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PLAYBII. WITH ELECTION time
upon us, it’s perti-
nent to point out that the U.S. Burcau
of Census estimates there are approxi-
mately 120,000,000 Americans ol voting
age. Along with another 80,000,000,
they are vepresented in the Congress
by 535 men and women who are more
often than not. it sometimes seems,
bogged down by our olt-cumbersome
legislative  process. Would it be more
ctheient, and responsive to the public
interest—as some have suggested—if cach
voter were equipped with a push button
to let the Government know immediate-
ly what he wanted done? Author Robert
Sherrill says emphatically no—and tells
y—in Instant Electorale. an astute
appraisal of the prohibitive problems in-
volved in direct voting by citizens on
political and social issues. Sherrill, whose
most recent book is The Drugstore Lib-
eral, has been a distinguished Washing:
ton reporter for The Nation since 1964
Besides racking up a huge box office,
reawakening interest in the Thirties and
making an overnight sex star ol Fave
Dunaway, the movie Bonnie and Clyde
turned a couple ol seedy hoodlums into
glamorous folk heroes. In a colorful rem-
iniscence for rraveoy, W. D. Jones. the
only surviving member of the Barrow
gang and the real-lile model for the film
character C. W. Moss, tells it like it
really was in Riding with Bonnie and
Clyde. His exclusive storv was obtained
with the aid of Molly Sinclair, a reporter
for the Post in Houston. where Jones
now lives. Another behind-the-scenes
memoir is The Real Secret of Santa
Vittoria, in  which Robert  Crichton
humorously chronicles the painstiking
ordeal of writing his best-selling novel,
soon to be released as a movie.

Space expert Kralft A. Ehricke (his
ofhicial titde is Assistant Dirvector of As-
trionics, Autonetics Division of North
American Rockwell Corporation) pro-
jects us to the vear 1999 for an Earth-
orbiting, far-out vication in Astropolis:
the First Space Resorl. Author and co-
author of numerous books and mrucles
on space flight and cvbernetic system
analysis, Ehricke asserts and explains that
extratervestrial tourism is today much
closer to science fact than to science
fiction.

Psychochemistry: Personality by Pre-
seriplion—a documentary  exploration
into the mind-bending potentialities of
chemical mood changers and L Q). esca-
lators now in the laboratories—marks Er-
nest Havemann's 175th magazine article
and his fourth for pravesoy. Co-author
ol Psychology: an Introduction (which
has been chosen by well over 100 colleges
and universities as the text for intro-
ductory psvchology courses), Havem:unn
reports: “l now divide my time about
equally among magazine writing, trying
to make my eight race horses show a
profit and collaborating on college text-
books. I find that this gives me a nice
balance of highbrow, middlebrow and

lowbrow—although I never quite know
which brow is which.”

One wild-browed personality who
might benefit from some drastic form of
clinical and /or chemical control is Don
Rickles—the asp-tongued “Mr. Warmth”
and the scathing subject of this month's
Playboy [Interview, conducted by Sol
Weinstein. Weinstein is currently host-
ing Night Talk. a two-way radio-phone
show on WCAU in Philadelphia, for
which he savs, “I've had to accumulate
expertise on everything from guppy-
disease prevention to Liule League
boceie. But the Rickles interview is my
toughest assignment yet. Don is the first
Jewish Gestapo agent I've ever met.”

Leading off our fiction this month is
J. P. Donleavy’s rollicking sequel to Oc-
tober's Rite of Lowe. It's called A4 Fair
Festroity, in which Balthazar and his pal
Beely, along with a brace ol bawds. try to
outwit the authoritarian kill-joys at Dub-
lin's Trinity College. Both stories are part
of Donleavy's fourth novel, The Beast-
Iy Beatitudes of Balthazar B. to be pub-
lished this month by Delacorte Press/A
Sevmour Lawrence Book. Though The
Legacy, a chilling tale of stock-marker
ntrigue, is Senior Editor Michael Lau-
rence’s first pLavsoy story, he's lar from
a stranger to these pages. His two ar-
cles on hnance—Plavboy Plays the Com-
modities Mavket and Beating Inflation:
a Playboy Primer—have won him wide
praise and. for the former, the Universi-
ty ol Connecticut’s coveted G. M. Loeb
nugazine award lor 1968, given annual-
ly lTor “distinguished writing on invest-
ment. finance and business.”

Two tales with a psychological bent—
one serious. the other sardonic—e Col-
orless in Limestone Caverns by the late
Allan Seager and How Does That Make
You Feel? by [eftery Hudson, the pseu-
donvim of an American scientist who
currently lives in London. Hudson's re-
cently published novel. A Case of Need,
wis a Scptember Literary Guild selec-
tion, and A&M Productions has pur-
chased the film rights.

More planks in reavsoy's November
entertainment platlorm (uncontested, we
might add): Thealer of the Nude, How-
ard  Junker’s frontrow review of the
take-it-oft trend. complete with photo-
graphic documentation, that has resus-
citated New York's stage; Sking: from A
fo ¥, a timely appraisal of Aspen and
Vail. America’s jet-sct snow capitals, by
Travel Editor Len Deighton: Mad Ave
Unclad, an unbuttoned pictorial satire
inspired by a selection of popular and
contemporary advertising campaigns; an
eve-lling  visit with one of Califor-
nia's favorite diughters. Plavmate Paige
Young: fun and games that make for
nifty Christmas gifties in Adult Toys;
Fashion Director Robert L. Green's [ur-
out showcasing of the Great Greatcoat;
and Food and Drink Editor Thomas
Mario's tastelul orientition course in
Scrutable fapanese Fare. Climb aboard
the reavsoy band wagon!
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This year the muscle’s all wrapped
up in a new thing called Cobra.
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IRREVERENT REVEREND
Congratulations on your August inter-
view with Yale chaplain William Sloane
Coflin. Once again. you have successful-
ly met the challenges of a disturbed
nation with journalism of import and
urgency. Many laymen regard Mr. Cofhn
as treacherous and treasonable. The in-
terview should help greatly in clearing
up misconceptions about the purpose
and intent of men like him. Coflin was
presented in an entirely different and
much more reasonable light than he has
been in short quips in the daily news
media. It is refreshing to find a realfir-
mation ol both politics and religion in
the human understanding that Cofhin
exhibits.
The Rev. John M. Imbler
Selective Service and Volunteer
Programs Coordinator
Indiana Council of Churches
Indianapolis, Indiana

That was an awesome and inspiration-
al interview with William Sloane Cofhn.
Though I'm normally conservative with
praise, I was totally taken by his views—
especially on the Vietnam situation—and
by his other humanitarian commitments,
1 sincerely hope that the Federal charges
against him will ultimately be dropped,
in order that he may continue 1o live
freely and practice his convictions.

Ann Glover
Baltimore, Maryland

It is a long time since I have been as
deeply moved as I was by the Playboy
Interview with William Sloane Cofhin.
The interviewer's questions and Colhn's
replies merit high praise from both a jour-
nalistic and a theological point of view.

As the Michigan student stated, “We
don’t need a whole lot of Reverend
Cofhins. But we do need at least one.”
Perhaps Bill Cofin must remain a mem-
ber ol the creative minority, but I would
like to see many more of his intelli-
gence, courage and  commitment to
what is wuly the witness of the Chris-
tian laith in our time. We need Bill
Cofhins on the campuses, in the pulpits, in
the halls of Congress and on our streets,
mingling with the great lorgotten masses.

Bill gives the authentic witness, and stu-
dents and the common people hear him
gladly. As one who has some respon-
sibility for the employment of men in
the Christian ministry, I can say that if
Bill ever tires of his present position at
Yale, there will be beckoning opportunij-
ties in the nation’s capital.

John Wesley Lord. Bishop

The Methodist Church

Washington, D. C.

Your interview with Wilham Sloane
Colhn is a great journalistic service. The
communications media have contented
themselves, for the most part, with the
creation ol capsule 1mages of Cofhn and
other public figures, thereby allowing
people to make instant value judg-
ments without the luss and bother of
thought. Your interviews always manage
to get behind the images and reveal
something of how the interviewee really
thinks. For many ol your readers, this
will be their lirst real contact with Yale's
controversial chaplain. I found Coffin re-
vealed as a brilliant and extraordinarily
sensitive man. Coflin is a patriot. He is the
best sort ol patriot because he recognizes
that Irecdom is indistinguishable [rom the
responsibility to think and to be sensi-
tve and responsive to what is happen-
ing all around you. The flag-wavers who
accuse Coffin of “treason” don’t know
what freedom is all about.

Peter D. Wolle
South Boston, Massachuseus

I've Dbeen  familiar with William
Coffin’s reasoning lor some time, since I
count him among my dose [riends. But
it is most helpful for a periodical like
rLAYBOY 1o do such a careful and
lengthy interview so that his views can
be read in depth by a wider audience.
So often material out of context is
misunderstood.

My own leeling about Bill is that
he has never for a moment strayed
from his vocation as a minister. He takes
his prolession very seriously, particularly
his special vocation with young people.
There are few clergymen on the cam-

puses of America who command the
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the a

respect he does. Since young people are
particularly sensitive to anyone who is a
phony, I think this testifies to his integ-
rity more than anything else. It's hard
for some older alumni of Yale—and other
institutions—to understand the present
climate; but, as a Yale alumnus and
one who has a son there, 1 feel that
Coffin is one of the most important
people on the campus today, and one
who is responsible in a large way for the
relatively good communication among
the laculty, students and administriation
that exists there. Yale is growing in
vitality but sull remains a sane and
orderly place. Coffin certainly has had a
hand in this. Furthermore, as you prob-
ably know, he does a great deal of work
with students on a personal basis. I've
often been at his house late in the eve-
ning when the doorbell has rung and a
student has come in to discuss a prob-
lem. This is almost a normal procedure.
He's a good man, perhaps a great man,
and I respect pravsoy for doing such a
complete and careful interview with him.
The Rr. Rev. Paul Moore, Jr.
Suffragan Bishop
Washington, D. C.

Coffin was correct in his comments on
Law and order being imposed at the ex-
pense of justice. Fascism, in [act, can be
dehned as the rule of law and order at
the expense of justice. This protects the
interests of the wealthy and ruling classes,
who will attack any outside element that
disturbs their income or their privileges.
Law and order is the protective agency
by which the few can manipulate and
intimidate the many. Fascists use the
word “[freedom” to mean freedom to
maintain the position of the privileged.

R. L. Daniel
Santa Clara, California

How ironic that the best interview
ever to appear in pLAYBOY should be
with a chaplain. But what a chaplain!
Congratulations to you and, particularly,
to intervicwer Nat Hentoff, whose
sharp, penetrating questions brought out
Coffin’s logic—and his compassion. I'm
heartened to know that someone as ob-
viously aware as Coffin has the courage
to put his body on the line—and risk
losing it for what he believes.

Frank Simons

George Washington University
Law School

Washington, D. C.

We share your sentiments, but can’t
sce the irony; clergymen are frequent
contributors to our pages.

I was not at all surprised to find that
Coflin, like so many others, opposes the
dralt for the wrong reasons. In fact, I'm
left with the impression that he isn't

really opposed to the draft in principle
but. rather, that he is opposed to it be-
cause of the Vietnam war. I oppose the
draft because it denies the individual the
most important right he has—the right
to his own life. A man, as long as he
does not infringe on the rights of others,
must be free to act. choose and function
in any way he sees fit, and not have to
worry about the state, the society or, more
accurately, the gang seizing him in the
prime of life and sending him into a war
with which he may or may not agree. One
individual does not have the right to take
the lile of another; and no number—I10
or 200,000,000—can acquire that right by
ganging up on one individual.

Liberals and conservatives alike insist
that it is an individual's “duty” to pro-
tect society. I'he draft i1s based on the
premise that the individual does not have
the right to exist lor his own sake but,
rather, he must exist for the sake of the
state. O@ course, since the state—that
artificial place where almost everyone
tries to live at the expense of everyone
else—is made up only of individuals,
this means that some ol them must be
slaughtered for the sake of others.

Fighting for [reedom with conscripted
soldiers, ie., denving [reedom to the
very individuals who are fighting for it,
15 a contradiction m terms. Abolish the
draft and you take away a great deal of
the state's power to start wars. It is gov-
ernments that start wars, not individu-
als. Individuals are only forced to fight
them.

Don H. Fahrenkrug
Long Beach, California

I hope your interview with Cofhn will
be as widely read as its relevance to
these times demands. Cofhn seems a
practical thinker, rather than an idealist.
He is endowed with a rationality lacking
in the majority of his generation—or, if
not lacking, hidden behind unexercised
democriacy. Today's young can be proud
that they have the energy and the initia-
tive to speak out against wrongs so deeply
embedded in American wadition. The
young, like Coffin, show an honest con-
cern for this nation. It must not be mis-
construed as blind rebellion.

Philip Dylan James
Southampton, New York

My heartfelt thanks for your August
interview with Yale chaplain William
Sloane Cofin. Those of us who have
actually been exposed, firsthand, to the
results of the American military pres-
ence here in Vietnam will understand—
perhaps a little more clearly than others
—the terrible wuths in Coffin’s words.
Certainly, no onc could more deeply re-
gret the things that have been done
here in the name of freedom. We can
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only admire and respect the decision of
Cofhin and many of our fellow Ameri-
cans to take a stand, at whatever cost,
against this madness. We don’t think
they are cowards—it takes one hell of a
lot of guts to say no to the U.S. Army.
I think history will judge these men to be
the true heroes of the Vietnam war,
Jonathan P. Helms, U.S. M. C.
Pau Bai, Vietnam

I appreciated very much your inter-
view with Coffin. I was glad to learn
just what he thinks. / think he is wrong
and should be punished for his actions.
There was one reference that really
fascinated me, and this was to thought
control. As a Methodist chaplain, 1 see
all the publications of my Church. I am
sure that there are nmany among the
11,000,000 members of the United Meth-
odist Church who think that we should
be hghting in Vietnam. But you would
not be able to tell this from its publica-
tions. To whatever extent they influence
the thinking of their readers, this is sure-
ly thought control.

Chaplain Kenneth A. Garner
U. 5. Army
APO New York, New York

While Mr. Coflin is entitled to express
his personal opinion of a war in which
his country is involved, he may not law-
fully nor rightfully (in both the moral
and the legal senses) incite or provoke
others 1o deliberately refuse to serve the
country, whatever his motivation.

Kingman statement  that
there is little relevance between Coflin's
felonious conduct and permanent tenure

Brewster's

lor him at Yale suggests the extent of
America’s problem in the academic com-
munity. As the Bible says, there is “a time
to weep, and a time to laugh; a time to
mourn, and a tme to dance; a time to
rend, and a time to sew: a time to keep
silence, and a time to speak.” Intellectual
exchange should challenge all those who
attend places ol learning, but there are
some things that are still best not done
or not said by those who are responsible
lor training American vouth. The Brew-
ster attitude makes me wonder what
would be the reaction of those who hind
themselves in a foxhole at Khe Sanh or
waist deep in a Mekong Delta swamp,
surrounded by Viet Cong.

AL any rite. your interview wis interest-
ing and illuminating, although written
to project a pro-Cofhin image.

Representative Louis G, Wyman
U.S. House of Representatives
Washington, D. C.

In his interview, William Sloane Col-
fin mentions that when the Viet Cong
began resorting to terror, they eliminated
corrupt ofhcials, thereby gaining the sup-
port of the people. Actually, there were

two kinds of officials assassinated under
the Viet Cong program: the corrupt and
inefficdent, for the reason mentioned:
and the honest and effective, because
they were gathering support for the Sai-
gon government. That 1s the other side
of the coin, but, of course, not many
antiwar critics are turning coins over
these days.

John H. Hook

Arroyo Grande, California

With anger and disgust, I read your
August interview with William Sloane
Collin. He and others like him comprise
the basic reason why this country finds
iselfl in a state of anarchy, where, under
the guise of “constitutional frecdom,”
Cofiin and his followers can advocate
acts of treason.

Barry Pack
Birmingham, Alabama

Thanks to the arguments of respon-
sible men like the Reverend Cofhn, I am
confident that my support for the U. S,
Government position in Vietnam, though
admittedly uncertain, is not prejudiced
by my repulsion for the imresponsible
love children, who offer nothing but vap-
id monotony. The bromidic lormulas
suggested by Coffin are the same blind-
ly indignant, often unnecessarily critical
(and perhaps publicity-conscious) solu-
tions advocated by most of the unrea-
soming antiwar saints. Though I have
never met Coffin, I feel qualified 10 re-
sent your characterization of him as
“wholly [ree of scll-rightcousness.”

Jared Scharf
Oceanside, New York

Cofin’s logic is rather like an old
pair of blueserge trousers: shiny but
full of holes. But even though I dis-
agree with Cothn, 1 tlml‘oughly (‘njoyt:d
the interview.

Paul |J. DuPree

Am Forsthius Gravenbruch, Germany

BOOK LOVER
Stephen Dixon's sardonic saga of The
Young Man Who Read Brilliant Boolks
(rLaYBOY, August) really turned me on.
As a grad student in  English—like
Dixon’s reluctant hero—I've ofien won-
dered what the real prerequisites are
for making it as a college prolessor.
Alter reading Dixon's story, 1 know: a
part-time summer job as a criminal.
What better way to learn how to cope
with departmental politics and stodgy
administrationse
Jon Frederick
Baltimore, Maryland

«+ .+ LIKE A MALADY?

My thanks to William Iversen for
writing The Guismut Game (PLAYBOY,
August). The mass media’s shtick of
lecring at people’s insides—in the
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benighted name of “science,” of course—
has always sickened me. I'm glad that
someone has finally said something about
this grisly business and shown that ob-
scenity 1s in the eye (or, rather, the dam-
aged optic nerve) of the beholder.

David Glagovsky

APO New York, New York

William  Iversen deserves a  Blue
Cross for bravery. His infectedly humer-
us exploration delightfully demonstrates
that the American public is, indeed, ob-
sessed with gutsmut—while simultane-
ously rejecting the exposure of oo much
sk*n. He will no doubt receive malig-
nant mail from feverish readers—but two
aspiring and the latest Reader’s Digest
account of *“The Most Unlorgeuable
Malady I Fver Met” should keep him
from suflering 100 much.

Crys Horwitz
Middletown, Connecticut

Iversen’s Guismut is the best thing
that has happened to medicine this year.
I just wonder what the article would
have been had Iversen watched a recent
TV surgery show aired in Norway and
Sweden. It not only showed real gushers
in heart surgery but zoomed the camera
into a vagina for a closer look at a uter-
ine infection. Isn’t scicnce wonderful?

K. Schackt
Oslo, Norway

I hope the gutsmut tendencies spread
beyond television mews shows. Can't
vou see it?—Pancreas function, I Dream
of Jaundice, The Vaginian, What's My
Malady? and Tissues and Cancers. The
possibilities are endless—and  hardly
more obscene than current TV [ave.

George Meredith
New York, New York

Iversen is not compelled to scek out
the weekly “Medicine” column in Time
magazine, nor is he required to read
Life past the cover. He does not have 1o
read the detailed surgical procedures or
stare at the full-color photographs. M:ny
people are interested. however, in what
alfects their health, and many are not
generally well inlormed about eurrent
medical procedures. National publica-
tions perform a service by providing in-
formation that can increase the layman’s
understanding ol his body and of
medicine.

Sanford E. Leslie
Baltimore, Maryland

For years, rLavsoy has championed
the idea that the human body is not dis-
gusting. Now comes a new concept: The
outside is fine and beautiful, but the
inside is a forbidden subject. We are
asked to believe that anyone interested
in the intricacies of living organisins, or
concerned  with the attempts of the
medical profession to alleviate human

suffering, not only is a “sadomasochistic
. . . visceral voyeur” but may even lack
“true wholesomeness.”
Richard K. Peterson
Davenport, lowa

DREAM PHOTOGRAPHY
You certainly have a winner in Staff
Photographer Alexas Urba. His work in
Dream Cars (pLAvBOY, August) was ex-
tremely impressive—he managed to cap-
ture the spirit of each of the avant-garde
autos. As a sometime photographer my-
self, I admire his talent; and as a full-
time auto buff, I envy his getting so
close to those beautiful machines.
Paul Somers
Minneapolis, Minnesota

The photographs in Dream Cars really
sing; and, combined with a very attrac-
tive layour, the whole thing is beautiful.
Congratulations.

Milton D. West
Ford Motor Company
Dearborn, Michigan

PORPOISEFUL PRAISE

My congratulations to Fredric C. Ap-
pel for his well-writtien and informative
Deep Thinkers (pLavBoy, August). It
was i pleasure to read something up to
date on dolphins (or porpoises. if you
prefer) without the usual dogma and
clichés. Few articles oriented 10 the gen-
eral public have approached the ques
tion of cetacean intelligence from both
sides while remaining objective.

I'd like to add one note on the sex life
of dolphins: When in capuivity, many of
the higher vertebrates exhibit a marked
increase in sexuality. For noncaptive
dolphins, the basic necessitics of staying
alive relegate sex to its proper perspec
tive in nature. But in captivity, they no
longer must hght off predators, find
food or adjust to new terrain and weath-
er conditions. This leaves a huge void in
daily activity that is partly filled by
sex. What appears to be promiscuity is
actually an advanced case of boredom.

Stephen H. Spotte, General Curator
Aquarium of Niagara Falls
Niagara Falls. New York

Fredric C. Appel did an excellent re-
porting job in his piece on dolphins.
While presenting both sides ol the
dolphin inteliigence and language con-
troversy, he did not weight his presenta-
tion toward the spectacular—as so many
recent writers have done.

Our own work in dolphin sound emis-
sion has shown no evidence of a lan-
guage—but it docs show an excellent
system of communication and rapid as-
similation ol new sound cues. It might be
well to point out that the 32 whistle
contours located by Dreher and Evans
represent several different dolphins, not
a single animal. We find that different
animals have different whistles; no single
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power seat does. At roughly half the
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new deluxe steeringwheel
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right on the hub.

And this year's Road

because it costs a lot of

.J Runner comes in eighteen
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It comes, nevertheless, with a stan-
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Pity the poor coyote.

If Road Runner doesn't baffle him with
numbers, he surely will with plumage.
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You can catch the Road Runner. At
your local Plymouth
Dealer’s. That's the
place, and 1969's
the time to . . .

Look what Plymouth's up to now.
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| THE BEAT OF THE BRASS |

HERB ALPERT &
THE TIJLANS BRASY

Sl?l Flalurial lanis Jonlm as
of My Heart

iece o
Sum mrflml,

6473, Includos Herb Mnerl’s first
wocal hit: This Guy's In Love
With You, Cabaret, Panama, etc.

6365, Incluges Mrs, Robinson
from “The Graduate,”" Fakin' it,
At The Zoo, Ola Friends, etc.

6733, Plus: Laok Ta
Your Soul, Whiter
Shade Of Pale, etc.

DON ELLIS
Shock Treatment

l?lh Inglydes: Zim,
Opus5, lﬂuln‘snwe
Homecaming, ete,

o Stralght Arrow
Unele Jaek. smong

6301, Plus: Water
Woman Frull Gar-
bage, 12 in all

[ The 5th Dimension
LP, UP AHD RWAY

JOHNNY(
RIVERS' i d
= Secret Agent Man

3476. Also: Muddy
Water, Mabellene, La
Bamba, 12 in ali

1967. loy To The
World, Mt Ollnl,
First Noel,

GARY PUCKETT &
THE UNION GAP

Fealuring-YOURNG GIRL
cowmmal 10 MORE

6480. Inciudes: Man-
ey, The Mighty Quias,
Lady Madoana, elc.

BTTE. Alsa: Lv U5
Honey,
Unicern, 10 in all

80B DYLAN

G546 Plus: East End
Blues, Goldiinger,
People, ete.

Merry Christmas
JOHNNY MATHIS

148). Tne Christmas
Song. Winler Won.
derfand, 12 e all

1451, Alse: The First
Moel, The Christmas
Sang, elc.

mnu ROSS

SU PREH ES

5440, Algn: U, Up
Aad Away: Odz To
Biflie loe; ete.

6311 “Like the mov.
'ul altum'"

ROGER
WILLIAMS
GOLDEN |
HITS
= Boin Fier
= Semember
My Love
stoas

”l‘.l' Pm: ﬂml.
River, ¥
N!’. Qoeminique, tl.e

JOHNNY CASH
AT FOLSOM PRISON

§415. Johnny sings Folsom Pris.

on Blues, Jacksom (with June
Carter), The wall, etc.

€030, P
And_Julint,
Sa Tirat, @

HERBIE MANN

$092. Risy: Howse DY
The Rigin' Sun, The
Letter, wic.

MARTY
! ROBBINS
© BY THE TIME

Gllt Algw: U-l-l
Ile I.M I‘n ele.

BEETHOVEN
Moonlight
Appassionata
Pathétique
SONATAS
Glenn Gould
plano

SBR). Ampmitive aed
illuminating por-
termmcs,

1T )

THE -
DIMENSION .

[THE VENTURES
FLIGHTS OF FANTASY e
Plus: Cry Like a Baby
i 10 MORE

6340, 'fllle hit; plus Look Of
Love, So Ihnj Stars, The Frog,
Like & I.Mtl. 10 im all

LECMARD
BERNSTEIN

W YORK
PHILMARMONIC
MORMON
TARE CLE
=)
THE JOY OF
CHRISTMAS
EECTTY

1489. Carel of The
Bells, Patapaa, Away
i A Manger, 1) mare

BEE GEES
HORIZONTAL

doarn

N
Hy Flra

§750. Prus: Seatte On
u“wu , iy The Time
t Ta Pratal, ic.

ON TELEVISION
3350. Pragram tkem

fram perfarmances
" Carmagin Hall

L 4
The Rodd, Iu; ar
Wine And Reses. e

5557, Alse: A Place
in The Sun, Sushs,
Find Suubﬂr ate.

6732, Als: Swaam
River, I'hrn Te Gut
Ready, eic.

oY/
COLLINS, Wildtiowers
Michael from
Mountains

Both Sides

Kow

S149. Plug: Athe-
trosn, Bislars 9
Marcy, Bhy #u, ote.

THE BYRDS'
Greatest Hits

e g 028

© 1968 CBS Direct Marketing Services 650/F68

5341 Plus: Mo San
Taday, Laty Oay,
Hever My Love, etc.

featuring GARY PUCKETT
WOMAN, WOMAN
By e Tune | Gad o Phosn
That Wt

120 Also:
Maks Pramisy
Leve Somaang,

SONNY
& CHER'S
Sreatast Hits

BARERA STREISAND

TWO-RECORDS

élﬁunﬂ A% ONE

I Idt-llnll‘l Bt As Ome

Eslection) wha

Haw
You, dabe; 'ltlne Man; Just Yeu He,

§4120. Also: N3
Talk, Falting In l'.!.’
Again, Holiday, ate.

SELECTION

¥ Lana; | Hl

LB & R & N 8

PAUL REVERE

& THE RAIDERS
GREATEST HITS
LR R R R R
Kichs « Louie, Louie
Good Thing - & moer
W L ]

3747, Plus: Dear
Weart, 'ﬂmmy.ll
chained Maledy, stc.

Downs, Just
Steppin’ Dut,

siots !“euf It
lil‘l Hl Avke: 9t

81! & | Fat
Te The fr“l Pre.
toria, Cabbage, elc.

COUNTARY JOE
AND THE FISH

 TOGETHER

Rock and Soul Music
0 MORE

kmdagaBg |

- Plug: 1 G113 Airy: The Fish
£l OF Faol Am I,  Maad, Ar im.mi
Back Talk, eir. Pratest, Swcan, wic

$463, Alsa; 50 What,
Al Blwes, Bity Dey.
Salen, 2tz

b v
Plus: HONEY = & Maors

6307, Aluy: 8y T
Time | ot 1o Phon-
mig, Love iy Sy, B,

ES MONTGOMERY

GREATEST HITS o

Mr. Tambourine Man

Blowin® In the Wind [
It Ain't Me, 8abe

| Want You  « woae

THE GROUND
Pluz: Wird Song + B MORE

JASE Ples Rpiay  S033 Plen: Wpdedal
n:‘ Weassn, Liie & it, Geargia On My
Relling Steae. sic dlead, 1D e Al

2J40. Alte: Amgie,
Kathy's sm 1 Am
a Rock, o

| TWO-RECORDS
B COUNT AS ONE
8 srLEcviown

5454, (nctutes: The Place And Tks Time,;
se Colored Epes; Mitler's Blwes; nm
IE 1 Want Te; tlrnm. L wte.




Christmas with records

COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB HONEY

now invites you to take ANDY
! WILLIAMS
AN I I : WAITING FOR THE SUN
OF THESE HIT RECORDS 5358, Mlso: Up. Up nd Away, By G823, Featuricg theic hit Hell, G056, 1he Wagpening, The Tralley
The Time | Get To Phoenix; Love I Love You; plus I.m Streat $ang, Flea Carmen, The
Is Blue; Spooxy; 11 in all Five To Ome; 11 im all Love Mest, 11 ia all
$ 9 8 STTTRTLTe T | 1 PAUL MAURIATI | THE SUPREMES [f B>
FOR : Bl | Christmas Album : Blnnmmg\.ﬂ.rts MERRY cHrisTMAS| P2 %
ONLY i Du You B Hoar? —_ AT Cl et
Hl ght * Silver Bells

0 Holy Might i WO « Joy to the World

if you join the Club now and agree to purchase a record it [pres) i

a month during the coming ten months (you’ll have e o r— Saa i e e g6 1 o
up to 300 records a month to choose from) Eot Fuady reavin,  Bolle. Bieiun Bige  Somethin’ Stupid.  Orapmer ooy, Fools, Swest Georgia
Ain't No Way, etc. white Christmas, etc.  10inall 0f Mary, 12in nl me,

: : ORTLES THE RASCALS
Ideal for gifts . . . or for your own collection \ Once Upon A Dream

BRIGHTEN UP YOUR HOLIOAY SEASON with these yuletide favor-
ites and year-round best sellers by America's greatest recording
stars. Each one will make an ideal gift for anyone on your Christ-
mas list...or an exciting addition to your own collection. By

joining now, you can have ANY 12 of the hit albums shown on DELOVE

these two pages—ALL 12 for only $3.98! And all you have to do is 6649. Plus: Love Is  5737. Plus: Is It Any  6603. Plus: The Race  6407. um SIIIE Girl,
agree to buy a record a month during the coming ten months. Blue, Divided City, Wonder; It Ain't Me, Is On, Dear Heart, World
In short, within ten months you'll have a sizable library of 22 8in all DAL ERtE pltte ALadyieic, Lowe You! ste.
records of your choice—but you'll have paid for just half of —_
them .. and that means you'll be getting records at practically a 0.C. SMITH JERRY VALE BERNSTEIN'S PERCY FAITH
50% saving! Without doubt, Columbia offers the "'best buy" of Hickor . THISouy's | | GREATEST HITS His Orch. and Chorus
any major record club—in fact, your best buy in records anywhere! Holler é N l.m'f NEW YOI ANGEL OF THE
FREE SUBSCRIPTION TO MUSIC MAGAZINE. You'll have no prob- Revisited ; s 8y LTt
lem in selecting a record a month during your membership, Take Time With Pes
because the Club offers up to 300 different records each month To Know Her Lady : s
to choose from ... all described in the Club’s entertaining maga- ETTETIEY 10 MOKE mmerm ;
Al whic;h 3"2‘ r:ceiﬁe fr?e eaTmrnunth‘ f t rd t 6638, Includes: Long 6731, Also: 00 You  §734. Also: H 5226.Espafia.OnThe  B762. Plws 0o You
You'll find best-sellers from erica's favorite recording stars . !lcll:s: ; ;: L . Also: Honey, SN a, on ._Plus o
—hit albums from over 50 different record labels! You may ac- ?u':éi‘.‘ﬁ'.'?.“ni“.rzli':. ?;?;‘fs'i'feai!a{m. ;7"::::.“1"175 ."l‘l“ R::Im ete. LT ':::: mnf’!{:-s‘

cept the monthiy selection for the field of music in which you
are mainly interested . .. or take any of the other records offered
—the choice is entirely up to you!

RECORDS SENT ON CREDIT. Upon enrollment, the Club will open
a charge account in your name...you pay for your records only
after you have received them—played them—and are enjoying
them. They will be mailed and billed to you at the regular Club
price of $4.98 (Classical, occasional Original Cast recordings and
special albums somewhat higher), plus a small mailing and han-

GENE PITNEY

QTIS REDDING relsanc 'an.ll' Sl

dling charge. Also: 6412, Containg a 1 : Twellth

FANTASTIC BONUS PLAN. As soon as you complete your enroll- Don't Me: th Cu- iagﬁu, u: lkve:'m'-: 1m n‘i ::sl and ;? :\irlel.rfe'un *&v'o. eaven
ment agreement, you will automatically become eligible for the Master, Autuma, ete,  present song hits Come to Me, etc. llm ama “ete.
Club's bonus plan—which entitles you to ONE RECORO FREE FOR —

EVERY RECORD YQU BUY! There are no “'savings certificates” to RAY CDNN":F i ‘BUR THE MAMAS
accumulate, no delays, no limitations—every time you buy a 8 sty v 'REACH 3 & THE PAPAS
record from the Club, you choose another one free! It's the best o I and The Singers our’ |

bonus plan in existence—you pay as little as $2.84 a record
{including all shipping charges) for all the records you want!
What's more, when you do continue your membership, you only
have to buy four records a year to remain a member in good

standing. il |

MAIL THE CARD TODAY! Just write in the numbers of the twelve 3:63“!{:3 A Poem s!:ei ol;l:s R: :.mlu >, 562236 ".'“i.':‘ Bl-;l:: :?:‘ mrg]s:\'}:’::
- . i :

records you want, for which you will be billed only $3.98, plus Wall, f.ms;.'fm. Blue, 15 fn 2N H ! s"m‘_ e n:nleu.iimm

postage and handling. Be sure to indicate the type of music in
which you are mainly interested. Send no money now — just the
postpaid card!

Note: Since stereo records may now be played on monaural
(regular high-fidelity) phonographs. ..and cost no more than
monaural records ... all your records will be sent in stereo.

Flatt & Scruggs ) VIE WONDER
Mdlm&%ﬁ _&| fllll\inét ':H
LOVE

UP TIGHT
Everything's Al

1wy
COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB rerre Haute. mo. izl | | _ ;
(IH() Where smart buyers shop for hits! 3094. Plus: Tell Me, . Also: Another 5436. Plus: This 5805. Also: Man In 8. Plus: Castles

Time Is On My Side, alﬂ With Clyde, The 'lurl, Born Free, A Raincoal, Good tn The Sand, Blowin'
Play With Fire, etc.  Chase, Riumion, etc.  This s My Song, etc,  Day Sunshine, etc. In The Wind, etc.

e FOUR T0PS (ELTTELT . e nouum(g; DIONNE! THE TEMPTATIONS |
8 2

WISH IT wOULD RAIN
g 3 Damn (Go Awag) ar Dionne Warwick 5
¢ TWO-RECDROS
uc.mmmuu Lty Bew T CONCERT®. _ ~ Anyone Wha Had a Heart :cmmr AS OMNE

P L = There Is a Mountain Wishin® 30 Hopin® SELECTION
E 9 uont '"m""m SCIPIER ] 21 MORE

2-RECORD SET

C-lmim OIGSOW

8 MORE.
fudiitam | —-——

5603. Plus: Baby | 6152 Alsc: UWIO. 2403. Miso: Big Man 6119, Pm There's  B708 Plus:Poor Cow, 5302, Two-Record Set (Counts As One 5788. Plus: Windy, 6589. Plus: This Is
Heed Your Loving, U'o: Go To My Head, inTown, Toy Soldier, A Kind Df Hush, Ebd  Ypung Girl Blues,  Selection), Plus: Don‘'t Make Me Over, Eleanor Rigby, The My Belaved, Fan The

Barnadette, 3 more  Dut O Nowhere, ete. Ronnie, etc. Tide, ltetndlr. ‘etc. " Love, etc.  Shall | Tell Her, 23 in all leker, 10 in all Fiame, Cindy, 12in all
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After a shower.
After a shave. —
Whenever you need a lift.
Splash on some 4711.

The refreshant cologne.
Made to keep you cool.

J@E The Refreshant Cologne.

18 Made, bottled and sealed in Cologne—the city of 4711. Also available in Canada.
1026 Sole Distributor: Colonio, Inc., 41 Eost 42nd Street, New York, N.Y. 10017,

dolphin. however. has been shown to
have an unconditioned vocabulary of
32 whistles. The normal amount for an
unconditioned animal is one, two or pos-
sibly three, with one primary whistle that
is occasionally supplemented in those
animals that have two or three whistles.

David K. Caldwell, Director

Melba C. Caldwell, Associate Director

Marineland Research Laboratory

St. Augustine, Florida

Well, what a lovely article. I certainly
admire the up-to-date information and
the balanced approach to the question
of porpoise intelligence and its potential
usefulness to man.

Mrs. Tavlor A. Pryor, Curator
Sea Life Park
Qahu, Hawaii

Like most European research work-
ers, I must admit being wary of journal-
ists—but I was agreeably surprised by
the high quality of Fredric Appel’s arti-
cle. Without trying to appeal to the [an-
tastic, he makes an extensive review of
the question ol porpoise behavior, stick-
ing to sound evidence. An excellent
review ol a difficult question—and heart-
ening to find it in a journal that we
consider, perhaps unrightly, to be more
devoted to sex than to science. Not that
I have anything to sav against sex.

R. G. Bunsel. Director
Laboratoire D'Acoustique Animale
Jouy-cn-_[m.'ls, I'rance

Cooperation with dolphins is all very
well—but would you want your sister to
marry one?

Don Robertson
Arlington Heights, Illinois

COMIC CONTRAPTION
Ron Goulart’s The Trouble with Ma-

chines in the August pLAYBOY was the
funniest piece of oddball science fiction
['ve read in quite a while. It was a fine
spoof on corporate infighting; and Max-
imo—the sensitive, surly robot refriger-
ator—came off as a trulv cool character.
Goulart has a great imagination.

Herb Anderson

New York, New York

BANK INTEREST
Joseph Wechsberg’s article on Swiss
banking in the August rLAYBOY was just
great, If your economic reporting keeps
resulting in pieces as fine as Banking by
the Numbers, pul)iic;tlinns such as Busi-
ness Weelk and The Wall Street Journal
had better take note. There is compe-
tition from a new source.
Samuel Sax, President
Exchange National Bank of Chicago
Chicago, Illinois

Joseph Wechsberg and I “debuted”
in the same Prague newspaper in the
late Twenties. He became 2 violinist
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Guess who | saw with P. ). last night?

Practically everybody. Paul Jones is great with people.
It’s the rich whiskey with a different flavor: robust,
yet light and smooth. Just right for the whole crowd.

Priced right, too.

e ; 3 . £

P.J. is Paul Jones. And moth.

Blended Whiskey, 80 Proof, 72149 Grain neutral spirits, Paul Jones Distilling Co., Louisville, Kentucky
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The look of Corbin:
now in sport jackets as well as trousers.

We tailored our new sport jackets in the same distinctive
manner that has made our trousers a tradition in fine clothing.

Distinctive quality. Distinctive fit. And, naturally, distinctive
patterns, colourings, and fabrics from England and Scotland.

See them, along with our new trouser collection,
at fine stores everywhere.

Sport Jackets: from $70.00.
Trousers: from $22.50.
(Ladies’ slacks also available.)

Gentlemen's clothing by

COREBIN,D

1301 Averue of the Americas,
Mew York, New York 10019

Please write for a listing of the fine stores that feature the Corbin look.

the orchestra of a French steamer navi-
gating between Marseilles and Saigon; I,
at the time, was a little financial journal-
ist in Paris. Since then, things have
changed. As the author of The Num-
bered Account—which, I am told, is the
most expensive of paperbacks, selling at
$30 for 60 pages—I feel qualified to
comment on Wechsberg's article. In a
word, it is brilliant—and absolutely
correct.

Franz Pick, Publisher

Pick’s World Currency Report

New York, New York

Dr. Pick is generally recognized as

one of the world's foremost experts in
international currencies.

As a former Swiss, T would like to
point out that the law of bank secrecy—
adopted by the Swiss National Council
several decades ago—stems from the Swiss
conviction that the state has no right to
put its nose into personal affairs. This
attitude would help many people around
the whole world and certainly those un-
der different political systems. 1 would
also like to mention that il you want to
hide something from the IRS. you can
easily rent a safe-deposit box here or in
Canada, under a fictitious name. This
would solve your problem and could
possibly be cheaper, since in Switzerland
—on some accounts—people have to pay
the bank a fee for keeping their money.

Victor J. Krieg
Mamaroneck, New York

I was pleased to read Wechsherg's
article about the Swiss banking svstem.
My own contact with this system oc-
curred after World War Two. The Greek
government ol 1945 inherited a bankrupt
nation, and some means of raising funds
had to be designed. Instcad of floating a
public bond issue, it decided to tax Greek
funds overseas. The government wrote to
all foreign powers where Grecks were
known investors, asking for a list of
Greek depositors and the amount in each
account. The only banks that refused to
divulge the names and nationalities of
their investors were the Swiss banks. All
others—including American banks—com-
plied.

Spiro M. Capo d'Itvia
San Francsco. California

HIP STRIPPERS
The August Playboy After Hours item
on ecdysiasts with timely monikers—The
Gaza Swripper, Joanie Carson, Rowna
Martin, Thoroughly Naked Millie, Saka-
wmi—overlooked one of the best: Sibyl
Rights.
George Fricdman
Brooklyn, New York
She could share billing with Rachel

Equality.



They say youth is out
to change the world.

Well take it fromus,
they've already changed
the cigar business.

If you think you've noticed  down cigarslook better with slimmed- are simply more casual.

that cigars are getting slimmer these  down clothes. We don'’t really know. But these
days, itisn’t your imagination at work. Maybe it’s because slim cigars ~ gentlemen just may be on to something.
It's today's younger smokers at work. are easier to carry around. Maybe you ought to see what

Maybe it's because slimmed- Maybe it’s because slim cigars  it’s all about. The Cigar Institute



Revlon’s great gift to 20* Century Man

Look for a man who says he doesn’t
care about his hair. And you’ll prob-
ably find a man who isn't telling you
the truth. Because of this universal
male concern, Revlon scientists have
worked for years to improve the con-
dition of hair and scalp. The result is
a remarkable scientific discovery. A
unique medical agent combined with
a method of treatment that truly alle-
viates dandruff.

It's called ZP"' Anti-Dandruff
Hairdressing. An exclusive Revlon
formula so effective, doctors report

may be his hair

it brought actual, visible results in 3
out of every 4 cases tested.

Will ZP" work for you? The
odds are all in your favor. In tests on
hundreds of dandruff cases, both sim-
ple and severe, ZP'' was the answer
in 3 out of every 4 cases. After regular
use, even severe flaking, scaling, itch-
ing, burning and crusting were con-
trolled indefinitely.

Why is ZP'" so successful? It’s

the first continuous action anti-dan- ¢

druff formula. Its medication is part of
a fine, non-greasy, pleasantly scented

cream hairdressing men enjoy using
daily. And regular use is the key. ZP"
succeeds because medication stays on
your scalp day after day. None is lost,
as in wash-away shampoos.

How soon will ZP"' work? In
most cases, doctors noted maximum
benefits in from one to three weeks.
Find out about ZP", the first Anti-
Dandruff Hairdressing. It works on

dandruff as no weekly shampoo can.
ZP'" From the Men’s Div-
ision of the famed Revlon

Research Laboratories.
‘QN_ x

¢ %’.&



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

-y

4
I
r
r
f

-

4

. rw oy TR W W g

e’ve always been inordinately fond
W()[' figures—both the statistical and
the lemale varieties. Large numbers put
us off in grammar school, as did girls;
but in the intervening years, we've man-
aged to reach a happy accord with both.
We don’t intend 1o detail here the ntri-
cacies of our mtroduction to the won-
derful world of women, but how we
won the battle ol large numbers may
prove instructive. The basic fact about
large numbers is that they are large—too
Lirpge to comprehend. The road to under-
standing is to reduce them to smaller,
more comprehensible units. For in-
stance: The U.S. is spending about 30
billion dollars a year in Vietnam. Thirty
billion is too large a number for most of
us to grasp, which may be one reason so
many Americans are perplexed about the
war. An easier way to look at it is to think
that the war is costing each American
taxpayer $422.53 per year. An equally en-
lightening—and less painful—approach
15 to think that if the 30 billion dol-
Lirs were divided equally among the
16,000,000 South Vietnamese whose [ree-
dom we claim we're delending, these
unfortunate folks would have the highest
per-capita income in the world.

In this vein, when we recently read
that the [ree world produces a billion
dollars” worth of gold each year (in
terms of gold production, at least, South
Africa is included in the free world), we
ran, rather than walked, to our nearest
abacus. A billion in bullion, it turns
out, is only 1000 tons, which could be
stored in a room 40 feet square. And
while we were pondering the insignifi-
cance ol a billion in bullion, a newspaper
clipping crossed our desk, prodaiming
that the entire population of the U.S.
could live comlortably in the state of
Florida—and that the entire popula-
tton of the world could hLive in Texas
without too much crowding. H;l\'ing al-
ways thought that the population explo-
sion was about to detwonate, we went
to our slide rule to determine how
much space the world’s teeming masses
would take up il a little crowding were

allowed. Assuming there are four billion
people in the world, and assuming that
cach of them takes up bit less than
five cubic feet. then the entire popula-
tion of this planet, incredibly enough,
could be fitted into a cube one half mile
square. T'he final solution to our popu-
lation problem (and to the war in
Vietnam) could then be attained—Dby
fastening that 40-foot gold brick to the
people cube and pushing the whole thing
imnto the ocean.

.

Our Loser of the Month Award goes
to Giuseppe Russo of Caracas. Venezuela.
Taking the day off lor an outing, Russo
parked his car to go for a swim. While
he splashed in the surl, somebody made
oft with his auto—taking both his clothes
and his wallet in the process. The hap-
less gentleman then went to a public
bath and showered before calling the
police; someonc else stole his bathing
suit. He was calling for help from the
door of the bathhouse when a sharp-eyed

cop spotted him—and promptly arrested
him for indecent exposure.
-

Poring over some texts on the earlier
decades of this century, in search of en-
lightening perspective on rightist anti-
mtellectualism and its attack on higher
education, we came across the following
curmudgeonly comments concerning the
academic profession. “Whenever  the
cause of the people is entrusted to pro-
fessors it is lost.” And “Red professors
are [frequently disunguished [rom the
old reactionary professors, not by a
firmer backbone, but by a profounder
illiteracy.” The authors of these crusty
quotes, in order of appearance, are
those two right-wing nuts Nikolai Lenin
and Leon Trotsky.

-

It's wonderfully uplifting to learn that
the Lovable Company, a bra manufac-
turer, is sponsoring a national brassiere-
designing  contest, open to all U.S.
engincering students. Results aren't in
yet, but the company has asked entrants

to accompany their prototypes with “sup-
portive engineering-design calculations,
which may range from slide-rule compu-
tations to elaborate studies emploving
digital-computer methods.”  Lovable's
chairnan. Arthur Garson, was quoted in
The Wall Street Journal as declaring that
“the properties of the bust are unusual—
and unlike those of most engineering ma-
terials.” Designing a strapless bra or one
for an unusually well-endowed girl, he
said, “is a great engineering feat in itself.”
The contest rules inform prospective en-
trants that in bra design, “the [actors of
salety are based upon uncertainties in the
stress distribution, uncertainties in ma-
terial propertics, as well as the sttic or
moving nature of the load.” Field
testing 18 not mentioned.
-

Onward Ecumenism: We were en-
couraged to read in the London Times
that “Roman Catholic morality is not
opposed to heart transplants as long as
there is ‘absolute certainty of conscience’
that the doctor i1s dead.”

Sign of the Times Department, Lexi-
cography Division: In Webster's Seventh
New Collegiate Dictionary, self-described
as “complerely new lor school, home and
office,” the second listed definition of
“conversation” is “sexual intercourse.”

-

The New York Post reports this sign
of the times spotted on a Fun City gar
bage truck: WE CATER HIPPIE PARTIES.

-

Like most municipalities, Culver City,
California, allows suspects under arrest
to use the telephone ar least
Following the custom, a police deputy
guarding an apprehended burglar hand-
ed over the instrument to his prisoner—
and learned about an ingenious new use
lor Mr. Bell's gadget: The crook prompily
bopped him on the head with it and
escaped.

oncc.

-
Kosher karma? A Tucson, Arizona,
talent promoter who heard there was
big money to be made in booking sitar
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Take good care of your cold.
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The sooner your cold gets it the better.

players, reports Fariety, wired a West
Coast agency asking for terms on a certain
Rabbi Shankar.

An excerpt [rom a bulletin issued by
the Brussels ofhice ol the United States
Information Service makes it plain that
Uncle Sam needs to take a new look at
his aggressive foreign policy: *It must
not be assumed the preliminary reports
and debates were unprofitable. On the
contrary, they clarified issues and pro-
vided governments with a wealth ol
considerations uscful toward reaching
substantive convulsions.”

Sins-of-the-Fathers  Depariment: The
TV schedule in one Midwestern daily
described the movie Weekend with Fa-
ther thusly: “Widowers decide to murry,
but their children’s reactions leave some-
thing to be desired.”

;

Even the superpatriots are selling out.
A friend of ours in Rochester, New
York, slx)lt(.’d two BUY AMERICAN bumper
stickers in a single alternoon: one on a
Volkswagen, the other on a Toyota.

.

Sexual Revolution, Youth Corps Divi-
sion: National Boy Scout headquarters
has announced that a program is under
consideration to admit teenage girls to
the Scouts’ exploring program,

We're sorry we missed what turned
out to be a lively ship launching, as
described in the Chicago Daily News:
“When Lady Erskin smashed the wradi-
tional bottle of champagne against the
hull of the giant oil tanker, she slipped
down the way, gained speed, rocketed
into the water in a gigantic spray and
continued undchecked  toward  Queen’s
Island.”

The Riverside Book and Bible House
of Iowa Falls, Jowa, has just come out
with the perfect gilt for a jittery Gl on
his way to Vietmam: a new volume
called the Serviceman’s New Testament
and Psalms. Should the recruit not find
sufficient solace in the contents, he can
always station the book—bound in “22-
gauge steel plate”—over a vital part of
his hody.

.

David Frost, the British humorist,
whose [avorite pastime is needling his
countrymen, opined in a recent issue ol
Saturday Review that there’s no hope
for a nation where, at a certain girls’
school, a sign wirns the students not to
wear shiny patentleather shoes when
they go out, because their wee undies
might be reflected in the toces.

This month's Most Creative Contribu-
tion to National Beautification Award
gocs to the author of the following



For the man ho hates
the thought
of being average.

= The average man is

doomed to a life-
long quarrel
with being av-
erage. If you
disagree, don't
bother to read
the rest of this
ad—because
it tells how
Great Books
# can help you
become an un-
common man.

If you think that
standing out from
the crowd 1s a mat-
ter of using the
brains and develop-
ing the potential God
gave you, you're right.
And Great Books can
help you do just that.

It has been proved over and over
a%ain: Great Books hold a treasure
of knowledge that can enrich your
life. Great Books can stimulate crea-
tive thought, sharpen judgment and
perception, help you gain mental
stature.

How to influence people

In the pages of Great Books you can
make 74 new friends who can help
you influence people.

You meet Sigmund Freud, and
explore with him the fascinating
world of dreams.

You meet James Boswell, and hear
him reminisce about one of the most
entertaining talkers of all time.

You meet an old Greek named
Homer, who tells pulse-pounding
tales of men at war.

These, and 71 other great writers
and thinkers, are the authors of

Great Books, a library of 54 superb
volumes containing 443 masterpieces
that have shaped our civilization by
stretching the minds and raising the
sights of people throughout history.

And Great Books can do the same
for you.

The Amazing Syntopicon

With Great Books—and only with
Great Books—comes the amazing
Syntopicon, a two-volume idea index
that enables you to look up, in
minutes, everything these authors
have written on any given subject.

The Syntopicon indexes not only
Great Books, but all the thoughts of
the Bible, as well. Every idea in these
thousands of pages becomes as easy
to look up as a word in your diction-
ary. There is no other reference work
anything like 1t.

The cost? About the same as a set
of good luggage. And as easy to buy

with Great Books’ Direct-from-the-
Publisher Payment Plan.

78 matchless values

Also available are the handsome ten-
volume Reading Plans and you may
also obtain a remarkable ten-volume
set called Gateway to the Great
Books as well as the annual editions
of Great Ideas Today—a total of 78
volumes, as illustrated below.

FREE OFFER

It will cost you absolutely nothing
to learn all the facts about Great
Books and the reading program that
helps you master them.

Just mail the attached card—no
postage required—for a fully illus-
trated booklet and the whole
fascinating story. Great Books,
Dept. 301-M, 425 North Michigan
Avenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611.

The Great Books are published by Encyclopaedia Britannica in collaboration with the University of Chicago.
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He’s tape recording
“their’song... and it’s
never been more fun.
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CONCORD RADIOCORDER.
Concord’s Radiocorder is made for today’s swingers. While
listening to the Radiocorder’s AM or FM broadcasts, push a
button and your favorite artists are recorded on handy tape
cassettes. Play your own or pre-recorded music tapes any-
where. The Radiocorder is an AM/FM radio and a precision
tape recorder that operates on house current or batteries. For
voice or live music recording a remote control microphone is
included —all for less than $130 (Model F-103) . Radiocorders
and sixteen other quality Concord Tape Recorders available
at your dealers.

CON COR D neans tape recorders 0

graffito spotted on a wall in Washing-
ton, D.C.: KEEP YOUR CITY CLEAN, EAT
A PIGEON.

-

Peace Corps volunteers at the Univer-
sity of California’s Davis campus are
receiving instructions that should go far
in promoting mutual understanding with
the natives. The San Bernardino Daily
Sun reported that nine months of gradu-
ate study were being offered. “including
one month of offensive language train-
ing.”

Guess what gourmet delight is not
listed under spécialités de la maison at
New York’s justly faimed restaurant La
Grenouille? Frog Legs—the name of the
restaurant meaning “frog” in French, of
course.

BOOKS

“First, it's neither a collection nor a
selection, but a series,” states John
Barth in an author's note in Llost in
the Funhouse (Doubleday). Further prefa-
tory material defines the book as “liction
lor print, tape, hive voice.” An author is
entitled to his own baptismal notious,
and if Barth seems larky, he can well
afford the muitude. He's leading from
strength, and he knows it. Call this book
what one will, there are 14 titles in all,
varying in length from less than a dozen
words to the near-novella-size Menelaiad,
a rambling, free-associational version of
the world’s most famous tale of cuckoldry
and abduction. These are pretty wine-
dark waters lor the reader who doesn’t
happen to have Stesichorus’ theory about
Helen as dramatized by Luripides right
at his finger tips. When he isn't inundat-
ing us with his classical learning, though,
Barth is impressive—with a real style of
his own, real nnagination and the nerve
to use them both, In Night-Sea Journey,
he endows a spermatozoon with poetic
consciousness. Pelifion is a masterpiece ol
grotesquerie in the form of a letter ad-
dressed to His Most Gracious Majesty
l’r:ij;ldhipok. Descendent of Buddha, etc.,
etc., King of Siam. The writer ol the let-
ter is one twin of a joined pair, and he
implores his Majesty to prevail upon
American surgeons to perform the dan-
gerous operation ol severance. The style
is fastidious; the contents are ghastly; the
whole is a symbol of that other sell we all
bear. Barth's “ Ambrose™ stories, ol which
there are several in this book, could be
read as typical bovhood tales, except for
his ironic reach. Yet, one can sce a gen-
uine tear behind the incredible array of
masks he is capable of assuming: “He
wishes he had never entered the fun-
house. But he has. Then he wishes he
were dead. But he's not. Therelore he
will construct funhouses for others and
be their secret operator—though he
would rather be among the lovers for
whom [unhouses are designed.” Not only
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the heartlelt cry of the character in the
story but a possible announcement of
Barth's artistic philosophy. Yet he escapes
definition, for behind each conceit is a
profundity; behind each profundity, a
snicker. And sometimes he indulges him-
self in tiresome trickery, then suddenly
admits his own tiresomeness. Lost in the
Funhouse, therefore, isn't all pure enjoy-
ment; the reader has to dig. But the
digging produces ore from one of the
richest veins in American literature.

With the publication of The Sexvol
Wilderness (McKay), Vance Packard fol
lows in the wake of a score of writers
who in recent years have concerned
themselves with the changing wayvs of
men and maids in the gentle art of dal-
liance. Packard spent four years on the
project, which may be a tribute to his
conscientiousness but which also con-
tributes to the book’s greatest failings.
By trying to take in everything (sex,
love, marriage. working mothers, child
care, sexual identty, social roles) and
by piling one research report on top of
another, Packard packs himself up in his
material. Lacking any original point of
view, he spends most of his time back-
ing and filling, and his summings up
tend 1o be so general as to be near mean-
ingless. After a chapter on man's sexual
nature, he writes: “In short, human
fulfillment of our potentialities would
seem to lie in the direction of working
for a world in which males and females
are equal as people and complementary
as sexual beings.” A second unfortunate
consequence of Packard's hyperdiligence
is that all work and no play makes Vance
a dull boy. Bowed by statistics and em-
pirical evidence, he transforms the mat-
ing dance into a parade of the wooden
soldiers. In The Sexual Wilderness, Pack-
ard tells a reader about problems he
didn’t even know he had—in order to
tell him not to worry about them.

.

From a storv of marriage between a
Jew and a Japanese, both members of
fiercely inbred cultures, one would ex-
pect rich permutations—and one gets
them in Josh Greenfeld’s sensitive, intel-
ligent first novel, O, for a Master of Magic
(World). The tale, a switch on Majorily
of One, is told in first-person diary form.
The narrator is the male hall ol the
Jewish-Japanese marriage. Regarding
themselves as citizens of the world, the
pair saw no impediment to a wedding of
like minds. His mother's sole comment on
meeting her prospective daughter-in-law
was that she’d been secing Japanese
people all her lite, only she thought they
were Chinese. Acceptance comes, too,
when the married couple moves to the
bride's country and takes up residence in
a suburb of Kyoto, in a jerry-built house
where the roof leaks and the floor sags.
The Japan Greenfeld tells us about is a
nation with its kimonos down: “Sunday
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London®728-Here?®4.99*

(and it's the very same Scotch!)
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All over the world King George IV
sells at the same prestige price as
the other “top twelve” Scotches.
But here, it is the only one of them
you can buy for about five dollars.

How come? The Scots produce it, we Americans bottle it...
and we pass the savings on to you.Why are we so generous?
We want to become the largest selling Scotch around.
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barracks of a nation, where alter Satur-
day inspection of detailed duties, all
obligations ccasc, all bets are off.” The
Japanese, he writes, are “an inconsid-
crate self-indulgent bunch of slobs"—but
“they can be so considerate . . . so
lovely . . . so touching. . . " There's
nothing very esoteric about the trouble
that develops in this EastWest mar-
riage. The marital debilities and strains
are recognizable ones, like boredom
and the sexual itch. True, the Japanese
woman is more subservient than her
Western counterpart; but according to
author Greenfeld, this only makes her
dream stronger dreams. In its discursive
manner, the story wends its way toward
one such dream that is memorably erotic.
But Greenleld's novel succeeds in the
palpably real way that is possible only
when the writer has his eye on his art
and not on the keyhole.

As a White-Haired lover (Random
House), poet Karl Shapiro sheds his ac-
customed gloomy mask and becomes a
passionate jester. The spectacle is often
endearing, sometimes touching and only
occasionally embarrassing. His is a [ear-
ful joy, the joy of an aging man who
perceives his opportunitics but doubts
his capacities. “There was that Roman
poct who [fell in love at 50-odd./My
God, Venus, goddess of love, he cried,/
Venus, for Christsake, for the love of
God,/Don’t do that to me!/. . . How
do you know I can get it up!” Well,
that's the plot. It is resolved later, in an
irreverent apostrophe called Now Christ
Is Risen. Neither the metaphor nor the
poet’s pleasure that he can use it are in
doubt. “Now Christ is risen in his Freud-
ian hat/And Naune’s gussied up with
palms of gilt/And 1 myself have risen,
and all that,/I stand in Paradise and
will not wilt. . . .” Shapiro has written
about paradise belore, but always about
the sort one loses and can never regain.
In Adam and Eve, written about two
decades ago, Shapiro sums up life for
those exiled from Eden: “And it was
autumn, and the present world.” Now,
miraculously (for Christsake!), it's spring-
time again and Shapiro is back in the
garden singing delightedly and twisting
the serpent’s tail. Sometimes his antics
seem a bit excessive, but one must make
allowances for youth, even the second
time around.

The Beatles, the Real Story (Putnam), by
Julius Fast, and The Beotles, the Author-
ized Biography (McGraw-Hill), by Hunter
Davies, set out to do much the same
job—to delineate each Beatle, trace the
group’s career and provide some inter-
pretation of their personal pleasures,
their hang-ups and their musical accom-
plishments; and both books have much
the same set of facts and basic structure
forced upon them by the nature of the
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project. Yet one is far superior to the
other in every way. Julius Fast’s Real
Story is barely a couple of cuts above
routine ‘‘celebrity personality” stuff. It
reads as if it had been pieced together
from thousands ol newspaper and maga-
zine clippings. Hunter Davies” book, on
the other hand. vibrates with reality and
immediacy. And no wonder; for the
British novelist and scenarist had the
cooperation of John. Paul, George and
Ringo, along with their wives, parents,
friends, boyhood chums and business
associates.  With their comparatively
fresh memories and observations to
draw upon. Davies has produced a sur-
prisingly insightful, illuminating and ob-
jective book. Normally, one suspects an
“authorized” biography to be either a
pacan or a whitewash; this one tries for
objectivity; it raises difficult questions
and often comes up with not altogether
pleasant answers. Adroitly counterpoint-
ing the facts of the Beatles’ private
lives with their professional siruggles,
progress and ultimate success, Davies
probes the minds beneath the hairdos,
the hearts beneath the costumes. The
book is filled with striking journalistic
set pieces: the Beatles' early experiences
plaving 12 hours a night, every night, in
a small night club; the efforts of their
lIate manager. Brian Epstein, to get them
their first big break: typical songwrit-
ing and recording sessions; an almost
stream-of-consciousness appraisal, by each
Beatle, of his own lile, his relations
with the group and his thoughts on the
future. One leaves Davies” Beatles with
a new respect for these young-old, happy-
sad men, tinged with pity, perhaps—
and with some wonder at the durability
of their remarkable symbiosis,
-

The hero of Elliott Baker's The Penny
Wars (Putnam), Tyler Bishop, is a smart-
alecky, sensitive chap-off-the-old-Salinger,
a teenager who only wants “to get
laid and change the world.” His milieu
is the world of 1939 from a worm’s-cye
view: a lower-middle-class existence in
Upstate New York. At first, the novel
seems merely episodic, typical period
nostalgia: There is a Major Bowes
Amateur Hour audition; a funeral with a
dearth of pallbearers; a comical German
Jewish refugee dentist who romances
Tyler's mother; Tyler's own foredoomed
attempt to make it with a basketball-
playing baby sitter with a Betty Boop
mouth; a high school teacher forever
challenging tough students to meet
him in the gymn after class; and the
powerlul black student who is duped
into accepting that challenge. Yet all of
these episodes, on the surface rosy and
lighthearted, are strung together 1o form
a noose of black humor. For author Bak-
er, as his previous novel A Fine Mad-
ness showed, has the knack of changing
his pace abruptly and dramatically, of
turning the comically outrageous into



the tragically absurd. In this novel’s last
scene, Tyler Bishop savagely comes of
age as Baker suddenly converts a luke-
warm world of nostalgia into the chilling
world of reality.

-

For almost halfl of its length, The
New Immorality (Doubleday) presents fic-
tionalized case histories that chronicle
the wwisted sex lives of five couples,
complete with a box score on their
orgasms, wileswapping activities and
sundry other erotic matters—only to
turn, at chapter four, into a sober, sensi-
ble, stimulating analysis of sexual moral-
ity in this country today. Author Brooks
R. Walker, a Unitarian minister, is not
writing a diatribe against an American-
made Sodom and Gomorrah. On the
contrary, his calm acceptance of various
sex practices puts him closer to the
views of Albert Ellis. His real concern is
with the evolution of sexual standards;
and in this book, written with the assist-
ance of his wile, Sandra, he attempts to
put into perspective three major ver-
sions of what has been «called the
new morality. He examines ““Toward a
Quaker View of Sex,” a pamphlet is-
sued by British members of the Society
of Friends, and the situation-ethics move-
ment of Professor Joseph Fletcher. Walk-
er also treats in detail The Playboy
Philosophy—*"an approach to life which
finds its first expression in the pLAYBOY
editorials but ends as what may easily
prove to be the most pervasive doctrine
of man offered to Americans in the third
quarter of the 20th Century.” For Walk-
er, The Playboy Philosophy is fine as far
as it goes—but it fails to go far enough.
He sees it as “the working doctrine of a
new religion” that has not yet defined
the end toward which it is directed: the
sense of God that transcends the self.
This involves that sticky word love, and
Walker writes: “It is only when one be-
comes more concerned about the well-
being of others than with one’s own that
one may find himself.” Readers who are
wise enough to start this book with
chapter four will not find answers to
their questions about sexual morality—
but they may find the right questions.

-

Right off the bat—avith the English
nurse and the housemaid expected in
Rome on Monday, and with the sun
shining “gold-brown on the expanse of
parquet floor, in room after room,” we
know that Muriel Spark has written an-
other novel ol arrangements. The Public
Image (Knopf) is a smooth slice of non-
life in which all the characters arrange
their days so as to serve some entirely
unfelt need. Annabel Christopher, the
Iusterless protagonist, is a screen actress
edging nervously toward stardom. Her
husband, Frederick, is a somber scenar-
ist with intellectual pretensions. He
longs to leave Annabel, that “beautiful
shell . . ., devoid of the life it once

Tawny. Brawny. Hand-rubbed leather in the classic style. Burnished
tones of antique brass. Intentionally and unmistakably male.
Aggressive and assertive. Available now in finer shoe

and department stores.

Style shown: Genuine Handsewn Vamp.
24-BBB Rubbed Brass. About 17.00.

DEXTER SHOE COMPANY 31 ST. JAMES AVE. BOSTON, MASS. 02116
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held,” but somehow he has become
locked into her public image. “She was
presented . . . as every man's perfect
wife, with her composed and conven-
tional appearance.” But “It was decid-
edly understood . . . that in private

. . and particularly in bed, Annabel
Christopher . . . let rip.” Ultimately,
however, Frederick does leave her, by
means of a carefully contrived suicide
calculated to shatter her precious public
image. To buttress the melodrama,
there’s usually a baby (Annabel’s) cooing
in the back bedroom and a blackmailer
lurking in the front parlor. Miss Spark
describes all these improbable goings on
in a kind of prose whisper, as if the plot
embarrasses her. It should.

.

When the author of a travel book
adopts the nom de plume “Roger St.
Martin O'Toole,” his readers may expect
more than the ordinary Baedeker-type
information. In A Stag ot Large (Mac-
millan), OToole does not disappoint
them. Indeed, he puts his O’pseudonym
to far busier and better use than his
camera or his money converter. Alleged-
ly a former university professor and (un-
der his rightful name) the author of more
conventional guidebooks, O'Toole sets
out on a globe-girdling (and ungirdling)
expedition that proves to be a trip
around the world in more ways than
one. His seatmate en route to Tokyo
turns out to be Diana, a cool blonde
Englishwoman whose ploy is the pub-
lic hemming of lace on her pinksilk
panties. Like a recurrent theme, Diana
and her panties keep turning up every-
where O'Toole turns—which, for the
most part, means the fleshier fleshpots of
the Orient. Solely in the interests of re-
search, he visits girlie bars in Tokyo, co-
educational massage parlors in Thailand,
a private orgy at Formosa’s bachelor
paradise ol Peitou. the sexual sculptures
of India’s Khajuraho, the nudist
colony on France's Ile du Levant. Un-
like most travel guides, which make
veiled references to the naughty night
(or day) life available to the more ad-
venturous tourist, O Toole plunges into
his subject to the full, sainpling the de-
lights himself in order to advise his
readers on such vital matters as how to
order a proper orgy for six and which
bathhouses do more than scrub backs.
He has also devised some characters and
situations that strain credulivy; but if
one can overlook these as a bachelor’s
tall tales, the book packages a surpris-
ingly large amount of hedonistically use-
ful information m a pleasandy light
style.

-

“Once upon a time there will be a
little girl called Uncumber.” So starts A
Very Private Life (Viking), a new novel
by Britisher Michacl Frayn. The story,
which is told in the [uture tense, starts
out as a fairy tale but soon turns into a
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mabsolutely gorgeous, put on a London Fog# Y
Then when his 5% chance of showers turns into Niggara Falls.
youwon't be stuck for a raincoat.
And if by some miracle it doesn’t rain, well, then ycm re Bbuck

with a great-looking coat. [,ondon Fog
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horror story. In this world of the luture,
there are two classes ol people, insiders
and outsiders. The insiders live in win-
dowless houses completely sealed off from
the world, with all necessities, luxuries
and social life piped in through wires
or materializing in three-dimensional rep-
resentations over the “holovision.” The
msiders go nude in the controlled air of
their sealed houses. but they wear sun-
glasses to hide their naked eyes from one
another. Thev take pills 1o make them
feel calm, mtelligent, amused. The out-
siders live 1n despair and filth, the sun
dimmed by waste matter given off from
satellite cities that orbit the earth: the
carth usell 1s a clutter of reluse dotted
with jet airports and ramshackle dwell-
ings. Amid all this, Uncumber is the
classic rebel. who, unlike her docile
brother, Sulpice, cannot abide the world
of inside and seeks the outside, only to
find after long and horrendous adven-
tures that she cannot abide that ¢ither.
Her odyssey, unfortunately, will occa-
stonally grow as irritating for the reader
as it does for Uncumber herself, and there
will be times when he finds himsell wish-
ing for an Orwellian tranquilizer to
soothe his nerves. But when he finishes,
he will probably feel that the trip was
worth it, for Mr. Frayn. a stylist of dis-
tinction, has painted an effectively terrily-
ing picture of the world of the future—
a world far oo close for comlort to the
one in which we currently live.

If man were to look directly into the
face of modern war, his soul would turn
to stone; like Perseus, he can confront
the Medusa only by holding & mirror to
its horrid features. In Jerzy Kosinski's
The Painted Bird. the evils ol Nazism
were rellected in the voyage of terror of
an abandoned child. suspecied ol being
Jewish, who fled from village to ravaged
village in eastern Europe from 1939 1o
1945, his spirit buffeted as a leather in a
hurricane: yer his will survived. as tena-
cious as a gasp lor breath. By reducing
human emotions to their primitive ele-
ments, by distilling his prose to the
purity and rhythm ol rain, Kosinski
demonstrated the enduring appeal of the
fable with his abilitv to reveal pro-
fundity in simplicity. Steps (Random
House), Kosinski’s second novel, reveals
that even those who survived the War
were among its most mutilated casualtics.
In a series of jagged vignettes, the narrator
shines the harsh light of his wvision
through the dark prism ol his post-War
experiences—from a sanitarium in the
Alps to deep hopelessness in Harlem,
from archaeological digs in the islands
of Greece to the brutal violation ol a
woman's body—always speaking in the
toneless matter-ol-factness of Camus”
The Stranger, and agreeing with Camus
that we are all either victims or execu-
toners. Kosinski's characters are gro-
tesque in sex, manipulative in love and
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numb 1o violence, casually witnessing
perversion, cruelty and death with a
shrug of the soul. Kosinski no longer
looks obliquely: he no longer views the
world through the unironic eyes of
child; he no longer attempts to impose a
Iramework on chaos. But what he gains
in subtlety and complexity he loses in
clarity. The Painted Bird. for all its
horrifying realism, focused its horrors
into a pure beam of light; a measure of
its brilliance is that Steps, though surely
one of the finest books of the year,
comes as a diffuse di:iappoinlmt‘nt. Yet,
Kosinski is almost alone among writers
of his generation in the severity of his
challenge to man’s capacity for sell-
knowledge—for as we hold the mirror to
Medusa’s face, we find that the image is
our own,
.

Readers who have suffered with the
Marquis de Sade’s celebrated Justine,
through all the ingenious abuses to
which that virtuous and unfortunate
young woman’s fesh was subject, may
now have the pleasure of following the
most fortunate adventures of her most
unvirtuous sister, Juliette (Grove). Where
Justine was dutilully distressed by all
the awkward situations into which
she was inveigled by unscrupulous per-
sons of both sexes. Julictte seeks out
perversity and profits richly from it. I
confess 1 love crime.” she announces.
“Only aime can stir my leelings.” Her
feelings are amply stirred in this book,
which brings together De Sade’s original
six volumes, subtitled The Prosperitics
of Vice. It is not necessary to take the
Marquis seriously as a philosopher of
total freedom, as some do. in order to
relish the imagination and talent that
went into gilding the nuggets of naugh-
tiness here contained. This is indeed
pornographic classic.

DINING-DRINKING

Dining at Manhattan’s Salum Sanctorum
(1110 Third Avenue) is a total experience.
While the food is excellent, it is the atmos-
phere, the milicu, that scts the Salum
apart [rom other restaurants, The per-
sonal prt)jcc:ion of Dr. Joseph B. Santo,
who also owns the abutting Sign of the
Dove (Playboy After Honrs, October
1964), its outward appearance is decep-
tivelv unprepossessing: but bevond its
1Wth Century gate is the world of the
Castilian grandee, replete with roughly
finished white-plaster walls, dark beams
and Oriental rugs on dark oak floors.
Each party ol diners has two tables at its
disposal—one on the informal. enclosed
patio, bounded at one end by a huge five-
place, where aperitils are served, and the
other in the intimate (it seats 33), elegant
dining room. Jean Pierre, the maitre de,
brings you the evening’'s menu, which is

inscribed on parchment. Typical fare in-
cludes a cold soup du jour: Sealood
Sancrorum, an excellent blend of shellfish
in an exotic sauce: Civab-Cici, an original
Lamb kebab; and Filet Sanctorum. made
with chestnuts. baked in a pastry crust
and served with truflfle sauce. The wine
list includes only choice vintages (tvpical
is Chiteau Mouton-Rothschild, 1955).
The service, which matches the atmos-
phere and the viands, is unobtrusively
attentive  but considerately unhurried.
Aflter the entree and salad, vou may re-
turn to your table on the terrace for des-
sert, colfee and cordials. It is a [ull and
romantic evening. Dining at Salum Sanc-
torum is by reservation only. The phone
number is UN 1-9492. Closed Sunday.

