thanks to
his initiative. And secondly. the civil
rights revolution—which by 1963 he had
placed himsell at the head of. We could
also say a lot of things abow the quality
of cultural life in America, which he
helped to elevaie not only by personal
example but by fostering a cdoser rela-
tionship between government and the
arts. It's a great misconception that Ken-
nedy only “defined” and “inspired.” He
did thar—and he did that in an enduring
way—Dbut still, in the very briel time that
he had as President, he achieved a tre-
mendous amount. Clearly, in both senses,
he was one ol our great Presidents.
PLAYBOY: What about Lyndon Johnson?
Would you regard him as a great
President?

SCHLESINGER: It's too carly 1o twll. One
can’t venture any judgments until the
end of an administration. Unquestion-
ably, however, he has already proved him-
sell 1o be a very considerable President.
PLAYBOY: IUs been said that he lacks the
personal charisma that Kennedy had. Do
you feel that’s true?

SCHLESINGER: It’s like sex appeal in wom-
en. Some have it and some don't. John-
son may yet acquire it; he may not. It's a
matter ol personal chemistry. Presidents
can be very eftective Presidents without
it. The shilt from Kennedy to Johnson
was not unlike that from Roosevelt to
Truman, but the fact that Truman
lacked some of the charismatic qualities
that Roosevelt had didn't mean that
Truman was not an extremely elfective
and able President.

PLAYBOY: Johnson has been described by
his critics as a rather vain, willful and
sometimes vindictive man. Are these char-
acterizations accurale, in your opinion?
SCHLESINGER: Well, he's a character larger
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than life, and he has both the virtues
and the defects of that.

PLAYBOY: What are the virtues?
SCHLESINGER: He understands that to be
a great President you must do great
things, and he is determined to do just
that. He is a man of great power and
persistence in  achieving his purposes,
and he is a man whose mstincts both in
domestic and in [oreign policy are sound
and gencrous,

PLAYBOY: And what are his defccts?
SCHLESINGER: His defects stem [rom his
past experience, which has involved
dealing more with domestic than foreign
issues, and more with the reconciliation
of various proposals than with the sub-
stance of the proposals themselves. Presi-
dents like Roosevelt and Kennedy, who
also were determined to do great things,
had more of a sense ol what those things
should be. Johnson is less interested in,
less possessed by, the substance ol issues.
PLAYBOY: Are you saying that Johnson is
lacking in convictions?

SCHLESINGER: Oh, no. Johnson has very
strong convictions ol a consistent sort.
Johnson's orientation is very clear. He
cares deeply about equal rights for Ne-
groes. He cares deeply about doing
something for the poor. He cares deeply
about peace in the world. These are very
powerlul and very genuine emotions,
and they provide a very consistent orien-
tation in his life and in his policy. But
he has less of a natral instinct than
Roosevelt or Kennedy would have had
for the exact character of the program
necessary to achicve these objectives—
though he’s bound to develop more of
one.

PLAYBOY: Yet Johnson has been more el-
fective than Kennedy in getting his pro-
gram enacted. Why?

SCHLESINGER: Johnson's legislative suc-
cesses are, first of all, an expression of
the size of Johnson's victory in 1964. I
Johnson, rather than Kennedy, had been
elected President in 1960 by a margin of
100,000 votes and in 1961 had sent in
programs for Medicare and for Federal
aid to education, he wouldn’t have done
any better than Kennedy did. If john-
son had been murdered in 1963 and
Kennedy had taken over, and il in 1964
Kennedy had whipped Goldwater at the
polls and then presented a program with
this tremendous electoral victory behind
him, he would be passing all these
bills, and the pundits would be writing
about Kennedy's magical skills with the
Congress.

Second, these are programs that have
been submitted, discussed and put
through a long process ol preparation.
Medicare, for example, was first brought
up in 1961. There were hearings; people
got used o the idea; changes were made
in the bill; the A. M. A. shot its ammu-
nition: and people finally stopped worry-
ing about it. The passage of something
like that becomes inevitable after a time.

Johnson does have relations and re-
sources in Congress that few Presidents
have had, and he uses them with tremen-
dous skill and effectiveness. But 1 think
the success ol his program—which is
really an extension ol the New Deal—is
not the result of those talents. It's simply
the result of fortuitous timing.

PLAYBOY: You said that Johnson's delects
stemmed in part [rom his experience in
domestic rather than forcign affairs. To
what extent do you think the various
military and diplomatic crises of the past
two years are a reflection of his inexperi-
ence in this ficld?

SCHLESINGER: It's hard to say. Obviously,
his whole training and experience, as the
former Senate Majority Leader, was much
more in domestic than [oreign affairs.
The Dominican thing, for example, in
the first few weeks, was a mistake. The
situation there was largely retrieved in
subsequent weeks, but we don't know
yet whether he has learned as much
from that as Kennedy learned from the
Bay ol Pigs. The great thing that Ken-
nedy did during the Cuban missile crisis,
alter his earlier Cuban blunder, was to
be very precise in the use of power. He
used just enough to achieve the results
he wanted. The person who fully under-
stands power is precise in his use of it.
What was frightening about the Domini-
can crisis was Johnson's lack ol precision
in the use of power. By sending in all
those Marines, he overreacted—and that
understandably worries the world.
PLAYBOY: Do you think we were wrong
to have intervened as we did?
SCHLESINGER: I don’t exclude the possibil-
ity of intervention to save the lives of
American citizens—but we didn’t need
30,000 Marines to do that. Il you look at
the long history of Latin-American revo-
lutions, you'll find that practically never
have any American citizens been injured
in them.

PLAYBOY: The reason subsequently given
by the White House for sending in so
many troops was to [orestall a Commu-
nist coup d’état.

SCHLESINGER: I[ there had been evidence
that it was a Communist take-over at-
tempt, the evidence would have been
persuasive enough to get a number of
other Latin-American nations to act with
us—so it wouldn’t have had to be a uni-
lateral intervention. But there never was
convincing evidence, in my judgment
—or, apparently, in that of the Latin-
American nations at the time—thatr it
was a Communist revolution. IF I had
believed it was, 1 would have supported
intervention.

PLAYBOY: Why, then, did we react the
way we did?

SCHLESINGER: [ think we did it partly on
the basis ol information that turned out
to be wrong.

PLAYBOY: Information from whom?
SCHLESINGER: Our embassy in  Santo
Domingo.

PLAYBOY: How could they have been so
misinformed?

SCHLESINGER: The atmosphere was proba-
bly scary, and our officials at the embassy
probably had limited contacts with the
local people. The people they did have
contact with either panicked or had in-
terests of their own that they wished to
serve. In any event, the “information™

a lot of smff about Communists taking
over and people being beheaded and all
that kind of thing—was passed on to
Washington, where it was uncritically
accepted, and this led, 1 think, to some
significant miscalculations. We can only
hope that Johmson will profit from this
mistake as Kennedy did from his.
PLAYBOY: In the 1964 campaign, many
liberals strongly supported Johnson's op-
position to Goldwater's call for a step-up
of the war in Vietnam. Some of these
liberals now charge that in escalating
the war, Johnson has adopted the Gold-
water foreign policy. Do you [eel this is
true?

SCHLESINGER: These people underestimate
the extent to which the choices have
narrowed. I'm not in agreement with
everything Johnson has done in Vietnam,
but it's a damn difficult and complicated
problem, and I have no doubt that he
would like nothing more than a resolu-
tion of the war and a departure of the
Americans. He is doing his best, and I
don’t think he is at all adopting a Gold-
water, or radical right, policy.

PLAYBOY: You wrote in 1962 that “the
radical right lacks a major calamity to
drive masses of people to angry despair.”
Do you think there is a possibility that
the Vietnam war may escalate into such
a calamity?

SCHLESINGER: Yes, il we begin to have
casualty lists the size of those during the
Korean War, it might well. We might
find ourselves conlronted with the same
kind of emotional climate we faced dur-
ing the Korean War. The war enabled
Senator McCarthy to make contact with
large numbers of Americans at home who
found it diflicult to understand why Com
munists were being permitted freedom in
the United States while other Commu-
nists were killing Americans in Korea. I[
our involvement in Vietnam were to con-
tinue for, say, three or four more years,
with an increasing toll of American lives,
it's possible that a new McCarthy could
exploit the idea not only that Com-
munists were killing American boys in
Asia, walking the streets in America and
agitating in the universities, but also that
the United States was not using her full
power to end the war in Asia. It could
be a very woubling situation.

PLAYBOY: Is therc anyone on the political
right today, in your opinion, who looms
as a possible new McCarthy?
SCHLESINGER: 1 seec no one. But who in
1949 would have predicted Joe McCarthy?
PLAYBOY: Do you consider the radical
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right as great a threat in the U. S. today
as it was then?

SCHLESINGER: No. I would say that the
racical right had far more power during
McCarthy's reign than it does now.
Through the brilliance and unscrupu-
lousness of his demagoguery, and be-
cause of the weakness and complacency
of the Republican Administration, Me-
Carthy had considerable power to affect
our foreign policy. to affect our reputa-
tion in the world. and 1o affect the work-
ings ol the United States Government.
In many localitics. the radical right still
retains the power to terrorize teachers,
librarians and newspapermen, but it's
no longer a national political threat—
not since the Goldwater debacle. No na-
tional political party is going to nomi-
nate another right-wing candidate for a
long time.

PLAYBOY: There's been some walk of the
right wing dropping out of the G. O. P.
and regrouping as a third party. Do you
think that’s likely?

SCHLESINGER: Not very. The extreme right
consists of a collection of people all of
whom represent what Theodore Roo-
sevelt used to call “the lunatic fringe.”
And each of themn is so convinced that
his own policy. and his own program. is
the right one. that it would be difficult
to imagine them geuing together even
for a convention, let alone agreeing on a
candidate. So I wouldn't lose any sleep
over the prospect of a unified right-wing
movement—in or outside the Republi-
can Party.

PLAYBOY: Before World War Two, the
extreme right was identified with isola-
tonism. Yer today the “conservatives”
call lor a militant anti-Communist stance
in the international arena. Has the right
wing abandoned isolationism?
SCHLESINGER: Isolationism is taking difler-
cent forms. The isolationist emotions are
not dead. but right-wing isolationism now
tends to mean unilateral action by the
U.S,, isolation [rom our allies or from
our international conmitments,
PLAYBOY: Do you agree with those who
feel that an isolationism of the left may
be developing—particularly on  cam-
puses, where student-protest movements
are calling [or U. 5. withdrawal not only
from Vicmam but from all overseas mili-
Lary commitments?

SCHLESINGER: My impression is that the
left in the colleges doesn’t have much
political docwrine of any sort. It's an
emotional thing. There's a kind of un-
derstandable  emotional feeling  about
Vietnam on the part of the young men
who would have 1o fight the war: They
don’t want to fight it. But this is hardly
a considered philosophy ol isolationism.
PLAYBOY: How do vyou think the Ilaw
should deal with students who advocate
dralt dodging or burn their dralt cards
as a protest against the war in Vietnam?
Should they be fined, jailed—or perhaps

drafted and sent to the front, as some
have suggested?

SCHLESINGER: In my judgment. anyone
who urges draft dodging. or who other-
wise violates Federal law, should expect
to be proceeded against. But he should
be prosecuted directly for that violation
and not indircaly through dralting. I
would consider joining the Army an hon-
orable act, not a punishment; so unless
there is some sinister plot to fill the
Army with groups of disaffecied people. 1
se¢ no mierit in the notion that people
who protest against the Vicinamese war
should be draflted.

PLAYBOY: Almost 20 years ago. in The
Vital Center, you wrote: “A Thoreau or
a Gandhi. who has gone through intense
moral ordeals, has earned the most pro-
found moral respect. But it is a far ary
from Thoreau and Gandhi to the
incffectual escapists who in their name
engage in such practices as conscientious
objection in time of war.” Do vou [eel
the same way today about college stu-
dents who seek to avoid military service
in Vietnam by registering as conscien-
tious objectors?

SCHLESINGER: My point about conscien-
tious objection—and perhaps I was un-
necessarily harsh in the way I phrased it
—was directed at conscientious objectors
who [eel that they should not be penal-
ized. As a matter of [act, however, most
conscientious objectors are penalized and
take their punishment. So I regree my
severity on that point. If people engage
in civil disobedience, they should be will-
ing to go to prison, as Thoreau did. In
other words, they should be willing o
pay the price. They certainly have no
right to break the law and then complain
about being arrested. The civil rights
people who disobey the law don’t com-
plain; as a matter of fact, they go quite
joviully 10 prison. They expect 1o pay
the penalty, whatever that penalty may
be, even though they may consider the
Lw an unjust law—even though the law
nay, in [act, be a bad law.

PLAYBOY: Do you [eel that such acts of
civil disobedicnce are morally justifiable?
SCHLESINGER: II, in the tacties of a given
situation, defying a bad law and going
to prison is going to help get rid of that
law. ves—their actions can be defended
as tactics.