MOVIES

In Paris, a sheltered young girl whose
aunt is dying ol a stroke goes out on the
town to forget. Her flight from death
unexpectedly leads to a deeper involve-
ment in life, {or she comes ol age during
a long evening that starts at a basketball
game and e¢nds in the bed of a lanky
jazz musician. Before the bass fiddler
seduces her with a serenade at dawn on
a hilltop overlooking Paris—a fitting cli-
max to the most charmingly wacky ro-
mantic interlude to brighten a movie
screen in years—the girl tells off a hand-
some Negro Marxist, is detained by gen-
darmes, battles a gang of hoodlums and
helps an agricultural student pursue his
prize ram through a maze ol winding
streets. If a summary could do it justice,
ithat would be the whole story of Zita.
But this superlative French film by
director and co-author Robert Enrico
(previously known here for Incident at
Owl Creek Bridge. a brilliant  short
based on the Civil War tale by Ambrose
Bierce) blends its plot. a haunting musi-
cal score and evocative nighttime color
photography into a cinematic revelation
ol character. As the matriarchal Aunt
Zita of the ttle, a woman whose [ami-
ly snapshots commemorate her grievous
losses during the Spanish Revolution,
Greek tragedienne Katina Paxinou is an
imposing symbol of the secure world the
heroine ruefully leaves behind; and the
nubile nicce, playved by Canadian-born
Joanna Shimkus. qualifies on every
count as a girl to remember. Director
Enrico makes getting to know her sur-
prisingly easy, for the entire hilm moves
with a quick sense ol discovery and a
natural inner rhythm. Zita is like a first
date with a lovely ingénue who looks, at
nine p.ar, like any ol a hundred others.
By dawn. the camera has awakened re-
sponses between actress and audience
thar make a love alfair inevitable.

Creeping along with the titles and
credits ol Targets is an editorial endorse-
ment of stricter gun control. Thus
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DAZZLING GIRLS like Ploymate Melodye
Prentiss, pictured at left, start the new year
right-—add their own special glitter to 12
entertainment-packed issues that follow.
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A cheerful year full of PLAYBOY will give
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e illuminating interviews with men and
women in the limelight handled with that
special PLAYBOY insight and-foresight.

e golden gleanings from J. Paul Gél'ly on
sound investments, business tips ond trends.

e frivolity and jollity from Silverstein, Gahan
Wilsen, Interlandi, Erich Sokol and Dedini
plus the lively and quick Little Annie Fanny.

e special jazz and fashion issues . . . the fine
art of living, PLAYBOY style . . . sump-
tuous food and drink, modern living trends,
the latest in sparts cars, knowledgeable
articles on travel toking the reader ta
exotic ports of call.

e condid film, play, boak and record re-
views PLUS all the other features that make
PLAYBOY tops in masculine reading fare.

WRAP UP CHRISTMAS EARLY. Mail your
holiday list today. The gifts you give this year
will be worth mare next year. Just $8 now for
yaur first one-year gift (next year, $10). Only
$6 for each additional one-year gift ($8 next
season). With the single-copy price gaing to
$13 for 12 issues starting with February, your
gift is worth more to him, too. Just send us
your list. We'll do the rest. Dan't worry about
a check. We'll be happy to bill you later.
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Discover the adventure that's bottled up in every Heublein Cocktail.
Pineappley Mai-Tais. Breezy Daiquiris. Lush Apricot Sours. 17 unin-
hibited drinks in all. Each very strong on flavor because the finest
liquor and bar mixings come right in the bottle. Nothing to squecze,
measure, mix or add. Just pour over ice.

Heublein

ADVENTUROUS COCKTAILS

Mai-Tai, Margarita, Black Russian, Daiquiri, Gimlet, Stinger, Side Car, Old
Fashioned, Manhattan, Whiskey Sour, Vodka Sour, Tequila Sour, Apricot
Sour, Gin Martinis: Extra Dry or 11-to-1, Vodka Martinis: Extra Dry or 11-to-1.




declaring its lofty intentions—or hiding
behind them—the movie plunges into an
orgy of mayhem and marksmanship ex-
cessive even by Hollywood standards.
Any sharpshooter suffering from incipi-
ent psychosis will certainly identify with
the hero, a bland, sun-kissed young
Californian (Tim O'Kelly) whose ap-
parent aim is to top the record of the
killer ensconced in that Texas tower a
couple of years ago. After slaying his
wife and mother, Tim climbs a Chevron
oil tank to pick off a hall dozen motor-
ists on the [reeway, then moves his
arsenal to a better vantage point at a
drive-in theater and waits for nightfall,
He's got power, man. Potency. And
telescopic sights. Targets is a circus of
horror, taut and timely—and irrelevantly
prejudiced against what it construes as
the mindless life style of Southern Cali-
fornia. The Alm’s pretensions pay off in
goose-pimples when Boris Karloff arrives
at the drivein, playing a Karloffy old
actor named Byron Orlok, who is booked
there for a farewell personal appearance.
By the time bullets have [clled his shape-
ly secretary (Nancy Hsuch) and 20 or 30
others, Karlofl-Orlok looks pretty dis-
tressed  about the evening's carnage,
though one can’t be sure whether the
root causc of violence is supposed to be
Boris, Momism, the affluent society, lax
gun laws or drive-in movies. The secret
resides  with  producer-director-scenarist
and former flm critic Peter Bogdano-
vich, who skilltully manipulates cinemat-
ic shock devices but commits the gaffe of
handing himself a pivotal role (as a
bright young movie director, what else?)
—an arrogant gesture, considering the
flat quality of his performance.
-

Perseverance pays off for CILff Rob-
ertson in Charly. Repeating his TV role
as a moron lifted hrom the twilight zone
of subnormality by experimental sur-
gery, Robertson gains some points lost
prolessionally in the past, when prime-
quality perlormances he originated on
TV were acquired for more prestigious
movie actors (Paul Newman in The
Hustler, Jack Lemmon in Days of Wine
and Roses). Tongue lolling, studied in
speech, feet planted wide apart as if to
broaden the base for his uncoordinated
impulses, Robertson manages to pro-
ject both feeble-mindedness and anguish
without milking audience sympathy.
The flm’s deliberately clinical tone
minimizes the emotionalism in Charly’s
encounters with a caseworker (Claire
Bloom) who helps him, by awakening
his stunted aspirations, goading him
to endure the humiliation of preopera-
tive tests in which he must match wits
with a precocious mouse. Though some
of the medical nomenclature bandied
about is apt to baffle most laymen, the
tragic aftermath of Charly's operation
takes shape with painful darity—a
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YU by Pinaud. Fine Toiletries for Men from $1.50. S-S

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, Esquive! 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 mﬁm
agent. Make a reservation for excitement! Or,

write Reservations Director, Suite 102. Economy oyl AR ey
minded? See our “*Heavenly Holidays"” brochure.

1,000 LUXURY ROOMS AT $B - $10. PLUS 500 DELUXE ROOMS AND SUITES
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"I Am Loved exclusively by Wells, Inc.®

a public service for playboys

Two ways to slow your pursuers.

1. Powerful little red buttons which promise nothing,
communicate everything. Absolutely free.

2. For the one girl worth the chase, | Am Loved perfume
and cologne in purse sizes, aeromist and gift sets, $6.-$15.

If she responds with | Am Loved jewelry or fragrances for men,
you're through playing singles. Look for the line
of lovers at the best of department stores and fine jewelers.

®

Attleboro, Mass. 02703

BUFFALO cas
Raldal 1@ | | P'S

Pioneering the slim
but rugged look of men's leother occessories in genu-
ine buffolo colf. Choose the Bill Clip/Posscose, $3.00
or the equolly versotile Bill Clip Credit Card Cose, $3.50.

PRINCE GARDNER

Prince Gardner, St. Louis, Mo. A Division of SWANK, INC.
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zenith of hope when his dawning intelli-
gence opens the way to books and beau-
v (not to mention a romance with his
teacher), followed by the numbing dis-
covery that his cure is merely tempo-
rary. Filming in and around Boston,
producer-director Ralph Nelson uses
multiple-image techniques 10 leaplrog
through time and to show several states
of mind at a glance. yet sticks mainly to
the essence of an offbeat love story un-
folded with nice touches of authenticity.
Only Surling Silliphant's screenplay gers
overheated at times. moving {rom
poignant particulars about the hero to
rather sweeping statements about cal-
lousness in the scientific community.
The least credible scene requires Charly
to astonish a congress of psychologists
by denouncing the benefits of 20th Cen-
tury progress almost in toto. Il we ac-
cept the implication that ignorance is
bliss in this deplorable age, why mourn
for Charly as his faculties wane? An im-
perfect thests on mental welfare, perhaps,
but feelingly played and provocative.
-

A prototypal pale-blonde hippie who
has rechristened herself Today Malone
(tomorrow the world?) tells it like it
was during one long, lively summer in
Haight-Ashbury. Her 1.SD trips at that
ume numbered 23. Among her hobbies,
she listed “dope.” One of San Francis-
co’s ostentatiously unemployed flower
people, she passed most of her time at-
tending be-ins, worrying about chromo-
some damage or “turning people on 1o
Hostess Twinkies.” Random interviews
with Today as she ponders her past and
future in hippiedom, or simply panhan-
dles. take up a good deal of footage in
Revolution. But as a method of inquiry
for a documentary film, the probing of
Today is skin deep and dubious: one
might as well ask a young movie hope-
ful sipping Coke at Schwab’s to explain
the ethos of Hollywood. Producer
director Jack O’'Connell also solicits the
views ol musicians, dropouts, cops, psy-
chiatrists, columnist Herb Caen and
young couples at a cocktail party, but
none can articulate anything fresh or
perceptive about love and Haight. Al-
ready passé as a clue to what's happening
now, Revolution is a square chronicle of
what happened once upon a time in San
Francisco, when nude dancers, psychedel-
ic light shows and the Sexual Freedom
League made big news,

L]

Another appealing human comedy
about manners and morals in preinva-
sion Crechoslovakia fortifies the impres-
sion that Prague’s moviemakers (il
they're still in business) have decided
this is their thing—a small social land-
scape vicewed [rom the perspective of
young people trying to love, live and
subvert bureaucracy in a dingy one-
room flat. The Girl with Three Camels, true
to a tradition established by Loves of a




However she takes her music, Orrtronics brings it to her
all dressed up...in its clearest, finest fidelity. Clean, un-
interrupted, static-free tape recorded Orrtronic Sound.
It turns your car into a music den on wheels.

The Orrtronics 8-track Stereo Tape Player has slim
silhouette styling, rich walnut trim, illuminated program
indicator for easy album selection, and is easy to install
yourself.

See an Orrtronics Stereo Tape Player today at leading
automotive and department stores. Ask about the free
speaker offer.

Orrtronic Sound—guaranteed to “turn them on.” It
could make the difference.

Orrtronics Stereo Tape Player In Your Car

Eight-track Stereo Tape Players for car or home.

ORRTRONICS..

P.O. Box 864, Toledo, Chio 43601
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Pocket the world's
smallest full-frame
35mm camera!

it's the Rollei 35 from Honeywell. For
the guy in a hurry to taste life asitis. ..
who wants the finer things without be-
coming a slave to them.

This great little camera won't slow
you down a bit. It weighs next to noth-
ing, and it's not much larger than a cig-
arette pack (maybe a silly millimeter
shorter).

It moves easily in any crowd. Out of
sight. Unobtrusive. Yet always ready to
produce: full-size, full-frame 35mm pic-
tures when you call the shot. Either
razorsharp color slides or sparkling
prints.

What geniuses. those Cermans!
Packing every it of perfection a bulky
camera offers into so small a space. Like
a 1/35 Zeiss Tessar lens ... a Gossen
exposure meter...a Y-speed Compur
shutter that stops action at speeds up to
17500 second. All for about $190

Like to make the scene with a Rollei
357 See your Honeywell dealer. Or mail
the coupon.

Honeywell takes the guesswork
oul of fine photography

r
| Honeywell Photographic
I Mail Station 209, Denver, Colo. 80217

Please send Rollei 35 literature to:

Name

I Address
I City/State/ Zip —_

| Honeywell

Blonde and Closely Walched Trains,
shrugs off the moral aspects of unwed
motherhood with disarming candor. So
casually is the teenaged heroine (Zuza-
na Ondrouchova) knocked up by a boy
who follows her home from a dance that
she almost lets him slip away without
jotting down her name and address.
That one prudent afterthought nets her
a postcard [rom Algiers—a picture of
three camels and a pithy message, “Best
regards, it's hot here”—followed by the
news that her hit-and-run beau has been
killed. Though the heroine ultimatcly
keeps her little bastard and fights to
claim a name for him, director Viclav
Krska scorns pd.thm in order to spoof
the folly of romantic illusions. He also
registers amusing asides about the prog-
ress of sex under socialism. The nimblest
scene unfolds in the waiting room of a
statc-operated abortion mill. where an
applicant walled in by giant baby post-
ers thinks things over while a reproach-
ful tape recorder gurgles and coos. In
some Western capitals, that would be
the cue for a repentant crying jag. In
Prague, it persuades a girl to change her
mind, all right—but only to saunter out
and squander her rainy-day nioney on
Mod caps and miniskirts. Pretty saucy.
L]

There are moments in Finion's Rainbow
when Fred Astaire and Petula Clark re-
store a touch of magic to the lost art of
movie musicals. If Astaire, still an in-
comparable old smoothy, means what
he says about hanging up his dancing
slippers after Rainbow, he'll be sorely
missed. By way of compensation, this
sentimental occasion sounds a fanfare
for Petula. Britain’s petite dowager
queen of pop song, who breezes through
her American movie debut with be-
witching verve. Since it runs for nearly
three hours, we wish the rest of the
show were as lightsome—but two dec
ades have passed since Broadway last
cheered Finian’s raffish blend of Irish
folklore, free enterprise and Southern
corn. The mythical tobacco state of Mis-
situcky, where Finian (Astaire) scttles
down with his marriageable daughter
(Petula) and a crock o gold stolen from
the fairyfolk back home, has not stood
the test of time. For a sing-along liberal
of 1947, it was easy enough to smile at
the plight of a bigoted Dixie legislator
(Keenan Wynn) whose skin turns black
on the strength of a wish; but such
jokes prove a mite embarrassing today
(though Al Freeman, Jr., comes on funny
as an educated Negro trying to devel-
op a bumper cop of mentholated to-
bacco). The show's score, however—by
E. Y. Harburg and Burton Lane—is a
Broadway semiclassic; and even the
homogenized Hollywood orchestrations
cannot dim its luster when Fred or Pe-
tula let go with Look to the Rainbow,
Old Devil Moon or Glocca Morra. What

PUT HER ON

These real hair put-
ons are a new kind

of make-out. At the
very least, they're
exciting, unexpected.
‘They are definitely
for the new breed of
cat. Life is short—
why not live it to the
Fullest. Who knows.
MAYBE THE GUYS
WITH THE BEARDS ARE
RIGHT, AFTER ALL?

(4

Regimental

Commodore
moustaches and
goatees are so real
we defy anyone to
tell them from the
real thing—even close
up. They're real hair: ;
each strand hand- \3
woven into the finest of netting that
looks like real skin pores when on the
face. Colors are black /brown mixture
or light brown (light brown goes with
almost any hair color but jet blach.)
Each kit comes with complete instruc-
tions and spirit gum adhesive in a
handsome red and black alligator
vinyl case. Inside face tray is [or safe
daytime storage after a nighttime of
happiness.

Zapata

Executive

Individual moustache in Executive kit. Only $15
Individual goatee in Executive kit. Only $20
Sideburns, matched set in acetate pack

{not illustrated). Only $15 per pair.

Goalee and moustache, matched set in
Executive kit. Only $30

COMMODORE PRODUCTS, DEFT. PN8
358 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. 10001

Enclosed IS $..oooeooneeeeee
.moustache(s) at $15 each.

in check or money order,
Please send me.............
[0 Executive

[ black/brown

...goatee(s) at $20 each.
[0 black/brown [ light brown
...sideburns, matched set(s) at $15 per set.
[] black/brown ] light brown

....moustache & goatee, matched set
at $30 per set.
[] black/brown

[0 Regimental 1 Zapata
[ light brown

[ light brown

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE ZIP.
Sorry, ne C.0.D."s. Add 50¢ shipping charge.
Add local tax. 3 weeks delivery.




©The registered trademark for B.F.Goodrich man-mode poromeric materiol.

In this world of
miracle fabrics,
youre in step
with shoes

Easy does it. From business to
pleasure, these new square-toed
slip-ons are as non-stop as your
permanently pressed shirts. Shoes
of Aztran have no inhibitions. They
repel rain. Shrug off scuffs. Come
up shining with one wipe. And no
breaking in. You get a true fit right
from the start. That's Aztran, the
miracle material by B.F.Goodrich.
Ask for it in shoes made by quality
manufacturers.

Amazing New

AZTRAN

by B.F.Goodrich
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Fashion is at the top with
the full turtle lock. Flat
knit of the finest zephyr
wool, Playboy’s Turtleneck =
Classic is double knit for |

twice the good looks. In

white, black, gold, medium

charcoal gray, marine blue

and brown, crested with

subtly stitched Rabbit.

Comes with snap-shut y
storage bag. S, M, L, XL
sizes. WB10801, $30.
Please order by product
number and add 50¢ for
handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your

name? Please send check or money

order to: Playboy Products,

Flayboy Building. 919 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, Ill. 60611, Playboy Club

credit keyholders may charge. 7

/rri

- "»guys and dolls

Show your playmate she's a living doll.
Surprise her with Playboy's hip hip hooray
cheerleader. Modeled after Playboy's
Rabbit, this plushy cheerleader doll
sports a black and white
Rabbit-crested warm-up shirt,

white wide-wale corduroy

slacks covering flexible wire

limbs. A Playboy pennant waves
high. You'll score points of your
own with this great gift.
MB33001, $12.50.

Please use product num-
ber and add 50¢ for
handling.

4
yd

Shall we send a gilt card in your name?
Please send check or money order to:
Playboy Products, Playhoy Building.

4919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Ill. 60611.

Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge. <

director Francis Ford (You're a Big Boy
Now) Coppola doesn’t know about big
musicals with tidy plots may work 1o his
advantage at times. though he scems
hooked on the notion that a perlormer
sclling a song must never. never. never
stand  still. Obviously moved from a
sound stage to the great outdoors when-
ever possible, Fintan has a country-fresh
air somechow reminiscent of The Sound
of Music—so don’t say we didn’t warn
vou. As for Tommy Steele’s leprechaun,
Og, the less said the better. Steele uses
whimsy like a deadly weapon: he man
ages to bludgeon the charm out of a role
in which dozens of second-raie actors
have been beguiling audiences for years.
Just close vour eyes, cross vour fhingers
and say “Fred Astaire” three times.

Alienation, not starvation, is the prin-
cipal theme of Hunger, the story ol a
man whose undernourished body and
soul wither away in Kristiania (now
Oslo), Norway, in the 1890s. Aesthetes
of cinema should find the film's peri-
od atmosphere richly rewarding in it-
self, for all the footage has the vintage
mat ol tintypes. Other movie buffs will
esteem this dark-gray masterwork be-
cause of Per Oscarsson, who acts the
leading role as though his life depended
on it. Feverish and wasted. he portrays
a have-not writer consumed by fierce
pride, still pathetically affecting  sell-
importance while he strugeles 1o survive
in a delirium ol want—gnawing a dop’s
bone, eating houschold dust and wood
shavings, attempting to pawn his cye-
glasses or the buttons oft his clothes,
feebly grappling with an improper
voung lady (Gunnel Lindblom, from
Ingmar Bergman's stable ol talented
sexpots) who likes to degrade hersell
now and then. As a case study of
compulsive sadomasochism. Hunger is
incomparable but also repetitive and
rather perplexing, for the scenario pre-
supposes knowledge of its source in the
novel by Nobel Prize winner Knut
Hamsun. Hamsun himself, disaflected
after passing an impoverished youth in
Oslo, twice fted by ship to wy his luck
i America—a bit of information worth
remembering at the end of the film, if
you are left wondering why a hero who
seems hell-bent for suicide abruptly sails
away from home.

L]

Ever since A Man and a Woman, as-
piring moviemakers have been acting
upon the beliel that all one needs to
create a memorable romantic film is a
photogenic givl, a brooding male, lots
ol color hlm, diffused cinematography,
catchy sound track and a picturesque
seting. French director Antoine d'Or
messon  certainly  assembled  the right
ingredients [or Lo Nuit Infidéle. So what
went wrong? His girl (blonde Christiane
Minazzoli) and his camera are a striking
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. ...Country Club Malt Liquor
d." n’t fool around. You get right
to the reason you drink 1t when you
dnrﬂ( 1t. Low 1n carbonation, so it's
shortion head. But, oh, what a body!

ext time you fr:(:l 111((: a coup]e
of bfers, get right to the action
with a Country Club.
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The Kings Road Collection
shows sports of all sorts how to
play the game.

The name of the game right now happens to be colors.
Especially mixing and matching them.

And the nicest thing about mixing and matching colors
from the Kings Road Collection is you don’t have to.

We’ve done it for you.

For instance, our on-and-off-the-links-knit
cardigan and sweater-shirt pair. -

What a way to be trapped! ) '“éx

In tobacco brown, blue chip, tabasco, aspen green
or chamois gold cardigan. (And black is back.)
And underneath it, a links-knit sweater-shirt in all
the very same colors and combinations—either
natural with accent stripes, or striped all the way.

The way we figure it in The-Men’s-Store is,
it’s not whether you win or lose that counts, it’s
making sure you look like a winner.

From our winning Kings Road Collection:
cardigan in Alpaca and wool, under $16.50; mock
turtleneck short sleeve sweater-shirts in Orlon®
acrylic, under $10; matching crew socks, under $1.50.

Coordinated with Perma-Prest® casual slacks
from The-Men’s-Store. The polyester
and cotton pair, under $8; the stretch slacks,
right, are dual-action Scotchgard® treated, under $9.

Charge them all on Sears Revolving Charge—
at any of over 2,500 Sears, Roebuck and Co. locations.

/
There’s a new look at A e

The store within a store at Sears, Roebuck and Co.
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Choreography of a SOUFFLE

Grand Marnier

9

g

Melt 3 T of bulter, Add 3 T of flour, blend-
ing thoroughly. Gradually stir in 3 cup of
hot milk. Add % cup of sugor and con-
tinve sfirring until sauce is thickened and
smooth. Remove the pan from the fire. Beat
4 egg yolks until light and lemon-colored
ond odd to the cream souce. Allow it to
cool for a few minutes and then odd Y cup
of Grand Marnier. Beat 5 egg whites until
stiff but not dry ond fold them in gently.
Pour the mixiure into @ buttered soufflé
dish which hos been sprinkled with sugar.
Bake in o 375 degree oven for obout 30
minutes or until the soufflé is light, puffy
and delicately browned. Serve at once with
Grand Marnier souce.

For o delightful souce, steep crushed
strawberries in Grand Marnier.

For delightful cocktail and
gourmet recipes, write for
our free booklet, The com-
plete home entertainment
cook book, The Spirit
of Grand Cuisine by
Saul Krieg, published

by Macmillan, now at
your bookstore,

ot~

PRODUCT OF FRANCE / MADE WITH FINE COGNAC
BRANDY / B0 PROOF / CARILLON IMPORTERS, LTD.
DEPT. PB-11, 730 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 10019

example of love ar first sight. When
D’'Ormesson isn’t finding new angles
from which to study her pensive moods,
her quick smile, her flashing hair, he
locuses upon a hero (André Oumansky)
who has plenty to brood about as a one-
time newsrcel cameraman half blinded
by an atomic blast. The couple’s cues for
passion are arranged for piano and gyp-
sy guitars. The place is the wind-swept
Camargue area of southwestern France.
While wild horses pound symbolically
across the desolate dunes beside the sca,
he and she spend a long evening abed at
a rustic motel, wondering in flashbacks
where their love has gone. She thinks
about giving herself to another man, but
decides against it. He thinks he may
have failed her, though he hasn’t. In the
morning, they make love. No problem at
all, really. Or il there was one, wild
horses couldn’t drag it out of them.
.

Outwitting a computer poses quite a
challenge for Peter Ustinov, who domi-
nates Hot Millions as an embezzler anx-
1ous to succeed in the elecironic age.
Impersonating Britain’s foremost techno-
logical genius (Robert Morley). Ustinov
ultimately persuades the infallible M505
to authorize a number of very large
checks. “I'm sure there’s a moral here
somewhere,” he mutters while enjoving
his forced exile in Rio de Janeiro, com-
fortably settled down with a zany for-
mer scarctary (Maggie Smith), who also
turns out to be a wizard of hnance. Karl
AMalden and Bob Newhart are on hand
to il two prominent stuffed shirts with
arch American know-how. An Ira Wal-
lach screenplay is a guarantee thar there
will be some reasonably Literate witti-
cisms aired as Millions inches along,
amiably razing the morality of the big-
business world—Dbut what it all amounts
to is insulficient fun. Lacking a dash
ol genuine originality, Millions comes
through as the kind of comedy that
might better have hitched its wass 1o
a star. Ustinov is a topflight second
banana doing a job cut out for David
Niven or Cary Grant. It’s as though the
show had unaccountably been turned
over o an illustrious supporting cast.

Every noteworthy scene in The Bliss of
Mrs. Blossom is stolen by the interior
decor. Thanks 10 a set designer whose
moment of wruth must have cost the pro-
ducers a bundle, the rooms of what ap-
pears to be an ordinary red-brick house
in suburban London are splashed up in
a showroom style best described as Pop
Art Nouveaw. From time to time, Shir-
ley MacLaine, Richard Attenborough
and James Booth parade through the
wonderland of pastel tulips and painted
woodwork 1o do their damnedest on be-
half of a comedy that stubbornly refuses
to help irsell. Shirley, as the bored wile
of a busy brassicre manufacturer (At-

tenborough), acquires a sewing-machine
repairman (Booth) for a household pet
and conceals him in her attic, where he
lives contentedly for vears. “I'm making
two men happy and I'm making myself
ecstatic!™ squeals she, womanly wise
to the fact that a hard-working husband
may look upon his bed primarily as »
place of rest. Mrs. Blossom's variations
on that domestic theme start off droll
and quirky, particularly when Scotland
Yard sends round a faggoty detective 1o
investipate the case of the missing re-
pairman. Unlortunately. with the main
plot still nicely abubble at home. the
bra tycoon makes a design breakthrou=!
—an inflatable brassiere of such magical
properties that Attenborough becor:es
world lamous, a virtuoso of the bust
line. Two incompatible styles of comedy
are at war thereafter, and the swollen
bazoom conquers all. smothering a trio
of blithe spirits and their pretuy-as-a-pic-
ture scenery under a plethora of broad,
brainless jokes about B cups.

The thoroughly modern young swin«-
ers of Stockholm, judged on the basis of
a wicked. brittle Swedish comedy called
Hugs and Kisses, hitve scored a bloodless
victory in the sexual revolution. Very
clever and amusing, they scem 1o have
no inner lives, no capacity for feeling.
What meets the cye is precisely what
they are. The hero (Sven-Bertil Taube),
a freethinking young haberdasher, is a
cool stick married to a photographer’s
model  (exquisite  Agneta Ekmanner).
Both wear their clothes like mannequins
in a shopwindow: vet a touch of real
humanity turns them on when the hus-
band olfers shelter to a parasitic, un
published writer (Hikan Scrner), who
moves into their fHat in exchange for
services as a domestic. The sad-sack
writer's demands on his hosts are rather
special, since he nods off every night
cradling a pelt of cat’s fur for security
and must be read to before he can fall
asleep. He ultimately iniuates noisy noc-
turnal orgies with a blonde typing
teacher and gives a dinner party for a
gargr of lecherous  ten-year-old  boys.
Wearing undershorts as his houseman’s
uniform, he shows up most mornings
with breakfast in bed lor three, His ec-
centricity imtrigues the glassy young
wile; her hushband’s bland detachment
annoys her; and the three are soon well
along toward establishing a workable
ménage a trois. Directed by Jonas Cor-
nell, Hugs and Kisses strives for a loose
improvisational air that somechow has
more spontaneity when the French do
it. 'This Scandinavian slice of life is a
little too hard on the surface to be en-
tirely winsome, a little too soft av the
core to be anything more.

A pretty singing contestant who re-
fuses 1o take up prostitution is burned



Will the portable radio you
plan to buy play your favorite records?

If your answer to our question was “no,”
maybe you should change your plans.

Maybe you should plan to buy the
Panasonic Swing-Way instead.

At first glance the Swing-Way isa
beautifully designed black and silver
FM/AM portable radio.

It fools you.

Because this Swing-Way is like
sométhing out of a James Bond movie.

You push a little button and out drops
a 2-speed portable phonograph.

It has a special device called Panasonic

PANASONIC.

200 Park Avenue, New York 10017

For your nearest Panasonic dealer, call (800} 243-0355. In Conn., 853-3600. We pay for the call.

$*CANADIAN PRICE HIGHER.

Auto-Set™ So when you set your record on
the turntable it will automatically change
to the correct record speed (45, 33%; r.p.m.)
you're playing.

We made it Solid State—and that
tells you it will last,

It has a 4" Dynamic speaker along with
built-in FM /AM antennas and continuous
tone control and that tells you it will
sound great outdoors where a lot of other
portables can’t compete with birds and
bees and surf sounds.

You'll have to admit that the Swing-

Way is really quite an unusual set and you
haven’t even heard the most unusual part yet—
that’s the price. It's $79.95* (suggested
list price). And that includes 6 Hi-Top
Panasonic “D” batteries and an earphone jack.
The Swing-Way, Model SG-610, is
worth checking into. And you can do that
by going to any dealer who is authorized to
carry the Panasonic line.
Ask if you can see the new Panasonic
Swing-Way —or as we like to call it—
The first portable radio that is capable of
playing requests.
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alive by syndicate thugs. Three innocent
bystanders are gunned down by bandits
in the streets of Milan, while a third
succumbs to heart failure. Memorable
for its soaring list of casualues and sun-
dry acts ol terrorism, The Violent Four is
an Italian thriller based on actual case
histories. That hard core of fact imbues
the usual cops-and-robbers formula with
such clearcut purpose that the movie
has broken hox-office records at home
and collected honors abroad. Though
Amernican audiences bred in the heart-
land of Bonnie and Clyde may find the
film’s  reputation  somewhat  inflated,
Four has merit as an indiccment of a
public whose “indifference, connivance
and silence” provide an agreeable cli-
mate for crime. Director Carlo Lizzani,
launching his headlong color essay in
the quasi-documentary manner ol a
camera crew assigned to a riot, begins
with a mob intent on tearing a gunman
to pieces 1n Milan. Then he fashes
backward, sketching out the obstacles
encountered by a dogged young police
inspector (Thomas Milian) whose mis-
sion is the pursuit and capture of a
quartet of bank robbers so recklessly
self-confident that, on one occasion, they
hold up four major banks in a single aft-
ernoon. Without letting the pace lag,
Lizzani adds some shrewd naturalistic
touches—a pussycat perpetually drows-
ing beside the police squawk box, the
constant nuisance of crank phone calls
from impractical jokers, and paranoiac
ladies who urge H.Q. to send a man
over. Lizzani’s ace in the whole, though,
is Gian Maria Volonte, who slams out a
chilling performance as the gang leader

a smiling, amoral psychopath, an in-
stinctive killer and a natural coward, by
any mecasure the man most likely to
make a career in crime look loathsome.

y g - available on sterco tape) is, of course,
Wilson Pickett, who won't disappoint
anybody as he rocks through the undu-
lating title tune and the pounding I
Found a True Love; the ballads, such as
It's a Groove. also strike home with

basic directness, and Pickett's phrasing
Say you forget your deodorant one is out of sight on Trust Me. Ouis Red-
morning. If you've been using Mennen ding’s near-mythical stature can only be
Speed Stick regularly, don’t worry. enhanced by The Immortal Ofis Redding
You'll still have protection left over from (e oeogaailaple fon st i),

Otis updates Ray Charles' 4 Fool for
yeSterdaY to he!p you tthUgh tOday: You and Sam Cooke's Amen: does
Speed Stick’s the deodorant that builds some personal testilving on 4 Waste of
protection day after day. With regular
use it actually builds up a resistance to

RECORDINGS

The Midnight Mover (Atlantic; also

Time; gets down to the niuy-gritty on
Nobody’s Fault but Mine and Hard to

56

odor. Enough to help keep you safe
even if you're occasionally forgetful.

Handle; and puts everything together
on the monumental Think About It.
Aretha Franklin’s LPs are beginning to
suffer a bit from sameness, but there’s
no faulting the soul or the savoir-faire of
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Qur Pacers combine the sporty look
of the popular penny loafer with the soft, lightweight
feel of slippers.
They're also hand washable, so they save
you shoe polish. And they're inexpensive
{(just $5), so they save you money.
The Pacer by Jiffies. It's what you wear
when you want your feet to
look casual and feel comfortable.

TFFIES’

LEMUKE FOOTwWEA

o o

- .._‘__'._._‘-..'J—‘L"F

W

Aeolher fing product of

How to look like you're wearing loafers but not feel like it.
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Hickory dickory dock
there’s a radio in this clock.

Most clock radios are radios table. And a lot more clock to look

with clocks in them. at. But you don’t spend a lot more
This is a clock with aradioinit.  money.
It wakes you up to commer- In spite of its rich-looking wal-

cials just like a big clock radio. nut-looking finish, it costs just

But it takes up less than 5 inches $19.95.*

square of space. We want it to wake you. Not
So you get a lot more night break you. SONY 6RC-23

A%1r taggprited relad froe
€ 1505 Sany Conp of A ¥inrt aur Shamepom, 555 Fam Auesue, ¥

The 1968 man’s watch: It’s not man-made.

Seiko makes it by automation.

A fine precision watch comparable in qual-
ity to conventional watches costing twice as much.

This is the modern way to buy a watch: pay
only for the timepiece and not the time it took to
make it.

The largest manufacturer
of jeweled lever watches in the world: SEIKO elelelele]

The Seiko automatic day-date
watch with stainless steel case.
Guaranteed waterproof* to 98.3
ft. $69.50. Other Seiko auto-
matic day-date watches begin
at $49.50.

*As long as case,
crown and crystal
remain intact,

BEIKD TIME
CORPORATION |
% ROCKEFELLER PLAZA
NEW YORE, MY, !

Aretha Now (Atlantic; also available on
sterco tape). I Take What I Want and
A Change are stomping soul-rockers,
while Night Time Is the Right Time
and You Send Me never sounded so
mellow.

-

Burt Bacharach and Hal David have
established a songwriting empire that
threatens to pre-empt the place of the
Gershwins in the hearts of all those who
appreciate adult melodies and literate
Iyrics. The melodic end has been given
its due by Stan Getz on What the World
Needs Now (Verve: also available on
stereo tape). Stan the Man works within
the Iramework of conductor Richard
Evans’ splendilerous arrangements (Claus
Ogerman’s The Look of FLove is the
exception):  there’s  Alfie, Wives and
Lovers, Walk On By, etc—all providing
beautiful bona fides for the team of
Bacharach and David.

.

Galt MacDermot's Hair Pieces (Verve; also
available on sterco tape) contains ten
songs from the rock musical Hair,
given a full studio treatment with horns,
strings and a smooth female chorus.
While most ol the selections lack the
vitality they had when performed by
the original cast. this set—highlizhted
throughout by MacDermot's deftness at
the electric piano—comes across in a
subtler and more subdued way.

; Y

George Wein Is Alive and Well in Mexico
(Columbia) as the impresario—piano
player and his stalwart Newport All-
Stars  concertize south of the border
and, from the sound of things, make a
lot of new amtigos. He and his cohorts—
tenor man Bud Freeman. clarinetist Pee
Wee Russell, cornettist Ruby Braff (who
is just sensational), bassist Jack Lesberg
and drummer Don Lamond—take oft on
cight evergreens with an  exuberance
that's a joy to the ears.

.

What with the movie version of Oli-
ver! in release, we'll be hearing more
and more of ns wonderful Lionel Bare
ditties. The title ode ol Jack Jones’
Where Is love? (Vicior; ulso available
on sterco tape) is one of the best and
Jones' handling of it is first-rate. Other
olferings ol intcrest are Light My Fire,
Suzanne and Valley of the Dolls. Pat
Williams has  contributed superlative
orchestrations throughout.

Cheap Thrills (Columbia; also available
on stereo tape) 1s the eagerly awaited
big LI by Big Brother and the Holding
Company. Janis Joplin's soaring voice
and soulful phrasing are brilliant on [
Need a Man to ove, Summertime and
Ball and Chain. However, Turtle Blues
is a too-conscious attempt at a down-
home sound, and Janis docsn’t get quite



the right backing on Picce of My Heart.
Like the Holding Company, the Jeffer-
son Airplane’s most unique asset is a
girl singer, Grace Slick; and—although
the group gathers plenty of momentum
on The House at Pooneil Corners—ithe
best moments of Crown of Creation (Vic-
tor; also available on sterco tape) occur
when she takes off on a suitable vehicle,
such as Triad or Greasy Hearl. The Air-
plane is back in its original bag, eschew-
ing the montages that characterized its
last LP,
.

Gary Burton Quartet in Concert (Victor)
finds the foursome stretching out
in the felicitous confines of the Car-
negie Recital Hall. Vibist Burton and
guitarist Larry Coryell—with strong as-
sists from Dbassist Steve Swallow and
drummer Bob Moses—cover both sides
of the LP with an absorbing variety ol
contemporary sounds. A number of the
compositions have been in the quartet’s
repertoire for a while; others have been
freshly minted for the occasion.

-

Gustav Mahler, last of the romantics
and first of the modernists, spoke in an
equivocal, lusciously tortured idiom that
grows more fascinating the better we get
10 know it. The quintessence of Mahler's
might and misery is to be found in the
last of his nine symphonies, a sardonic
and doom-ridden piece completed a year
belore his death in 1911. A new London
recording ol the Mahler Ninth Symphony by
Georg Solui and the London Symphony
Orchestra wrings the [ull measure of bitter
beauty from the complex score and is
casily the bestengineered version extant.
Mahler's growling Dbrasses, peremptory
drums and slashing strings have never
sounded so searingly real.

-

Sammy Davis Jr. continues his good
works on lLonely Is the Name (Reprisc;
also available on stereo tape), although
the title opus seems one of the weaker
links in the Davis chain. The great ones
are the hard rockers—Shake, Shake,
Shake, Don’t Take Your Time and Up-
tight—which find Sammy loose, man,
loose. The best of the ballads is Chil-
dren, Children—a lovely thing.

The Soulful Strings’ combination of
funky rhythms, jazz solos and orchestral
arrangements pays big dividends on An-
other Exposure (Cadet). Richard Evans'
charts suitably transform such material
as Otis Redding’s On the Dock of the
Bay and the Beatles’ Inner Light into
ear-lilling nonverbal adventures.

-

Britisher John Mayall demonstrates
on The Blues Alone (London; also avail-
able on stereo tape) that he’s a wue
master of the idiom, as he sings with
authority and plays all the instrumental
parts with effective cconomy. On Catch

N

Dan Reeves, hard-running halfback for the Dallas Cowboys, uses Dep for Men.

Dan Reeves has his hair styled.
Want to poke fun at him?

Watch it! Reeves’ll poke you right back. And you thought hairstyling
was for cream puffs. Like a lot of guys who once had crew cuts and
then let ‘'em grow, Dan faced a decision—to plaster it down or see a
stylist. This picture shows he made the right decision. A stylist can
make you look much better than a plain barber. And because he
trims your hair along its natural growth lines, it's easier to care for,
too. Part of the credit goes 1o Dep for Men Hairdress Styling Gel and
Hair Spray. They control your hair like
no greasy product can. And hold it in fw
place all day. Still think hairstyling is |
for cream puffs? Says Dan, “the cream
puff's the guy who's afraid to try it.”

Dep for Men—the hairstyling products
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nothing
about
kaywoodie
1S
ordinary

Precious aged briar, hand
picked from hundreds of burls
is hand-worked, coddled and
caressed to the rich perfection
that makes it Kaywoodie,

A comfortable bit is hand fit-
ted to each bowl. Note how it
feels just right in your mouth.
Then the Drinkless Fitment that
condenses moisture, traps tars
and irritants is added.

Small wonder Kaywoodie
smokes mild, dry, full flavored.
Looks like no ordinary pipe.
Smokes like no ordinary pipe.
There's just no other plpe
quite like Kaywoodie.

I{AYWOODIE

Send 25¢ for complete catalog. Tells how to smoke a
pipe; shows pipes from $5.95 to $250.00; other prod-
ucts:

write Kaywoodie, N. Y. 10022, Dept. D21,

that Tram, he plays mouth harp to the
accompaniment of a locomotive; other
tone poems, such as the driving Don’t
Kick Me, have a 1968 sound. America's
Butterficld Blues Band shows again, on
In My Own Dream (Elcktra; also available
on stereo tape), that it has technical pro-
ficiency; but the group lacks Mayall’s
sense of direction, and its performances
aren’t convincing. Luther Georgia Boy Snake
Johnson (Douglas) features the Muddy
Waters Blues Band, with guitarist John-
son and mouth harpist Mojo Buford shar-
ing the vocals. The group is nowhere near
the top ol its game, but it doesn’t need
to prove anything; and Bufords Love
Without Jjealousy, Johnson's Love n’
Trouble and the instrumental Chicken
Shack are solid blues that make no in-
ordinate demands on the listener,

Lana! (Victor) refers, of course, to the
sensational Miss Canurell, a singer for all
reasons. Chuck Sagle, who has provided
her with notable backdrops in the past,
comes through again in fine fashion as
Lana leans imto The Sound of Silence,
The Fool on the Hill, Can’t Take My
Eyes Off of You (O meter, what gram-
matical sins are committed in thy name)
and Gentle on My Mind. The material
varies but never the quality.

Herbie Mann, who has explored a
wide assortment of exotic avenues, set-
tles down into a [airly straightlorward
Jazz groove on Windows Opened (Atlan-
tic; also available on sterco tape). His
quintet is rock-solid with vibist Roy Ay-
Sonny Sharock,
Vitous and drummer Bruno
Carr aiding and abeuing the Mann
flute. There are tunes by Donovan, Tim
Hardin and Jim Webb on hand, but the
total effect is jazz—pure and not so
simple.

€rs, gumtarist bassist

Miroslav

Cheers for Fats Domino. In an era of
pretentious pop stars, it’s a joy to hear
Fats Is Back (Reprise; also available on
sterco tape). The Fat Man’s barrelhouse
piano and his earthy but delicate vocals
have never sounded better than on Ay
Old Friend, Make AMe Belong to You
and a pair ol Lennon-McCartney songs,
Lady Madonna and Lovely Rita.

The Blue Yusef Lateef (Atlantic
available on stereo tape) is by far his
best effort to date. With the exception
of Get Over, Gel Off and Gel On (pi-
anist Hugh Lawson’s composition), the
numbers are all Lateef originals. Lateef

also

displays his versatility on tenor sax, a
variety of lutes and such esoteric instru-
ments as the shannie, Taiwan koto, tam-
boura and scratcher. Helping the cause

are such splendid sidemen as the afore-

Blue
and

mentioned Lawson, trumpeter
Mitchell, guitarist Kennv Burrell
harmonica wizard Buddy Lucas.

Music from Big Pink (Capitol: also avail-
able on stereo tape) contains 11 tracks by
five musicians known mainly as former
accompanists of Bob Dylan. While no-
body in the untitled group really sings
well. it doesn't matter: their instrumental
conceptions and their togetherness are a
gas on the likes ol Robbie Robertson's
To Kingdom Come and Richard Man-
uel’s We Can Tall:. All in all. it's one of
the best folk-rock sets we've heard.

THEATER

Two [ragmentary plays by Brian Friel
(the Irish author ol Philadelphia, Heve
I Come) are united by a common title,
and an uncommon actor, Art
Carney. In the first piece, a curtain raiser
called Winners, Friel's pellucid style
makes up for the fact that Carney has
little to do. He merely exudes humanity

Lovers,

as a sort ol Owr Town commentitor
whose words provide touching counter-
point to a tragic, altogether persuasive

love idyl between a betrothed lad and
lass on 2 hilltop overlooking their native
Irish village. This is the last alternoon
of their lives, the narrator confides—the
day both drown in the lake below. And
that unhappy revelation lends a biter-
swect relevance to everything they say
and feel as they laugh, or quarrel, or
mock their neighbors—iwo innocents
dancing toward oblivion, dreaming sadly
predictable little dreams about a future
that will never be.
event, Losers, would be much less satis-
factory, except for the opportunity it
affords Carney to loosen his suspenders
and clear the way for liberating laughter.
Slipping in and out of the antics on stage
without damage to his brogue, he monol-
ogizes about the courtship and marriage
of a salty rogue who enjoys his last devil-

The eveming's main

may-care hours of lust before old age,
religion and womenlolk subdue him.
Though the play itsell is penny-ante
improvising, Carney’s perlormance has
the glimmer of gold. IE his blarney
doesn't captivate you, his timing will,
especially when he goes to call upon his
flabby hancée, whose invalid old mum
lies upstairs worshiping her saints and
ringing a large bell the moment those
long spans of silence hint of hanky-
panky in the parlor. To stay the bell
whene’er his ladylove Hattens him on her
sofa, Carney begins loudly reciting Gray's
Elegy in a Country Churchyard; seldom
has low comedy reached so high an estate.
Following a limited engagement at Lin-
coln Center, Lovers has moved to The
Music Box, 239 West 45th Strect.



News from Longines, The World’s Most Honored Watch

Accuracy Guaranteed to a Minute a Month!"

L ONGINES ULTRA-CHRON

Incredible Performance Providing Accuracy Within an Average of
Two Seconds per Twenty-four Hour Day!

Not merely another great Longines, but the great- @ Automatically self-winding without need of a battery!
st in an cventful century of most honored Longines. The
most significant departure from conventional watches since
the key-wind models of four generations ago. Incredible ac- @ Constant sweep-second hand for precision timing.
curacy that does not vary more than an average of two
seconds within a twenty-four hour day! Incredible depend-
ability. uncanny precision and exciting, contemporary styl-
ing. The Kind of innovation you’ve come to expect from @ From $115 to $625, exclusively at Franchised Longines-

e Features an automatically changing calendar date!

® Longines exclusive All-Proof” protection against water,
dust, shock and magnetism, provides utter security!

Longines, The World's Most Honored Watch! Wittnauer Jewelers coast-to-coast, right now!
e (BN > §B% AR T
‘ﬁ@!‘ &H@? 5T LONGINES The World's Most Honored Watch® é {‘_ﬁz 1
10 ‘}':\“l'..lt.::-; ::z;:"-n‘lus Longines-Wittnauer Bliiidi!“lg, 580 Fifth Avenue, New York, N. Y. - Montreal /Geneva urlx;l:'::::; ‘w::(rj"l‘ll r\'nn
Iil(,m-s:[‘ UHM:.IuAI(JIl\ .I![mnls *¥our Ultra-Chron will, it necessary, be adpusiod 1o ihis tolerance by your Franchised Longines-Witlnauer Jeweber, Guarantes is 1or one year. AND ('m-'lL.\rlassnrta‘rums
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IT'S called Toshiba Portable People

Land. Don't smile. We make special
kinds of portables for it. They're created
inside and out to take the jolts and jars of
the active portable people.

It's where portable Color TV pictures stay
brighter, sharper. Take the Spectrum II
to your left. We built a special Toshiba
Spectronic picture tube with almost twice
the color dots per-square-inch as similar
sized sets. Result: Incredible detail,
clarity. We bonded a high tensile strength
steel band to the tube. Result: Extra
ruggedness. Toshiba solid slate devices

There is a land where knobs hardly ever fall off

replaced troublesome tubes for even
more reliability.

How about portable radios with sound that
doesn't wear out before your second set
of batteries? Ours won't because they're
**Duraligned,” precision-crafted.(The
portable to your right on the gate pops
out of that stay-at-home speaker cabinet.)

For more information on the beauties pic-
tured above, please read the fine print
at right. Or, visit Portable People Land at
your Toshiba dealer's and ask about the
famous Toshiba warranty!

(On the gate, left to right) 1. Spectrum 11. Tashiba port-
ble Color TV, €9 sq. inch picture. $289.50.* 2. The
Porla Corder. Solid state battery/plug in cassette tape
recorder. $99.50.* 3. The Sun Valley. "Sun Screen'’ port-
able TV, 75 sq.in. picture. $99.50.% 4. The Lnlwer‘l'abln
olid state FM/AM combination portableftable radio.
94.50%. (Background, left to right) 1. The Londonaire.
Warld's thinnest solid _state shirtpocket FM/AM.
$34.50.* 2. The Touch-A-Tune. Touch tuning s::hd :.lahn
MIAM rarlahlo Battery/plug-in. $59.50.*
Nassau. 12 transistor FMJAM 2-in-1. $79.50.* d 'ﬂne-
Haton., Solid state 100 mw. transceiver. $59.50.*
M facturers s ted retail price.

oshiba

THE INTERNATIONAL ONE
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B about to become engaged and I'd
like to avoid that corny moment when
the guy hands his girl the ring and, in-
stead, slip it to her in a superclever way.
For example. one [riend froze the ring
in an ice cube and put it in an on-the-
rocks martini he made for her. When the
ice melted, the ring was left. Have you
any ideas>—G. B., Kenosha, Wisconsin.

You could surprise her with a cement
block in which the ving has been
embedded and hand her a jackhammer.
Or you might try it our way and proffer
the ring in a small velvet box, followed
by the hopelessly corny ritual of a big
kiss and a warm embrace.

A : formal dinner party, my attrac-
tive table companion turned to me and
muttered, “My God, Fred, we've been
seated below the salt!” T didn’t want to
display my lack of erudition, so [ merely
nodded sheepishly. What did the lovely
lass mean? To make matters worse, my
name sn't Fred—P. R., Louisville, Ken-
tucky.

In the Middle Ages, the salicellar
was placed midway on the table. Hon-
ored guests were sealed between the
host (at the head of the table) and the
salt. The hoi polloi was relegated below
this arbitrary boundary line. However,
any significance attached to this 15 now
as outdated as the crossbow, Clarence,

I never dreamed that life could get so
serious by the time one reached the age of
20. 1 am in the Army and have made two
girls pregnant. They're both over 18 and
1 promised each that I would marry her
if this should happen. But I hate the
thought of marriage and sull have the
wild urge 10 be free. Besides, I do not
love erther of these two and have a won-
derful girl back home. What can I do
now?—B. C., Fort Benning, Georgia.
Marriage won’t help anyone out of
this mess. Approach each girt with the
truth and with a willingness to meet her
parents to determine what course she
should take. The Red Cross or your
base chaplain can probably assist you with
a list of available counseling services
that can {rovide guidance for this de-
cision. Once you have arrived at an hon-
est settlement of the girls' problems, get
yourself some help in understanding how
fo live with a person as irresponsible,
deceitful and self-centered as yowrself.

I o recent Playboy Advisor answer,
vou explained how a man with foresight
could have profited handsomely by sav-
ing silver certificates, I wish I had been
so fortunate. Now I've noticed that coin

dealers are offering seven percent over
face value for all silver quarters, dimes
and half dollars. Do vou have any idea
what's going on here?>—P. D. Z., Bryan,
Texas.

Speculation. The price of silver has
risen o a point where the silver content
in coins minted prior to 1965 makes
them worth more than their face value.
(There’s little or no silver in the copper-
nickel “sandwiclk’ coins the Government
is now minting.) At presstime, when sil-
ver was selling at 82.15 a lroy ounce,
each pre-1965 silver half dollay was
worth 86¢; quariers were worth 43¢;
dimes, 17¢; and silver dollars—if you had
any—iwere worth §1.84. The coin dealers
are presumably hoping the value of sil-
ver will continue lo increase, to a point
where they can make a profit by selling
whatever silver coins they've bought.
There's one problem, though: 1f a profil
is lo be made, somewhere along the line
the coins will have to be melted down.
This is ex pensive—and stricily illegal for
anyone except the U.S. Treasury, which
has alveady culled hundreds of millions
of dollars’ worth of silver-bearing coins
from cireulation and 1s busily melting
them down itself.

Do vou have any words of wisdom for
guys, such as myself, who want to be-
come male fashion models>—D. R,
Queens, New York.

Gel into Manhattan and make an ap-
pomtment with a model agency and ask
them how you stack up against the com-
petition. If the reaction 1s affirmative,
they'll heip make arrangements lo pro-
duce a photo brochure (called a com-
posite), shol at your expense and then
matled to frhotographers, magazine ed-
itors, art divectors. etc. Although New
York, Chicago and Los Angeles are pri-
marily where the fashion action is, job
opportunities do occur in other arcas,
but they've usually grabbed up by estab-
lished talent. Your choice of atlive, of
course, will weigh as much in theiy judg-
ment as your physical proportions. Keep
your wardrobe neal, clean and pressed;
acecessories such as shoes, ties and shirts
should be up lo date and spotless. Last,
make sure you have a modicum of mon-
ey i the bank to draw on between jobs
—success in this field is relatroely rare.

My secretary is half my age, an efficent
worker and very attractive. She is married,
but not happily. I am a scientist and
enjoy a wonderful home life with my
family. My problem is that the girl wants
to have an affair with me and 1 find
the idea appealing. 1 would like to keep
her as a good searetary and I know the

A drop

makes quite
a splash

English
feather

TOILETRIES FOR MEN

SHOWER SOAP ON A CORD $2.00
DEODORANT STICK Or AEROSOL $1.25
AFTEF..3HAVE from $2.00

SHAVE CREAM from $1.00

Products of MEM Company, Inc.. Northvale, N, J. 07647
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Please send me___sets of Cutty Sark glasses

at $3.00 per set of four, postpaid.
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two relationships are not compatible. In
a sense, I know what is right, but I'm
a red-blooded guy and this gal could
charm smipers out of trecs—T. B., Wash-
ington, D.C.

You may be the boss, but you are in
danger of pulling your secretary in
charge. Tell her cleavly that you are un-
willing to visk personal involvement and
that if she wishes to slay on the job, it’s
with the understanding that your “wonder-
ful home life” is more important to you—
and more difficult to come by—than a
good secvetary. And memovize that notion
for your own benefit, too.

Can you tell me how the name marijua-
na—which I believe means “Mary Jane”
in Spanish—came to be applied to the
happy herb?>—H. A., Akron, Ohio.

Perhaps it's because Mexicans—Ilike
other people—are prone to give things
affectionale female nicknames. In the
case of pot, a contributing consideration
could have been the fact that enly the
female plant contains the active drug—
whiclh has been of feminine gender in
Mexican slang for ages, going under such
names as Rosa Maria, Dona [Juanita,
Maria Johanna.

White nome on leave from the Air
Force, I ran into an old girlfriend and
we spent several wonderful days togeth-
er in a motel. When I got back to the
base, I found I had contracted a venere-
al disease. The timing and circumstances
made me rcasonably certain where it
had come from. I wrote to the girl, ex-
plaining the situation as dclicately as
possible—even allowing for the outside
chance that she might have gotten it
from me. She wrote back, half crazy
with hate, asking how I dare even imply
the possibility of her having given me
the disease and telling me that a genile-
man doesn’t tell a lady something like
that. Should I not have written her (and
possibly let her get seriously ill or spread
it further), or should I have contacted her
through a third party, or was I right to
do what I did?>—C. H., Cannon AFD,
New Mexico.

You were vight to do what you did
and exactly as you did it. Her anger
was based on either shock or fear and
we would vecommend thal you wrile to
her again, explaining calmly and sym-
pathetically that while it no doubt comes
as a shock, her own peace of mind would
be well served by consulting a doctor.
Venereal disease is curable and leaves no
residual effects when treated promptly
and properly. Unireated, it will unfail-
ingly leave behind it a wake of tragedy.

Wh:u's the difference between a conical
and an elliptical phono stylus>—P. P.,
Milwaukee, Wisconsin.

A conical stylus has a cone-shaped tip
and is the more commonly used type. In

the past few years, however, hi-fi engi-
neers have found that certain types of
distortion can be reduced by employing
an elliptical needle, the shaft of which
has a flatlened oval circumference. Since
the cutting stylus used in recording studios
has a similar shape, the higher-priced
elliptical stylus can more closely reproduce
its motions and, thus, the original sounds.
However, because the elliptical needle
presses on a greater portion of the record
groove, it may cause more wear on your
discs if the tonearm and cariridge track
at more than a couple of grams. Ask your
dealer for advice on which is best for your
own record player.

A. embarrassing impasse exists be-
tween my girl and me. She was totally
inexperienced sexually when I met her,
but she seemed willing to learn from—
and with—me. However, for some rea-
son, she finds the sight of the erect male
organ screamingly funny. There's noth-
ing peculiar about me and it turns me
off to be laughed at. Two recent at-
tempts at lovemaking have ended on
a sour note. Her efforts to stifle her
laughter just intensify the outbursts and
I literally can’t stand for it. What to
do?—B. P., Nome, Alaska.

We agree; it's no laughing maller.
Her giggling is probably an involuntary
expression of anxiely, traceable to fears
about sex. Try making love in the dark
for a while and in relaxed moments get
her to talk about her fears while you
reassure her. This, plus a little more ex-
perience, should dissipate her tensions
and replace laughter with lovemaking.

For two years my girl and I were in
love and planned to marry. Now, sud-
denly, she wants to break our engage-
ment. She claims she doesn’t love me
anymore; but when I ask her why. she
can only shake her head and reply, “I
don’t know.” Clearly, this means she
doesn’t know her own mind, and I think
she still loves me. How can I persuade
her that her notion about her feelings is
incorrect?—R. N., San Marcos, Texas.
The fact that people can't give reasons
for their feelings doesn’t mean they don’t
know how they feel. If she wants to
break off with you, this should be taken
as evidence that she, indeed, doesn’t love
you. We don’t like dashing your hopes,
bul wishful thinking is a big obstacle to
looking around for new dates—which is
what you ought to be doing right now.

How w1 go about entering a film
short in a forcign film festival>—G. L.,
Darien, Connecticut.

First, to ensure that you put your best
footage forward, review your film for
clarity, technical goofs and sloppy edil-
ing. Then have a new, unspliced
print made and send the flick plus ten
dollars to the Council on International
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to shake your world.

i

]

71 Wi i&
R\\ .Eﬁ‘ L )

\\\

x\

Essence de Chantilly
by Houbigant.



PLAYBRBOY

66

LT e T Te LTI S HOATUTH s 1] II!III'I1Iﬂl!ll!lil!l!il!lll[IIIIIIIK!IIIIIIIIHII'.'IIIIIIIIIIIHIIIlIl'lllIluﬂIlIlIIIlIUIlIlIIIlIIulII'IlIIIIIUK__—?

I

RENCH
HRINER,

s UHTTE s PN ST

Never such comfort
that looks so smart . . .
or style that gives

such comfort. Selecta
SOFT-LIFE style . . .
and let yourself

be pampered.
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SWITCH TO EMERGENCY PLAN B. P

1/
Meet the AMPHORA shipping departrment. They've got |
the toughest job on the continent . .. how to get |
AMPHORA cut of Holland. The Dutch burghers want to
keep encugh AMPHORA for themselves. Because
AMPHORA is the largest selling imported tobacco in
the States, and still growing, maybe our Dutch friends
have something to worry about. But don't you worry.
It isn't easy, but there will always be an ample amount
of AMPHORA on your dealer's shelves. We hope.

DOUWE EG)

AMPHORA

@’@ M,-};rmvd‘

Superb Dulch tobacco shipped here . . . cautiously.

AMPHORA Brown-Regular; AMPHORA Red-Full Aromatic; AMPHORA Blue-Mild Aromatic

A blend of Douws Egberts Honinklijke Tabaksfabriek, Litrecht-Holland.

Nontheatrical Events (CINE), 1201 16th
Street. N.W., Washington, D.C. 20036.
The Council sponsors an annual contest
to determine what tndependently made
shorts will be entered in foreign compe-
tition. A regional board will review your
entry, which, after additional screenings,
may be placed among those selected.

UIN.il recently, my fiancée and I were
both inexperienced sexually. Now, we've
had intercourse several times, and each
time I have been unable to control my
ejaculation beyond about two minutes.
She is extremely responsive, and 1 have
been able to bring her to orgasm by
means of posteoital sexplay. In  addi-
tion. I have wied other recommended
techniques, such as thinking about nen-
sexual matters during intercourse, but
find that these methods tend to work
only occasionally. Since we both would
like her 1o reach climax during inter-
course, is there any way I can condition
myself to achieve a more normal reac-
tion7—T. Y., Columbus, Ohio.

Your reaction is normal now—for a
man lo whom sexual intercourse is a
new experience. To develop control over
the timing of your ejaculation requires
experience, regularily of intercourse and
a keen interest in your partner’s pleas-
ure. The important thing is that there
be real communication between you and
her; both of you must feel free to talk
about what you want sexually at any
particular time. According to rvesearch
by Masters and Johnson, before you can
successfully condition yourself to delay
your ejaculation, you must fost learn to
sense the level of sexual stimulation that
immediately precedes the stage of or-
gasmic inevitability (just prior lo ejacu-
lation). When you've learned to identify
this, ask your partner’s help in ve-
maining relatively inactive until the
urge dies down, then start coital activity
again. In the beginning, you may have
Lo start and stofp many lLimes; bul even-
tually, you should d'r.-m'.r'r)p a sure sense
of conirol.

There are other suggestions thal can
be obtained from a thevapist or a physi-
caan trained in the facls now known
about sexual vesponse. However, the key
factor, not only for male control but
for all aspects of effective and mutually
pleasurable sexual rvapport, is full com-
munication,

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all lettevs to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Awve., Chicago, Illinois 606]1. The
most prm'o(rrff;‘(’_, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.



Who ever heard of combining
a cassette tape recorder/player
with a portable AM/ FM radio
SO you can record off the air
wherever you go?

You have. b ﬁ

AMFEX CORFORATION

CONSUMER & EDUCATIONAL FROOUCTS DIVISION
2201 T AVENUE
ELK GROVE, ILLINOIS &0007

The new Ampex Micro 30, battery and AC, automatic volume control, cassette tape recorder/player and FM/AM radio.
Write Ampex, Dept. 543, 205 W. Touhy, Park Ridge, Ill. for your free color brochure of Ampex cassette tape recorder/players.
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sportcoats » rery our-
part plaid sportcoat by Clubman
in burnt sienna, mar! grey, olive
and buff. Tailored of puye wool.
Clubman'’s fourparter. .. unquestion-
ably the measure of a man.

About sixty doliars clubman * 1290 avanue of the amaricas * n.y., n.y. 10019




THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

CONTRABAND CONTRACEPTIVES
I was interested in the tale of the
Swedish girl compelled by a Customs
official to throw her diaphragm into the
Hudson river (The Playboy Forum,
August).
What next? Will the Customs Burean
start X-raying lor I. U. D.s?
Ronald Weston
San Francisco, California

THE POPE AND BIRTH CONTROL
Despite Pope Paul's work in behall of
peace and social justice, we have yet to
hear him categorically condemn any of
the following as mortally sinful, against
nature and florbidden to good Catholics:
the manulacture ol nuclear and thermo-
nuclear weapons, the bombing ol civil-
1ans, the use of weapons such as napalm,
the pollution of the air and the water,
research in methods of mass murder (such
as chemical. bacteriological and biologi-
cal warfare) and the practice of racial in-
justice, The Pope has, indeed, expressed
his distress over these things, but he has
reserved absolute moral prohibitions for
the use of birth control. Is it because a
pill-taking houscwife in Kansas City is a
safer target than is a powerful nation
armed with jet bombers? Or is it just that
the Pope, because of his position and the
doctrines he believes, has an odd perspec-
tive on what is and what is not impor-
tant?
Charles Tyrell
London, England

CATHOLIC WIFE'S COMPLAINT

I am a Catholic,c, a woman who has
had two children in lour and a half years
of marriage. Before I was married, my
parish priest reminded me that rhythm is
the only permissible form of birth control
for Catholics. I told him that my men-
strual cycle was irregular and thar 1
couldn't wse rhythm. I was dismissed
with a “Tough luck, kid” attitude.

I have fought a baule between
church and conscience since then and
feel, truly, that the church is wrong. My
priest tells me that I am violating natural
law by using artihicial methods of birth
control. Will somebody tell me what is
so natural about the abstinence requisite
1o the rhythm method?

The birth-control methods used in a
marriage are the private choices of the
two people involved. Is it really the busi-
ness of a priest, whose only experience

with marriage is vicarious. to tell me
when and how 1 may love my husband?
It’s time the Catholic Church started 10
care for its flock on a person-to-person
basis, instead of handing down edias
from on high. Maybe people think God is
dead because His priests and ministers
arc memally and emotionally not quite
alive.

(Name withheld by request)

Wilmington, Delaware

DOCTOR ON TRIAL

I recently attended the wial of a doc-
tor charged with the death of a young
woman during abortion. My interest was
more than trivial, since I mysell served
25 months on an abortion charge not oo
long ago (The Playboy Forum, Septem-
ber); therefore, I suspect that T under-
stood what was happening better than
most people present at the trial.

The doctor claimed that the girl had
induced the abortion hersell, or had had
it induced, and had come to him when
she was in critical condition. The chiel
witness against him was the girl's boy-
riend, who testified that the doctor had
performed the abortion. Although he
had transported the girl itcross a state
line to obtain the alleged abortion, the
boy, who was the [ather of an illegiti-
mate child by another girl, was granted
immunity m return for his testimony
against the doctor. The boy’s Tather ad-
mitted that he had helped his son seek
an abortionist m this case. He also stated
that the doctor at first refused to treat
the gnl.

What is the truth? Perhaps the doctor
relented and performed the abortion.
which resulted in her death. Perhaps he
didn’t, and merely treated her alter the
abortion in an attempt 1o save her life.
Nobody knows the truth except the doc-
tor and the boy in question. The jury
believed the boy and the doctor was
convicted.

[ can understand the desperation of
the girl, the frustration and fear of her
boylriend and the desive of the [ather to
protect his son. Whatever way the doc
tor became involved—before or afier the
abortion—compassion was certainly one
of his motives, Each reader can decide
for himsclf which of these parties bears
most of the guilt. For my part, 1 see
them all as partially guilty and partially
innocent, but the major share of the
guilt must rest with the legislators who

A
reformed hippie
writes:

Like, man,

my search for

new intellectual
horizons was

going Nowheresville
until | switched to
Colt 45.

It succeeded where
my guru
failed.

A completely
unique experience!

©THE NATIONAL BREWING CO. OF BALTO., MD,
AT BALTO.,MD.ALSO PHOENIX » MIAMI « DETROIT
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allow our merciless abortion laws to re-
main on the books.

Can this conviction, in any way. pre-
vent another abortion or another abor-
tion death? Will this conviction wash
society’s hands of responsibility for the
girl’s death? Will lawmakers continue to
glibly shrug off their involvement, as did
one state legislator who wrote me: I
am not so sure that any woman who has
had an abortion should not die™?

Or will we think about these things?
When the laws against abortion are re-
pealed, few will mourn their passing; all
will benefit from the loss. When abor
tion is permitted as a medical procedure
rather than condemmed as a criminal
offense, the lives of thousands of women
will be saved annually by their being
able to get proper medical care.

W. J. Bryan Henrie, D. O.
Grove, Oklahoma

RAPE IN BLACK AND WHITE

After having read in rravsoy that
Negroes are punished much more se-
verely for rape than are white men, ]
thought you might be interested in the
lollowing case in Waco, Texas. A Negro,
accused of raping a pregnant white
woman, claimed that the woman had
consented 1o the act of sexual inter
course, for which he paid her two dol-
lars. The court didn’t believe him, and
he was sentenced to 99 years’ imprison-
ment. According to The Austin American,
his appeal was based on the argument
that the sentence was excessive and the
fact that since 1920, the average sentence
for rape in Waco was 12 years; and this
includes two other 99-year sentences—
“the only two previous cases that in-
volved a Negro male and a white
female.”

Nevertheless, the Court of Criminal
Appeals ruled that the sentence was not
too severe,

Donna Bradley
East Lansing, Michigan

SEXPATRIATED

In my profession (seaman), it has
been my good fortune to make port in
about every country in the world. I
finally settled in Thailand, because this
is where you'll find the swingingest
chicks on the whole planet. T was horn
in the cradle of the Confederacy, Ala-
bama, and I'm black and proud of it.
My opinion on the recent death-for-rape
debate in The Playboy Forum is that in
most cases where black men are convict-
ed of forcing white women, all the force
was on the other side. Those Southern
chicks are stone crazy on the idea that
we black men are oversexed. Soomner or
later, they go ape from dreaming about
it and just have to try one of us to find
out. Then, if caught, they protect their
reputations by crying “rape.”

In fact, America is crazy in the head
both sexually and racially; it's all tied
up in onc bizarre knot. Thailand is full

FORUM NEWSFRONT

a survey of evenls related lo issues raised by *“the playboy philosophy”

PILL STOCK STAYS STEADY

NEW YORK—Wall Sirect has passed
judgment on the probable effect of Pope
Paul’s edict on bivth control. After “Hu-
manae Vilae's” appearance, stock prices
of the major pill manufacturers took no
more than a Dyief and bavely perceptible
dip.

SEX AND THE STUDENT

A new survey indicates that in the 20
years since the Kinsey report was pub-
lished, there has been a 60-percent
increase in the sexual experiences of col-
lege givls, and that while there has been
no great change in the sexual activily of
college men, much less of it is wilh
prostitutes. The swrvey—organized by
Vance Packard [or his new book, “The
Sexual Wilderness,” and conducted by a
University of Conneclicul group under
psychologist Dy. Eleanore Braun Luckey
—was based on vesponses lo question-
natres sent to 2100 junior and senior col-
lege students at 21 schools in the United
States. Where the Kinsey report showed
that approximaltely 27 percent of college
women had experienced sexual velations
by the age of 21, the current study finds
that 43 percent of the 21-year-olds had
sexual velations. Of this group, 53 percent
had slept with more than one man and
33 pereent  acknowledged intercourse
with several or many partners. The figure
for college men who had patronized
prostitutes in the Kinsey study was 22
percent, whereas in Packard's survey the
figure had fallen to 4 percent.

SEX AND THE POLICE

A New York policeman was dismissed
from the force for living with a woman
to whom he was not legally wed, on the
grounds that such behavior “brought
adverse criticism on  the department.”
{The New York Times commented: “We
could think of a lot of other things that
have brought a good deal heavier criti-
cism—uwithout anyone being fired.”)

Meanwhile, in Washington, D.C.,
Federal Bureau of Investigation clervk
Thomas H. Carler, fired in 1965 for
having « woman in his apartment over-
night (“The Playboy Forum.” August
1966 ), has won the vight to have a jury
decide whether or not his conduct de-
served dismissal. Mr. Carter has stated
that he wants only to remove the blot of
being fired from his rvecord and will re-
sign voluntarily if he wins his case. The
FBI argued that it must enforce such
rules in order to carn the respect of the
public, which, it said, will not trust a
Government agency that permits its em-
ployees to “sieefy with young givls and
carry on.” Carry on, Carter.

DIVORCE REFORM

An attack is mounting against the na-
tion’s divorce laws and the legal concept
of “guilt” in marital breakup, According
to The Wall Street Journal, a committee
has been appointed by the National
Conference of Commissioners on Uni-
form State Law to write a model di-
vorce code for the 50 states. The code
will try to climinate entively from di-
vorce proceedings the necessity of blam-
ing one of the pariners for the failure of
the marriage, thereby making divorces
casier to get, reducing the emotional
stress involved and, perhaps most im-
portant, reversing “the long established
practice of using alimony as punishment
for alleged marital wrongdoing.”

Several states have already begun lo
move in this divection. California, Colo-
rado, Washington and Oklahoma have
removed from their statules the concepl
of “recrimination,” which renders di-
vorce unattainable if both spouses are
culpable. Over 20 states list separation
as grounds for divorce and several have
reduced the mandatory period of separa-
tion required before a divorce may be
sought. According to the Journal article,
California has a Family Court Act pend-
ing; it would place divoree in the hands
of a special court whose members are
trained in family law. And in Minnesoia,
one house of the legislalure has passed a
proposal that would require alimony to
be based on the economic civcumstances
of both spouses, rather than just the
husband’s.

THANKS FOR THE MAMMARIES

SAN JOSE, CALIWFORNIA—Two clinical
psychologists have lestified that lopless
dancers ave good for the health of the
country—mental and physical—and can
help the fallering marriages of specla-
tors. The testimony was given at a hear-
ing concerning the Ore House, a beer
parlor that features topless dancers and
waitresses. Dr. John Marquis, chief psy-
chologist at Palo Alto Veterans Hospital,
testified  that “Seminude females per-
forming suggestive dances can be good
for desensitizing anxieties people have
about nudity and sex.” He also praised
topless dancers for directing “a person’s
interest to good healthy heterosexual
relations—away from perversions and
hang-ups.” Dr. Marquis added that
seeing seminude females in public might
be especially therapeutic for women,
explaining that “many marital problems
arise because women are anxious about
their own nudity.” Dr. David Newman,
who teaches clinical psychology at San
Jose State College, also liestified for the
beer parlor.




INTERNATIONAL SMUT CONSPIRACY

sostoN—The New England Rally for
God, Family and Country heard Ray-
mond P. Gauer, execultve diveclor of
Citizens for Decent Lilerature, declare:
“The pornographic material right here
in Boston is beneath the dignity of
Sodom and Gomorrah™ and is a danger
to “the moral fiber of our nation.”