PLAYBOY: How about sitting down in
the middle of the street 1o block traffic,
marching without a permit, or stalling
cars on the Triborough Bridge in an ef-
lort to block attendance at the New York
World's Fair? Are these delensible wactics?
SCHLESINGER: Well, stalling cars to block
trathc going to the World's Fair isn't a
very sensible tactic.

PLAYBOY: In the [orelront of those who
have participated in such demonsira-
tions, along with the various civil rights
groups, have been a number of student-
protest organizations. If their only aim,



as you seemed to be implying a few min-
wtes ago, is to avoid the draft in the
name of pacifism, how do you account
for their militant involvement in the
civil rights struggle?

SCHLESINGER: I didn’t mean to imply that
draft avoidance is their only purpose.
Obviously, a lot of the student agitation
has to do with civil rights, which is an
extremely legitimate issue. I think the
more students involved in that, the bet-
ter. Beyond civil rights, however. it's
hard to know what else they really want.
PLAYBOY: One of the prolessed purposes
of the student demonsirations in Berke-
ley was academic [reedom.

SCHLESINGER: Contrary to what the stu-
dents said—or perhaps even believed—
the cause of the Berkeley riots was not
really the cause of academic freedom. It
was the oppressive anonymity of a fac
tory university that has 25,000 students
who never see their professors except
through a telescope. The students have
no sense ol taking part in an educa-
tional process. There is a great deal of
free-floating resentment in a situation
like that, and it fastens onto one thing or
another; it seeks issues on which to pro-
test against the sense of rejection. The
reason the protest was so vehement is
that students today are brighter than ever
belore; they are therelore more articulate
and more resentful.

PLAYBOY: Ten yemrs ago some liberals
complained that American youth was too
passive, too conservative, too conlformist,
too materialistic. Today, with students
rioting, participating in sit-ins, walk-ins,
lic-ins and teach-ins, many of the same
critics are complaining that they've be-
come too militant, too radical, wo non-
conformist, too idealistic. How do you
feel?

SCHLESINGER: Well, 1 haven't been con-
nected with a university for five years,
but in general, I'm more in favor of fer-
ment than quiescence on the campus.
PLAYBOY: Would you say that the teach-
ins in which many professors have at-
tacked U.S. policy in Vietnam are a
responsible exercise ol their right to free
speech?

SCHLESINGER: The only teach-in that 1
ook part in was all right. There are
good teach-ins and bad teach-ins. An
uresponsible teach-in would be one that
represented only one viewpoint.
PLAYBOY: Do you agrce with the Na-
tional Review that in the teach-ins “no
more than a small minority of teachers
and students made all the noise™?
SCHLESINGER: My impression is that there
is a great deal of honest perplexity
among many thinking people about our
policy in Vietnam. 1 haven’t run into the
kind of wild hysteria about it that ap-
parently was expressed in some of the
teach-ins.

PLAYBOY: Political commentator Irving
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“Did you ever figure it might be hereditary?”

Howe wrote recently in Dissent that the
“new left” is characterized by “a vicar-
ious indulgence in violence, often merely
theoretic and thereby all the more irre-
sponsible.” Do you think he has a point?
SCHLESINGER: I'm alraid I do.

PLAYBOY: With riots erupting on cam-
puses and in Negro ghettos, Ku Klux
Klan Killings mounting in the South and
the national crime rate reportedly on
the rise, do vou sense what one sociolo-
gist has called a new climate of violence
in the country?

SCHLESINGER: To what extent this repre-
sents a real increas¢ in violence and
ariminality and to what extent it repre-
sents an increase in the reporting of
crime is disputed by sociologists, but I
do have the feeling that even at the
bottom of the Depression, when people
were starving, there wasn’t this kind of
insensate violence. You didn’t have kids
finding some old tramp and kicking him
to death. I have the impression that there
is more of that going on these days.
PLAYBOY: How do you account lor it?

SCHLESINGER: Well, violence has been an
ancient theme in  American  hie. Vi
olence was inseparable I[rom life on the
frontier, and we now have a kind of ur-
ban violence based on, among other
things, the sense ol alienation and aim-
lessness in lile. When one reflects that
half a dozen Presidents in this century
have been targets of assassination at-
tempts, the notion that we have been a
great, virtuous country of law and order
is hard to sustain. But I don't think this
is solely an American phenomenon.
We're in the midst ol a universal revole
of youth. This is obviously true in Eng-
land, with the Mods and the Rockers. It’s
obviously true in the Soviet Union, and
there have been recent reports of unrest
among the young in China. I think this
kind of rebellion may be a phenomenon
of urban and induswrial society at a cer-
tain point in its development.

PLAYBOY: To return to student protest
for a moment: Do you think the scope
and vehemence of the campus demon-
strations against the war in Vietnam
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have been or are likely to be heeded by
President Johnson?

SCHLESINGER: Well, he’s certainly not go-
ing to heed any naive admonitions for
unilateral U. S, withdrawal and abandon-
ment of South Vietnam to unconditional
“self-determination.” But by the time
most ol the teach-ins and student demon-
strations had taken place, the President
had already declared his support of nego-
tiation and thus to some degree cut the
ground from under them.

PLAYBOY: To what degree is it possible
for intellectuals such as yourself, who
have had the opportunity to counsel the
President directly and ofhcially, to influ-
ence Government policy?

SCHLESINGER: Quite a bit, if they have rel-
evant and sensible suggestions, and if
the Government is one that feels things
must be changed rather than kept the
way they are. Liberal Government is de-
pendent on ntellectuals for ideas and
programs and policies; slatus quo Gov-
crnment finds intellectuals a nuisance
and a threat; so during conservative ad-
ministrations, intellectual influence is nil.
PLAYBOY: ls thae any justification [or
the Republican accusation that Presi-
dent Kennedy relied too much on the
expertise of intellectuals?

SCHLESINGER: T'he great mistakes of the
Kennedy Administration, like the Bay of
Pigs invasion, were all due o underreli-
ance on inellectnals—and overreliance
on the established bureaucracy.
PLAYBOY: Some commentators have said
that Kennedy's use ol intellectuals, in
his campaign and in his Administration,
was merely an effort o establish his lib-
cral credentials in order to attract the
support of the intellectual community.
SCHLESINGER: T'hat’s nonsense. Kennedy.
like Roosevelt, like any President who
leels that things must be changed, knew
that to accomplish changes he had to
have [resh ideas and programs, and that
the intellectual community was a likely
place 1o find them. Morcover, my
impression was that Kennedy personally
hked the world of ideas, as Roosevelt
did. It somulated him; he found it
agreeable.

PLAYBOY: How would you characterize
the intellectual style of the Johnson
Administration?

SCHLESINGER: President Johnson recog:
nizes the value of intellectuals, wants to
use them, wants to enlist them, but lacks
the natural rapport with intellectuals
that Kennedy had. He may also have
something ol a mistrust of Eastern intel-
lectuals. Ie's like the shilt from Roose-
velt to Truman. Roosevelt and Kennedy
were Easterners; they felt at home with
Easterners. Truman is a Midwesterner
from a border state; Johnson's a South-
westerner, and both feel more at home
with other kinds ol people.

PLAYBOY: There hiave been numerous ar
ticles lately about intellectual disenchant-
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ment with Johnson. To what degree do
vou think this has been inspired by his
nonintellectual Southwestern style?
SCHLESINGER: \Well, I don't think very
much, because the contrast  between
Kennedy and  Johnson is, again, no
greater than bewtween Franklin Roose
velt and Harry Truman. Truman was a
very popular figure among many of the
liberals who are now somewhat reserved
about Johunson; and Truman had his ac-
cent and idiosyncrasies, his homely quali-
ties—so I don’t think Johnsons manner
is the critical factor. As a matter of fact,
some liberals were quite prepared 1o like
Johnson better than Kennedy. There
was a time when you felt an underan-
rent of that sort because they thought
Kennedy was too much like themselves
to be a really good President.

PLAYBOY: Do vou mean that they regard-
ed him as a thinker rather than a doer?
SCHLESINGER: Some intellectuals e aw
fully naive about power. Since they can't
see themsclves in positions ol power,
they assume that those who exercise
power must be very diiferent from them-
selves, and I think they saw in Johnson
the kind of man who could exercise
power. 1l vou look at the liberal com-
ment in the first year of the Johnson Ad-
ministration, there was a certain amount
of respect Tor, and a great deal of accept-
ance of, the Johnson personality. No, I
think it’s Johnson's loreign policy, not
Johnson's manner, that has caused the
disaffection.

PLAYBOY: Is cither the reason you chose
to resign your White House post and re-
turn to academic lile?

SCHLESINGER: No. | went to Washington
not because 1 enjoyed working for the
Government, bur because I wanted to
work for President Kennedy. My uscful-
ness was really in a personal relationship
with President Kennedy. On the whole,
I prefer to be my own master.
PLAYBOY: Life's serialization ol your book
on Kennedy has drawn not only praise
but sharp criticism for sensationalism,
tastelessness and breach ol confidence. Is
any ol this justified, in your opinion?
SCHLESINGER: The uproar was out of pro-
portion. Now that the book is out,
people will be able to make a judgment
on the basis ol the book itsell rather
than on the excerpts Life published.
PLAYBOY: Do you accept responsibility for
what appeared in Life?

SCHLESINGER: Of course. I wasn’t reject-
ing responsibility for it. I was asking
people to wait for the full evidence be
fore they reach drastic conclusions.
PLAYBOY: Has the book's negative recep-
tion in some quarters given you second
thoughts about the wisdom ol including
the conuoversial disclosures you made
i it?

SCHLESINGER: My only second thought is
about the wisdom ol Sir Walter Ra-
leigh's remark in his History of the

World. He sid that the historian should
pursue truth, although this is a very dan
gerous thing to do. and that “whosoever,
in writing a modern history, shall follow
wuth wo near the heels, it may h;lply
strike out his teeth.”

PLAYBOY: Some ol your critics have ques-
tioned the propriety of your reporting
conhdential White House discussions in
the book—particularly those in which
President Kennedy expressed his dissatis-
laction with Dean Rusk as Secretary of
State, and confided his decision to replace
him alter the '64 elections. In the alter-
math of these revelations, it was suggested
by several Congressmen that there should
be a moratorium on publication of inside
reports on still-active participants in the
making ol high Government policy. We
assume vou don’t agree.

SCHLESINGER: T'hat all depends. Obvious
ly. anything that affects national security
or the national interest should be with-
held. Bur for the rest, in the first place,
the people in a democracy have a right
to know these things. And in the second
place, Irom the point of view of the his-
tortan, it's much better that accounts of
this sort be published when the parua

pants are alive so that they have a chance
to set forth their own version. This en
riches the record. The nouon that 1
would be much better to write these
things and then lock them into a sale
until everyone is dead means that there
is no opportunity for correction and
amendment. I don't know how these
Congressmen suppose history is written.
but it's only written because the par-
ticipants make a record; il they didn’t.
there would be no history. I the partici-
pants didn’t make records of sorts, how
would anvone ever know how decisions
were made?

PLAYBOY: President Kennedy himsell once
criticized Emmett Hughes for writing an
unflattering insider's account of the Eisen-
hower Administration after serving on
LEiscnhower's staff. Do you [eel tha
Hughes was justified:

SCHLESINGER: Kennedy's criticism of Em
mett Hughes wasn't based on the [act
that he had written an inside account,
but rather that Hughes had a special re-
lationship with the Presidemt and had
used his “inside” position to denigrate
Eisenhower. President Kennedy felt tha
this was a bewayal ol a personal relation-
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“No, we’re lrying to divert fallout.”

ship. Kennedy assumed that Eisenhower
knew Emmenr Hughes was a writer and
that Eisenhower was willing to run the
risk. The thing that offended Kennedy
was the fact that Hughes used this oppor-
wnity, in effect, to destroy Eisenhower.
PLAYBOY: By [96G8, eight vears will have
passed since Eisenhower—our only Re-
publican President since 1933—lefu office.
In the last election, the Republicin
candidate was defeared by the second-
greatest  plurality in - American  history.
And registered Republicans are currently
outnumbered two to one by Democrats.
How long do you think this political one-
sidedness 15 going 1o last?

SCHLESINGER: Until the Republicans come
up with leaders and ideas that are going
to make sense to anybody.

PLAYBOY: Is it good lor the counuy to
have what has been called “a one-and-a-
half-party system™?

SCHLESINGER: It all depends on what the
Government does. If the Government has
good policies, it's good for the counury.
PLAYBOY: Is there any danger. as some
pundits  predict, that the Republican
Party might wither away?

910 SCHLESINGER: I[ there is, it's the faule of

the Republicans. I they can’t win
enough votes, they deserve 1o go the way
the old Whigs and the Federalists went.
Some other party that has a better sense
of what the country needs will rise to
take its place, and that will be all 1o the
good.

PLAYBOY: You sound slightly partisan.
SCHLESINGER: Not slightly. I'm not going
to shed many tears over the
difficulties that the Republican Party
may now find isell in. When parties
reach a dead end. they either develop a
new program or they're replaced. Or his-
tory shunis them aside and they linger
on as insignificant culis.

PLAYBOY: It has been suggested that
Democrats should support a move to re-
build the G. O. P. around new leaders.
SCHLESINGER: \\'ll}'?

PLAYBOY: Presumably, for the sake of hav-
ing a viable opposition.

SCHLESINGER: So long as a liberal Adminis
tration 1s doing a good job, it isn’t the
hiberals’ responsibility 10 make 1t harder
for them to do that job.

PLAYBOY: Do vou see any men on the
national scene who might emerge as

OO0

cffcctive leaders of a revitalized Re-
publican Party?

SCHLESINGER: A few years ago I would have
thought Rockefeller might have been
able to do it, but he's passed his time.
There are some admirable Republicans
in the Senate, however—notably John
Sherman Cooper and Tommy Kuchel,
who are both men of great ability and
wisdom. And John Lindsay is obviously
a very promising ligure.

PLAYBOY: With the G.O. P. centered on
a man like Lindsay—who is widely re-
garded as ideologically indistinguishable
from many liberal Democrats—some com-
mentators feel that the electorate would
have a choice between what Barry Gold-
water has called “Tweedledum and
Tweedledee.” Do you think thevre right?
SCHLESINGER: No, [ think that there
would be plenty for Lindsay and Lyn-
don Johnson to disagree about. But the
disagreements would relate 10 the real
problems of the country for a change.
There is no point in debating such fan-
tasies as “total victorv” and “states’
rights” just to have an argument. To
maintain differences merely for the sake
ol dilference would be wholly artificial.
PLAYBOY: According to some Washington
columnists, a lew very real differences ol
opinion arc beginning to appear within
the Democratic Party itsell. Allan Keller
recently reported in the New York
World-Telegram that “the whole Ken-
nedy clan is even now engaged in a sort
ol guerrilla war against the Johnson
Administration.”

SCHLESINGER: | don’t think that’s so. It
was, after all, Senator Edward Kennedy
who recently managed the Administra-
ton’s immigration bill. The relationship
between the liberal Senators and the lib-
eral Administration is mixed. Some Sena-
tors wish the Administration would go a
little faster, but I would say the relation-
ship between the Kennedys and the
Johmson White House is not unlike the
relattonship between Hubert Humphrey
and the Kennedy White House: Iviend
Iy, but now and then wondering why the
Administration doesn’'t do more. But
there is cerrainly no guerrilla warlare or
anything like that

PLAYBOY: You have writnen about the
distinction between “quantitative liber-
alism” and “qualitative liberalism.” Is
this what divides Johnson from the Ken-
nedys in Washington?

SCHLESINGER: No. Quantitative liberalism
has to do with supplying the stark neces-
sities of life—a job, a roof over your
head. meals, clothes and that sort ol
thing. Qualitative liberalism has 10 do
with the kind of life people live, the
capacity for self-lulhllment in society.
Programs for nawral beauy. awd 1o
education, civil rights and Government
support for the arts are all part of what
I would call qualitative liberalism. Both



the New Frontier and the Great Society
have don¢ a good many things to im-
prove the quality of American life—and
ol American lives.

PLAYBOY: To what extent do vou think
it should be the [unction of Government
to concern itsell with the quality of life?
In the opinion of some conservatives.
this puts the Government in a position
to “meddle” in matters of personal be-
liel, waste and conviction and all the
other areas ol private concern that they
consider to be outside the province of
Federal control.

SCHLESINGER: [ agree with John Quincy
Adams, when he said. in his first address
1o Congress, that the duty of Government
is the moral and intellectual improve-
ment ol the aunzens.

PLAYBOY: Do vou see any validity in con-
servative complaints that “big govern-
ment” is stifling individual rights?
SCHLESINGER: If vou look at the record ol
the last half century, you'll find that the
only [reedoms destroyed by an increase
in national authority have been the [ree-
dom 1o hire little girls to work ten hours a
day in mills and sweatshops, and the [ree-
dom 1o market fraudulent securities, and
the frecdom to deny equal opportunity o
people of another color—things that our
country is much better off without.
PLAYBOY: Do vou disagree, then, with
the Jellerson maxim: That government
is best which governs least?

SCHLESINGER: In his day, that was fine.
But we're not tn his day anymore. The
fact is that “big government” in modern
America is the only way to protect the
vights and enhance the welfare of the
multiplying millions of individuals whom
It represents.

PLAYBOY: Cun vou be more specific?
SCHLESINGER: Well. only the national
Government can carry forth the hight for
civil rights: if it hadn’t been for the na-
tional Government, we would have made
very little progress. Only the national
Government can protect and develop our
natural resources and do what is neces-
sary to save our rivers and lakes and for-
ests and wilderness. Only the national
Government can produce and provide
the revenues for the expansion and im-
provement of our educational system.
Only the national Government can be
responsible for maintaining the high level
of business activity and fostering eco-
nomic growth. 1 would even say that only
the national Government can provide the
means ol assistance to make our megalo-
politan cities livable. Most of our primary
problems are national problems. and it is
only the national Government that can
really do anything effective about them.
PLAYBOY: In last vear’s State ol the Union
Address, President Johnson proposed
long-range Federal programs in all of
the areas you mention. Yet this [ar-
reaching blueprint for social progress

and reform was received with misgivings
even by many liberals, according to some
commentators. In the Washington Stay,
Frank Getlein wrote recently: “Liberal
thinkers . . . wander the gleaming aisles
of the Lyndon Johnson supermarket and
know in their hearts that this isn't quite
the way they thought it ought to be. . ..
The liberal in success is like the anti-
polio organization in success. Thev need a
new disease in a hwrry or they'll be out
ol business.” Is there any wruth to this,
in vour opinion?

SCHLESINGER: No. This implies thar all of
our problems are solved. As long as you
have segregated schools, riots in Watls
and poverty in Appalachia. there will be
more that can be done. When people
complained that the unemployment
benefits in England were destroying all
incentive in life, Winston Churchill used
to say that even with unemploymeni
benefits, there will still be enough grind-
stone in life 1o keep people keen. Well.
even with all the wonder drugs and super-
markets, there is still plenty of grindstone
in American life. So I'm not worried.
Liberalism will continue in the Tuture.
as in the past, to try to swengthen indi-
vidual freedom and opportunity in this
country and to make this a decent and
civilized society. 1 don’t think that we'll
ever achieve this, but it’s the process
that is valuable.

PLAYBOY: Why do you think we'll never
achieve ir?

SCHLESINGER: Well, I'm just not a be
liecver in the perlectibility ol man or
of human institutions. Obviously, the
abolition of slavery was a very good
thing, but 1t’s awfully hard to sce any
steady and irresistible drive toward per-
fection, or even progress, in a century ol
genodide, napalm bombing and nuclear
warlare. | don’t think we can claim that
the 20th Century is more civilized than
the 19th was; indeed, the 20th has com-
mitted much worse crimes against hu-
manity. So I don’t find the concept of
inevitable progress very meaninglul. We
frave progressed in some things: but we
have retrogressed in others. I think there
are many things we can do to make this a
more humane society, however. We've
already done a good many of them. But
given the imperfections of man, there
will always be many more things left to
do than have already been done. It is
the struggle o do them that is likely to
be the enduring benefit, rather than a
notion that someday the swuggle will
come to an end and we will all be in
uropii.

PLAYBOY: Do vou think the struggle will
be successful?

SCHLESINGER: One can always hope.
PLAYBOY: Are you ducking a judgment?
SCHLESINGER: Yc¢s, 1 am. But then, histori-
ans ought to stay out ol the luture.
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The best paclla in the world is in
Spain; the best paella in Spain is in
Valencia; and the best paella in Valen-
cia 15 served at the Real Club Nautico
in the port area. Almost as good a res
taurant, and rather more colorlul, is
Marcelina on the beach at Plava de Le-
vinte. Both restaurants are slightly ow
of town, and if vou are uncertain of
vour direction. park vour car and take a
taxi. You are advised, however, to savor
vour food here and now, because farther
south the weather will be gerting too hot
for heavy wencherman work. You will
notice that the food has been changing
gradually as you motor south, [rom
the near-French cuisine ol Barcelona
and points north to the swrictly Spanish
paella of Valencia; and it will continue
to change, until in the south you come 10
the home of the cold gazpacho soup of
Andalusta, with 1ts base ol raw tomatoes.
green peppers and oil.

The Costa Blanca stretches a little over
100 miles [rom Valencia to Alicante, with
principal resorts it Benidorm, Calpe,
Altea and Punta de Moraira. This 1s also
German country, not quite so gross as in

Calella, but enough that the menus are
m German and dining rooms are over-
flowing at 8:30 with men in Lederhiosen
and portly Hausfrauen in picture hats.

Benidorm, like Calella, throngs with
German girls; but because it is so much
farther south than Barcelona, you'll en-
counter less competition from vacation-
g Spanish men. The German girls, like
their Anglo-Saxon cousins up in Tossa
de Mar. are eager to make friends. Many
enjoy pracricing their English and they
ATE CitSV 1o mect.

Start with drinks at either the Piano
Bar or the Tom Bar, both colorful and
reasonably cosmopolitan. Because the
chels of Benidorm have had to unlearn
much in cultivating the knack of Knack-
wurst and Sauerbraten, most of the tour-
ist restaurants should be avoided. You
are always sale in ordering hish and sea-
[ood, which Spaniards usually cook well,
and fortunately Benidorm has one of
the best seafood restaurants on the Cos-
tas, El Hogar del Pescador. For dancing
and atmosphere there are El Burro, the
Club Europa and El Pirata.

But because German girls seem to find

L
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“The most dedicated men in medicine are gynecologists.
All they talk about is their work.”

it even ecasier to say ves than English
girls, a certain warning is appropriate
here, as elsewhere along the coast. While
bikinis have long been tolerated—on for-
cigners—any plan to remove one lor a
nude dip at midnight should be carried
out with the utmost discretion. There
are few experiences more unscrtling
than to find vourself being watched
flagrante delicto by a Guardia Ciuvil,
standing motionless and silent. a shadow
among shadows. Also, il vou rennn to
her hotel, be sure to get out belore
morning. Spanish hotel mads stwt work
carly. They are endlessly curious, and
their righteousness in the presence of
alien misdemeanor is towering. Out-
raged. theyv call the concierge, who calls
the desk clerk, who calls the manager,
and they all close in on the den of
iniquity, behaving the wav vou think
Latins always behave, but usually don't.
Not even the most tempting Teuton is
worth such an assault on one’s dignity
and fﬂﬂl‘)l“'—f)l'()pl‘(’.

Set aside one night for digging onc of
the most exciting local products. Drive
to nearby Alicante, 1o La Taberna del
Castillo, a club that has been fashioned
from part of the old castle. The main
attraction is an evening filled with wildly
abandoned flamenco dancing. For day-
time activities there are skindiving and
water skiing. Frequent sailing races can
be watched from the shore. Or vou can
browse among the excellent antique
shops. Benidorm is also bull country.
You can even learn to fight a bull your-
self. There's a bullfighting school [for
tourists and. with progress, vou can get
into the ring to practice on voung cows
—which is tougher than it sounds. A less
athletic afternoon can be enjoyed by
driving up into the mountains of Gua-
dalest for a picnic, or to stroll through
old, winding streets such as the Calle de
Virgen and see the Moorish ruins.

The Liule Germany of the Costa
Blanca, then, is not 1o be lightly dis-
missed: but the veteran of the coast will
not dally too long—not if he secks qual-
ity to add to the quantity. He will bid
auf Wiedersehen and head south, fase,
where the real Spanish action begins
again. An carlyrising driver could make
Milaga, gateway to the Costa del Sol, in
a day. but early rising is just what you
are not likely to be contemplating on
this holiday, and M:ilaga is 300 coast-line
miles of undulating mountain  roads
away.

Instead, vou would be beter advised
to enjov a last leisurely breakfase in Beni-
dorm, and then swop lor luncheon at
Pucrto Lumbreras, 100 miles south of
Alicante. When vou arive, ask lor the
parador. Parador is a generic name
given to governmentowned tourist inns
sct up all over Spain for travelers. For




food, cleanliness and smiling service, they
are far superior to much of the roadside
commercial competition. Or if you don’t
wish to linger too long over a Spanish
lunch, all towns have merenderos, which
are not really snack bars and not really
quick-lunch counters, but places where a
Spaniard likes to leisurely enjoy a sand-
wich or ice cream between meals.

From Puerto Lumbreras you can head
over the spectacular Sierra Nevada o
Granada, and make a tour of the Alham-
bra, one of the world's most glorious
buildings, or else follow the rather infe-
rior coast road to Almeria. Either way,
you should stop overnight belore moving
on to Torremolinos,

Torremolinos is a hot, unlovely resort
in which speculative building has all but
obliterated the preuy fishing village it
was a few years ago. There is nothing
about its hrst appearance to give you
any idea of what it really is: the wildest,
most cosmopolitan  holiday community
in Spain, at once the enfant tevvible ol
the Spanish tourist business and the wa
tering place of the most knowledgeable
fun-seekers in Europe and America.