“The real threal of pornography is
that in destroying and undermining our
moral code, it weakens owr counlry’s
will to resist,” added Richard Barnes, a
California state legislator. “The Com-
munist strategy is to surround a nalion
and then weaken it from within”

WRETCHED OF THE EARTH

RICEVILLE, lowA—dn experimenl in
discrimination had results that were “ab-
solutely [righteming,” according to a
third-grade lecacher in this rural lowa
communily. The subjects, all white
school childven, were exposed lo two
days of unequal treatment based on the
color of their eyes. Reported The New
York Times: Students in the “imferior”
group, even though they knew thewr
status was only temporary and was
immtended as an experiment in sociology,
reacted with real anger, frustration and
despaiv. One student seriously consid-
ered dropping oul of school, and the
grades of the students in the under-
privileged group showed a perceptible
decline. “I was sick, I was simply dum-
founded,” the teacher vemarked, com-
menling on how much harm such
discrimination could do to a child in a
short time. The effect such treatment
must have on black students, when ils
duration is counted in years, not days,
was made poignantly plain by one of the
students, who stated simply, “I would not
ltke to be [so) angry all my life.”

IN BLACK AND WHITE

WASHINGTON, D.c—Follow-up studies
released by the President’s National Ad-
visory Commission on Civil Disorders
(the Kerner report) have revealed that:

» The “rviffraff theory” of viols is inac-
curale. Our urban wuprisings are not
started by a small criminal element in
the black community, are not deplored
by the majority of black citizens and
have involved many noncriminal partici-
pants.

» White racism is not quite as mono-
hithic as the original Kerner report
seemed to suggest. Surveys of urban
populations vevealed great ambivalence
among whites, but most whites have at
least some sense of the problems of
blacks in our society and ave looking for
solutions.

+ Short of brutal suppression of mil-
lions of black citizens by armed force,

future riots can be prevented only by
transforming the black slums into more
decent environments.

To reduce wiolence in America, psy-
chiatrist John P. Spiegel has suggested
that the new Nalional Commussion on
the Causes and Prevention of Vielence
investigale “the accent on ruthless com-
petition  that has been with us since
[rontier days.” Indicating that Americans
have a psychological com pulsion to “win
at all costs,” Dr. Spiegel proposed that
learning to compromise and even learn-
ing to be “a good loser” are national
characteristics thal we lack and badly
need in all the areas of conflict now con-
fronting us. Whites must learn lo sur-
render more power to blacks, he added.
since the only hope for resolution of
racial conflict is to lessen antagonism by
sharing power equally.

GUNS UNDER FIRE

This month:

= A construction worker shot his wife,
I8-month-old son and a police officer.
He was then shot to death by police.

* A small-town mayor shot at one of
his aldermen.

» An Il-year-old girl was shot to death
by one of her playmates.

+ A man enteved a gun stove, bought
a box of shells, loaded a floorsample
shotgun and blew off his head.

= A 23year-old givl was shot in the
back when a vevolver went off acciden-
tally. She died before veaching the hos-
pital.

Meanwhile, the gun lobby continues
to insist that criminals, not guns, hill
people and to imply that avims conirol
will not save lives.

A poll of Californians revealed that
70 percent of adulis in that state want a
law requiring every citizen who ouwns or
buys a gun to register it with a law-
enforcement agency. The same poll
showed that 82 percent favor a law pro-
hibiting all mail-order sales of guns.
These findings parallel those of Gallup
Polls of national opinion over the past
30 years, which have consistently shown
that the American public wants strict
gun-control laws,

Meanwhile, Congress consistently re-
jects effective gun legislation. On the
eve of Congress’ most recent rejection,
the Justice Department released the fol-
lowing statistics:

= On the average, an Amervican is fa-
tally shot every half hour.

« There are 42,500,000 gun owners in
the United States.

= In 1967, 4,700.000 guns were bought
for private use.

* States that have strong firearms laws
tend lo have fewer muwrders with guns
than states with weak firearms laws and
they tend to have lower over-all murder
rales.

of American soldiers on leave from Vier-
nam and theyre all balling everv Thai
chick they can get their hands on. The
same guys would go off their skulls if
they ever saw an Orviental male making
it with a white chick in their home
towns. In fact, they'd probably try to
lynch him. Perhaps, because the white
American is so hung up sexually, imag-
ining that the men of all other races are
getting his share of sex, since he isn't
getting it himself, this explains his racial
hatreds and his brutality. Tell that to
the President’s Commission on Violence.

John S. Williams

FPO San Francisco, California

THE QUALITY OF MERCY

In the August Playboy Forum, Her-
bert Kay implies that the opinions ex-
pressed in your publication concerning
capital punishinent are onesided. He
wonders what the answers would be if
vou “interviewed families of the murder
victims and asked what they would
want done.”

Last Christmas Eve, my father was
pointlessly murdered in his office in Van
Nuys, California, by a stranger with an
imagined grievance. My [ather died after
being shot three times. It is doubtful that
my mother will ever recover completely;
and certainly Christmas will now be a
time ol sorrow rather than a happy oc-
CAasion.

Neither my mother nor I wanted the
death penalty for the killer, who was
captured within a week, tried, convicted
and returned to prison. We hope that he
will remain permanently removed from
society. He is sick and his sickness is fa-
tal to others, Demanding revenge makes
no more sense than demanding the
death ol a typhoid carrier simply because
he is sick and his sickness can be fatal
to others. We would have been happy
to exchange the life of the murderer for
the life of my father; but it doesn't work
that way, does it?

Myrs. Pat Tritsch
Phoenix, Arizona

CAPITAL PUNISHMENT
Herbert Kay, whose lather was beat-
en to death by thieves, opposes the abo-
lition of capital punishment and attacks
the leniency of our courts (The Playboy
Forum, August). Paradoxically, one of
the men who may be considered most
responsible for interpreting the Consti-
tution liberally is Earl Warren, whose
father was also brutally beaten to death.
Janet Cooper
Boston. Massachusetts

DESERVING DEATH

While reading J. R. R. Tolkien's The
Fellowship of the Ring, 1 encountered a
passage that is the ultimate argument
against capital punishment:

Deserves [death]! I daresay he
does. Many that live deserve death.
And some that die deserve life. Can
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you give it to them? Then do not be
too eager to deal out death in judg-
ment. For even the very wise cannot
see all ends.

Michael Hunter
Ukiah, California

DRAFT RESISTANCE
Draft resisters such as Dennis Riordan
(The Playboy Fovum, Mayv) are coura-
geous men, even if the grear majority
of people call them cowards. One who is
willing to risk the anger ol his parents.
the scorn of his friends, the contempt of
society and a five-year prison term—all
for a matier of conscience—is certainly
as brave as any soldier. I say this even
though I shall soon enter the Army.
Tim Mountdemiit
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma

THE MILITARY MIND

I would like to cxpress my dissent
from the June Playboy Forum letter
titled “A Soldier's Conscience.” The
author takes exception to the execution
ol a captured spy by South Vietnamese
Brigadier General Nguyen Ngoc Loan,
wrongly terming it a violation of the
Geneva Convention. In Vietnam, as in
all wars since the dawn of time, a spy
has been considered the lowest form ol
enemy and is subject to immediate execu-
tion upon capture. The National Libera-
tion Front olficer executed by General
Loan was wearing civilian clothes and
for that reason was considered a spy and
treated as such. 1t was the legal execution
ol a spy rather than a “brutal murder”
that was photographed on the streets of
Saigon during the Viet Cong Tet often-
sive.

John P. Shinnick
FPO New York, New York

You are mistaken. The Geneva Con-
vention Relative to the Trealmenl of
Prisoners of War of August 12, 1919,
makes no special exemption for spies
ane includes the following protections
for all prisoners of war:

In no circumstances whatever shall
a prisoner of war be tried by a court
of any kind thal does not offer the
essential guarantees of independence
and impartiality as generally recog-
mized, and, in particular, the proce-
dure of which does not afford the
accused the vights and means of
defense. . . .

No prisoner of war may be tried
or senlenced for an act that is not
forbidden by the law of the De-
laining Power or by iniernational
law, in force at the time the said
acl was committed. . . .

No prisoner of war may be con-
victed without having had an op-
portunity lo present his defense
and the assistance of a qualificd
adwvocale or counsel.

General Loan’s one-man, street-corner

court violated all these provisions and
several others also; his action was illegal.

GUN CONTROL

The discussion of violence in America
that has appeared in The Playboy Forum
sadly becomes more and more timely and
important. One means of curtailing the
irreparable damage done by violence is
gun-control legislation. I'd like to point
out a few facts that pertain to this ques-
tion.

England’s policemen do not normally
carry guns; and last year, England and
Wales, which have 25 percent of the popu-
lation the U.S. has, had only 45 murders
by guns. Carl Bakal writes, in The Right
to Bear Arms, "OL all the 400,000 ¢rimi-
nals arrested in England and Wales over
a recent three-year period, only 159 were
carrying guns.”” Japan, with half of Ameri-
ca’s population, has stringent gun control
and had only 45 gun murders in 1967,
In 1966 in the United States, there were
6552 murders by guns. According to the
Uniform Crime Report, the U.S. homi-
cide rate is 5.6 per 100,000 people, far
higher than in any industrialized nation
that has strict gun laws.

A Gallup Poll has found that almost
75 percent of the American public sup-
ports tougher gun legislation. After
Senittor Kennedy's assassination. Congres-
sional mail was running very heavily in
favor of stronger fircarm controls. Con-
gress, however, had not enacted a new gun
law in the 30 years before passing the
present watered-down version, which was
part of the President’'s Omnibus Crime
Control bill. This is because, despite mas-
sive public support of gun-control legis-
lation, the opponents of such laws are a
well-organized, vocal minority that regu-
larly deluges Congressmen with  mail
when a gun law is proposed. The only
way to combat this pressure is for all con-
cerned citizens to write to their elected
representatives, write  repeatedly  and
urge all their friends to do likewise. Ob-
viously. mzil has an influence. Anyone
who fails to make use of this means of
reaching those in olfice will have to bear
part ol the responsibility if we don’t get
tougher gun laws.

Edward Burns, Jr.
San Pablo, California

SPIKING THE GUNS

We are two voung New Yorkers, one
a real-estate broker, the other a lawyer,
who have started an organization ol citi-
zens to seek effective legislative control
of the sale, possession and use of firearms.
The group is called RECOIL and was
formed because we [eel, first, that the
great majority of Americans are in favor
of effective fircarms controls and, second,
that because this majority is not organ-
ized into any cohesive force. its great
potential voice is being buried by the
well-organized gun lobby. We believe
that if those millions of citizens could be

motivated to express their views to their
legislators, it would hasten the enactment
of eftective gun laws.

We have proposed to our members a
letter-writing campaign that would re-
quire cach person to write not only 1o
his Congressman but also to ten or more
of his [riends, urging them to do the
same. Each of these would carry on the
campaign with ten additional [riends.
and so on. By making this a pcrsonal
appeal, by aiming our letters outside
New York State and by providing ecach
letter writer with a complete kit of in-
structions and materials, we believe this
effort can pyramid to several million let-
ters in a [lairly short time.

James A. Austrian
Burion Marks
RECOIL

Box 5301

New York, New York

GUNS AND VIRILITY
The writers of the motion picture
Bonnie and Clyde showed shrewd psy-
chological insight in portraying gun nut
Clyde Barrow as impotent. Men who
are obsessed with guns are men who have
taken up pistols and rifles as substitutes
for their pathetic, malfunctioning penises.
A man who is truly virile doesn’t have
to prove it by waving a [ake phallus in
the form of a manufactured weapon,
From my own experience and in com-
paring notes with other women, the facts
are plain: Gun nuts make lousy lovers.
Barbara Rurik
Chicago, Illinois

FUZZ V5. HAIR

A leuer in the July Playboy Forum
refers  accurately o the “intelerant
officers of the law™ and to their tendency
to usc unwarranted brurality against mi-
nority and unconventional groups. My
own experience bears this out. I'm a 20
year-old musician. Recently, while on the
road, one of the members of my group
was arrested on a charge—later dropped
—ol nonsupport. Upon his arrival at the
jail, his head was completely shaved.
Shortly afterward, another musician and
I wried to visit him. We were met by a
deputy, who said, “I don’t want you long-
haired bastards in my jail.” We lelt with-
out (Irgll“l(.‘lll.

When we returned to post bond for
our [riend, we encountered the same
deputy, who proceeded to rail at us, call-
ing us every dirty name possible. 1 admit
that I had more than I could tuke and 1
called him a “goddamned old buzzard.”
We went back to our car and were
about to leave when he came out ol
the jail, pointing an automatic rifle at
us. He ordered us into the jail, saying
that if we made one wrong move, he'd
“blow our damn heads ofl.” IHe scarched
us, taking all of our personal belongings,
and then placed uws under arrest for

(continued on page 178)
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ruasor s DON RICKLES

a candid conversation with the asp-tongued “mr. warmih’

With the following probe into the
potsonous  psyche of comedian Don
Rickles, the checkered career of our inter-
viewer this month, the intrepid Sol Wein-
stein, hits an all-time low. Undaunted by
the hate mail in response to his demented
“Playboy Interview” with Woody Allen
(May 1967), the cockamamie crealor of
that one-man blintzkrieg Isracl Bond
(whose superspy misadventures premiered
in PLAYBOY) foolishly accepied our assign-
ment—he was the only one who'd take
ti—lto confront “The Merchant of Ven-
om” in his lair at Las Vegas Sahara
Hotel. When his wounds had healed, Sol
sent us this report—C. O. D—scrawled
in body paint on the: torso of a topless
wailress:

“I lounged on the lawn of Twin
Hangnails, my ancestral estate in Levit-
town, Pennsylvania, chuckling fondly
whilst my beloved dog, Mimi, part Saint
Bernard, part Chihuahua, nibbled on a
new Alpo mixture fast gaimming favor
among our furry friends because it
tastes like a mailiman’s ankle. My daugh-
ter sat entranced al the aclivilies of
her 1969-model Barbie and Ken dolls,
which, because they came accoulered
with a full array of ballery-powered
working parts, were teaching her all
she'd ever need to know about the facts
of life. Stooping over his mother's flower
bed, my typical suburban son deftly
plucked an azalea heve, a jonquil there,
to afford the sun and rain a clear shot at
his Cannabis garden. In a hammock re-
clined the fair Mrs. Weinstemn, knitling
a sampler, LOVE LEVITIOWN, HAIGHT

“Hefner's idea of a stag film is ‘Bambi.
He nudged me while it was playing one
night and cvied. *Look, Don! The deer is
running from the forest fire?” His brother
had to keep explaining the story line.”

ASHBURY, and humming the catchy
score from Imgmar Bergman’s ‘The Si-
lence” Such was the bucolic bonhomie
of this lazy-daisy day when the accursed
phone burred inside. “It's rLAYBOY call-
ing, Stallion Thighs,” chirped my missus.
‘Wonder who the inlerviewee is this
trip?” I mused, Sonny Tufts? Judge
Crater?

“On came the same hard-nosed
PLAYBOY editor who'd dispatched me on
Woody Allen’s trail in 1967. He spat
two words into the receiver, heard my
audible gulp and added, in a softer
voice, ‘PLAYBOY, of course, will furnish
you full combat pay plus a weel’s R
and R in Sun City.’

“The phone tumbled from my hand; I
turned albino-white. Recovering myself,
I gritted my gums, snarled and punched
my wife in the mouth, yanked the bowl
from Mimi’s slavering jaws and sent
her off yapping with a brutal kick,
pushed my son into a thornbush and
broke my daughter’s heart by tearing
Barbie and Ken apart at the moment of
truth.

““For the love of heaven,” whimpered
the wife through a shattered §4000 per-
todontia job, ‘whal’s come over you?

“‘When I went on the Woody assign-
ment, I gol into an appropriate mood by
thinking small. Now I've been asked to
interview Don Richles.

“My brood began to chant the Kad-
dish, the Hebiaic prayer for the dead.
The ever-practical Mrs. Weinstein dou-
bled my life inusurance and made a hasty
arrangement to connecl with a lover,

~ R

“For my TV sevies. we took the best from
‘The Gale Storm Show,” ‘Lamp unto My
Feet! ‘The Hollywood Squaress and
L.B.].s favewell speech to his troops and
unified them into a veritable laff riot.”

specifying that the employment agency
send over any gameheeper named Mellors.

“Of course, the Rickles job meant that
once again I would have to postpone a
series of big-league projects in order to
satisfy Hefner's sadistic caprice: (a) my
screenplay for Sam Katzman about a
teeny-bopper’s hopeless love for a robot.
‘Gidget Balls Gadgetl’ (in a tragic final
scene, he dies of rust); (b) my novel of
a Middle Earih nun, ‘Hobbit Kicks the
Habit’; (c) a bonanan from the sale of
a naked photo of Raul Castre to Ram
parts for use as a gatefold; (d) my bril-
liantly reasoned treatise for the U.S.
Public Health Service in which I proved
an irrefutable causal link between stand-
ing on ground zevo at an H-bomb test
and death; and (e} my offer to labor at
the side of Dr. Christiaan Barnard on
the world’s first soul transplant, Ray
Charles’ into George Wallace's.

“The next day's post brought a plane
ticket {one way) from PLAYBOY. some
publicity stills showing Rickles dropping
napalm on Disneyland and a copy of the
tyrant’s best-selling Warner-7 LP, ‘Hello
Dummy? I had seen many a contro-
versial album  labeled “Nor  surrasLe
FOR AIR PLAY,” but never one that ad-
monished 'NOT SUITABLE FOR PLAY ANY-
WHERE." Nevertheless, I slapped it onlo
my phonograph, which slapped me back,
and I then listened in fear and trembling
to a scathing half hour of ethnic invec-
tive. But before the first side had hissed
to a close, the machine pressed its reject
butlon and self-destructed. Unfortunate-
ly, I'd also left my window open during

Ca
“I put the Sahara Hotel on the map. Be-

fore I came here, they had thrlling
lounge acis like Milo Waslewski and His
Accordioneltes, featuring Wanda Krop-
ntk, the first topless eggsucker.”
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the audition; a foresl of FOR SALE signs
cropped up throughout the neighbor-
hood as I packed my suitcase.

“So it was on to Vegas and the Sahara
via a blushing-pink, highly seductive
Braniff jet (which was attacked in mid-
air over Nashville by a randy TWA
707). After wolfing down a delicious
Braniff platier of baked storm window, I
dug into the authorized biography of
Rickles supplied by Grove Press.

“Born in Jackson Heights, New York,
to a solidly middleclass couple who'd
owned their own janitor, I learned,
Rickles had overcome his initial ‘shyness’
by involving himself in scholastic theat-
rics, t.c., the lead in Victor Herbert's *The
Red Mill;} the classic opercita about a
Communist take-over of a Social Demo-
crat granary. After graduation from New-
town High School with a diploma in
license-plate manufacture, he had spent
his semen first class with the Navy in the
Philippines during World War Two, al-
ternating between fighting the Japanese
and writing continuily for Tokyo Rose's
nightly broadcasts.

“His post-War trating ground in com-
edy was ‘the toilets” those tenth-rate
night clubs—such as Filopowicz’ Hawai-
ian Paradise in Hamtramck, Michigan—
that have served as the compost heap
for thousands of flowering showbiz ca-
recrs. Then came a prominent booking
at the famed Slalte Brothers Club in
L.A. as a last-minute replacement for
another comic, who had become violent-
ly stricken after receiving a box of Girl
Scout cookies from Richles. In the au-
dience that first night was Frank Sina-
tra, who found limself the target of
Rickles' sniping: ‘Hi, Frank! Remember
the good old days when you had a
voice? For reasons best known to him-
self, Sinatra instantly became a Rickles
nut, began to drag in his Rat Pack
nightly to boost atiendance. Soon the
netilesome New Yorker was a ranking
raja of the hate set and all of show
business was thronging the joint for the
right. to be lashed by Rickles’ forked
tongue. Realizing he'd fallen into the
right bag, Don has been excorialing his
auditors ever since.

“It took nine years, however, before
the TV Iycoons became sufficiently
courageous lo spring the sulphuric Rick-
les wit on unsuspecting home audi-
ences. After debuting on the Johnny
Carson show and demolishing the host,
he soon became a familiar fright wig on
TV’s other big variety shows—]Joey Bish-
op’s, Merv Griffin’s, Mike Douglas’, elc.,
and he hit the heights of hostility in
a memorable I3-minute stint on ‘The
Dean Martin Show’ last year, castigat-
ing a gaggle of gagging celebrities
who'd been invited by the thoughtful
Martin for the express purpose of having
their carcers destroyed before 30,000,000
VIEWETS.

“Rickles’ confreres in the night-club

fraternity have since bestowed the warm-
est accolades upon him at numerous
‘trade’ feles. Among them were Joe E.
Lewis, the famed Aristotle of the Botlle,
who croaked: ‘Don Rickles is in a class
by himself—because decent people won’t
associale with him’; and Jack E. Leon-
ard, who accuses Rickles of ‘doing my
act so long I'm going lo make a cilizen's
arrest” But perhaps the most cffusive
encomium came from Jackie Kannon,
no slouch in the venom league himself:
‘Don Rickles has grven diarrhiea an ex-
citing new egress.” Firmly established as
the Torquemada of the tongue, Rickles
now fronts his own half-hour show each
Friday night on ABC-TV, is co-hosting a
number of ‘Kraft Music Hall’ specials
and has been promised that his face will
soon grace a stamp—North Vietnamese.

“When I met him in Vegas, Rickles
was packing them in—personally, with
the help of a cattle prod—at the Sahara’s
Casbar Thealter. One glance at the bullet-
headed bawd ramming his jack bools
onto the stage, and occasionally onto a
vingsider's hand, convinced me that
someone had cut Mussolini doun from
the rope and infused him with a second,
even more heinous existence, Indeed, as
Rickles thrust out his belligerent jaw, a
column of Fuascisti rolled their tanks
through the crowd, weeding out defec-
tives for shipment to a labor camp.

“His press agent had guaranteed me
an interview al poolside; so the follow-
ing afternoon, I waddled through a field
of strewn-about keno losers to the star’s
webbed feet and kneeled in obeisance,
as is the custom, while he munched
angrily on a chef's salad.

“‘Cheap bastards, rasped the salrap
of the Sahara. ‘I ask them for Thousand
Island dressing and they give me mine
hundred and sixty-three islands.! Fling-
ing the plate into the wailer's face, he
snarled, ‘Tell Del Webb I hope lus next
holel ts built on a mine field in Syria.

“The beauteous Mrs. Rickles, who sal
beside him, flashed a look that said, “He
really isn’t this way all the time’; where-
upon, Rickles proffered his vight hand to
me in greeting, while he dumped hot
coffee onto my leg with his left. I looked
back at Mrs. Rickles, whose despairing
eyes said, ‘I guess he really is that way
all the time.

“Before he would agree to the inter-
view, he insisted on a set of precondi-
tions that seemed rcasonable enough.
He would squat under a huge umbrella,
his feet in a buckel of ice, while I would
lie staked out in the 115-degree Vegas sun
and howl in merriment cach time he
dropped a colony of sauba ants into my
navel, which he had smeaved with Smuck-
er's quince jelly. Satisfied of my cagerness
to please, Rickles showed his fangs in a
mirthless smile and spake thusly.”

RICKLES: You have 15 minutes, dummy.
I shall grant a few additional moments

if you don’t prove to be a complete
idiot, and perhaps as long as half an
hour if you amuse me.

PLAYBOY: Fair enough, Don. Why don’t
we begin by
RICKLES: What's with this “Don” bit?
Since when did vou become an equal?
It's Mister Rickles to you. And what's
with this “we™? All I see is one blinking,
nail-chewing little spy writer [rom Levit-
town who pathetically needs to conduct a
successful interview with a superstar to
save his flagging career. And who's that
dwarf with the camera?

PLAYBOY: That's Carl Iri, our Japanese-
American photographer. He just wants
to take a lew candid shots of you while
we talk.

RICKLES: OK—but what's he got in that
case, photos of direct hits on Pearl Har-
bor? Tell him to kiss my Sessue Haya-
kawa.

PLAYBOY: Mr. Rickles, we'd like to start
by—

RICKLES: Did anybody ever tell you that
you have exciting shoulders?

PLAYBOY: You're the hist guy to com-
ment on them. Shall we get on with the
interview?

RICKLES: You really need this, don't you,
kid? You desperately want to halt your
downslide back to oblivion, right?
pLaYBOY: Well. . . .

RICKLES: Then blow in my ear. Would
you like to call me “Don™?

PLAYBOY: It would certainly make for a
riendlier dialog.

RICKLES: Then do it. Say, did anyone
ever tell you that you have a finely
turned pair of ankles? I particularly like
the way your veins stand out when you
arch your instep, just like the tributavies
of the Amazon gleaming in the midday
sun. You're a bewitching boy—but I de-
tect a definite gaminess emanating from
this room. Doesn’t big-spender Helner
give you enough to buy a decent deo-
dorant?

PLAYBOY: As a matter of record,
aroma 15 English Leather.

RICKLES: You must have gotten it from
Lord Cornwallis’ saddle at the Battle of
Yorktown. And that bathing suwit: It
looks like it was cut from a casing on
Hebrew National Salami.

PLAYBOY: Don, we——

RICKLES: I've warned you once.

PLAYBOY: But you said we could call you
Don,

RICKLES: That was belore I got downwind
from you.

PLAYBOY: OK, Mr. Rickles. We'd like to
begin by——

RICKLES: Before we go any further, 1'd
like to tell you that I've read your Israel
Bond Spy stories in PLAYBOY, and an lan
Fleming you're not. You're not even an
Irving Fleming.

PLAYBOY: Since you'd like to get personal,
we've caught your act, and we've heard
funnier material on a sinking lifeboat.
RICKLES: Let me have that stubby, gnawed

that
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pencil ol yours [or a secord. I just want
to mark this down: “Semiunknown spy
writer [luttens big-time super-Jew with
devastating put-down. thus grabbing a
one-to-nothing lead in the wp ol the
first.” Go ahead.
PLAYBOY: For vears, the moguls of the
television industry shied away from you.
Why?
RICKLES: I had one major problem. I was
hilarious wherever [ perlormed. They
had a cardinal rule on TV: Who needs
Laughter? They prelerred 1o see some
guy on a game show hit a buzzer and cor-
rectly identily the davs of the week in
order, thus winning three weeks in Bor-
nco. On one of those shows 1 won the
trip, but who can fox-trot with a Pygmy?
Speaking of Pyamies, I knew right away
I'd have wouble selling mysell when 1
met the powers that be in the television
industry; they were dressed in Robert
Hall suits. Thom McAn no-scuffs and
T-shirts without sleeves, and they had
these tiny pimples on the backs of their
necks. Their biggest kick was getting up
at five AL o watch the daaly Tarm re-
ports and shouting, “Oh, look. Abner!
The heifer is making do-do on the sow!
Whoopee!”
PLAYBOY: What prompted the break-
through that’s made vou one ol the
medium’s hottest attractions?
RICKLES: Somchody at one of these TV
agencies came up with a wild new con-
cept. He called it “walent.” They hanged
him :t high noon on a scaffold in Rocke-
feller Plaza lor such blasphemy, but it
did help me crack through at last.
PLAYBOY: You've scored resoundingly on
all the variety shows. What kind ol rela-
tionship do you have with the various
hosts?
RICKLES: Let's start with Johnny Carson,
who's a peachy guv. I had dinner at his
home one night; he made us all sit on
the Hoor and shuck corn. Those Midwest
guys unever lorget their taproots. The
first time I ever saw Johnny in swim
trunks, I enrolled him i a Borscht Belt
health cub; a substantial Jewish meal
has saved more than one genule comc
from malnutrition. Mike Douglas is a
charming lellow, 1oo. Runs a real whole-
some, Lamily-type operation. 1 spent a
dav in his dressing room sewing name
tags on lus shorts so he could go 1o sum-
mer cump, and 1 gave him some animal
cricckers o eat on the train. Mike's an
ex—Kay Kyser band singer who used 1o
p(:I'IOI'm on those rmcmote broadcasts
from hotels in Pittsburgh during the
golden days of radio. The announcer
would say, "And now. Mike Douglas
steps to the microphone to ask the musi-
cal question . . " and Mike would for-
get the question. No matter what the
leader had scheduled, he'd sing Ramona.
Recently, I've started appearing with
Merv Grifin, another ex-band singer,

whose only hit record was I've Got a
Lovely Bunch of Cocoanuts, which gives
vou an indication of his musical tastes.
Merv used to sit in a high chair above
the Freddy Martin band, banging his
spoon and screaming, “I want my Fa-
rina, I want my Farina!” I'm generally
forced 1o spend an hour with him be-
lorc each show convincing him that he's
tall. His fondest memento is a daguerreo-
type taken ol him in the company of
Blue Bwmrron, Shep Fields and Harry
Horlick at & Lawrence Welk barbecue,
watching Harry James™ lip go bad.
PLAYBOY: Are you ias lond of Jocv Bishop?
RICKLES: Occasionallv. Joey nods 10 me,
starts to engage me in conversation,
then decides he'd better not. because 1
might make him Liugh and then his jaw
would crack. Seriously, though, I hate 1o
admit it but Joey has definiely eclipsed
me as @ st with his new country-and-
western album. When I see him, I'll have
1o give him a bhucket ol erits.

PLAYBOY: You're well acquainted with
most ol the funnymen in this business.
Who, in your opinion, are the genuine
powerhouse comics?

RICKLES: Jack Hskell, Regis Philbin and
Strom Thurmond. With a possibility ol
their being joined by Bud Collver, “Mr.
One-Liner.”

PLAYBOY: This TV scason, voure co-
hosting some specials on the Kraft Music
Huall. Since Kralt has somewhat ol a
conservative mmage, why do vou think
they decided 1o engage vour services?
RICKLES: Probably because 1 very
impressive i my interview with produc-
ers Dwight Hemion and Gary Smith. 1
wore @ dark, conservative with a
Reagan button, Florsheim shoes and, in-
stead ol a hanky in my breast pocket, a
grilled-cheese sandwich. And I was hum-
ming the Parkay margarine song. One of
these Kralt shows will feature Alan
King, a delightul performer who has
done for the suburbs what Nasser did
lor Egypt. Also with me will be Eddy
Arnold, who secretly [athered all the
Sons of the Pioneers.

PLAYBOY: Many critics thought your ap-
pearance on  the last Emmy Awards
show saved it [rom being a complete
bomb. Did vou agrec?

RICKLES: Completely. ' I'd been in
charge, there would have been some
drastic changes in the [ormat I would
have done %0 minutes ol cute pauer,
mailed evervbody their awards and then
shown a test pattern. 1 don’'t know how
interested some guy in Fort Wayne is in
seeing someone get an Lmmy lfor the
best cable pulling during a Miss Uni-
verse telecast, the best bulb screwing,
the best drawing of Charlie Brown by a
Czechoslovakian illustrator or the sexiest
lighting for an Excedrin commercial.
And they waste so much time on the
Emmy show. The announcer introduces

Wis

suit

the West Coast moderator, who mtro-
duces the Last Coast moderator. Then
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the West Coast moderator and the East
Coast moderator spend five minutes in-
troclucing themselves to the announcer,
who proceeds to introduce the caterer,
who introduces the headwaiter and ul-
timately the guy who dunks the wienies
at the steam table.

PLAYBOY: There was some talk that vour
own performance in a Run for Your
Life segment last season might win vou
an Emmy, but this never panned out.
Why?

RICKLES: Because my competition wasn't
exactly the three top balloon squeezers
on Ted Mack's Amateur Hour. 1 was
up against the likes of Sir John Gielgud
and Rod Steiger, and there was even a
rumor that God was entered in my cate-
gory. I was promised a consolation prize,
though. If anybody dropped his Emmy,
I was fust in line for the pieces. The
statuctte is supposed to be a high-priced,
gold-plated creation designed especially
for the Emmy show, but when I saw Dick
Van Dyke knocking his against the wall
to get attention, I knew it couldn’t be
worth much. The brass inscription fell
off, and underneath it I saw the words,
“To You. Claudette Colbert, for Your
Stunning Performance in It Happened
One Night.”

But I did enjoy working with Ben
Gazzara on Run for Your Life, and
I've given his producer a perfect way to
extend the series. The doctor says to the
doomed Paul Bryan, “We've made a
horrible mistake and read the wrong X
rays. You never did have a terminal ill-
ness, just a mild case ol house-itosis. So
come back next Thursday for a fumiga-
tion and you can do another 39 weeks.”
Incidentally, kid, this interview is going
on 100 long and it’s too brilliant to waste
on a clod like Helner. Screw him. Let's
sell it to Olympia Press as a dirty book.
PLAYBOY: That's twice you've malizned
Helner. What have you got against him?
RICKLES: You wouldn't print it if I told
you.

PLAYBOY: Come, now, Don, PLAYBOY is
nothing if not fair,

RICKLES: 1 agree with the first part of
that statement.

PLAYBOY: How can you be so vindictive,
when Hef had you as his personal guest
at the Mansion?

RICKLES: Hel had me as his guest for one
reason: He wanted to play trick or treat
with me in the dark. Did you ever see
Hefner in heat? It reminds me of a
melting Fudgside flanked by twe jelly
beans. He wouldn’t leave me alone all
the nights I stayed there. Kept sneaking
into my room with those hot, lovesick
Methodist eyes boring into mine. Want-
ed to know if I'd like my pillow fluffed
up, oftered to rub Ben-Gay into my
tummy. What a weirdo. When he isn’t
making passes at his guests, he sits
around that meshuganah Mansion all day
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in those brown pajamas. writing about
the sex life of a guppy. The man is
definitely bananas. He must be a gay
dog at W.C. T. U. meetings. To be frank
with you, I didn’t find it amusing when
he put a rubber band on his ass and
kept telling me. “I'm an airplane. Don.
Make me take off!” And that bedroom
of his. It looks like a Polish janitor’s. He
keeps jumping up, grabbing oily rags
and polishing the trophy he won [rom
Good Housekeeping for installing
“dancing waters” fountain in his bidet
I personally think that any guy who
hangs around Bunnies all day should be
retired to a carrot farm.

PLAYBOY: Why shouldn’t Hef hang
around with Bunnies?

RICKLES: He claims he’s too intellectual
too high-principled to molest these un-
fortunates, but I've scen his bathroom
towels marked mi1s and ners and HERs
and nexs and ners and. . . .

PLAYBOY: That ran once as a PLAYBOY
cartoon. Hel has always wondered
where you ger vour material. Have you
ever been privileged to attend any ol his
famous Sunday-night movie screenings at
the Mansion?

RICKLES: Yes. Whar a thrill. He sull
thinks John Boles is big in the business.
Hel's idea of a stag hilm is Bambi. He
nudged me in the ribs while it was play-
ing onc night and cried. “Look, Don!
The deer i1s running from the forest
fire!” His brother had to keep ex-
plaining the story line to him. and that’s
no bargain, because his brother is a
hockey puck. These Sunday-night movic
sessions generally wind up with a fest-
val of rib-splitting carteons. I must say
it's a trille dismaying 1o see Hugh M.
Helner, Playboy ol the Western World,
sex symbol of America's heartland, run-
ning around hitting his nose against the
walnut paneling and singing, “Ha-ha-ha-
ha-ha, ho-ho-ho-ho-ho! It’s the Woody
Woodpecker song!” Now I'm told he's
sunk some ol his ill-gotien lucre into a
gigantic Playboy resort in Lake Geneva,
Wisconsin. which is so square it's been
turned down by Shriners’ conventions,
He cn’t even get the Holiday Inn
crowd.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever been given a
tour of the Woo Grotto downstairs at
the Mansion?

RICKLES: That's where old Bunnies go to
drown at the advanced ages of 20 and
21, when Hef doesn’t want them any-
more. When I visited the Woo Grotto,
Lon Chaney was crawling around with
his Phantom of the Opera make-up still
on. And once in a while, you'd see a
dead plumber floating hy.

PLAYBOY: Did Hel play his 520,000 stereo
vig for you?

RICKLES: He spent 20 big oncs just so
he can pick up reruns of Don McNeill's
Breakfast Club without static. He keeps
the volume up so high you'd think he in-
vited Johnny Belinda for lunch. But he
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doesn’t even listen: he usually spends
the day up in his oflice answering letters
from subscribers, those tvpical queries:
“Dear Hel: I'm a zookeeper and I'm
having an affair with an anteater. Is
this wrong?” And Hefl always answers:
“Not il the anteater is a consenting
acule.”

PLAYBOY: Why are vou painting such an
unflattering portrait of Hel?

RICKLES: Ave vou kidding? Those are his
better points. Let me tell vou about
some of his less charming qualities—Ilike
the way he lets his porridge drip down
his leg when he ears. the disgusting
noise he makes when he sucks his Oval-
tine through a Flavor-straw, the tantrums
he throws when his valet won't Lift him
on his “horsic.” On top ol that, I happen
1o know that Helner purs silicone in
his malteds 1o make his breasts harder,
I could go on, but I don't want to
embarrass him.

PLAYBOY: That's very thoughtful. May
we change the subject now?

RICKLES: Not till T tell vou this theory 1
have about Hefner. I think he and How-
ard Hughes are one and the same.
PLAYBOY: This is a serious charge. Can
vou support it?

RICKLES: Hinve you ever seen hoth of
them together? They never appear in
public. They have the same initials. They
both made their fortunes i questionable
enterprises. They both wear white sneak-
ers and like o constummare hig business
deals at the bottom of abandoned zinc
mines. And theyv both subsidize Holy
Roller sects in Lubbock, Texas. I rest my
case.

PLAYBOY: Do you mean to sav that Helner
has done nothing for society?

RICKLES: Well. during World War One,
he did block doughboys® hats.

PLAYBOY: If we didn’t know vou better,
we'd think you didn't like him.

RICKLES: That's not entirely true. We did
have a barrel of fun once when we
hand-wrestled one night. but he started
to weep when I broke his pipe. Up until
then, he thought he was Popeve. With a
body like his, he needs all the spinach he
can get. Incidentally, do 1 get a lree
subseription to the magazine for con-
senting to this interview?

PLAYBOY: You'll be lucky to get a copy
ol the interview.

RICKLES: Tell your peerless leader T hope
he gets rhino fungus in any arveas he
considers important to his manhood—or
his womanhood, as the cise may be.
PLAYBOY: Let's get oft this sour-grapes,
knock-Helner Kick. You know he could
ruin you il he wanted to.

RICKLES: The only thing Hefner could
vuin is a rug, il he drooled on it
PLAYBOY: Let's talk about that [Lunous
I3-minute shot on The Dean Martin
Show  that alienated not only Helner
but the entire entertainment indusery.
Are you grateflul to Dean for that
opportunity?

RICKLES: Not really. He didn't even
know I was on the show. When we
were introduced. he thought T was Sam
Levenson. All he said to me was. “Bring
me more ice. more ice.” Dean’s lovable,
all right, but it's tough to be with him.
You get seasick trying to talk to him on
an angle. And it's dificult to make your-
sell heard over the popping of corks.
His idea of fun would be to be aban-
doned in the Mojave Desert with Ar-
nold Palmer, playing putt and pitch. It
was kicks, however, 1o needle all the
celebrities that Martin's staff had packed
the audience with—especially Pat Boone,
who cied so hard he inadvertentdy
cleaned his white bucks.

PLAYBOY: On the suength of that suc
cess, ABC assigned vou to your own
Don Rickles Show. How did you setile
on a format?

RICKLES: We took the best elements from
The Gale Stormn Show, Lamp unito My
Feet. The Hollywood Squares and Lyn-
don Johnson's [arewell speech to his
troops and unified them into a veritable
laft viot. If it doesn’t turn out that wav,
you can contact me at the Chaley
Grapewin Home [or Actors. Probably
neither vou nor Hel owns a TV set, so if
you want to watch me on Friday nights,
go down to Sears and have them turn
one on for you. I do an opening mono-
log. then talk with five or six people who
have oddball occupations—like the Man
from Glad or a prolessional nose groom-
er—or somebody who's connected in
some weird way with a big star, like Sina-
tri’s dentist or Sammy Davis” rabbi or
Don Adams’ telephone-shoe repairman.
Each week itll be something ditterent, a
heckle session, or a sketeh, or a stunt.
Il be a loose format that will enable
me 1o be constmntly brilliant. My head
writer. Pat McCormick, is assisted Dy
Eddic Reider. Frankic Ray and Jack
Riley, who wsed to be the gag writers
on Sermonelle,

PLAYBOY: It would seem vou've reached
the pinnacle in television. Do vou have
any desires as yet unfulfilled in show
business?

RICKLES: Well, I have my own TV show:
my album Hello Dumuny! is a red
hot item; I own a lew apartment
houses; 1 make a tremendous weekly
stipend; I'll be moving soon {rom the
Sahara’s Casbar Theater to the hotel’s
main room, the Congo, with a 12-hgure,
three-year contract—or is it a  three-
figure, 12.vear contract?>—and I've just
been named a Presidential advisor on
comedy. Maybe now, just maybe, thev'll
consider me worthy ¢nough to be the
host on the Hollywood Palace. 1t could
happen very soon—il Guy Madison and
John Forsythe drop out.

PLAYBOY: One ol vour bigeest bhoosters
has been Don Adams, star of Get Smart.
What do you think of him?

RICKLES: He's one of my dearest friends,
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but T wish he'd stop kissing my ring:
it loosens the stone. Some guys wor-
shiped Mantle, Gehrig, Williams: T've
always been Don’s idol. It's a terrible
bore. but every so olten I break down
and spend an evening with him, strictly
as a mercy mission. He always wants to
play spin the bottle or pink belly, but 1
tell him to grow up: so we usually go
out and roll a crippled newsboy.
PLAYBOY: Frank Sinatra had much to do
with your early success. Why does he
brook insults from vou that he wouldn't
take from any other comedian?
RICKLES: He knows I have complete
prints of Jolhnny Concho and The Kiss-
mg Bandit in my vault and that [
can arrange to have them run on any
Saturday Night at the Movies. thus
sending him back into limbo forever.
Did you see Frank in those Hicks: For
vears he gave criminals a bad name,
And I have other holds on him. I know
for a fact he's a virgin and that the big-
gest sexual kick he gets is touching the
noodles in my mother’s chicken soup.
That's how he gets in heat.

PLAYBOY: Your act and your private con-
versation are studded with that phrase,
“in heat.” Why?

RICKLES: Don’t knock it if you haven't
tried it. And in vour case. I don’t think
you have. The last sexual experience
vou had was in a Lwndry hamper with
wet towels on top of vou. Give me that
penal back: “Super-Jew floors  slope-
browed interviewer with roundhouse
right to the groin, overcoming deficit to
grab two-to-one lead going into the top
of the tlird.”

PLAYBOY: That was a foul blow. Gerting
back to Sinatra
RICKLES: When you interview somebody,
do you always keep vour hand on his
knee?

PLAYBOY: You're not concentrating on the
incerview.

RICKLES: Forget the interview. Keep it
up and I'll grab vou by the ankles and
make a wish.

PLAYBOY: Getting back to Sinatra: By
bringing his Rat Pack to vour café per-
formances, he gave your carcer a big
shot in the arm. Now that vou're just as
towering as Sinatra [Rickles insisted on
this description as a condition of his per-
niission 1o publish the interview—FEd.],
have vou considered forming your own
Rar Pack?

RICKIES: I have, and—to answer vour
next question—Helner's not going to be
a member.

PLAYBOY: Who will be?

RICKLES: My second in command will be
Criswell ol Crisweell Predicts, who told
me that, according to his astrological
calculations, Mount Everest will not be
climbed this vear by a cardiac patient.
Also in the gang will be Huntz Hall,
Jane Withers. Snooky Lanson and Pat
Nixon. Qur cowrt jester will be “Scat-

man” Caruthers: and Frank Sinatra, Jr..
wants desperately to be our technical ad-
visor. We plan to dash about in a gay,
insane social whirl, speeding from White
Tower Restaurant to Howard Johnson's
in a fleet of Tucker Torpedoes and plant-
ing all sorts of zany quips in Earl Wilson's
column, like “Don Rickles said it was so
hot in Manhattan today that when he
drove by Grant’s Tomb. the door was
open!” We'll also be a bunch of crazy
cutups—tying strings to wallets, squirt-
ing water from our boutonnieres. wear-
ing ties that light up and sav, wiLi vou
RIsS ME IN THE DARK, BABY? And we'll
throw wild hen [ests and smoke ciga-
rettes and talk catty and play cribbage
and go off our diets and stay up ull all
hours. We'll set the tone [or society with
our hip talk—expressions like “Ain't we
got fun?” and “Monkeys is da cwaziest
people.” And we'll be the emvy of Carna-
by Street with our Mod outfits: the kind
ol expensive but casual separates that
Bogart wore in The African Queen.
PLAYBOY: Don’t vou plan 1o invite vour
pial Bill Cosby to join the Rickles Rat
Pack?

RICKLES: Well. some ol mv best [riends
are ex-television spies, but this s an

exclusive club. Nothing personal. vou
understand.
PLAYBOY: You appeared as a guest star

on an episode of 7 Spy. What was it like
to work with Cosby and Robent Culp?
RICKLES: It was like being Nuncy Drew
on saliri with the Hardvy Bovs. What
a sick relationship: Thevre Irick and
Frack with Lugers. When  lundhime
came. Culp did the cooking and I wait-
cd tables while Cosby sat and  ate.
That’s when I knew equality had ar-
rived in America. They offered me the
part of a ruthless. overbearing night-club
owner who pushes people around and
despoils women. Anxious lor a chance 1o
change my image. I jumped at the part
Anvbody who really knows me off stage
cm tell you I'm so docile thar 1 ask per-
mission to go to the bathroom. Some-
times when I hear a bell, I think it's
time 10 2o to geography class.

We filmed this particular I Spy epi-

sode on location in the shade of Cosby's
500-pound [riend. Fat Albert. For back-
ground music we used Cosby’s LP,
Old Stlvevthroat Sings, which reaches a
new high-water mark in popular singing,.
Lill is rveally representative ol the new
Negro: Fe has a nawural lack of rhythm,
But he does move well, due to his early
days as a quarterback at Temple Univer-
sity in Philadelphia. He's the only spy I
know who says, *“T'ake this grenade on a
hand-oft, run out into the flat and bomb
the secondary.”
PLAYBOY: From the intrigue ol I Sy to
the folksiness of The Andy Griffith Show
was quite a jump. but you managed it
in another acting role last vear. As a
big-city sophisticate. why were you hired
to appear on such a hayseed series?

RICKLES: Andy originally hired me be-
cause he wanted somebody to play the
jew's-harp: the way he plaved it, it
came out too gentile. Anvway. I've al-
ways had a masochistic desire 1o get in
touch with the real America. Andy and
I sat around the ole cracker barrel in
Mayberry's general store, just awhittlin’
and achewin® the fai: “Lookee thar.
Andy, a aicket! Let's watch him ler a
few days.” When things got dull, we
moseyed on down to the drugstore and
listened to the Alka-Seltzer fizz.
PLAYBOY: This kind of homey humor is
conspicuous by its absence from vour
best-selling album Hello Dummy!, which
has been described as too incendiary for
aiv play. Is 2

RICKLES: Absolutely not. As a mauer of
fact, I'm getting plenty of air play for
Hello Dummy! on several FM stations
in Andorra and Madagascar. And the
album has been number one for the past
30 weecks at Thule Air Force Base in
Greenland. I must conless [ had trouble
at first getring U.S. stations to spin it.
until the record company had the good
sense to send out sample discs to all the
decjays containing carefully culled ten-
second excerpts. Great bits like “And
here he is—Don Rickles! That one got
tons ol air play. And “Hi. folks!” and
“You've been a wonderlul audience,
folks” and “Well, good night, folks.”
Listeners haven’t been offended in the
least Dy these savage samples of my
lethal wit.

PLAYBOY: Another milestone in  your
meteoric career has been your recent
headlining at the Copacabana. Was this
appearance  valuable to you as a per-
former?

RICKLES: The Copa is still the most pres-
tigious date in New York, because vou
ger coverage from Gotham's widely read
syndicated columnists. They all sit at
lrontrow tables, writing their reviews,
which their editors can’t read too well
because  they've only recently learned
how to block-print. I have ro help Earl
Wilson a lot with his capital T's and I's.
He sull can't figure out which one has
the long straight line going across the
lO}}.

PLAYBOY: Though it's only about ten
miles from the Copa. youve come a
long way since vou were graduated
summa cum  laudemouth  from high
school in Jackson Heights. Tell us some-
thing about your early life there,
RICKLES: I'm the product ol a passionate
interlude between a couple whose At
water Kent radio lailed one night. Un-
able to pick up dmos ‘n’ Andy, they
found themselves with time on their
hands and begot me. T was born in 1926:
but when my mother took her first look
at me, she began to holler, “You'll never
amount to anything, you dummy; you'll
end up like your cousin Sol, a button-
holer in the garment district.” When she
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PLAYBOY

kept nagging me. I decided to run away
—but the Doberman wouldn’t ler me out
of the closet. Alter my birth, she and my
father got 1n touch with me on various
occasions. which was decent of them,
considering that I resided in the same
apartment.

PLAYBOY: Arc vou saying they didn’t
love vou?

RICKLES: \Well, T was lelt on the doorstep
with a note pinned to my Dr. Den
tons: "Please kidnap.” Within an hour. 1
was spirited away: within two hours. 1
was dumped back on the doorstep with
another note: “"Keep him. Please find
enclosed check lor S10.000." They used
the money to send me to military school
in French West Alrica. And there were
other hints ol themr disaffection. In the
den they furnished for me was a tiny
rocking chair with arm clamps and a
metal yarmulke attached 1o a pair ol
clectrodes. My toy soldiers shot real bul-
lets: and one Hanukkah they gave me
a kiddicar with a bomb wired to the

1

PLAYBOY: How did you express
gratitude lor their kindnesses?
RICKLES: When [ grew older, 1 would
book them on Florida cruises during the
hurricane season. And 1 uwsed to go to
Mass on Seder in a Polish churdh, where
I would eat pork chops with dairy silver
and hold hands with my Negro sweet-
heart.

PLAYBOY: Have vou ever taken a nostal-
gic trip back to the old neighborhood?
RICKLES: Yes, and each time 1 do. the
same guys are still sicting on top of the
same Pepsi Cola cooler in the corner
delicatessen. Apparently their asses are
frozen to it, because they were sitting
there when I left in 1939, They ry to
hide their envy in subtle wavs, like tell-
ing me that no matter how many times I
2o on The Dean Martin Show, I'll still
never make their fakokteh solthall team.
My old vabbi, on the other hand, whom
I saw on my last visit, has never dis-
played an iota of envy. He said to me,
“Duvid’—that's my Jewish name—"1
always thought youd grow up to be
famous, because you were outstanding in
the annual Purtm play.” The Purim holi-
day celebrates the vicory of the Jews
over the wicked Persian overscer, Ha-
man, when Good Queen Esther and
Mordecai conned the King into hanging
Haman, I got rave notices as the queen.
PLAYBOY: Is it true, as Thomas Wolle
wrote, that “You can’t go home again'?
RICKLES: Who the hell was Thomas
Wolfez Did he marry a shiksa? As lor
going home again, I never went home
when I lived there. It was a stuffy, lower-
middle-class flat in a dank cell block
on a sunless side street directly over the
subway. You had to time your conversa-
tions between trains, I don't expect
Helner to know too much about this

vour

kind ol lile, since he was raised in a silo
with a Guernsey for a wet nurse. He'd
think @t dumb-waater is a guy who doesn't
know how to uncork a wine bottle. We
had a German super who used 10 yell up
the dumb-waiter: "It iss Crizz-z-zmuz.
Vere iss mein Crizz-z-z-muz prezent?” We
used 1o drop it down to him in a large
brown garbage bag attached to an anvil.
The place had a lot ol chiom if you like
to listen to your neighbors poing to the
bathroom—and il vou like the ambiance
of cabbage soup, which walted from the
apartment of the Hungivians on  the
ground floor, killed flies and darkened
the wallpaper in the hall two shades.
All this we were able o atford because
my dad was a oruly big success in the
imsuriince field.

PLAYBOY: What was his approach?
RICKLES: Solt sell, basically. He'd tell a
client. “Herbie, | saw your cardiogram
and vou have about an hour left. Sign
here on the dotted line.” And they did,
thus enabling him to bankvell my bar
milzval.

PLAYBOY: Can you re-create the solemni-
ty ol that day in which vou bound vour-
sell to the faith ol your lorelathers:
RICKLES: The synagogue was so crowded
that hall the services were held in a
church three blocks away; but we had a
reciprocal deal with each other's spill-
overs, so it worked out. My speech was
somewhit unorthodox—il vouw'll excuse
the expression: “Honorable Father and
Mother, worthy Rabbi"—md then T
blanked out, lorgot all my lines; but I
was a real trouper even then. Without a
pause, I went into my crowd-pleasing
mpression ol W. C. Fields in The Bank
Dick, wopped mysell by cracking my
knuckles 1o the wne of A VYiddisha
Momme and somersaulted off the stage.
What's the Jewish word for excommuni-
cation?

PLAYBOY: Did vou make our any better
at school in Jackson Heights?

RICKLES: I was king of the hill at P.S.
148. As classroom monitor, I turned in
daily truancy list containing the names
ol anyone who dehed me—including the
teacher, a shriveled-up old maid who
came complete with bun, steel-rimmed
glasses and a dress that had enough
flowers on it to give you a hay-fever at-
tack. She never dared to flunk me, be
cause I threatened to tell the others that
she pasted eight-by-ten glossies ol Edgar
Kennedy to her bodice. After school, T
usually sauntered home, had my glass of
milk and watched the water from the
clothes hanging over the stove drip into
my Orphan Annie mug. A good alter-
noon for me was going over to the
schoolyard and making juice loans to the
gentile Kids. Otherwise, I spent the mid-
Thirties campaigning for Alf Landon; 1
was the only fewish kid in the block to
do so. It was the same as coming out for

Hitler. But I was never too hip about
Roosevelt, anyway. I thought he was a
boulevard.

PLAYBOY: Did you play anv ol those [a-
bled street games that Bill Cosby talks
about in his monologs?

RICKLES: We played Johnny on a pony:
[ was the kid whose tuchus ended up
on the fire hydrant. The idea ol the
wame is that five guys bend over and ten
guys jump on them. I remember think-
ing at the time, “We should be playing
this game with broads.” Stickball was
another ol my big talents; my next-door
neighbor was Polish, so |
a broom to use. But all of our neighbors
were Iriendly and helplul. One of them
was Italian, so we always had plenty ol
oil lor my dad’s car; Giuseppe just shook
it out ol his hair, right into the crankcase.
PLAYBOY: Speaking of broads, when did
vou start 1o become aware of the fair
sex?

RICKLES: At a synagogue dance, when the
kids Laughed at me for lindy-hopping
with a Dbridge chair. So 1 asked Bernice
Sachs to dance. Bernice's father was so
rich he used 1o stand up in the syna-
gogue every Jewish holiday and vell, “I
donate ten thousand dollars—anony-
mous!” When I returned home lrom
my hrst date with her, I had a notice-
able hickev on my neck: my mother
thought an Irish Kkid had bit me in a
fight. That hrst experimentation with
love wasn't a howling success: Bernice
begeed me to rip off her dress, but my
main concern was il my comedy was
going over. I thought I'd outgrown that
problem until vears later. on my wedding
might, when my wife failed 10 laugh
when I was ready 1o make my big move,
and I knew it was back again.
PLAYBOY: You were doing comedy rou
tines on vour wedding night?

RICKLES: Yeali—the old Adam and Eve
bit. Except we didn’t have any fruit.
PLAYBOY: Let’s move from one combal
zone 1o another. Your biography cites
vour heroic accomplishments in  the
Navy during World War Two. Would
vou care to tell us about them?

RICKLES: No. I'd veally rather not toot
my own horn that way.

PLAYBOY: But
RICKLES: Well, il vou insist. 1 was sta-
tioned in the Philippines for three years.
There were only two Jewish kids on the
boat, a PT tender called the U.S.S.
Cyrene, It used 10 be a dock until they
put a bottom under it. It was so humid
in the tropies that the crew spoiled.
Every time we got a taste of action, the
rest. of the guys would look at the two
of us and cry, “Do us a miracle. Part the
seas and get us the hell out of here.”
PLAYBOY: Seriously, did you really see
any action?

RICKLES: Yes, we hissed at the enemy,
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World’s Finest Bourbon
a 173-Year-0Old Secret

CHICAGO, ILL.—Before
you can call yourself the
world’s finest anything—
you'’d better have a case in
your favor.

Jim Beam Bourbon has that
“Case.”

The whole matter started
with Jacob Beam-—who would
be 200 years old this year-
and a secret he discovered.

The secret, in the case of
Jim Beam Bourbon, goes back
to 1795, and it is still hush-
hush today. The secret lay in
the heart of Kentucky where
there was, and is today, the
right combination for pleas-
ure. The right land. The right
climate: the perfect Bourbon
formula.

In north central Kentucky,
Jacob Beam found clean iron-
free water—water that came
from limestone springs consid-
ered the very finest. Beam set
out to make Bourbon in this
rolling country; and he added
his own special ingredient:
pride.

Six Generation Formula
The pride of this first Beam

distiller has been carried
through six generations, now.
Every glass of today’s Beam
Bourbon holds the best from
nature and the pride that was
passed on from Jacob to David
to David M. to Colonel James
to T. Jeremiah to Baker and
Booker Noe—over a span of
173 years.

All those Beams have rested
their case on Bourbon that's
worthy of your trust.

And it's still a big secret.

Russians elaim
credit for

Beam formula

WASHINGTON —Word
from the Kremlin today has
startled the Bourbon-making
world. Unreliable sources from

not an American spirit but, in
fact, a Russian one.

Bourbon, of course, is con-
sidered the only true Ameri-
can spirit. And the world’s
finest Bourbon was first dis-
tilled back in 1795 by a Jacob
Beam.

JIM BEAM BOURBON—
MAKING NEWS SINCE 1795

CLERMONT, KY.—173
years ago Jacob Beam started
making Beam Bourbon here
in Kentucky. It is still being
made here today. And still by
the Beams.

Along with inspired skills,
the making of a Bourbon like
Beam requires an unusual
combination of land, climate
and natural materials. And
it’s all here, in north central
Kentucky.

There’s the ancient, under- |1

lying limestone springs that
supply sweet, clear water—a
vital ingredient in the making
of fine Bourbon.

W mih fril =sur imd-

Fresh Charred Oak
And

forests (<

It's in :
this car

‘here's the great
ite oak, nearby.

dian nfie

21 lanon that the Jl

Not so say the Russians.
They insist that Bourbon was
actually discovered 10 years
earlier by Ivan Chekkakoff in
a little town called Vladivos-
tok.

They further state that the
famous Beam formula is
nothing more than a copy of
the Chekkakoff stuff.

However, they did admit

they have been importing sub-  ;
stantial amounts of clear, iron- |

free water from limestone

springs in north central Ken- |

tucky.
Idle Boast?

American sources declined
to comment except to say that
Bourbon will probably be on

the moon 10 years before !

vodka will.
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In the old days, early set-
tlers had a sure-fire way of
testing the strength of whis-
key. They poured a smidgin of
it on a small pile of gunpowder
and lit it.

A bright flare of flame meant
the whiskey was too strong (it
contained too much alcohol).
While a steady blue flame told
them the whiskey was just
about right.

Nowadays, of course, all
you have to do is look at the
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cursed at him, even fired our weapons
at him. That's how we destroved our
ship’s movie screen. I was personally
responsible for the death of Richard Loo
in The Purple Heart, and my buddy
got Philip Ahn in Wings over Burma.
Tell your buck-toothed photographer
this is all m fun.

PLAYBOY: Who wis vour commanding of-
ficer on this magnificent fighting vessel?
RICKLES: A guy who'd come to us direct-
ly Irom a sea-scout meeting. He thought
a sand bar was candy. The atmosphere
on board was a trifle strained. We kept
looking at each other under the shower,
imagining the other guy was Betty
Grable on a Bob Hope camp tour.
One of the gang had definite effeminate
tendencies. He kept on skipping up and
down the deck, serecching, “Oh. let me
fold the Hag!™ There was another guy
who was always attempting suicide; we
had to keep cutting him down from the
bulkhead.

PLAYBOY: Who was he?

RICKLES: The morale officer. The whole
tour was worse than Alister Roberts. If
any of us had tried 1o write a book
about it, the others would have killed
him for reminding them of it
PLAYBOY: After the War, vou studied at
the American Academy of Dramatic Arts.
What did vou learn there?

RICKLES: How to use makeup effectively.
I swabbed it on so liberally I was al-
wavs being solicited by members of the
vice squad. Have you ever seen a po-
liceman expose himsell? It's what they
call a “cop-out.”

PLAYBOY: With this sort of high-caliber
dramatic training under your belt. vou
launched your career in those premiecre-
showcase supper dubs that comedians
reler o as “the toilets.” What were they
like?

RICKLES: Really high-cluss places. They
smelled like a pair ol sneakers alter a
basketball double-header at the Garden.
And the owners were the kind ol guys
who wore 55000 pinkie rings and beer-
stained undershirts,. They'd sit in the
front row and spit e the aas. The
clientele wore double-breasted Chester
Morris suits with Hoover buttons—and
this was in the Fifties. It was the frst
time I'd ever seen grown men wearing
brown-patent-leather shoes with white
anklet socks. And always on their ties
was a figure ol Roy Rogers’ horse. You
wouldn't often see Grace Relly there
dancing with Adolphe Menjou.

Many of these gin mills were sailor
joints in Washington, D.C., which fea-
tured bubble dancers like Monigque La-
Vine., who was in big trouble when her
bubble pipe didn't work; vou know how
opium residue can clog a pipe. We had
specialty acts like Zokina and Her King
Cobra, which turned out 1o be a garter

snake with dewlaps. It was retarded,
too. Instead ol slithering over Zokina's
oiled body, it ate its own basker. And
one of the swrippers, Flora LaVerne, had
so many stretch marks on her body she
looked like the Mississippt River delta
from 30,000 feet up. Occasionally, brawls
would erupt, which I avoided by lying on
the floor and pretending to be a mound
ol cigarette butts,

PLAYBOY: Did it work?

RICKLES: You get out of line once more
and I'll hx it so vou mever play the
glockenspicl again. The marquee out-
side these fun spots was a real ego
booster. It was a kick to spot vyour
name in lights—if you could see it
through all the dead moths on the
bulbs. My accommodations were swanky,
too. To dress. 1 had to stand on top ol
a bus boy. The [our-piece combo—piano,
bass, drums and spittoon—were all Sam-
my Kaye rejects. No matter what request
the customers hollered  for—Stardust,
Body and Soul, Moonglow—they broke
into Take Me Oul lo the Ball Game.
They started a wonderlul musicians’
quiz called “Find the Melody.” General-
ly. there was also a givl singer named
Lola Lane or Tish Burdue, who had the
sexy, throbbing vocal qu:llil)’ ol a wino
rerching through a kazoo. And the lood
served in these places could best be de-
scribed as Forest Lawn lor flics. An oc-
casional ribbon ol Hypaper dangling in
the soup added a distinctive Duncan
Hines touch. The only reason the place
was never condemned by the Board of
Health was because they didn't have the
guts to go in there and check. The
parking-lor anendant had his fun and
games. too. You pulled up, gave him the
keys 1o vour car and went inside, It was
your job to find it the lollowing day at
the demolition derbv on Route 31 out-
side Bethesda, Maryland.
pPLAYBOY: Ware any ol
operated by hoods?
RICKLES: Perhaps, bur I've never worried
about the mob element, because I'm a
personal Iriend of Elvem Zimbahst, Jr.
PLAYBOY: Plays a hell ol a zimbal, doesn’t
he?

RICKLES: Give me that pencil. “prAvBOY
punster zings in ‘zimbal® joke on unsus-
pecting comedian to tike a lour-to-three
lead m the 1op ol the seventh.” You have
i quicksilver mind. my child. T both
respect and hate you lor that, Why don’t
vou dive headfivst into a vat of pickled
hair: But 1o tell vou the truth, the gang-
ster image has never Irightened me. be-
cause I happen to know that Warren
Beatty has trouble with the firing mech-
Anisnt on Cill) l)i.‘il{)l.

PLAYBOY: Many people who know you
primarily as a night-club performer are
surprised these days to see you popping
up on some ol the Late Show movies.

these “toilets”

Would vou like to discuss some of vour
early hlm successes?

RICKLES: Hollywood first beckoned to me
in 1956 by starring me in a War thriller.
Run Silent. Run Deep, which also fea-
tured Clark Gable and Burt Lancaster
in supporting roles. They were adequate
in the hlm, but I got tired of carrving
them. The plot concerned an American
sub in the Bongo Swtraits that was try-
ing to fool a Japanese destroyer into
thinking they'd sunk us by using the old
submariner’s wrick—disgorging garbage
from the worpedo tbes. To this day, I'm
bitter about how Clark and Burt looked
at each other and said, “Were out ol
garbage. Let’s throw out Rickles.”

I also did The Rat Race with Tony
Curtis, one of our great Cary Grants,
When I kuew Tony, he was one of the
bovs: today. he wears love beads and
challenges women to duels. Then they
threw me into a couple of high-class
vehicles called AMuscle Beach Party and

Beach  Blanket  Bingo, produced by
American International Pictures. which

specialized in low-budger quickies that
were shot for a price range of $40 1o $50;
add S5l thev were in color. This gave me
a chance to work with my idels Annete
Funicello and Frankie Avalon. who got
me admitied to their day nursery as a
fringe benefit. My dialoe consisted of
velling “Surl’s up! Swrl’s up!™ every 25
minutes. But Frankie and Annette had
to rehearse their lines for hours. It was
hard for them to remember ““Run, Spot,
run!” Thev want me to act in their
new one, Kiss My Sandbox.
PLAYBOY: Now (hat vou're a big star in
your own right, have you been oflered
ill'l)’ l'ﬂ‘.'{lliel' pnrls?
RICKLES: Only the ones they throw into
my cage. Actually, ves, my agent has
been deluged with movie offers. but un-
fortunately none of them are talkies. I've
been asked to co-stiwr with Lyle Talbot
in I Was in Heat for a Werewolf. And
Paramount wants me to redo the Quasi-
modo role with two humps. There was
also some talk about me staurring in
Planet of the Apes because the produc-
ers thought they could save money on
make-up. but I twmed it down because
they oftered me peanuts. Give me tha
pencil. “Super-Jew lobs in ‘peanuts’ ad
lib, streaks ino five-to-flour lead in the
top ol the eighth”
pLaYBOY: Until Hollywood discovers vour
potential as a sex star, lans can see vou
at vour unexpurgited best only in Las
Vegas. For the beneht of those who've
never sojourned in this man-made jewel
on the desert. could you fill them in on
the atmosphere?
RICKLES: You know you're getting into
Vegas when the pilots start berting
among themselves that they'll dear the
mountain. And the weather can be quite
(continued on page 150)
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balthazar and his rampant friend beefy—
abetted by a pair of frolicking ladies of pleasure—
confront the kill-joys of trinity

ARIR
FESTIVITY

fiction B}" & B DONLEAVY

SUNDAY THIS MILD MELLOW WEER IN pusLiN. The light morning skies holding a
stillness over Trinity College rooftops. Buds crashing out sappy green on the
wees. Crocuses exploding vellow across suburban gardens. Balthazar B went
down the granite steps from college rooms past the flat green velvet grasses and
out the front gate. Through Ballsbridge on the Dalkey tram. To tug the bell
chain hanging against the cold cut stone.

Miss Fitzdare stood smiling halfway in the gleaming hall. Ol this house rising
grayly and ivy clad from great rhododendrons and sweeping lawns. A hushed
raven haired maid in her [vesh black frock and white Lice collar to take my coat
with her wembling hand. This massive hall of this big house. A five flaming
flanked by pink marble praying angels. Gilt framed mirrors. Two stecly figures
of armor, haunted slits for eves. And Miss Fitzdare wears her purple twinset
again. The thick tweed gray skirt and her string of pearls. Tall chiming clock
rings one.

“You are awfully prompt. Do come this way. And meet uncle and aunt.”

Brass knobbed heavy mahogany door ajar. Polished and glistening Faintly red.
Held open by the raven haired maid. Tints of blues and whites in this sprawling
drawing room. Cabinets of porcelain. A harpsichord in a white arched alcove.
‘This thin gray haired lady. Slowly wwisting her lips between her smiles. Olfering
her long blue vemed hand. A short round gentleman in thick rust tweeds.
Purple silk hanky and gorse colored tie.

“Aunt Miriam this 1s Balthazar.”

“I've heard so much about you.”

“My uncle Frederic. Evervone calls him General. Balthazar.”

“How do vou do General.”

“I do splendidly when my gout doesn’t play up. Do please sit. And what can
we warm you up with. Whiskey, gin, sherry.”

“Well sherry if I may sir.”

“You may by jove. Medium, dry or that stuff they say is sherry that's very
dry.”

“Medium. Please.”

“Ah, that’s a good [ellow, know vour sherry. Mirviam. Sherry.”

“Yes today. We'll have a wee bit. Dr. Romney says I'm to leave off but T
think today.”

The General standing at a high sideboard of bottles, trays and decanters.
Pouring the light brown liquid into thin crystal glasses. His briel smile as the
silver tray passes to cach. Between two facing long light green sofas. The raven
haired girl peeks back into the room as she quictly closes the great door. This
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gray haired lady raises her chin and
lowers eyelids to speak.

“Mr. B I understand you're new to
Dublin. How do you find it. Our dear
dirty city.”

“Most charming.”

“0O good. Elizabeth tells us you race.”

“Yes 1 do get to the courses now and
again. Not much recently however.”

“0O. You'll be here for Horse Show
week. You must not miss that.”

“I sincerely hope so.”

“Wondarful time of year. We're at
our best then. Always brings one back
to times when things were not as they
are now. Very sad. So much has passed
from us.”

“Now Miriam, that's not the attitude.
What does Mr. B want to know about
that for. He's voung. He wanis 1o enjoy
himsclf now. Of course we've had a lot
of louts and rabble rousers about but
things have settled down. Let them
blow up =2 tclephone kiosk now and
again and they're quite happy. Are you
interested in the stars, Mr. B.”

“¥es T am.”

“Good. After lunch then. We'll show
you about. Would vou like to see my
astronomical laboratory.”

“Very much sir. I had an uncle who
was very interested in the sky.”

“Good. Ah. There we are. The gong.
Brought that back from India. Served
out there. When 1 was Brigadier. Bring
in your sherry with you.”

Two wide white doors folding back.
A long dining table. A fire bursting with
flaming black chunks of coal. Two tall
windows. Look out across lawns and
gardens. Pebbled paths. A stone wall
and beyond the 1ops of blossoming ap-
ple trees. Little blue dishes of salt set in
silver holders with birdlike paws.

“Sit you all down.”

The General at the head of table,
Miriam at the foot. Prawn cocktail and
thin slices of brown bread. Faint tinge
of green in white wine poured. A leg of
steaming lamb carried in by a big
chested girl ol blue eyes and large pout-
ing lips. The General carves. The whole
silent alternoon outside. White plates
with thin little weavings ol gold handed
down the table. Roasted potatoes. And
sprouts moist in butter. A claret wine of
gentle red.

“Elizabeth you ought to have Baltha-
zar come when we're having ham. We
feed our pigs on peiches you know.
When you've tasted a chappie so fed, I
think vou'll agree you never realized
what ham could be. What.”

“I'd verv much like that.”

“We leave that then to vou, Lizzie.
Good larder is a man’s salvation. People
nowadays don’t take any trouble. Not
the way we used to. Of course then one
gets on. Dashed cold winter, what. One
of worst in memory. When vou get to
my age vou feel it you know. Get a bit
of damned deafness too, it’s the wind.

Gets up a pressure. You take port my
boy.”

“Yes sir.”

“Good show, Got a bit there decant-
ed. Laid down when I was a subaltern.
Yes. A man's best years you know are
the thirties. Plenty of polo, outdoors,
that’s the way of life. The end comes at
fifty. You know then there’s no going
back. If you don't go forward vou don’t
go damn anywhere. What. Yes after
filty it's all over, you know.”

“O Frederic, really.”

“Can’t overlook the facts Miriam. A
man’s a man till fifty. You might stretch
it a year this way or that but largely
speaking, that’s when a man puts away
his gun. Takes out his port. Of cowrse a
lot of it is in the mind you know. Half
the battle is keeping up appearances.
And appearances be damned as well. A
shrew for its weight is more fierce than
a tiger. It will seize upon a worm and
devour it in an instant.”

“Frederic please, not while we're eat-
ing.”

“Shrew of course will easily die of
shock. Poor little fellows. Now I don't
suppose either of you two zoologists
knew that one.”

“No sir, thats fascinating.”

“Eat their own weight in food every
three hours.”

“Now Frederic that's not a pleasing
subject.”

“There you are my bov. Get vour in-
nings in while you're young. Ladyfolk
have you later on you know. Hound you
about a bit. O we'll wait till the reincar-
nation. Hope I gert a good regiment.
Cat’s got your tongue Elizabeth.”

“No uncle. I'm just amused as I al-
ways am at your chatter.”

*“O ravings of a poor old soldier. But
when I was a boy we had 10 tow the
line. Not like these days. My father lined
us up as boys. Hair had to be properly
combed. Hands clean both sides. Chores
done at six fifteen A.m. None of your
nonsense. Walk with a straight back. See
your face in the tip of vour shoes or my
goodness you would soon get what for
across your what you sit on. Where did
you serve myv hov.”

“I was a friendly alien sir. French.”

“Pity. The discipline, routine. Good
for every lad you know. Not to be
shunned. Have a good swallow more
now of that wine. One ol the lingering
pleasures. If one leaves out bridge.”

“Balthazar, do please say il you would
like more lamb.”

“Thank vou I have had a sufficiency.”

“Come come my boy. From my memn-
ory of rooms at Trinity it's damn chilly
there. A person needs a good Sunday
lunch. In my time scholars used 10 come
charging through college on horseback
waving sabers apropos ol nothing at all.
But a deuced good [right thrown into
servants and porters. Junior Dean got
killed, hit on the head with a grate.

Some rough times indeed. Wasn't safe
at night, college bloods armed with dag-
gers. Just a liude that was before my
time. But the chaps left their mark.”

Balthazar B remaining to light a cigar
with the General at table. As they sam-
pled port. The ladies lichtlooted back
to the withdrawing room. And there
came the tinkle of the harpsichord. Pur-
ple shadows of the evening streiching
out across the gardens. An old fading
moon blunted in the sky.