Check in at one ol the prolilerating
new luxury” hotels, or at the Tropi
cana, which is older and less unhnished.
After the long drive, and in view ol
what lies ahead, 1t would be a good idea
to rest up until eight. Then shower and
put on your most dégage Spanish sports
clothes and make for Pedro’s in the cen
wal plaza. Pedro’s is the namero uno
rendezvous of all the Costas. It's “home”
to movic stars and smugglers, heiresses
and the disinherited, the eccentrics and
the ephemera ol five continents. Despite
its name, Pedro’s is run by an American,
Peter Kent, a former Madison Avenue
huckster.

Never will you have seen such a massed
gathering of sheer beauty, of golden tans,
of sun-bleached hair, of dehant navels
below short boleres, or heard such a pro-
lileration of accents, ranging from New
York through Mayfair to Paris, Ham-
burg and points north. You will have
found what you have been seeking over
these sometimes grueling 800 miles. This
is what a prospector searching for El
Dorado would call pay dirt. As soon as
you can break through the sights and
sounds that blanket you on entering,
order it drink and make it a dry martini.
If you have been wise, this will probably
be the first time vou have had one since
S’Agard. You will notice that it is as im-
peccably mixed as any in America, a feat
bevond most Costa bartenders. Then
move over to the candlelit patio lor
dinner. The menu will give a delight-
fully eerie fecling of déja vu. Alter all
that yellow rice, paella, fish, seafood and
uncertain Spanish meat that you have
been living on since S'Agaro, you will
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find voursell ordering, incredulously,
barbecued steak, baked potato, roquefort
salad and hot garlic bread, washed down
with beakers of aromatic red wine. The
cost, il you have struck up acquaint-
ance with a distafl Pedrophile quickly
cnough to make it dinner for two, should
nor exceed seven dollars.

In conwrast to the surging internation-
alism of Pedro’s, you can dine at two
places that are so insulily French as to
make you wonder dizaly if you have not
taken a wrong turn and arrived on the
Cote d’Azur rather than the Costa del
Sol. One is the dining room of the
Tropicana hotel, and the other, Chez
Lucien. No Frenchman considers that
anyone other than a Frenchman can
even boil water, and so it is inevitable
that, when in Torremolinos, all Gaul di-
vides itself between the two restaurants
that are as genuinely French as Pedro's
is American.

For a change of diet—and decor—iry
La Penca, a fine Spanish restaurant, or
Miguel’s. The Delfin, another native
cafd, is situated in a romantic setting
some 20 minutes’ drive from town,

At midnight a dozen night clubs and
discothéques ofter themselves. Two of the
liveliess—El Dorado and El Manana—
arc in the center of town. But if your
companion is a Torremolinos regular,
whisk her out of the village to the rather
more urbane ammosphere of the Tres
Carabelas night dub, about two miles
away. There is a reason for this abduc-
tion. Only in this way can vou be sure of
keeping her to yourself. In the heart of
Torremolinos, everybody Kknows every-
body, and some old Iriend is always ar-
riving from London or New York, or
some mysterious smuggling venune out
ol Gibraltar. Delighted exclamations of
grecting rend the night air, and compan-
ions can be lost as quickly as they are
acquired. At Tres Carabelas you can
dance the whole night away, watch a su-
perb display of Andalusian flamenco
dancing, drink as much hard liquor as a
gentleman should be able to hold, and
still have change ITrom a ten-dollar bill.

If you drink Scotch, however, insist on
brand names. The bartenders are not
heyond passing you a Spanish whiskey
called Dyk, which is quite light and
pleasant, like Japanese whiskey, until
the next morning, when you sit up in
bed—and zonk! Spanish brandy, on the
other hand, is recommended, but stick to
the finer brands such as Carlos Primero
or black label 103.

Next morning—or, more likely, early
alternoon—as you begin to come around,
it may well be that something is nib-
bling at vour conscience. What hap-
])('Ill‘l‘.l to vour Mediterranean tan, one
ol the principal items you intended to
take back to the States? A litle water

skiing with a Fraulein back in Benidorm
has been almost your only exposure to
the sun so far. Have patience. An hour
or two each alternoon spent lounging
and beachcombing from pool 1o pool
will bronze you quickly. The sea water is
great for swimming, but since the Medi-
terranean 1s tdeless, there are no waves
—which can be rather dull. Butr it 1s
pleasant, alter stepping out of the water,
to stop off at the stall of a beach vendor
for a snack—a fMresh sardine or two
cooked on a skewer and a glass ol
sangria. The Spaniards make a point of
never swimming belore the Feast of the
Nativity of St. John the Baptist on June
24 nor alter the Feast of the Nativity of
the Virgin Mary on Scptember 8, but
most Anglo-Saxons find the swimming
comfortable as late as November.

The Mediterranean coast is not really
great fishing country, but almost any-
place where there are fishing poris vou
can enjoy an unusual fishing experience,
You might prevail upon the proprietor
of some waterfront sealood restaurant to
ask the local fishermen to take you out
with them when they sail after their
dawn catch. You'll find it an excellent
way to cear your head after a day and
night of welkinringing. By nine ¢’dock,
glowing with health and deliciously
weary from honest toil, you throw your-
sell onto the bed and sleep umtil lunch-
tume, Spanish style.

By now you will have noticed that
Torremolinos is like no other place you
have ever visited, with a kind ol railish
individuality all its own. It is probably
the only resort in the world to ercct a
statue o the Unknown Tourist—which
suggests a municipal sense ol humor ol a
rather bigh order. In Toremolinos, you
have, perhaps, discovered the scaet of
Spain  that has been awacting  this
golden horde of tourists. It is not so much
that it is cheap: there are many pleasant
places in the world that are sull cheap—
Greece and Mexico, for example. But in
Spain, you c<m do what the United
States, Britain, France and laly have
demonstrated 1s difficult at best: You can
live well and graciously on very little.

But Torremolinos is dangerous, in that
it is habit-forming. Stronger men than
you have succumbed aiter less than a
week there. They have wrned their
backs on the U.S., on coeer and for-
tune, and settled for la dolee vita which,
in Torremolinos, can be had for as hittle
as 5200 a month. A modest beach pad
can be rented for $60 a month, and a
dollar will buy a three-course meal with
wine anywhere except in the tourist
places.

When you've had your fill. pack up
and head down the coast to Marbella, a
two-hour drive, and several nowches up
in the social scale. Ar Marbella the




cement jungle of speculative apartment
building abruptly stops. Marbella is
Torremolinos with a New England ac
cent, bur with a more intensive night
life. It is the spiritual home of a rather
“in” group which derives its enjoyment
from private house parties. Social life is
centered around the Marbella Club of
I'rince Max von Hohenlohe-Langenberg,
a few miles out of town.

At the Club you can have a room or a
small garden chalet, plus meals, for less
than ten dollars a day, and once installed,
it is unlikely you will ever set foot out-
side this richly romantic place. It consists
ol nine cottages and a main building
with a curious circular tower illuminated
like a hghthouse. The tower houses the
dining room and bar. Auached to the
Marbella Club proper is the Sea Club,
which you reach by way of a garden full
of banana, fig, olive and cypress trees.
Along with La Gavina at S"Agard, it is
the most elegant of all the rendezvous
on the Costas. The Pedio’s crowd comes
here when it feels like behaving itself,
and even the French, from the Tropi-
cana, are somewhat subdued. They come
to swim, or to go cantering on horseback
along the beach. Horses can be rented
from the local gypsies. At lunch there is
an excellent buffer, and at night a din-
ner by candlelight. where black e is
appropriate though not required.

As a guest of the hotel, vou have
automatic access to the Sea Club and its
private beach. Here you can skin- and
scuba dive and waterski an entire holi-
day away. In fact, the only blandishment
missing is a golf course, but the Club sec
retary can arrange that, oo, at links a
few miles down the coast at Guadal-
mina. If you are interested in that kind
of thing, you might find yoursell tecing
ofl behind the Duke of Windsor.

There remains, il vou feel like it,
Gibraltar, a historic place ol steep, wind-
ing streets, and a paradise of duty-free
cameras, perlumes and cashmeres, But go
there between meals. The cuisine in the
restaurants has been geared to the pecul-
ar tastes ol centuries of British army
sergeant majors—tea and  chips  with
everything. But then flee back to Mar
bella, pausing for lunch at the Hotel
Reina Cristina in Algeciras, on the Span-
ish side ol the border.

In Marbella vou may relax in the
knowledge that you have finished the
tour the way you began it at S"Agard, in
an atmosphere of unhwmed and privi-
leged hedonism. Between times you have
savored a coast line unique for its vari-
ety ol physical and social as well as geo-
graphical scenery. You may, perhaps,
have been oppressed here and there by
poor plumbing, and irritated by some
slow service: but having traversed Spain
from the green north to sleepy Moorish
Andalusia—nor, perhaps, in the steps of
Don Quixote, but, one hopes, with a

worthy approximation of his gallanury
you have found voursell swept up
in a shimmering kaleidoscope of multi
national femininity.

But something is missing. What ever
happened to Spain? Somewhere in this
wemendous tourist invasion. much of
the traditional magic of Spain has been
lost. Rare, indeed, although it sull hap-
pens, is the sight of young lovers Kissing
furtively through Andalusian gTillcri, or
of a handsome, somber Spaniird stroll-
ing on the promenade with one hand
chastely on his wife's shoulder.

Where has it gone, that grandiose
Spain which moved Charles V of France
to declare that he spoke German to his
horses, French to his soldiers, Italian to
his mistresses and Spanish to God? The
English complain that Spain has become
“Americanized,” as though that were
bad. What they call Americanization is,
in lact, the 20th Century, which America
discovered first, and Spain s just begin-
ning to discover two thirds of the way
through it

You will have noticed that you have
made [Iriends with French, English,
Americans, Germans and Swedes; but
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since Cadaquds, you have met precious
few Spaniards other than a waiter, b
tender or gasstation attendant. Unual a
few years ago, few Spaniards ever went
on vacation, and even the rich, alwer
leaving Lion, rarely ventured lurther
afield than the Riviera or Paris. Span-
iards are only now starting to take holi-
davs in their native land.

Foreigners may not like what they call
Americanization, but most  Spaniards
want more of it. And why not? National
character does not change, and a Span-
ward will remain a Spaniavd even when
he owns a sterco.

The Costas have new
wealth and energy and a vast tide of visi-
tors from the outside world to the most
insular people in Europe. The holiday
you spend there will have enriched both
sides, yoursell and Spain. And if it is re
wardingly experienced, the Spaniard you
may be lucky enough to meet will be
happy to bestow on you his—or her-
ultimate benediction, “Salud. amor y pe-
setas, y tiempo para gastarias”—Health,
love and money. and time to spend it

brought a
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Roach Powder

carned money away on ice creams for his
sweet tooth so naturally I don't feed him
like a lazy baby, I poison. Go back to
sleep, son.”

“I heard glass breaking, boss, what was
that?®”

“The dish with the maple walnut he
has the gratitude to say is roach poison,
Simon. He threw the dish at me, this
critic of New York's best ice creams.”

“I'd better come down and see if 1
can't straighten this out, boss.”

“This I do not accept, son, 1 forbid
vou to worry your head with this mental
mstitution we run  with your hard-
carned money. Wipe us nothings out of
your mind and get a night's sleep, Simon,
darling.”

“Save me, Simon,” his lather moaned
from some far corner of dread. “The she-
wolf kills me, without your help I won't
last till morning.”

“Shut your lying scheming mouth,”
his mother said. “Simon, you don’t

(continued from page 90)

disturb your earned rest more, this I do
not allow.”

“I'll catch a cab, boss, I'll be there in
forty minutes.”

He hung up. He lay propped against
his pillow surveying his hands. They
were cupped again, yes, but not for fon-
dling Lee’s or anvbody's breasts, [or tak-
ing hold and twisting to a corkscrew
some neck or other, the old man's, the
boss’, the poisoncd world’s, he couldn’t
be sure, cared less.

“Trouble?” Lee said.

“Breathing going on. My [father thinks
my mother is putting roach powder in
his maple walput and my mother is call-
ing him an animal for this hypothesis.
It’s their way ol breathing. They call me
every so often to assure me theyre still
breathing so I won't worry.”

“Why would he think she’s poisoning
him?™

“Who should he trace the poisons to,
himself? Do you get enough focus nam-

“l suppose it’s like carrying coals to Newcastle,
but I love you, Herbie.”

ing yoursell the poisoner? Don't you like
focus, too? Don't you join movements?”

“Jesus, are you going to quit these
political artacks?”

“Nothing political about it, Lee. This
is chemistry.”