“You know my boy. vou'll pardon me
I'm an interfering old rascal. Meddle in
right where I have no business to. But
our Elizabeth has taken a great interest
in you. Took us long enough to get her
to get you here. Fine girl. Miriam and I
love having her with us. She has a won-
derful nawure that girl. How many of
your women these days would spend
three afternoons and evenings in the
poor wards. Not many I can tell you.
Yes, go down the aisles of some of them.
Only way they know whether a wretched
creature is dead is o smell them. Often
said it’s not the kind of work for a young
lady. She won't listen. insists going right
on. Can't say she's wrong to go her own
way. Some ol these people haven't been
out of their garments all their lives,
Come into hospital, can’t get the clothes
off them. Here, little more port for you.”

“Thank you sir.”

“They have to cut the clothes off. Put
a sling around them and with a derrick
they dip them in a vat. Sometimes the
shock’s too mudi. These old creatures
get so [rightened they die on the spot.
Nothing as bad as it was in India but
still pretty bad. Prostitutes in off the
streets, when they get a cure they stay
on as nurses to pay off their debt. You
know about Elizabeth’s work.”

“No sir, I'm alraid I don’t.”

“O. Perhaps I've breached a conf-
dence. Hope not. Strange girl our Eliza-
beth. Very rare girl.”

“Yes she is sir.”

“Looks like her mother. Mother died
you know. Burned up in a fire. Quite
awful. Elizabeth was only twelve. Poor
little creawure cried for weeks. We had
her here. Beauuilul woman her mother.
Great horsewoman. Cost her her life,
Saving horses in a burning stable. Brave
womin. Elizabeth’s the same. Well come
now, that's been enough of this chitter
chatter. Shall we join the ladies. Then
we'll take you up. Might spot Mars on
the horizon. Give it another hour or
Sy

Now I walk with her. And touch her
hand. As we go about in the district.
Alter lunch and harpsichord. Along
Sydney Parade Avenue, To the strand
of Dublin Bay. The tide out across the
strange gray flatlands and scattering sea
birds. We step down the granite steps to
the sand. Make footprints there. A gray
whiteness across the water to Howth,

(continued on page 198)
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Free-floating out-of-this-world travelers in a  Astropolis’ Dynariums are housed in globes
Dynarivm—one of Astropolis’ two giant on the vertical axis of the space resort, right.
gravity-free spheres—go through the maxi- Pointing toward the red Dynarium are the
gyrations of the latest space dance. The other  complex’ 24 hotel towers; its other pods and
Dynarium, containing a gigontic wa- globes provide dll the services and

ter blob, lends itself to ex- sustenance appropriate to
oftic aquatic sports. the ultimate fun city.

plans for a pleasure paradise
in orbit above the
earth—not fantasy but
a prediction of high probability

future lizing By KRAFFT A. EHRICKE

'S NEwW YEAR'S EVE, 1999, and a cheerful contingent of merrymakers has
gathered together to wish one another a happy new century. The scene is rich
with the [amiliar and the traditional—the drinks, the noisemakers, the paper
hats, the laughter, the strains of Auld Lang Syne—only the locale is new.
1t's not an urban night club, not a private home, not a resort in Sun Valley
or the Bahamas. It's not even on this planct.

It's a vast, variegated paradise, a pleasure palace floating in orbit far
above the surface of the Earth. 1ts a city in itself, a city that looks out upon
the stars and, for that reason, is named Astropolis. It is, in [act, the first
space resort, Science fictionz Hardly. Rather, the first space resort is a com-
pletely attainable extension of the science fact of 1968. It can be realized
as soon as the Government decides to employ the benefits of space research
for individual pleasure.

Few people today associate space with enjoyment, except the kind de-
rived from accomplishment or scientific research. But our oceans and our
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mountains, originally thought of as in-
compatible with pleasure, are now big
business for recreation. We have become
enlightened enough to enjoy ourselves
almost anywhere on Earth. Our scientific
knowledge and control have overcome
the adversities of new environments that
have challenged us. And now we use them
for both practical and recreational pur-
poses. Space need be no exception.

Extraterrestrial tourism will evolve
quite naturally in the wake of explora-
tive and applicative astronautics. As
Earth’s unspoiled natural habitats be-
come fewer—and as the growing number
of her children find fewer opportunities
for seclusion or adventure—supervaca-
tions in Astropolis will offer farout
fulfillment and fun.

As you join your congenial compan-
tons on December 31, 1999, in ringing
out the old century and ringing in the
new, you may feetingly reflect on the
incalculable amounts of time, work,
money and planning that went into the
making of Astropolis. It took ten years
to build, a year to assemble in space
and $100,000,000 in private capital.
(The cost may seem small—but it is
based on an investment in space as a
national resource that, by 1999, will
have amounted to over 250 billion dol-
lars. Astropolis is just one of the many
returns on this investment in humanity’s
future.)

Circling Earth in a polar orbit, Astrop-
olis is but 30 minutes from the launching
pad via fast passenger rocket transport.
Round-trip fare to Astropolis is $10 per
passenger pound. Accommodations there
average $80 per person per day, Ameri-
can plan.

Gigantic by space architectural stand-
ards, Astropolis is a seli-sustaining, closed-
system space city quartering 1000 guests
and 100 personnel. It has four 12story
hotels, a wvaried array of restaurants,
clubs and bistros, ballroom, two theaters,
a casino and a shopping center. The
theaters and casino feature top live en-
tertainment from every country on Earth
Jazz combos, symphony orchestras,
stand-up comics, Shakespearean repertory
—plus first-run films months before their
release down home. Astropolis also has
two Dynariums—enormous playrooms
for sports unknown to the Earthbound.

For $80 a day. you will hardly want
to live on algae and duckweed. The
mouth-watering international cuisine is
based on plants and livestock raised on
board. ‘The menu is varied and entirely
Earthly. From the Astropolis {arms come
the raw materials for everything from
flet mignon to ice cream, vichyssoise to
apple pie, soda pop to vodka (though
drinkers will be warned that the lower
gravity conditions in orbit will produce
tipsiness much more quickly than on
Earth). The hydroponic farms boast a
dazzling variety of plants. These fruits,
vegetables and their derivatives are raised

for the consumption of both the human
and the animal populations. The animal
farms—stocked with the most perfectly
developed animals science can breed—
provide the choicest poultry, pork and
beef. All of these, in their various forms,
are destined for the tempting hotel and
restaurant menus. But nothing is wasted
in Astropolis—not even waste. Residual
matter {(bones, skin, innards, shells, etc.)
is finely ground, chemically processed
and fed into the hydroponic farms with
other transmuted waste materials, to
serve as nutrient, thus coming full circle
in this dosed-cyce ecology.

The sanitation system and the menu
of sell-sustaining Astropolis are based on
the use-reprocess—re-use cycle. The entire
systern is powered by electricity from
nuclear reactors, monitored by sensors at
all levels, controlled by computers and
supervised by highly skilled personnel.

Grade-one (drinking) water is of the
highest purity. Grade-two water, stll
bacteriologically pure, is used for wash-
ing, deaning, cooling and for animal
consumption. Grade-three water is used
in the hydroponic farming. The air in
Astropolis closely resembles the oxygen-
nitrogen atmosphere we breathe on
Earth—but it is purer. The ecological
air-cycle system removes poisonots gases,
humidity and pollutant particles. Air
pressures compare with those in a- 1968
jet liner flying at 6000 feet.

Fully supplied and occupied, Astrop-
olis would weigh about 2,200,000 pounds
on Earth. Its facilities are mounted on a
1200-foot-long central axis and four 600-
foot extensions. The entire complex
spins around its central axis at about two
revolutions per minute, for precise grav-
ity control. Vacationers come and go
through docking facilities at the outer
ends of the spin axis. Entering through
the hollow central axis, they reach their
staterooms by turning into one of four
wings.

Each hotel complex comprises six 12-
story cylinders. Each floor has a 12-foot-
high ceiling and an inner diameter of
30 feet. Complete floors are available as
four-bed suites; others are halved into
two-bed rooms. Staterooms combine the
usual terrestrial conveniences—music,
television, custom air conditioning—
with those peculiar to an orbiting space
resort. Gravity levels vary from b g—
g being the force of surface gravity on
Earth—on the first floor (which is closest
to the spin axis) to .7 g on the 12th. On
special observation screens, you can
watch the action 1n the Dynariums or
switch to views of Earth at a variety
of magnifications. Via synchronous-orbit
switchboards, you can videophone Earth
or even chat with an intrepid crony on
the moon.

The most relaxing effect of an orbital
vacation lies in the removal and/or re-
duction of that constant stress upon the

body and heart: the force of gravity,
from which there is little escape on
Earth. Depending upon where you are
in Astropolis, the artificial gravity cli-
mate varies from 0 to 8 g; the far
ther from the center, the higher the g
level. It follows that there 1s a scintillat-
ing spectrum of physical things you can
do, ranging from innovative fun and
games to weightless rock 'n’ roll. The
wildest dance on Earth is a drag com-
pared with three-dimensional dancing
on the ceiling and the walls, or gyrations
in the space between.

If weightless dancing isn't paradise
enow, you can work out in a Dynarium.
Astropolis has two—each combining
space environmental effects that per-
mit many activities that are impossible
to duplicate on Earth. In one Dynarium
—a zero-gravity, 200-foot-diameter sphere

-you are dwarfed in what may be lik-
ened o a threedimensional swimming
pool filled with air instead of water. Its
low-pressure oxygen-nitrogen atmosphere
provides a swimsuit environment. Here,
you can dart from padded wall to
padded wall; or you can foat, mmble
and roll with the circulating air cur-
rents. To those who enjoy weightless-
ness, the Dynarium is as irresistible as
the breakers are to the surler, the dizzy-
ing precipices to the mountain climber,
breakneck speed to the race driver, air
currents to the glider pilot and great
heights to the sky diver. Forgetting the
difference in dimensions for a moment,
imagine yoursell jumping from the top
of the Empire State Building to the top
of the Chrysler Building. Next you aim
yourself at a small target—a window on
the ninth floor of the General Dynamics
building—and land softly on the glass.
Now you deade to get artistic. You de-
scend to the 45th Street Hoor, jump over
to the United Nations Building, rebound
and land back on top of the Empire
State Building. Superman and the Flymg
Nun have nothing on you.

The other Dynarium contains a large
sphere of water within its Teflon-lined

valls: the Null-Gravity Aqua Pool. Be-
cause water will not cling 1o Tellon,
under zero-g conditions the water assumes
a free-floating, spherical shape. You can
hurl yourself [rom a wall, approach the
water globulc at high speed and dive
through it without completely breaking
it up. The splash effect upon impact and
egress causes small quantities of water
to spht off, forming a cluster of spherical
“satellites.” The swarm of bubbles finally
forms into a single sphere, which you
can bat around or push back into the
main water globule. You can swim
around inside the globule or approach it
slowly, cause a shallow depression upon
its surface with your body and just Hoat
there.

Other air-hlled enclosures at moderate
g levels reduce your weight to one sixth

(concluded on page 222



THE THEATER, in case you haven't no-
ticed, has stripped for action. The nude
revolution is under way. It comes long aft-
er the movies discovered the naked body,
long alter high fashion gave the see-
through go-ahead and long after 1opless
restaurants became historical curiosities.
And it comes just when the theater
scemed to be dead, killed by its own
stufthness. But at least—and at last—it's
here. The taboos about bare breasts, bare
butiocks and even exposed genitals have
been broken. Skin can now be employed
as a costume—and that’s healthy.

So far, the experiments have been
timid and wentative. Nudity on the legit-
imate stage is stll a special issue, too
“shocking™ to be accepted in the normal
comse of a play. And 1ts possibilitics
have been investigated by as many fakers
and exploiters as true artists.

When a rather mature schoolgirl
strips 1o the waist in The Prime of Miss
Jean Brodie, she keeps her back to the
audience. She is posing for her lover, an
artist. But for her to turn completely to-
ward the audience, says producer Rob-
ert. Whitehead, might “detract lrom the
continuity of the pliy.” That sounds rea
sonable; but the day is coming when
Broadway will be able to watch a girl
undress without losing complete track
of the story.

There’s a good joke about audicnce
expectation in Bruce Jay Friedman's
black comedy Scuba Duba. Instead of
having a pneumatic beauty show her top-
less charms, there’s a droopy matron who
fops her pendulous bare breasts about.
The sight is disgusting, but it's a brilliant
parody of titillation. Here, again, some
day no one will be disappointed if it's
only the ugly actress who undresses.

Both the beautiful and the ugly hip-

eclipsing even hollywood,
the new york stage ts taking
it off—taking at all
off—and the reactions range
from outrage to accolades

pies take it all off in *The American
Tribal Love-Rock Musical,” Hair. That’s
a revelation and a joy. The Kids do it
and they seem to be having fun. Buw
then they just stand there. And somehow,
it would be better if they danced or made
love, although the revolution may not be
ready for that much activity—yet.

While Broadway has stopped at vari-
ations on the striptease, the avantgarde
has pushed beyond skin-deep realism.
Theatrical lovemaking has become in.
credibly explicit. In Rochelle Owens'
Futz!, a tragifarce about a farmer who
loves his pig, director Tom O'Horgan
has his actors go through exwremely raw,
though svimbolic. burlesques of oral,
anal and genital intercourse.

In several other recent productions,
there are direct physical confrontations
between the actors and the audience it-

sell. In The Concept, a psychodrama
presented by [former addicts, actors
come up to you and ask, “Will you love
me?” And you're expected to stand up
and return a hug. 1tUs frightening and a
strain, but it's real,

In Richard Schechner's iotal-theater
bacchanal, Dionysus in 69, you're invited
to dance with the cast in a discothégue-
inspired revel. Better yet, when the freak-
out really gews going, il you're lucky,
you're invited out into the playing area.
where seminude aclors ease you to the
floor and fondle, kiss and caress you.
Said one critic: “The . . . actors’ involve-
ment with the spectators has so intensified
that one fully expects to get laid during
the next evening at the theater.”

But don’t hold your breath. The legit-
imate theater will never become that
permissive. On the other hand, at some ol
her recent Happenings, Yavoi Kusama, a
Japanese avantgardist now working in
New York, has begged the audience to
join in a love-in that means what 1t says,
Nobody has yet, but Kusama keeps hop:
ing. Lately she has been conducting naked
guerrilla raids on such landmarks as the
Statue of Liberty, Wall Street and Central
Park. Acting fast to avoid the cops, Ku-
sama’'s boys and girls throw off their
clothes and paint themselves with polka
dots. After the polka-dot painting, every-
one dances to the rhythm of African
drums. The tourists take pictures and the
lookouts keep watch for the police. By
the time the cops do come, hopefully,
everyone is dressed—and gone.

Obviously, part of Kusama's thrill is
her narrow escape from the forces of
“decency.” One of her Happenings last
winter—a naked “crucifixion” with two
youngmen  (text continued on page 101 )

PHOTOGCRAPHY BY MARVIN NEWMAN




At the be-in that ends act one of Broadway's ‘' American Tribal Love-Rock Musical,™ part of the young, exuberant cast emerges
topless (and bottomless) from beneath a billowing, psychedelically lighted communal sheet. Unabashedly confronting the
audience, from left to right, are Steve Curry, Emmaretta Marks, Hiram Keller, Sally Eaton (also in close-up), Steve Gamet
and Melba Moore. Director Tom O’Horgan believes in *'putting emphasis on the emotional, sensuous element in life. I've been
to be-ins where the kids have thrown off their clothes because they felt that way—they just wanted to break that barrier.
We couldn’t cast professionals who aren’t part of this scene; it wouldn't work.” These kids fit the part—to a hair.




O'Horgan also staged (and wrote the music for) this off-Broadway play perfarmed by the off-off-Broadway La Mama Troupe
about a rube named Cyrus Futz, who's in love with his saw. The pig is never seen, but little else is left to the audience’s
imagination. Seth Allen—wha won last year's best-actor Obie award for this performance (and wha doubles as stand-by
for the lead actor in Hair)—defily portrays Oscar Loop, a neighboring yokel whose exposure to the animal lover provokes
him to the point of committing rape and murder. In jail, where he awaits hanging for his crimes, Loop is visited by his mother
{Marilyn Roberts) and regresses to a graphic suckling state in a scene with religious as well as erotic avertanes.




TIHE PRIMIE OF MISS
JEAN BIRROIDIIE

The lady of the title is a Scottish schoolmisiress of middle years and enlightened views, fanatically dedicated to her pu-
bescent girls and they to her. Passing her prime unmarried (because of her fiancé's death in Warld War Onel), she vicariously
intends to make surragates of her favorite pupils—the girls who constitute *'the Brodie set.'' Using her credo of “stimulate,
enliven and uplift,”” she urges one of them (Amy Taubin) to become the mistress of the married-but-philandering art teacher
(Roy Cooper) she really loves herself. A lyrically sensuous scene in which the artist paints the girl is cansiderably
more demure than these pictures indicate; on stage, unfortunately, it is only Miss Taubin's back that the audience sees.




Another O'Horgan hit, Tom Paine portrays its hero not only as a revolutionary pamphleteer but also as a wretched alco-
holic finally destroyed by the Americans he helped free. The most memorable scene shows Paine {Rob Thirkield), drunk in
a tavern, hallucinating a group of diaphanously draped tormentors who swirl about him in what O'Horgan calls ““a Blake-
like vision of innocence.’” Surrounding Paine, clockwise from bottom, are Marcia Haufrecht, Gary Britton, Adriana Hines,
Spalding Gray, Lucy Silvay and Barbara Press. *'| think of my work,” says O'Horgan, *‘as kinetic sculpture. The stage
needs to be expanded—rigid conceptions broken, a little blood allowed to flow through.” That mokes Common Sense.
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making love beneath the cross—was
raided by a black policeman. He was, of
course, an actor. But Hair's nude scene is
also “raided.” The current nude fad still
depends on our desire to do—or view—
the supposedly forbidden.,

Some laws governing exposure, ob-
scenity and permssible public aas are
still on the books. But in New York, as
of this writing, there hasn’t been a bust,
vou'll pardon the expression, since Char-
lotte Moorman was arrested for playing
a cello topless. For one number, she even
attached battery-operated toy propellers
to her breasts. That was too much for
criminal-court judge Milton Shalleck. In
his now-famous decision, he said he
doubted that “Pablo Casals would have
become as great if he had performed
nude from the waist down.”

Topless and bottomless 1s the way the
San Francisco rock band The Allmen
Joy played recently at the hippie culture
palace the Straight Theater. The Joy
were part of an allsinging, all-dancing
group grope titled Carmival and Resur-
rection of the Blind God Orpheus Under
the Tower in the Place of Lost Souls.
Scripted by Monte Pike, Carnival was a
tedious  evening of slack-jawed  social
protest, until the wvery last moment.
Then the Joy, urging everyone “to be
free,” Hung off their clothes. The 26-
man cast started walloping one another
and the audience with pillows. And
finally, 50 brave souls from the audience
joined the melee.

It was one of Broadway's leading
playwrights, Robert (Tea and Sympathy)
Anderson, who first satirvized the fad
ol theatrical exposure. Well before crit-
ics remarked on “the mnow-obligatory
flash of nudity,” Anderson wrote a mini-
spool of the “pleasurable shock of recog-
nition” as the first sketch in You Know 1
Can’t Hear You When the Water's Run-
ning. Way back in early 1967, Anderson
portrayed an earnest, middle-aged play-
wright asking his producer about the
chances of showing a 43-yearold hus
band walking, naked, from his bathroom
inlo his own bedroom. When he got
there, he would tell his chattering wife,
“You know I can’t hear you when. . . "

The big question the playwright had
for the producer was: “Why in hell
should we in the theater be so [ar be-
hind the times?” The producer declared
that he knew what had been happening
in movies and novels. But he also knew
what would happen in the theater:
They'd all be put in jail; the audience
would walk out; no actor who ever
hoped to play Hamlet would even audi-
tion; ultimately, there would be a de
mand for onstage sexual intercourse.
“No,” countered the realitystarved
playwright. “the next thing 1 want to
show is the agony of a guy on a hot
date running a race with his bladder.”

There are some real-life  sinuations,
Anderson was saying, that don’t make

good theater. But what is “good thea-
ter’? Anderson takes a conservative
view. He leels that the rebels who have
been exploiting nudity and audience
participation have simply “thrown a pot
of red paint over everything. They've
used up valuable arcas of experience
and cheapened them.” For Anderson,
the theater is a place where the play-
wright tries to “say something.” Essen-
tially, he uses words, and the best wav
for the audience to tune in is to sit back
in a darkened theater and listen.

The radical dramausts and divectors
who are creating what's now called the
New Theater couldn’t  disagree more.
They don’t want the audience sitting
salely in the dark. They want to knock
down the barrier between art and lile
and make the audience part of the ac-
tion. Drama will then become a tribal
ritual, where everybody is involved and
the sound and fury is all around.

Nudity is part of that revolution. It
stands lor freedon, for shedding old 1a-
boos, for throwing off the up-tight con-
ventions of the older generation. Nudity
is the way 1o be open and honest. It
means bare facts and true emotions. For
actors, trained to hide behind their
roles. nudity can be a challenge. Actors
have to work free of their own inhibi-
tions in order to peel before an au-
dience. Perhaps this kind of liberation
will work for the audience, oo. Instead
of hiding behind conventional responses,
it will come alive, jolted by the con-
frontation of naked self with naked self.

Nobody has jolted theatergoers as elec-
trically as has director Tom O'Horgan.
A veteran of the off-off-Broadway La
Mama Troupe, O'Horgan broke through
last season with three award-winning
shows: Hair, Futz! and Tom Paine.

The nude scene in Hair became the
classic, mainly because it was the fist
tume Broadway had ever seen beautibul
voung hippies—or any actors, for that
matter—stark, raving naked. According
to the saript, the scene was a bein at
the end of the first act. And according
to O'Horgan, be-ins are events where
stripping comes naturally. So he had his
hippies clamber out of their beads and
clothes under a gauzy drape, then pop
up through coy liule holes o face the
audience full front. The lighting is dim,
not for modesty’s sake but so an over-
head projector can bathe the hippies
with images ol flowers. And because the
scene is dark, some onlookers miss the
nudity altogether. Others snap
with their cameras.

O'Horgan decorates Tom Paine, Paul
Foster's story of the American Revolu-
tion's great pamphleteer, with rollicking
songs. acrobatics and  stranpge musical
instruments. He even has the actors im-
provise a debate with the audience.
Then there is a nude scene, a dream se-
quence fashioned after a William Blike

away

water color. (Blake was a [Iriend of
Paine’s.) O'Horgan found that covering
the actors with opaque black drapes
looked “heavy and weird.” so he
stripped the cast, then clad them in di-
aphanous chiffon veils. Thus, the boys
and girls swirl around the slecping
*aine, their bodies fully visible beneath
their flowing robes. Besides this fero-
cious sexual nighumare, there’s another,
seldom-reported nude scene in Fom
Faine. To emphasize a moment of “can-
nibalistic horror,” O'Horgan has “freshly
killed” soldiers, their pants pulled down,
their shirts pulled up, strapped 1o poles
and paraded across stage. Here, exposure
is meant to be brutal, not seductive.

In Futz!, O'Horgan uses nudity for
quick shock. A mother visits her son
in jail, where he awaits hanging as a
rapist-murderer. To comfort him, she
bares her breasts and—depending on the
actress playing the role—suckles him or
merely folds his head within her dress.
Overtones of Madonna and child. But
O'Horgan is alter high parody, not pa-
thos. So he quickly shapes the mother
and son into a Renaissance Pield, then
exaggerates their sexual intimacy Dby
having the mother stick her leg down
her son’s shirt. Then he sticks his head
up her skirt. And, in a final wiumph of
impudence, he asks, “Why couldn’t 1
have been my own father?” For an
answer, she slaps him.

This kind of bitter buffoonery could
hardly be misread as “commercial exploi-
tation.” But the box-office potential of
nudity has not been lost on producers.
(Haw's producer, Michael Butler, has
pegged a dozen ol his seats @t an awe-
some, record-breaking $50.) But precisely
because nudity is so fashionable, some
producers will have none of it. David
Merrick has “absolutely, unequivocally”
no plans for nude scenes in any of his
productions. His complacent reasoning:
"I you can sing Stormy Weather, you
don’t need to take off your clothes.”

Oltoff-Broadway  playwright-producer
Ed Wode admits he “took a chance
with nudity out of desperation, in order
to get publicity for the little theater |
started.” Wode's farce about liberals and
racism, Christmas Turkey, put a totally
nude chick on a tabletop plauer. She
never moved and seldom said anvihing,
But she was pretty and naked. And the
play ran a respectable 14 wecks.

With this success behind him, Wode
returned to the dassics, booking plays
by Strindberg, Garcia Lorca and Brecht
Then he came back with another crea-
tion. The Fall of Atlantis, which features
another total nude. She's a daughier ol
Aphrodite, and she moves around and
suggests intercourse with a parrot man.
“I was tempted to present the real thing,”
says Wode, who claims 1o have had rwo
willing actors. “But I'm not out to be

(concluded on page 197)



“I've a good mind to dress like that myself sometime, and when
they come falling all over me, I'll cut them dead.”







skiing:

fromAtoV

aspen and vail offer superb runs,
luxe digs and jet-set apres-ski

travel ByLen Deighton

aspeN, the silver town, 1893. It had ten
churches, three banks, three schools, a
hospital, a courthouse, a hotel with elec
tricity and a population of nearly 12,000.
They wrenched the silver out of the
mountain by the ton and the mines had
names like Smuggler and the Mollie Gib-
son. One day in 1894, they found a single.
nugget that was so big it had 10 be
chopped down to 1840 pounds before it
could be dragged up the mine shalt
They said at the assay ofhce it was 93
percent pure; but by then, nobody was
intercsted in big nuggets and the news
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caused hardly a ripple. By 1895, the silver
bonanza was all over.

The Federal Government had opted
for the gold standard and Aspen, a town
built literally on top of a fabulous for-
tune, found tself b;mkrup{ and appar-
ently doomed. The miners fled to the
gold camps, the girls from Hunter and
Spring streets [ollowed, and the mine
shafts slowly filled with water. All that
was lelt to mark Aspen’s brief romance
with prosperity and a braver age was the
name of the river that skirted the town
to the north, the Roaring Fork. That
and the massive silence of the surround-
ing mountains.

It took the Second World War to re-
vive Aspen. The Tenth Division Moun-
tain Infantry went into training at Camp
Hale and the instructors who toiled up
the liftless slopes took one look at the
terrain and decreed the new boom—
skiing. Two years alter the War was over,
another land rush was launched in As
pen; and if it lacked some of the color
ol the old silver days, it was no less
frenzied. Abandoned mining properties
that had a year earlier changed hands for
S$100 now became unobtainable at al-
most any price, while deserted houses
whose Victorian parlors had been used
as playgrounds by the town’s children
were quickly snapped up by the new
wave of cager prospectors.

There was also a culture boom in
Aspen. It was begun by the late Wal-
ter Paepcke, chairman of the board of
Container Corporation of America, who
thought the town was a perlect summer
setting  lfor cultural festivals. Albert
Schweitzer left his jungle mission to de-
liver a lecture in the former mining town
and Jos¢ Ortega y Gasset, the Spanish
philosopher, made his first journey out of
Spain to deliver another. Great sympho-
ny orchestras perlormed, the restored
opera house rang to Wagnerian rendi.
tions by Traubel and Melchior, and a
host of intellectuals and artists gathered
from all corners of the globe for the an-
nual seminars at the newly created Aspen
Institute for Humanistic Studies.

In the winter of 1950, Aspen was
chosen for the site of the World Ski
Championships, by which time the
town’s [uture was finally seuled. A coma
that had lasted hall a century was over.

Aspen today is one of the largest and
most famous ski resorts in the world (as
well as being a warm-weather mecca for
intellectuals and artists in residence and
out). In Colorado, it's the oldest and big-
gest. It has four mountains, miles of
forested trails and open slopes, and
seven chair lifts capable of moving 5500
skiers every hour,

There are really four ski areas in
Greater Aspen—Buttermilk, Snowmass,
Aspen Highlands and Aspen itself. Shut-
tle buses connect them and tickets for
lifts and instruction are interchangeable.
Each mountain in the region offers

different challenges—beginners and n
termediates at Buttermilk, novices and
experts at Aspen Highlands and a mix
ture of all classes at Aspen and Snow-
LSS,

Most people stay in Aspen hecause
it's the only genuine town in the area
and it's where the action is found after
dark. The Highlands and Buttermilk,
though excellent for skiing, are not self-
suficient resorts, although accommoda-
tions are available at the Highlands
and both have restaurants, After Aspen,
the Highlands is the most popular of
the four. Swiss-born Fred lIselin, one of
Aspen’s earliest pioneers, opened the
town’s first ski school in 1947, and today
runs an excellent 80-instructor ski clinic
in the Highlands. Co-author (along with
rLavsoy Editorial Director A. C. Spec
torsky) of Inwvitation to Modern Shiing,
Iselin has taught his international ski
technique to such pupils as Leonard
Bernstein, William Wyler and Kim No-
viak. Knowledgeable male visitors make
a point of skiing all four areas, because
it's in the calés at the bases of the moun-
tains and on the slopes that people meet
to make plans for the evening. In fact,
m:ny of the skiers who are lifted to the
halfway stops spend the entire day on
the sun deck, taking in the view and the
abundant talent, and donning their skis
only to descend at day’s end.

Snowmass is a [ull-time resort with
inns, condominium apartments, restau-
rants, night cdubs, a theater-banquet
hall, shops and all the usual resort
fittings, including a school run by the
lamous Swein  Eriksen. It's about ten
miles from the town of Aspen, much of
the distance on a loose-dirt road that
will have been paved by the time you
read this.

The quickest way to all four areas is
by Aspen Airlines, which operates direct
flights from Denver. They give you a
low-level and breath-taking view of the
Rockies and il the ride is bumpy, as it
olten is, it doesn’t last 1oo long. The sea-
son runs Irom late fall 1o the end of
April, by which timme the aspens that
gave the town its name have their spring
patina of fine dust that is kicked up by
cvery passing vchicle on the thawing
Streets.

There’s nothing sedate or delicate
about the new Aspen in midwinter, the
height of the ski season. If it is a town
that came back from the dead, it doesn’t
show it. Three-point-two beer, the legal
maximum for under-21s but over-18s in
Colorado. flows like the spillover from a
giant dam: The 80-odd hotels are filled to
capacity, as are the 40 or so restaurants.
And the dozen night clubs are choked
with customers whose bleary sun-
scorched [aces will be seen early the
next morning hanging over endless cups
of strong black coffee in the calés at the
bases ol the slopes.

The majority of visitors seem 1o be

young and single, though at the own’s
heady altitude of just under 8000 feet
(more than 11.000 a1 the summit), few
who arrive unattached spend very long
in that state. Indeed, Aspen is perhaps
the most popular winter resort in North
America with college-age visitors of both
sexes—many ol whom take part-time jobs
for the season—and with the under-30s.

An influx of hippies, il that word
still has any meaning, has, inevitably,
angered and distirbed the town's con-
servative element, which is solidly en-
wrenched in the local tourist industry.
One renowned Aspen  magistrate, a
restaurant owner whose Tyrolean steak-
house bears a sign prohibiting long-
haired customers. is reputed to impose
cxcessive penalties on shaggy  defend-
ants who appear in his courtroom. a fre-
quent occurrence in a town that many
people fecl is overly policed. A petition
was circulated earlier this year for the
removal of the magistrate and though it
wis signed by many of the prominent
liberals in town, it was rejected by the
town council. Aspenites recall with con-
siderable delight that the Federal Bu-
reau of Investigation caught up with
one of its ten-most-wanted men not too
long ago-—he was employed as a chefl's
helper in the kitchen of the magistrate’s
restaurant.

Aspen in the winter is a one-industry
town—tourism. People go there to ski
and sometimes to skate or take a ride
on a dog sled; and when they're not
doing any of these, they're cating in one
of the town's many excellent restauranis,
dancing or being entertained at the
clubs and bars or just partying in anoth-
er visitor's digs. A large contingent of
regulars owns its own homes or condo-
miniums, but most of the people who go
to Aspen don't get invited 1o the private
affairs, which means they remain tour
ists and which also mcans they get no
chance 1o take part, cven lor a short
time, in the established social life of the
town itself.

This, of course, is true of any large
resort; but in Aspen, the sense of being
a transient stranger is heighiened by the
natural difficulties ol the terrain and the
hazards of the climate. After a heavy
snowlall, the smaller roads are blocked
Should you feel like exploring some ol
the nearby ghost towns, such as Ash-
croft, Independence or Ruby, you can’t.
What you can do, however, if you're
looking for respite from the slopes or
from the clattering of beer mugs, is ex-
plore what litle is left of the old Aspen
—the Victorian houses that were built to
last forever, the ruins of the mining
equipment that lies by the river (there's
supposed to be an old locomotive some-
where behind the courthouse, but 1
couldn't find it)—and play the popular
tourist game of searching lor the bullet

{continued on page 212)




GOI@RIESS
IN LIMESTONE
CAVERNS

like those blind fish from
the depths of the earth,

the scientist’s mind floated
in submarine darkness

ﬁdi{m By AI_I_AN SEAGER

THE METAL TANK contaiming Rein-
hart's fish occasioned no excite-
ment when it arrived. Why should
it have? From the same truck ap-
peared a crate containing a mag-
nificent puma, somewhat gaunt,
rendered languid by the tranquil-
wers the shipper had injected,
and a plywood box full of air
holes, holding six pungent skunks.
Such shipments were routine and
the lab helpers—morose, giggling
men from the university main-
tenance department—were used
1o handling them.

But if Reinhart had known
just which truck it would be and
exactly the time it would appear,
he would h been glad 1o
drive his new car out to meet it
on the superhighway and escort
his hsh into town and supervise
their safe stowage in the labora-
tory. He was terribly excited.
However, he knew that the dig-
nity of his new estate forbade
such patent ecagerness. He had
only this term proceeded to asso-
axte professor (hence the car
supplanting a bicycle) and he
would have to restrain himsell
and take the notihcation of Ias
fishes’ arrival through the proper
channel, a bill of lading in his
mailbox.

The lemurs had gotten him
tenure, tenure at 29, (“Fabel-
haft,” his mother had saicd) He
had 1aken six of them, fnghtened
them by banging on irn_n hars.
touching off a pistol full of
blanks and plaving records ol
horn music and train  wrecks,
and noted their reactions with
the paticnce of a Chinaman.
Then he had removed the [rontal
lobes of their brains. When they
had recovered, he frightened
them again. Deprived of their
frontal lobes. the monkeys be-
haved differently. From this ele-
gant experiment, Reinhart had
drawn enough useful conclusions
to make up six papers for the
learned  (continued on page 114)
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PSYCHOCHEMISTRY:
PERSONALITY
BY PRESCRIPTION




today's drugs can turn you on or off, bend your mind and alter your
perception, but tomorrow's will do everything from curtailing your need
for sleep to boosting your intellect and even reshaping your psyche

article By ERNEST HAVEMANN  as anvone can plain-
ly see, this is one of mankind’s strangest eras. On the one hand,
all is pessimism: The world is plagued by violence, starvation,
overpopulation and alienation. Yet never have so many well-
informed men been so rosily optimistic: There is a strong
school of thought holding that all our problems are basically
chemical and will soon yield to solution as readily as the ques-
tion ol what happens when two atoms of hydrogen join with
an atom of oxygen. (In case you have forgotten, H,+ O=H,0;
namely, water. As simple as all that.)

It is typical of our era that Dr. Glenn Seaborg, chairman
of the Atomic Energy Commission, should have taken time
out from worrying about the atom to tell an audience of
women, not entirely in jest, that they will soon have a mar-
velous “antigrouch pill” to sweeten the dispositions of their
menfolk. (Presumably, it could be slipped into the unsus-
pecting male’s morning coffee, like a lump of sugar, to turn
him from terrible tiger to purring kitten.)

It is also typical that two other respected thinkers, one a
scientist and one an author, should have placed the rather
humorous-sounding antigrouch pill on a serious global basis.
The scientist, Dr. Heinz Lehmann of Canada’s McGill
University, has predicted an “antiaggression drug” that will
overcome what seem up to now to be the natural human
tendencies to pick quarrels and to make war. The author,
Arthur Koestler, claims in his The Ghost in the Machine that
most of man’s troubles are caused by a conflict between his
“old brain,” which controls his emotions, and his “new
brain,” which determines his thoughts; this gap will eventu-
ally be bridged by a drug that will give us all a “coordinat-
ed, harmonious state of mind,” making us [ar too contented
to [ret or to fight

There are also respected rescarchers on record as believing
that man will soon have drugs that will cure his major
mental disturbances, eliminate his fears and anxicties, keep
him fat or lean at will, let him decide for himself how long,
if at all, he cares to sleep, make him much smarter than ever
before and even permit him to live longer. You name it and
there is somebody—not a wild-eyed visionary but a sane and
skeptical scientist—who believes it is just around the corner.

Are we really on the verge of a chemical breakthrough in
the control ol human personality?

If you were a psychiatrist at a mental hospital, you
would have to think so. You might be indined to say,
indeed, that the breakthrough has already been made.
What has happened in the mental hospitals has taken place
so rapidly and spectacularly that the events have outsped
communications; they constitute one of the great untold
and unappreciated stories of our time. Few people know
about it except the veteran staff members who worked in
the hospitals in the old days—meaning before about 1955—
and who work there yet.

In the mid-Fifties, there were 560,000 patients in mental
hospitals and the figure was rising by 12,000 a year. For ail
practical purposcs, the hospitals might have borne the same
legend that Dante said was inscribed on the gates of hell,
“All hope abandon, ye who enter here.” Some of the
patients were in strait jackets, lest they kill one another
or the guards. Some of them were in wet packs—wrapped
in wet sheets in a bathtub—in an attempt to cool them
down. The wards were full of men and women tearing out
their hair, cursing, using the floors for wilets. Even the
calmest of the patients were terrified of the future. The
staffs were overworked and frustrated; there was ume only
to puard the overcrowded buildings and prevent wuouble,
no time at all to practice the intensive psychotherapy that
was then considered the only possible glimmer of chance

for improvement. Everybody knew that the very atmos-
phere of a mental hospital was enough to drive a normal
man crazy, that almost nobody could be expected to recov-
er there; yet for the hopelessly disturbed patients of the
day, there was no alternative.

Into this dismal picture, one day, there suddenly
dropped the first of the chemical weapons against mental
disease—two tranquilizers discovered at almost the same
instant, chlorpromazine and reserpine. Physicians gave one
or the other to their most difficult patients and sat back in
utter disbelief. Dr. Nathan S. Kline, the veteran research
director of New York’s Rockland State Hospital, still dis
plays the excitement of the successful explorer when he
recalls what happened: “We knew the minute we tried the
drugs that this was it. We knew it not aflter the first one hun-
dred patients, not after the first fifty, but after the first six.”

Today, of course, there are many tranquilizers, all of
which have a remarkably benign effect on the schizophrenic
patients who have the world's most cippling psychosis.
There are also drugs to combat the symptoms of depres
sion, another common psychosis, as well as the symptoms of
the manic state that often alternates with depression. The
atmosphere in the mental hospitals has totally changed.
They are less crowded now—425,000 patients instead of
560,000. The patients are [ar less destructive, far less terrified,
far more “normal” in their behavior. The staffs have more
time to treat the patients, with individual or group psycho-
therapy as well as medicine. And patients do recover; more
than twice as many as before go back to rejoin their families
and to work at jobs, like anybody else. In human terms, the
improvement is nothing short of magnificent. Even in cold
financial terms, the drugs to control mental disturbances have
been of astounding value. Dr. Kline estimates that they have
saved the U.S. some 20 billion dollars in the cost of new
buildings and beds and continuing care that would otherwise
have had to be provided for the mentally disturbed.

All this, in the almost unanimous opinion of the research-
ers, is only the beginning. It is a clich¢ in psychiatric cirdes
to say that the present mind drugs do not cure mental
disturbance but only relieve the symptoms, thus enabling the
patient to live a more normal life and sometimes making
him amenable to the talking-out benefits of intensive psy-
chotherapy that may get at the roots of his conflicts. That is
1o say, most psychiatrists and psychologists and almost all
psychoanalysts continue to believe that mental disturbances
are usually [unctional—caused by some kind of disturbance in
personality dynamics—rather than due to physical causes.
Yet even the [unctional theorists tend to believe that better
drugs are on the way. Dr. Sherwyn Woods, director of
graduate education in psychiary at the University of
Southern California, is, for example, one of those who
believe that the basic cause of schizophrenia lies in func-
tional problems in thinking and human relations. Yet Dr.
Woods also believes that the functional problems lead to
or are associated with biochemical disturbances that determine
the symptoms of schizophrenia, and he believes that even the
most stubborn symptoms will mostly prove treatable with new
drugs. “Within twenty years,” he says, “we should have chemi-
cals that are effective in controlling hallucinations and de-
lusions and making patients far more comlortable than they
are even today."”

Even more optimistic are those psychiatrists who, impressed
by the success ol the tranquilizers and antidepressants, are
beginning to think that all serious mental disturbance is
basically biochemical in nature, some kind of abnormal bodily
chemistry that poisons the brain and makes it act in strange
and unfortunate ways. Dr. Kline, for example, says flatly,
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“1 think schizophrenia is probably an
organic disorder, and I'm almost sure
that 80 percent of depressions are or
ganic.” In his private practice, Dr. Kline
relies stricily on medications and no
longer practices any psychotherapy at all.
("Some of my patients,” he concedes,
“seem to be disappointed that 1 don't
ask them about their sex lives and mas-
turbation and sibling rivalry and all
that; I guess I lose some of them that
way.”) And Dr. Kline is one of those
who forecast that new medicines will pre-
vent even that currently hopeless form
of psychosis caused by damage 10 the
brain due to senility. ("The wouble with
the human brain,” he says, “is that it’s
grown too big for the human skull; it
doesn’t get enough blood supply, espe-
cially as we get older. But someday
we'll find a new way of nourishing it
and keeping its cells from dying ofl.”)

Il all psychoses are organic, then all
ol them theoretically can be cured—or at
least controlled, completely and perma-
nently, like diabetes—with the right kind
of medicine. Indeed, a situation might
arise similar to one of the present ironies
in physical medicine. Nowadays, it is
almost  better 1o have  pneumonia,
which can easily be cured with antibiot-
ics, than a common cold, for which no
cure exists. Someday it may be better to
have a major psychosis, curable with
some specific drug of the future, than to
have onc of the minor psychoneurotic
disorders, such as an anxiety state or a
sexual obsession, which even Dr. Kline
and his fellow theorists consider to be
functional in origin and treatable only
with psychotherapy.

What is the layman to think about
the argument of functional versus or-
ganic? Unul recently, the functional
viewpoint had all the better of it; all at-
tempts to find a physical basis ended in
either [ailure or controversy. Now, how-
ever, the scales may be tipping: there is
strong new cvidence that any one of
several physical abnormalities may be
associated with schizophrenia. One of
them concerns a part of the blood plas-
ma known as alpha-2globulin. This
substance is present in  everybody's
blood stream: but in the blood of schizo-
phrenics, it has been found in amounts
far above normal. The finding is particu-
larly impressive because it was made
independently by three research labora-
tories, two in the United States and one
in the Soviet Union. One ol the re-
searchers, Dr. Jacques Gottlich of the
Lafayette Clinic in  Detroit, theorizes
that an excess amount ol alpha-2-globu-
lin may bore its way into brain cells and
cause them to function something like a
short-circuited switchboard.

Another possibility also has been dis-
covered by several rescarchers, among
them, C. A. Clarke of the University of
Liverpool; they have found that the
urine of schizophrenics, but not the

urine of normal people, often contains a
complicated  chemical  called DMPE.
This chemical has a struciure that is
similar both to adrenaline, which is se-
creted in large amounts by the human
adrenal gland in states of stress and
emotion, and to mescaline, a chemical
found in a Southwesiern cacius plant
that was chewed by primitive American
Indians to produce a binge that looks
for all the world like some forms of
schizophrenia. The Clarke findings
would seem to indicate that schizophren-
ics, owing to some hereditary defect in
burning off their adrenaline, might be
continuously intoxicated by a mescaline-
like chemical produced by their own
bodies.

Without much fanfare, this sort ol
possibility has now been carried a step
further. Dr. Mark D. Alischule, a Har-
vard scientist, and his colleague Dr.
Zoltan L. Hegedus have announced the
discovery, made in a test tube, that hu-
man bleod contains enzymes that can
convert adrenaline into several chemicals
called “brain poisoning indoles,” presum-
ably capable of causing all kinds of men-
tal aberrations. Moreover, reported Drs.
Altschule and Hegedus, the tendency to
produce large quantities of these indoles
seems to be greater in schizophrenics
than in normal people and also to be
hereditary; it appears to be higher among
the relatives of schizophrenics than
among other people. Score another point
for the theory that the body and brain
of the schizophrenic might be a sort of
hereditary chemical factory for convert-
ing adrenaline into its own intoxicants,

A great many scientists are now work
ing on biochemical research into mental
disturbances, following these leads and
seeking new ones. Even Dr. Linus Paul-
ing, the Nobel Prize winner, came out
this year with a new organic theory of
mental disturbance. Dr. Pauling has de
cided that normal mental functioning
depends on the presence of many kinds
of molecules, including those of many of
the B vitamins, vitamin C, uric acid and
other substances normally present in the
brain. The average person, Dr. Pauling
contends, gets enough of these sub-
stances from his daily diet or produces
them in sufficient quantity through his
own bodily chemistry. The mentally ill
person, however, owing to some kind ol
hereditary difference, needs more of them,
because he burns them off faster or cannot
produce them as efficiently. His bodily
chemistry, especially the chemistry of his
brain, is off in such a way as to make him
sulfer, in effect, from a dehciency disease,
like rickets or scurvy. The way to treat
him, says Dr. Pauling, is to pinpoint the
deficiency and correct it—a new kind of
treatment that he calls orthomolecular
psychiatry (meaning to provide the right
amount of the right molecules at the right
time and place). Dr. Pauling’s theory has
been challenged by some psychiatrists—

but his record shows that it is hardly
safe 1o dismiss his ideas.

There is one form of brain abnormali-
ty, it should be added, that has been
treated successfully with a specific drug
for many years. This is epilepsy, not a
psychosis but a strange disorder in
which parts of the brain seem 10 be
come overexcitiable, leading [rom time
to time to what might be called elec
trical explosions, accompanied by sei-
zures ranging [rom mild blackouts
to intense convulsions. Julius Caesar
suffered from epileptic “his,” and so
would more than 1,000,000 people to-
day, were it not for a drug called Dilan-
tin. Taken daily, Dilantin restores the
brain's nerve cells to normal excitability
and prevents them from firing 100
quickly or too often: its use permits
most cpilepsy patients to lead perfectly
normal lives, free [rom fear of a seizure.
Recently, there has been speculation
that Dilantin may also relieve some
kinds ol depression. control irrational
anger and break the obsessive, “round-
and-round™ thinking patierns that scem
to plague manv people. (The noted
financier Jack Dreyfus. Jr.. who reports
that his own mood and thinking abilities
have been greatly improved by Dilantin.
has sct up a foundation to explore these
possibilities.)

Besides  relieving  the  sympioms ol
mental discase—or possibly even curing
it—what else can the chemical break-
through do? One thing it has alrcady
done is revolutionize human sexual be-
havior; for the hrst time in man’s histo-
ry, it has separated the sex act from the
act of procreation. To most Americans
today. the word “pill” means one thing
first and foremost—the birth-control pill.
99.7 percent effective in preventing preg
nancy. The pill is by far the most ef-
ficient method of birth control ever
invented; indeed, it is the only swe
method, short of sterilization. It works
by delicatcly tinkering with the female
hormone cycle and thus preventing the
monthly release of a ripe egg. No cgg.
no pregnancy—regardless of when sexual
intercourse takes place.

As good as the pill is, it has some
disadvantages. Some women object to
the Fact thaw it must be taken every day
for 20 days and then stopped for eight
days: they have trouble remembering.
Never mind. Soon a woman will be
able to go to her physician and get a
single shot that will do the job for three
months, and no remembering necessary.
Or, if she finds it more convenient,
she will switch to the new “minipill,”
already tested and found eflective.
This one will be taken every day
of the year, and no need 1o consult
the calendar. The same hormones used
in the minipill could even be im-
planted under the skin, in a slightly

fcontinued on page 131)



BOLD AND BRAWNY fur greatcoats, with a
look that’s right out of F. Scott Fitzgerald,
are this season’s smartest trappings. Avail-
able in a variety of sumptuous skins—
seal, bear, beaver and marmot, among
others—greatcoats bring a new warming
trend to the frostiest of football stadia.
And their calf length, thick pelts and
full lapels help the urbanite weather the

attire By ROBERT L. GREEN
a_fur-out way to
kick off the big game season

PHOTOGRAPH BY ALEXAS URBA

fiercest blizzard in great style. The stal-
wart sportsman standing here—accom-
panied by a jazzy cheering section aboard
a vintage Packard touring car—is fash-
ionably furred for the day's big game in
a windowpane-plaid six-button double-
breasted Chinese marmot great greatcoat
featuring a high, wide collar and deep
slash pockets, by Georges Kaplan, $795.
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LlMESTONE CAVERNS (continued from page 109)

journals. They had given the department
a slight but dehnite cachet and he had
been rewarded, a coming man.

Reinhart did not really know why he
had chosen fsh for this experiment. A
city boy, he had never seen fish except
dead in the market, their sea hues fad-
ed, their tails curling. He bad not ex-
hausted the experimental possibilities of
lemurs, by any means, yet he had been
drawn uninquiringly to hsh.

They were southern cave fish, Typh-
lichthys subterraneus, “colorless in lime-
stone caverns,” his books had said. “The
body bristles with nerve endings keyed
to detect moving worms and crus
taceans.” They were totally blind. In-
deed, when Reinhart hrst saw them in
the glass tank in the laboratory, he had
switched on the light and the four of
them sank to the gravel bottom of the
tank and lay mert among the ornamental
shells. Although they could not see, they
were apparently sensitive to light. It was
not a word Reinhart had ever used, even
to himsell, but they seemed full of deco-
rum. He was fascinated.

He went home to tell his wife. She
was a thin little girl with a rather pretty
face, from Hunter College. She met him
at the door as she did customarily, de-
lighted as she was customarily.

She said, “You can’t wear jeans to the
lab anymore. You'll have to wear your
suit.” She adored his promotion.

“Sara, they came. The fish,” he said.

“Are they—all right?” she asked. What
does one say about fish, even one’s
husband's?

He looked her straight in the eyes, ex-
pecting her to understand him. “They're
wonderful.”

She waited for him to tell her more,
but he sat down on the couch with his
hands hanging between his knees, silent.
Thus, without any inkling of it, he began
to grow away from her.

He was silent through the eggplant
and cheese and the little chocolate
sundaes from the supermarket. She had
never seen him like this and she thought
he was ill. Gently, she urged him to go
to bed. Docilely, he went. She gave him
two aspirins and a glass of water. As she
turned off the light, he said, “If you
turn on the light, they sink to the bottom
of the tank.”

This was a warning, but how could
she take it as such? She thought he had
a touch of fiu.

In the morning, he was up earlier
than vsual. He bustled through shaving
and bustled into his clothes. He never
bustled. He was standing by the stove
in the kitchen, looking out the window,
when she came out in her pajamas. “How
are you feeling, David?” she asked.

He looked at her as if her question
were odd and unpredictable. He said,
“Why, hne. 1 feel good.” And he re-

sumed looking out the window. He
loved her, of course, but they had been
married long enough so he did not think
about it. They once had long talks abour
the future. He had been a virile, healthy
man, concerned about his career; and
now, for the first time, she thought, he
is ill—he has the flu and the fever that
goes with it. She wanted to coax him
back to bed and minister to him, but he
left the apartment without embracing
her, hardly saying goodbye. How was
she to know?

‘The lab was dark. Even the assistants
had not yet arrived. Reinhart switched
on the light over the fishes” tank. As if
stunned, the fish arrested their suave
glidings and sank, their fins rippling,
down to the gravel bottom, where they
lay, three of them on their sides, one
propped on its belly against a shell.

He drew up a stool and watched
them. Without any regret or alarm, he
could feel his entire research project
slipping away from him. He had
thought himself interested in their feed-
ing habits and he had conceived his
project to be an attempt to prove which
way they swam to their food-—rectilin-
early or in an S curve. Now it did not
seem to matter. Were they beautiful?
He watched them, the smooth vestigial
sockets of their blind eyes, their strange
transparent bodies with their internal
organs shaded throughout their interiors
as if with some cryptic writing. He sat
there the whole morning, his chin on his
hands. At lunchtime, he turned off the
light, dropped some worms and tiny
shrimps into the tank and went out to
eat his own lunch, not out of a brown
paper bag anymore but in a restaurant.

When he returned after lunch, he
switched on the light again. The fsh
sank to their floor of gravel, as if
shocked, and this time all four lay on
their sides. He stared down at them. It
had been years since the blind—blind
humans, that is—had aroused any sym-
pathy in him. It had been bitten by
their dogs, clubbed down by their
canes, shut away in their Braille novels,
its voice drowned out by their free
records supplied by the state. Every-
thing was done for the sightless human;
nothing for these. Nor did they need
anything. Cosseting his mind with a
phrase remembered from some literature
course, he said 1o himself, “In the Stygi-
an gloom of their caverns, their lives are
simple.” And they, no one else, had
modifed all the strings of their nerves to
enhance those simple lives. Reinhart
was lost in admiration.

Each morning he came to the lab, sat
staring on his stool for four hours, gave
them darkness and food at noon, ate his
lunch in a student restaurant where his
colleagues did not go and, afterward, he
stared at the fish again until six o’clock.

He did not ask himself why. Thoughts
darted through his mind continually and
he did not believe he was idle.

He ate well, slept nine hours a night,
but he and his wife no longer con-
versed. He would answer direct ques
tions after a pause during which he
seemed to be returning from some dis
tance; otherwise, he did not speak. He
never asked for a beer. He did not
watch the new television set. He seemed
as willing to sit in one chair as another,
his eyes wide open, his hands dangling
from the end of the chair arms, his feet
flat on the Hoor. He was relaxed and
calm. It was his calmness that fright-
ened her; yet, since he had been in
analysis only two years before, she re-
jected a fear of any psychic disorder.
For a day or two, she entertained the
pandemic bugbear of the faculty wile,
another woman, but she was forced 1o
reject that also—he was home every
night. He went to bed at nine o'clock.
He did say, “Good night.”

She had quit her job when he was
promoted and she had little to do but
worry. One day she caught up with him
as he was returning from lunch and said
she wanted to see the fish. “All right,”
he said, pleasantly enough. She had of-
ten visited his lab. Trained as a psycholo-
gist at Hunter, she understood his work
and its importance, and she liked to
keep up with his projects.

The lab was in darkness, but he
found his way to the light switch easily
and, following him, she was just in time
to see the fish stop swimming and sink
decorously, their fins and tails rippling,
to the bottom.

“Why, they're luminosensitive, even if
they are blind.” She said that, “Lumino-
sensitive.”

EY.csi

“But you can’t observe their feeding
habits in darkness.”

He did not answer. He had pulled up
the stool and sat down with his head
between his hands, watching the fish.

She began to chatter nervously. “But
I've got a great idea. I know what you
can do. You can get an infrared camera
and photograph them, no matter how
dark it is.”

He turned his head and looked at her.
“Why?" he said softly.

“Of course, you’ll have to apply for a
supplementary grant. . . . What did you
say?”

He had turned back to the fish and
did not reply. She watched the hsh and
then him for a minute and went away
despondent. She had only tried to help.

It was not an easy decision, but she
called his mother in New York and
asked her to come out. Since she could
not tell her exactly what was the matter
with him, her statements seemed cryptic
and sinister and they alarmed Mrs.

(concluded on page 190)



HOW
DOES THAT MAKE
YOU FEEL?_

what tv star married to what sex symbol pulled a gun on what §100-an-hour shrink?

fiction By JEFFERY HUDSON At rour o’cLock
on Thursday afternoon, Peter Finney rushed past the
beautiful receptionist in the waiting room and burst
into Dr. Eyck’s teak-paneled Hollywood office. There,
seated behind his free-form, polished desk, beneath the
Picasso sketch, to the right of the Giacometti sculpture,
was Dr. Eyck.

“You bastard,” Finney said. “You stinking, rotung
bastard.”

Il Dr. Eyck was surprised, he gave no indication. He
ILLUSTRATION BY BERNARD MCDONALD

glanced at his watch and said mildly, “You're early
today, Peter. Is something troubling you?”

“You're goddamned right,” Finney said. “You're god-
damned right, you slimy, crud-coated Kraut.”

Dr. Eyck stroked his goatee thoughtfully and nodded
toward the black morocco couch. “Do you want to talk
about it?”

“Hell, no,” Finney said, kicking the couch. “I'm tired
of talking. I'm ured of pouring out my heart to you
at a hundred bucks an (continued on page 156)
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november’s painting playmate, paige
young, m ixes her media—art
and aquatics—at her malibu hideaway




by providing Paige Young-—who counts the New England iconoclast among her favorite authors—
with a perfect capsule summary of her outlook on the world. Avoiding the hemmed-in routine that

_ ‘ “ALL GOOD THINGS ARE WILD AND FREE,” observed Henry David Thoreau about a century ago, there-
g
8
! ]e.ui» to what she likes to call * ‘the nine-to-five doldrums,” Miss November has created for herself an

Though she's devoted to her ort, Poige Young sovors her leisure hours with equal vitality, filling them with ventures
as varied as all outdoors—where she spends most of her free time. “To be an artist,” she says, “you have to be com-
pletely tuned in to yourself and your environment. | guess that's why | dig nature so much; it has the kind of elementol
beauty and energy that | try to put into my painting. | learn more by being outside than | could in any art course.”



FHOTOGRAFHY BY PETER GOWLAND

Before leaving her studio for @ morning of scuba diving, Paige pauses before a recent creation—her portroit of Truman Capote.
“I've been offered five hundred dollars for it,” she says, “but Capote is a hero of mine and I'd like to give it to him someday.” A
quick trip fo o Santa Monica Canyon shop that rents scuba gear yields the required equipment—plus some tips from a helpful sales-
man. Minutes later, a wet-suited Paige, bobbing in the chilly water, is joined by a fellow mariner displaying a lobster he's speared.



Inviting several other skindiving enthusiasts back to her beach-front studio for a broiled-lobster cookout, Miss November takes
expert charge of the culinary duties. After the meal, everyone moves indoors for a folk-song session—during which Paige gives the
group a sneak preview of a self-portrait in progress. Paige and a friend later that afternoon transport a selection of her paintings for
a showing in Westwood's Eros Gallery—where, that night, she attends to the pleasant business of chatting with prospective customers.
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untrammeled life style as a free-lance artist. “Painting for a living is a struggle,” she says. “I have to work
at it, but at least my time is my own and I'm working for myself—not for some impersonal corpora-
tion.” Brought up in Los Angeles and currently based in a beachside Malibu studio, Paige is an enthusi-
astic eclectic in matters artistic—painting (and selling) everything from portraits and neoimpressionist
seascapes to bold abstractions. About the only trend that leaves her cold is pop: “It’s real and it says
something about today’s culture—but I wouldn’t waste my paint on it. I can do without the pop scene
in general; it gives me a headache.” No fan of the far-out fads and plastic pleasures that abound in Cali-
fornia, Miss November prefers such traditional alfresco activities as invigorating romps along the shore
and peaceful strolls through the woods. Paige also boasts a creative culinary flair and likes nothing better
than orchestrating an exotic dinner for a deserving date—followed by a fireside dessert and plenty of
good conversation. “If people would just sit down and really talk to, instead of at, each other, I'm sure
they’'d be a lot happier,” says Paige—who, we're sure you'll agree, is something worth talking about.

Lured away from her canvas by Joshua, her Weimaraner, Paige has a friendly tussle with him—then uses the interruption
as an excuse for a spirited sprint along the beach. “I'm a sucker for the seashore,” she admits, “and Joshua knows it."




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

According to a waggish pundit we know, the
trouble with political jokes is that they some-
times get elected.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines high noon
as a four-martini lunch.

A colonel was chatting with a young second
lieutenant in the officers’ club when a major
approached, coughed discreetly and said he’d
Ii?(f: to speak to the colonel about a matter of
some importance. “Go ahead,” said the colonel.

“I'd rather not in front of the lieutenant,
sir,” murmured the major.

“Well,” observed the colonel, “spell it, then.”

Any bad habits, Miss Anderson?” asked the
young exec, interviewing a shapely secretarial
applicant: “Gumchewing, tardiness, gossiping,
chastity?”

Our Unabashed Dictio defines Jamaica as
what’s usually asked of a [raternity man when
he comes back from a date.

Enervated by his life’s hectic pace, the swing-
er determined to take a leisurely drive across
the country. At first the pastoral sights pleased
him, but by the time he got to Kansas, he was
dying for some action. Pulling into the only
gas station in a small town one Saturday eve-
ning, he asked the attendant, “Is there any
night life in this town?”

“Not anymore,” the native replied. “She
moved to Chicago.”

We recently attended a wedding where the
bride was six months pregnant—the guests all
threw pufled rice.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines primate as
a sultan’s favorite wife.

For several weeks,” the distraught factory
worker confided to his psychiatrist, “I was ob-
sessed with the idea of putting my organ in
the pickle slicer. The thought kept me awake
nights. When I finally fell asleep, I would
dream about it. I couldn’t work eftectively. All
I could do was stare at that pickle slicer and
daydream. Finally, I couldn’t control my

assion. During lunch hour yesterday, I stayed
in the factory and fulfilled my desire.”

“My God!” gasped the psychiatrist. “What
happened?”

“The foreman came back from lunch early,”
said the worker, saw what was going on and
fired me on the spot.”

“What happened to the pickle slicer?”

“Of course,” the worker responded, “she was
fired, too.”

The little boy pointed to two dogs in the park
and asked his father what they were doing.
“They're making puppies, son,” the father
said. That night, the boy wandered into his
parents’ room while they were making love.
Asked what they were doing, the father re-
plied, “Making you a baby brother.”

“Gee, Pop,” the boy pleaded, “turn her over
~~~~~ I'd rather have a puppy.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines pillage as
about 16 for most girls,

Why do you lower your eyes when I say ‘I
love you'?" the young man asked the attrac-
tive girl in the nudist camp.

“To see if it's true,” she replied.

Before retiring on his wedding night, the
young minister turned to his bride and mur-
mured, “Pardon me, darling, I'm going to pray
for guidance.”

“Sweetheart,” his wife answered, “I'll take
care of the guidance. You pray for endurance.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines minimum
as a tiny British mother.

Reminiscing with her girlfriend about their
childhood, the sweet young thing asked, “Did
you ever play with jacks?”

“Oh, yes,” her friend replied. “And with
Tommy’s, Bill's and Freddy's.”

Then there was the coed who passed biology
by giving her body to science.

I dont really mind him being unfaithful,”
sighed the wife to the marriage counselor,
“but I just can’t sleep three in a bed.”

k« -5 ;s ;é,,zr":;-m—

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines madam as
one who offers vice to the lovelorn.

Pl}rmouth Colony had fallen on evil days,
and Governor Bradford called a meeting to
berate the towns‘])co le for their wayward prac
tices. “Terrible s are being done,” he said.
“Men are illicitly knowing their neighbors’
wives and daughters; men are having vile rela-
tions with other men. And there is bestiality—
human beings fornicating with dogs and cats,
horses and cows, pigs, sheep, chickens——"

From the back of the room came a voice of
disbelieving horror: “Chickens?”

Heard a good one lately? Send it on a post-
card to Party Jokes Editor, pLAYBOY, Playboy
Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Il 60611. $50 will be paid to the coniributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned,
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“If you really don’t want her any longer, Mr. Brownly,
I'd like to have her.”
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article By ROBERT CRICHTON THE ONLY THING | ever wanted

to accomplish in life was to write a good novel. 1 wanted this so much that 1 came
to think of myself as a novelist, even though I had never written one. Despite this
little failing, I was quite convinced that were I to die right then, my obituary would
read “Crichton, Novelist, Writes Last Chapter,” because everyone would know how
much it meant to me. And it would only be fair; I had the novels in my head. All
that was lacking was the technical [ormality of transferring them to paper.

This state of affairs went on until I was past 30. When no novel had appeared,
in order to account for the void and save my self-respect, I was driven to conclude
that I was a dassic example of the pitfalls of Grub Street. I was a free-lance maga-
zine writer then, living from one assignment to the next, always one advance
behind, and I saw myself as a victim of the literary sharecropper system, as hope-
lessly snared in my web of circumstances as those wretched cotton farmers James
Agee described in Let Us Now Praise Farnous Men.

The matter was out of my hands. I was a victim and I was quite happy that
way until the spring of 1962, when a magazine publisher named Henry Steeger
came back from a lunch he had had with some Italian winegrowers and told me
the story of a small Italian hill town where the people had hidden 1,000,000 bottles
of wine from the Germans, and of how they had managed to keep their secret.

“Someone should write that,” Mr. Steeger said. “lt has the quality of legend
and yet it happened in our own time."”

I could recognize that much. I was astonished, in fact, that this fat plum of a
story, swelling with possibilities, was still unplucked. By this time, however, I had
so perfected my defenses to repel anything that even hinted at the potential of
becoming a novel that I was able to tell myself that it actually wasn't a very good
story at all. I increasingly found it more desirable to apologize for a book I hadn’t
written (but which just might be great) than to apologize for one I had written.

Camus wrote that ultimately all men are prey to their truths, even in the ac
of denying them, and Santa Vittoria became one of mine. Even while denying it,
I knew the story of this town was the basis for a big grab bag of a novel, a
Bildungsroman, in which, because of the sprawling framework of the story, almost
anything goes and anything works. Against my will, the story preyed upon me,
fermenting in my doughy spirit, fizzing there like a cake of yeast in a winevat.

I woke one morning in March—there was snow and thunder, very rare and
very strange—with the line “In dreams begin responsibilities” running through my
mind. It is a line from Yeats (borrowed from some obscure Indian poet, I have
since found out) that I used to write in all my notebooks when I was in college.
It is a line that has been the subject of profound scrutiny, and some subtle inter-
pretations have resulted from it. But on this morning, the line was very dear to
me: If you dream about something all the time, you have a responsibility to do
something about it. I apologize to William Butler Yeats. 1 began going around
New York that morning trying to raise enough money to take me to Italy. I felt
the least I could do was look at this place that had become my responsibility. When
I accumulated $800 beyond the round-trip air fare, I set out for Santa Vittoria.

The trip to Italy, which in any terms other than those of a writer would have
to be classed as a continuous disaster, I include here because it illustrates something
important about the craft; namely, anything that happens to a writer can, with
good fortune, be turned into something of value. In a matter of weeks, I was run
down by a car in Rome, robbed in a country inn and managed to make a profound
fool of myself in Santa Vittoria; and each event turned out to be more fortunate
than the one before it

The car incident is a good example. 1 was in a pedestrian crosswalk that
guaranteed me the right of way, when the car bore down on me. I, an American
and a believer in the sanctity of signs, couldn’t believe he was going to keep on
coming. He couldn’t believe I wasn’t going to jump out of the way. He must have
been a good driver, because he drove only halfway over my body before managing
to stop. I had my first intimation of the way things were going to go when a man
helped me out from under the car.

“You're very lucky,” he said. “You didn't dent the fender.”

My last intimation, or my first revelation of truth, came in the police station.
I was talking about justice and my rights and I could see that they felt I was not
well balanced. I didn’t get the idea, they assured me. The car was bigger and faster




COLLAGE BY RON BRAOFOROD

L SantfOnttoria

—

Pasubio - 105
a free-lance author tells how he

became a best-selling novelist through a series of
disasters and a monumental writing block
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and stronger than I and therefore the car
had the right of way. Couldn’t I see that
much?

So, on only my second day in Italy, I
was privileged to begin to understand
the basic fact of Italian life, which is
that power, the balance of it, the having
and not having it, is the key to all life.
Survival depends on a respect for it
The possession or the lack of it deter-
mines the course of a man's existence.
Success depends on how well you learn
to manipulate it. I was never able to get
anyone in Italy to be sympathetic about
being run down in a safety zone. They
would listen to the story and they would
nod and then they would always say:
“Yes, but why didn’t you jump out of
the way?”

These people, then, who pass them-
selves off to the world and to themselves
as romantics, are the most realistic of
people, Two broken fngers and the
knees gone from the pants of my one
good suit were a small price to pay for
such knowledge. I might have spent
months in Italy before learning what I
did.

The robbery was a very Italian kind
of crime. 1 was headed north to Santa
Vittoria, taking all the back roads avail-
abie so I would have a feel of the coun-
try before getting there, and I took a
room with a terrace on the second floor
of a country inn. Few Italians would
have taken that room. It faced away
from the inn and not in toward the
courtyard. Italians like to be with
people. Americans, who have allowed the
north-European psyche to inflict itself
upon their nartional soul, prefer privacy.
Even if he took the room, no Italian
would have then opened the window
onto the terrace. They don’t trust the
night air and what might come in with
it. Americans like to clean the portals of
the mind with fresh night air and they
like to be wtrusting and believe in the
possibilities for humankind to be good.

It must have looked like a ritual scene
from some old Italian novella. The thief
came up the stone wall at night and
onto the terrace and into the room and
through my pockets. I should still be
angry with him, but the thief did one
marvelous thing; he left me half of my
money. I picture him working swiftly
and dangerously in the dark to leave me
my share and I warm to him. He was a
humanist and a2 man generous to stran-
gers, which is as good a definition of a
gentleman as any. So another factor:
Life is a matter of power tempered by
an incorruptible humanity, which in it-
self is a kind of power. I was a more tol-
erant man after that and I was also one
long step down toward poverty and my
ultimate entry into the Italian lower
depths, where few outsiders are allowed
to go.

In Santa Vittoria, on my first day, I
was invited to a luncheon at the winery

held for some American wine buyers
and I proceeded first 1o praise and then
to rave about one particular wine, which
I assured those present made all the rest
taste like scented toilet water. Certainly
someone should have warned me that
the wine I was praising was a compari-
son wine, designed to make the local
wines taste good by comparison. It was
suggested by a company official after the
lunch that I didn’t seem to be the night
man to tell the story of the great thing
they had done in Santa Vittoria. I left
the town the same day I arrived in it.

And this was fortunate, too. Fearful
of attempting a novel, I had determined
to write a nonfiction book; but now I
had no alternative. 1 also thought that I
would be able 1o live off the generosity
of the people 1 was writing about, and
now I was condemned to live off the
land. I headed south, down the spine of
the Apennines, in search of my own
Santa Vittoria. In all, I stayed in 20 hill
towns, each one separiate in my mind
and yet all of them finally merging into
one conglomerate city, richer than the
sum of its parts. 1 learned some things
of value along the way.

In the beginning, 1 had the belief that
people would resent my intrusion and I
sat at solitary tables in the café in the
piazza and, like Proust at a party, “j'ob-
serve, fobserve.” It took some time to
learn that my discretion only bred suspi-
cion. No one told me anything honest.
At last, T fell back on the tactic of sim-
ple honesty. On arriving in a new town,
I learned to approach the first person
who seemed to command respect and
tell him exactly what I was doing in his
town. I was an American, a writer. I
was planning a book on just such a town
as this one, but not this one, and I
wanted to know everything good and
everything bad about life in a hill town
that anyone wanted to tell me. Very of-
ten, the man would take me to the may-
or, who would tell me everything good
about the town, and then the people
would come and tell me everything bad
about it

Every day I grew poorer, and this
was good, since it put me into the hands
and then the homes of people I couldn’t
have met otherwise. Toward the end of
my stay, I was reduced to knocking on
strangers’ doors and asking if they
would like to sell me a plate of peas and
rice or some soup and bread and wine
for 100 lire. They were always happy to
do it. Someone could always go without
a meal, but where could they get an ex-
tra 100 lire? I learned a great many
things with my soup.

The trouble with poverty as a tactic is
that you can’t fake it. I don't think you
can plan to be poor and in this way get
to meet what are always referred to as
the people. I tried it afterward in Ap-
palachia and in the coal fields of Scot-
land and it was no good. Peasants smell

the poverty in you. When you pay the
100 lire, you have to feel the sweat on
your forehead as you count the money
out. And you have to do sneaky little
things to save little sums of money that
peasants recognize but. which the bour-
geols never even notice.

There is little 1o do in hill towns after
dark and because of it. the loneliness, 1
developed a system of information gath-
ering that has proved invaluable to me
since. From a simple need to communi-
cate, with no specific purpose in mind, I
began to write long, rambling letters
home, putting down everything that in-
terested me or puzzled me during the
day. Months later, when I sat down to
start on the first draft of Santa Vittoria,
it was the letters that turned out to be
filled with the kind of information I
needed. My notes were mostly useless.

The reason [or this, I think, is that a
letter is an inclusive thing. Notes tend to
be selective and, therelore, exclusive.
When a person is taking notes, he gen-
erally has some idea of what he is look-
ing for. The haphazard, the irrelevant,
the unexpected, since they don’t fit the
pattern, are ignored or not even seen. I
suppose it is possible to do as well by
keeping a diary as writing a letter, but
most people tend to cheat in diaries. As
time passes, entries tend to become
more terse and cryptic; the diary be
comes hlled with one-line notations the
writer is sure he will be able to recreate
later, with all the emotion and sounds
and smells. In a letter, since it is going
to someone else, the effort to recreate
has to be made right then, if the letter is
going to make any sense at all. It's more
interesting to write to someone other
than oneself, anyway. The only people
who write good diaries are people who
know their logs will be part of history
and egoists who hope theirs will be.

When I returned from Italy, 1 at
tempted to organize my notes, because
this was what I felt writers did. The
notes were so meager and pointless,
however, that 1 began making notes
from the letters. These I put in a large
shoe box, because I couldn’t think of
any sensible way to file them. It was
sloppy and disorganized and yet the sys-
tem had an unexpected virtue to it. In
order to find out something, 1 was com-
pelled to flip through as many as 100
notes; and while doing this, I was re-
minded of all kinds of facets of Italian
life that I wouldn’t have remembered if
I had been able to go to the source at
once. Some of this haphazard extra-
negus information was bound to secp
into the scene I was working on and the
scene would be a little richer for it. In
time, I came to think of the shoe box as
my compost pile, a dung heap for poten-
tial fertility, and the leaping from note

(continued on page 192)



Switched-on spellers toy with a giant three-dimensional Scrobble game
called RSVP; it cames with 75 cubes, by Selchow & Righter, $650.

games, puzzles and scale-model playthings that spell christmas fun for giftee and giver







Engaging twosome curls up with
a custom-made Picasso-reproduction
jiigsaw puzzle, by Par Puzzles, $300;
others available to $1800. Around
the couple, clockwise from ten: Wheel
& Deal trading game, by Cadaco,
$7.50. Yacht Race game, by Parker
Brathers, $9.50. Le Mans auto-racing
game, by Avalon Hill, $5.9B. Seduc-
tion, for the indoor sportsman, by
Createk, about $6. Tarot wheel that's
used fo prognosticate the future,
$7.9B, and a deck of fortuneteller's
tarot cards, $5.50, both from Tarot
Praductions. Riskl, a game of strategy
and world conquest, by Parker Broth-
ers, $B. Regatta, for the armchair
yachtsman, by 3M, $7.95. This page,
left to right and top to bottom:
Shakespeare can be played by both
literary navices and scholars, by
Avalon Hill, $7.9B. Mr. President, a
political game, by 3M, $7.95. Buy
or Sell, for stock-market-minded en-
trepreneurs, $8, and Cooperation,
a psychological game for couples,
$3.50, both by KMS Industries.
Psyche-Paths puzzle game, from Crea-
tive Playthings, $4. Bookshelf games
include: Jumpin, Bazaar, High-Bid,
Phlounder, Acquire, Oh-Wah-Ree,
Quinto, Twixt and Breakthru, all by
3M, $7.95 each. Bumps and Grinds,
an infoxicating game for adventure-
some bibbers, by Diplomat, $5.95. Dog-
fight is based on air batiles of World
War One, by Miltan Bradley, $5.
Balaroo, a battery-operated gom-
bling game, by Milton Bradley, $7.50.
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This page, left ta right and top to
bottom: German-made Marklin HO-
gauge model railway system features
a variety of locamotives, cars and
ather detail-perfect miniatures, from
Reeves Internatianal, about' $2 (box-
car) to $52.50 (Swiss locamotive)
per piece. Christmas Machine, a Wil-
liam Wainwright sculpture activated
by a builtin fan, from D/R, $350.
Scalextric slot-car set, from Model
Rectifier Corparation, $55. MRC-
Futcba MU2 radio-controlled air-
plane, $159.95, including transmitter;
and a Stinger radio-controlled fiber-
glass runabout housing an Enya en-
gine and a Controlaire receiver, $213
in kit form, that can be operated with
the Contralaire transmitter shawn,
$59.95, all from Downtown Fair Hob-
by Shop. Swinging Wonder, a desk-
top trinket that illustrates Newton’s
low of oction and reaction, by Sci-
entific Demonstrators, $8. Wilesco
steam engine can act as power plant
for other miniatures, from Games
Imported, $175. Horse-racing game
mounted on a hardwood case, by
F. A. O. Schwarz, $75. Corner, a
stock-market game, comes with an
electranic computer that adjusts prices
of stocks, by The B8arrett Game
Group, $155. Fullsized pinball mo-
chine, by Chicago Coin Company,
$525. The tuned-in cauples at right
are turned on by Hip Flip, a game far
swingers, by Parker Brothers, $8, and
Ride-A-Roo, an inflatable ball for air-
borne high jinks, from Heeter, $9.95.

PHOTCGRAPHY BY OWIGHT HOOKER



!

-
W .

oy SN




PLAYBOY

134

PSYCHOCHEMISTRY

capsule that would permit the
dose to leak into the blood
stream each day. Without causing any
undue problems, the capsule might be
large enough to last for 20 years, thus
constituting a sort of “20-year pill” (If
the woman decided at any time during
this period to have a baby, she would
simply take another kind of chemical to
cancel out the cffects of her 20-year
pill) Or, if the right technique can be
perfecied, it is entirely possible that
the woman of the future can have her-
sell vaccinated against pregnancy; this
would be done with a serum produc
ing antibodies in her blood stream
that would make her immune to the
effect of sperm, just as present vaccina-
tions make her immunc to smalipox
germs. The woman who has sexual in-
tercourse only rarely, and does not want
to bother with any of the other tech-
niques, may be able to indulge without
fear of pregnancy because of the availa-
bility of the “morning-after pill,” already
tested but not yet perfected; the morn-
ing-after pill will prevent the fertilized
egg, if there should be one, from be-
coming implanted in the wall of the
womb. Even pills for men, salely mak-
ing them temporarily sterile by prevent-
ing the development of living sperm, are
theorctically possible. In fact, one such
pill has already been found effective; it
has never been marketed, because the
user suffers a violent reaction if he takes
as much as a single alcoholic drink.
The pill alrcady controls pregnancy,
and more convenient versions of it are
just around the corner. What about that
other fear of so many women (and of
men as well)—the problem called obesi-
ty? Here one gets into difhcult psycho-
logical ground. Many psychiatrists think
that people get fat strictly as a form of
self-protection: the overweight man is
shielding himself (or, more often, the
overweight woman is shiclding hersell)
from life’s obligations to be socially at-
tractive and adept and to lead a normal-
ly active sex life. Making a fat person
skinny, according to this school of
thought, will only add to his (more of-
ten, her) anxieties. Yet it is well known
that bodily weight depends upon how
much food is eaten, and the amount of
food that is eaten seems to depend upon
two small areas in the brain. When one
of these areas is removed [rom the brain
of a rat, the animal loses almost all in-
terest in food; it has no appetite at all to
speak of. When the other area is re-
moved, the animal seems to be constant-
ly hungry and soon becomes grossly [at.
Taken together, the two areas serve as a
sort of “appestat” that says when to eat
and when to stop. Why not assume that
the fat person’s appestat is simply off
kilter—in a way that could be corrected
by some specific druge (There already

pOrOllS
proper

(continued from page 112)

are drugs that can reduce appetite alter
a fashion, but all of them are also stimu-
lants and therefore not specific))

What about drugs to make people
happy-—mnot just to get them out of
depressions or to tranquilize them but to
make them actively and buoyantly hap-
py: We already have drugs that put
people in a happy mood; the most ac
cepted one is alcohol, and among the
legally forbidden ones is marijuana. But
alcohol and marijuana are what one
researcher calls  “sloppy drugs,” even
though alcohol is such an integral part
of social ritual that it will probably al-
wirys remain on the human scene. There
undoubtedly are better drugs, just wait-
ing to be discovered, that would make
a person wake up smiling and sing
through his day, without ever affecting
his mental judgment or getting him in
trouble with the law. There probably
also arc drugs yet 1o be found that will
enhance a person’s ability to perceive
the beauty in his world—to recapture
the delight of the child who thinks of a
shiny penny as not only a piece ol mon-
ey but an object of art. And if human
perception can be enhanced, why not
human intelligence?

- . -

Intclligence is a strange thing; the un-
happy fact is that no one even has an
acceptable theory as to why one person
should be smarter than another. Cer-
tainly, intelligence (or lack ol it) de-
pends in some way on the brain, whose
wrillions of possible nerve circuits act as
a feedback system that absorbs informa-
tion from the eyes and ears, processes it,
stores it and at the appropriate time
sends it back to the vocal cords, to be
uttered as words of wisdom, or o the
finger tips, to become the written evi-
dence of learning. But why one brain
should be better at this job than another
is a mystery. Mere size does not tell the
story: most human brains run about
three pounds and deviations from this
weight are not necessarily related 1o
intelligence; there doubtless have been
Eskimo fishermen with bigger brains
than Einstein's. Mere numbers are not
the answer; wiile the gemus has upward
of ten billion nerve cells in his brain, so
in many cases does the low-grade moron.
(Indeed, a young low-grade moron may
have more bram cells than an older gen-
ius, for these cells die off at the rate of
100,000 a day after a person reaches
35.) The efficiency of the nerve cells
and their fibers as conductors of the nerv-
ous impulse does not secm to be au-
cial; the long fibers that streich from our
spinal cords and enable us to wiggle our
toes, and that presumably have scant
effect on how’ smart we are at atomic
physics, are better and faster conductors
than the fibers inside the brain.

There has been much speculation that

learning depends upon a permanent al-
teration of a living chemical called RNA
inside the nerve cell; this theory stems
from the work of a Swedish scientist
named Holger Hvdén, who trained rats
to balance on a wire, then analyzed in-
dividual nerve cells and found changes
in the molecular structure ol their RNA.
This chemical is closely related to
DNA, which carries the code of human
heredity (see Second Genesis, PLAYBOY,
June 1968); and, like DNA, it is so
complicated in structure as to be capa
ble of taking trillions of possible [orms,
cach a lide unlike any other. If the
molecules for DNA can contain the en-
tire code that directs the development
of some cells into the human bone struc-
ture and others into the human heart,
and can make some people tall and
brown-eved and others short and blue-
eyed, then it seems reasonable to sup-
pose that the RNA molecules inside the
nerve cells might possibly carry the
code for all the most complicated details
of human learning.

More recently, Dr. Hydén has report-
ed a [urther complication involving the
100 billion so-called glial cells that sup-
port and help nourish the nerve cells of
the brain. In a new experiment, he
trained right-handed rats to use their
lelt paws to pull food from a tube, and
left-handed rats to use their right paws.
When he analyzed their brains, he
found not only altered RNA molecules
but also new forms of protein. It is his
theory that the RNA instructed the ghal
cells to manufacture these new  pro-
teins, which then became part or all of
the memory trace. Another investigator
working along similar lines with pi-
geons, Boston's Dr. Samuel Bogoch, has
also reported inding new brain proteins
——plus, just wo add another complication,
new chemicals that are a combination
ol protein and sugar.

If learning depends on  chemical
changes of the RNA inside nerve cells,
or on the manufacture of new chemicals
as directed by RNA, then some exciting
possibilities open up. Researchers have
been quick to explore them, and the re-
sult has been a series of the most fasa-
nating—and controversial-—experiments
in all scientihc history. The first oc-
curred at the University of Michigan,
where a psychologist named James V.
McConnell taught some primitive little
animals called Hatworms to escape a
shock signaled by a Hashing light, then
chopped them up and fed them to some
other flatworms. The “cannibals,” he
found, were unusually quick to solve the
problem of escaping the shock—Ifor all
the world as if they had absorbed
knowledge along with their food.

As il this were not enough of a scien-
tific sensation, psychologist Allan Jacob-
son of UCLA soon came up with a topper.
Using rats and hamsters, he taught half

(continued on page 182)




fiction By MICHAEL LAURENCE Hal Deme-
ter, a mild, pleasant young man, with the kind of
pleasant-seeming American face you pass in the
street without noticing, lived in a good apartment

on East 68th Stureet without child or wife, cat or
ID' C dog—no companionship, in fact, except for a recur-
ring bad dream. To the married, family-surrounded
man, dreams come as a kind of trap door through
lD] C which he can vanish into a land of his own endless

luck or endless misery; but to the solitary man,
they are a kind of society. Hal's dream was per-
fealy realistic without being real.

While reading late at night, he often fell
asleep on the green-silk-covered sofa in his living
room, slipping not into any fantasy country but
simply back again into  (continued on page 224)
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you’ve learned the secret of the money game; you've beaten the market; collect
all the cash on the board and advance 30 squares to claim your destiny 135
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“Some sort of triangle, I suppose.”
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playboy presents an undress parade of contemporary ad classics

BACK IN SEPTEMBER of 1962, faithful readers will recall, this
magazine proffered Playboy Salutes Madison Avenue, a
baker’s-half-dozen advertising classics of the day re-
vamped to suit our splendid notion that the only thing more
attractive than a pretty girl is a pretty girl outfitted in na-
ture’s own. We felt we had uncovered a fresh nude
approach to the conventional marketing bag that the
minions of Mad Ave had overlooked. In the ensuing years,
of course, the ad biz has come up with different campaigns
in keeping with the tempo of the times, but again we feel
that agency men have missed the boat, baggagewise. We
therefore have come up with these new take-it-offs on well-
known advertisements. Our versions may not move prod-
ucts,but we think they’re well calculated to move the reader.
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oday, the one who wears the pants
chooses the Scotch
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Do I really have to do
this sort of thing to earn
my Canadian Club? Yes.

A reward for men. A delight for women.
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Ron Rico.Wasnt he the
dance director who
spotted RubyKeeler in
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the bell witeh

IF YOU stAY ARoUND the west part of Robertson County very
long, you're bound to hear tell a lot ol stories about the Bell
witch. some of 'em true and some ol ‘em plain damn lies.
Now, it all started belore the War between the States, when
John Bell owned a fairsized plantation back in old North
Carolina—a dozen or more feld-hand slaves to work it. mules,
cows and hogs aplenty. Mr. Bell had a wife, & young daughter
name of Betsy. and how many other young'uns I don't rightly
remember. Betsy was the one, though. She was just about 16
then and pretty as a spotted puppy.

Bell got along just fine until, what with all the work. he
got him an overseer. Stiong young fellow, gootl-looking. too,
and sweet as sugar cane with the womenfolk. But he had a
temper. They say Mr. Bell got into many a row with lim
and threatened 1o get rid of him more than once. Whenever
that happened, the overseer would go out and black-snake
some ol the held hands. for they were the only critters he
could abuse and get away with it. He was a bully like the
kind of overscer vou hear about in Yankee storics.

Bell had a temper himsell, and it was only because Mus.
Bell took up for the overseer that he didn’t get shed of the
man long ago. Bur a hght was bound to h:i])l)cn. Oace dav it
did. Mr. Bell was coming around from behind a cotton house
unbeknownst to the overseer, who looked up and saw Betsy
come riding along. When the overseer said something to her
and when Mr. Bell heard what it was, he pulled out his
pistol. And the next thing. Bell was walking away. blowing
smoke Irom the pistol barrel and muttering about white
wash. Bur the overseer never went away.

Of course. Bell had 1o go to court, but he pled self-defense
and the jury let him off. Then he went home and hired him
another overseer and he thought everything was settled. Fact
was that things were plumb unsettled.

For two years running. cops on the Bell place were
mighty bad: bumblebee cotton and scraggly twobacco and
nubbin corn. Mules died of colic; cows and hogs gor sick of
something the horse doctor couldn’t cure. So Bell finally sold
off his slaves—except for one old woman—and his land and
hit out lor Tennessee, where he bought him a house and a
patch ol land near old Andy Jackson, who'd left off being
President and was living m a big place called The Hermitage.

Well, sir, strange things began to happen in the Bell
house. The young'uns kept being tumbled out ol bed in the
night by something and they'd wake up on the lloor in the
morning. Old Auntie, the cook, said it was the hant ol that
overseer sure enough pestering the children. And though she
felt might jubus about hants, she had spunk and she swore to
spend the night under the bed to see if she was right.

In the middle of the night, there was a squall Like a pan-
ther; and when Mr. and AMys. Bell ran in, they lound Auntie
stiff on the Hoor, her eyes like saucers in a dishpan. “Fo’
Gawd, hit's him!” she screeched. “He peenched me all over.
He stuck pins in me. and Lawd how he whup me!” The
Bells got mighty scared at that.

Old Andy Jackson didn’t believe in hants. and so he
decided to ride over. As he came through the gate, he spoke
his mind out loud about tarnation lools that believed old
nigra tales. He just got the words out of his mouth when
something whaled him over the head and skipped his hat 20
yards down the road. Old Andy didn’t say more; he mo-
tioned his bov to hand him the hit and he turned around
and rode home again.

Well. as time went on. all kinds of things happened, and
there are lots of other stories that will describe e for vou
—how the witch ate lood out ol the kitchen. how he scared
the mules, how he seemed wo cure Mrs. Bell of a sickness one
time¢, how he run oft all the voung beaux who came courting
Betsy. He even got to exchanging words with John Bell,
hiding behind an andiron in the fireplace.

One night. he spoke up and told My, Bell he was in love
with Betsy and he wanted to get married. Bell said no right
off, respectlul like but firm. T got a claim on you and vouwrs,
John Bell.” said the witch.

“Il we're going to add to this family, I want to see what
we're adding,” said Bell. “Why, what if you had children?
What do you reckon they'd be like? Do you think I want a
passel of soapsuds yonnguns floatin® round and poppin’ up

from an American legend

Ribald Classic

into puffs of wind every time I wanted the stovewood broughtz”

“But I love Betsy. And remember. John Bell, remember.”

“So do I. and that's why you can’t marry her. What il you
up and quit her for some young hussy, which you could do
easy enough? Betsy'd have a hard time keepin® up with a
stack of wind and a voice, and I'd have a hard time trackin’
down and shootin® a low-down, no-count dust devil. No, when
Betsy marries, it’'ll be a man with a solid body.”

“I gather, John Bell, that you're opposed to me courting
vour daughter. But she’s the one to say. I promise that yow'll
be my [ather-inlaw yet.”

“What shape have vou got. if any?" John Bell asked.

“Shake hands, then.” said the witch. “But don't squeeze.”
To his dyving day. Mr. Bell swore that he lelt something solt
and warm and delicate, just like a newborn-baby’s hand in
his. Then it was gone.

“Please don't speak to Betsy,” said John Bell. “You'll drive
her crazy.”

But what the witch said to woo Betsy and what Betsy sad
back, nobody will ever know. Anyway, the witch moved in
with her. All day, Betsy would wander up and down the vard
under the gloomy old cedirs, walking in her sleep like. The
color left her face: there was a Taraway look in her hig dark
eves like she was oving to see something thar wasn't there.
Every dav. she got up later and went to bed earlier.

At night, the Bells heard strange sounds from her room—
sighs and whispers and the bed shaking. One bright moon-
light night, John Bell went and opened Betsy’s door a crack.
What he saw was unearthly. The girl lay naked on her bed,
looking for all the world as il a man were giving her pleas-
ure. Her body heaved and there was a dreamy smile on her
face. But there wasn't any man, only the moonlight.

Finally, there came a dav when Betsy couldn't ger ont of
bed. she was too weak. In the evening, a screech owl hol-
lered 1n a cedar right by the gallery. That night her fever
was high, and by midnight she was raving. “I'll quick saddle
a horse.” said John Bell. “but with the roads the way they
arc, i'll be two hours going and two hours coming.”

Just then, there was a knock at the door. The voung
doctor came in, “Who's sick here?” he said. ~I kept hearing a
voice hollering at my window to come out here. I couldn’t
sce a soul, but thought I better come. anyway.”

He examined Bewsy. “It's her mind and nerves,” he said,
shaking his head. “Humor her and be patient. I'll give you
some medicine that will let her get some rest.”

Bur the girl pined, and in a week she was dying. As Mrs.
Bell held her in her arms. Betsy said, “Momma . . . I see
him at last. Momma. I love luim.”

Some say that the witch tortured the girl to death [or
revenge on John Bell. Some say that she'd secretly loved the
overseer and she could never be happy until she became a
ghost. too. And the mean, sarcastic ones say it wasn’t that at
all—it was simply that when a witch makes love that powerful
way, he just doesn’t know how or when to stop.

—Retold by Jonah Craig ﬂ 149



PLAYBOY

PLAYBOY INTERVIEW (continued from page 90)

distressing. During a typical Vegas sand-
storm, I often put a hanky over my
mouth and go out looking for Rommel’s
tanks. The heat can be appalling, too. It
hit 125 degrees here at the Sahara one
afternoon and the pool had to be rushed
to the hospital with heat prostration. In
other parts of the world, the hotels bear
dignified names—Hilton, Statler, Plaza,
St. Regis. Here, the owners have delu-
sions of grandeur. They call them
Sahara, Aladdin. Thunderbird. Caesar’s
Palace. The only hotel in town that
makes any sense is called the Mint.
They hit it right on the head. The resi-
dents of this town have one shining phi-
losoplty: Roll the customers, but do it
legal. In my hotel, the Sahara
PLAYBOY: Your hotel? We're sure Del
Webb would take umbrage at that
clarm.

RICKLES: Del Webb doesn’t ger laughs—
not intentionally, anyway. I put this ho-
tel on the map. Belore I came here, they
had thrilling lounge acts like Milo
Waslewski and His Accordionettes, lea-
turing Wanda Kropnik, the first loplcxs
epgsucker.

PLAYBOY: Since you started working in
Vegas, nude shows have taken over
most of the big showrooms. As a de-
voutly religious man, how do you fecl
about making vour living in this sexually
liberated atmosphere?

RICKLES: Well, it was a shock to discover
that many of the girls are not wearing
their dresses at a decent, 1'(*.5])ccl;|hlc
mid-calf length, and that there is gam-
bling going on here openly and nobody
is saying a thing about it. And the Lan-
guage is revolting. I don't believe I've
ever heard the words “hell” and “damn”
used so casually and by people of such
obvious breeding. I'll definitely have to
write an expos¢ for the Watchtower on
these developments.

PLAYBOY: We hear a good deal about
your storied confrontations in Vegas
with Fat Jack Leonard, who likes to call
himsell the “[astest mouth in the West.”
Can you set the scenc lor one of these
showdowns?

RICKLES: Somchow, the word gets out
that both Jack and I are in town and a
hush [alls over the Sirip. Saloonkeepers
board up their establishments. Kids and
old ladies are hustled off the sueets:
even hustlers are hustled off the streets.
Danny Thomas kneels in his combina-
tion chapel and night club and prays for
our souls, Then at high noon, Jack and I
start a measured walk down the Strip
toward each other. I can see by the way
his cheeks are puffed up that he has
20 new one-liners jammed in his mouth.
I mysell have 25, including five that
Shecky Greene sent over on the Wells
Fargo wagon. We've agreed to  start
spewing lines at the count of three; but

150 at two, Jack cheats, spits his lines out

and I get knocked off as usual. T know
Jack daims I've been doing his act, but
at least I've been trying to improve it.
PLAYBOY: With or without Jack’s help,
you've cornered the market on the eth-
nic insult. How did you uncover this
mother lode ol malicer

RICKLES: What do you mean, ethnic in-
sultz May your yam mnose get caught
under a West German steam iron; may
your bird shrivel up into a pea pod;
may a Green Beret drive a personnel
carrier over your kumquats. But to an-
swer your question, pal, it happened
one night when the audience bolted 1o-
ward me corying their knives and forks
with them. I had an idea it wasn't for
the purpose ol asking for autographs, so
I hurled a lew ethnic gibes to fend them
oft. About hall ol them reeled back. and
the rest began to laugh at them, which
they took as deadly slander; in a mo-
ment, they were at each other's jugulars.
Then I called the police and had them
all arrested for starting a race riot.
PLAYBOY: Is it really necessary lor you
to be so hostile?

RICKLES: Would you rather 1 came on
stage like Art Linkletter and sang 4-H
cookie-baking songs? If I did that, my
audience would consist of two Cuban
waiters in the back, slapping at mosqui-
toes with their napkins.

PLAYBOY: What have you been saving
lately to the various ethnic groups in
your audience?

RICKLES: If I see an Italian in the audi-
ence, I tell him, “Domenico, spit out
the nails and tell me il my shoes are
ready.” To the Poles: “You're wonderlul
people. When Jewish-owned cars break
down, who else has the strength to push
them back to the garage? And thanks
lor giving us the Warsaw Concerto.”
PLAYBOY: T'o Mexicans?

RICKLES: “LEvery time you get the runs,
Manuel, stop over at the state highway
department. They need someone to make
the white lines down the middle of
Route Sixtysix. IT you don’t like that,
you can Kiss my tacos.” That's Castilian
lor tuchus.

PLAYBOY: Do you spare those of your
own faith?

RICKLES: No, why should I7 I usually say
something like, “If you took that roll
of bills out of your pants pocket, you'd
look like a eunuch.”

PLAYBOY: How about the WASPs?
RICKLES: 1 always know when WASPs
are in the audience. They're the ones
still wearing World Wir Two discharge
buttons. They order corned beel on
white bread with a glass of milk and 2
pickle. They call each other “Mother”
and "Father.” The Negroes call them
Mother, too, only they pronounce it
different.

PLAYBOY: Ever get any Arabs in the
crowd?
RICKLES: Sometimes. It would be the eas-
iest thing for me to malign the Arabs,
to get cheap laughs at their expense, but
I tell them, “Look, we're all part of hu-
manity, so let’s bury the animosities of
the past.” Then I tell Achmed and Ab-
dullah 1o stand up in the spotlight and
take a bow.
PLAYBOY: Do they?
RICKLES: Yes. And as soon as they do, I
yell, “Open fire!”
PLAYBOY: Have vou cver reduced any-
one in your audience to tears?
RICKLES: One night some old broad yelled
out, “You're great. youre great!”; so |
cut her up with a hundred mnsults. T just
can’t stand people who fawn—though I
must admit, it was a rotten way to treat
my own mother.
PLAYBOY: Must there be celebrities in
your audience for you to be at your
best?
RICKLES: Oh, no. Human beings have a
habit of laughing, too.
PLAYBOY: A guy like vou secems to beg
for hecklers. What devastating lines do
you direct against a really rowdy speci-
men?
RICKLES: I say, “Please uy to be more
polite. Your frequent interruptions have
a deleterious effect on my timing and
thus dimimish my over-all effectiveness as
a humorist.” He generally runs off
crymng.
PLAYBOY: Aren’t vou afraid of being as-
saulted physically when you toss off
barbs like that?
RICKLES: Not really. I tell any hostile ele-
ments in the audience, “If you strike
me, a squadron of Mirage bombers will
level your home.” I have also studied
Korean Fung Kyu, the deadliest form of
openhanded combat. With one blow ol
my left hand, I can shatter every bone in
a child’s body.
PLAYBOY: Do you work yourself into a
rage belore you come on stage?
RICKLES: My, my, the cockamamie inter-
viewer is so clever he asks his questions
in thyme. Why don't you swing with a
Burma-Shave sign and get splinters in
your thighs? My usual procedure before
facing a Sahara crowd is 1o allow mysell
to be bitten by a vicious dog. Working
with rabies germs cowrsing through my
veins helps my comedic fiow.
PLAYBOY: Are you aware that a growing
number of your devotees would like to
see you committed to an institution?
RICKLES: Yes, I can understand how lonely
it gets for them in those cages; they're
just as entitled to a little entertainment
as anvone else.
PLAYBOY: In view of your seething hos-
tility, it seems logical 10 ask if you've
ever submitted to psychiatric evaluation.
RICKLES: A guy named Lennie once rec
ommended it to me. He also wanted me
(continued on page 215)



The author, W. D. Jones (left}, and his friend Clyde Barrow in
1932, **The way they showed Clyde in that movie is all wrong.™

Jones with Bonnie Parker. *'During the five big gun battles | was
with them, she never fired o gun. But she was a hell of a loader.™

RIDINGWITEH BONNIE K CDYDE

“BOY, YOU CAN'T G0 HOME. You got mur-
der on you. just like me.”

That's what Clyde told me. That was
what he said alter I seen him kill Dovle
Johnson in Temple, Texas. on Christmas
Day. 1932, For me. that's how it all
started.

I had got with Clyde and Bonnie the
night belore in Dallas. Me and L. C.,
that's Clvde's vounger brother. was driv-
ing home from a dance in his daddy’s
old car. Here come Bonnie and Clyde.
Thev honked their car horn and we
pulled over. I staved in the car. L. C.
ot out and went back 1o see what they
wanted. Then he hollered at me. “Hey.
come on back. Clvde wants 1o talk 10
vou." Clvde was wanted then for mur-
der and Kidnaping. but 1 had knowed
him all my life. So 1 got out and went to
his car.

He told me, “We're here 1o see Mom-
ma and Marie.” (That's Clvde's haby
sister.) “You stay with us while L. C.
gets them.” I was 16 vears old and
Clyde was only seven vears older, but
he alwavs called me “*Bov.”

Them was Prohibition days and about
all there was to drink was home-brew.,
That's what me and L. C. had been

3 = V=

Film facsimiles Bectty ond Dunawoy with Mi-
chael Pollord, who played Jones as C. W. Moss.

the real-life model
for c. w. moss tells
it like 1t was

memotr

By W. D.J ONES

drinking that Christmas Eve and it was
about all gone. Clvde had some moon-
shine in his car. so I staved with him.
like he said. while L. C. letched his
folks. They lived just down the road in
back of the hlling station Old Man
Barrow run.

After the visiting was over. Clvde
told me him and Bonnie had been driv-
ing a long wavs and was tired. He want-
ed me to go with them so I could keep
watch while they gor some rest. 1T went.
I know now it was a1 fool thing 10 do.
but then it seemed sort of big to be ow
with two famous outlaws. 1 reckoned
Clvde ook me along because he had
knowed me belore and hgured he could
count on Ine.

It must have been two o'clock Christ-
mias morning when we checked mto a
tourist court at Temple. They slept on
the bed. T had a pallet on the floor.

Next morming. I changed two tires on
that Ford Clvde had. Clyde really
banked on them Fords. They was the
fastest and the best, and he knew how
to drive them with one foot in the gas
tank all the time. We went into town
and stopped around the corner from a
arocery store.

(continued on page 160)) 151
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an enticing orientation
course in far-eastern feasting

Jfood By THOMAS MARIO




THE HOST WHO's INTERESTED in dining Japanese style will benefit from the fact that the
Oriental criterion of fine art—which holds that less is more—reigns supreme. His needs
are minimal: He can eschew chairs and conventional legged tables; his soup bowls function
sans spoons; napery is almost nonexistent; and he is often able to do away with the kitchen
completely, There is a basic Japancse sealood stock called dashi that he can dash off in a snap-
py five minutes, and many of the dishes take no preparation at all—from wafer-thin slices of tuna
fish to fresh sirawberries the size of plums. In short, the host has a good thing going when he
decides to prepare a Japanese repast. But his guests heneflit equally from this ancient art.
For a long time, sukiyaki was the cornerstone ol Japanese cooking at American tables; but in
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recent years, that epicurean but elabo-
rate entree has been yielding first place
to shabu shabu. As a party production,
it would be hard to imagine anything
more relaxing for the host and more [un-
filled for the guests; in order to eat,
everybody has to get into the act. As
with sukiyaki, the mere sight of the [ood
—raw prime ribs of beef sliced as thin as
bacon, creamy-white mushrooms, bam-
boo shoots, crisp onion slices and, some-
times, cooked noodles, among an infinite
variety of possible adjuncts to the beef,
spread out on platters—is enough to
draw everybody to the table. But unlike
sukiyaki, which the host alone prepares
for his guests, shabu shabu permits him
to sit back while each guest dips his or
her own tidbit into a pot of bubbling
broth. In about a minute, the scalding-
hot food is retrieved and swirled into a
cooling dip, so that it can be popped
into the mouth. If a shabu shabu [ancier
likes his beef medium or well done, he
merely keeps it in the bubbly stock for a
moment or two longer than the rare-
beel addict. After the beel has been
dispatched, the vegetables and thin noo-
dles arc turned into the now richly
flavored stock. Also, by this time, the
unpremeditated elbow brushing, chop-
stick wielding, sake sipping and compar-
ative taste testing will have divested the
diners of their culinary inhibitions.

The would-be delver into the nuances
ol Nipponese cuisine should take note of
the way the shoeless Japanese diner sits
on his tatami mat; it is the key, the very
ginkgo nut of Japanese dining; to wit:
It must be at once graceful and informal.
Only the Japanese tea ceremony is a
stylized production; a dinner party is
something else altogether. For instance,
consider tempura, fried in an almost
feather-light batter. The shrimps, clusters
of fried wateraress, slices of mushroom,
strips of green pepper or whatever hap-
pens 1o strike the chef’s fancy at the last
moment arc gleefully scattered over the
tray in no fixed pattern. And yet even
one learning to use chopsticks for the
first time won’t be able to mar the pic-
turclike appeal of the tempura at the
table,

Some Japanese restaurants on these
shores that attract large numbers of nisei
olten have more patrons in the kitchen
than cooks. One customer will want some
slices of sweet yam in his tempura; an-
other will ask for a chunk of abalone;
another, for more onions. But the whole
bumptious [eeling, the free-and-easy
humor between the chef and his guests,
makes the guests feel just as they do at
their own private tempura party. It’s the
kind of unceremonious fun that makes
tempura in this country such a delicious-
ly informal idea for late-night kitchen
suppers.

Few hosts these days need an Admi-
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array of Japanese prepared foods such
as bottled sauces and seasonings now
coming to the U.S. The beauty of most
of them is that even for non-Japanese
menus, their uses are as flexible as
young bamboo. Japanese soy sauce,
more mellow than the Chinese, may be
lightly brushed on any broiled food,
[rom fresh salmon to shashlik, and it
will impart delicate, nutty, rich flavor
overtones. There's another sauce of the
soy [amily called menmi, bottled by
Kikkoman; you'll probably have to go to
an Oriental food shop for this one. In
Japan, it's widely used in a broth with
noodles—requiring merely the addition
ol water. Add a spoonful or two of
menmi 1o any soup or stew, be it Gallic
or Greek, and the original flavors will
suddenly blossom with a new, vivid
richness. You needn’t wait for a full
kimono Japanese dinner to try wasabi
powder, a pungent seasoning made from
the strong wasabi radish. It rivals Chi-
nese or dried English mustard in sharp-
ness and goes as well with a pol-au-fen
or even a New England boiled dinner as
it does with any Oriental dish.

Even more uscful for [reewhecling
partics is the Japanese stvle of cooking—
as anvhody who uses a fireplace hibachi
can testify. Japanese steakhouses in this
country have unveiled the miraculously
simple wav of cooking shell steak,
shrimips and  vegetables right on the
metal slab that is part of the dining ta-
ble. The technique, as easy as sprinkling
sesame seeds, can be applied rewardingly
to chicken, swordfish, lamb, sweetbreads,
venison or any other tender fesh that
can be cut into fairsized cubes. The old
problem of keeping food hot simply dis-
appears when the sizzling steak is de-
livered directly from the grill to your
waiting plate.

To really appreciate sake, the delight-
ful Japanese rice wine, you have to
drink it slightly mulled. At room tem-
perature, 1U's a different porable, remi-
niscent of dry vermouth or fino sherry,
although the mirin sometimes used for
cook'ng is less dry than the table sakes.
A second reason for drinking it warm s
the Japanese belief, easily verified, that
the effect of warm sake on the body is
instant rather than slightly delayed, as in
drinking unheated wine. Sake should be
poured from the bottle into the small
porceliin tokkuri pitchers, one for each
guest, and immersed in hot water until
it reaches about 120° or until the neck
of the pitcher fecls warm—not burning
hot. It’s then poured into the small saka-
zuki cups that are usually refitled about
a dozen times during a meal. Like cer-
tain rieslings and all rosés, suke must be
drunk young to be at its best. It should
be consumed not later than a year and a
half after its hottling, which means that
sake shouldn’t he honored with dust and
cobwebs and should be bought at a
thriving liquor store, preferably one that

caters to Oriental sake sippers. The best
sake comes {from Nuda, a region of Ja-
pan that bears the same relation to other
sake-producing sections that cognac does
to other brandies. At the beginning of a
Japanese-inspired party, the land of the
rising sun is best toasted with the saktmni
—a very dry martni, with sake uvsed in
place of dry vermouth and garnished
with a paper-thin slice of unpeeled
ctcumber.

Americans who were stationed in
Japan after World War Two may re-
member having knelt alongside the Jap-
anese as they prayed to their [ood goddess
and to the souls of the departed salmon.
In this country, no such ceremony is re-
quired to show an appreciation of the
joys of Japanese cooking. A well-fed look
is enough of a votive offering. Recipes
fit for the gods [ollow, each of which
serves [our.

BROCCOLI SALAD, GOLDEN DRESSING

1 bunch broccoli

3 egg yolks

34 cup cold warter

3 tablespoons vinegar

2 table posns sugar

34 teaspoon salt

1 tablcspoon cornstarch

2 teaspoons prepared horseradish

3 large red radishes

As a rule, Japanese salads are served
in Lilliputian bowls; Americans preler
the more gencrous proportions given
here.

Cut flowerets off stalks of broccoli, let-
ting about l-in. stem remain on each. If
flowerets are large, cut in half lengih-
wise. (Balance of stems may be cooked
as a vegetable at another meal)) Bring a
pot of water to a rapid boil. Diop a
handful of lowerets into water and cook
for 1, minute, no longer. Liflt broccoli
[rom water with slotted spoon or skim-
mer. Cook balance of flowerets in same
manner, then dull in relrigerator. Put
egg  yolks, water, vinegar, sugar, salt
and cornstarch in blender and Dblend at
high speed until smooth—about 15, min-
ute. Pour into top of double boiler over

simmering  water. Cook, stinring con-
stantly with wire whip, until thick and

fluffy. This will take only a few minutes.
Stir in horseradish. Chill in relrigerator.
Place broceoli on a platter or wide shal-
low serving dish. Spoon dress ng on top.
Grate radishes through coarse holes of
square metal grater and sprinkle over
dressing,

CABBAGE SALAD, SOY DRESSING

1 head Chincse cabbage
2 Large scallions, white
parts, thinly sliced

1 green pepper

2 mediumssize white radishes

V4 cup rice vinegar or cider vinegar

2 teaspoons soy sauce

14 teaspoon monosodium glutamate
(continued on page 187)

and green



ERACE (O B el s+

I I sl 000 A0, i

XOOXX XX MXX XXX ' X
XOOXX XXX X XXX X
MXOOX XXX X XXX X X
X
X
X

L B & 8 & & @ & &4
€ 2 2 2 2 2C 2 2 2 2 2 2
b B4 8 b & 0 8 8 ¢4
3C 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2 2L 2 2

€ 2 2 2 2 2C 2 2 2C . 2 2 W D

X
XX
XX
X X
X X
XX
XX
XX
XX
XX
XX
XX
XX
X

3OO XX X
3OO0 XX X X
XOOKXOCX XXX X X
OCAXN XX XX XX
OO XX XX
XONOO0XX XX X XX

***t ****
i i G e i
i i i G

article By ROBERT SHERRILL  electronic referendums could render our inefficient legisla-
tures obsolete, but such ““total democracy” might well create more problems than it would solve

XXX
XXX
X X X
XXX
XX X
XXX
XXX
X XX
XXX
XXX
XXX
XXX
XXX
XXX
XXX
XXX
XX
) §

»

> >

W 2 >

2 2

bR S & & 4

3 2 2 M 2 2

¢ > 2 2 2 2 2

LS8 & & & & & 4
bt & & i 4

X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
X
) §

X
XX
XXX

b4
=
>
b9
¢
>
»C
»
>

THE IDEA THAT SOME ELECTRONIC MEANS might be found to take over Congress’ job has been around for some time. Ten
years ago, writing in a scholarly politicalscience journal, Congressman Emanuel Celler of Brooklyn, who already had
been on the public’s payroll for 85 years and made no secret of wanting to stay there for many years to come, worried
that “science-fiction writers, undoubtedly, will soon envision an automatic Iegis!ntor that will supplant the Congress,
just as the automatic translator seems to be about to supplant human linguists.” He tried to brush aside the threat as
a bit of make-believe, but it clearly made him uneasy to see computers translating English into Russian, and he warned
that the next step might be an automatic evaluator that could read, even translate, the letters that come into Wash
ington [rom the voters. “When that time comes, will Senators and Representatives no longer be required to perform

. the arduous task of ascribing the proper weight and significance to the thousands of messages which come to them
annually from the people?”

Celler’s decade-old specter of a computerized “Congressman” whose mechanical mind is activated by mailbags is
much too clumsy, however. That is no way to govern. For one thing, it would disenfranchise thousands of Americans
who don’t write letters. But worst of all, because it fails to utilize all the electronic techniques now available, it merely
substitutes a robot Congressman for a humanly limited one. Why not go all the way, with a conglomerate instant elec-
torate, a system by which each voter is equipped with a push-button tie-up with ‘Wm,huu;mn3 The middlem: in, Con-
gress, could be bypassed in progressive stages; first the electorate could send its broad, general directives to Washington
(“We, the people, instruct you to lower the price of groceries”), leaving the details for Congress to work out, and then
the electorate could take over the decisions on specific legislation and eventually—when the nation has decided that
Congress is no more workable or necessary than Prohibition—the legislative appendage to the Federal Government,
having withered away, could be cut oft by an amendment repealing Article I of the Constitution. (For that matter,
some modifications to this portion of the Constitution, which defines Congressional powers, would already have had
to be made.)

As lor the mechanics of it, that’s one of the lesser problems. Time recently wrote: “Possibly in a generation, polls
may lead to instant national referendums. Every voter would have a small electronic box with ‘yes’ and ‘no’ but-
tons. The President could ask for public opinion on any issue—Should the nation invest 50 billion dollars to send men
to Mars?—and the presumably informed electorate would flash back an immediate response. Technically, this is feasi-
ble tighl now. Automated democracy might dilute the power of a lot of Congressmen—no loss to democracy in some
cases.” On that unlﬂ\ef) day when the establishment decides to give its legislative powers back to the people by setting
up this electronic clectorate, it can be done rather easily, considering the scope ol the job. There would be a certain
number of snafus, to be sure; radio programs that poll their listeners on such social questions as “Should there be sex
before marriage?” have demonstrated on more than one occasion that it is casy to knock a telephone exchange out of
commission for hours. Inflate that load to 50,000,000 Americans all voting telephonically  (continued on page 168) 155
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HOW DOES THAT MAKE YOU FEEL?

hour—one hundred shiny crisp ones—
when all the time you and Gloria. . . .

His voice trailed oft. He clenched his
fists.

“Sit down,” Dr. Eyck said calmly.
“You are agitated.”

“Agitated, hell. How do you expect
me to be, you leprous creep?”

“l don’t know the answer to that yet,”
Dr. Eyck said. “Shall we hnd out?”

“There’s nothing to find out,” Finney
said. “I've already found out everything.
Tuesday and Thursday nights at El Gre-
co, when my so-called wife is attending
her so-called bridge game. The back
booth. At El Greco. Right?”

“Sit down.” Dr. Evck said, his voice
soothing. “Calm yourself.”

“I don't want to calm mysell.”

“What do you want to do?”

“I want to Kkill you,” Finney said,
reaching into his pocket and taking out
the gun. It was a short, s;tul:nl:i}r black
automatic.

“How long.” said Dr. Eyck, “have
vou wanted to kill me?”

“Since yesterday.” Finney said. “Since
yesterday at seven o'clock. precisely.”

“How is that”

“Yesterday, at seven o'clock precisely,
I found out.”

“You found out,” Dr. Eyck repeatecl.

“Yes, you bearded bullshitter. 1 found
out what my wife was doing on Tues
day and Thursday nights. I should have
guessed before, of course. Gloria’s pas-
sions don’t really include bridge; she's
not the type. But you know all that, you
scabrous scum.”

“Tell me exactly what happened,” Dr.
Lyck said reasonably,

“Yesterday,” Peter Finney said, “we
ran late on the set of Peter and George.
We were doing inieriors, and the light-
man has hepatitis, and the replacement
didn’t know the system. Everything was
slow; the schedule was shot to hell. So 1
didn't get oft the lot until nearly seven
that night.”

“How did it make you feel to get off
later than usual?”

“It made me mad,” Peter said. “The
damned lightman, and his damned hep-
atitis, screwing everything up. They
can't keep me late. I'm the star of the
series.”

“Go on,” Dr. Eyck said.

“So,” Peter said, sitting down on the
couch and placing the gun beside him,
“when I got through, it was late, and 1
was utred. George suggested that we
have a quick one. I wanted to get home,
because Gloria worries about me on the
freeways—after my seventh car accident,
you know—bhut George insisted, so we
went for a quick one. At El Greco, on
Wilshire and Lewis. Acaoss the street
from Dropsys. But you know where it

156 is. you rare-roasted turd.”
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“Why do you say that?” Dr. Eyck
asked.

“Because, when we got into the bhar
at El Greco, and we're having a quick
one, 1 hear the bartender talking to
some out-of-towners. Talking up the
stars who come in there. Steve Mc
Queen and Paul Newman and Angie
Dickinson. The bartender is giving the
hicks the low-down. And they're lapping
it up and buying more drinks.”

“More drinks,” Dr. Eyck repeated. It
was a trick he had, repeating the last
part of a sentence.

“Yes, you son of a skunk and a toad.
More drinks. And the bartender keeps
talking. And finally. he mentions that
even Gloria Stnr comes into El Greco,
but only on Tuesday and Thursday
nights. That’s when I begin to listen
seriously.”

“Seriously.”

“Yes, I'm all ears, sitting there curled
over my vodka gibson with the bartend-
er jabbering on about Gloria Starr and
how beautiful she is. how lovely and de-
sirable, and a nice person under it all.
And he never mentions her husband.”

“How did that make you feel?”

“Mad.” Peter Finney said, lying back
on the couch and placing the gun on his
stomach. "Very mad. 1 mean, shit. Gloria
hasn’t done anything—anything—for a
year and a half, and the last thing
she did was Dawn Beach Party, which
was hardly box-office bofto, and not
your sterling artistic success, and there I
am with the lead in the biggest tube se-
ries going, bar none, the biggest come-
dy. the Nielsen killer, Peter and George,
and there’s the two of us—me, Peter,
and George sitting next to me—we're
loved by forty-two-point-one  percent
every week, and this creep never even
heard of us.”

“You resented the bartender?”

“I didn’t resent him. I hated his guts,
is all.”

“Hated his guts.”

“Damned right,” Peter said. “There
he is, talking about Paul Newman and
Steve McQueen. What marvelous actors
they are. When everybody knows they
can’t act, they just run around on motor-
cycles and make films with their shirts
off and bat their piercing blue eyes at
the cameras and that's supposed to
make them great actors. That's sup-
posed to make them sexy. And they
have these sexy wives.”

“Sexy wives,” Dr. Eyck repeated.

“Yeah,” Peter Finney said. “Sexy
wives.”

“What does that make you think of?”

“Well, look, I've got a sexy wife, too.
Gloria Starr. Nothing sexier. A thirty-
eight-D, a real thirty-cight-D, not your
press agent’s thirty-eight-D; I mean, you
have to admit, Gloria is really sexy.”

“How does that make you feel?”

“Fine,” Peter Finney said, “until 1
heard the bartender explain that she
came into El Greco on Tuesday and
Thursday nights with a fat guy who had
a goatee, you bloated bag of gas. I felt
Just fine until then.”

He sat up on the couch and gripped
the revolver carefully in his right hand.

“I dont follow you,” Dr. Eyck said,
frowning. He was ignoring the gun.

“You follow me fine, you two-faced
crud.”

“Do you mean that you identified
with me when the bartender mentioned
a fat man with a goatee:”

“I didn’t identify with anybody.” Fin-
ney said. “I just thought to mysell, who
do I know that i1s a trueblue, twenty-
lour-carat, crap-plated bastard? And fat,
and aftects a goatee?”

Dr. Eyck sat back in his chair and
nodded. “And what did you decidez”

“You,” Finney said. “I decided it was
you.”

“Do you think that was a reasonable
decision?” Dr. Eyck asked reasonably.
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“And what did you do?”

“1 said o George, ‘I'm going to kill
the creepy son of a bich.””

“How did it make you feel to express
your hostility toward me?”

“Not as good,” Finney said, “as Il
feel when I put a bullet through your
fat gut.”

“Why.” Dr. Eyck asked curiously, “do
you say I am fat?”

“Because you are. Look at you: that
big, self-satisfied Kraut paunch hanging
out. . 5

“Have you always considered me fat?”

“No. I don’t think I ever noticed it
until now. I never paid any attention.
But now I see clearly—a big, fat, greasy
cuckolder.”

“Then your perception of me has
recently changed?” Dr. Evck said.

“You're goddamned right it has, you
sulphurous slob.”

“In Iact,” Dr. Eyck said, “my family
name i1s Durch, rather than what vou
refer to as ‘Kraut,” and 1 am not fat. |
weigh only two hundred pounds and am
more than six feet tall. I am stocky, but
not what most people would call fat.
That is why you never thought of me as
fat belore.”

“Wrong,” Peter Finney said. “I never
thought of you as fat before because I
never looked at you belore, you hairy
lecherous leech.”

“Los Angeles,” Dr. Eyck continued,
“is a city ol more than two million per-
sons. The last report I read stated that
twenty percent of males were strikingly
obese. And you know that there are many
fat men in this city with beards. You can
name several stars yourself.”

“That doesn't matter,” Peter said.

“Why?”

“Because you're the one.”

Dr. Eyck sighed patiently. “No, Peter;
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you are deluding vourself. You are saving
that because you would like to think it
is true. Isn’t that so?”

“l know it’s true,” Finney said.

Dr. Evck shook his head. “Last night,”
he said, “you entered a bar in an irrita-
ble mood. Your pride was then wounded
by the remarks of the bartender. But
then, when this same bartender, who is,
by your own admission, uninformed—
when this same man mentions your wife
and her alleged rendezvous with a mys-
terious fat man with a beard, you imme-
diately associate this man with your
analyst. Why?”

“Because you're the one,” Finney said
stubbornly, but he put the gun down.

“"When you hrst heard the bartender
talking of your wife, did anyone else
come to mind? Any other possibilities"

Finney bit his lip. “No,” he admitted.

“You immediately assumed the bar-
tender was relerring to me?”

s

“Why?”

Finney hesitated. “I don’t know.”

“Did you call the bartender over and
ask him for more details? Did you ques-
tion him more [ully?”

“No."”

“Why not?”

“l1 didn’t want to,” Finney said.

“How is that?”

“I didn’t think it was necessary,” Fin-
ney said slowly.

“But surely this was a mater of
concern to vou. You would want more
information.”

“When he made the remark, it just
scemed  immediately evident 1o me.

Very clear. T knew exactly who he was
talking about. At least I thought 1 did.”

“Aad now?”

“Well. now, I'm not so sure.”

“How do you mean?"

“Well, when T first thought of you, 1
also thought of our last session. where
we had been discussing my mother and
my difhiculties in relating to people in a
warm way. Discussing Gloria and my
insccurity concerning her.”

“Why did you recall this?"”

“I don’t know.”

“You mean you don’t want to know.”

Finney hung his head, looking miser-
able. He said nothing.

“In fact,” Dr. Eyck continued, “we
were discussing your insecurity in rela-
tion to sexual matters, isn't that right?
So that when you heard a rumor con-
cerning your wife’s infidelity, you felt
threatened. You were anxious and you
associated with your last period of anxi-
ety, which was discussing sexual matters
with me.”

“I guess so,”" Finney said.

“So in your anxicty, you became ag-
gressive, angry, hostile. You fantasized
murder.”

“Yes.”

“But you never really intended to kill
me, did you, Peterr It was just a fantasy.”

“Yes, I guess so.”

“Do you understand why?”

Finney frowned, thinking hard. *I
guess,” he said, "I was projecting. When
1 sat in that bar and heard that creep
talking about Gloria, I was humiliated. I

“No, thanks. According to the A. M. A., that stuff can
significantly reduce one’s social productivity.”

wanted to kill myself. T was so humili-
sted. but 1 projecied and decided 1
wanted to Kill vou.”

Dr. Evck nodded wiscly. “I think that
is a very good insight, Peter. How does
that make vou fecl?”

Finney sighed and reluxed. His mus-
cles loosened and he lay back on the
couch, breathing easily. “I feel better
now.” he said.

“Good. Do you want to talk more
about jt?”

*No,” Finney said. “Let’s talk about
something else.”

“Your mother?”

“All right,” Finney said. My mother.”

- - -

At the end of the hour, Peter Finney
shook hands pleasantly with Dr. Eyck,
apologized for bursting in on him and
went out past the beautiful receptionist.
Alone, Dr. Eyck sat at his desk, brood-
ing and stroking his goatee. Then he
made a telephone call, dialing the num-
ber without looking it up. When the
womnn answered, he said, “Darling, we
had better change plans.”

“Why?” Gloria Starr said.

“Peter was just here. He knows you're
mecting someone at El Greco.”

“Does he suspect——"

“Me? Yes. But I took care of that.
Everything is fine now.”

“What should we do?”

“Wait a week,” Dr. Eyck said. “Then
we'll ry L'Estragon. Do you know it

“I can hnd it, lover,” she said in a low
voice.

“A week from Tuesday, then. At the
usual time.”

“All right,” she said.

When Dr. Eyck had hung up, he
looked over and saw Peter Finney
standing just inside the door. Peter Fin-
ney looked very grim, definitely angry,
almost certainly homicidal. He had his
hand in his jacket pocket, clutching the
gun.

“Peter,” he said, “you mustn’t jump to
conclusions. I swear that——"

Peter Finney grinned. I just wanted
to say,” he said, “that I'll be in for my
regular appointment Friday at fowr-
thirty.”

Dr. Eyck was stunned. He struggled
for composure.

“Is that all right?” Finuney asked inno-
cently. “You look upset.”
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“You see,”” Finney smiled, “I would
hate to desert you now.”

“How do vou mean?”

“You'll need the money.”

“Monev?™”

“Yes. My hundred dollars an hour.
You'll need that, and a lot more.”

“1 don't understand.”

“It's quite simple,” Finney said. “Why
do you think I have been flling your
delicite ecars with stories of Gloria for
the past six months? Why do you think
I have described in glowing, meticulous



detail her bedroom abilities> Why do
vou think I have concentrated on my
impotence and her frustration?”

“Those are the things that bother
you,” Dr. Eyck said.

“What bothers me.” Finney said, “is
that the stupid broad isn’t working and
is draining me—draining me—at the rate
of two thousand a weck lor her clothes
and cars and crap. I've hit it rich with
this series and she's been bleeding me to
the bone. I've never liked Gloria. She is
a stupid. selfish, petty, ignorant woman.”

“But. Peter

“My only problem.” Finney said. tak-
ing the gun from his pocket, “was di-
vorcing her. I'm making a lot of money,
a hell of a lot of money. and she could
sue for a whopping alimony. And she'd
never remarry: Who in his right mind
would miry the unemployed star of
Dawn Beach Pariy? So vou sce. I had to
arrange an affair. Another man, That
was where vou came in.”

“Peter, this is all 2

“My lawyers knew an excellent and
discreet  detective agencv. They  have
everything. including infrared pictures.
Quite the latest stuff. You'll pardon me
il T have to name vou in the divorce
proceedings. but it's worth a great deal
of money to me.”

“Peter e

“The trouble was,” Finney continued,
waving the gun at Dr. Eyck, “that we
needed something  exura. That  final
touch. the proper witness. Someone who
would be atractive and sympathetic on
the stand. And someone related, in some
wity. to the situation. The obvious an-
swer was, of course, vour delighttul re-
ceptionist, Miss Patrick. Miss Parrick and
I have been seeing each other lor some
weeks now. She and I decided that a
girl in her position couldn’t help but
overhear her emplover’s telephone con-
versations Irom time to time. Quite by
accident, you understand.”

“Peter, this is all quite

“So she listened in.” Finney contin-
ued. “For the past two weeks. But you
were carelul, you never called Gloria
from the office. You were being very
cagey. So Miss Patrick and I decided 1o
arrange something. A little something to
spur vou into action.”

Dr. Evek sat back in his chair, shaking
his head slowly.

“So you see,” Finney said, “that’s how
it 1s.”

He raised the gun and fired three
rounds at Dr. Eyck. The room was filled
with thick acrid smoke, and it was a
moment belore Dr. Evek vealized that
he hadn’t been hit; the gun was flled
with blanks.

Peter Finney laughed.

“There, now,” he said, as Dr. Eyck
coughed in the smoke. “How does that
mike you feel?”
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BPONNIEKCDYDE (continued from page 151)

Clyde handed me an old .4l-caliber
thumb buster and told me, “Take this,
boy, and stand watch while I get us some
spending money.” Later, 1 found out that
gun wouldn’t shoot because there was two
broken bullets stuck inside the chamber.
I had to punch them out with a stick.

I stood outside the store while Clyde
went in. Bonnie was waiting in the car
around the cormer. After he got the
money, we walked away toward Bonnie.
Now, the blocks in them days was long-
er than they are now; and belore we got
halfway back to the car, Clyde sopped
alongside a Model A voadster that had
the keys in it. I don’t know if he'd
seen something over his shoulder that
spooked him or what. But he told me,
“Get in that car, boy, and start it.” 1
jumped to it. But it was a cold day and
the car wouldn't start. Clyde got impa-
tient. He told me to slip over and he'd
do it. 1 scooted over. About then an old
man and an old woman run over to the
roadster and began yelling, “That’s my
boy's car! Get out!” Then another
woman run up and began making a big
fuss. All the ume, Clyde was wrying to
get it started. He told them to stand
back and they wouldn’t get hurt. Then
the guy who owned it run up. Clyde
pointed his pistol and yelled. “Get back,
man, or I'll kill you!” That man was
Doyle Johnson, I learned later. He came
on up to the car and reached through
the roadster’s isinglass window curtains
and got Clyde by the throat and tried to
choke him.

Clyde hollered, “Stop, man, or I'll kill
you." Johnson didn't move, and Clyde
done what he had threatened. About
then he got the car started and we
whipped around the corner to where
Bonnie was waiting. We piled into her
car and lit a shuck out ol 1own.

It all seemed pointless then as to why
Clyde wanted that car. I've thought
about it since, and I figure he must have
wanted the laws to think we was in
Johnson's car. Of course, he didn’t have
no way of knowing he was gonna have
1o kill Johnson.

We headed out of town toward
Waco. A mile or two down the road,
Clyde pulled over and said. “Boy. shin-
ny up that pole and cut them phone
wires. We don’t want no calls ahead.” 1
done it and we went on.

As I look back, cutting them phone
wires was slick. That was about all you
had to do to cut off the law in them
days. There wasn't no two-way radio
hookups like now; and when a police
used them long-distance phone wires to
call the next town, it run up expenses.
Them was hard times and even towns

160 didn't have much to spend. There

wasn't as many laws then, either. and
they just couldn’t catch up with Clyde
in them V8 Fords he drove. Ted Hin-
ton and Bob Alcorn, the Dallas lawmen
I come to know a year later, told me
Clyde was about the best drviver in the
world. They said them Fords and
Clyde's driving was what kept him and
Bonnie [ree them two years. Hell, T
knowed that. I rode with him. He had
me drive some when he was tived, but
Clyde stayed behind the wheel when
the heat was close. He believed in a
nonstop jump in territory—sometimes as
much as 1000 miles—whenever it got
hot behind. He and Bonnie didn’t in-
tend to cver be taken alive. They was
hell-bent on running ull the end, and
they knowed there was only one end for
them. Sometimes 1 thought Clyde liked
the running. He dreaded getting caught,
but he never give up robbing 10 work
for a living. I reckon Clyde just didn’t
want to work like other lolks. For one
thing, he never liked gertting his hands
dirty.

I've seen that Clyde and DBonnie
movie. The only thing that ain’t plumb
silly the way they play it is the gun bat-
tles. Them was real enough to almost
make me hurt. I've still got some lead in
me from them fhghts with the law.
When I tried 1o join the Army in World
War Two after 1 got out ol prison. them
doctors turned me down because their X
rays showed four buckshot and a bullet
in my chest and part of a lung blown
away.

The way they showed Clyde is all
wrong. Clvde never bragged. And he
wouldn’t have lived 90 davs running his
mouth like they had it. Quiet as a cat
with the dogs close was the way he was.

That C. W. Moss in the movie was
me. up to the end. when he let his old
man turn in Clyde and Bonnie. It was
Henry Methvin that done that, not me,
I was in jail when that happened. The
papers was right when they said Moss
was a composite of me and Methvin.

Moss was a dumb kid who run er-
rands and done what Clvde told him.
That was me. all right. But they messed
up showing Moss as driver of the car so
much and having him fix on it all the
time,

Clyde drove most always, 'cause he
didn’t trust nobody else to drnive like he
could. As for me working on the car. I'd
change a tire or a battery or something
like that. But we'd junk a car if any-
thing went wrong with it and get anoth-
er one. 1 don't know how manyv cars 1
stole for Clyde. I do remember we nev-
er kept one more than a weck or so, be-
cause it'd get too hot.

Now, I had been in trouble with the
law before I turned out with Clyde and
Bonnie. The first ume was over a hot

bicycle a kid got caught with. He luaid a
story on me. It was when I was 11 years
old and sclling newspapers on a Dallas
street  corner—newspapers 1 couldn’t
even read. I had never liked school and
I dropped out after the first grade, be-
fore I learned reading and writing.
Somcebody else had to tell me the head-
lines in the papers. so I'd know what 1o
hawk. I knowed nothing about that bi-
cvcle, and I finally convinced the law of
that.

Another time. me and L. C. got
picked up in Lowsiana alter a cir
wreck. The laws took us back to Dallas
to face car-stealing charges. The cir we
had torn up belonged 1o a bootlegger
who had hired us 10 deliver his liquor.
We got to pulling on a bottle and just
hooked ‘em with the liquor and the
bootlegger’s car.

1 first saw Clyde Barrow under the
Oak CLff viaduct in Dallas when T was
five years old. His family and my family
was camped out there because we had
nowhere else. Daddy had brought Mom-
ma. a dauehter and five sons to Dallas
from Henderson County, Texas, where
he was a sharccropper. Times was hard
and lots ol [olks was moving off farms in
them days. We finally got a house in
West Dallas and Daddy went to work at
an iron plant. The Barrows moved into
a house down the street. About a vear
later. Daddy. my sister and my oldest
brother took sick and died of the llu.
Momma, when she got herself out ol the
hospital and was well from the flu, sup-
ported us four boys as best she could. She
done washing and took in boarders. and
us kids did what we could to make a
buck. Momma tried another marriage a
few vears alter Daddy died. but he
couldn’t put up with us kids. Becruse of
that, she couldn’t put up with him.
Momnui was never one who could divide
her loyalty.

Clyde run with my older brother and
he used 1o come calling on a girl who
boarded at my house. He went with her
before Bonnie. He had a good job then
with a1 big manulacturing plant in West
Dallius. T was just a kid, but Clyde al-
wirys treated me nice and I liked him.
Then one day. his girl moved off to
where her lolks was in Oklahoma, and I
heard he'd got her in a lamily way.
Clyde took up with Bonnie alter that.

He was pushing that Ford for all it
toward Waco when Bonnie
said. “Whar vou gonna do. honey? You
can’t go back to Dallas now. That man’s
shot and probably dead.” He was, too,
we found out later.

“Hell. I know that. He can’t go back,
cither.” Clyde said, nodding at me. “You
know that. dont you. boy? You cin’t go
home. You got murder on you, just like
me. You can’t go home.”

He was right. They was supposed to

wis worth
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take me home to Dallas that Christmas
Day. He had promised that, but I
couldn’t go home after Doyle Johnson
got killed. I had murder on me, just like
Clyde said. I was an outlaw, too, now,
50 I stayed with them. The robbing and
the killing never stopped, and neither
did we.

I run with Clyde and Bonnie [or more
than eight months. That was all I could
stand. I left them up in Mississippi and
hitchhiked back 1o Texas. The law
caught me in Houston. My running was
over. I was in the joint when word came
on May 23, 1934, that Clyde and Bon-
nie was killed near Arcadia, Louasiana.

I've heard stories since that Clyde
was homosexual, or, as they say in the
pen, a “punk” but they ain’t true.
Maybe it was Clyde's quiet. polite man-
ner and his slight build that fooled folks.
He was only about five feet, six inches
tall and he weighed no more than 135
pounds. Me and him was about the
same size, and we used 1o wear each
other’s clothes. Clyde had dark hair that
was wavy. He never had a beard. Even
when he didn’t shave, all he had on his
chin was fuzz.

Another way that story might have
got started was his wearing a wig some-
umes when him and Bonme had to
drive through a town where they might
be recognized. He wore the wig for dis-
guise and for no other reason.

Clyde never walked right, either.
He'd chopped oft his big toe and part ol
the second toe on his left foot when he
was in prison. because he couldn’t keep
up with the pace the farm boss set.

Or the story could have come Irom
sensation writers who believed anything
dropped on them and who blew it to
proportions that suited their imagina-
tion.

I knew a lot of convias the years I
was in prison—some of them years on
Eastham Farm, where Clyde had served
his time—and none of them had a story
on him being a punk. Matter of fact,
nobody—not the police who asked me
questions for hours and hours or the re-
porters who got in to see me—ever men-
tioned it. The subject just never come
up then.

It's just here recently. more than 30
years since Clyde was killed, that I've
heard the story. 1 was with him and
Bonnie. T know. It just aint true.

Some of the tales about us robbing
banks all the time ain’t rue, either. The
time 1 was with Clyde and Bonnie, we
never made a bank job. He liked gro-
cery stores, filling stations and places
there was a payroll. Why should we rob
a bank? There was never much money
in the banks back in them days in the
Southwest.

But that's not the way the papers put

it. They'd write we was heisting a bank
in Texas when we was actually off in
Tennessee or somewhere else. T remem-
ber one time we stopped at a tourist
court in a little town. I went across the
road to an inn to get some sandwiches.
The waiter was all excited. “Bomnnie
and Clyde was just here” he told me.
“They stopped lor gas. The police come
out. but they got here oo late. Bonnie
and Clyde was already gone and they
couldn't catch them.” It shook me some
when he said that, but I stayed calm.

I took the food back to the tourist
cabin and told Clyde what the man had
said. He got a good laugh out of that,
but after we had eat, he said. “You
know, that man might have been giving
us a tip. He might have recognized us.
We better move on.”

I always figured some of them report-
ers was holed up somewhere with some
booze during the time they cdaimed
they'd been off with the law in hot pur-
suit ol the outrageous Barrow guang.
They was just writing from their imagi-
nation, it seemed to me. I couldn’t read
what they was saying in the papers
then. but we'd pick up the newspaper in
whatever little town we was traveling
through and Bonnie would read it
aloud. That way, we Kept up with
where the law thought we was and we'd
head in the opposite direction.