“I'll ignore these pokes because vou've
got a lot of unflunctional shit on vour
back, Simon, that's a load nobody needs.”

“I don't need it, but it keeps me in
condition.”

“Parents. Ballast to sink us all. And
you defend them.”

“Was I defending? I just wasn’t attack-
mg. Parents tend to sink, ves, thevre
like evervbody eclse. But it's not their
major program to suck you in after
them.”

“Isn’t it, though. It's what makes it
fun for them.”

“I'll grant you sinking objects create
an inviting suction. But vou've got the
option to sink or swim.”

Except that he was mighty tived of
swimming against all this suction.

“In theory. In practice they give you
better education in sinking than swim-
ming so the option’s mostly academic.”

“Your father's offering vou the best
education you can find. There's more
evidence yet that his sole aim in life is
not to sink you, he wants to send you
around the world in a leakproof boat.”

“To get me away {vom the real things.”

“The world’s real. So's this hump you
can’t find to picket and hand out leaflets
against. I'd better get dressed.”

“You really have to go? At this hour?”

“When they're like this, breathing
deep, it takes a visit from me to shame
them quict. It's a therapy we've worked
out, I crawl down there, they beat their
breasts over what thevre doing to their
burdened son, and for a time he stops
thinking he’s being poisoned and she
stops calling him animal. Well, shit,
where are the untainted maple walnuts
these days? You find raints in the world's
maple walnuts, too. You join movements
to remove the taints. Mavbe not to re-
move. Maybe more to dwell on. That's
not to run down the movements.”

“Simon, listen, I'm trying hard not to
get sore, but don’t push me. Listen, will
you make love to me again belore vou
go, could you? I could use it, I'm sure
jumpy.”

She was good lor holding, a fine, full
bundle, All space worth filling she could
fill the best. With her you knew you had
superior pulsed substance against you.
But agam for a time she was all bu
inert, though infinitely needy. Primed for
begging but wouldn't or couldn't reach.
Whatever runaway itch was in her was
not to be located, much less salved.
What need she had could in no way be
made contiguous with any need of his.
There was in her some throb of total de-
mand, but it remained mute, smothered,
and without its mplementation of
cffort. She wanted, all right. What, was



the question. Where. How. Now or in
the next century. Implicic in her refusal
to localize or try was the accusation that
il supplicated he would refuse. So she
skipped the supplication and went limp
from the hrst in protest of his extrapo-
lated refusal. It was Games Theory, all
right, the exwrapolated loser's.

Then she was  windmilling  again,
dumped from her pressure-cooking coma
into a manic randoming with all parts, a
quaking, a thrashing, going all ways
against the refuser world; and grinding
with a spit ol challenge into his ear,
“Get me over, damn you, get me over.”

He immediately came away. With an
upward yank he got himsclf sitting on
the edge of the couch. There she went
assigning impossibles again. To prove
her want was beyond his reach and the
one deficiency was in his reach.

“What, what, what is the matter with
you?" she said.

“You're against militarism?® And bark
your orders?”

“What're you saying, I'm not to be
considered in this, only you?”

“I've considered you, Lee. I've consid-
ered how your big refuser i1s you. How
your program is to fight the refusing
world. How it takes one to know one.
That's all the consideration I can spare.
Balls, I've got 1o get out of here.”

He began to dress. Her hangmg-judge
eyes followed him as he pulled on his
clothes.

“You son of a bitch, you're going to
leave me like this.”

“Right. exactly the way I found you.”

“You son of a bitch, I'm just to stew."”

“Try 1o see that it's in your own
Juices.”

“You want me to wait for you?”

“If vou want.”

“Will vou wy again if I wait?”

“All right, Lee. we'll try again. If
you'll ty not to bark more orders.
Chains ol command get too tight around
the windpipe.”

Sure they'd try again. Her gray eyes
pushing into his sockets and grayly ask-
ing, tasting the gray, miserly wurndowns
in advance. She mobilizing herself not at
all and then too much. The full flinging
muster, to cngage an (.‘II(.'I!]}' forever out
of sight though given the name Simon
for the evening, for focus. A guerrilla
Viemnam she didn’t know how to get out
of because it was encamped in all her
Sy D pses,

“Miss Dropout who can’t drop out of
herself,” he said as he leaned over her.
“"Whyre you so hard on the easiest
orifice? Have you located your own Yale
locks?” He leaned closer, kissed her on
the hot, sweated forehead. “Sure, Lee, all
right, we'll try again. T'll try to be a nice
young civil engineer.”

When he got outside he noticed his
hands were cupped again. Not for her,
not for his parents’ necks either. Maybe
for all the lousy roach powders that con-

taminate all the otherwise lovely maple
walnuts, once we sncak them there so we
can gag on them.

Chatham Town was a low-cost private
housing development on the perimeter
of Chinatown. not far from Chatham
Square and the Bowery flops, overlook-
ing the East River, in the shadow of the
Brooklyn Bridge; two city blocks of 15-
story packing crates that were the city's
experimental models for tomorrow’s
tenements: instant slum. He'd moved his
parents down here from Fall River so he
could more easily releree their carnage.
He'd found it expensive and time-con-
suming to referce from New York when
the bloodletting went on out of town.

He ook the elevator up to the cighth
floor and let himself in with his own
key.

The boss was sitting as he expected
she'd be sitting, prisoner in a homemacde
dock, repelling comfort as an undesir-
able alien trying o get across the border
illegally: Her martyrdom was not to be
diluted by foam rubber. The threc-room
apartment was furnished in the grab-bag
style, no rugs, no frills, no throw pillows,
just the bare-bone structures to sit and
lic on. In this living room, which dou-
bled as her bedroom because she and her
mate could no more sleep in the same
room than live on the same planet, were
a lold-our couch, a couple of Goodwill
Induswries easy chairs with patches of
ease left in them, a television set, a
Naugahyde-covered contour chair which
Simon had bought her [or television view-
ng. ']'ypicaily, though this chair could
be slanted back to elevate a footrest, the
boss sat on it fiercely upright, on the
very edge. accepting minimal support,
bare feet barely touching the floor; the
little girl taking punishment by sitting
in the corner, unrelenting in her disdain
lor punishers. No doles of ease {or her.

Her thinning cotton nighigown was
big as her fury, she was lost in it as in
her fury. Her pure-white hair went here
and there like Irizzing milkweed. Mosaic
sternness was on her worn, lined, dried,
mauled features, the litde girl infinitely
old, infinitely tired, tike on the decline,
hoyden going slack-skinned and arterio-
sclerotic. Mosaic, yes. Somebody had to
be the Moses in this house. Il not the
man, who abdicated all roles that had to
be played standing up, then the woman,
who was always o ready to play second-
string Moses.

“So,” she said, with that special brand
ol pity meticulously stecl-spined, “you
give up your sleep. You play his games.”

“You play his games, boss,” he said,
not unkindly.

He'd long ago stopped wasting emo-
tions with these two n the indulgence of
being unkind. The first rule of the game
is that the refcree never tries to carry the
ball.

“Me, he makes for me a hell on earth,
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Simon. I don’t play, I only defend so he
doesn’t smother and choke me entirely.
You, you don’t have to jump when he
calls.”

“You both play. I jump when I hear
vou both call. You're very good at call-
ing together, it’s hard to tell your voices
apart."*

This was said neutrally, wo. It was
just that they played so hard, they lorgot
the rules. It was the relerce’s job o re-
mind the players of the rules at all
tines, so that the game staved orthodox.

“Is that you, son? You've come to save
me from the shedevil? T thank you, my
good son., my kmd boy.”

His lather's voice from the bedioom,
close to tears, but underpainted with ex-
citement, too: At least something was
happening. He had a high taste for
drama, and hated stalemates.

“T'll be there in a minute, Pop.™

“Now I'll live through the night, at
least one more night I'm safe,” his father
called with a distinct baritone tremble.

“One more night vou wreck your son's
already wrecked life,” the boss ground
out.

“Nothing's wrecked except the two of
vou and yvour semblince of being human
beings,” Simon said. scrupulously non-
accusing. “Let’s quit the talk about wreck
ing and see what can be done to restore
some sleep to this house. all righe”

“Go restore sleep 1o a madhouse,” the
boss said. “A house where the wife poi
sons with ice cream. You said it yourselF.
Simon, you said I poison, 1 play his

"
24mes.

“I said you play his games, but I
didn’t say you poison. Your game is not
to poison as he says you poison, your
game 1s to vell Lar when he vells his lies.
It's a subtler game than just poisoning
him, I'll agree 1o that”

“Get it in your head once and for all 1
don’t he, son,” his father called from the
bedroom. “She pur all the roach poison
in the maple walnut, enough to massacre
a Coxey's Armv.”

“I'll Coxey's Army you.” the
called back, eves on fire. “You hear how
he talks, Simon? Can a human person sit
and listen 1o such madman talk twenty-
lour hours a day and keep a face of
smiles? He makes my life a hell, not that
I'm complaining, these are the facts. You
are not to bother your head with us, son.
Go away and [orget our names. Our
names are Dreck Everywhere and Eat
Dreck All the Time."”

“Your name 15 my name, boss,” Simon
said with practiced patience.

“Dreck’s not the worst of it,” his
father's  voice  communiced.  “Dreck
would be bad enough with each and
every meal three times a day. Cyanide,
pure cyanide, that’'s @ more serious ma-
terial than dreck, that's a matter for the

hoss

police.
“You see what atmosphere of happy

xiey”
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times he makes in this house,” the hoss
said through starched lips, through more
teeth than anvbody could have. “You see
how he brightens up my days and hours.
But don't listen to me, take his side, I
play cazy-man games.”

“You'll never understand this, boss,
but it's an established [act that nobody
can play games without a partner to an-
swer him back and complete the games.
Il you didn’t need him around here
playing his part so vou could play vour
part, why don't you agree 1o send him
back 10 the nut house. huh? No. vou
won't have any part of it. if vou lose
vour expert partner, who'll vou find to
play games with. who'll vou call liar and
animal? Lisien. boss. I know vou've had
a hard life, very hard. but this T don't
understand, that vou would want your
life to go on being hard. IT he went away
there'd be a vacuum in your life. Il no-
body calls you poisoner vou've got no-
body to call liar. T love vou, boss, bur I
think you play games. Wait right here.
I'll go and talk to him.”

He went into the bedroom. His father
was built small, 10o. The bedroom was
dirk. but enough moonhght caune in to
outline his delicate hunched hgure in
the chair by the window, dressed in
worn slippers and Simon’s GI - drabs.
This frail man had the face of a violinist
whose violin has been run over by a beer
truck. He was looking out over the river
panorama  from  Brooklyn  Bridge 1o
Brooklyn Navy Yard, studving the many
arcas ol the city in which poisons are
reted.

“You're good to me, you're a beautiful
and good son, Simon.” the old man said
s mellowed musical voice. “You
comme when I am in need. Believe me,
myv need is great tomight, son. It made
me bawl like a baby that I had o break
o your rest, son, but such arc owr con-
ditions in this house. You see how 1 am
weak like a Kiten, that I can hardly lilt
my hands or even my head, when a man
docsn’t swallow a bite ol human nour-
ishment

“let’s discuss the immediate pml)lem,
Pop. What's vour proot that she’s put-
ting poison in your food?"

“Proof. Psss. Prool is all over this
house of murder, son. 1 sneaked in the
kitchen when she was taking a nap and I
looked for the roach pm\‘dcr everywhere,
in the closets, under the sink, gone. abso-
lutely. This was when 1 understood the
going-on in her devil head. Have we
seen one roach on the premises for bet-
ter than a vear, son? So why all ol a sud-
den no roach poison? I will not dirty
my lips to speak the answer, Simon.
Merely look at the [acs, dear son. One,
the roach poison is all of a sudden no-
where. two, that witch is all of & sudden
uying to push maple walnut down my
mouth. I'm no fool, Simon. You can say

a lot of things about me, I have my
weaknesses and drawbacks, yes, but one
thing vou cannot sav, that 1 am a lool,
that I do not have brains to put the two
and two together.”

*No, Pop, nobody can say you don't
put two and two together. What you al-
ways come out with is my tclephone
number.”

“Can I turn to another living soul in
this whole jungle world, Simon? Is there
another sympathizer I could call for help
against a cold-blood murderer:"

“IL there's a murderer in the house
vou call the police, Pop, some people do
that.”

“1 will give my life 1o protect you, son,
to keep the shame and scandal from
vour already too burdened head. Also 1
will not give her the sauslaction o call
the authorities and make headlines of
her plots against me, this is what she
wants. Don't blame me, Simon darling,
il 1 wy whatever the sacrifices to keep
some rags of the family's honor and
good mame, what else have we got leftz”

“All right, Pop, how do we handle
this* You say she’s poisoning vou, she
says you're a liar, where do we go from
here? I'm willing as I've been all along
to pay for this apartment, for vour medi-
cal bills, evervthing, and not complain,
but one thing I can’t do, I can’t control
the cutthroat games that go on in this
house after T pay [or it, I can't teach you
how to play without cuuing each other
to ribbons. How do you propose we deal
with this new crisis, Pop?”