We never stayed long in one place. It
was too risky. We bad 1o keep moving.
When our clothes got dirty, we'd take
them 1o a cleaners il we thought it was
siafe. But we didn’t wait until they was
ready. We'd drive on somewhere else
and, in a week or two, swing back to
pick them up, if there was no heat be-
hind. Sometimes we never got back.
We'd buy new clothes.

Any shopping we done was done
alone. Me and Clyde would wait in the
car down the sireet while Bonnie went
in and got what she wanted. Or he
would go in a store while we waited out
in the car.

Clyde always believed in being pre-
pared. He was the quickest man I ever
seen. He never wanted 1o kill. He'd kid-
nap the police instead ol Killing them, if
he could. But he killed without hesita-
tion when he had to, because he wanted
to stay free. He was the complete boss,
not Bonnie, like some have said. Clyde
dominated all them around him, even
his older brother, Buck. Clyde planned
and made all the decisions about what
to heist and when ro pull out and leave
a job alone. One time, up in Tennessce,
we were on the way to hit a cotton mill.
We figuwred there was a big payroll
there. But Clyde called it off, because
there was water in the ditches along-
side the road we'd have used and we
wouldn’t have been able to cut cross-
country to make time on the getaway.

I followed him. just like everybody
who was ever with him did.

Clyde never had no big vice to in-
dulge like the robbers vou read about
nowadays. He was no dopehead. He
never drank to excess. He didn't gam-
ble. Clyde just wanted to stay alive and
free, and Bonnie just wanted to be with
Clyde. He'd made the first wrong turn
and couldn’t go back. He was the kind
who'd kill in a hot instant and every-
body who knew him knowed it. Nobody
fooled around with Clyde.

He had that sawed-oft 16-gauge au-
tomatic shotgun along with him all the
time. It had a oneiinch rubber band
he'd cut out of a car-tire inner tube at-
tached to the cutoft stock. He'd slip his
wrm through the band and when he put
his cout on. vou'd never know the gun
was there. The rubber band would give
when he snatched it up to fire. He kept
his coat pocket cut out so he could hold
the gun barrel next to his hip. It looked
like he just had his hand in his pocket.

The meanest weapon in our arsenal
was Clyde’s automatic rifle we'd stolen
from a National Guard armory. He had
cut off part ol the barrel and had got
three ammo cdlips welded together so it
would shoot 56 times without reloading.
Clyde called it his scatter-gun. We had
a couple of regular automatic rifles and
some pistols. There was so many guns in
the car it was hard not to show them
when we got out at a filling station or
tourist court.

Clvde liked to stay sharp and would
sometimes hit the car brakes of a sud-
den. bounce out to the roadside and
open up with that cutoff automatic rifle
on a tree or a sign lor practice, He was
never more than an arm’s reach from a
gun, even in bed. or out of bed on the
floor in the night, when he thought we
was all asleep and couldn’t see him
kneeling there. | seen it more than once.
He prayed. I reckon he was praying lor
his soul. Maybe it was for more lifc. He
knowed it would end soon, but he didn’t
intend for it to be in jail.

Bonnic was the only one Clyde trust-
ed all the wav. But not even Bonnic had
a voice in the decisions. His leadership
wis undisputed. She always agreed with
him when he hinted he might like to
hear her advice on something. As far as
I know. Bonnie never packed a gun.
Maybe she'd help carry what we had in
the car into a tourist-court room. But
during the five big gun battles I was
with them. she never fired a gun. But
I'll say she was a hell of a loader.

One time she did pick up Clyde's
shotgun and threaten him with it. He'd
siid something 1o me because the jack 1
was using to change a flat tire kept slip-
ping. Clyde thought it was taking too
long. Bonnie come to my side and held
Clyde at gun point. He turned around
and walked off. When a car stopped
and the driver asked if we needed help,
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Clvde told him, “Hook ‘em. We don't
need nobody's damned help.” The heat
back of us was getting close enough to
put Clyde on edge at anything.

I finished changing the flat and took
the shotgun from Bonnie so Clvde could
come back to the car. We'd been drink-
ing white lightning, and you know how
that is. Clyde wasn't a heavy drinker.
There wasn’t tme, and he nceded to
stay alert. But he liked to nip some.
When he did, Bonnie would sometimes
have to coax him back in the car. She'd
tell him, “Come on now, honey. The
laws might be right on us. Please, honey,
come on. Let’s get moving.”

Bonnie was always neat, even on the
road. She kept on make-up and had her
hair combed all the time. She wore long
dresses and high heels and them little
tams on her head. She was a tiny little
thing. I reckon she never weighed more
than 100 pounds, even after a big meal.
But them big meals was usually bologna-
and-cheese sandwiches and buttermilk on
the side of the road. Run, run, run. At
times, that seemed all we did.

She had light-colored hair, but she
dyed it different shades. She seemed to
like to do that, and Clyde approved. It
made a good disguise. She even dyed
his and my hair. Only once for me,
though. In them days, dyeing hair took
more than a little time. She had me all
wrapped in towels and I had to sleep
that way one night. It worked, though.
My hair come out black as coal.

Bonnie smoked cigarettes, but that
cigar bit folks like to tell about is phony.
I guess 1 got that started when T gave
her my cigar to hold when I was making
her picture. I made most of them pic-
tures the laws picked up when we fled
Joplin, Missouri, leaving everything in
the apartment except the guns. I seen a
lot of them pictures in the newspapers
alterward. Them little poems Bonnie
made up made the papers. too. She
would think up rhymes in her head and
put them down on paper when we
stopped. Some of them she kept, but
she threw a lot of them away.

There was never a whole lot of talk
among us when we was on the road.

“You certainly have a gorgeous profile!!”

Often what seemed like hours of silence
would be broken as Clvide looked at her
and said something like, “Honey, as
soon as I find a place, I'm gonna stop.
I'm tired and want to get some rest.” He
always called her “Honey” or “Baby”
and she called him “Daddy” or “Hon-
ey.”” They called me “Boy.” I got to
where 1 called Bonnie “Sis”™ and Clyde
“Bud.” We couldn’t say each other’s
names. because somebody at a flling
station or a tourist court might pick up
on them and call the law.

Bonnie was always agreeable with
Clyde, but they did have some fallings
out. I've seen them fall out over a can of
sardines. He jerked it out of her hands
and opened it with his pocketknife, and
her trying to tell him it had an opener.
But 1 never heard them call each other
bad names. They hardly ever used dirty
words. I've heard today’s teenagers use
words worse than Clyde and Bonnie,
and they was deadly outlaws.

Sometimes, when she got puffed up
about something, Clyde would kid her
and say, “Why don't you go on home to
Momma, baby? You probably wouldn’t
get more than ninety-nine vears. Texas
hasn't sent a woman to the chair yet,
and I'd send in my recommendation for
leniency.” She’d laugh at him then and
everything would be smooth again.

Bonnie was like Clyde. They had grit.
They meant to stay Iree or go down
together.

Clyde had good manners, just natu-
rally. It fooled lots of lolks, like that po-
liceman in Missouri. We was driving
over a bridge and the motor law rolled
up beside us and told us to pull over.
Clyde smiled and told him, “Just a min-
ute, sir.”

It was night and Clyde wanted to get
oft that bridge before he siwopped. But
that policeman come on real nasty.
“Stop right here now,” he said.

Clyde kept right on going and saying,
“Just a minute, sir.” When we got oft
the bridge, Clyde turned up a little
street and stopped. The policeman come
up to the door. That's when Clyde
throwed that little shotgun in his face,
and that law done a turn around.

Clyde told me, “Get out and unhar-
ness him, boy.” I jumped out and took
the policeman’s pistol. Clyde told us to
get in the back seat, and we climbed in
the car. We drove about 150 miles be-
fore the car’s battery run down and the
car quit. The generator wasn't working
right. We was just outside a httle town,
so Clyde told me, “Boy, you're gonna
have to go get a battery. Take him with
you.” And that’s what we done. Me and
that policeman went into town and took
a battery out of a car and took turns
carrying it back to where Clyde and
Bonnie was waiting. You'd have thought
we was working buddies.

We had a pair of pliers and a wrench



and that policeman worked right hard to
get that battery in the car like Clyde
wanted. We got the car started and
Clyde turned him loose. We drove oft
and lelt him there. He had to walk back
to town, but he was thrilled just 10 be
alive and free again, and he thanked us.

We never wanted to kill nobody. But
during the time I was with them, fhive
men got it. Four of them was lawmen
shot in gun battles, We was hit, too.
Sometimes we  was hurt so bad it
scemed like the end. I got shot in the
side at Joplin. and my belly ached so
bad I thought the buller had stopped
there. Clyde wrapped an elm branch
with gauze and pushed it through the
hole in my side and out my back. The
bullet had gone clean through me, so
we knew it would heal. A Lnwman shot
oft the tips of two ol my fingers in Ar-
kansas after me and Buck made a job
there. There was two oflicers, and they
run onto us accidentally as we wius get-
ting away. We had hit another ear and
they stopped to see about that. Buck
killed one. The other run off and hid
up the voad on a favmhouse porch. Our
car was wrecked, so we got in the police
car and was abour 10 take off when that
law started fiving. “That man could shoot.
All he had was a pistol and he was about
200 vards away from us, but he knocked
the horn button off the steering wheel
with me wrying 1o ger the cir wrned
around. That's how he got my finger tips.

Clyde and Bonnie wasn’t along that
ume. He was taking care of her hack at
the tourist court. She'd been burned so
bad none of us thought she was gonna
live. The hide on her right leg was
gone, [rom her hip down to her ankle. I
could see the bone at places. She had
got hurt when we run oft into a4 river
bed where the bridge was out near Wel-
lington, Texas. The car caught fire while
Bonnie was still hung inside. It was
nighttime, but some larm folks sitting
on their front steps had scen us go olf
the road. They llcl])ctl ger Bonnie our;
but when they seen all them guns in the
car, they called the law. Clyde drew on
them when they rolled up, and we took
their car. He set them in the back seat
with Bonnie across their laps, and we
drove on to meet Buck and his wile,
Blanche. Buck was all for killing the two
lawmen; but Clyde, thinking how gentle
they had been with Bonnie, said no. He
told Buck to tie them up in the woods
and we'd be on our way. When Buck
come back and told how he'd tied them
to a tree with barbed wire. Clvde got
mad. “You didn’t have to do that,” he
said.

Bonnie never got over that burn.
Even after it healed over, her leg was
drawn under her. She had to just hop or
hobble along. When she was so bad at
first, we had to emrry her to the toilet
and take her oft when she finished and
put her back in bed.
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“At the rate you're going, youw'll never get an
education; and if you want to participate in student
demonsivations, it will have 1o be as a policeman.”

I was carrying her on my back—hall
stumbling, hall  swimmmg—when me
and her and Clvde got awav from that
posse near Dexter, lowa. That's where
Buck and Blanche was captured. Buck
died a few davs Later. Clyde had a ma-
chine gun holding the posse off us. He'd
taken a shot in the leg and was hopping
along. I'd been hit in the chest with a
bullet and taken some shotgun pellets in
the face and chest and was losing a lot
of blood. Then Clyde caught a bullet in
the head on the side. It must have
bounced off a tree, because it didn't go
. It just dazed him. He run our of am-
munition just as we got to a little river,
We didn’t have nothing to shoot with no
more, but we made it across. Clyde
went ahead and run up on some Lirm-
ers, who don’t know he’s out of bullets,
and he gets their car. That's how we
finally pot away.

Way on down the road, when we
figured it was safe, we bought gas. We
wias wearing some sheets that was lelt in
the car. We'd cut holes in them to stick
our heads in. Bonnie was lying in the
back seat all covered up. The gas-station
num looked at us funny, but it was wear
sheets or show how bloody and shot up
and muddy we was.

I reckon most folks find it hard to be-
lieve we never went to no doctor, but
that’s a fact. We stole a few doctors”
bags out of cars and used that medicine.

And we bought alcohol and salves at
drugstores. But we couldn’t risk going to
a doctor and getting turned in.

I lelt Clyde and Bonnie after they
wits healed up enough to get by withow
me. Clvde put me out to steal a car and
I hooked ‘em bhack to Texas.

I'd had enough blood and hell.

But it wasn’t done vet. T had o pay.
A boy in Houston. where I was working
for a vegetable peddler, knowed me and
turned me in 10 the Liw, They tried me
for killing a sheriff's man at Dallas.
Clvde done ir, bur I was glad 1o take
the rap. Arkansas wanted to extradite
me, and I sure didn’t want to go to no
Arkansas prison. 1 figure now that if Ar-
kansas had got me. one of them skele-
tons they've dug up there might have
been me.

That Bonnie and Clvde movie made
it all look sort ol glamorous, but like 1
told them teenaged boys sitting near me
at the drive-in showing: “Take it from
an old man who was there. It was hell.
Besides, there's more lawmen nowadays
with better wavs of catching vou. You
couldn’t get away. anyway. The only
wity I come through it was because the
Good Lord musta been watching over
me. But you can’t depend on that, nei-
ther, because He's got more lolks to
watch over now than He did then.”
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EDWIN NEWMAN :weighty anchor man

“Two OF THE QUALITIES that give Edwin Newman's com-
mentaries their special distinction are his wit and depth of
understanding, both conspicuous rarities 10 be cherished and
Ionored,” says the Peabody Award citation that NBC’s ver-
satile critic at large received last year. Anyone who's turned
him on and tuned him in is familiar with Newman’s percep-
tive combination ol common-sensc reporting and sardonic
wisecracking—a happy blend that suggests Huntley and Brink-
ley rolled into one. Whether anchoring a special news report
or subhosting the T'oday show, he’s equally capable of well-
informed comment and expert addibbing. Newman once ex-
temporized a speech about TV's men behind the scenes—the
“unsung heroes”™—saying that he'd never heard a word about
a “sung hero”; he finally concluded it must be “a Chinese
restaurant that sells Italian sandwiches.” Newman's exhaust-
ing schedule makes him, at 49, about the most ubiquitous
broadcaster around; his agenda includes narrating documen-
taries, conducting a weekly interview series titled Speaking
Freely, doing his own carly-alternoon newscast, reporting the
evening news, occasionally moderating Meet the Press, acting
as trenchant drama critic on the late news and as a freewheel-
ing obscrver on NBC's radio series fm phasis. He's also called
upon to cover marathon crises such as the United Nations de-
bates on the Israeli War, during which he wryly observed,
“Some of the ‘distinguished representatives’ of the UN are, as
it happens, strikingly undistinguished.” But he’s at his best
when tackling the grueling assignment of floor reporter at the
national political conventions. Taking a swipe at the use of
computers to project the outcome of an election, he says, “As
a journalist, I find that the use of all these machines destroys
the mystique; 1 rather regret that, because I think it takes
away something from those of us in the business. The ma-
chines are replacing us.” In Newman's case, that's not likely.




FLIP WILSON ity griity

THE ANTIC WIT of Flip Wilson is at its best when the 35-year-
old comic deals with interracial subjects: In one of his rou-
tines, Wilson tells of a pollster who enters a suburban home
to ask the parents if they'd object if their daughter married
a Negro. The husband shouts to his wile upstairs, “Ethel,
would you mind if our daughter married a Negro?” Comes
the high-pitched, Butterfly McQueen reply, “Honcy, she kin
marry anvbody she want!” Although such stories take just
seconds to tell, they're usually several years in the making.
Says Wilson, “I've been compiling a book on the laws of
humor ever since I started out in show business.” Flip re-
members deciding to be a comic when he was eight, after
seeing a comedy revue in his home town of Jersey City, New
Jersey. The tenth of 24 children, Wilson was raised in—and
ran away from—a succession of foster homes and, at 16, lied
about his age to enlist in the Air Force. “When I got out,” he
recalls, “I gave mysclf 15 years to become a success. I figured
that doctors and lawyers have to put in time going to school
and getting established, so why should comedians be differ-
ent?” For the next decade, Flip hitchhiked across America,
playing tiny clubs and passing the hat for food money. “I
never had anything 1o call my own, anyway,” he says, “so
Leing broke didn’t bother me. And I knew I was making
progress.” The lean years ended abruptly in 1965, when Flip
broke up the host—and his audience—on The Tonight Show.
Since then, he's worked the Playboy Club circuit, has been
a frequent guest star on Rowan and Mavtin's Laugh-In and is
much in demand for night-club dates and college concerts. In
January, Flip takes another major step: His first TV special, a
pilot he’s done for NBC, will be shown in prime time—and
could lead to a series ol his own. If sales ol his two recent
comedy LPs are any measure of his popularity, it’s safe to
say that much of America is now turning to the Flip side.

LEONARD COHEN rcnaissance mensch

“I HAD SOMETHING IN coMMon with the beatniks and more
with the hippies.” says Leonard Cohen. “The next thing may
be even closer to where I am™—a prediction unlikely of ful-
fillment, unless the post-hippie era finds us in a full-blown
renaissance, the only climate in which the 34-year-old Cana-
dian poet-novelist-composer-singer would be at home. Scion
of a Montreal clothing [amily, Cohen bricfly tried his hand
at the [amily husiness alter graduation from McGill Uni-
versity, but soon decided that poetry would have to take
precedence over haberdashery. He wrote three volumes ol
tough-tender verse before turning 30, and his first novel.
The Favorite Game, a staccato reconsideration of his child-
liood, his Jewishness and his girls. Especially his girls. In the
last chapter, Cohen’s hero praises “all the bodies in and out
of bathing suits . . . growing in mirrors, felt like treasure,
slobbered over, cheated for, all of them, the great ballet
line. . . . Beautiful Losers, a sccond novel, followed in 1966,
the year Cohen started setting his poems to music—and sing-
ing them. By the end of that year, the haunting Suzanne was
an underground sensation in the repertory of Judy Collins;
it is now the featured number on Columbia’s Songs of Leon-
ard Cohen, the writer's own first album. His second album, as
well as a series ol concerts and readings and several appear-
ances on the Smothers Brothers Comedy Hour are all sched
uled for the next few months, in the wake of one of Cohen's
periodic forays from the Greek island of Hydra, where he
lives with lhis wile and son. **A Kite is a victim you are sure
of,” one of his poems begins. “You love it because it pulls/
gentle enough to call you master / strong enough to call you
fool.” Though Kite-fiyer Cohen seems to regard himsclf more
as a fool than as master of his many gilts, it'’s clear that
the gentleness and strength of those gifts have established
him as both poet laureate and minstrel to a new generation. 157
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EILEW@MRTE (continued from page 155)

at the same time, and the present Bell
system would be in deep trouble. But if
we can believe half the predictions being
made by A, T. & T. executives, a new era
of limitless electronics is just around the
corner. Everv home tied in to a telephone
or a cable television (CATYV) line. they
say, will then be able to have a private
fashion show via Picturephone, after
which one will place his order with the
store by some push-button arrangement;
two-way video communications will allow
businessmen to close their offices and
handle their work from a couch at home;
newspapers will be printed electronically
right in the front room; and electronic
banking—already in its infancy—will
have progressed to the point that your
doctor, alter holding a round-table elec-
tronic conference with doctors in other
cities as to what causes your pain, will be
able to push a few buttons and have
money transferred from your account to
his.

Instant electronic democracy will be
one ol the easier additions to this scene.
The day's legislation would be carried
over radio and television (of which
there are more than one-quarter billion
sets in use in the U.S. today) and in
the daily press, for those who still prefer
to handle what they read. The hookup,
ol course, might have to be expanded;
some economists estimate that it would
cost about $6.000,000 to wire all the
homes in a city of 100,000—not allow-
ing for existing telephone and CATV
lines. This is $60 a citizen, which some
might consider to be an expensive invest-
ment in grass-roots democracy; but if it
brought about the abandonment of Con-
gress, including commitiee stafls, the sav-
ings 1n salaries alone for one year would
wire several dozen cities that size.

One could legislate by first dialing his
registration number on the telephone
and then dialing the prescribed number
lor *“yes” and *no.” Voters without
phones but who are hooked into CATV
would have some similar push-button
arrangement. In any event, no special
houschold switchboard would be re-
quired. John R. Pierce, executive divec-
tor of Bell Telephone Labs, has given
his assurance that the same wires thar
bring in gossip or soap ads will be able
to carry democracy out of the house.
“Once you have the transmission [acili-
ties available,” he said, “they can bhe
used for everything interchangeably. You
don’t have to build a completcly separate
communication system for everything you
want to try."”

American political ingenuity being
what it is, there would almost certainly
be schemes devised for padding the bal-
lot box wia the corner phone booth,
but there is even protection against that
not far away. S. F. Damkroger, one of

168 A.T.&I.s assistant vice-presidents, said

that perhaps by the 1970s, scientists will
have perfected telephone “input devices
that can understand the human voice in
its millions of varieties.” Your voice will
be as unique as vour fingerprints, and
nobody will be able to imitate your voice
and vote for the Columbia River Basin
budget against your wishes.

Since the three-way balance of power
in our Federal Government is supposed
1o be too sacred to tinker with, it is star-
tling to see proposals surfacing from
time to time that would make Congress
no more powerful than the British royal
family. In a faint, usually indefinable
way, the idea does keep fluttering
around at the back of the politically so-
phisticated people in this country. Usu-
ally, the suggestions are oblique; they
talk of strengthening the Presidency or
they defend the U.S. Supreme Court
lor writing laws rather than merely in-
terpreting them. And this is what makes
the idea of an instant electorate replac-
ing Congress, at least in part, much
more than merely hypothetical.

For the truth 1s, Congress, by its inac-
tion, has driven people to desperate
thoughts. Problems sometimes drag on
to such intolerable lengths that even the
best of pecople begin to think of radical
mutations to tradition. Faced with the
longest war in our history, a gold crisis,
the highest interest rates in almost 100
years, an increasingly nasty racial con-
frontation and an urban pudding that
includes everything from feces-clogged
nvers to auto-clogged streets—Congress,
in its special wisdom, has passed no major
remedial legislation in the past two and
a half years.

One of the old dichés around Wash-
ington describes Congress only in nega-
tive terms—""The House kills the good
bills and the Senate kills the bad”—and
although this is not altogether accurite,
it does underscore the decades that
sometimes elapse between the public's
awiareness ol needs (medical insurance,
voting-rights laws, consumer-protection
laws, rapid-transit subsidies, erc) and
Congressional response to those nceds,
When Harry Truman went around the
country in 1948 winning public support
lor his candidacy by denouncing “that
domothing 80th Congress,” he was, in
fact, committing something of a fraud,
because the 80th Congress was no more
of a do-nothing Congress than most
Congresses; and in the intervening 20
years, the public has come to realize this
and admit it. After Congress refused to
touch President Kennedy's major pro-
posals in 1963, Walter Lippmann echoed
a prevailing anger among the egghead
electorate when he asked, “What kind
of legislative body is it that will not or

cannot legislate?” No answers were forth-
coming. And two years later, such was
the concern among scholars at the decay
and atrophy of Congress that a group of
eminent political scientists met at the
Harriman estate in New York to decide
what, if any, hope remained for revital-
izing Congress. The report issued at the
condlusion of that meeting sounded rath-
er pessimistic. It saw Congress as continu-
ing to operate in a 19th Century fashion,
“insulated from the new America . . .
losing its ability to act quickly and
decisively,” and warned that unless it
somehow relorms itself, “Congress may
cease 1o be a legislative body in the
traditional sense.”

OQutsiders aren’t the only ones to think
so. The realization that Congress may
be incompetent to cope with the prob-
lems and needs of 200,000,000 people has
even penetrated the mind of Congress
itself. Senator Joseph Clark recently
wrote a book with the self-explanatory
title Congress: the Sapless Branch. Rich-
ard Bolling, an outstanding moderate of
Missouri, whose two decades in Congress
have left him limp with cynicism, au-
thored a hook in which he acknowledged
that his side of the Capitol, the House,
is “ineffective 1n its role as a coordinate
branch of the Federal Government, nega-
tive in its approach te national tasks,
generally unresponsive to any but
pirochial economic interests™; in other
words, virtually worthless as a Federal
legislature.

If anything made the campaigns of
Robert Kennedy and Eugene McCarthy
seem dilferent, despite a great deal of
standard  rhetoric, it was that—largely
because they were being deprived ol
the support of the political professionals
—both candidates recruited an impres-
sive following with one basic theme,
“Turn politics back to the people.” Dis-
enchantment with professional politics,
and especially with Washingtlon's variety,
can no longer be considered merely the
grumpiness of the sophisticates. In only
one briel period has the public stated its
confidence in the conduct ol Congress,
1964—1966, the few really productive
years since Franklin D. Roosevelt's first
term. Before and since that unique 1961—
1966 blossoming, only about one third of
the public consistently said it thought
Congress was doing a good job. Just as
thumping Congress long ago became
part of our folk humor (Mark Twain:
“It could probably be shown by facs
and hpures that there is no distinctly
American mnative criminal class except
Congress”), despising the products of
Congress has become a serious part of our
folkways, reasserted on July hfth of this
year, when pollster Louis Harris released
a survey showing only 13 percent of the
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“You may be a pretender to my throne, but keep
the hell out of my bedroom!”
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“Well, for heaven’s sake! Stop blowing that silly horn
and maybe he'll stop roaring and beating his chest!”

American people thought politicians
were doing a better job than they had in
the past (88 percent held that favorable
opinion of physicians), but 38 percent
felt politicians had slipped considerably
in quality and 42 percent thought they
were barely holding their own.
- - -

However, inasmuch as the initiative
for a constitutional amendment must
come either from Congress itself or from
the state legislatures, the people’s elec-
tronic proxy will never be set up. One of
the chiel reasons is that in the everlast-
ing tug of war between rural and urban
forces for political domination, the rubes
are still very much in control. In recent
years, the farms have been losing popu-
lation at the rate of five percent a year;
the population majority, and with it the
major problems of the nation, has swung
to the urban centers. But, in general,
state legislatures do not address them-
selves to this urban majority.

Far less does Congress. There are 21

standing committees in the House of
Representatives; only six chainmen
come [rom urban centers of more than
100,000 population, and two of these
six—George Mahon of Lubbock, Texas,
chairman of the House Appropriations
Committee, and William Dawson of
Chicago, chairman of the Government
Operations Committee—grew up in a ru-
rial or small-town atmosphere, Mahon on
a farm and Dawson in Albany, Georgia.
Six of the chairmen hail from towns so
small that they are not listed in The
World Almanac, which lists any center
of more than 2500.

The three most powerful men in the
House are Wilbur Mills, chairman of the
Ways and Means Committee, who comes
from Kensett, Arkansas, with less than
1000 population; William Colmer, chair-
man of the Rules Committee, whose
home is Pascagoula, Mississippi, popu-
lation 17,155; and Mahon of Lubbock,
which is not so much a city as it is
a big general store for the vast farming

and ranching area of which it is the hub.

These three men, who represent both
legislatively and spiritually the most
stagnant backwaters of America, have
much to say about the pace and style of
our national lile, because they are em-
powered to answer these three most
basic questions: Which bills will be per-
mitted to come to a vote? Who and
what is Congress going to tax and who
and what will it allow to escape taxa-
tion? How, where and when is the mon-
ey going to be spent?

Their power—like most 'of the power
around Congress—comes from the im-
pregnable seniority system, not from
their having been singled out because of
noticeable wisdom and leadership quali-
tics. Yet il the answers they help supply
somehow seem more in tune with the
time of Harding and Coolidge, it isn't
that rural and small-town politicians are
any dumber than city ones: they are
simply quite accurately representing
their constituencies. Having grown up
themselves where it was normal to swim
in lakes and rivers and uncrowded
pools, they can't understand why big-
city youngsters fight to have the fire hy-
drants turned on; getting one of the
local nice girls in trouble was the great-
est sin imaginable where they came from,
50 the bountiful carnage and thievery of
the big cities strikes them as just too vile
to think about, much less try to solve;
they no more want to come to grips
with the muck of the “inner city”"—a
phrase most of them probably find
oftensively pedantic—than Senator Jacob
Javits (who grew up on New York City's
Lower East Side) wants to learn how to
milk a goat.

The House Un-American Activities
Committee, which tries to set the stand-
ards ol patriotism for the country, is
marshaled by Edwin Willis, the oui-
standing resident of St. Martinville, a
7000-population Louisiana town where
some of the inhabitants sull believe in
voodoo. The Interior and Insular Affairs
Committee, which determines whether
the giant sequoias of California should
be spared the lumberman’s ax and
whether dams should be built in the
Grand Canyon for the benefit of power
companies, is run by a former [ruit
farmer, Wayne Aspinall, whose home
is near the family orchard in Palisade,
Colorado (population: 860). Harley O.
Staggers, who presides over Interstate
and Forecign Commerce matters, is an
ex-coach and ex-sheriff who lives where
he was born, in Keyser, West Virginia
(population: 7041).

The House, obviously, is close 1o Nor-
man Rockwell’s America. Its leaders are
a languid fraternity of uncomplicated
men who are guided by the principle
that the simplest things are best; there-
lore, it is quite appropriate that the man
who presides over the Education and



Labor Committee (Carl D. Perkins)
hails from a Kentucky town of 793 and
never graduated from college; thar
Mendel Rivers, who chairs the Armed
Services Committee, comes from a small
town in South Carolina and was never

in an active service: that John Mc-
Millan, chairman of the District of
Columbia Committee and thereby the

unofficial mavor ol the most integrated
major city in America, is from a 25,500-
population town in South Carolina and
is himself an unshrinking segregationist;
and that Wright Patman. the 75-vear-
old gentleman Irom Texarkana. Texas
(population:  30.000), who guides the
Banking and Currency Committee, is so
entrapped by antiquated economic leuds
that he periodically makes a speech de-
nouncing John D. Rockeleller, Sr., who
has been dead 31 vears, and thinks that
the pinnacle of his career was reached in
1932, when he proposed the impeachment
of Treasury Secretary Andrew Mellon.

Apart from the fact that an elec-
tronic clectorate would take the power
center away from the boondocks. there
15 another threat, perhaps even more
ominous to Washington’s officcholders:
What would happen to the booty they
arc now knocking down lor themselves
and their fnends and constituents?

It is impossible to list all the pork-
barreling that would make important
Congressmen laugh at the idea of volun-

tarily surrendering their powers to the
people. Laughing hardest of all would
be Mendel Rivers, who has established so
many military installations in his South
Carolina district that its Federal payroll
comes to almost 5300.000.000 a year and.
judging Irom some ol his recent remarks,
considers this just a beginning.

Most impartial Government experts
admit that the U.S. merchant marine,
as presently operated. is one of the big
gest branches of deadwood kept alive
with subsidies; but the subsidies are cer-
tainly going to keep Howing if Edward
Garmatz, chairman of the House Mer-
chant Marnne Committee, has anything
to sav about 1t: his home town is Balti-
more, the fourth largest ocean shipping
terminal on the East Coast.

One of the most fascinating franchises
in Congress rests in the agriculture
committees. Except for defense indus-
trialists, no group ol businessmen is so
protected by the American taxpayers as
those big-big farmers who prefer to call
themselves “agribusinessmen.”™ It is lor
them that the Department ol Agricul-
ture is funded by Congress. While the
noncompetitive small farmers are lorced
to sell out in larger numbers each year,
the agribusinessmen grow fater from
Federal price supports and for not
pl.mlmg certain crops (the cuphemism
15 “acreage  diversion™). The |)|j_gl'. st

windfall payments go to the cotton
states; and it is no surprise 10 find that
ol the 35 members of the House Agri-
culture Committee. 20 are Irom cotton
states; on the Senate Agriculture Com-
mittee, it's 8 of 15 members. W, R.
Poage, who owns two larms in Texas,
is chairman of the House group:
Texas gets the largest handout of all—
5295,713.000 last year, nearly one third
the total paid to the nation’s cotton
farmers. Texas also got the fifth largest
handout for feed grains; Poage raises
feed grains. In terms of seniority, the
next eight Democrats on the House farm
committee are from Arkansas, South
Carolina, Mississippi. Virginia, Missouri,
Kentucky, Texas and Georgia. The chair-
man ol the Senate farm group is Allen
Ellender of Louisiana, whose cotton-
ritising constituents received 538,000,000
last  year: Louisiana also  received
S8.158.178 (just behind California and
Hawaii) under the Sugar Aa Program—
a program whose elfect, il not goal. is to
keep sugar prices high in the grocery
store. Ellender has always been looked
upon as a stout friend ol the sugar lob-
by, and it was perhaps because of this
that he received certain lavors in return,
such as the reportedly  preferential
prices on land sold to him by a sugar
company in Louisiana. The personal in-
volvement of Ellender in lwm  affairs,
however. is trivial compared with that
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ol the third-ranking member of the Sen-
ate  committee. James Eastland, who
owns a 5800-acre plantation in Mississip-
pi, for which he annually receives from
the Government more than 130,000 in
subsidies: and, according 1o the Federal
Reserve Bank, that is just the beginning.
Whether these men are interested in in-
creasing their popularity and lortunes at
home or whether they are simply in-
terested in the welfare of their constitu-
ents, they are not likely to willingly give
up their powers to a button-pushing
Yankee city dweller.

Even il the people in other sections of
the country agreed that the cotton farm-
ers deserved the kind of help they are
now getting from the Federal Govern-
ment, they might insist that the distribu-
tion of the money be changed; the local
U.S. D. A-directed committees that de-
termine who will be permitted to plant
how much cotton are, at this time, alto-
gether made up of white men, and the
rvesult has been that those Negroes lucky
enough to own land have been given
piddling cotton allotments, if any at all.
That is one reason Negro larmers are
selling out and heading for West Coast
and Northern cities; as they leave, their
lands are bought up by the white giants.
It 15 an exodus that hardly benefits 1he
North, and this is one reason the South-
ern-dominated agriculture committees in
Congress would not exactly welcome
turning the matter over to an electorate
in which New York, Cleveland and Los
Angeles voters would have a sizable
vote,

Of the 535 men and women in Con-
gress, about 300 are atiorneys; some
have found extra profit in bemg both a
Congressman and an attorney. Senator
George Smathers of Florida, lor exam-
ple, claims that he has not practiced law
since he entered Congress in 1947, Yet
for some reason, his Miami law firm is
popular with such clients as Pan Ameri-
can World Airways, Seaboard World
Aitlines, Standard Oil Company, Gulf
Oil Corporation, McKesson & Robbins
and Western Union Telegraph Compa-
ny—all of whom, except Pan American,
hired his firm alter he became a Sena-
tor. Smathers is not unusual, except that
he does pretend to have nothing 1o do
with his firm; most Congressmen don’t
bother to pretend. Senate Republican
lcader Everett Dirksen’s law fum in
Peoria has such customers as paper com-
panies, bottling companics, insurance
companies, steel companies and a score
of other industries. Senator John Mec-
Clellan, chairman of the Permanent In-
vestigating Subcommittee, by supposedly
being quite an inveterate foe ol naughti-
ness, is in a wonderful position to protect
his own friends and thereby be rewarded.
He once held a brief—very brief—investi-
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he cut it off belore involving such clients
ol his Little Rock law hrm as Standard
Oil, Seaboard Oil, Carter Oil and Tide-
water Oil. McClellan has, with a great
deal of [anfave, investigated bank scan-
dals; he has been quieter about the [act
that he opposed the chartering of banks
that would compete with two in which
he holds stock. Congressman Emanuel
Celler maintains an active law  ofhice
whose income is probably not hurt by
the lact that he is chairman of the
House Judiciary Committee. Spessard
Holland, second-ranking Democrat on
the Senate Agriculture Committee, has a
law firm in Tampa; among its clients is
a major [ruit-packing company. Thomas
Gettys 1s a member ol the House Bank-
ing Committee, from which promontory
he can watch over the welfare not only
of the Rock Hill. South Carolina. bank
in which he controls substantial srock
but also of the trust accounts for which
he is an attorney. It is almost useless to
begin a list such as this, because no
matter how elaborate it is. many ol the
connections would be missed.

It must be dear by now that we are
not dealing simply with the questions ol
cificiency and democracy but with that
much more tender consideration, mon-
ey. Just as hall the Pentagon budget has
nothing to do with defense and every-
thing 1o do with cconomic pump prim-
ing, so would the existence ol Congress
be viewed by many of the nation’s lead-
ers as an cconomic necessity. 1o help
support the multimillion-dollar legal and
lobbying industries that have grown up
around it. If Congress should disappear,
or il its powers were dispersed, it would
be a wremendous blow 1o the pocker-
books ol such august Washington-based
law firms as Covingion and Burling; Ar-
nold and Porter; Hogan and Hartson;
Corcoran, Foley. Youngman and Rowe;
Clifford and Miller; and Ginsburg and
Feldman.

One of Washington’s [avorite success
rumors is of how Clark Clifford, now Sec-
retary of Defense, split a 51,000,000 fee
from E. I. du Pont for help in persuad-
ing Congress to take the company off
the hook in a tax case. At no tume in his
career did Clifford register as a lobbyist;
he felt he was above that sort of thing.
“We run a law oflice here,” he once ex-
plained haughtily, “with a background
of experience in the general practice of
law, topped off by an intimate knowl-
edge of how the Government operates.”
He did not lobby Congress himsell in
the Du Pont case, but he selected the
lobbyist and he told him where to go.
Where could he tell the lobbyist to go,
il there were no Congress? And how
could such eminent attorneys as James
Rowe (one of Humphrey's top advisors
in the 1968 campaign) and Thomas Cor-
coran (who started with F. D. R. and has

been in and out of the White House
back door ever since) stay so effectively in
the thick of things, il there were no
Congress 1o lean on, by leaning on the
President? Such men would continue in
a very wealthy way 1o manipulate the
agencies and bureaucracies of the Fed-
eral Government, but part ol their foun-
dation would be missing and with it
would go much of their uvsefulness, as
well as much of their pride, in being the
real Government—the persuaders.

Nobody knows how much is spent by
lobbyists on themselves and on their
quarry; cach year, about 300 organiza-
tions report spending from $4.000.000
to 55,000,000 and individual lobbyists
report another 51,000,000 or so; but
most observers agree that if the 1946
Federal Regulation of Lobbying Act
were really obeyed. at least twice this
amount would be reported. The vewards
are many. It is a matter ol great pride
for an insurance lobbyist, say, 1o hear
Senator Dirksen wvead the speech the
lobbyist wrote; he could not hope to
find the same place in history for him-
sell il he were dealing directly with that
chaotic mass, the instant electorate. The
American Legion can have an impres-
sive cflecc on 535 Congressmen by
spending about $150.000 a year; lobby-
ing the public with that amount would
come to virtually nothing; it would pay
for 20 full-page ads in The New York
Times, and that’s about all. And what
would the Iron Ore Lessors Association
do with its $55,000 lobbying slush fund
il it had to deal directly with the pub-
lice ‘The idea of the Iron Ore Lessors
Assocdiation launching a direct-mail as-
sault on the minds of America’s house-
wives somehow doesn’t scem realistic.
And the same mght be said of all those
countless other esoteric, but in their
way important, lobbying groups, such as
the Central Arizona Project Association
(which spends more than S100.000 a
year trying o persuade Congress to [a-
vor Arizona rather than California in
the dispute over Colorado river water).
Quite apart [rom the fact that the public
simply is not interested in the causes of
most  special-interest  groups, a great
many who can now afford to lobby Con-
gress in a meager style could not begin
to think ol lobbying even a measurable
Iraction of the electorate. What, for in-
stance, could the South Potomac Citi-
zens' Crisis Committee hope to do along
those lines with its $3032 lobbying
fund? Or the Colorado Open Space
Coordinating Council with its 328177

The coordinated powers standing to-
gether 1o delend  Congress  against
change, it seems clear, would be great
enough lo doom any prospect. for a coup
by the electorate.

- - -

Which is a great piece of luck. From

Alexis de Tocqueville to V. O. Key,
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every fairly calm observer of the Ameri-
can political process has agreed that if
the country is to survive, it must be kept
out of the hands of the people.

In Congress’ incapacity to act rests
one ol the great safeguards ol the re-
public. The lagging. sometimes dull-
witted and often insensitive Congress
protects the majority from those half-
baked patriotic certainties that it would
like to carry into action immediately.
The push of an electronic button would
be none too fast for most people. It is
this impulsiveness for which Congress-
men properly see themselves as antidotes.

Not leng ago, I put this question to
several high-ranking people: “If we
were able to establish a system by
which the entire electorate could man-
date Congress—that is, if the electorate
could say, ‘We want you to bring such
and such a program into being, but we
will leave the details to you'—and il that
mandate carried the weight of law,
would you [avor it? There would still be
a Congress, but the people could re-
quire action from you.”

Only one—Senator Siephen Young of
Ohio—thought it might be a good idea.
He lorecast that the change would be *a
great leap lorward.” (But the strength
ol his opinion was diminished later in
the conversation when he said that
should the instant-electorate mandate
ever come into existence, he wouldn't
want to be in Congress. Even under
present conditions, his constituents
sometimes drive him wild. He once
wrote an Ohio voter, “If you just want
somebody to sit down here in Washing-
ton and vote according to the weight of
his mail, you should hire a butcher’s ap-
prentice for $100 a week and stop pay-
ing me $30,000 a year"—and when that
letter was made public, the Lucas County
Meat Cutters Association immediately
passed a resolution condemning him for
slander. One has the feeling that Senator
Young would like to turn the business of
politics over to the voters simply to
escape them.)

Wright Patman, the old populist from
east Texas, said he wouldn’t think of
taking orders directlv from the elector-
ate. “That system doesn't contemplate
intelligent consideration of the facts. In-
telligent thought requires a body where
all the facts can be presented. I don't
object to town-hall meetings, but when
a judgment is required based on facts,
that requires a contemplative body hke
Congress. I've had to vole against some
things that the public’s for. But when
you explain your vote, they are usually
for i.”

The same kind of response came from
Congressmen known for their liberalism:
Henry Reuss, whose attitude and record
in Congress are often faithiul to the rad-
ical socialist traditions of his native Mil-
waukee; Robert Williamm Kastenmeier,

174 one of the creators of “The Liberal Pa-

pers” of the late 1950s: Phil Burton, one
ol the liberal dissenters Calilornia sont
to Washington; Claude Pepper, who
was chased out of the Senate by the
Florida electorate for his liberalism in
1950 and wangled his wav back into the
House by moving to a liberal district;
and Don Edwards, an ex-president of
the Americans for Democratic Action
but, in fact. much more progressive than
the mass of that organization. Here is a
group ol men who have pitched their
careers to fighting that vague bogey
“the establishment” and championing
what Henry Wallace used to call. just as
vaguely, “the common man.” But, one
and all, they shudder at the thought of
the public’s dominating the machinery
of Government. Burton made no pre-
tense ol respecting his constituents’
depth of understanding. “The best votes
I cast are those for bills that, at first
blush, my constituents would be
against.” Kastenmeier implied the same
thing: “I may be cynical, but if 1 fol-
lowed the wishes ol my people, 1 would
never again be able to vote against the
draft (I favor a volunteer Army) or
against HUAC. It’s not that I don't have
confidence in the electorate; 1 just like
to think they have confidence in me."”
Further conversation indicated that he
meant he had confidence the electorate
would send a good man to Congress
who then would have the strength to
disregard the people who supported
him. Each vear, Kastenmeier faithfully
polls his constituents as to their ideas on
this or that subject—and then, just as
faithfully, disregards their wishes. His
reasoning is the same as Reuss': “The
procedure has even broken down in the
New England town meetings, because
the questions have become so very com-
plex. We aren’t just dealing with prob-
lems; we are dealing with the problem
of stating the problems. A lot ol static
would come through the electronics
gear.” In other words, the people are
ignorant. Pepper says it, too. “If you
were to ask the pr:oplr:, ‘Do vou want 1o
clean up the slums?* most people would
say yes. But if you asked them, ‘Do you
want to pay 30 billion dollars more over
a certain period to cean up the slums?’
you'd get a different response. It's a
very difficult thing to establish priorities.
Congress, in its bungling way, i1s in a
better position to see the whole picture
and to make the decisions.” Of them all,
Edwards—although he flatly states, “The
worst thing you could have is simply a
reflection of what the people think”—is
perhaps a shade more trusting than the
others. He sees Congress less in the role
of a father than in the role of a teacher.
He calls it “an educational institution”
that 1s necessary “for the evolvement of
modern and higher-level thinking.”
Putting aside the inevitable dash of
vanity that leads Congressmen to such a
conclusion, it is quite casy Lo construct—

from the Government Printing Office—
an enormous pile of evidence that the
public could not begin to cope. even in
broad terms, with the job that Congress
handles. What position, for example,
would the electorate take, via its millions
of push buttons, when the question at
issue concerns the District of Columbia
Area Transit Compact (10 which the
House Judiciary Committee. in however
slipshod a style, devoted several hundred
pages ol hearings)? Or what would the
electorate do with the Interstate Taxa-
tion Act (to which the same committee
devoted 1879 pages of testimony and
evidence): or with the copyright-law re-
vision (2056 pages of testimony and
evidence)?

Boring, repetitious, sometimes devious,
usually complex to the extreme, the de-
bate that rolls out in these committee
hearings is, nevertheless, the pulse beat
of a nation’s life. There is no way for an
entire eleclorate to experience it.

Simply as a work horse, if for nothing
else, Congress is indispensable. Last
year, it processed 17,546 bills and joint
resolutions and weeded out of this tangled
mass only 249 bills that it considered
suitable to become laws.

Probably two thirds of these bills were
repetitious or useless, but that would
still leave almost 6000 for the instant
electorate to cope with—for an average
ol 22 bills 10 be considered every week-
day. the year around. The amount of
intelligent  consideration  these  bills
would receive, jammed in  between
watching TV and a trip to the corner
tavern, would not likely be impressive.

The public could hardly be expected
to grasp the content of all this legisla-
tion, seeing as how Congressmen, with
the best of will, can't do it. Many of
them admit that they spend 90 percent
of their time on “casework"—deciding
who is going to be the next rural mail
carrier or getting some soldier home in
time for his mother’s funeral. Some Con-
gressmen say they find it impossible—
hecause they have to do so much grub-
by work for their constituents—to be in-
timately aware ol what is contained in
more than two or three important pieces
ol legislation each session. The costliest
bills to pass through Congress have to
do with the delense budget, but, as one
conservative Republican House member
acknowledged: “I'd say that not one
percent ol the House knows anything
about the work of the Defense Subcom-
mittee. In this business, you've just got
to trust your colleagues, especially when
it comes to the committees on Ways and
Means and Appropriations. The legisla-
tion those committees deal with is so
complicated it is virtually impossible for
the ordinary member to have any idea
about what is going on. It is an unsatis-
factory way to legislate. but I don't
know of any alternative.”

If Congressmen decide their votes by
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following the leader as the best alterna-
tive to flipping a coin, they nevertheless
display sheer brilliance compared with
the electorate, which seldom is familiar
with any legislation except the most crit-
ical and knows it only in the broadest
outline. This is hardly a recent develop-
ment. In 1954, the Congressional fight
over Senator Bricker's proposal to curb
Presidential powers in foreign affairs
stirred Washington to a uniquely bitter
division; for days, the headlines of the
national press were full of the debate;
but Gallup found 81 percent of the pop-
ulation cheerily admitting it had never
heard of Senator Bricker's proposal.
Three years after Senator Joseph Mc-
Carthy was censured by his colleagues,
polls found that more than half the elec
torate had forgotten what the McCarthy
furor was all about. Periodically, Gallup
asks people if they know the names of
their representatives in Congress; usual-
ly more than half admit, without re-
morse, that they do not know. Polls
have found that only about 20 percent
of the people ever get into political dis-
cussions with their friends. Early this
year, 18 percent of the people inter-
viewed by Gallup’s pollsters said they
had a “great deal” of interest in politics,
but twice that number said they had lit-
tle or no interest at all. Shortly after the
Israeli-Arab conllict broke out again last
year, half of the people who talked with
Louis Harris’ pollsters admitted they
weren’t following the dispute closely
enough to care what was going on; then,
with typical ambivalence, 77 percent said
they would prefer to work things out
through the United Nations; but 49 per-
cent went on to say they thought the UN
was incffective in the crisis.

A Government run by the electorate
would be a Government made giddy by
fluctnating passions. Shortly alter the
assassination of Robert Kennedy, Louis
Harris found that two out of three
Americans believed “something is deep-
ly wrong in America.” But only two
weeks later, George Gallup reported
that only one out of three still felt that
society was sick. In May 1967, Harris
found that Johnson failed by three
points to have a majority support; the
next month, the Johnson balloon was
flying again, however, and a six-point
majority said they would favor Johnson
in an election. The reason for the elec-
torate’s shift? Simply that Johnson had
stayed out of the Middle East crisis—
making this perhaps the sharpest reversal
of public sentiment recorded in recent
years as the result of no action. Four
months later, the polls showed Johnson
again would lose to Romney, Rockefeller,
Nixon or Reagan, if an election were held
right then; but six months later, the pub-

176 lic had reversed itself once more and said

it would favor Johnson over any of the
G. O. P. contenders. Perhaps because its
vision is so close to the ground, no mag-
azine comes up with more evocative
quotes from the man in the street than
does U. S. News and World Report;
nothing better expresses the public’s
quality and degree of stability than the
quote U.S. News carried last May from
Juan Cruz, a human-relations coordina-
tor for the Chicago Board of Education:
“Il the election were held tomorrow, I
would have to vote for Nixon, the man
with the most experience. I might
change my mind later and go for Ken-
nedy. But I stll think the country
should draft Johnson. I don't think we
should change horses in midstream.”
Semper fidelis.

Comparative brilliance and efficiency,
however, is really beside the point. 1f
the instant clectorate made disastrous
decisions on bread-and-butter issues, the
republic would survive; the bureaucracy
would somehow keep the planes flying,
the butter refrigerated. The big worry is
whether the electorate, given its head,
would maintain for more than 48 hours
anything resembling our traditional con-
stitutional democracy.

For the truth is, a dangerously large
slice of the American public yearns for
totalitarian solutions. "It is in protecting
our civil liberties,” says Don Edwards,
“that Congressmen run into the most
serious opposition [rom their constitu-
ents. We have had poll after poll that
shows the people would not re-enact the
First Amendment to the Constitution
[freedom of religion, speech, press and
assembly] if the question were put to
them today.”

The most significant polls of the sort
referred to by Edwards have been con-
ducted within the past ten years; their
results have, for good reason, not been
publicized by the Voice of America, be-
cause they portray a side of our nature
that America’s propagandists would just
as soon forget, especially when talking
with  Europeans who remember the
good, decent Germans who were the
foundation of the Nazi empire.

Using Tallahassee, Florida, and Ann
Arbor, Michigan, as sample areas, a uni-
versity survey showed that more than
half the electorate would be in favor of
refusing to allow a Communist to speak
publicly, that more than half the elec-
torate would bar a Communist from tuk-
ing office even il he were clected fairly,
and that 58 percent would even bar
Communists from political candidacy in
this country.

A survey conducted by University of
California professors discovered that on
a “totalitarian” scale, 33.8 percent of the
general electorate sounded happily fa-
scistic. The method of the survey was to
present to the sampled voters a series of

statements and ask if they agreed. Here
are some of the results:

“The majority has the right to abolish
minorities if it wants to”; 28.4 percent
agreed.

“We might as well make up our
minds that in order to make the world
better a lot of innocent people will have
to suffer”; 41.6 percent agreement.

“I don’t mind a politician’s methods,
if he manages to get the right things
done”; 424 percent agreement.

“The true American way of life is dis-
appearing so fast that we may have to
use force o save it”; 34.6 percent
approval.

“Almost any unfairness or brutality
may have to be justified when some
great purpose is being carried out™; 32.8
percent agreement.

“If Congressional committees stuck
strictly to the rules and gave every wit-
ness his rights. they would never suc-
ceed in exposing the many dangerous
subversives they have turned up™; 47.4
percent agreed.

When the question is a high-flying
cliché of democracy, the general elector-
ate can really wring its heart, but it col-
lapses when the principle of fair play
and constitutional law is applied in the
particular case. To the statement “No
matter what a person’s political beliefs
are, he is entitled to the same legal
rights and protections as anyone else,”
94.3 percent of the gencral electorate
agreed; yet 69 percent of these same
people turned around and agreed with
the statements “Any person who hides
behind the laws when he is questioned
about his activities doesn’t deserve
much consideration™ and “'If someone is
suspected of treason or other serious
crimes, he shouldn’t be entitled to be let
out on bail.” And while 81 percent of
the general electorate agreed with the
broad concept of freedom of the press
(“Nobody has a right 1o tell another
person what he should and should not
read™), more than half of these same
people changed their minds when the
statement was reworded to a particular
application (A book that contains wrong
political views cannot be a good book
and does not deserve to be published™).

Herbert McClosky, the professor who
put the study together, was hardly
being pessimistic when he concluded,
“The findings furnish little comfort for
those who wish to believe that a passion
for freedom, tolerance, justice and other
democratic values springs spontaneously
from the lower depths of the society, and
that the plain, homespun, uninitiated
yeoman, worker and farmer are the natu-
ral hosts of democratic ideology. . . .”

It is not difficult to imagine the sort of
clobbering the electorate would deliver
to frecdom of speech if the voting but-
ton were pushed according to a Louis
Harris poll that showed that 53 percent
of the public agrees with the position



taken by General Lewis Hershey, head of
the Selective Service, that students who
impede campus recruitment should be
dralted (a doctrine that is in disrepute
with the U. S. Department of Justice and
which the courts have struck down).

Many in Congress. ol course, go
along with the passionate electorate in
such matters. Lawrence Speiser, head of
the Washington office of the American
Civil Liberties Union, says that “hun-
dreds of bills” are introduced every
session of Congress to undo the civil-
libertarian decisions of the U. S. Supreme
Court. Most of these bills contract a fatal
dose of Congressional torpor. Right now,
Senator James Eastland of Mississippi,
chairman of the Senate Judiciary Com-
mittee, and 19 of his colleagues are push-
ing legislation that would overturn every
Suprenic Court decision relating to inter-
nal security; Senator Everett Dirksen
and a sizable (but uncounted) following
in Congress are attempting to overturn
the Court's decision outlawing a pre-
scribed prayer for public school children.
And Speiser, who speaks the fears of
many A.C.L.U. ofhcials, is convinced
that il the issues were left 1o the general
clectorate, Eastland and Dirksen and
their like-minded associates would have
their way at once.

Likewise, if it were left 1o the clector-
ate, the militarists would be freed from
the restraints that already seem very

loose, indeed. When the military-appro-
priations bill is up, usually no more than
three members of the House and no
more than hall a dozen members ol the
Senate will vote against it. Seldom is a
mean word said in either house about
the seemingly endless suction of the
Pentagon on the Iederal budget. Yet
these few complaints are, by ritio, much
greater than those the public lodges, for
the reason that (as Dr. Arthur Burns,
former chairman of the President’s
Council of Economic Advisors, recently
pointed out) “the military-industrial com:
plex has acquired a constituency includ-
ing factoryworkers, clerks, secretaries,
even grocers and barbers.” They are
afraid that a slump in the war will affect
their income. And weak as it is, it was
the voice of dissent within Congress, not
the pubhic's voice, that persuaded the
Administration periodically to try a
bombing pause in the Vietnam war.
Whenever President Johnson pulled back
the bombers cver so slightly, the polls
showed his popularity skidding critical-
ly; when he sent the bombers back in
with heavier loads, his popularity shot
up again. And by early 1968, when the
Congressional builders of the Great So-
ciety publicly lamented the destruction
of their social programs by the drain of
the war budget, still the clectorate
urged Congress—by a ratio ol 52 1o 30,
Harris poll—to pursue the Vietnam dis-

aster, even il it meant forgetting the
tragedy of the slums.

At the height of the gun-control de-
bate that shook the nation after Senator
Robert Kennedy's assassination, polls
regularly showed that more than 80 per-
cent of the clectorate favored stiff re-
strictions on the sale and ownership of
firearms; but Congress ignored the ad-
vice, just as Congress has ignored, for
more than 30 yecars, the public’s regular
demands for universal medical insur-
ance. Though the public hoots and jeers
and complains of such boondoggle legis-
lation as building a canal across Flor-
ida, Congress goes right on robbing the
Treasury for favorite contractors and
shippers and land speculators. These
men call themselves Burkean conserva-
tives, but that is just a philosophical
excuse for not listening to the voters.
Nevertheless, when one considers the
alternative—that the clectorate actually
govern—then the obstinacy and thick-
ness of Congress seems no more than
beautiful proof that democracy is the
most satisfying, if not the most efhcient.
form of government, in that just about
every voter considers himsell smarter
than the men he has elected to run the
country. On the average, it is probably
all the satisfaction he deserves.
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“curse and abuse.” We were not in-
formed of our rights, were not permitted
to make a phone call and were 1old by
the jailers that our hair was to be cut. I
asked them not to. explaining that long
hair is an occupational neccessity for a
voung musician. They said it was “the
judge's orders” and procecded to shave
my [riend and me. 1 put up no resist-
ance, but my Iriend, who struggled, was
held by two jailers while once hit him in
the head and in the stomach. They then
handcuffed him and shaved his head.
After that, they let us use the phone.
When our fathers came to get us out of
jail, on $500 bond, we learned that the
charges against us had been changed w0
“trespassing.”
We lost the case, paid heavy fines and
have been out of work ever since.
How and when will this kind of thing
be stopped?
Tommy Wyatt
Opp, Alabama

(continued from page 72)

INTERRUPTED VOYAGE

Regarding sociolegist Howard S. Beck-
er’s opinion that psychedelic diugs do
not cause psychoses but only unusual
perceptions that some psychiatrists call
psychoses (The Playboy Forum, July),
I found it very refreshing 1o hear an en-
lightened viewpoint from a gentleman of
the establishment. Once, while under the
influence of ISD. a male acquaintance
dropped a tab of STP into my Coke with-
out my knowledge. I wandered around
the city for a few days in a sometimes
beautiful, sometimes confused state of
mind, exploring inner space and inner
time. The wrouble began when 1 found
mysell in the hospital. I was led into the
acute ward, the door was locked behind
me and I was told 10 “Follow the lady
down the hall-—she'll show you where the
showers are.” It wasn’t the showers I
found but. rather, a room approximately
6" x 11" with only a hard, gray pad on
the floor. After much struggling, two

“I don’t have any etchings, but I have
some great pornography.”’

doctors and a nurse forcefully succeeded
in changing my clothing to huge, gray
pajitmas that were held on with a thick
cord. The door was locked and I was
left alone for a lew days. except for occa-
sional visits by the nurses—they brought
me aud in cardboard doglike bowls and
I was told to cat it.

Alter a few days, I was moved into a
room with some other girls. It was a bit
more peaceful, except for the times dw-
ing the night when I was awakened by
a flashlight shining in my cves. 1 soon
became used to the place and was just
about finding mysell when the surprises
began. The fivst ordeal was an interroga-
tion by a number of doctors who were
interested in my thoughts on drugs.
Then the electric tests began—so many
pins were stuck into my head that I be
gan to feel like a pincushion. Liude did [
realize then that the worst was yer to
come. One day I was awakened at six
AM., asked not to brush my wedh nor to
drink any water and told not to get
dressed but to sit in the “living room™
and “wait for your name to be clled.”
When 1 heard my name, I bravely
witlked 10 a curtain that had been hung
in the front of the room. A man grabbed
me and told me to lie on the table. The
siraps were hooked, T felt something on
my head and the machine was turned
on. My doctor, the only sensitive person
I had discovered in the place, held my
hand and told me to raise my arm-—and
keep it raised. But 1 couldn’t—the elec-
tricity  surging  through my body was
too much to bear. The ten laces around
me  blurred—I  heard  someone  shout
“Give her oxygen” and in a lew seconds,
I passed out. Alter undergoing this hor-
rible mightmare ten or filicen times, I
was finally told that I could leave. This
was clectroshock  therapy—which many
psychiatrists, such as Robert Lindner,
Thomas Szasz and Wilhelm Reich, have
roundly condemned but which is still in
use In many mental institutions.

Nine months later, I am functioning
and thinking normally again. I am now
able to work and I feel very lucky that
my mind is as sharp as it used to be.
For this. I thank God, not the hospital
that almost drove me mad.

As Dr. Becker says, drug users are
much bewer equipped to rescue  their
fellow voyagers from doubt and confu-
sion than is the average psychiatrist.

(Name withheld by request)
San Francisco, California

PSYCHIATRIC WITCH HUNTING
Sociologist Howard S. Becker's com-
ment that LSD wippers are often inac-
curately dignosed as psychotics and, as
a result, locked up (The Playboy Fo-
sum, July) only scratches the surface of
an important civil-liberties problem in
America  today. As the mental-healih
movement has grown, the increasing



number of psychiatrists has included a
proportionate number of incompetents
so lacking in insight and real knowledge
of their own science that they are likely
to pronounce as insane anyone who
departs from their own narrow and con-
formist personalities. For instance, in the
past four years, I have become acquainted
with four cases that have filled me with
horror. The first concerned a homosexual
in Dayton, Ohio, who was committed 1o
a mental hospital by his parents when
they discovered his sexual “deviation.”
The man is coherent, sell-supporting and
nonviolent, but a psychiatrist was willing
to sign the papers that would lock him
up. The second was a girl in Columbus,
Ohio, who was committed by her politi-
cally right-wing lather after she became
involved in the stop-the-war movement.
The third case was a pacifist in Ghicago,
who has been put in mental hospitals by
the police no fewer than three times be-
cause he goes limp and reluses to coop-
erate when amrested; he is one of the
most brilliant people I have ever met
and a poet of great talent. Fourth, and
saddest of all, was a 20-year-old girl in
New York who was railroaded into the
madhouse by her parents and by a co-
operative psychiatrist, who adduced as
the only proof of her mental illness the
fact that she continued to live with her
boyfriend after repeated attempts to per-
suade her that this was sinful.

Freud was one of the great liberators
of mankind, but too many of his follow-
ers in America today are nothing more
than witch hunters, who lock up people
(sometimes for life) when no crime can
be proved against them, except what
George Orwell called *“thoughtcrime™—
ie., individuality.

Hugh Crane
New York, New York

PSYCHIATRIC INJUSTICE

A letter writer in the July Playboy
forum relates a particularly revolting
example of the persecutions that occur
today in the name of “mental health™:
when a psychiatrist serves not to help
people but to pass judgments on them
for third parties. 1 have had a similar
experience. One fall, 1 accepted a po-
sition teaching English at an Illinois
university that requires that all new
faculty members submit to a so-called
“physical examination.” The rules stipu-
late that anyone who fails the examina-
tion is automatically limited to one year
of employment. Believing that it was
truly a physical examination, 1 was there-
fore foolish enough to make some indis-
creet admissions and flippant jests that
caused the examining doctor to sus-
pect emotional instability and to refuse
clearance. After further consultation, I
was told that T could obtain clearance
only il T submitted o a “psvchiatric
evaluation,” and the case was referred

“And then, of course, it’s a deer rifle, so in a pinch
you could always shoot deer.”

to the school psychiatric consultant. At
the age of 26, T was subjected to such
questions as the following: Why are you
a bachelor? Do you plan to get married
soon? Have you ever had an affair?
Have you ever commitied the sexual act
with a woman? Have you had sexual
contacts with men? Do you still have
nocturnal emissions? Do vou still mas-
turbate? The inquisition lasted about 90
minutes and touched on many topics,
none of them relevant to my compe-
tence to teach English. The doctor then
told me that I would have to return for
a sccond interview belore he could
make a decision, When 1 stated in exas-
peration that all T wanted to do was
teach English and make a living, he dis-
missed me with the words: “Well, I
want to practice psychiatry.” Three days
before the appointed time of the second
interview, I was told that I would have
o pay for it mysell. Since the outcome
wits doubtful and my finances limited, 1
declined to reappear. 1 am now cm-
ploved elsewhere.

Psychiatrists should be required by

law, as Dr. Thomas Szisz suggests, to
follow standard medical ethics and to
practice their science only on patients
who come to them voluntarily. They
should never be allowed o interlere
with law-abiding individuals who don’t
feel sick and who don't ask for wreat-
ment. If psychiatrists won't abide by
standard medical ethics, they are not
scientists but inquisitors.
(Name and address
withheld by request)

BEHAVIOR THERAPY

I was very intercsted in the letter
about behavior therapy from psychol-
ogist David Barlow (The Playboy Fo-
rum, August). Your previous reference
to this form ol treatment for personality
disorders, the letter from Dr. Gerald C.
Davison (The Playboy Forum, April
1967), concerned a sadist who was con-
verted to more wholesome sexuality by
the use of negative conditioning during
his usual sadistic fantasies, combined
with positive conditioning during spe-
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by your Playmate pictures. How is Dr.
Davison’s patient doing these days? Did
the therapy effect a permanent reversal
of the undesired symptoms?

As a homosexual who would be het-
crosexual “if I had my druthers,” this is
a rather important subject 10 me. Is be-
havior therapy effective for this problem?

(Name withheld by request)
Cmcinnati, Ohio

In answer o your first question, Dr.
Dauvison informs us that his ex-patient is
doing fine, despite a rather ill-advised
experiment he tried six months after
leaving therapy, in which he deliberate-
ly induced a relapse and then cuved
himself by the same conditioning tech-
niques that Davison had used. Advised
not to lry such experiments again, the
patient is now leading a normal life and
no longer suffers from sadistic fantasies
nor from the paralyzing shyness that had
prevented him from dating girls.

Behavior therapy has been employed
successfully on patients with a variety of
sexual problems, including  premature
ejaculation, impotence, [rigidily, irans-
vestism,  voyeurism, exhibitionism—and
homosexuality.

Psychiatrist  Edward Dengrove has
pointed oul that theve are two types of
homosexuals  encounteved in therapy,
the “hard-core homosexual” and the
“pseudohomosexual.” The sexual pref-
evence  of the former. Dr. Dengrove
wriles, “is  probably based upon a
process akin to imprinting in the early
years.” (Imprinting is a form of condi-
tioning that occurs m nfancy and is
virlually rreversible.) Thus, the hard-
core lhomosexual does not vegard his
sexual ovientalion as an illness; it is an
mtrinsic  part of his self-image. He
comes into thevapy only “if he has been
arrested and offered the choice of jail or
thevapy; or if he is marrvied and his wife
insists on ity or if there is another prob-
lem supervimposed upon his homosexual-
ity, such as a phobic condition.” In such
cases, only the most powerful forms of
aversive thevapy are useful, such as con-
ditioning the patient to identify his
homosexuality with such unpleasant ex-
periences as electroshock or apomorphine
(a drug that produces acute nausca). *Re-
sults have been equivocal, with some
successes and some failures,” Dengrove
writes,

The pseudohomosexual, on the other
hand, “voluntarily presents himself for
treatment.” He feels his sexual orienta-
tion as a pathology or “foreign body”
that he wishes yemoved; in your words,
he would be helevosexual “if he had his
druthers.” According to Dengrove, it is
this type “who is most amenable to
change” by the kind of simple condi-
tioning therapy utilized by Dr. Davison.
Heterosexualtty is reinforced by appro-
priate stimuli, such as pictures of preity

180 girls, and homosexuality is countercondi-

tioned through mental associations rath-
er than violent physical techniques.

CONSENSUAL SODOMY

I read with grear interest the July
Playboy Forum letter about the trial
and conviction of Charles O. Cotner in a
case ol consensual marital sodomy in
Indiana. The case was also described in
Time magazine, giving the Playbov Foun-
dation credit for helping free Mr. Cotner.

As a registered lobbyist in the Dela-
ware House of Representatives, repre-
senting the Homosexual Law Reform
Society, 1 argued this past session that
the state sodomy statute violated the
141th Amendment's prohibition of state
laws abridging the right of privacy.

A new criminal code was introduced
in the Delaware legislature, but it did
not get out of committee. as there were
so many sections of the proposed code
that were objectionable to a great many
vested interests. One ol the writers of
the new code argued that wire tapping
was a violation of the right of privacy
and ol the 14th Amendment, but he
insisted that consensual sodomy be in-
cluded as a crime under the new code.
The inconsistency of this provision was
demonstrated by its removing  sodomy
between male and female from the
code but making sodomy between two
males or two females a crime. I feel that
this law would also be in violation of the
Civil Rights Act of 1964, being discrimi-
natory because of sex.

The legislature has now adjourned
and this code is dead until next year. at
which time I will resume mv work for
the revision of these unjust laws. 1 hope
that the Playboy Foundation will keep
up its good work and continue to enter
into controversies in other states to help
people who have been caught in the
web of legal entanglements.

James R. Vane
Bear, Delaware

CRIMES WITHOUT VICTIMS

You will be mteresied to know that 1
recently ran for the office of district at-
torney in Los Angeles on a platform very
similar to that urged in The Playboy
Philosoplry.

One major issue I raised was the
question of crimes without victims, Cali-
fornia prohibits most sex acts, except
so-called normal intercourse between hus-
band and wife, and prohibits the use,
[or pleasure, of any drugs or chemical
agents other than nicotine and alcohol.

My campaign argued the case against
such laws from a practical viewpoint.
California has a system of criminal stat-
utes designed 1o rehabilitate the offender.
‘This does not mean coddling criminals.
It means changing antisocial behavior
patierns by a correctional program that
includes extensive use ol probation and
parole procedures. The system works bad-
ly, because it is grossly overloaded.

Real crime (violent crime that injures
people and property) is a problem that
causes the public increasing concern;
vet the public reluses to spend more
tax money for increased police, court
and correctional staff. Therefore, the
only sensible approach is to find some
place to cut back. This is why we can
no longer afford the luxury of enforcing
statutes dealing with morals offenses and
other crimes by definition.

In Los Angeles County, 25 percent of
felony preliminary hearing time is de-
voted to cases of simple possession of
nmarijuana. This means that case loads
both in the courts and in corrections
could be reduced substantially il the
law ceased to discriminate between
those who prefer to smoke their intoxi-
cants rather than drink them.

Further economies could be accom-
plished by ceasing the prosecution of all
sexual  offenses  between  consenting
adults: fornication, adultery, oral copu-
lation, sodomy and homosexual acts.
None of these things are of any legiti-
mate concern to anyone except the
people engaged in them. The same rea-
soning applies o so-called obscenity and
pornography, since no one is lorced to
buy or to read it.

As a candidate for Los Angeles district
attorney, I promised that if elected, 1
would simply cease prosecutions in
these areas. That is, of course, within
the discretion of every prosecuting
ofhicial. He must always consider, on a
case-by-case basis, whether the prosccu-
tion justifics the public expense involved.

I received 23 percent of the total vote
cast—nearly 500,000 votes. To my mind,
that was a victory, not a deleat, since
(1) this is the first time such a radical
program has been oltered to the voters
of Los Angeles and (2) the incumbent
spent $80.000 on billboard advertising
alone, while my own campaign was
financed on a shoestring ol only $8000
lor all expenses. When both of these
[actors are considered, I believe I demon-
strated that the opinions expressed in
rLAYBOY are not those of an insignificant
minority but those of a large and grow-
ing segment of the public.

Michael Hiannon
Attorney at Law
Los Angeles, Calilornia

“The Playboy Forum” offers the oppor-
tunity for an extended dialog between
readers and editors of this publication
on subjects and issues raised in Hugh
M. Hefner's continuing editorial series,
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Four booklet
reprints of “The Playboy Philosophy,”
including installments 1-7, §-12, I3-18
and 19-22. ave avatlable al 50¢ per book-
let. Address all corvespondence on both
“Philosoplhy” and “Forum” to: The
Playboy Forum, Playboy Building, 919 N.
Michigan Ave., Chicago, lllinois 60611.
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PSYCHOCHEMISTRY

of his animals that they could get a
food pellet by pressing a bar whenever
a light flashed; the other half, whenever
a click sounded. When they had thor-
oughly learned their lessons, he killed
them, extracted RNA from their brains
and injected the RNA into a new group
of rats and hamsters. Lo and behold, he
found that the new animals injected
with RNA from those trained to respond
to a light flash showed a significant
tendency to do the same thing. Those
who received RNA from the click group
showed a strong tendency to respond to
the click. This time, it appeared that
learning had been wansfared with a
hypodermic necdle.

The implications of these experiments
are fantastic. They would scem to fore-
cast a day when the laborious process
ol education could be short-cut; college
students would learn about atomic phys-
ics not by hitting their books but by
receiving injections of surplus RNA from
the brains ol their instructors. The im-
mense learning of & man such as Ein-
stein could be preserved by leeding slices
of his brain to a selected group of
voung scholars. But, alas, this whole area
of wansfer of learning is currently sur-

(continued from page 134)

rounded by doubt. Shortly after Dr.
Jacobson reported his findings, other
scientists tried to duplicate his results;
18 such experiments were set up and all
18 [ailed. The question now is whether
he did something wrong or the other
experimenters did, and an attempt to
find the answer is being made in many
laboratories across the nation. Some of
the carly results look promising for
transfer ol waining, and one scientist
who took part in the I8 experiments
that appeared to prove Dr. Jacobson
wrong has now changed his mind. But
other results have thus far been incon-
clusive or Hatly negative. At the moment,
it appears to be the majority opinion
among scientists that transfer of learn-
ing is impossible and the RNA theory
of memory, dubious.

If not the RNA inside the nerve cell,
then what about the myriad switching
points inside the brain? As everyone
who has taken a [reshman psychology
course knows, each nerve fiber ends in
branches that form connections called
synapses with other nerve fibers. The
nervous impulse, though it is a tiny elec-
trical charge, cannot leap like a spark
of electricity across a synapse. Instead, it

can only trigger the release of a chem-
ical that may or may not stimulate the
next nerve to fire. Could it be that
efficiency at getting a message through
the synapses is the reason one person is
brighter than another?

Under the electromicroscope, it would
not seem so, lor all synapses look re-
markably similar. There seems to be no
reason to think that the synapses are
any closer or tighter in the genius than
in the dullard or. for that matter, than
in the monkey. On the other hand, it is
known that learning can cause a nerve
cell to grow, like a tree prolilerating its
roots and branches, and form additional
synapses with other nerve cells [rom
which it had previously been isolated
(just as the tree taps new sources of
lood and light). At the same time, other
changes take place that may act as a
sort of soldering of connections at the
synapses.

Some quite remarkable results have
been reported by Dr. David Krech, a
psychologist at the University of Califor-
nia at Berkeley, who had the ingenuity
to undertake what he has called a Head
Start program for young rats. He placed
the rats together in a special cage,
where they could react not only to one
another but also to all kKinds of “creative
playthings,” such as ladders to climb
and wheels to turn; at the same time,
they could watch all the sights and hear
all the sounds of a bustling human labo-
ratory, Simultancously, he raised their
twins in solitary confinement, in quict
and dimly lit cages, where they got no
intellectual stimulation at all. The Head
Start rats proved much smarter at solv-
ing rat-type problems than did their
twins, and post-mortem examination of
their brains showed some striking
differences. The cortex—the highest or
“thinking™ part of the brain—was much
berter developed. The nerve cells were
bigger; there were more glial cells and
larger blood vessels. Moreover, the cortex
contained more of the enzvme (called
acetvlcholineesterase) that acts to trans-
fer the nerve impulse across the synapse.

In thinking of a “smart pill” that
would improve human intelligence, per-
haps it does not matter whether the
feedback circuit depends on RNA, the
symapses or something as yer unimag-
ined. One scientist who has speculated
on this point is Dr. John Eric Holmes, a
physiology professor at the University of
Southern California  Medical  School.
whose learning experiments have even
included an unsuccessful attempt to
teach the mimosa to fold its leaves in
response to light and darkness as well as
to touch. Says Dr. Holmes, “Whether
RNA is the key or a blind alley, it still
should be possible to increase an in-
dividual’s learning ability.” Indeed, the
world already possesses a smart pill that
has worked, for reasons unknown, on
mice. As Dr. James L. McGaugh has



If you've ever been in a Playboy Club, either as a keyholder or a guest, you
already know about the advantages opened by this exclusive Key-Card:

The pleasure of relaxing in the plush surroundings of your very
own Club and dining in your choice of rooms, selecting from a
widely varied menu.

Imbibing ““Playboy-size,"” ounce-and-a-half-plus drinks, served by
beautiful Playboy Club Bunnies.

Catching the finest entertainment from leading cabarets and night
clubs across the country.

* One year's subscription to VIP, the Club’s own magazine.

= PLAYBOY® Magazine redemption program for one year at all
U.S. Clubs except Detroit and in California.

Now you can give him the world of Playboy to enjoy . . .
BUT YOU MUST ACT NOW! And, while you're gifting
friends, why not treat yourself to a Key-Card during this
special Triple Gift offer!

The gift key and certificates entitling the recipient to champagne and the
Neiman print are mailed to him in a beautiful, personalized package . ..
including a three-dimensional card hand-inscribed with your name.
Each PIa{boy Club Triple Gift given as a business gift is tax deductible.
(Current Internal Revenue Service regulations allow 2 maximum deduc-
tion of $25 per recipient for each gift given.

Your lucky new keyholding friend may use his new Key-Card in ail
Playboy Clubs. Currently, state laws allow us to redeem champagne
and Neiman print certificates in Atlanta, Baltimore, Boston*, Chicago,
Kansas City, Lake Geneva Club-Hotel, Miami, Montreal, New Orleans.
New York, Phoenix and St. Louss. Certificates may be redeerned any
time during 1969 at any of these Clubs,

*In Massachusetts it's Playboy of Boston.

-

Be Sanfa three times over

and give him
Playboy’s

Triple Gift

Playboy Club Key-Card,
bottle of champagne

and LeRoy Neiman print—
all three gifts for $25

Over 46,000 delighted men received the Playboy Triple Gift last Christ-
mas. Here's your chance to give this exciting gift to the hard-to-buy-for
man on your list . . . a gift that will be enjoyed for years to come.

The lucky man you gift will get:

1. His Personal Key-Card to The Playboy Club. The one key that
puts him where the action is in 15 Clubs in the U. S,, plus two year-
round Club-Hotel resorts, one in Lake Geneva, Wisconsin, another
in Jamaica, as well as Clubs in London and Montreal.

2. A bottle of fine champagne. On his first visit to The Playboy
Club, a beautiful Bunny will present him with a bottle of champagne
with your compliments. Truly a great way to begin life in Playboy's
festive Club atmosphere and a perfect second gift.

3. ALeRoy Neiman print. A Bunny will also present your gentleman
with your third gift, a 20" x 30" full-color reproduction of Neiman's
“The Hunt of the Unicorn. ” The 72-foot-long original hangs in the
Living Room of the new, widely acclaimed $12,000,000 Lake Geneva
Playboy Club-Hotel.

That's Playboy’s Triple Gift!

In the spirit of the season, U.S. Playboy Club Triple Gift Keys are $25,
even in states where keys are normally $50; Canadian Triple Gift Keys
are 330 (Canadian), The Annual Account Maintenance Charge (currently
35 U.S.: $6 Canadian) is waived for the new keyholder's first year.
This offer exg:’res after Christrnas. Orders received up to one week before

December 25 will be filled in time to be received by Christmas. Use the
coupon below for your Playboy Triple Gift orders.

------------------------‘
To: PLAYEOY CLUES INTERNATIONAL, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, Hlinois 60611
. Gentlemen:
Here is my order for
l O Triple Gift order only Opersonal Triple Gift only [Jpersonal and Triple Gift order
I In the spirit of the holiday season, U.S. Playboy Club Key-Cards are $25 even in
Arizona, Florida, lllinois, Indiana, Kansas, Louisiana, Missouri and Mississippi, where
I Key-Cards are normally $50; Canadian Key-Cards are $30 (Canadian). The Annual

Account Maintenance Charge, currently $5 in U. 5. and %6 (Canadian) in Canada, is I
l waived for the new keyholder's first year.

||||||||||E|i

l Enclosed is check for $_ _.ar
charge my credit Key-Card no.

l MY NAME (PLEASE PRINT)

)l ADDRESS

1 :
I CITY STATE

If ordering personal Triple Gift only, you need
J ot cmnp?étz portion be‘l’g:w_ Lfd

ZIP CODE

lﬁrm TRIPLE GIFT TO (PLEASE FRINT)

)l ACDRESS

1 cITY

. CHECK AFPPROFRIATE BOXES
O Send Triple Gift to recipient with gift card signed,
O 1 wish to present Triple Gift personally. Send package and unsigned card to me. I

. [J 1 am a PLAYBOY Magazine subscriber.

‘Use separate sheet of paper to order additional gift Key-Cards. 301 I
N I B e e B BN BN NN B S e B R e S S S S e e e

STATE ZIP

[v]
[=]
[=]

mi

(Oracabessa 222)

KEYHOLDERS DIAL A BUNNY FOR SPEEDIER TRIPLE GIFT SHOPPING . . . WE CONFIRM BY
(301 VE 7-1111) = Bosfon (617 536-7900) = Chicago (312 WH 4-3010) = Cincinnati (513 241-8580) * Denver (303 282-1300) » Delroit (313 962-0011) * Jamaica

* Kansas City (816 HA 1-5080) = Lake Geneva (414 248-8811) » London (Mayfair 6666) » Los Angeles (213 657-5050) * AMiami (305 751-7543)
Monireal (514 288-5181) » New Orleans (504 523-5001) = New York (212 PL 2-3100) = Phoenix (602 264-4314) = SE. Louis (314 OL 2-4700) = San Francisco (415 434.2550)

MAIL. Atlanta (404 525-4626) = Baltimore




PLAYBOY

found ar the University of California
at Riverside, injections of such power-
ful central-nervous-system stimulants as
strychnine or Metrazol can greatly im-
prove the ability of a mouse to learn a
maze. The effect seems to be more pro-
nounced lor dull mice than for smart
mice, possibly indicating that the ideal
smart pill, when it is discovered, will do
mor¢ for the mentally retarded than for
those who are already near the biological
limit of human performance. At least
two drug companics are known to have
been testing such a pill for human be-
ings, composed of chemicals much less
lethal than strychnine but nonetheless
promising.

Just as it has been found possible to
stimulate learning in lower animals, so
has it been found possible to stop learn-
ing. Dr. Muwray Jarvik, at the Albert
Einstein Medical School in New York
City, has experimented with rats placed
on a small platform above the floor of
a cage. The rat’s natural tendency is to
very quickly step down from the plat-
form. If it gets a painful electrical shock
from the floor, however, it learns right
then and there to stay on the platform;
the next time, it will remain there with-
out budging for as long as the experi-
menter cares to wait. What Dr. Jarvik
has done is to teach a rat to expect the
shock, then quickly disrupt its brain
chemistry by using a sort of electroshock
treatment. The next time the rat is
placed on the plal[onn, instead of re-
membering  its lesson, it steps right
down, as il it had never learned to ex-
pect a shock. (Human beings who un-
dergo electroshock treatment also lose
their memory for recent events.)

At the University of Michigan, Dr.
Bernard W. Agranoil has blotted out the
memories of goldfish by injecting them
with puromycin, an antibiotic drug that
interferes with the ability of RNA to
perform its normal function of synthesiz-
ing ncw protein materials inside the cell.
He teaches the goldfish to avoid an clec-
tric shock by swimming across a barrier
to the unlighted end of its tank; if he
then immediately injects puromycin into
the fish’s skull, all memory of the train-
ing wvanishes, Oddly enough, even a
“stupid pill," such as puromycin scems
to be, might have value to human
beings. As Dr. Krech has pointed out, a
drug of this type might boost the learn-
ing ability ol a person who remembers
so many details as to get hopelessly
bogged down at the task of sorting out
what s essential.

In functional terms, human intelli-
gence or learning ability scems to de-
pend on three quite different skills.
First, one must be able to pay attention,
to concentrate, to get the message or, in
the words of Dr. Sidney Cohen of the
UCLA Medical School, 10 “comb down
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lay down some sort of lasting memory
trace, perhaps in the form ol changed
RNA molecules, perhaps in the form
of proteins manufactured under the
direction of RNA, perhaps in chemical
changes at the synapses, perhaps in
some other way. Lastly, one must have
a retrieval system, a method of scanning
the memory traces and focusing on the
right one. “All three processes,” says Dr.
Cohen, “could possibly be improved
chemically; so I see no reason chemicals
couldn’t be contrived that would im-
prove our thinking abilities.”” The smart
pill may be not just one pill but several,
to influence the various processes in-
volved in learning. The drugs may work
best, as Dr. Krech's studies would indi-
cate and as Dr. Cohen also believes, in
conjunction with improved psychologi-
cal methods of training and disciplining
that wonderful and as-yet-unrealized in-
strument called the human mind. But
they seem to be merely waiting for a
discoverer.
s

Like intelligence, sleep is another of
nature’s great mysteries. We need sieep;
many of us need eight hours’; we must
spend a full third of our lives in this
state ol unconsciousness. But why? At
one time it was thought that the waste
products of normal activity accumulated
in the blood stream and eventually
drugged the brain; while the body was
at rest during slecp, these waste prod-
ucts were then eliminated. But studies
of Siamese twins, who share a common
blood stream, have disproved this theo-
ry; scientists have observed one Siamese
baby sound asleep while the other re-
mained wide awake. Now, sleep has
been traced to two centers in the brain.
If one of these centers is removed from
an animal, it will sleep constantly. If the
other is removed, it will not sleep at all
—Dbut eventually, proving that sleep is a
biological necessity. it will go into a coma
and die, as if [rom utter exhaustion.

Brain waves change during sleep;
indeed, eleciroencephalograph studies of
human beings have shown four recog-
nizable patterns of waves that scem to
indicate four stages of sleep, ranging
from light to very deep. Obviously,
something goes on during sleep, certain-
ly in the brain and possibly elsewhere;
this something is essential to good
health and even to staying alive. But
why this should be is unknown. Dr. Na-
than Kline, one of the researchers who
have been fascinated by the problem,
speculates that at the beginning of man-
kind's history, perhaps not all men
needed to sleep. But man’s nighttime
vision is poor; a man who wandered
around through the darkness would
have been subject to accident and fair
game for beasts of prey. Thus, evolution
favored those men who, for some rea-

son, were forced by the requirements of
their own brains and bodies to spend
the hours of darkness in a state of sus-
pended animation and in a protected
spot. If Dr. Kline’s thoughts are correct,
we sleep today, though there is no long-
er any evolutionary need for it, because
only those of our ancestors who required
sleep managed to survive and pass along
their trait. Dr. Kline has also pointed
out that the old Mogul emperors, in
contrast to most more-or-lessmodern
human beings, are said to have got along
just fine on no more than three-and-a-
half hours’ sleep a night. Was this also
an inherited trait, passed along by some
strange evolutionary accident? Or did the
Mogul emperors have a drug?

Some drugs have already been found
to reduce the need for sleep; patients
who go on the antidepressants often find
themselves, like the Mogul emperors,
getting along on three to four hours’ for
as long as they take the medicine.
(These medicines are usually prescribed
for only brief periods; what would hap-
pen to the patients if they continued to
sleep so litde is not known.) At any
rate, there seems scant doubt that the
mystery will eventually be solved. Savs
Dr. L. R, Hincs, director of biological
research for the Hoflmann-La Roche
drug company, “There’s unquestionably
a biochemical explanation for sleep and
someday somebody will find it.” Will this
mean that we will then simply swallow a
pill when tired, instead of going to bed?
Conceivably, it will mean exactly that.

If science can promise us a pill that
will end the neced for sleep, then why
not something that is really far our?
Why should science not bring true the
ancient dream of a Fountain of Youth
and give us some magic elixir that will
keep us young and active to an age de-
nied to previous generations? Why not,
indeed? One scientist who believes the
dream may be within grasp is Dr. Den-
ham Harman ol the University of Ne-
braska Medical School, who has already
had considerable success in Iengthening
the life expectancy of his laboratory
mice. Dr. Harman's secret is hardly a
secret at all; it is nothing more than a
well-known chemical called BHT, com-
monly used to prevent spoilage of the
fats and oils in potato chips and bottled
salad dressings. When Dr. Harman fed
his mice a special dict including BHT,
they lived 50 percent lenger on the av-
erage than other mice of the same breed
—presumably because the BHT slowed
down some of the chemical reactions
inside the body that cause aging and
eventually death. He has not yet had
much luck at increasing the maximum
age to which the hardiest of his mice
live; in human terms, he has helped
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“I got my man while he was getting his woman.”
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more of his mice live to 80, rather than
pushed the maximum age to 120. More-
over, a good deal of additional testing
must he done belore anvone would rec-
ommend for the human race a daily
dose of BHT or something similar. But
Dr. Harman is convinced that an in-
crease in the human life span. through
diet and the addition of chemicals, is
almost sure to comne,

Dr. Harman's predictions, of course,
-aise an interesting philosophical prob-
lem. It has long been accepted that the
henefits of science and medicine should
belong to everyone. But suppose the
day actually arrives when science has a
pill that will lengthen the human life
span. Should everyone have it—the mo-
ron as well as the genius, the criminal as
well as the philanthropist? Would a Re-
publican Government iry to limit it to
Republicans and a Democratic Govern-
ment to Democrats? At this time, when
overpopulition threatens man's future,
should anybody at all be entitled to the
pill?

The antisleep pill would also intro-
duce some tricky new problems into hu-
man affairs. Social scientists are already
worried about the new age of leisure
that is being spawned by automation;
they wonder how man will ever manage
to fill his time. How would he occupy
himself if he suddenly found his waking
hours, thanks to an antisleep pill, in-
creased by one half* As for the smart
pill and the stupid pill, if these are per-
lected, who will decide who gets which?
If the smart pill creates a world in
which everyone is equally bright, will
man be happier, or will his affairs grind
to a halt?

> o o

Even today’s drugs have already creat-

ed problems—I{or example, the tranquil-

i

izers. When a tranquilizing drug is given
to a mental-hospital patient who would
otherwise murder the attendints or beat
his own head bloody against a wall, there
seems to be no moral issue involved. But
what if the same tranquilizer, or one of
its cousins, is taken in large doses by an
ordinary, everyday, morc-or-less-normal
persont who is not about to do himself or
others any harm, is getting along all right
at his job, has no burning personal con-
flicts and merely likes the relaxed and
easypoing feeling that the medicine pro-
duccs, just as he might like to take a cock-
tail or two belore dinner?

In this early stage of the pharmaco-
logical revolution, there already are mil-
lions of people in the U.S. who are on
some kind of behavior-controlling drug.
Physicians write more prescriptions for
various kinds of tranquilizers, antidepres-
sants, sleeping pills and pep pills than
for medicines 1o combat pain or heart
discase; about a third of all new pre-
scriptions written this week by doctors
across the nation will be of this type.
(So great is the demand that the doctor
has 1o write the prescription, whether he
believes the patient needs the drug or
not, ¢lse he loses the patient to another
doctor.) In some circles, especially among
businessmen and middle- and upper-class
houscwives, pills to calm jittery nerves or
to help get the day’s work done are a
chief topic of social conversation. At
pariies, people exchange pills like recipes
or golhmg tips: “Here, try one of mine.”
“This pill has made a new man of me;
take one and see.” "My pills don’t seem
to be working anymore; let me have one
ol yours.”

The thought of all this is already
working as a sort of amtisleep pill for
researchers in the drug field; worrying
about it causes them many a restless

‘... And af the verdict is ‘not gulty, I'm sure
Miss Lane will want to thank each of you personally.”

night. In the fust place. all known drugs
have side cltects; even the common as
pirin tablet possesses its dangers, and the
behavior-controlling drugs ave far more
potent than aspirin. Some of them cause
temporary sexual impotence; some of
them create muscular pain or spasms so
severe that a doctor who did not know
the cause might well be inclined to per-
form surgery. Some drugs are dangerous
when taken along with alcohol or sleep-
ing pills; some will shoot blood pressure
to alarming heights when taken along
with even such a common lood as
cheese. Some are addicting and some, if
improperlv used, can actually kill the
patient. Thus, the indiscriminate passing
around ol pills is the most riskv kind ol
self-medication. “The potential hazards.”
says Dr. Sherwyn Woods, “are really
horrendous.”

Besides the physical dangers, there
are also moral dangers; this is especially
apparent today in the case of the wran-
quilizers. “Who's to say,” asks Dr.
Woods, “what the appropriate level of
tranquillity is? Certainly, we know that
too much of it interferes with motivation
and creativity. In [act, the kind of prob-
lem solving in general that has got man
where he is today has been stimulated
mostly by a lack of tranquillitv.” Dr.
Cohen says, “I'm not in Lavor of reduc
ing anxiety except when it gets to be
disintegrating to the patient; I can’t
think of any kind of anxietylree,
conflict-free, challenge-free society that
would be a worthy society. Muscles
atrophy when they have nothing to work
against, and so does the mind.” And one
drug-company executive adds, “T'he last
thing on earth I'd want to see, in a world
still as imperfect as ours., is everyone
walking around so completely tranquil
as to be oblivious to all the defects.”

To most of the experts, the thought of
an antiaggression drug, as suggested by
Dr. Lehmann, or of the “harmony drug”
suggesicd by Arthur Koestler, is one of
the great hopes of the pharmacological
age. "It would be wonderlul,” says Dr.
Cohen, “if we could conurol criminality,
violence and cruelty. And it certainly
seems possible that we can find a calin-
ing agent, rather than a tranquilizer,
that will reduce man’s hostilities without
taking the edge ofl his awareness and
enjoyment of life.” Yet even here there
are conceivable dangers. Il evervone in
the U.S. were taking a calming pill and
harboring not a single harsh thought to-
ward anyone, our nation might be at the
mercy of another aggression-bound na-
tion that chose to ban the pill. Like the
Industrial Revolution and the discovery
of atomic energy, the pharmacological
revolution has its hazards. We will hive
to learn to live with them, for the eftects
of the revolution are here to stay.



scrutable japanese fare

(continued from page 15%)
Cut Chinese cabbage crosswise into
14-in-thick slices. Pour boiling water
over it and drain well. Combine cab-
bage and scallions in mixing bowl. Cut
green pepper in half lengthwise; remove
stem end and seeds. Force pepper and
radishes through coarse holes of square
metal grater and add to cabbage. Add
vinegar, soy sauce and monosodium glu-
tamate and toss well. Place a piece of
waxed paper or a plate over salad and
press down firmly. Place a weight, such
as two or three cans of food, on the pa-
per. Let mixture marinate at least 1
hour before serving.

SESAME DIPPING SAUCE

2 tablespoons sesame seeds

1 cup cold water

14 cup soy sauce

14 cup shelled walnuts

Put sesame seeds in a heavy dry pan
over a moderate flame. Stir constantly
until seeds turn licht brown. Remove
from heat and combine with balance of
ingredients in blender. Blend 1 minute
at high speed. Chill before serving. Pour
a small cup of sauce for each guest.

SCALLION DIPPING SAUCE

1 cup dashi or soup stock

14 cup soy sauce

2 tablespoons sike

1 teaspoon lemon juice

1 teaspoon freshly grated ginger

3 tablespoons finely minced scallions

The Japanese busic stock called dashi
is normally made from dried konbu or
seaweed and dried bonito. Since the
main ingredients are dehydrated to start
with, they lend themselves perfectly to
packaging in paper bags now exported
to the U.S. The bags are used in the
same manner as tea bags. For those who
prefer a nonfish flavor, chicken stock or
any other stock may be substituted.

Pour all ingredients into sauccpan
and bring to a boil. Remove at once
from fire and chill well. Pour a small cup
of sauce for each guest.

CHICKEN YAKITORI

double breasts of chicken (6 halves)
large scallions
tablespoons soy sauce
tablespoons cold water
tablespoons sake
teaspoons sugar
tablespoon lemon juice
tablespoons salad oil
tablespoon sesame oil

Remove skin and bones from chicken
or buy boneless breasts. Cut chicken
into pieces approximately 1 in. square.
Cut off and discard green part of scal-
lions. Cut white part diagonally into
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and that step is on air in the superb sophistication of the “Brazil” — a
uniquely handsome combination of genuine lizard and a fine imporled
calfskin especially tanned and toned for Stetson. In

black, green, and peanut brittle. You'll find the _\
“Brazil” and other Stetsons, precisely right for every
occasion and fashion feeling, from $35. to $150. at L)
better stores. All inimitably crafted of course. £
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Stetson Shoe Company, South Weymouth, Massachuselts 02190
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Medico 2'4'
filters doit

give pleasure and peace of mind

MEDICO

FILTER PIPES

66-baffle absorbent replaceable Medico Fil-
ters trap juices, tars, nicotine — keep your
mouth cleaner, cooler. Change filter and your
pipe is clean. Selected, imported briar; nylon
bits guaranteed bite-proof.

For beautiful color catalog, Write Medico, 18 E. 54th St.,
N.Y. poozs, Dept, A-29. Please enclose ¢ for handling.

i 3 MEDICO CREST
with Pipe Rest

Hinstrated
GOLD CREST dark claret 38
(light café finish $9)

MEDICO FILTERS 10 for 10¢
Menthol-Cool or Charcoal
10 for 15¢

Jet Stream
$3.95

¥ Other Medico
Filter Pipes

$2.50 up
Prices hﬂ-r cutride U.5.A

‘note-able
aCCcessory

Playboy's dashing Pocket
Secretary combines the finest
black glove leather with
Parker Classic ballpen and
handy memo pad. Jot down
business appointments,
dinner dates — they slip
handily away in the slim,
trim case. Rabbits romp on
patterned lining and one sits
jauntily atop pen. Memo pad
refills available. Use order No.

JE 10901 $12.50.
Please add 50¢ for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name?
Please send eheck or money order

to: Playboy Producis

The Flayboy Building. 919 N.

Michigan Ave., Chicag?. 111, 60611,
Playboy Club credit

\key holders may charge.

l-in. pieces. Combine all other ingredi-
ents in mixing bowl. Add chicken and
scallions and marinate 1 hour. Fasten
chicken and scallions on long skewers.
Broil over hibachi about 4 ins. above
charcoal or in preheated broiler until
well browned on all sides. Brush several
times during broiling with marinade.
Serve with either or both of the sulads
and dipping sauces above. Pass a bowl
of rice.

SHRIMP TEMPURA

Ibs. shrimps

small eggplant

lirge green pepper
large Spanish onion
bunches watercress

12 large white mushrooms

Salad oil

Like all batter-fried foods, tempura is
at its best when it's hissing hot; the
guests should wait rather than the tem-
pura. One device for party service is 1o
hire a domestic geisha who will fry and
deliver it in batches. Another technique,
in a large open kitchen-dining area. is to
sit atop a kitchen or bar stool at a
counter, [aang vour guests, and Iry a
limited amount of tempura at a time,
letting guests who wish try their hand at
the skillet. At the dinner hour, tempura
is usually served with rice; for a late-
night supper, it may be presented as a
leisurely hot hors d’ocuvre.

Peel shrimps, leaving tails on. Remove
veins in backs and cur shrimps length-
wise, without separating halves. Press
cach shrimp to make it open flat. Peel
eggplant  and  cut  into  fingerlength
strips. Cut green pepper into long strips
about 14 in. wide. Peel onon and cut
arosswise into  Vo-in-thick slices. Sepi-
rate slices to make onion rines. Cut
about I in. off base ol watercress stems.
Cut mushrooms into slices about 14 in.
thick. All vegetables should be dry and
spread out on platters for easy handling.
Preheat oil to a depth of 115 ins. in an
clectric skillet set at 3507, Use two pair
ol tongs or chopsticks, one for dipping
food into batter and lowering into fat, a
second lor removing tempura from [at
Dip pieces of lood into batter (recipe
below). Hold for & momemt to let excess
batter How off. Slide lood into skillet,
being carelul not 10 drop it so that [at
spatters. Fry small amounts at a time,
until light brown on both sides. Drain
on absorbent paper or rack. Serve as
soon s possible. Remove stray picces of
bater from fat with skimmer or slotted
spoon. Serve with sauce below. Wash
tempura down with cold Japanese beer.

() = =

BATTER FOR TEMPURA

1 cup allpurpose flour

145 teaspoon salt

1 cup ice waler

2 esg whites

Sift flour and salt together. Beat water



and egg whites in a large bowl until top
15 foamy. Add flour all at once and stir
only until flour is moistened; the bat-
ter should be somewhat lumpy. Avoid
overmixing.
SAUCE FOR TEMPURA
I cup cold dashii or other stock
14 cup soy sauce
2 1easpoons sugar
I tablespoon sake
15 cup grated daikon or white radish
14 cup grated fresh ginger
hmh; may be made from dashi bags.
Combine dashi with soy sauce, sugar
and sake. Pour into individual cups lor
cach guest for dipping. Pass daikon
and ginger for each guest 1o add to his
dipping cup.
JAPANESE STEAK DINNER
4 Ibs. shell steak, 3/ in. thick
2 Ibs. large shrimps, peeled and de-
veined
1 I, [vesh bean sprouts or 1 1-1b. can
bean sprouts, drained well
2 10-0z packages frozen large aspara-
eus spears, thawed
Salad oil
145 lemon
2 teaspoons sesame seeds, browned in
oven or toasted in dry pan
Sov sauce
Salt, pepper. monosodium glutamate
2 medium-size omnions, sliced 14 in.
thick
8 large mushrooms, sliced 14 in. thick
2 wblespoons butter
In  Japanese steakhouscs, the heavy
metal grill on which the steak dinner is
prepared s part of a huge dining table,
with suests seated on three sides, the
chel working Irom the fowrth. For
homesize 1ables, the best arrangement
15 to set two electric skillets near the
dining table but not on it. All food may
be precur in the kitchen belore it is
brought to the skillets. or cut alongside
the skillets as part of the cutertainment.
I hean sprouis are fresh, place in cold
witer, bring to a boil and drain well.
Cut off all far and bone from steaks and
cut into 34-in. cubes. Shrimps should
be neatly lined in rows and cut into 34-
im. cubes. Cuar asparagus diagonally into
I-in. pieces. All food should be neatly
arranged on platters before the cooking
commences. Preheat  both  skillets  at
100°. Pour 1 to 2 tublespoons oil into
first skillet. Place ‘;lll‘illll}‘i and asparagus
in skillet. Sprinkle with juice of 14 lem-
on and sesame seeds. Sprinkle with soy
sauce, salt, pepper and  monosodinm
glutamate. Sauté, turning lood [lrequent-
ly with long =patula, uniil shrimps are
cooked through, about 4 minutes.
Asparagus  will be semitender. Serve
shrimps  and  asparagus  as  the  initial
stanza of the dinner. Cut onion slices in
half. Pour 1 to 2 tablespoons oil into sec-
ond skillet. Place steak, mushrooms and
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“Would you like to know what I really want?”’

onions in skillet. Season generously with
soy sauce, salt, pepper and monosodium
glutamate. Sauté, tossing frequently, un-
til browned and glossy-looking. Add
butter. Place steak on serving plates. In
same skillet, place bean sprouts and sauté
only until heated through. Each person
should hatve a bowl of rice, one or both
of the dipping sauces above and one or
both of the salads.

SHABU SHABU

3 1bs. boneless rib or shell of beef

4 large white mushrooms

15 Ib. iresh bamboo shoots or 12-0z.

can bamboo shoots
2 ors. finesize noodles or green ver-
micelli. il available

I medium-size Spanish onion

I bunch watercress

l-oz. can wasabi powder

15 Ib. bean curd, cut into 1-in. squares

1 mcdium-sizc carrot, peeled, sliced 14

. thick

2 cup\ Chinese cabbage, 14-in. slices

Beel should be [rom the small end of
prime ribs, cut on a slicing machine, no
thicker than bacon. Cut mushrooms
through caps and stems imo  14-in.-
thick slices. If bamboo shoots are [resh,
parboil 15 minutes and slice 14 in.
thick, or use canned sliced bamboo
shoots, well drained. Break noodles into
pieces about 3 in. long, hoil until tender
and store in cold water until needed,
Peel onion and cut in hall through stem
end. Cut into slices 14 in. thick. Cut
about 1 in. from bottom of watercress
stems.  Prepare wasabi  powder, f[ollow-
ing directions on can, or use strong
English or Chinese mustard; add this to

the dipping sauces. Provide each guest
with a bowl ol rice, with both of the
dipping sauces above and with one or
both ol the salads. Drain the noodles
and arrange all ingredients on platers
and place on table. Pour boiling water
or boiling stock 10 a depth of 4 ins. in a
large metal marmit pot or fondue pot
over a table flame. [ fondue pot is
small, two may be used insiead ol one.
The flume should be strong enough to
keep water at a slow boil. Provide each
guest with a fondue fork or with chop-
sticks. Each guest turns one beel slice at
a nme mto a loose roll and immerses 1t
in the boiling liquid until done. Beef is
then dipped into a cool sauce. Some of
the vegetables and bean curd may be
put i stock along with meat, or meat
may bhe ecaten first and  vegewables
cooked afterward. Noodles are added at
end and entire contents of the pot are
then wurned into soup bowls. Replace
liguid in pot [rom time to time, il nec
essary, to keep it close to original level.
Seasoning of broth—il water is used—
may be corrected with salt, pepper and
monosodium glutamate to taste or may
be sirengthened with menmi sauce or
SOy sauce.

Ol course, there’'s no hard-and-Fast
rule that says you have 1o serve the
preceding dishes in a felicitously  Far
Eastern manner: but if your accessories
complement your cuisine, vou'll he sirik-
ing the proper note of pentatonic ha-
mony. Your guests will then come
through with the Occidental equivalent
of “Ogochiso sama de gozaimashita”—
“It has been an honorable [east.”
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LlMESTONE CAVERNS (continued from page 114)

Reinhart excessively. She said she would
Hy out the next day.

Mrs. Reinhart had not had to deal
with mishehavior in any of her children
in some vears. Sara took her 1o the labo-
ratory and let her in alone. Reinhart
raised his head and said, “Hello, Mom-
ma,” as if he had expected her. and
resumed looking at the fish. Passionately
worried, she lell back on a method that
had always worked when he was vounger
and at home—she recited his accomplish-
nients to him, relying on shame to do its
work. Falsely and frantically cheerful,
she asked him to remember how he
could read in the World Book at three,
how he had won a prize in grade school
for having the best marks and—here she
gave a really dreadful little laugh—how
he had been the best stickball player on
the block. The swimming medals at
camp followed—"all pure gold"—and led
to the culminaton: He had been wvale-
dictorian of his class at the High School
ol Science.

It failed. Reinhart did not change his
position. He did not speak.

Mrs. Reinhart’s hands were moist with
fear. In desperation she said, “David, I'm
your mother.”

Reinhart moved one finger and pointed
to the fish. “There is my mother—and
my father.”

She was too shocked and bewildered
to reply. She stared at him a moment,
patted his shoulder and went out into

the corridor, where Sara was waiting.

At first Reinhart had not known what
he was doing, why he stared at the fish.
He was confused but happy. Later it
occurred to him that he was contemplat-
ing them. He knew nothing of contem-
plation except what he had heard at
evening parties, where it was linked
with LSD and Zen; but after some days,
he discovered that the contemplative’s
mind is either full or empty. His was
full—he held the fish in a mental em-
brace so strong that the edges of his
mind seemed to waver like their lins and
tails in the tiny subaqueous currents of
their tank. At night, sitting relaxed in
his chair, with the living fish no longer
there to dazzle him, he attempted with
perhaps a relic of his scientific training
to describe them; but his descriptions
were not scientific, and in the part of his
mind where he knew he was neglecting
wife and carcer. he knew that, too.
Were they beautiful? He had no way of
determining that. They were simple, but
in a way nothing he had learned had
taught nm to comprehend. One after-
noon, one of the fish had pressed its
head against the glass of the tank a few
inches from his nose. The blind socket
seemed to be wrying to see him, as if,
sensitive to light, it were sensitive to him
as well, as if he were a light. Then he
felt a bond of kinship Hooding him like
his blood—they were not alien, the fish.
He felt they were teaching him some-

“He must come [rom a very sophisticated monastery.”

thing. Theirs was not a mindless immo-
bility flawed only by the movement of
the water. They contemplated an infinity
he was only beginning 10 be aware ol.

They were, he now believed. superior
beings. Moving in darkness. supine in
light, they were innocent. They were
legless and armless. with only their
weak fins as instruments, while his hand
was the father of invention and in its
bones and tendons lav Rome, Germany
and other abominable crimes. And, in-
nocent, they lived in a vast unending
peace. Which he could achieve. Which
he, too. could achieve.

He was beginning to feel quite new,
like a leaf unfolding.

The first evening of his mother’s visit,
he came home to an empty apartment,
and for the first time in his manied
life, dinner was unserved. It was waiting
for him in saucepans on the stove. He ate,
washed up the dishes and sat down in
his darkened living room with the fish in
his mind. He was not surprised, how-
ever—he had almost foreseen n—when,
about nine o'clock, his wife and mother
returned and switched on the light.
They had brought three of his [riends,
all psychiatrists, and the women went
into the bedroom so they could have a
free hand with him.

They spoke to him with the ominous
Kindness they used with patients. They
asked how he was and awaited his an-
swer with genuine concern.

With numb resignation, Reinhart cast
the fish violently away. He said genially,
“l know Sara has been worried, worried
enough to call my mother, obviously,
but my previous research has been in-
complete, really, because I didn't get
fully enough acquainted with my sub-
jects and their habits. I saw, don’t you
see, only simple problems, because 1
was ignorant. Lately, I have really con-
centrated on my fish and I have learned
a great deal. Perhaps my concentration
was oo intense. Certainly it was intense
enough to pain Sara. But now I have
filled out the order lor an infrared cam-
era | This was a lie, but it would be true
soon enough. He knew he had been
caught] and the work will proceed.”
He stood up. “It's nice of you to come
in. Can I get you a beer?”

They looked at one another. “Why
not?” one of them said.

He brought out a tray of heer and
pretzels. In a few minutes, all their pro-
fessional constraint vanished and they
were talking with animation. It was like
old times.

The next day, Reinhart ordered an
infrared camera. Ten months later, the
fish were dead; he had fathered a son
and written three excellent papers; but
the lemurs, gente and lethaigic, siill
occupied their cages. No one knew what
to do with them.
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to note as an act of crossfertilization.
Marianne Moore once wrote something
close to “Thank Ged lor the privilege
of disorganized things”; and in this case,
she is right.

I kept making notes, because I was
afraid to actually start the book. For the
same reason, to avoid starting, 1 began
to read a great deal about Italy, hill
towns, wine making, despite the [act
that I had been led to believe that it
wasn't a good idea for a novelist to read
too much about the subject he would be
writing about. The idea was that the
reading tended to rob the writer of his
individuality and that he would be ex-
posed to material similar to his own and
would not want to use it, although he
might actually handle it in quite a
different Fashion. There is also always
the danger ol reading something so su-
perlative that the writer will be smoth-
ered by it. Who wants to write a novel
about the War ol 1812 after reading
War and Peace? In my case, while ad-
mittedly stalling, the reading turned out
10 be enormously rewarding. Everything
seemed to trigger some kind of creative
response in me. It didn’t matter very
much what the subject was or whether
the writing was good or bad; everything
I read had the potential 10 give birth to
an 1dea, olten one that had no relation-
ship to the reading at all. Some Alrican

tribes believe that energy creates ener-
gy, and it got this way with my reading:
every response scemed to create a cli-
mate for a heightened response. One of
what 1 will boldly call the more effective
scenes in Santa Vitloria, a competitive
dance in a wine press, was suggested
to me by a series of letters Irom an
Edwardian schoolteacher to her class
while on vacation in Sicily. She thought
the wine pressers were ugly, because
they looked like hairy pagan goats. One
incident. which plays an important part
in the book. occurred to me while read-
ing the financial statement of a modern
wine company. When the barometer of
the creative nature is set for a spell of
writing, evidently anything can excite it;
and in my experience, and to my sur-
prise. reading had the strongest poten-
tial of all.

There fhnally came a time when I
could no longer find a believable excuse
not to begin. I even announced the fact
to my [amily and friends. “Tomorrow, 1
begin” 1 made it easy on myself. T
vowed I would write exactly one page
and write just one page cach day for a
week., This shouldn’t frighten anvone
and at the end of the week, I would be
like a colt let our o his first pasture.

But I couldn’t do it. All day I sat at
my desk and 1 wrote one word. If. To-
ward evening, I wrote the word in pen-
cil, so that it covered the entire page.

“It all began when my daughter came home
from Bryn Mawr and offered to turn me on.”

The next day. I wrote, “So now I be-
gin,” and never got [urther than that.
The day after that, 1 tried the reliable
weather-and-date technique. “On a cold
blustery morning in May 1943, on the
sunless eastern slopes ol the Apennines,
spring was coming hard. . ..”

After that, I quit. I rented an offlice
away Irom home, not to inspire creativi-
ty but to hide [rom these who could see
me doing nothing lor hours on end. I
gave up the idea of one page; this goal
seemed insurmountable. I thought that
il I could get one good opening sentence,
the keynote, and get it down right, the
rest of the book would unravel itself
from there. I was very conscious of the
fact that T was like the man in Camus’
The Plague who spends 30 years on Jus
opening sentence, honing it, pruning it,
polishing it: but it didn’t matter. Who
was 1o say if he had gotten his sentence
right the rest of his book wouldn’t have
inevitably followed? It was all I had to
hang on to.

“How did it go today?” my wile
would ask.

“It's coming; it's coming,” followed by
several very strong drinks.

One afternoon, I realized I was never
going to write the sentence; and once I
understood that, I arrived at the idea of
disowning art. I had become so sell-
conscious about style and craflt that 1 had
become incapable of reading or hearing
words any longer. When I said them,
they sounded strange; and when I put
them down on paper, they looked
strange, I recall writing “This book be-
gins” and then stopping because the
word “book” looked wrong. What kind
of word was book? An indefinite word. It
could be a checkbook or the Bible. Vol-
ume was better. Journal even better.
“This journal begins. . . .” Too pomp-
ous. But I couldn’t go back to book.
Novel, that was the real, precise word I
wanted, But what kind of novel? The
reader had a right 1o know.

In this way, the day went. It was pos-
sible to fill a wastehasket in a day and
never write over four different words. 1
always used a clean. [resh sheet for a
clean, fresh start. With cvery empty
sheet there was hope, and [ailure. On
this alternoon, however, I began to
write the story ol Santa Vittoria in the
form and style of a Dick and Jane frst
reader.

“There is a httle town on a hill called
Santa Vittoria. It is in Italy. The people
in the town grow grapes and make
wine. A great thing took place in the
town. One day, not too long ago. . . .”

It astonishes me now that I was able
to keep this up for several wecks. Be-
cause the words didn’t count, the words
poured out. And I was happy about the
sound ol my typewriter, because I had
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grown embarrassed by the silence from
my cubicle.

“What's he do?”

“He's a writer.”

“Oh. What's he write?”

“I don’t know. I never heard him
write.”

I heard that. Now the pages were pil-
ing up and I felt good. It was silly, con-
sidering the manuscript was one that 1
would have shot someone belore allow-
ing him to see it; and yet the fecling
was real. Inm the end, I had several
hundred pages filled with onesyllable
words: and while 1 pretended to disown
the pile ol paper, it meant a great deal
to me. It was no good, but at last I had
something that was no good. All kinds
ol things were missing, but now they
were missing from something. I was
consaous that through Dick and Jane 1
had outflanked art.

A week Iater, I cut the manuscript
down to 125 pages and, in the process,
something strange happened to it. In
the starkness of its naked simplicity. the
book became mysterious in tone. In the
cutting, the manuscript had become
fragmented into a series of pared-to-the-
bone pastiches and T was faced with the
realization that somehow, inadvertently,
I seemed to have written A New Novel.
I had the wild thought that Alain
Robbe-Grillet would discover me. The
book would be published by Grove
Press and reviewed by The New York
Review of Books, perhaps—who could
tell how far it might go—by Susan Son-
tag, flavorablv, of course, thereby im-
mortalizing me to my peer group; and
then the thought passed. T was a fraud
and what could be more fraudulent
among the grapes and stones and lives
of Santa Vittorit than a novel Alain
Robbe-Grillet could approve of? Mari-
enbad, owi, Santa Vittoria, non.

I had the bones of a book. The prob-
lem now was to flesh out the skeleton. I
was still afraid to begin, but not as
much as before. The first act of creation
is the terrilying thing; and once this is
done, it now scems to me, no matter
how badly, something menacing has
been overcome. I wasn’t swimming yet,
but I was in the water.

I began by putting pface in the book.
I wanted a sense of the town to perme-
ate it, becavse place plays such an impor-
tant part in the book. What happened
could only happen in an isolated hill
town. Whenever there was a change of
scene, | began to describe in detail what
the new place would look like, whether
it was a room, the piazza, the entire
town itsell. In this process of supplying
place. the absence of people made itsell
evident. Almost in spite of myself, I be-
gan to people the places; and in this
way, the book began to get itself written,

I have never had any idea about
character. It is one reason I don't think I

could teach literature. I seem to see only
what people do. I don't recognize an
evil man until he does something evil,
and then I'm not sure that he meant it
to be evil. The same goes for good
people. There is no good or evil in itself,
as Camus has pointed out, but only the
consequences ol acts. All things are in
all people at all times. So I couldn’t plot
out a character or even conceive of one,
they simply happen, and from day to
day, capable of a ridiculous, mean ac-
tion one day and something generous
the very next.

“The character lacks unity.” What
nonsense. *He wouldn’t have done that.”
What nonsense. He did it. Lveryone
is ultimately capable of almost every-
thing, which s, alter all, the fascination
and horror of life.

In his book Indwiduals, P. F. Straw-
son has written that “the primary con-
ceptual scheme must be one that puts
people in the world. A conceptual
scheme which puts a world in each per-
son must be, at least, a secondary
product.”

This idea is one of the few dogmas
about writing that I am conscious of
holding. I didn’t want my characters to
stand for anything, to explain, to sym-
bolize, to account for anything. but sim-
ply. in the words of Denis Donoghue
when describing what a novel should
be, possessed of life to a degree of ir-
relevance . . . all carelessness and luck,
who, when given their first push, would
leap on their way.

My final concern was style, although
I didn't know it then. I am ashamed to
admit that I thought of style as a man-
nerism, the decor of a book. I learned
later that this is a technique, an artifice,
not a style. The best description of style
I have ever read and one of the most
valuable lines about writing is by the
same Donoghue, who says: Style is the
right leeling animating the voice.

I bad no voice. I didn’t know who
was telling the story and why he was
telling it. If I chose a Santa Vittorian, I
would be compelled to accept the limi-
tations of a peasant’s vision of life. I
could choose to be the author as God.
ommiscient, willful, intolerant, irrational,
as gods tend to be; but I knew I didn’t
function well as God. It’s not my type.
One day, I thought of an Italian writing
a novel about life in Conway, Arkansas,
and I almost fell apart. The opportuni-
ties for ervor were endless. As a result,
my decision was made for me. I was
forced into what might be called a liter-
ary cop-out. but which became inevita-
ble. To account for my ignorance, I
invented as narrator an Italian-American
airman, a deserter, who parachutes from
his plane alter a pointless bombing of a
nearby hill town and who has remained
in Santa Vittoria after the War because
of his fear of returning and a misguided
sense of shame about what he did. He

hopes that by telling this story, he can
earn some money; and by explaining
why he deserted in one part of the
book, in exchange for telling the greater
story, perhaps redeem himself.

Was it the proper voice? Does it meet
Donoghue’s criteria? Probably not. In
the long haul, the narrator is not truly a
voice but a device and not a character
(he mercilully almost never appears in
the book) but a sound. The worst part
ol it for me was that I didn’t commit the
errors that I was certain I would. So I
didn’t necd Robert Abruzzi alter all; but
I didn’t know it then and that was im-
portant. He served me well, but let him
know this. IT he came back to Santa Vit-
toria again, I would have him stood up
against a wall and put to death.

When I had written 150 pages
through the eyes of Abruzzi, I sent what
I had done to my publisher. Simon &
Schuster, in the hope of getting an ad-
vance. Unfinished manuscripts tend to
seem more promising to editors, T was
told. Also. il the publisher gives an ad
vance, he now has a vested interest in
the final product. An advance tends to
blind an editor’s judgment of a manu-
script, since the house is already com-
mitted. Finally, the advance is supposed
to bolster the unsure writer’s confidence.

“They really want me. They belicve
in me.”

None of it worked this way for me. I
did nothing until I got the advance; and
when 1 did, it had the effect of stopping
me altogether. Now there was no way
out. I had taken the money and I was
the one who was committed. I had a
contract. They could take me to court il
I didn't produce a novel. But perhaps it
was all to the best. I determined not to
spend the money. but I did; and it was
finally my f[ear of having to pay the
money back, which grew stronger than
my [ear of lailure, that led me to finish
the book. It was this version the pub-
lisher bought.

I felt they were wrong to buy it. I
knew the book was all wrong. I had the
place T wanted in the book and the
people and the story, but each of these
elements stood in its own place, one
immovable chunk of writing hard by
another. The novel seemed to me like a
freshly blasted quarry with no one to
pick up the pieces. By chance, I saw an
editor’s note about the book that said:
“This is really very good, you know,”
and 1 felt the note was a plant, a kind
of editor’s water wings designed to buoy
me up for the sea of revisions ahead,

They asked lor very few revisions,
and this I took as a very bad sign. If
they were really interested in the book,
they would want all kinds of changes. 1
figured they had given up on the book
but would go ahead and print it in the
hope ol recovering their advance. They
gave me two weeks to make the revi-
sions we agreed to. One ol them was on

3
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“Last night I dreamed my wife was recalled
to correct certain imperfections.”

page one, a fourletter word that wasn't
called for but which I had included to
show right off that T wasn't alfraid to use
four-letter words. I scratched the word
out and the page looked messy and so 1
retyped it and it came out a line short,
so I retyped the second page and it
came oul wrong, so I went on 10 the
third page. I began cutting some para-
graphs and then an entire scene and
adding dialog and changing dialog and
somewhere along the way that morning
a new character entered the story. I had
meant to work until lunch; but when I
stopped. I was surprised to hnd that it
was five o'cdock in the afternoon and 1
had written 42 pages. I had no sensa-
tion of having worked hard. T intended
to stop the next day, but I didn't. I
wrote 35 pages that day, much ol it a
complete reworking, and 1 knew that
evening I was going to do the whole
book. There was no question that it was
exciting to me and that 1 knew I was
doing something good, because for no
reason | could explain, the immovable
blocks were beginning to join one anoth-
er in & way I had never been able to
mike them do.

The word I have found for the expe-
ricnce is immersion. It is something I
intend to work to find again. Previously,
1 had worked on the book and at the
book. but all at once I was immersed in
the book. It seemed to be carrying me
instead of me pushing it. It was a very
rare sensation. The book was much
more real than anything else in my life
then. As I went into the second week. 1
had the sensation of being drawn very
fine, as il I could thread myself through
a needle. 1 seemed to have my own
sense of the way things were, while be-
fore I had always been listening over

196 my shoulder to see if I could get a lead

on the way things should go. I was out
of life, under water, immersed.

I was, of course, making mistakes,
but they were my own mistakes; and
because of this, they at least had the vir-
tue of a certain consistency about them.
I told no one what I was doing, for fear
of breiking the spell. Physically. I must
have shown it. In three and a half
weeks” immersion, I lost 20 pounds. One
night, my wife said. “Bob, you scem so
small”; but the only physical effect T ex-
perienced was the phenomenon of the
missing drinks. In the evening, I would
pour myself a drink; and when I looked
for it, it would be empty. Evidently, 1
was masking latigue with alcohol and 1
must have drunk a grear deal 1o sustain
mysell, but I had no conscious desire to
do this and never got drunk. At the end
of 23 days. I finished a manuscript that,
when published. occupied 447 reasona-
bly tightly printed pages. The following
day, while walking down Madison Av-
enue, I collapsed in the street. It was, I
tried to tell the doctor, a case of the
bends, coming up too quickly alter my
immersion; but he didn't understand.

What were the mistakes? I think I
know most of them now. Most of them
were the products of a lack of self-
confidence caused by a lack of experi-
ence. Partially, they were the results of
waiting too long, so that the assurance
of youth. when one trusts one’s judg-
ment, even if one has no reason to do
so, gave way to the doubts of middle
age. which is [ar more dangerous. 1
couldn’t imagine who would be listening
to me and who would want to read any-
thing I wrote. As a consequence, I de-
termined to make them hear, il I could.
I overloaded scenes that were loaded
enough as they were. If there was a le-
gitimate chance to grab the reader by

the lapels, I took it. I left nothing to
trust and 1 presumed my potential read-
er was hall deaf and half blind. T even
worried about Marshall McLuhan and
tried to make everything as visual as
possible. so I couldn’t be accused of
being a disciple of Gutenberg. The re-
sult is that there is oo much muscle in
the prose. I could see none of this then.
When I turned in the book, I thought it
wis thin and reedy and hollow and that
wind could blow right through it. I now
know that it is actually a rather dense
book (in the best sense of that word),
o dense, but I didn’t know. Now
perhaps [ will.

Out of the whole experience, I devel-
oped one tactic of writing that other
writers might be able to profit from. I
call it across the river and into the
prose. During the Second World War, a
[riend of mine serving in the Alaska
Scouts noticed that when an American
squad came to a river near the end of
the day. the squad would ford the river,
so they could build fires and dry their
equipment and be dry when starting out
in the morning. The squads with In-
dians always stopped on the near shore.
The reason lor this was another facet of
immersion. In the morning, the Ameri-
cans. comfortable, warm and dry would
tend 10 move very carclully and slowly
across the tundra. to avoid getting wet
They would detour for miles to avoid
crossing a stream. The Indians. on the
other hand. would start the day by ford-
ing the river and they didn't give a damn
what happened to them after that. The
worst had already been done.

I felt this could be applied to writing.
There is a desire to finish a paragraph or
a chapter and enjoy the satislaction of
finishing. It is a good feeling. But in the
morning, there now is only that blank
white sheet of paper to be filled. T have
wasted days trying to regain a momen-
tum I have lost. Now I don’t allow my-
self the luxury of finishing, of getting
dry and comfortable. When I am going
good but have worked enough for the
day. I stop before finishing a paragraph
I am anxious to finish and then I stop in
the middle of a sentence. It is irritating
and frostrating but also effective. There
i1s nothing in writing harder 1o do than
to start. But in the morning, 1 finish the
sentence that has been lelt unfinished
and then 1 finish the paragraph. and all
at once 1 am in the river again.

Now I intend to write the book 1 in-
tended to write all along, the one I used
to think I had written. the one they
would mention in the hirst paragraph of
the obituary. There is a saying attrib-
uted to the French that no man should
write his first novel until he is 40. This
is the age when most Americans cease
writing their last novels. 1 do hope the
French are right.




THEATER OF THE NUDE (continued from page 104)

immortalized as the first one to try it.”

The producers of Her First Roman,
the Broadway musical based on Bernard
Shaw’s Caesar and Cleopaira, worked
out a flexible policy toward nudity be-
fore their show began its previews.
Their script had two scenes that begged
to be fleshed out: a boudoir view of
young Cleopatra, shielded by a translu-
cent curtain, and a Roman bath scene,
with the legionnaires cloaked in sheets
and their lovely auendants in  loose
shifts. “Despite all the pretentious ex-
planations,” said producer Joseph Cates,
“nudity is a commercial device. We can
justify it artistically as well as the next
guy. And il we get bad reviews or il busi-
ness falls off, we’ll just snip away at Cleo-
patra’s curtain.”

How long will this snipping-away
process take for the theater in general?
How long will it be before the novelty
has worn off and nudity can be used or
not used as the occasion demands? The
experience of modern dance suggests
that the value of shock is quickly ex-
hausted. In 1965, Robert Morris and
Yvonne Rainer did a classic, though
naked, pas de deux, dasping each other
tightly, front to front, and moving aus-
terely across a bare stage. Also classic
was the nude Joseph Schlichter, who
positioned himsell inside a huge plastic

cube and patriotically splashed about
with buckets of red, white and blue
paint. Last year, San Francisco’s Ann
Halprin staged the ultimate striptease at
a Hunter College recital in New York,
She had her dance troupe go through a
marathon of undressing, dressing, un-
dressing. . . . The rhythm was that of
each dancer’s breathing. And the cere
mony was majestic and mysterious. But
Manhattan's district attorney was not im-
pressed: he warned the troupe never to
come back with that particular number.
Fortunately or not, Miss Halprin is no
longer interested in nudity. "Getting un-
dressed on stage,” she declares, “has be-
come cxcessively popularized.”

Popular or not, there are still many
things to be done. Director O'Horgan
feels he may have found his own “ulti-
mate solution to the nudity problem.”
Working with the La Mama Troupe
at a Brandeis University production of
Megan Terry's Massachusetls Trust Iast
summer, O'Horgan experimented with
“naked suits,” outfits that look like skin
and are equipped with full sexual re-
galia. O'Horgan put them on actors of
the opposite gender under their street
clothes. At the finale, the boy and girl
stripped first to their naked suits and
then to their own bodics.

Playwright Anderson suggests another

way to mock the theater’s sexual hang-
up. He imagines a skit about a middle-
aged actor whose current role requirces
the performance of sexual intercourse.
The curtain rises with the actor at
home, in his own bed, with his wife. It
is morning, and she asks him to make
love. “Honey, you know I can't,” he re-
plies meckly. “You know I have a mati-
nee and an evening performance to do.”

Or, as a hippic-actress declares in the
second act of Hair: “Haury, you've seen
the nude scene. Now can we go home?”

A couple of seasons ago, critic Kenneth
T'ynin, surveying the state of the theater,
predicted that acts of sexual intercourse
would soon be staged. His prophecy was
correct. In London, censorship by the
Lord Chamberlain ended in September.
Now that the lid 1s off, the crop of earthy,
experimental sexplorations that flour-
ished only in private theater clubs and
lunch-hour cafés should begin to surface.
For playwrights like John Arden and
John Osborne, who have waged a con-
stant battle with the censor, the libera-
tion should be tremendous. The same
surge to free expression can be expected
in this country. If we saw more of the
body last season than ever before, nudity
in the theater is still not a part of lile.
Soon it may be. And nobody should be
the worse for wearing less.
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Eﬂll FES“““ (continued from page 94)

Night comes east. I want to say marry
me,

Returning to the big house, To go up
a spiral stair to a great room. Gleaming
brass knobs and telescope. Copper domed
roof. A shutter opened at the sky. The
General twirling handles. Miss Fitzdare
laughing at my surprise. At the craters
in the moon and the orange sparkling
light of Mars. At seven at the door. Her
white slender fingers and gleaming nails.
Leaning against the cut stone, Miss
Fitzdare said goodbye.

“I hope it wasn't all too dull for you.”

“I enjoyed every moment. Thank you
so much for having me.”

Balthazar B this night rode the roar-
ing tram back to Dublin. In mild dark-
ness and an castern brecze from sea.
Along the Merrion Road. To go lighted
and merry on this iron wheeled vehicle.
And at the bridge to alight down the
steps from the greeny upholstered seats.

Balthazar strolled along the Grand
Canal Dock. By dark pouring waters
and shimmering light. Past the bridge
into Ringsend and Irishtown. It says
Shelbourne on that pub. The pleasure of
being all alone with the air gently on
the face. Her mother burned to death in
fire. Across that waste ground, ships set-
ting sail lor sea. Lighted portholes. Nev-
er know which is red for port or green
for starboard. Just see the blue eyes and
black hair of you Fitzdare. Sparkle of
your teeth. All your grace. Now I walk
back again. To look at these great walls
of blackened bricks. The gasworks. Sooty
grime and fire in there through these
bars. Dark shadows. Men moving with
their lighted ends ol cigarettes. Fitzdare.
Will ever we wed. All flowing veils.
Trumpets blow out across LIngland to
our country house in Somersct. Away
in the soft green peace Fitzdare. You
will touch the stems of flowers every
day. On hall stands through the house.
Bring your horses with you. We'll fox
them all at Ascot.

Misery Hill. A name down these black
streets, And a walk along here by the
witer on a narrow edge of granite by
this plank wall of a coal bunker. And
suddenly a shadow is looming up above
my head. A figure with an arm raised
and in a hand a lump of coal. Good
God. Someone to kill me. Knock me on
the head. That I would fall to this gran-
ite, 10 take my money and roll me into
the preasy water.

Balthazar raised up a shielding arm,
And the figure high in the bunker tee-
tered and fell from sight. An old gray
bewhiskered face. Staring and mad. And
all I can do i1s run. Away from here. To
the Liffey. By all the Iong rusting sides
ol ships. And rats nipping over the wet
gleaming cobblestones.

Balthazar B chased along the Quay,

198 chest choked with a beating heart. De-

touring from walls, shadowy cranes and
dark doorways. Heading west [or the
life and lights of the city. Past gangways
up to merchant ships. White shirted fig-
ures in the portholes. Others leaning
with lighted cigarettes looking down from
the ship’s railings. A warehouse ahead.
Keep out on the clear road. Away from
harm.

At the corner of the shed Balthazar B
gasped as he bumped into and confront-
ed a figure. OF swrange lighted eyes.
And a round suddenly smiling face, so
unsurprised.

EEcciyas

“Balthazar.”

“Beely what are you doing here, you
frightencd the lifle out of me, I was
nearly murdered a few minutes ago.”

“I am looking for sin.”

Balthazar staring at these two un-
flickering globes. Jacket askew on his
shoulders. Tie loosened Irom his col-
lar. All the strange rumors. About this
man. Who reads divinity. That Fitzdare
would never say. To find him here, As
he finds me.

“I was nearly hit on the head with a
lump of coal.”

“Dear boy. There are no rules down
here on the Quay. No rules. Do you un-
derstand. I have come lor sin. 1 know
where to find it. Come with me.”

“Beefy what do you mean.”

“Deepest most sordid sin. I have heen
to the latrines. But I am randy again. I
have other places too. Come. The deep-
est and most sordid sin purifies. I bugger
old men. I lay old ladies. Some of them
are dying when I do it.”

Balthazar looking into these burning
eyes. A tremor ol fear takes a flutiering
hold of the heart. The lips smile. A ship
hoots.

“My God Beely, I don’t know what to
say.”

“My pleasures are utterly beautiful
Balthazar. Sacred. 1 mingle my elegance
with their wretchedness. This city is
a sewer flowing with rancor and de-
composed  Hesh, rotting  through all
these streets. Disease eats out these
hearts. Bodies [ull of poison. I come with
my beauty. I bugger them. And do ap-
palling things. And I invite you to come
too.”

“I was rather planning an early eve-
ning.”

“1 shock you.”

“You terrify me out of my wits, Beefy.”

“Ah. 1 thought so. But I will intro-
duce you slowly to the pleasurings. Very
slowly. You will thank me. When you
get into the grisliness. That you can sa-
vor such things as I can show you. The
sin. I love the sin. That's what 1 most
desite. You look so left out of it all
Balthazar.”

“Would you care to come back to my

rooms with me and have some cocoa
Beely.”

Along the Liffey quays this night,
puddles of water on the cobblestoned
street. Lonely lamplights. Goal dust and
barrels, crates and bundles of wire.
Great shadow of the gas tank rearing in
the sky. A whiff and sniff and smell of
pine timber. Beefy reaching up his arm
to put a hand on Balthazar’s shoulder.
To look with easy warm eves on this
pale blond apprehensive lace.

“Balthazar, my dear man. I am most
awlully sorry. I could not resist to shock
you. Do you know you are a most hand-
some fellow. You are in fact very beauti-
ful. Your beauty would lend so well 1o
my planned defilement. Look at you.
I've never seen anything like your saint-
liness. Have you been seeing Miss
Fitzdare.”

“I had lunch with Miss Fitzdare and
her aunt and uncle.”

“O my God how charming. Did you
sit poised on the setiee.”

ey

“Did Miss Fitzdare tinkle the wires of
her harpsichord.”

R

“I knew it. For joy. I knew it. She is a
lovely creature. But think what wonder-
ful defilement you could lend your spirit
to tonight. Sunday. Afier all the prayers
are said. But T think it's so splendid.
You and Fitzdare. It crucifies me, your
blond and her black beauty. O my
God.”

“Please come and have cocoa, Beefy.’

Wild shadows against a sky faintly
purple. Clouds rolling with moonlit
edges. The blast of a ship’s whistle. A
hawser splashing in the water. Up in the
crystal night the ship’s red light. Trem-
bling engines as the great black shadow
moves out on the flowing river.

“Ah but I must go. Upon my appoint-
ed rounds.”

“I have aeam to go on top ol the
cocon.”

“I must not be distracted from my
mission. Sinful desire consumes me. The
most malodorous and desecrated dehile-
ment is waiting. Only fifteen steps away.
Come. Please. Just along here. Let me
show you. You see nothing. But wait.
We go now up into this doorway. It
will amaze you. You will thrill to this
creature.”

An opening broken door up wide
greasy granite steps. A stench of death.
The choking wail and sob of a child. A
lurking face. A girl. Half her face in the
light. A tiny bow of ribbon tied in her
hair. Her hands cdutching a broken
black shiny bag.

“Ah Balthazar this is my queen. She
waits for me here. Her name is Rebecca.
Isn’t she beautiful. But she does not
think so herself. But Rebecca, you are.”

“Go on now I'm not.”

“Rebecca, I want you to meet my
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friend. He is beautiful woo, isn’t he.”

“Ah he is.”

“But it is I who have a horn on me
this evil night. Rebecca you have the
most splendid eves to gaze upon this
horn of mine.”

“O go on with you I think you're
crazy.”

“And you have limbs. Fine hmbs. I
could eat up your white beauty Rebecca
you know that I could, don’t you. Wait
Balthazar, don’t go. You must not leave.
Rebecca will fetch her sister for you.”

“Ah sure you've got the gentleman
upset, can’t you see he's upser.”

“Balthazar you're not upset. I would
never want that. Isn’t it marvelous here.”

“I think I must go Beely.”

“Come. With us. Rebecca too will
come. And so will her sister. We'll go
over the fence at the back gate. Even
though needs be a spear up the rear.
And I will take Rebecca and her sister
to my rooms. We will all like it there.
Come now, Rebecca. Let us get your
sister. And I beg you Balthazar don’t
desert me now.”

Their feet sounding up the broken
stairs. Past a great tall window on the
anding, its frame buckled. string and
bits of rag blowing in the breezes. A
three legped dog hobbling down between
their legs. Bits ol bicvcles and broken
prams along a wall. The dim slits of light
under doors. Where dark Dublin lies
sleeping.

On the auic Landing Rebecca pushed
through a door into a great darkened
room. Rags and bones and suitcase
corner, hunks of plaster hanging [rom
the ceiling. A man sitting hunched for-
ward on a chair staring silently into the
red dying embers of a fire who slowly
turns a head to nod at Beely and Beefy
nodding a smile to Balthazar.

A table covered in newspaper, cups
and crusts of bread. By a red candle
burning on a cardboard altar near a
window a thin dark girl sits huddled
reading in the flickering light. Rebecca
whispers in her ear. And they both look
at seven heads sticking from the covers
of a great mattress on the floor. The
dark girl steps behind a torn curtain and
emerges with a handbag. Pulling a
sweater over her shoulders as she turns
toward the sleeping figures under a pic-
ture of a bleeding heart encased in
thorns.

Balthazar B descended last out of this
broken gutted building, taking deep
breaths as they walked under a black
railway trestle toward Trinity down an
empty desolate lane. By locked up shops
and closed pubs. Along Fenian Street
taken that night with Beely when 1 first
met Fitzdare. The heads of death lurk
in all the black skulls of houses. The girl

900 dark and small with beady black eyes. A

gold cross upon her threat. Blue dress,
blue sweater, her elbows poking out the
sleeves. And T feel so berelt of Fitzdare.
So alien to this wisp of girl.

“What's your name.”

“My name is Breda. What is your
name.”

“My name is Balthazar.”

“Are you a student.”

“Yes. What are you.”

“I work in a pub out toward Howth.
I'm a barmaid. I'm not her sister. She
enjoys a lie. I come Irom Cavan. I was
just into Dublin to help take care of her
little brothers and sisters. She's the old-
est, she’s twenty three. Her mother died
three months ago. I know ol your
Iriend. He's been good to her family but
he’s a holy terror in other ways. You
don't look the sort as would be down
the Quays associating with strange wom-
en. Are you afraid of me."”

“No.”

“You won't say much. 1 don’t mind.
You're English, that's the way you all
are. Never say what’s on your mind.
How will he ever get us over that big
fence.”

Beely high up balanced between the
fence spears. A hand held down to Re-
becca. She reached up, one foot on
Balthazar's shoulder. Beely with a great
grunt and heave lifted her and their
hands parted to drop her back down
again into the arms ol Balthazar. As
Beely lowered himsell into Trinity and
grinned through the lence bars.

“Come now.”

“Ah no. I'm not climbing up that
again.”

“You must make her Balthazar, grab
her arm and rtwise ir”

“Ah you're not to twist me arm.”

“Chuck her in the gutter Balthazar,
this 15 no time for niceties.”

“I'll give him one in the jewels if he
does.”

“We must get them over Balthazar.
Put them through the most amazing an-
tics you have ever seen. Herve let’s try to
squeeze them between the bars.”

“Beely the porter's lodge is just there.
We'll be seen.”

“You'll squeeze neither of us between
the bars I'm telling you.”

“Just look at them. The two of them.
Think of the defilement.”

“Come on DBreda, let's go on out of
this now."”

“Stop them Balthazar, stop them, I'm
coming over. We must never let the two
beauties go. It will be as splendid as
running wild through a hospital of in-
curables. Get them back.”

Balthazar stood and watched Beely
chase the girls down Lincoln Pliace into
Westland Row. Where they have an
Academy of Music and where Miss
Fitzdare may have learned the harpsi-

chord. They returned hand in hand in
the darkness. Beely's eyes coming near,
alight with pleasure. So strange he
treats them with such soft grace. Be-
tween the threats of violence. So bril-
liant in scholarship. So fearless at sport.

“I have it Balthazar. I have it. We
shall enter by taxi. It is all agreed.
Grandly through the front gates. Under
the noses of porters. And be in my
rooms in Botany Bay in due course and
defilement.”

In the shadows of Wicklow Street just
past a window display of spring fashions
in Switzers a taxi was loaded with the
women. A white five pound note passed
by Beely to the taxi man. The girls
covered in a rug squeezed down be-
tween the knees of the gentlemen. Beely
handed his silver flask to Balthazar to
take brandy at this delicate moment.
Poised for fluent entrance without the
flicker of a lid, or murmur ol lie. To
present at the great wooden gates. And
salely pass.

The wixi proceeding around these
bleak corners of commerce. Down this
incline  between pubs and  banking
houses. And out on the broad stretch ol
Dame Street. Leads west toward the At-
lantic. East to the black high arched por-
tal ol this ancient seat ol learning. The
massive gray pillars and porches ol the
Bank ol Ireland. The taxi heading across
the tram tracks. Over a bump. Under
that blue gold clock high above. And
Beely 15 giggling as Rebecca’s head is
rather burrowing where it shouldn’t be.

“Stop it Rebecca. This is a tender mo-
ment when one's countenance must
wear a bland look of ecclesiastic purity.
Demanding of a salute from those who
serve.”

Beely rearing in his seat cyes wid-
ening in horror as the taxi lails to de-
crease speed. And slams to a stop against
the wooden barricade. Two porters come
out. Slowly inspecting the dent in the
timber they come to the window and
peer at a motionless Beely. They go to
pull up the iron pins and lilt back the
main door. We move lorward. Porters
lean over ever so slightly. Beely nods.
They touch their caps. And now we
trundle across the cobblestones.

“By God we've done it Balthazar. By
God we've done as nice a piece of ele-
mental underhandedness as could be ex-
pected in a vehicle which should not be
allowed out on the roads. Just lie low
now girls until big uncle Beely gets you
safely into his randy quarters. Who's lor
brandy. Ah Balthazar. You know I'm
enjoying your company. You give me a
sense ol destiny. I rather mean to say
my character is all shot to hell. I'm skid-
ding along now on infamy. Heading for
my holy orders. With my trusiees scream-
ing. My granny stonyhearted. My vile
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despicable propensities raging. OI course
I shall take my holy orders. But not
before I've had my fill of the diabolical.”

“Beely T don’t like the look ol things.
I have a strange feeling we got by the
porters too easily. Can’t we have cocoa
and go out again.”

“Balthazar you are an awfully polite
man you know. But not one for filling in
the silences in conversation, are you. Taxi
man, apply your brakes now, that door-
way right there. Get close in. That's a
good man.”

Beefy debarking with rug. Holding it
aloft between car door and the dark
stony entrance. To let the damsels dis-
creetly pass. Into chill darkness and move
up three landings guiding with hands on
the smooth banisters and creaking stairs.
Beely whispering close.

“Ah Balthazar aren’t you excited to-
night. With these two lasses. You can
engage in any prodlivity you fancy.”

“I heard what you said and don’t be
thinking I don’t know all them big
words mean the same thing."”

“I love you Rebecca. I love you.”

“You love yourself.”

“You see Balthazar these girls are
clever. Far above the ordinary. You
know, this isn't a time to bring this up,
but I rather funked it in the military.
Could never organize an assault. Would
say to the chaps. This is your captain
speaking, can you hear me chappies,
there are the buggers bevond the ridge,
let them have it by God, mortar them
good and proper. Forsooth I set off a
barrage to give them what for beyond
the ridge. After the preliminary soften-
ing up I told the chappies to rush them.
I put my umbrella up to march out set-
ting a good example, through the rain of
shells. Men didn’t like it at all. Thought
I was putting on the dog. But the ene-
my were so stunned to see me marching
at them under my snakeskin handled
umbrella that they ceased firing. Just as
well. The unhappy thing was, I was at-
tacking my own men. I was an absolute-
ly dead loss at war. Soon as they got rid
of me they started winning like mad.
But you know, let me say confidentially,
I tried to soldier well. Even now when 1
pass Horse Guards’ Parade in London,
hear the band, the crunch of heels on the
gravel, a reverberation goes through me
and I thrill to an instant erection. 1
mean some chaps express their loyalties
in other ways. But thar little signal, that
pure salute. One's private little pole,
Standing outright and quivering. Has
always made me feel that my love of
regiment, my loyalty to the Monarch,
was a swelling splendor of heartlelt sal-
utation. Wait girls, for your captain.
This fearful trip is not yet done. Until
we are safely inside.”

Beefy opening the door. Ushering in

his guests. He goes [rom room 1o room
announcing an all clear and switching
on a light. Breda staring around this
booklined room. Hung with risqué tap-
estries and silver ornaments. Crossed
sabers over the mantel. Four shotguns
locked against a wall. A great carpet
woven with the facial and saucy aspects
of a Persian gentleman in all expressions
[rom sidness to outright laughter. In
every nook and cranny, erystal splendors,
Bound volumes. Ecclesiastical Policy. Eu-
charistic Faith and Practice. A Short His-
tory of the Doctrine of the Atonement.

“That woman there on the wall is my
granny. Who has made much of what
you see here possible. Often 1 kneel of
an evening, light a candle and look up
to her and pray my thanks. She is as
flinthearted as she looks. But do help
yourselves to the bowl ol raisins one and
all. And allow me to pour. Rebecca,
whiskey.”

“Ah you're a cod. Sure this place is
like one of them black gentlemen have.™

“I have my dear woman not been
blessed by a dark complexion but I am
a man of the divinity, do not forget that.
Must satisfy the Archbishop King's Pro-
fessor that I am an habitual communi-
cant of the Church of Ireland. Do not
forget that before ordaining a candidate
for the ministry vou must have your
medical certificate of health. Leave no
doubt as to physical soundness in the
performance of ministerial duties. There
Rebecca read that tome, The Problem
of the Pastoral Epistles.”

“What would I want with such prot-
estant rubbish. Sure youw’ll burn to a
crisp in hell, you will.”

“Ah Rebecca you take the pope to
heart. Did you know he was a share-
holder in your breweries.”

“What kind of talk is thac.”

“Ah Rebecca, Rome is finished as a
power. The pope is in voluntary Liquida-
tion and is making for Zurich but I
thirst for a glance of your naked person,
your fleshy realizable assets.”

“You'll roast lor centuries.”

“But tonight let us not be squeamish.
Blessed is the man who puts his pole
into the ungodly and spits mighty
spurts. O God I'm so painfully horny.
Step lightly forward now in a rhythmic
manner my dear. OIf with your gar-
ments. Let us have some balletic exper-
tise.”

“I will in a tinker's tit, in front of
evervone.”

“Ah no vile language here, girl. Brit-
ish territorial prerogatives prevail within
these Trinity walls. Be not base low
mean and shabby. Strip off.”

“Will you listen to him. Strip off he
says.”

“Ah Rebecca can’t you see I'm agog

for your nude form. Breathlessly impa-
tient for visiting vile humiliations upon
you. Blessed are they who lay down
their garments one by one in a manner
of teasing dalliance for they will have a
pole of plenty eight miles up them. In
due ruddy course. Of course.”

“You're a Presbyterian.”

“Ah you've uttered the one thing that
provokes me Rebecca and calls for, of
course, rape. I must rape you. Don't try
to struggle it will be useless.”

“Sure I can scream the bricks down
of this building.”

“We must employ the gags. Can't
have outcry when Beely is scintillating
through his magic mire of shame. Just
here inside this cabinet, here we are, the
gags, the silk pajama cords. For trussing
up. For the vile proddings.”

Balthazar hands joined entwined, his
back pressing against a series of vol-
umes in the bookcase, A Theological
Introduction and Texts to Religious Ex-
perience and Divine Diverticula. Breda
looking [rom face to face. Beely drop-
ping his trousers. Rebecca pulling off her
dress. Not to know what was funny or
what was sad. Or what was rape and
what was mad. But only to tremble in
terror. Visions ol porters and authorities
marching 40 abreast across Front Square.
Crowbars held high. For breaking and
entering. Hangman’s nooses for stretch-
ing throats. And to dangle, one’s uni-
versity career at a dismal end.

Beely raging with considerable nudity
holding up his silk pajama cords. Breda
covering her eyes with well spaced
fingers. Rebecca in a wild peal of
laughter seizing this unforgettable in-
strument asway upon Beefy's chunky
person. As I good heavens, feel con-
strained to look out the window. And
Breda gasps.

*“Ah God I've never seen the likes of a
thing like that before. It’s as big as a
donkey’s. Sure your man is a mule.”

“Good God your toenails Rebecca,
need cutting, I'll report you to the Soci-
ety of Chiropodists. Ah but otherwise,
isn't she my Rebecca, the most splendid
creature. Pirouette my dear. Ah that
raised some fine points. Of divinity if
not law. But were losing the sense of
rape here. Cringe back a little my dear.
If the Provost could only sce us. Keep-
ing up the fine traditions of the college.
Numini et patrize asto. And now. For
rape.”

Beely charging across the floor. Hands
raised in a pose horrid and menacing.
Pajama cords draped in a priestly man-
ner about his neck. Seizing Rebecca by
the wrists, her legs buckling beneath
her as a smile broke across her face and
langhter trembled her knees.

“Rebecea you're ruining this deadly
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serious act. I am about to rape you. This
won't do.”

Rebecca doubling up with her hands
held across her belly. Beefv bent pulling
them apart. Shaking her into resistant
action. As she went limp on the floor.
Breda wide eyed and pushing back her
sweater sleeves.

“You're getting awflully dusty Rebec-
ca. It's not fair of vou to behave this
way. Resist. For God's sake. O dear
what can 1 do, my charm melts all
hearts, and evervone, men women and
children open their legs to me. Into the
bedroom. Rebecca. 1 will lash you to the
bed. And in my best secular manner 1
will have at you like a beast bounding
straight out of the Bible, Numini et
patria¢ asto. And don’t spare the ju-
Jubes.””

Balthazar swallowing constant lumps
ol air. Wiping his brow with handker-
chiel. The crumpled giggling figure of
Rebecca carried into the bedroom. Jubi-
lant jouncing coming out the half open
door. To reach and pass the bowl of rai-
sins across to Breda. To select of these
dried grapes.

“What was that he was saying in that
funny language.”

“I stand on the side of God and my
country.”

“Sure in the condition he’s in what
God or country would have him.”