The old leaned forward.

nun His

voice became very confidential, almost a
lover’s.

“You know your Bible, son? You know
how Sclomon, that wise man, that man
with a real head on his shoulders, han
dled it when the two ladies came before
him and each lady caimed the baby was
her baby? This king knew a few things
about the human heare, Simon. He said
to the ladies, well, ladies, vou both have
good claims so 1 conclude you both gave
birth to this baby, so under the unusual
circumstances the only [air thing 10 do,
the only equity. is 1o give each of vou
half of this nice baby. You will remem-
ber he then summoned some attendants
with a big knile, whilst the false lady,
the liar lady, she only stood there, pre-
pared for the sawing, but the true lady,
the honest mother, she couldn't allow
the sawing, she jumped up and relin-
quished anv and all claim to this baby,
she would rather see the baby in one
picce and stolen from her than sawed in
hall and divvied up. So when Solomon
saw which lady accepted the sawing and
which one cried out with horror, he
knew #

“Who're vou suggesting we saw in hall
here, the boss? You might like that, but
it wouldnt prove there’s poison in the
maple walnut.”

“I am directing yvour auention to a
principle,  Simon, I'm surprised vou
don’t sec it. 'That woman is sitting up
nights scheming how to exterminate me.
The woman calls me liar when I expose
her rotten schemes with the maple wal-
nu ice cream. here is a simple Solomon

“Why don’t you ever come around and ask for a vaise,
Miss Bales? Don’t you like it here?”
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test in such a situation, Simon. She says
the maple walnut is clean as a whistle?
Fine and dandy, let her eat the maple
walnut. You think she would accept this
test? Hah, Try her. Don't waste your
breath. She will yell and saeam and
spit more insults, but eat the maple
walnur, oh, no, not that smart one.”

“How do you know she won't cat it,
Pop, have vou asked her?”

“Timme after time. son. I knew it was a
waste of breath. but 1 laid out the plan
for this witch, a simple procedure, and
vou know what she answered? She threw
the dish of maple walnut in my face. She
was pretending it was an insult, sure,
but I know better, I know she was de-
stroying the evidence belore I could wap
her and send her to the elearic chair
where she belongs.”

“What do you want me to do, Pop,
take the maple walnut down to a labora-
tory for a chemical analysis? I could do
that, of course. But it would 1ake time,
hours, days mayhe, and you can’t go any
longer without cating, which you won't
do without proof there’s no roach poison
in her lood. Besides, if the lab results
were negative, you'd accuse her of brib-
ing the lab people.”

“You've got a good and logical mind,
son, vou defined the problem in this
house exactly. This is my analvsis of the
situation, wo, that she won't give me
proof there’s no poison in the food be-
cause she can’t, and until such proofs me
forthcome 1 cannot risk one single, soli-
tary bite in this insane house. 1 suppose
it is my duty and the upshot of my
whole marriage to end my hard days
from plun malnutrition.”

His tone, it was astonishing. He was

990 explaming why he was constrained to

starve to death, but it was not in com-
plainmi, it was actually with an air of
triumpl. vindication. total rightness.

“Suppose I got her to eat half of the
maple walnur, Pop, for me, as a special
favor for me. would you agree to eat the
other halfz”

“Son, don't ireat these facts like play-
tovs, I am explaining to you she can't
take a bite of those poisoned materials,
What she says, she says it's beneath her
ladyship to do this, she will not foul her-
sell. but you and T know the real rea-
sons, but in any case the results are the
same, she will not do this thing, and un-
til she gives me these proofs my lips are
sealed to her tainted murderer’s foods.”

“There's another way 1o get vour
proofs, Pop, you could eat all the maple
wilnur.”

“Son, are your cars deaf entirely,
didn’t I make it clear to you this would
kill me?”

“You'd die happy. For once you'd
have made your case against her. Would
it be 100 big a price 1o pay for such a
victorv?”

“You are not facing the problem with
a practical mind, son, you're making
jokes.”

“All right, Pop. You need proofs. She
won't give you the proofs, and there’s no
time to get laboratory proofs, which you
wouldn’t believe anyway. There's one
other way. I'll give you the proofs. I'll
cat one plate. and if I survive then
you'll eat another plate, OK?"”

"My son! Simon! Dear heart! This
vou will not do! How can I drive it into
vour head, 1his swufl is Joaded with
cvanide! You want to commit suicide in
this house 10 make some kind of a point,
what point!”

“I don’t want to make any point, Pop.
I only want to get on with the game and
the two of yon are tied now and I've got
to do something to break this tie.”

“I will not sit here and see your body
fall 1o the floor out of love for your
mother, Simon! I know how you love
your mother, you're a good bov, a good
son should love his mother and I don’t
object to this, in this I don't interfere,
but when out of a son’s love for his
mommy you take cyanide, enough to kill
a horse, I will not stand by, you hear me,
Simon!”

“I hear you. Pop. Stay where you are,
I'll be right back.”

He returned to the living room.

“How much ice cream’s left, boss?”

“Practically a quart, son. I buy the
maple walnut by the gallon, he eats a
whole quart just for breakfast, this is
where your money you sweat for goes, to
make a big belly for Mr. Garbage Pail.”

“Go and get wwo dishes of the maple
wilnut, boss. big ones.”

“You'll humor him, Simon, make him
demonstrations? Don’t give him the sat-
isfaction, let him rot.”

“Go get two dishes, hoss.”

She raised her tiny, overworked, bony
frame, shuffled 1o the kitchen with a
hopeless shrug.

“Drive these suicide thoughts from
your head, Simon!” the old man called
from the bedroom. “There’s already
enough death in this house, she provides
for me a living death!”

“Shut up. Pop.”

In a minute his mother wavered back
with the two heaping dishes and two
spoons. Simon took them and went back
to the bedroom. He snapped on the
overhead light. He placed one dish on
the window sill.

“All right, Pop, here goes. If I don’t
come out of this alive I make you my
sole heir. Keep my IBM typewriter well
oiled. Write your memoirs of marriage
to the lady poisoner and a life of daily
abuse on it. Ie'll be a best seller. The
best propaganda against the regular ori-
fices that ever came out of it, probably.”

“Don’t do this terrible thing, Simon
my dear,” the old man begged.

“I want you to give my body to Co-
lumbia Presbvterian Medical School for
research. Let them find out just what
roach powder does to the human system
when it's hidden in a lot of maple wal-
nut. If medical science can once and for
all find out just how much roach powder
is being dispensed in the Americin
home, it may do a lot to improve the
orifice-shopping situation in this country.”

He wwok a big mouthful. His father
raised skeletal hands shaky with horror.

“Son, I'm reasoning with you, your
Iile 1s at stake,” the old man begged.

Simon wok a very big mouthful.

“Son, if you have any [eeling for
your mother you'll put that terrible stuft



away, you won't let your own mother
have her own son's death on her hands,”
the old man quavered.

Simon took another mouthful, smacked
his lips.

“I must say the cyanide doesn’t spoil
the flavor, this is delicious maple walnue.”

“Simon, Simon, your mother has a
wwisted mind, all right, I'm not blaming
her, she's played out from a life of hard
work, she's been a worker, that one, I'll
give her that, a devoted mother, she did
cverything for you when I was unforw-
nately incapacitated and couldn’t pro-
vide, she scrubbed floors and ate dirt, it's
not her [ault all the work and worry
mixed up her brains, but don’t make her
now a criminal, don’t lay a worst and
final crime at her feet, she’s suffered
enough, it will kill her, Simon, Simon,
if you have any regard for your poor
mother stop cating that maple walnut.”

The old man groaned and groaned.

“Can’t help it, Pop, I'm hooked on
maple walnut, I stare 1o cat maple wal-
nut and I can’t stop.” He took a great
spoonlul, crammed his mouth with it. “1
don’t mind giving my life for maple wal-
nut that tastes this good. On second
thought, I don’t want you to donate my
body for medical rescarch. I want you to
cremate me and scatter the ashes over
Fort Knox. No, make that the Men-
ninger Clinic. Will you do that for me,
Pop? I wouldn't ask a thing like that if it
wasn't important.”

“Son, son, there is a curse on this [am-
ily, we are damned and cursed from on
high,” the old man wept

Simon finished the ice cream in sev-
eral more enormous mouthfuls. He sat
back and sighed, patting his stomach
with the air of a king having feasted

sumptuously.
“Well, well, well, now,” he half
hummed, making smacking sounds

again, “let the foul winds blow, let the
four horsemen come, it was worth it,
that's a very good brand of maple wal-
nut. Let’s be very quiet now. The sol-
emn occasion calls for two minutes of
serious thoughts. Say a couple prayers if
you want, Pop, just keep them to your-
self, you'll break the mood if you pray
out loud. I really don’t mind dying, Pop.
It’s not as bad as it’s cracked up to be. It
doesn’t hurt, just feels like a [ull stom-
ach. I think there's been a lot of deceit-
ful propaganda about dying to scare the
people off from a good thing, we should
maybe let them know dying’s a cinch, it's
just a whole lot of maple walnut in the
stomach. It's even easier than [alling off
a log, falling off a log you can at least
bump your head. Don't grieve for me,
Pop, I'm ready to go, I've had a full
life, I've written books f[or Pandro
Harlow.”

He went on patting his stomach. The
old man sat opposite him, head buried
in hands, keening, keening: soft sounds

of whimper from his rhythmic head.

Several minutes went by. At last the
old man bared his eyes. He looked at
Simon, looked and looked through his
tears,

He looked.

Simon looked back with as pleasant
and casual an expression as he could
muster, with the manner of one who has
in all his life encountered none but in-
nocent and unsullied maple walnuts. He
smiled in his practiced friendly way at
his father.

He reached out for the remaining dish
of ice cream. He held it out to his fa-
ther. He nodded at his father, smiling.

His father shuddered from head to
foot. He shrank away, hands pressed to
wet, horrified cheeks.

Simon inareased his friendly hospita-
ble expression and nodded again, hold-
ing the dish farther out. His smile did
not get diluted, but the message in his
smiling eyes was spelled out in ornamen-
tal iron: You eat this. He knew it was

the end of awfulness for the old man,
but his eyes continued to bellow around
their sunny smile: Eat, eat this right
now, you infernal plotsnifing bastard
who remembers my phone number too
bastardly well. The world’s a poison.
Eat, eat.

The old man pulled away. Simon
leaned [ar forward, shoved the dish
under his nose.

The old man looked deep into Si-
mon's eyes. Simon looked deeper back,
his offering an ultimatum.

Slowly the old man’s hand came up.
Slowly it took hold of the dish, shaking.
Slowly the other hand shakily found the
spoon. Slowly, shaking all through, he
began to eat the ice cream, his eyes
steadily on Simon’s eyes and condemned.

Simon watched, a student of each
shaky bite, leaning close, monitoring
each lethal dose. His smile was impervi-
ous to diluents.

The old man was helpless, maple wal-
nut was his favorite, condemned or not

“All I can say, Swensen, is you're one
hell of a lousy barbarian!”
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he began to eat heartily. His hand went
[aster and [aster, though no steadier. He
was gulping, he was shoveling. There
comes a time in hunger when taint be
damned. Who can be lorever a chemist?

The dish was soon empty. Simon took
it from the old man’s nerveless fingers
and put it down.

“I am hungry something awful,” the
old man said, not looking anywhere. He
was so small, so refuted. *T could eat
some more of it, my son.”

“That’s the last of it. Pop, but don’t
worry, tomorrow’s another day. Tomor-
row the boss'll stock up on maple walnut
again. And enough roach powder to pep
it up.”

The old man raised both hands and
let them [all, to say: What comes, comes.
The plots are too big and tricky. You
can't stand guard [rom all sides of the
head at once.

“Now will you eat a lettuce and
tomato sandwich, Pop, maybe with bacon,
if she fixes it for your” Simon’s smile was
Iriendlier than ever.

The old man sat balled tight, head
low, violin flatiened by the world's Heet
of beer wrucks. He nodded: Can you
have eyes in the back of your head? Who
stays on 24-hour guard dury?

“Fine. That’s excellent. And if she
makes some chicken soup with dump-
lings tomorrow, and some stulfed cab-
bage the day after, you'll eat those
things, too?”

The old, reluted head did not imune-
diately respond.

“Pop, I can come down every day and
cat the soup and stuffed cabbage first, I
can do it, certainly, but it'll complicate
my schedule a whole lot, interrupt my
work and make things harder for me. I
can come every day and be your taster,
each and every day [or the rest of your
life, three times a day, I can do it but 1'd
prefer not to, it would be tough. I ask
you again, will you cat what she makes
for you [rom now on, without a tasier?”

The old man withered some more. He
slumped still lower. Crack. scrunch., went
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“Now remember, kids, this isn’t just an ordinary engage-
ment ring . . . it’s got a keen secret compartment, too!”

all the violins, His head began to nod, at
the slowest rate possible.

“Atta boy. Good. Fine. Thanks a lot,
Pop. You'll be doing me a big favor if
you'll eat withour making more trouble,
I'Il really appreciate it, you're a consid-
crate father.”

To this the old man could find no
more pertinent answer than: “I could
take another bite of maple walnut, son,
I am mostly empty.”

“Tomorrow, Pop, all the maple wal-
nut you want.”

To the floor the old man commented:
“There is no question, she’s a good wom-
an, one in a million, a giver, a lavisher.”

So do roach chokers, those whimsical
powders, come and go.

Back in the living room the boss was
still unreclining in the reclining chair,
alert against wellare.

“He ate it, boss. He'll eat anything
you make, he promised. I think it’s un-
der control again, old boss, think we've
seen another one through.”

*“Son,” the boss said to a spot close by
the spot where her absurdly small and
withered toes were, absurdly, just touch-
ing the inlay, “lorget about us and this
house, there’s only old garbage in this
house.”

“It’s OR, boss, I'll be garbage collector
a while longer, it's good exercise.”

“I say to him, all right, you can't lift a
finger to do something usclul in the
world. It's beneath you to do an honest
day's work or five minutes’ work. You
don’t work in cleven vears, all right, be a
bloodsucker. Live off your hard-working
son. But at least don’t sit in the corner
all your life supervising the bridge and
the Navy Yards. They built a ship belore
you made your appearance. Take a
walk, get a haircut, see a little sun, talk
to people. At least pretend you're alive,
this assignment you could handle. No.
Not Mr. Too Good. Sits in the corner a
lump of dreck. This is called a man. It's
disgusting, disgusting, Phuh.”

She always talked of the old man as
though ready to spit.

“Baoss, I don’t like to hear you call him
a dreck. This is the man you married, it
says something about your taste. It also
says something about me, if he's a dreck
I've got dreck blood in my veins. I'll
give you this, though, the way he looks
right now, he looks like a dreck. We can
only hope it's temporary.”

He was talking loud enough for the
old man to hear. He was very tred, he
was thinking of top-quality rousserie
kitchen ranges, also, his stomach was act-
ing up, making squishy sounds, phuh.

“It's temporary lor cleven years, Si-
mon, how long can such a temporary go
on?”’

“All right, boss. I'll accept your view.
Every time I come to this house what I
sce is dreck and nothing but dreck. I
walk in here and the human race looks



Philia. Friendship. Se the first thing
you remember to take along with you
is a smile. An attitude. A willingness
to accept such freely offered friend-
ship. And to give a little in return.
They’ll talk your ear off, just to be so-
cial. Because there are no “foreigners”
in Greece. Only Greeks and non-
Greeks. It's like that when you meet
the most hospitable people in Europe.

And what could be more natural for
the descendants of Jason and the Ar-
gonauts than to have their own fleet.
Olympic Airways—national air line of

Greece. But the wind-driven, wooden
hulls of Jason and Odysseus have trans-
formed into a fleet of the newest Boeing
707-320 super fan-jets. And Olympic’s
routes have expanded to include the
United States.

If you miss the maiden flight on
June 1. don’t fret. June 1 is just the
beginning of daily non-stop trans-
Atlantic service with direct flights from
New York to Paris, Rome and Athens.
Stop in Paris on the way. Or Rome.
Just to whet your appetite for Athens.
It won’t cost a drachma more.

The first Greek you
meet will probably
ask where you’re
from., what you do,
how mueh you earn,
if you’re married,
where you’re staying,
how much does it cost,
and what’s that in
drachmas.

What’s she want from
you?

You can get a little local philia—
and a lot of information—from the
Greek National Tourist Office, 601
Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C. For informa-
tion about Olympic Airways, visit the
Olympic office nearest you. or your
travel agent. Olympic’s main office is
at 647 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. C., where

the password is, “Coflee. tea or ouzo?”
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like pure dreck. This house of dreck is
costing me good money. It may not be a
lot of money 10 the Rockelellers, but it's
a lot of money 10 me. With the money I
spend cn this house I could be wraveling
or fxing up a place for myvsell.” He
riused his voice some more, for the
benefit of all present. “What're you both
trying to prove every time I come, that
I'm spending all this money to keep so
much dreck alive? That all my money’s
going down the drain and the drain
won't even carry the dreck away?”

“Keep your hard-carned money, son.
You're not keeping anything alive,
you're keeping the dead from getting
buried long alter they started 1o sunk.
Forget about us. Go far away and live a
decent life for once without us around
your neck. I think about what we do to
you, all day and all night, too, it drives
me crazy. Forget vou ever heard of us,
bury us for good. It's the only way we’ll
ever be at home. in the ground with the
worms, if we don’t give them indiges-
tion. This is the danger, the worms
could dispossess us, how much poison
can even worms take?”

A shuflling sound behind Simon. His
father. doll-dwindled in the doorway.

“She’s right. Simon, she gives good ad-
vice as a good mother should. I'm the
stone around vour necks, without me
vou both could have some kind of a life,
throw me out and take care of your
mother who's worked her fingers to the
bones for both ol us, take cne of this
good woman.”

He was weeping, tov shoulders going
like burterfly wings, there in the door-
\\':I}'.

“All right, Pop. I'm not blaming you,
Pop. I'll put it this way. We know the
diagnosis.”

“Manical depressive,” the old man
wept. “Manical in the morning and de-
pressive in the alternoon, how can you
depend on such a changer?”

“You're a manic-depressive, yes, but
you didn’t make it yowr big work in life
to be a manic-depressive. We simply have
to assess this in terms of what's possible
and what's reasonable and what can he
lived with and what can't.”

“Who could live with me, who could
live with dreck?” the old man wept.

“You've been depressed for some time
now, If you stay depressed you're no
good to anybody. Il you've got some of
the manic lelt in you, that can make
trouble, 0o, we know that from expe-
rience, you can get out of control, but at
least vou'd have some energy, maybe you
could still do something in the world
and leel like more than dreck. not a
total lump. I don’t know, be a janitor,
sweep streets, something., Let’s leave 1t
this wav. If you're up and out of here at
daybreak 1o look for work, that'll prove
there’s an ounce of force left in you and

"
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up and out. thatll mean vou're one
hundred percent down and will stay that
way, no good to anybody, so you can't
live here. II that's the case, I'll take you
to Bellevue and commit you again.
Whether the boss agrees or not, she
doesn’t have any more vore. You'll go
back to the psycho ward, this time for
good. I still won't blame you. I'm just
uving to save the boss if you're past sav-
ing. The boss at least worked like a dog
all her life. I owe her something for that.
1 don’t owe you anything, though I have
pity for you. Choose. if you have choice
left in you. Meantime, maybe you can
both get a litte sleep, huh?”

The old man stood in the doorway,
weeping. Simon went over and put his
arm around those insubstantial shoulders.

“Pop. 1 hope you've got some choice
left in you.™

He went to his mother, proud, fierce,
agonized mite. He stwooped before her
and ook her worked-out hands.

“Boss. what happened to the roach
powder?”

“l threw it down the incinerator.”

“Whyz"

“1 was alvaid if it was around I would
put it in lhis maple walnut.”

He leaned forward, kissed her, held
her for a moment.

“Thanks for the maple walnut, boss, it
was delicious. 1 hope if T have to take
him away I won't be taking too much.”

In the elevator his stomach was worse.
He leaned against the wall feeling dizzy,
hearing the churn from inside, breathing
hard.

Outside he stood for a tume on the
corner looking up and down the river.
South was the arthropod iron of the
bridge crawling with delivery trucks:
There would be ice-cream trucks as well

as beer trucks among them, for the
mouths not overwary. North was the

Navy Yard, from which came a glow and
a clanking: they were working round the
clock outlitting demothballed vessels to
carry roach-powder cargoes o Vietnam,
where the maple walnurs were in short
supply.

On the corner was an outdoor phone
booth. He went into it, dropped his
dime i, dialed his own number. In a
moment Lee Abends’ sleepy, combative
volce came on.

“Lee, 1it's me, Simon, lisicn, I'm not
feeling well, I'm quite sick, in fact, 1 just
ate a big dish of maple walnut ice cream
and my stomach’s kicking up. it’s all the
ice aream on top of all the Scotch, dai-
quinis, Bodegas Bilbenas, Tuacas and,
my God, sungers. Look. I don’t think
vou should wait for me. No, I think it’s
much beuter if you go home. The [act is,
I've got to get up early, family business,
've got 10 buy my lather a big break.
fast of ham and eggs with French [ries
and then take him up to Bellevue, I'm

committing him again. That’s one thing.
Also, there’s no sense to our frving
again, that’s my feeling after thinking it
over. You want to ban the bomb, but
you don’t ban it from the beds you visit
and that means where the biggest
pacificism is needed you're the biggest
warmonger. Bombs are one thing and
orifices another and the bombs shouldn’t
be brought as close to the orifices as you
bring them. I mean, an orifice should be
a bomb shelter or it's nothing. 1 don’t
want to write anv more confirming foot-
notes for Pandro Harlow, never mund
what that means. My parents wrote
cnough. Go home, Lee, please. Go
home and take that wip around the
world. You can't fight the real roach
powders in the world till you learn to
tell them from the ones you invented in-
side you and smuggled out. There're still
some uncontaminated maple walnuts
here and there, maybe you'll see them in
your travels. I know I'm not making
sense, for Christ sake, but I'm just not
feeling good, Lee, I'm really quite sick
to my stomach, all that goddamn maple
walnut tainted through and through 3

There was a devious poison in his
guts, the subtlest cyanide, he was wrying
to spew it at her through the phone
company’s conduits, it wouldn’t come, not
the worst of it

Out of the corner of his eye he saw
the klieg brightness over the Navy Yard,
out of the corner of his ear he heard the
clank from there, around the corner of
his mind he thought: All the way to
Tonkin Gulf for something to shoot at?

From the receiver, all the way from
Tonkin  Gull, the gripetnned voice
shooting at him: *“You promised. 1
stayed because you promised.”

“You listen now! I'm wmking no more
leaflets from you!” He was shook to
hear these cyanide words bulleting from
the Tonkin Gull down his own dis
tressed gullet. “T just came from a house
of champion self-extrapolated losers and
I've had it with that game, sce! You all
put the locks on your minds, locks all
over, then yell about the shortage of
locksmiths! Goddamn it, can’t you get it
through your heads you're the biggest
establishment-proppers  around!  Estab-
lishment people lock up all their parts
and throw away the key and you lock
yourselves up and scream false arrest
and call [or nomexistent wardens to
spring you! You don't fight the estab-
lishment!  You're the establishment’s
biggest copycat! You're swulled!  Sure
yvoure stalled! You put up the road-
blocks yourselves, nobody but you! No!
Nothing doing! No more you-did-it-to-
me games, understand! Get out of my
bed, goddamnit, I will not have my par-
ents louling up my bed, get out of my

house 3
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ODAY OUR DEAR HEROINE ACCOM-

PANIES A BRAVE AUTHOR INTO
COMBAT FOR INTEGRITY AGAINST
HOPELESS ODDS - A SQUAD OF TV
NETWORK EXECUTIVES. THUS DOES
WRITER SALINGER FIENGOLD COME
TO GRIPS WITH TELEVISION'S WASTE-
LAND AND ANNIE’S WAISTLAND AND
POINTS BEYOND —

AN

NO,SOLLY ! 1 wiLL
NOT TAKE MY LIFE'S WORK,
“THE ABRAHANMN LINCOLN

STORY,” TO A TELEVISION NET-
WORK.f 'VE GOT &N\?E'LL*.L'\JQ

TO SAY TO THE PEOPLE AND |

KNOW WHAT THEY DO TO
WORKS OF GREAT DEPTH
AND INSIGHT! | READ
“ONLY YOU, DICK
DARING"!

SALINGER,
BABY -~ WITH YOUR
SCR@‘T AND ANNIE
{ 1IN THE STARRING ROLE,

WE CAN MAKE MNILLIONS
ON A TV SERIES. AND,
SWEETIE ++» THINK OF THE

RERUN ROYALTIES! ~~ |
THINK | MAY EVEN

TALK THEM INTO
RUNNING THE
RERUNS FIRST !

g~

WE'WVE GOT TO HUSTLE ALONG, SALLIE, BABY. I'VE
GOT AN APPOINTMENT WITH AUBIE - THAT'S MR.
AUBREY AUBREY, PROGRAMING PRESIDENT
OF A.B.9.-TV!

{ 15N'T S0LLY’S SPORTS CAR TOO MUCH €

| HATE CARS! | HATE COMFORT !

| HATE RECOGNITION! PRETEND YOU
DON'T RECOGNIZE ME. CALL ME
MARVIN KEEBLER.

LEAPIN' LIZARDS, SALINGER ,
YOU SURE CHOSE AN UNUSUAL
PLACE TO LIVE.

| HATE NEIGHBORS!
| HATE MAIL! 1 HATE MONEY!
BESIDES, THAT’S ONLY MY
TOWN HOUSE. YOU
SHOULD SEE MY
HIDEAWAY.
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AH, THERE, S0LLY *~ | WAS JUST ON MY WA‘{ upP FOR
OUR TWO-O'CLOCK CONFERENCE WITH A.A. - I'D LIKE
FOR YOU TO MEET BUNKY, BONKY AND BENK‘:’.

BINKY, BABY ! -« GALLIE, ANNIE, THESE ARE THE
TELEVISION EXECUTIVES - THE RUGGED INDIVIDUALS
WHO ARE GOING TO SPIN OUR MODEST,

DID BUNKY AND BONKY
CLEAR THEIR THROATS
BEFORE “HOwW DO you
00”2 | DON'T WANT TO
COMMIT MYSELF TO A

GREETING UNLESS

PLAYBOY

CREATIVE FLAX INTO GOLD.

"M SURE.

THE LATEST
WHAT NIELSEN-
WITH THIS 2 ARE You JOHN REPORT
1 CAN'T STAND GIVES THIS
TELEVISION! ROOM A
IT'S NOT RUN MEN'SROOM? ROTTEN 8.4
BY MEN! (T'S RATING, AND HIS DESK,
RUN BY HE LIKES IT.
SHEEP ! THEY WERE
LIVE ANO DIE SHUTTING
BY THE RATING IT DOWN
SYSTEM. TOMORROW.

I’ JONATHAN ASTHETE - FIRST ASSISTANT TO

MR. AUBREY AUBREY'S A55ISTANT PLEASE EXCUSE
b THE CONPDITION OF MY DESK—

EXECUTIVE. NOTE HOW

L FORHEAV?N'Q HIS DESK HAS A BOOK

AND A SHEET OF PAPER

ON IT. ITS NOT CLEAN,
AND HE'S NOT BIG.

' WINTERS VISCERA, ASSISTANT TO MR. AUBREY AU-
BREY. PLEASE EXCUSE THE CONDITION OF MY DESK.

{ SEE THAT
TELEPHONE AUBREY
LOOKS | MESSAGE PAPER 2 | WILL SEE
HE'LL NEVER YOou
GROW WITH A NOW.
THIS FIRM . :
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HERE ARE
THE NOTES ON
THE SALINGER

YOU TOUCHED MY DESK WITH R! NOwW
I'VE GOT A MESSY DESK. ! 'LL NEVER MAKE
NETWORK PRESIDENT/

PLEASE DON'T YELL, SIR, I'M PREGNANT !

PREGNANT, EH 2
YOU'RE FIRED Y
YOUR BABY

IS FIRED

WHAT A
BUNCH OF
FRIGHTENED

INSECURE
ANIMALS -



' MR. ALUBREY MY ASSISTANT'S ASSISTANT READ IT.
« THIS IS AND CUT IT DOWN TO A ONE - PAGE
SALINGER OUTLINE, THEN MY ASSISTANT CuT
FIENGOLD, | THAT DOWN TO A ONE - PARAGRAPH
AND THIS OUTLINE. THEN MY SECRETARY CUT
15 THE STAR | THAT DOWN TO DNE WORD +“ABRAHAM"!
OF OUR PRO- | | READ THAT WORD, AND | LIKE IT.
POSED TV | 1| SEE A GREAT, WARM TV SERIES
SERIES. | BUILT ARCUND THIS MAN « HIS RISE
TRUST YOU | TO GOVERNOR -+ THEN SENATOR
READ HIS FROM CONNECTICUT, AND THEN —
MASTERPIECE. §

NO, MR. AUBREY, LINCOLN! | LiIKE THAT WORD,
BABY- THIS | SEE A GREAT TV SERIES SET IN - :
1S ABE WASHINGTON, 0.C., IT'S ABOUT THIS i J &=l o8 §
LINCOLN LOVABLE FIRST FAMILY OF MONSTERS J2 ‘ ’
SRt M SEE ANNIE AS A GHOULISH BUT /2 i &8
NOT ABE SEXY FIRST LADY. WE’LL CALL e

THE PRESIDENT “ABE LUNKHEAD,” 4&* - :

-GET THAT CUTE, NAIVE TWIST 2 &

THE PUBLIC WILL LOVE IT B

ESPECIALLY DOWN SOUTH,

WAIT! WAIT! | see THIS AS A ROLLICKING CONEDY
ON WHAT GREAT FUN IT IS TO BE A PRISONER OF
WAR. IT'S CALLED “YABE'S GANG. ABE AND HIS
CREW OF HAPPY - GO-LUCKY GENERALS ARE
CAPTURED BY THE REBS AND FROM THERE ON,
IT'S JUST ONE JOKE AFTER ANOTHER «»-SMUGGLING

IN GIRLS -+ RIOTOUS ESCAPE SCENES — WE'LL

CALL THE POW CAMP ANDERSONVILLE -«

NO! MAKE THAT BLUNDERFUNVILLE !

227




PLAYBOY

228

NO! WAIT! NOW | SEE IT! i7's A 56CRET AGENT
SERIES. IT'S CALLED “THE MAN FROM L.U.N.K.L.E.”
WE OPEN EACH SEGMENT IN A PLAIN, AVERAGE
THREE -WALLED LOG CABIN WHICH 15 REALLY
A FRONT FOR A MODERN OFFICE WHERE ABE
LINCOLN, WITH THE HELP OF HI5 GORGEOUS

SECRETARY, MARY, IS5 HEAD AGENT FOR

A SECRET GOVERNMENT - BACKED

ORGANIZATION OF ABOLITIONISTS —

NO NO NO!++ PVE GOT IT NOW! iT's A
TEENAGE MUSIC SHOW ~ “LINCOLNBALOO!"
WE ROCK POPULAR CIVIL WAR SONGS ! WE
MERCHANDISE LINCOLN TO THE HILT ! WE

HAVE THE KIDS DO A WHOLE BUNCH OF

NEW DANCES - THE AWKWARD ! THE
SLOUCH ! THE SLOPPY —

'"VE GOT S0METHING TO SAY ! THEY DON'T
SAY ANYTHING HERE —

[ YOU ! YOU'RE FIRED FOR LETTING Hity 17\ [
GO WITH A BILLION-DOLLAR 1DEA -

HOW CAN / vou're VERER
YOUFIRE ME H { REHIZED |FLiE

WHEN YOU FOR . A
FIRING ! ?’#")

FIRED ME
2P

WAIT! THIS 1S IT!

I SEE A STAG MOVIE
SERIES! IT WON'TGOON
TV, BUT WHAT A PILOT! L

~ | 5EE THIS GIRL —

| BEFORE?

MEDNICK

- o 3 .-
RaNe
- :I:



SALINGER , HONEY ! GLAD
TO SEE YA ! - JUST SKYED IN
FOR THE OPENING OF YOUR
pLAY ! v I'VE HERRD OF OFF-
BROADWAY, BUT | MEAN,
AFTER ALL - MONTANA €

MONTHS LATER (5

-GLAD YOU COULD MAKE
IT, 50LLY ! AND I'VE GOT
A SLIRPRISE FOR YOU. -
ANNIE HAS TOP BILLING

iN MY PLAY.

S5CORE AND SEVEN
JACKALS TO GO,
A LAME SO0THSAYE R
{ BROLIGHT FORTH FROM
HI5 SHORT-ORDER S0UL,
A NEW NAVEL LINT
CONCEIVED IN THE WOMB
OF HAZEL CESSPOOLS
AND DEDICATED TO
THE VELVET TRUSS

% W/ ENOUGH, SOLLY! DON'T

N (o \\; [ MENTION TELEVISION TO ME
Rre T AGAIN ! 'VE GOT SOMETHING TO
SN\ SAY TO THE PEOPLE, AND NOW

- 50UNDS COOL, SWEETIE, AND WHO KNOWS 2 IF
THE PLAY CLI¥ -+ THEN I'LL TAKE [T BACK TO
ALIBIE-BABY FOR A TV SERIES. WE'LL GET FORD
MOTORS TO SPONSOR IT. WE'LL CALL IT “LINCOLN,
THE MAN AND THE CAR." THEN WE'LL —

SRR\ AT LAST | CAN SAY IT.

THIS

15 WHAT
You WANTED
TO SAY TO THE

PEOPLE 2
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers to your shopping
questions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where you
can buy any of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
featured in PLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.

M. Wi
Clothlngs . ...
sportcoats | o .

Corbin Lid. &

Crickeleer A

Clothing

Croton Wi

Dan River

11
15 Y

Shlrts .
Worstel-Tex
Yo,

clhandise.

F teyeles |, o .15
YMM Sansabelt Slacks. . !

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to
answer any of your other
questions on fashion, travel, food
and drink, hi-fi, etc. If your
question involves items you saw
in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a brief
description of the items

when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago, I1l. 60611

PLAYBOY

[ 3 yis. for 520 (Save 510.00)
11 yr. for 58 (Save 52.00)
[] payment enclosed ] bill later

TO:

name

address

city state zip code no.
Mail to PLAYBOY

232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
N6

NEXT MONTH:

L~ 4 bl

GIFTS
e

.‘;ﬁ?;. i?’ ":

BOGEY

“VENUS REVEALED"—THE AUTHOR OF “PIOUS PORNOGRA-
PHERS" TAKES A STEAMY SAFARI THROUGH THE SEX-SOAKED
CONFESSION AND ROMANCE MAGS—BY WILLIAM IVERSEN

“MY FATHER AND HIS GANGSTERS”—IN THE TWILIGHT OF
LIFE, HE RECEIVED AN UNEXPECTED REWARD FOR ALL THE YEARS
HE HAD PAID FOR "“PROTECTION"—BY HERBERT GOLD

“THE MYSTIQUE OF MORAL OVERKILL”—WITH POINTED
ACUITY, THE PRIZE-WINNING WRITER APPRAISES TODAY'S
THRILLPROOF THRILL SEEKERS—BY ROMAIN GARY

“THE GIRLS OF TEXAS”—A LONE-STAR-STUDDED ROUNDUP
OF THE SUPERSTATE'S MOST PHOTOGENIC FILLIES

“BOGEY""—TWO PERCEPTIVE VIEWS OF THE MAN, THE MYTH,
THE ACTOR AND THE CURRENT CULT THAT DEIFIES HIM—BY
NOTED CRITICS BOSLEY CROWTHER AND KENNETH TYNAN

MIKE NICHOLS, COMIC TURNED DIRECTOR, TALKS OF NICHOLS
AND MAY, TAYLOR AND BURTON, BROADWAY AND HOLLYWOOD
IN AN EXCLUSIVE PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“THREE OFFBEAT SUMMER IDYLS"—PLAYBOY OFFERS A
TRIO OF UNCLICHEED VACATIONS FOR THE ADVENTUROUS

“GET OUT OF TOWN"—FOR A GUY ON THE GO, WORDS TO THE
WISE ON CHOOSING A TRAVEL WARDROBE AND PACKING IT IN
THE PROPER LUGGAGE—BY ROBERT L. GREEN :

“THE LIGHT OF DARKNESS'"—THE AFRICAN NATION HAD
HELPED CONQUER SPACE: NOW ITS LEADER'S ANCIENT MAGIC
FACED THE LETHAL RAYS OF SCIENCE—BY ARTHUR C. CLARKE

“MARVIN THE TORCH”—A RUNYONESQUE REPORT ON A SUC-
CESSFUL BUSINESSMAN, IN HIS FASHION—BY JIMMY BRESLIN

“PLAYBOY’S GIFTS FOR DADS AND GRADS”—A HOARD OF
RICH REWARDS FOR PATRESFAMILIAS AND BACCALAUREATES



WHETHER {N BURGUNDY, DEEF BLUE, LIGHT BLUE, TEAL BLUE, GREY, OR GOLO—EVERYTHING TURNS OUTBETTER IN “THE ENO" BY, ¥ FORMALWEAR BY RUDOFKER

22N0O & MARKET STS., PHILA., PA.; 1290 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS, NYC



Old English etching, circa 1775, Courtesy of Dettmann Archives
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DATHUED L BOTRED ™ THE U.% & BY
TKE DISHILLERS COMPANY, IMITED |

LINDLHN, MEw JERSEY

London first beat a path to Mr. Gordon's door in 1769.

All London was abuzz over Alex Gordon's scintillating new gin.

Sheer nectar, they called it. Arcticly dry, nobly smooth. And quick

as you can say Cheers, London had a new favourite refreshment. Now,
197 years later, Gordon’s Gin has gained the favour of the whole
ctvilised world. Don’t you be the last holdout. Get a bottle of Gordon’s
yourself. No, better get two. You'll nced an extra when word gets around.
It’s the biggest-selling gin in England, America, the world!

FRODUCT OF U $.A. DiSTILLED LONDUN DRY GIN. 190% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED ¥ROM GRAIN. % PROOF. CORDON'S DAY CIN CO.. LINDEN, NEW JERSEY
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