“Would you have tea il T can find the
kettle and leaves.”

“Aren’t you about to try anything
with me.”

“No."

“I'll have a cup then if you're making
one. Can you tell me il vour friend is
completely round the bhend.”

“He’s the most brilliant brain of the
university."

“Is that a fact. Well if you ever knew
what was on another person’s mind you
wouldn’t know what to put on your own
at all. He's one for devilment.”

The door crashing open. Beely, trou-
sers down around his ankles, shuffling
and hobbling in his socks. His private
signal tied with & bow of pajama cord
waving in circumcised salute. poking out
bevond the floating tails of his shirt.
Breda shrinking back from this bullish
grinning ruddy face.

“Balthazar. Where are you. See for
vourself. Rebecca trussed up. Ready to
give treats. My dear girl show some
shame, how dare you stare at my instru-
ment in that manner. We shall rape Re-
becca. Then it shall be vour turn. While
vou rape Rebecca Balthazar 1 shall truss
this truculent lass 1o the other bed. And
by God we'll rape vou.”

“I'm making tea for us, Beely.”

“0 my gawd. You'd let such opportu-
nities as I've prepared slip. For the sake
of Empire dear man. For Monarch. We

opa must on with the felony. You lass you're

next, make no mistake about that.”

“I'm not with you I'm with your
friend here who's a well behaved gentle-
man.”

“Stop. Do I sense here the shirty and
utterly shabby nuance ol criminal im-
pertinence, And take vour eyes off my
instrument this instant.”

“Sure it's not my lault if it's there put
in Iront of me eyes.”

“You are a saucy lass. I'm putting you
down in my notebook. Needy of correc-
tive measures.”

“You fancy yourself. Standing around
like that. You should be ashamed of
voursell.”

Beely. eves so brown ablaze with joc-
ular evil, moving lorward toward Breda.
As she rose from her chair and slow-
ly stepped backward around the room.
Past the shotguns. past foils stuck in an
umbrella stand. Till she fell on the brass
studded gleaming leather couch. Beefy's
great instrument pressing at Breda's face
as she waved 1t away. Balthazar seratch-
ing his head in the scullery doorway.
This can’t. be college. An evening such
as this. A hidden world never seen be-
fore. Until you think that this is the way
it must really be. The carefree frolics of
undergraduate years. That we grow up to
live in steadier and sterner wavs. Look
back and say I was a naughty fellow in my
younger days.

“Come my dear girl, it’s as hard as a
baby avocado, don't push it away, it
likes you. Give the boy a treat.”

“I will in me witless ways. Go on he-
fore I give you a bite of your balls and
they’ll be through bouncing anymore I
can tell you.”

“Blessed my dear are the nonviolent
girls wlo blow. A sound from this horn
delivereth me up to the heights of ecsta-
sy. With such elevation I could spit on
Mars. The explosive grandeur of tickling
your tonsils would make this poor boy
so happy. And also clear your complex-
ion ol any blotches.”

“You'll get away with that thing or I'll
clout you with the back of me hand.
Youre out of your mind.”

As Beely disappears to the bedroom.,
A sound. A sharp crack. Balthazar turn-
ing to look back in the scullery, The
steaming spout of the kettle aimed
against the window. The parted white
and blue checked curtains. A busted
piane ol glass. Misted and streaked. To
touch where it split and look out into
the thickets of the new leaves. Some-
thing strange up in the tree. Strain one's
eves 1o see. A shadow entwined about a
bough. And down there. O my God.
Passing by the shed of cyces and mo-
torbikes. A lantern swinging. Spreading
light across the hard gray ground. Three
figures approaching this way. One in
dressing gown and slippers between two

porters. They stop. They look up at this
window.

“Beely Beefy.”

“I'm lingering. In the most spooky
pleasuring.”

“The Proctor. Coming.”

“Nearly.”

“0O God. T mean it Beefy."”

“Nonsense. I'm in elemental ecstasy.”

“Please Beely.”

“Dear boy how can vou. how can
you, call, o my goodness, at such a time,
o Lord that's nice, awfully nice. Tell my
trustees of vour trouble. They deal with
all my debts and wribulations. So that 1
may pursue without hinder. Divinity,
first ranking of the professions. Followed
sadly by law., medicine and literature.
The rear taken up by science and music.
First you get baptized, grow up and get
sued. Life goes on till they saw off your
leg. If vou survive you can read a good
book. My advice in lile is to proceed in
a blaze of contradictory remarks, and
send one's trustees each year a valen-
tine. Rome is finished as a power. The
ecclesiastical tom tom says so. Church
of Ireland is taking over everywhere.
We are winning souls left right and
evil. Right down the coast to Greysiones.
And doing awlully well in Dalkey. We
must kick the indulgences and plastic
relics out of this isle. Give them a nine
first Fridays of my Lutheran horn up
the hole instead. Tear back the cam-
ouflage of emerald purity. Thou art
Beefy and upon your arse I shall build
my bank. No one gives a damn about the
organic unity of Christ. Or the ccclesias-
tical jurisdiction. Rebecca, darling. the
cardboard crucifixion is crumbling.”

“You're mental.”

Balthazar at the open crack of the
door. As the gospel according to Beefy
drones on. One's two hands held nghtly
together. If not altogether wringing.
Certainly drained of blood. To tiptoe
into someone else’s intimacy.

“Beefy, 1 think this is urgent, can you
hear me.”

“Singlehandedly I shall bring down
Rome. Rebecca. Severe ideas are called
for. Ukase. Deliver up delinquent atti-
tudes. Papists will cower. Liberty loving
protestants will march elbowing harlots
out of the way, on to Bellast. Very mili-
tant. The Divine Founder will scream
out the Coptic Rite and screw the east-
ern schisms.”

“You're mental.”

“Beely they're coming. The porters.”

“Really Balthazar. Can’t vou hear I'm
in the middle of myv outloud meditation.
Kicking evil little bugs out of the con-
science. Alter one has defiled numerous
orphans., widows and motor mechanics.
My God what did you say.”

“I said the porters are coming.”

“Pull that sash cord. That’s the general
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alarm. Quickly Rebecca up. Keep all
mouths closed and fast come with me,
Gather up your garments. Into the scul-
lery. No time [or moderation. One
grasps at a moral morsel and sinks
promptly in a vast sea of human betray-
al. And new rattings from every side.
One sings loudly protestant praises. And
porters get it into their heads to do their
duty. No panic, quite safe. This way
through the dust. Old Beely knows how
to disport. And retreat with a gusto un-
known to modern man. Just when 1 was
going to ask you to take down your
trousers, Balthazar, and present your
particulars to the pleasurings. God I'm
going to soon show my age beyond my
vears. I'm such a young vital chappie.
This way. Girls obey now to the letter.
Not a murmur. Just do as you are
told. And the whole misunderstanding
will pass shortly. Been a slight breach of
security. Soon patch it up. Keep an eye
out Balthazar.”

Beely pulling on underwear with one
hand, leading his two female guests

with the other. Into the scullery. A
scrabbling and scuffling. A banging. On
the door. Beefy putting his finger to his
lips for silence, as he tiptoes back into
the drawing room. And across to his
bedroom. Emerging again in dressing
gown. Locking the bedroom door. Drop-
ping his key into the pocket of a long
flowing black silk robe. Satiny slippers
embellished with gold threaded crossed
cues on his leet. And he looks down
upon his person and smiles at the ashen
[aced Balthazar.

“Believe in me. Trust in me. I'll do all
the talking. Make believe vou are mere-
ly playing bezique at vour London club.
And the world lies around you sublime,
See, I'm in my billiard slippers, means
we are quite sale. You mustn’t shake like
that Balthazar. I've been through this
before. Just a very ordinary nightmare.
Shush. Now. Wait. They are at the
door. Listening. O very crafty. But what
they hear is silence. We are engrossed
in a tutorial.”

Three loud knocks on the door. Bal-
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“Actually, I just keep him to meet girls.”

thazar taking one deep breath after an-
other. Beefy lighting up a large cigar.
His eyes blinking in the smoke, slowly
taking tomes [rom his shelves and open-
ing them out on the table. All seems
somehow to have happened belore.
Three more bangs on the door. And
Beely was on top of that girl. As her
legs wagged in the awr. A bare arse
pumping up and down during his aca-
demic career. Of devious divinity. One
must turn a blind cye to sacrilege. Uncle
Edouard said it was always wise to kick
up a disturbing row if one were tappea
unwarningly upon the shoulder. Three
more loud bangs. A voice of authority.

“Open up this door.”

Beely tiptoeing around in a circle, rais-
ing his eyebrows up and down with
each step. His elegant nerve. When I
should be content somewhere in Siberia
now. Or strolling the afternoon by ice
age moraines in the countryside. Trac-
ing fossil ferns with a light thrilling
finger. And the warm voice of Fitzdare.
O Lord.

“Open up. I know you have women
in there. I am not going to stand out
here in the cold all night. If this door is
not opened presently, 1 shall have the
clerk of works summoned to knock it
down.”

Beely advancing close to the door.
Listening. Taking a great long puff on
his cigar. Shaking his head slowly up
and down. Two squash rackets leaning
near the door. Beely taking one in hand
and sweeping it in a strong forehand
volley. As three more knocks land.

“Now please, be sensible in there and
don’t make this occasion more unpleas-
ant than it already is.”

Beely smiling. Feinting deeply with a
Hexed right knee. A blurring  back-
handed cross court three sided killing
shot administered with a swish of breeze.
And a gracelully slow follow through.
While I tremble. With no way out. Save
a window plummeting down three floors.
With two broken legs one could not run.
But better to stand by the window. Just
in case. To look down. And see if it gets
any ncarer. Seemed so certain we were
undetecied through the front gate. My
reputation ol the rape of Donnybrook
following after me. My God what is that
out there in the tree.

“Beely. come, look.”

Beely peering out into the night. The
branches of the necarby tree. The tan-
gled snaky boughs. Beefy taking his ci-
gar out of his mouth. His eyes cold.

“That wretch. Out there spying in the
tree. Betraying us. Thinks he's going to
delight in our apprehension. The jealous
Greek scholar, the bogman Muggins.
He's laughing. By God wait till T get my
hands on him.”

“Beefy open the door please. They're
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PLAYBOY

beginning to use force.”

“An innocent man is never in a hurry
Balthazar.”

“But were not innocent.”

“In spirit and heart, yes. We are.
That’s why T wear this look of perma-
nent bewilderment. Whoops, yes, that
was rather a loud bang. Thought they
might give up.”

“I know you have women in there. I
will not ask again that this door be
opened. I am not going to stand out
here all night.”

Beely advancing to the door. Draw-
ing back the bolts. One high one low.
Lifting his eyebrows as he turned the
lock and pulled open the big black door.
The Proctor in a brown ankle length
bathrobe. Designed perhaps for such
evening missions. Pair of red skiing
socks and scuffed pair of leather slip-
pers. A sky blue scarl wrapped high up
round his throat and Howing over a
shoulder. Rowed stroke or bow or some-
thing for Cambridge. A year when Ox-
ford sank with all hands in the river.
These two small porters look from under
their blue bulging hard hats. Peering
out from the college secrets piled up
over the years. And one steps forward to
put his lantern atop the turf cupboard.

“All right Beefy, where are the
women."

“Sir, women.”

“Yes, the women., Don’t play games
with me. Where are the women. 1 want
this over without delay. You may as well
come clean. Where are they.”

“Sir, you do know I'm reading divin-
iy.”

“I should not attempt, if I were you,
to start clouding the issue. Which is
quite grave.”

“Sir I'm afraid I don’t have the faint-
est idea what you're talking about. With
all respect, really sir. 1 do not.”

“Don’t try my patience.”

“Honestly, Balthazar B here. Why we
came back this evening to college, hav-
ing missed vespers and taken a walk
about Stephen’s Green, and we set about
slogging. Quite above board. Books there
on the table. Mr. B's Littlego exam.
Latin is giving him a good bit of trouble.
Thought it would polish him up nicely
if I took him through some of t

“That's quite enough. I'm not going
to stand here all night listening to your
explanations. Either you admit now to
the women or I shall go into that room
and expose them myself. As distasteful
as that may be. But you've only yourself
to blamne if this cannot be dealt with in
a civil manner. I have not got all night.
Come on. Don't trifte with me longer. I
see, Very well. Let us have that door

g08 there opened.”

A nod from the Proctor. A pointing
finger raised. To these dark uniformed
porters in their peaked hunting hats.
Who step forward. Across this ornamen-
taled tapestried room. They turn the
knob and push shoulders against the
locked door.

“All right, Beefy, the key. Let us have
the key.”

“Sir, what key.”

“The key Beefy.”

“Sir as you know.”

“I know nothing except this is most
tiresome, Give me that key.”

“Upon my word, sir, one has desper-
ately been pursuing the doctrine of
atonement, Christian ethics.”

“You are really bringing me to the
end of my endurance. I can see this lit-
tle evening has all the appearances of a
tutorial.”

“Fructu non foliis arborem aestima,
Sitee

“Do not Latin me. There’s quite
sufficient fruit to be seen and judged
here.”

“Sir I think you should look out the
window in the tree outside.”

This tall handsome man, waves of
quietly graying hair across his head.
One hand tightly holding the wrist of
the other. Stealing a frowning glance at
the green ecclesiastic tomes. As he steps
forward,

“Beefy I'm warning you, either you
produce these ladies instantly or some-
thing much worse will happen to you
than you think will happen.”

“Sir upon my crossed squash rackets 1
swear and with all due respect, you are
barking up the wrong tulip tree. I mean
really, how can I otherwise consider
that you are not, without malice per-
haps, but persistently, making uninten-
tional slanderous accusations here. In
front of witnesses.”

“Are you daring to try me. Are you.”

“Sir there is no need to shout.”

“You do try me.”

“No sir. I am distinctly not doing.
Nor trying.”

“All right break down that door.”

“Please sir no.”

“Break it in,”

“O sir, you really shouldn’t. This is
awful.”

“Quite.”

The two porters taking up positions.
A signal and the dark shoulders crashed
upon the door. A groan and raised eye-
brows as the black portal relused to
budge. A stepping back of three paces,
another onslaught. Beefy covering his
eyes. A splintering. Two panels cracked
through. One porter down. Holding his
shoulder in pain,

“Sir please, allow me, I can’t bear to
watch anymore. I've got the key here.

I'll open the door. It’s the principle of
the thing. It really is. Not to be be-
lieved. To have had a command in a
regiment with which, sir, I know you
are acquainted. There. It's open. Get
them. Eighty ladies. Twenty of them
dusky. Before they get out the window.”

The two porters rushing into the
room. Pulling back the deep blue satin
window drapes. Opening the clothing
cupboard. Tearing blankets from the
bed. Beefy giving a nervous start as
something clatters on the floor. The
pushing aside of stacks of rowels and
shirts. And finally standing hesitating
over a great iron deedbox. Room
enough for two well packed midgets.
The Proctor thin lipped, white faced.
Stepping forward. DPointing with a
finger,

“Open up that box."”

“Sir, that is confidential.”

“I said open it.”

“Sir you have no warrant.”

“l can tell you Beefy, that my anger
shall be sufficient warrant at this mo-
ment.”

“But sir there is no room for ladies in
there. Not nice ladies anyway.”

The porters triumphantly holding up
the foot long key fallen from the bed-
covers. Smiles as they plunge it into the
top ol the great box. Four hands turning
it. A chick inside. Lifting the heavy hid
open, propping it back. The great lock-
ing tecth round the lid rim. And the
porters standing staring silently down.

“Yes, what is it.”

“1 don’t know sir. It must be thou-
sands and thousands.”

“Thousands ol what.”

“Pounds sir. Five pound notes. Hun-
dreds of them.”

“O dear. I'm not ready for more
jokes.”

“It's not joking sir. See for yourself.”

“Good Lord. What's the meaning of
this Beefy.”

“Nothing is the meaning of it sir,
except that you have searched my apart-
ments, opened my confidential strong-
box and failed to find any crumpet, Hulf
or frill””

“How did this come to be here. All
this money.”

“I put it there sir.”

“Are you completely out of your
senses. You have no right to keep mon-
ey in this quantity in a college room.”

Beefy crossing to close down the
great iron lid with a crunching bang.
Turning the huge key. Lifting it out
again and slipping the iron circle over
his wrist. Making an about face. A clat-
ter of slipper. A slow march back to the
sitting room. Plumping into his leather
sofa, Beefy crossed his carrot haired legs
and opened a tome across his lap. Book
One of Aristotle’s Nicomachean Ethics,



Balthazar B rellecting apostate, down-
hearted and sad, raising his chin mo-
mentarily as the Proctor stepped back
into the sitting room.

“Stand up Beefy.”

“Sorry sir, just keeping up with my
ethics.”

“This is not over yet.”

“0,"

“I will get to the bottom of this.
Meanwhile that money is to be put
properly where it belongs, in a bank."”

“I don’t trust banks sir.”

“I don't care whom you trust, Get

that money out of here. Who is your
tutor.”

“Professor Elegant sir,”

“And yours, Mr. B.”

“Professor Elegant sir.”

“Professor Elegant has his work cut
out. Be at my office tomorrow at three
o’clock, both of you.”

“Sir are you going.”

“What I do is not of your concern.”

“I just thought sir that you should
know therc is something awfully strange
out there up in a tree. If you look out
the window sir.”

The Proctor pushing apart the drapes.
Peering out into the night. Taking a
torch from under arm and shining it out
the window. Turning back to these two
attending porters awaiting their further
instruction. To keep the college clear of
misdemeanor. To track down abductors.
Rout out the harborers of females laid
liberally on for riotous and indecent
behavior.

“Porters, go fetch that man out of
that tree. Who scems to find matters in

here so amusing. I should not smile ggg
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Beefy, I'm not by any means finished
with you. I am not satishied that there is
not something quite fishy here.”

Beely joylully leaping to the door. To
put to the bolts once more. And a hnger
up to his lips. At the departing sound ol
steps down the wooden stairs. To the
window now, they could sce down 1o
the foot of the tree. In the lightly de-
scending rain the Proctor and porters
waiting. In torchlight and lantern glow.
A student scrabbling down to  the
ground with long lowing hair. Brushing
bark from his person. Turning to point
up at this window. As one and all nip
back.

“That evil snooping scoundrel. Been
scrounging around me for months. One
doesn't mind his constantly shitting and
pissing out his window after dark. But
as a leech on my lile. Never.”

“Let us out of here.”

“O my God, the girls. Please stay
right where you are and don’t move till
I tell you.”

“We want to come our of here.”

"Not yet. You must lic low for just a
while longer. Ah Balthazar you are
quite a person under hre. However, be
ready, the last wribulation 1s about to un-
fold. An old college wradition. In circum-
stances such as this. They go away. For
a few minutes. And then when one is up
1o one's neck again in lewd gymnastic
indecency. They come crashing in the
door. Not nice. So we'll just sit here at the
table. Take up the tutoring where last
left. Ah here we are, a little something
on the constitution of Athens.”

The door came asunder. With splin-
tering  doorjambs and  plaster. Three
porters  pouring through. Balthazar
jumping to his feet emitting a slight
shriek. Beely relighting his cigar gone
out in the lormer [estivities. The third
porter new to matters rushing the bed-
room. Reappearing vacant faced and be-
mused. Beely blowing a large smoke
ring across the room. Which wreathed
his granny's portrait and smashed out in
wavering billows against the wall. Bal-

“When she says she loves you, yow're
a little skeptical. You don’t really trust white
people, because you're a Negro, get it?”

thazar B with his hand held against his
lower throat sat down again.

“Are you porters done. Dark beetles
ol injustice. How dare vou burst in in
this manner. Bringing plaster with you.
Causing nuisance to a man who will one
day lollow quite closely upon the heels
ol Christ. He was an awlully good walk-
er belore they tacked him up.”

“We are under orders sir.”

“Well then. New orders. Vamoose.
Take your lot out into the night. O yes,
the Provost will hear ol this. My trustees
will certainly be assembling in front of
the Bank of England over there in the
land of fair play. And by God when the
drummer begins to strike a cadence,
they will march to the Holyhead. step-
ping ol course right over Wales. Do vou
hear me. Put down that crowbar. Quite
untoward. My trustees will be on the
night boat soon and by God they will be
scribbling out writs and the like, as well
as many other beribboned documents.”

"Vcr)r well sir, very well.”

“You know I happen to be a scholar.”

‘l‘les Sil‘.“

“Ranking of the fifth rank in this col-
lege. And a gentleman of the choir.”

“We do sir know this.”

“Scholar in classics, as well as a man
who is to take holy orders. And vou
chaps break down doors and visit in-
discriminate injury to the sensibilities of
mysell and Prince B. Your Highness my
profound apologics. As vour host one
wants so much to blot out horrendous
spiritual  bruises which smite one in
one’s chambers. Quite odious.”

“We are quite sorry sir to have in-
commoded you.”

Porters departing silent and open-
mouthed. Beely examining his busted
door. Sad bolts and latches hanging,
screws  twisted out of the splintered
wood.

“Don’t you find this all terribly unre-
freshing Balthazar. Look what they've
done to my poor door. What a waste of
their broken shoulders to think they
could outwit Beely. Infantry captain ex-
traordinary. 1 think cannibalism is next
on my calendar of lusts.”

“Let us out of here.”

“Right with vou girls now.”

Beefy at the turf bin. Lilting up the
lid top. Displaying the brown piles of
turf. His hand choosing a crumbling
piece.

“Quite real. You see Balthazar. Now.
We cdose this up. And here, come
watch, undo this and we draw back a
little secret door. And the two morsels
of our delight. Good evening girls.”

In the shadows, sitting upon a low
bench. Breda and Rebecca grim laced
and unglad. Shuffling out sideways. Pitter
patter of the rain. And the wind ris-
ing. The scullery window ashake. Help-
ing the ladies back into the little game.
Beely so gallantly plays. With rules
writ. For black Dbliss. Oblique and
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naughty. Smiling he bows. This boy of
all those years ago. Whose purest voice
raised such sweet threnody to sound
across meadows blending the lightest
green with daisies and buttercups. Tak-
en by his [riendly hand through wood-
lands gently away [rom fear. He made
my Tillie well again.

“Get us out of here, I want to be
gone out ol here aliogether.”

“Girls I myself would dearly like to
be lost at this moment. Amid the gai-
cties of the London season il possible.
Alter all the recent rattings. Buggering
up the stylish sauciness 1 had so hoped
was to be our lot. And still can be.”

“I'll not be arrested in this college
vou chancer.”

“Rebecea that’s not an awfully nice
thing to say. After risking all to keep
vou safe from harm. Allow me to take
this strap [rom your tempting shoulder.”

“You're the devil himsell, you are.”

“Please. Both of you are my honored
guests. Good griel. Abandon ship. The
windows.”

A woelul crash. The door [alling flat
into Beely’s chambers. Over it tramping
three porters. A wave of dust rising, The
Proctor rigid at the disemboweled en-
trance. All triumph buried unseen in the
sad face. The sound of doors opening
on the staircase landings below. To see
what the earthquake 1s about. Windows
squeaking, and others slamming shut. A
college awake this night. For an award-
ing ol a degree. In harlotry.

“Very well. I apologize 1o both of you
young ladies. I'm sure vou've been mis-
led here. You Beely, and you Mr. B.
Attend tomorrow at three. My office. 1
shall appreciate your escorting these
voung ladies, again with my apologies,
out of the university. A taxi has been
summoned. That is all. Good night.”

A r1oll of drums beating. Cannons
fiving salvos. In a coffin two blank
parchments.  Of  ungranted  degrees.
Drawn on a gun carriage. Hools echoing
their clatter up and down Dublin
streets. Sorrowing people wave their lit-
tle flags and tap their tears. The wind
awakes and blows. Bends and Hattens
highland grass. The bagpipes play. A
purple music across the heather. Go
down to death bravely. When you go.
Neither to weep nor smile. Tomorrow
will be a yesterday when nothing mat-
tered at all. It rains tonight. This bishop
born Beely. Anointed with his own
gracious infamies. A high stepper in all
doggish demeanors. We both are led by
the scrufl of the neck. To the black long
taxi. A light lit inside. To reload the
girls. In this college square they call
Botany Bay.

Under

The wild
Hair

Of the trees.
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holes in the upper facade of the Red
Onion Saloon.

Fortunately, Aspen’s one-faceted na-
ture is at least partially redeemed by the
character of its best inns and restau-
rants. Magnificent accommodations at
the first and some of the best food in the
country at the second.

The quickest way to get a confirmed
hotel reservation in town is to dial
(803) 925-3122. This is the number for
Incons, a data-processed reservations
system that links every Aspen hotel to a
central switchboard. The caller merely
states his requirements—say, @ two-roorni
suite on the ground floor of a chalet,
with a fireplace in the living room and
use of sauna and swimming pool. All are
located within a 15-minute walk of a
ski lift and cost from $10 to S50 daily—
and, il the space is available, the opera-
tor will confirm dates and prices on the
spot. '

Condominiums—apartments rented by
private owners and managed by the
professional staff of the building—usually
ofter the most luxurious accommodations.
If you're traveling with hall a dozen
friends, this can also be the best bar-
gain; because for around 580 a day, you
can rent a threc-bedroom apartment,
carpeted in white and equipped with
cxpensive furniture and a Roman bath.
At the Aspen Alps, the Green Mountain
Suite has a tiered and carpeted floor in
the living room, built in a rising semi-
cirdle around a fireplace, so that it looks
somewhat like a small amphitheater. It's
also known as Celebrity Manor. Among
its famous guests over the years have
been Bishop Pike, Adam (Batman) West,

John Wayne, Jill St. John and Hugh
M. Helner.

At Aspen Meadows, which describes
itsell as a community rather than a ho-
tel, you can rent an cntire house—
accommodating six comfortably and very
tastefully decorated, too—for $90 a day,
which includes use of the sauna and
steam baths in the Aspen Meadows
Health Center. The Meadows is about a
five-minute drive south of Aspen, close
enough to enjoy the town’s noisicr dis-
tractions but, lor those who like to keep
such pleasures within easy reach but at
arm’s length, not too cdose. The views
are sensational and the newly renovated
Four Scasons restaurant can be depended
upon for the very best French and Amer-
ican dishes. This isn’t the big party
scene, but if you're looking lor civilized
company in an unhustled atmosphere,
it’s ideal.

The youngest and most impoverished
visitors to Aspen stay in dormitories,
where accommodations run from the
equivalent of a scedy campus boarding-
house, such as the Independence, to the
Garret, which gives you just enough
space to stretch out a slecping bag.
These are probably the most uninhib-
ited digs in town, but theyre far from
fancy and anyone over 25 tends to be
regarded with suspicion.

Much better digs and at only slightly
higher rates (around five to six dollars a
day) can be found at hostels and inns
like the Bunkhaus, Alpine Lodge, Buck-
horn and the Floradora, which once
won an award for the faithful renova-
tion of its interior. After these, there is a
Jarge jump in cost to the Aspen Inn, the

“He didn’t even notice.”

Prospector and Hearthstone House, all
of which are located cither in or close to
the center of town. I didn’t particularly
care for the Aspen Inn, which struck me
as an impersonal, sprawling collection ol
undistinguished real estate, but both the
Prospector and the Hearthstone are
warm, congenial establishments that pro-
vide a high degree of personal service.

Before booking anything, however,
get in touch with the Aspen Association
(Box 1188, Aspen, Colorado) and find
out about the discounts, most ol which
are applicable from mid-January to the
end of the season. There are also airline
packages that allow even bigger savings.

The sun goes to bed very carly in As-
pen and it’s about the only thing that
does. From four o'cdlock on, America
drinks; at least it does in this town. The
cocktail circuit might start at the Little
Nell base lodge, the Red Onion Saloon,
the Tippler or whichever place happens
to be the most popular this season. All
of the above were last winter's [avorites,
but Aspen is notoriously fickle and the
whole scene may change this coming
season. The Soaring Cork Lounge of the
Aspen Inn, for example, was dead only
a few seasons ago, but the management
revived it by bringing in a country-and-
western group; and when that palled,
they brought in a rock group. Last sea-
son, they had a foursome called the
Spice Racq. It was the best in town, but
it left at the end of the scason to seek
greater glories in Los Angeles.

At the height ol the silver boom, As-
pen was noted for its unusually civilized
food. Great and lavish banquets were
thrown by the town’s millionaires and a
tradition of good food became the rule
rather than the cxeeption. One of the
local delicacies of that period was oyster
loaf, a rectangular loal of newly baked
bread with the top crust cut off and the
inside removed. The crust and the walls
ol the loaf were baked and coated with
hot butter. Fried oysters were packed
inside with layers of sliced lemon and
dill pickle. The top was then replaced
and the loaf served hot. You may not
find that in today’s Aspen, but your pal-
ate won't be disappointed with what is
available.

At the Paragon in the old Roaring
Fork building, the menu is French and
the decor is silver-boom lush. Seven-
course dinners are served at set hours in
beautifully appointed private dining
rooms hidden behind velvet-curtained
entrances that lead oft [rom a main cor-
ridor. This is indisputably one of the
better restaurants in America, for food
and ambiance, and to miss it would be
close to sacrilege. Even a drink taken at
the bar tastes better there than else-
where.

You should also save an evening [lor
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the Clurt House, where the specialty is
terivaki steak—char-broiled beel marinat-
ed in soy sauce—served with all the
homemade bread and salad vou can eat.
Steak is. of course, a staple in Aspen;
and since the quality and quantity are
pretty much the same—good and plenty
—all over town, there’s not much point
in recommending one steakhouse over
another, although connoisseurs would
give the edge to the Chart House and
the Skier’s Chalet, where vou should try
to get a table in the small room upstairs.

There are many diversions Irom the
steak route in Aspen. There's the Gold-
en Barrel, which has sealood; the Moth-
er Lode, pasta (and a potent Irish
collee): the Wienerstube, schnitzel and
Viennese pastries: the Golden Horn, beel
fondue and Colorado wout: House of
Lum, Chinese; and Pinocchio’s, a favorite
pizza and hamburger stop at lunchtime.
Another popular rendezvous for lunch
is the Delice Pastry Shop: Everything
there, especially the soup. is delicious.
One of the poshest places in town is the
Copper Keule, which has a certain curi-
osity value. It can’t seem to mike up its
mind what sort of restaurant it is. Every
night, there’s a different title on the
menu:  “Latin Lands,”  “Eastern EFu-
rope,” “The Middle, Near and Far
East,” “The Land of the Midnight Sun”
or “An Evening ol Dining in Germany.”
Desperate times do call for desperate

914 mcasurcs, but one feels a definite sym-

EL]

pathy for the chef. whose unhappy lot it
15 to lend his talents 1o such gastronomic
schizophrenia. Still, Time magazine once
listed it among the best restaurants in
the history of Western man.

Il vou like music with vour foad, go
to Sunni¢’s Rendezvous. French food
and good jazz plaved by some [amous
names. Ruby Brafl and Ralph Sutton
were there Last winter. Av the Cork and
Crucible, there’s a wandering guitarist
and a singing waiwress, and a menu that
offers steak and Irog's legs. The Crystal
Palace has singing bus boys and wait-
resses who perform boisterous bits and
numbers from Broadway shows between
servings of steamed crab and roast beel,

There are no dud night spots in Aspen
—at least I've never lound any. A skiing
caowd could wrn a morgue into a
party room. In Aspen, they enjoy them-
selves wherever they go. whether it's a
country-and-western  joint like the T-
Lazy 7, a disco like Galena Street East
or an alternoon music lounge like the
Twig. The Tippler is also an early
cocktail spot. but the music and dancing
continue until two in the morning. The
Red Onion goes in for polka bands and
vocal groups (last year, they had the
Kirby Stone Four), while the Woodland-
er has a bar and dance floor upstairs
with pool tables and a fireplace in the
lower-level game room,

While you're in Aspen, get the best
paper in town. The Aspen Times. It tuns

an up-to-the-minute guide to night lile,
movie performances, skiing conditions
and special events, and it’s also a lively
source of local gossip.

Quite a long way from Aspen, in
terms of both character and distance. is
Vail, an astonishing, rococo creation of
alleged Twvrolean-Swiss flavor that was
built six years ago in a lhigh valley ap-
proximately midway by car between
Denver and Aspen. The drive from ci-
ther point takes about three hours. The
nearest airport to Vail is Eagle. 35 miles
to the west, and scheduled Hights oper-
ate daily from Denver.

Vail is what its hardworking PR
people call a total resort. It has every
variety of accommodation. from small
dormitory to luxury chalet. There are
stores, restaurants, night clubs, a theater
and a clutch of heaed swimming pools.
AMrs. Jacqueline Kennedy skied at Vil
with her children last year and John
Murchison, the Texas oilman, owns a
house there.

1t’s more of a family resort than As-
pen; and though Vail has a ptf('uli;lr, if
contrived, charm and is equipped with
all the essentials lor alterski fun and
games, it lacks the gutsiness one finds in
Aspen. This is probably an intentional
omission. since Vail prides iwsell on its
orderly cleanliness, while Aspen is more
concerned with laying on a good time.
Vail has No rarkinG signs tacked up on
every other wall, whereas :\!ill’(‘llil(‘b
park their cars wherever they happen to
stop; and where Aspen’s feeling is that
of a genuine town, Vail tends o resem-
ble a movie sct.

But il Vail isn't the most swinging
resort in the Rodkies, its mountains
present some of the stiffest challenges,
as well as o variety of terrain. The
skiing is [antastic and that’s why people
go there. There's hard-pack and deep
powder snow, the runs range in length
from one to six miles (Aspen’s longest is
two) and there is mile upon mile of
untracked snow and huge, treeless bowls
facing the sun. Between them, the bell
gondola hift, two Poma lilts and six
double chair Lifts carry nearly 8500 skiers
an hour; and because some ol the best
trails and slopes lace north, it's some-
times possible at Vail to ski in June.

Altogether, Colorade has more than
1000 peaks two miles high. They in-
clude 53 ol the 69 highest in the United
States, in a mountainous area roughly
six times that of Switzerland. The air is
ceian and crisp; all the resorts
gearced for speedy, cflicient service; and
if it's an expensive paradise, to the
skiers who pour in from every corner ol
the country it is paradise, nonetheless.

are
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to pet rabbits and fluffy chickens and,
like an idiot, I listened. Next thing I re-
member, two guys in white coats were
jamming a thermometer into me and 1
was making like Johnny Weissmuller ancd
diving into a sink. My first headshrinker
was the great Jivaro psychiatrist Calyp-
so Bwanamakuba. I gave him up fast
when I saw some of his former patients
hanging from his belt. I ended up with
a Freudian analyst, but I gave him up,
too, when I walked in on him one day
and found him making love on his
couch. Alone.

PLAYBOY: Some entertainers possess leg-
endary hxations—like a well-known pop
singer who reportedly takes showers
several times a day and insists on carry-
ing [reshly laundered money. Did your
analyses uncover any special quirks?
RICKLES: Several. I can mnever work a
night club that’s on fire—an odd hang-
up, but that’s how it is. I must sleep in
my closet to ascertain that my clothes
aren’t plotting against me. I must have
food and drink on any day of the week
ending in “d-a-y.”" And no optometrist
who has ever memorized the South Afri-
can constitution or played bop alto in
the Cedar Rapids Jazz Festival can be
allowed to examine my eyes. I also have
two major phobias—spiders and height;

if T ever had 1o stand on top of a 1000-
foot spider, I think I'd die. And one less
er hang-up: I will never use chili-pepper
suppositories unless the seeds have been
removed.

PLAYBOY: That's the umpteenth anal ref-
erence you've made in this interview,
suggesting a rather sick fixation. Do you
tell enema jokes, too?

RICKLES: I never mention enemas; that’s
not my bag. Incidentally, is this how
Hefner gets his jollies? “Hey, guys, let's
get Rickles to talk about enemas!” He
must sit around his bedroom in the
nude, humming. With some of the fruity
clothes he wears, he’d be better off.
What the hell can you say about a midg-
et who sits around in Bunny ears and
lrup~door pajanus screaming, “Don, you
wanna see me play dump truck?” May
he take a high colonic with an open
umbrella.

PLAYBOY: You know, Don, you can dish
out the insults, but can vou take it when
some enraged listener strikes back?
RICKLES: Try me, yo-yo.

PLAYBOY: You're . . . youre a terrible
person!

RICKLES: Oh, God, did you have to ex-
coriate me like that? I must call up my
rabbi for spiritual solace in this, my
darkest hour.

PLAYBOY: “Interviewer’s incisive invective
shatters Superswine’s facade, thus en-
abling magazine to take a six-to-five edge
going into the top of the ninth.” Let's
continue. A man who abuses as many
people as you do must have a good at-
torney. Who's yours?

RICKLES: A sharp cookie named Paul
Caruso, who predicted Caryl Chessman
would get off [ree. Paul thinks the Su-
preme Court is a garden apartment in
downtown L.A. And he has a unique
way of influencing the jury. During his
final summation, he distributes Italian
ices. 1 once saw Paul get a guy out of a
rape charge by using a shrewd strategy.
He proved that his client couldn’t possi-
bly have attacked the girl because at
the exact time the alleged oitense took
place he was selling atomic sccrets to
the Russians.

PLAYBOY: You seem to be well fixed in
the legal department. Who steers your
artistic career?

RICKLES: Joc Scandore, another Italian,
which shows vou how much faith I have
in my own people. Joe has always been
i mite too hungry for that ten percent
commission. He once booked me into
the Roxy Theater in New York City
while the wrecking ball was hitting
the building. He always thought I
worked better in debris. And to this day,
I'm still irate over his booking me into
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the officers’ club in Stuttgart, Germany.
PLAYBOY: Why? Some of those Service-
club gigs pay very well.

RICKLES: In 19447 Another thing leads
me to believe he may not be the proper
manager to shepherd my career. His
favorite comedian is Tennessee Ernie
Ford. I don’t question Joe's intellectual
qualifications, though. He did get a mas-
ter's in potty training at Syracuse Uni-
versity.

PLAYBOY: Your professional life looks
set. May we now delve into your mar-
ried life? Until fairly recently you were
a confirmed bachelor. What induced
you to take the plunge?

RICKLES: It happened when 1 met Bar-
bara Sklar, a very pretty brunette who
was a seaetary for a big show-business
agency, supplementing her income by
standing on Lexington Avenue in a torn
dress, whimpering, “Paper, mister? Daily
paper?” She's {rom Philadelphia, where
their big thrill is watching the Liberty
Bell on hot days, hoping the cracks will
get fused together. She's so quiet T hard-
ly know she’s even with me, which makes
for a blissful marriage.

PLAYBOY: Did you have an elaborate
wedding?

RICKLES: It was an orthodox wedding,
but kind of weird. I don’t think the
rubbi liked me; he put the wincglass on
the floor for me to step on, as is tradi-
tional at these mergers, but he insisted
that I do it with my shoes off. And the
service was quite prolonged; by the time
it was over I had cheated on her three
times. My family was great about the
whole thing, though; they gave us gen-
erous presents. Her family's contribution
to the proceedings was taking pictures of
my lamily giving us the gifts; then they
sent my [amily the bill for the film. Be-
cause Barbara's a little frugal, we took
the ecconomy-jet honeymoon trip to
Europe, which consisted of cirding
over London, Paris and Rome without
landing.

PLAYBOY: You spent your honeymoon in
the air?

RICKLES: Yeah, but it wasn’t so bad. We
just flipped the occurien switch and
curled up in the head. For some reason,
she was rather hesitant about lovemak-
ing. She said, in an accusing tone, “1
had no idea you were going to do that.”
But since then she’s become quite sophis-
ticated about love. Her [lavorite phrase
is, “Let's do that.”

PLAYBOY: What's “thal™?

RICKLES: She feels that when we indulge
in amorous activities we should be in
the same room. It's a little kinky, bt I
go along with it.

PLAYBOY: In preparing lor the love act,
do you peruse any sex manuals?
RICKLES: Usually I go oft by mysell and
read one to make sure I don’t funk.
Afterward, she grades my performance;
95 is passing. I haven’t failed yet.

216 PLAYBOY: You've been married for several

years now. Has any of the excitement
worn off?

RICKLES: Not at all. Today, just like when
we were married, strange things happen
when our lips meet. My Timex goes back
one hour; the night light flutters in
bossa-nova tempo; the shower curtain
flings itsell open so the tub can watch;
and sometimes my cousin comes over,
looks at us, lights an Olympic torch and
cries, “Let the games begin!™
PLAYBOY: Which sex manuals do you
consult—Theodoor Van de Velde, LEus-
tace Chesser, Albert Ellis?

RICKLES: The writings ol Sonny Liston.
He was always good at working in close.
PLAYBOY: Apart from lovemaking, how
do you spend your time at home?
RICKLES: I wusually sit around watching
my wile prepare exotic cuisine. Her [a-
vorite dish is a day-old bun with a side
order of lard. She reads all those Julia
Child cookbooks, like 100 Ex('i{ing Ways
lo Prepare Salt. On a typical day at
home, the [an magazines would find
us cuddling together as we dice onions
and chat about hemming curtains for
the nursery.

PLAYBOY: Arc you a good baby sitter for
your daughter?

RICKLES: Not bad. Mindy Beth and 1
change cach other every four hours.
PLAYBOY: Is she being brought up accord-
ing to Dr. Spock?

RICKLES: Yes, but it’s pretty hard to car-
ry a picket sign when you're teething.
Spock’s advice is sound for the most
part, but when it doesn’t work, I go back
to my mother’s old method: I deprive
Mindy of food and water and lock her
I a suitcase.

PLAYBOY: What kind of future do you
have planned for her?

RICKLES: Marriage to a rich guy with a
heart condition; but with my luck, she'll
wind up a taxi dancer. Just warn Hef-
ner that if she ever becomes a Bunny and
lives in his Mansion, he won't look too
attractive with stumps for hands.
PLAYBOY: The word is that since vou be-
came a star you've gone Hollywood with
a snazzy penthouse in Beverly Hills.
Is that slander true?

RICKLES: Don't say penthouse. I prefer to
say “top floor,” Dbecause that phrase
won't make my friends think I've out-
grown them. Which I have.

PLAYBOY: Did you hire a decorator to
furnish the place?

RICKLES: Several. The first one was Tiny
Tim’s effeminate brother. He wanted to
tiptoe through my tulips, so I threw him
out. Our second decorator was a jovial,
burly type in a tweed jacket who pulled
on a briar. Did a hell of a nice job, too;
except I didn’t like the way she kept
fondling Barbara.

PLAYBOY: Have you become a patron of
the arts since you started coming into
big money?

RICKLES: Yes, I have. While scouring the
galleries for a frame worthy of my 20-
foot self-portrait, 1 discovered a great
artist, a Dutch genius named Van Gogh.
PLAYBOY: We'll bite. You mean Vincent?
RICKLES: No, Sylvia, his mother—a great
undiscovered talent. I've added her
greatest masterpiece to my collection,
the immortal Hair Drier Breast-Feeding
Its Young. A very passionate lady; she
got that from her son, who was once so
incensed at his mistress that he cut off
part of his body and mailed it to her.
PLAYBOY: His ear?

RICKLES: If that's what you want to be-
lieve, go right ahead.

PLAYBOY: Your book collection is the
talk of the literati. Do any first editions
adorn your shelves?

RICKLES: Many—<children’s classics, most-
ly. Like Heidi Is Horny, Porky Pig Goes
Kosher, Little Jack Horner Sits in the
Corner and Waltches His Thumb Die,
Doctor Dolittle Goes Both Ways with
the Pushmi-Pullyu and my personal [a-
vorite, Chilty-Chitty Gang Bang.
PLAYBOY: Who runs this soigné house-
hold?

RICKLES: Cockimoto, our Japanese house-
boy, who does a bang-up job but some-
times embarrasses us by staging those
Oricntal tea ceremonies. The narcotics
squad has raided us three times. And it's
chilling to see him interrogating my
guests: “Where is your aircraft carrier,
Yankee pige” Tell that Japanese photog-
rapher to stop pointing that zoom lens
at my navel. If he wants Okinawa back,
he can have it

PLAYBOY: What kind of showbiz lumi-
naries show up at your celebrated par-
ties?

RICKLES: Mostly animal acts that never
made it on The Ed Sullivan Show. But
LEd should do his own act on that show;
he's the only guy I know who shaves
with his arms [olded. I don’t want to
knock him, though. He's one of my
dearest friends, so you know how lonely
I am. His wile, who interprets for him,
is amazing; she's the only one who has
the guts to tell him he looks great.
PLAYBOY: Your eleemosynary instincts
have been lauded throughout the years.
What charities do you support?
RICKLES: Mostly the Euwa Rickles Cabana
Chair Fund, which keeps my mother in
Miami Beach. And the United Jewish
Appeal, of course; although during the
:si.x-tl:t)' war, for the sake of [air play, I
started a United Arab Appeal drive with
a gigantic rally at the city dump. We
raised damn near thhee dollars, most of
it in pledges from Syrian bellhops who
work in Jewish hotels. But I knew the
Jews would have to win the war in six
days; after all, on the seventh day He
rested, too.

PLAYBOY: In your act you talk so much
about your God that many people think
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He's a personal [riend. Are they right?
RICKLES: Last week my motherin-law
turned into a pillar of salt: draw vour
own conclusions. But to be perfectly
honest with you. our God hasn't shown
up yet; I'll know Him when He does,
though, because He'll be wearing a top
hat and tails and do a couple of tap
numbers with Moshe Dayan's daughrer.
PLAYBOY: How can you be sure He
hasn't appeared already?

RICKLES: Because we haven’t had a Jew-
ish President.

PLAYBOY: Would you want to be the first
Jew to occupy the White House?
RICKLES: No, | wouldn’t want to step
down. I will say, however, that under a
Jewish President we'd never have any
wars. He'd give the enemy a couple
hundred bucks and settle out of court.
PLAYBOY: Still, if you were President,
how would you exercise your power?
RICKLES: I'd force Everett Dirksen to
flush out his sinuses on Meet the Press.
Maybe make Captain Kangaroo read
The 120 Days of Sodom to his kiddies
some Saturday morning. And insist that
Kate Smith sing lead with the Jefferson
Airplane—naked. And cvery place I'd go,
I'd be surrounded with drooling fawners
begeing me, “Don, let me go on your
TV show!” But the hell with Barbara's
family.

PLAYBOY: In April of this year, rLaysoy
ran a series ol sardonically witty horo-
scopic profiles. What's your astrological
sign?

RICKLES: 1 was born under the sign of
Taurus the Bull, which gives me a tend-
ency to charge the audience and gore
the maitre de. At the Sahara, the latter
happens to be Johnny Joseph, a man of
Lebanese extraction, which gives me an
added incentive.

PLAYBOY: Those born under your sign
can boast a number ol endearing virtues
—stubbornness, uiritability, avarice, in-
sane jealousy—but nothing 1o indicate
exceptional intellectual endowment. Yet
you're known to have an inordinate ad-
miration for your own mental powers.
Since they say the stars never lie, do you
think you might be wrong?

RICKLES: If the stars never lie, then you
can believe me when I tell you that I'm
brilliant. Let me put it to you this way.
When I retire at night, my mind sleeps
in a separate bed. 1 get a wake-up call
from the hotel clerk at two ras. but my
mind isn't disturbed until 3:30. Since
my career is predicated on the suceess-
lul function of my mind, I defer to it in
every way. I would never dare offend it
it might decide to leave me and relocate
in Sinatra’s body. Why should I make
fim 2 hie?

PLAYBOY: We concede that vour mind is
paramount. but we also can't help notic-
ing that your physique has undergone a

drastic change from its elephantine pro-
portions of a few seasons back.
RICKLES: True, angel boy. Would you
like to get a room together? The best
way to describe my new slimmed-down
body is to say that when I see it in the
mirror, 1 touch and sigh. The mirror is so
jealous it takes the Fifth when I ask it
who's the [airest of them all. You may
fondle it if you wish.

PLAYBOY: That would be sacrilege. We're
told you've shed some 60 pounds. How
did you do ir?

RICKLES: I was going to try a crash diet,
but I decided against it when I found
out it called for me to run my car into a
concrete abutment at 70 miles an hour.
Then I wied sitting in a basin of cottage
cheese, but all 1t did was excite me sex-
wally. Organic foods were my next Kick:
breaklasts of Quuker Puffed Pebbles
and Campbell’s Cream of Jeans. Anoth-
er diet called for skimmed water. 1 tried
to get jobs that would guarantee exer-
cise, like being a real-estate agent in
Watts. Then I went on the [amous
weight-watcher diet, which allows you
five [ruits a day, but I abandoned it
when 1 got 423 phone calls from Fire
Island. 1 finally scttled on the l[amous
Minnesota Mining and Manufacturing
Company dier—Scotch tape across the
mouth; that did the trick.

PLAYBOY: Has weight reduction enhanced
your virility, as it has for many middle-
aged men?

RICKLES: Again with the damn sex ques-
tions? Why doesn’t Helner get his mind
oft smut and go mount a Fig Newton?
PLAYBOY: The rcason Hel asked us to
pump you for this sort ol information is
because of your reputation lor great ex-
pertise in the field. We were hoping, in
Fact, that you'd use this podium, as a
veteran sexual counselor for thousands
ol showgirls, to enlighten our readers
with the [acts about various myths per-
taining to sex. What can you tell us, for
example, about the legendary ill effects
ol autoeroticism?

RICKLES: Let me look it up in my diary.
Let's see—oh, yes, here it is. As far as
legends are concerned, my research tells
me that prolonged autocroticism  will
definitely cause blindness and excessive
growth of hair. I would say that over-
indulgence in this practice makes one
sluggish and could lead 10 explusion
from the wvolleyball team.

PLAYBOY: How aboutr those behind-the-
hand whispers about Oriental women?
RICKLES: They're true. Oriental women

are built vastly different from Oriental
men.
PLAYBOY: Thanks for clearing that up,

We've also wondered whether it's true,
as popular beliel has it, that Greek love
is practiced only by Greeks.

RIckLEs: That's just a Greek myth.

PLAYBOY: Are you speaking from personal
experience?

RICKLES: I'll have to back away [rom
that question.

PLAYBOY: We'll mark that down as a
yes. What are your other perversions?
RICKLES: Driving past schoolyards with
the car door open, the back seat loaded
with Milky-Ways and Mars bars, and
calling out to little girls. I lure them into
the car, sell them the candy at outra-
geous prices and boot them out un-
touched.

PLAYBOY: What other perversions excite
you?

RICKLES: Anything Danish—films, porno-
graphic books, girls, colfeecakes. I also
wanted to see that four-letter version ol
Ulysses, but 1 couldn’t get the producer
to lend me a print so I could show it in
my bathroom.

PLAYBOY: Couldn’t you have gone to see
it at a theater?

RICKLES: That would take the fun out of
it; and besides, I'm a little oo old to sit
in the balcony with my coat over my
lap.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any secret crav-
ings that mvolve animals?

RICKLES: T sometimes become aroused
looking at a frog on a wet rock and
watching his neck throb.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever make it with a
frog?

RICKLES: Once. It convinced a Navy doc
tor I had been in the Philippines too
long. On one other occasion, 1 had a
burning yen to attack a chicken. but my
mother said no for two reasons: It
wasn't flicked, and it wasn't kosher.
PLAYBOY: Don, you've ficlded our tough-
est questions with engaging Irankness,
but now we'rc going to hand you a
blockbuster. Ordinarily, we wouldn’t
want to get this personal, but we think
we know you well enough to spring it.
RICKLES: Wait—Ilet me brace mysell,
PLAYBOY: Ready?

RICKLES: I'ire away.

PLAYBOY: What's your favorite color?
RICKLES: Look, pal, 1 didn’t mind you
asking me about my private life and
even my sexual perversions, but this
time you've gone too far.

PLAYBOY: Don't duck it. What's your
favorite color?

RICKLES: The way things are going—
black.

PLAYBOY: Another cthnic slur. A racist
like you probably wouldn’t even want
his claughter to marry a Negro.
RICKLES: If you were a Negro, would you
want me lor a [ather-in-law?

PLAYBOY: Good point. Do vou think in-
termarriage 15 the solution to the race
problem?

RICKLES: No, I think all we have to do is
make a new version of Gone with the
Wind, starring Sidney Poitier as Rhett
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Butler, Sammy Davis Jr. as Ashley
Wilkes, Lee Bouvier as Mammy and me
as Prissy, Butterfly McQueen's unforget-
table role as the faithful family retainer.
Race relations might also improve if we
could get bookies and jockeys to work
closer together.

PLAYBOY: Many young people, Dblack
and white, feel that drastic reform of
our social institutions will be necessary
before racial justice can be achieved. Do
you have any equally inspired ideas on
how to make the New Politics a viable
force in America?

RICKLES: Would you repeat the question?
PLAYBOY: Sorry to wake you. Many young
people, black and white, feel that drastic
reform of our social institutions will be
necessary before racial justice can be
achieved. Do you have any equally in-
spired ideas on how to make the New
Politics a viable force in America?
RICKLES: I heard you the first time. T just
couldn’t believe you were such a pomp-
ous ass.

PLAYBOY: Don't know the answer, do
vou?

RICKLES: Egghead fruit. May your Phi
Beta Kappa key get caught in your fly
during commencement exercises.
PLAYBOY: May we conclude that you have
nothing to say about the New Politics?
RICKLES: I don't have anything to say
about the old politics. As far as I'm
concerned, Nixon is the brand name for
a dog repellent that keeps Fido off the
furniture, Spiro Agnew sounds like a
Rumanian fungus and Johnson is a baby
powder. As for Humphrey, who could
vote for a cartoon character from Joe
Palooka? Besides, who could trust a man
who once sold Chapstick right over the
counter in a Minneapolis drugstore?
PLAYBOY: Have you ever taken drugs
yourself?

RICKLES: I tried something called LBJ
once before 1 went on stage and the
microphone cord turned into a bullwhip.
sliced me in a key region and I finished
my act sounding like Anna Maria Alber-
ghetr,

PLAYBOY: What's your feeling about the
hippie movement?

RICKLES: 1 don't worry about them. The
unkempt hippie of today will be the
mutual-fund salesman of tomorrow,
PLAYBOY: A man of your sagacity should
certainly have some notion about how to
close the generation gap. Do you?
RICKLES: I say this: Talk to vour kid, see
what’s bugging him, give his fears and
desires a sympathetic airing; then take
him into the cellar and work him over
with a rubber hose and I'm sure he'll
come around.

PLAYBOY: A progressive panacea. What
do you think about the new morality?
RICKLES: It's the same as the old morali-
ty except that they put it on film.
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PLAYBOY: Speaking of flms, vou're an
inveterate moviegoer. Apart from Dan-
ish stag recls, what kind of movies do
you like?

RICKLES: Anything with Bruce Cabot or
Buster Crabbe. 1 particularly liked a re-
cent remake of King Kong in which, in-
stead of falling from the Empire State
Building, Kong marries Fay Wray and
they move to the subwrbs. But it doesn’t
work out because their sex life isn't all
they dreamed it would be.

PLAYBOY: In addition to moviegoing, how
do you like to relax?

RICKLES: You'd like me to say I read
rravsoy in  the woodshed, wouldn’t
you? You're sadly mistaken. I relax by
lving with the bedcovers over my head
and playing “pup tent.”

PLAYBOY: Last night during your act, you
told a woman who gasped at your
bawdy language, “What did you expect,
lady? Billy Graham?” If Graham ever
chanced to find himsell in your au-
dience, what would you do?

RICKLES: Convert, what else?

PLAYBOY: Would you clean up your ma-
terial for his benefit?

RICKLES: No, but I'd wear a lightning
rod to ground any bolts [rom the blue.
PLAYBOY: Do you think he'd enjoy your
act?

RICKLES: I think he’d laugh his head off—
and then ask the Almighty's [orgive-
ness. But I don’t think Sinatra would
accept the apology.

PLAYBOY: You once remarked that you'd
know you'd really made it in show busi-
ness when “that guy in the Kansas
wheat field” would recognize you on
sight. Il that day ever comes, how will
you feel toward him?

RICKLES: II I thought he really and truly
loved me, I'd plow his south 40 with my
tongue—Iwo rows at once.

PLAYBOY: Don, because you're basically
a well-meaning pussycat at heart and
because you always conclude your act
with a sincere apology if you've hurt any-
onc’s feelings, can we assume that all
your vicious pillorying of Hel has been
just in fun?

RICKLES: IU's just my humble way of tell-
ing Helner he's the laughingstock of two
continents. In the others, nobody’s heard
of him yet.
PLAYBOY: But, Don
RICKLES: Mr. Rickles to you. May Helner
do a hall gainer and land on the head
of the pin he should have written his
Philosophy on. May his famous Playboy
Club breaklast give his patrons the Aztec
Two-Step and may the johns be out of
order when it happens. May all the
Bunnies” tails fall off from jungle rot.
PLAYBOY: But, Don——

RICKIES: As for you, flunky, may I say
from the bottom of my heart that I've
never liked you [rom the start. You're
the kind of toady who bootlicks a star
and then borrows moncey at the end of

“Now, this exercise is aimed al sirengthening the
eye muscles of all our gentlemen viewers.”

the night for passage on the Greyhound
back to Omaha.

PLAYBOY: Do you mean to tell us vou
were insincere when vou called us *“an-
gel boy” and invited us up to your
Toom?

RICKLES: Face facts, dummy. You've been
had. 1 find vou about as attractive
sexually as a dentist’s drill. 1 was just
stringing you along to snap Polaroids
when I got you in heat, which I planned
to send to your wile. Now that I've pot
what I want from you—the publicity
from this interview, even in a six-bit
girlie rag like rLAYBOY—yoOU can go eat
a dish of Brillo for all I care. May you
pass out and wake up in the bottom
of a bird cage. As for that no-talent
publisher of yours, he’s the type who
sits in his living room with his robe open
reading True Confessions. May his next
special girl turn out to be a special boy.
May his electronic entertainment room
short-circuit with his finger in a socket
and give him a Rap Brown haircut. May
his new television show win an Emmy as

the greatest cultural series since Ding
Dong School.
PLAYBOY: Bur, Don
RICKLES: May the members of his edito-
rial staff come back from a ficld trip to
Tijuana with blue tongues. May all the
gatelolds of the next issue [all out be-
lore thev get to the newsstands, leaving
the readers with a thrilling 50.000-word
essiy on Che Guevara’s favorite cook-
out recipes. May Helner leave that air-
less Mansion of his just once to see what
the sun looks like—and get sunstroke.
May all his yachis be lost in the Bermuda
triangle. May his entire empire be taken
over by the board of directors ol Jack
and [ill magazine. May all the perform-
ers at his Clubs start telling dirty jokes
in Yugoslavian. May a herd ol baboons
break into the Clubs, cat the VIP dinner
and throw up all over the Door Bunny.
May God hurl a thunderbolt and——
PLAYBOY: Don, has anyone ever spoken
to you about your breath?
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to one third of what it is on Earth. Here,
vou cannot float freely, as in the zero-g
Dynariums. But vou are light enough to
My under your own muscle power—an-
other un-Earthly experience that only
Astropolis can give you. Current develop-
ments as dissimilar as psvchedelic. noise-
jammed discotheques and the new West
Coast centers for training in sensory
awareness indicate that the pursuit of
individual, physical jov will soon be a
major part of our lives. Dancing, swim-
ming and flying in near weightlessness
with electronic light and sound effects
richer than anything now imagined will
make Astropolis a frontier of unearthly
hedonism.

Dynariums are also used for ballet or
acrobatic exhibitions and as sports are-
nas where guests can participate in. or
witness, competitive games such as Cori-
olis goll or zero-graviry baseball. The
space resort's setup lor tennis is in
the spherical Dynarium, which is divid-
ed in two by a net with a hole in its
center. The ball is a soft, featherweight
plaything that must pass through the
hole instead of over the net. You move
up and down and back and forth—often
dozens of vards at a time—to get the
ball to your opponent. The trick, of
course, is not just the hole but your abil-
ity while weightless to keep [rom trav-
eling too far in pursuit of the ball

If vou [eel adventurous, vou can get
suited up and go for a tethered walk out-
side in space: or take a space-excursion
boat trip. Or, if you'd rather just take
it easy. you can take in the lunar,
celestial and terrestrial scenery from the
transparcnt  tereice of vour stateroom,
or Irom one of the medium-tolow-g
observation lounges. Here. motion-com-
pensated  optical  sensing  equipment
brings real-time color views o giant
sCreens.

£

Your home planet, revolving beneath
you, has 15 sunrises and sunsets daily.
You can be synnplic, viewing Larth on a
continental or an oceanic scale; or you
can switch to anv level of detiil—even
to individual buildings. You can roam
the wild ridges, valleys and peaks ol the
Himalayas, the dry expanses of the
American  Southwest, the snow-capped
peaks of the Andes. You can see the
shimmering blue surrounding the Aus-
tralian coasts, the fantastic colors of Af-
rica, the brilliant reflections of sunlight
on the polar caps (in scason). You can
study the infinite variety of cloud
patterns above your living Earth and
face the awesome eye of a hurricane
from the serenity of your vantage point.

Space travel—just as land, sea and air
travel—occasionally  encounters  danger-
ous environmental conditions, such as
radiation storms and micrometeorite hits.
In Astropolis, vou are well protecied
from it all. The entire complex is
equipped with automatic ecarly-warning
alarm systems and an emergency air sup-
ply; and the basic load-carrving structure
—aluminum honevcomb—minimizes mi-
crometcorite  penetration.  Inside 15 a
heavy layer of polyethvlene radiation
shielding with an inner lining of incom-
bustible fluorocarbon plastics. Hotels and
other continuously inhabited areas are
made primarily of fiberglass honevcomb.
This minimizes the generation of sec
ondary radiation rom captured primary
space radiaton, which is a characteristic
ol metals.

Each stateroom has its own shelter—a
central polyethylene tube that you enter
if the decompression alarm tells you that
a large micrometeorite has punctured an
outer will. Such shelters are not needed
in other areas of the resort nor in its
interconnecting tubes. The volume of
these enclosures 1s so large that a punc-

. .. Altogether a really unique retirement speech.”

ture causes only very slow decompression,
which, via a pressure-sensitive detection
system, can be located and stopped in
ample time.

The solar-flare alarm system signals
several hours in advance the advent of a
solar radiation storm. In the unlikely
event of a severe storm, vou may have to
don a water-filled jacket and take to the
shelter in your stateroom. (Water and
polyethylene are excellent radiation
shields. since thev effectively absorb
high-speed clemental particles) In the
rare case of a longlived storm—24 1o 48
hours—water jackets are sufficiently pro-
tective 1o permit you to leave your
shelter for brief periods of time. Thus,
i Astropolis, everything has been done
to assure you of maximum safety and
comfort, as well as out-ol-this-world
relaxation.

- - -

Astropolis exceeds our present techno-
logical capabilities, to be sure, but there
are no theoretical problems still to be
solved, so the needed technology is mere-
ly a matter of time. Today’s spiace pro-
gram and other advances now under
way are laving the foundations on which
space tourism can become a reality. Pos-
sibly one of the biggest obstacles to the
achievement of that reality is a purely
psychological one, with which the public-
relations experts of 1999 will have to do
battle. “Space” is a forbidding word,
conuoting emptiness and darkness and
cternal cold—unappealing images at any
time, and especially so at vacationtime.

PR men ol the [uture would be well
advised to draw inspiration from the
works of the late scholar and novelist
C. 5. Lewis, who painted an infinitely
more auractive picture. In Oul of the
Stlent Planet. the first volume of his
great trilogy, he put these thoughts into
the mind of his interplanetary voyager:
“A nighumare, long engendered in the
modern mind by the mythology that lol-
lows in the wake of science, was [alling
off him. He had vead of ‘Space’: At the
back of his thinking for years had lurked
the dismal fancy of the black, cold vacu-
ity, the utter deadness, which was sup-
poscd to separate the worlds. He had not
known how much it affected him till
now—now that the very name ‘Space’
scemed a blasphemous libel for this em-
pywrean ocean ol radiance in which they
swam. He could not call it ‘dead’; he
felt life pouring into him from it every
moment. How indeed should it be other-
wise, since out of this ocean the worlds
and all their life had come? . . . No:
Space was the wrong name. Older think-
ers had been wiser when they named
it simply the heavens—the heavens
which declared the glory—the ‘happy
climes that ly where day never shuts his
cye up in the broad helds of the sky.'*
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F%TQ g ? J (continued from page 135)

the same room, with the lights on, the
same book or magazine by his side and the
same dressing gown covering his body.
The door would open and Krieses, whom
he knew perfectly well, would come in
and, as he always had, would sit down
abruptly in the chair by the window.
Kricses would look just the same as usual
—the stiff white pelt on his head, those
sorcerer’s eves in a heavy, peasant face.
Memory—though he couldn’t quite put
a finger on it—told Hal clearlv that
Krieses had gone insane. but there was
not a bit of it here and now. The old
man filled and lighted his pipe and spoke
in the familiar way.

He said, “Young Hal”—one of the
affectations Hal had never iked—"1 sup-
pose you're aware of the fact that you're
now one of the richest men in this coun-
try and possibly in the world.”

Hal kept silent. dreading to have to
go through this again.

“I don’t know how many millions
vou're worth—probably you don't know
yourself at this point, but, as they used
to say in my dav, vour fortune is stag-
gering. Eh? Isn’t that true? Admit 1t.” It
alwavs occurred to Hal that Krieses nev-
er conversed with people—he just kept
shoving them. Before he was through
with any conversation, no matter how
trivial, he had always forced some kind
of conlession. Kricses' idea of a good
talk was one or two suspects and a wall
to push them up against.

“That Swiss company you own must
be one of the heaviest things in Europe,
If you collected all the stock you own in
American firms, in one place, you'd make
the big murtual funds lock like odd-lotters.
Wouldn't you, son? Wouldn't you? Why,
if they formed a club of the ten biggest
men in the country, maybe the Rocke-
fellers wouldn't get in, but there you'd
be—little Hal D., sitting right up near
the head of the table, the kid wonder no-
body ever heard of.”

Hal wanted to say, “Get out; 1 know
you; you're dead. Get out and leave me
alone,” but his voice wouldn’t work.

“These past eight years you've gone
through the market like a reaping ma-
chine, haven't you? Except for a couple
of fumbles at fust, belore you had it
figured, you haven't had a single bust.
Well, son, I don't know every little cor-
ner you've got covered, but I know the
main story. You and I are the only ones
who know it, isn’t that right>” His slow,
battering voice was like a headache that
can't be driven away. Hal tried to close
his eyes, but they wouldn't close.

“And I taught 1t all o you. Admit
it! 1 raught you.” Krieses lecaned for-
ward in his chair and pointed the stem
of his pipe at Hal’s head. “Hal, the day
is coming when I'll drop in here—just
like this evening—and ask you to pay
what you owe me. And you'd better be
ready.”

Krieses always paused alter that and

“Excuse me, nurse. Can you tell me

where my husband

Oh, never mind.”

tamped his pipe in a leisurely way. Then
he'd get slowly to his feet and, looking
around the room, seem to stare at the wall
above Hal's desk. “1 see that you've still
got Battledore's pistol hanging up there,”
he'd say. “Pretry thing, but vou do have
o be cireful about loading it.” Krieses
always shut the door, which locked behind
him as he left.

Then Hal would wake up, dreading
to look at the chair where his night
visitor had sat, dreading himsell, and
frightened. He sometimes went to the
telephone with the notion of calling
Elena, but he always stopped short with
a kind of premoniton that the receiver
would be lified and he would hear the
old man’s voice: “Young Hal, I've been
waiting for you to call.”

Instead, he'd pour himself a glass of
whiskey or take a Nembutal and go to
bed, trying to drug the rest of the night
into nothing. But before he went toward
the bedroom door, he always walked
over and touched the wall above his
desk, to make certain that the antique
pistol was really no longer there but
locked away in his wall safe in the
study.

On graduation day in 1960, Hal Dec-
meter had walked away from his Am-
herst voom leaving all his books still on
the shelves and all the dead trappings of
four years of college behind him. He
joined no graduation parties, said
goodbye to not a single prolessor or
friend, but got into his old car and
drove to New York. He felt that the
world had been created for him on that
day. Except for his elderly guardian up
in Hartford, he had no family and no
ties. He had $500 in his pocket. John
Kennedy was going to be elected Presi-
dent in the fall. The earth’s grear bull
market lay before him.

With the right word from his guard-
ian, Hal had got a job as a margin clerk
at Merrill Lynch—which simply meant
that he watched stock quotations and
sent out telegrams to customers. When
a stock dedined to a specified fhgure,
those who had bought on borrowed
money either had to write another check
or be sold out. It was a fascinating job,
because, even as a wage slave, Hal was
now close to the greatest [ascination of
the world. He developed an enormous
memory for the minutest Huctuations of
the stocks he watched. Moody’s Indus-
frials was his scrious reading and for
light fare in the evening, he read Bar-
ron’s, The Wall Street Journal, Forbes
and Business Week. On the evening of
his 21st birthday, his guardian, Andrew
Winship—a gray, genteel New England
voice far, far away—called to wish him
well.

“I hope you've found a decent and



suitable apartment, my boy?” Hal thought
[rantically. Decent? He hadn’t noticed.

“I guecss so. sir. It has two rooms.”
Then he collected another detail. “It'’s
on Thompson Street and you have to
walk up three flights to get to it.”

“I hope vou have made some [riends?
Young people ought not to be alone too
much in a big city. Very tiresome.”

“Oh, yes. Yes, of course, sir.” Hal
couldn’t remember having a single con-
versation that wasn’t [unctional; not a
uscless word for months.

“Well. you must go over and make your-
self known to Bovne Parker at the Chase
Manhattan. Bonehead and I were class-
matcs, class of 1912, you know. He knows
all the right people and he'll show you a
good time.”

“Please don’t worry about me, An-
drew,” Hal said. He wondered if Bone-
head Parker were still on duty at the
bank at the age of nearly 70. But he
inquired no further,

Once reminded of it, Hal did [feel
a liule lonely. So, instead of eating a
sandwich at his desk, he began 10 go to
the Board Room for lunch. The Board
Room was a dingy luncheonette with
“popular prices,” as advertised—and un-
popular food. It did have two or three
tables where. Hal found, every noon
there sat some hungry voung men like
himself—and a few girls, too—swallowing
the poor food automatically but feasting
and gorging on lacts and statistics.

The first time he joined them—he
couldn't resist entering their argument
on Dow theory—they simply made room
for him without looking at him and con-
tinued. A swarthy young man—Hal sub
scquently learned his name was Dave
Colien—had taken the conversation, like
an intercepted pass, and was running
with it. Hal was astonished at his fluen-
cy and his rapid command of figures.
He was impressed with the way the
square-faced blond guy across the table
picked Cohen up on what he called “ob-
vious and palpable errors.” Hal began to
feel that he was getting into the college
he had never found at Amherst.

It was a college, and an intelligence
network, too. The young men and girls
were scattered in various law, brokerage
or investment offices around Wall Street.
Dave Cohen, Jovce Flynn, Murtay Marks,
Don Fino, Pat Lindbloom—and there was
a very preuty blonde girl, quieier than the
rest. Hal finally found out that her name
was LElena Marsh. All of them were ob-
sessed with the game; like Hal, they had
taken jobs not for future advancement but
to be where the action is. Each was shrewd
and quick-minded. And they were excel-
lent spies.

Hal often saw, as the pea soup slowly
jelled and the grease oozed from the
hamburgers, a deal that took his breath
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away. It would begin with an interest-
ing bit overheard that morning at a
bank. Somebody clse would throw in a
fragment that he had happened to see
in a letter on an important desk not his
own. An obscure article that had ap-
peared in The Wall Street Transcript a
month ago. A likely rumor about certain
inside buying. Another piece or wo. A
few statistics quoted from memory. Sud-
denly, the whole design would take
form in front of their eyes. Immediately,
everybody began to pull out what cash
he could spare and put it in the center
of the table.

Sometimes the collection was enough
to buy ten or twenty sharcs. sometimes
it bought only two or three. But almost
every time, the bet was a winner. Il the
profit was large enough, they divided it
cquitably; if it was small, they used it for
a dinner—at some other restaurant. Out
of these minor windfalls and his $60 a
week, Hal began to save enough for
some ventures of his own. Also. he lost
his head enough to swart taking Elena
out cvery week or so.

When Hal first asked her where she
came from, she said, “I'm wtrying not to
be from Pontiac, Michigan.” She had
quit MSU in her junior vear and had
come to New York at just 19. Like Hal,
she lived in a grim cubbyhole apart-
ment; she read Barron’s just as avidly as
he did: she believed the same thing; she
breathed the same air. If not golden, it
was at least the gilt-edged air of hope.

To Hal and to everyone else involved,
the Board Room days were ones of ex-
citement, initiation and impatience. Poor
as they were, they lived on the clusive
scent of fortune, and they were inscpa-
rable. Thus, Hal was astonished when
Don Fino—a nervous. sharp-faced boy
who had been something of a math prod-
igy at Stanford—stopped appearing. No-
body scemed to know quite what had
happened o him, though there was
some vague talk that he had been lured
away 1o a job in Washington, “or some
thing kind of hush-hush, anyway.” It
seemed incredible.

Then one day Dave Cohen was no
longer at his place at the table. And by
the end of the week, they had o assume
that he, too, had pulled out. A tcle
phone call 1o his apartment house
confirmed that Dave had Jeft suddenly,
giving his parents’ address in Baltimore
as the place to forward mail. That was
a major loss—not only because Dave had
been ingratiating, clever and a nonstop
talker but because his job at Investor's
Mutual had produced some invaluable
picces of information.

The fog really setiled in when Pat
Lindbloom vanished a few weeks later.
That just about finished the investment
pool and, during one morcorless silent

lunch, Hal could see that the few re-
maining members all seemed to be hav-
ing second thoughts about themselves.

“Well, it is tough to get along on sixty
or seventy dollars a weck when you
could be building yoursell a career nest
in some nice, big corporation, I guess,”
Elena said.

“I'm sticking,” said Hal. “And don't
you desert, either.” But one Thursday,
when Hal came home from work, there
was a note from Elena on his bed.

“Hal, dear,” it said in her near, girls-
school printing, “don't be sore. I've left.
Don't try to get in touch right away—
but I promise you'll be hearing from me
soon.” He tore it up and spent the eve-
ning walking aimlessly avound the East
Village, kicking any loose thing in his
way and damming her. Elena, 1o be
sure, hadn’t much to lose by leaving.
She had been a chalk girl for a small
Wall Street commodity house. and her
bottom-rung job had been no more than
marking quotations on a blackboard all
day long. But Hal had never dreamed
that Elena would be a quitter, too. He'd
just assumed that what all of them used
to call green fever was as strong in her
as in himself.

He worked listlessly for the next few
weeks and avoided the Board Room.
Then, on a Friday. one of his worst days
since the death of the circle, he came
dragging up the stairs to his apartment
with a bag of groceries under his arm—
and found Elena there. He dropped the
bag in his doorway.

“Hal. dear!” she said and kissed
him. She pulled away quickly. “Leave
that stulf. Pay your rent. Grab those
bags and let's get out of here.” Hal
looked at his studio couch and saw that
she had packed all his clothes into his
two beat-up suitcases.

“Elena, you've gone off your rocker.
What in the hell are you doing? I'm not
going anywhere.”

“Don’t argue,” she said, “I'm parked
by a fire hydrant. Think of it as a lun-
and-games weekend if you want to. but
mouve. Ull explain in the car. This is vour
chance of = lifetime, o]’ buddy—it’s like
buving IBM in 1933."

Those last words had a deep emotion-
al effect on Hal. He moved. He grabbed
the bags and lumbered down the stairs.
He put $30 into the hand of the as
tounded superintendent. Elena got the
car away from the curb and down the
street just as a punitive-looking cop ap-
peared from the other direction.

Her driving, though it had plenty of
dash and spint, lacked a certain finesse,
and jt wasn’t until they got out of the
Manhattan waffic that Hal began to be
calmer. “Wow! Fun and games all the
way,” he said. “Is this what vou meant?”

“You have to admit that I didn't hit
anything.”

I do. And now you have to admit
what this kidnaping is all about.”

“Well. first, we're headed for Green-
wich. I think. I'm not 100 good at direc-
tions. If we get there, we are going 1o
be house guests at the elegant landed
estate of Mr. Sol Krieses. You recognize
that notorious name, 1 hope?”

“Sure. The wizard. A legend in his
own time. I've heard the tag line “As
wise as Solomon and as rich as Krieses.’
Now, little girl, drop the funny jokes
and pull up at the first comfy-looking
motel that happens along here. I'm hun-
gry. And 1 need about four vigorous
martinis.”

“No motel,” she said. “We're quality
folk now. I'm not kidding. We are going
to Krieses'. But first I'm going to tell
you a nice story. Shut up and listen. .. .”

Obviously. Elena had the tale pretty
well in hand and—with a few mnterrup-
tions to curse other drivers—she related
it fluently. It began not with Kricses but
with that fantastic figure of the past,
Abel R. Battledore, the great lone-wolf
plunger of the bad old days before the
SEC. He was the villain of a hundred
true, [alse and mixed stories about cor-
ner schemes and panics. He had been,
more often than not, incredibly success-
ful—and his monument was the 1933
Securitics Act, which many people said
was designed in an effort 1o put him out
ol business. He changed the whole
course of the market in the years he-
tween 1900 and 1933, The day after
Black Tuesday in 1929, when billions of
dollars in murket value was wiped out
of common stocks in one wild afternoon,
The New York Times threw its heaviest
artillery against him. The editorial laid
the crash to Battledore's short selling. A
few years later, when Battledore killed
himsellf, most people thought that the
Times had ruined his life. Actually, Ele-
na said, the truth may have lain some-
where else. When he died, the old man
owned more than he ever had before,

Krieses was his bright voung man, a
protégé Battedore had picked up some-
place. Nobody knew quite what that
involved, because Battedore had been
rumored to be homosexual—but then,
there were few things that Battledore
hadn’t been accused of. At any rae,
Krieses—Dbrilliant, secretive, a born ma-
nipulator of money in his own right—
had been a huting heir.,

Battledore had left him almost noth-
ing tangible, which was Battledore's
way. There was a small portlolio and a
little cash. But the legacy that didn’t ap-
pear in the will was Krieses” education
in market aichemy, the superb mystery
of how to turn paper into gold and gold
into more paper, as the magic line on
the chart dipped and rose. He prospered.

Krieses was onc of those rare, solitary
men who have no friends. He never gave
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advice, never asked for it and never lis-
tened to it when it was offered him. He
worked through agents. He would not
talk to the press. Predictably. the adjec
tive “mysterious” usually prefaced his
IEme 1 newspaper SLories.

By the time Llena had nearly
fimished. they were in Greenwich. “I get
it,” Hal said. “He wants 1o find out all
about that ffty-dollar Killing I made in
Chrysler the other dayv. That's why he's
asked us up here.”

“Oddly enough.” she said. “there’s
some truth to that. I work lor Krieses.
And he’s going to offer vou a job, 100.”

She wrned into a long driveway that
led through trees and finally ended in
a gravel semiarcle belore a massive Vie-
torian house with & huge porte-cochere.
A liveried servant was waiting to put
the car awav when they got out. and
another ok the bags. They walked into
a marble-floored hallway tall enough
and full of enough carved wood. Hal
thought, to make a [lair-sized cathedral.
Someone guided them through a door.
The room was paneled in dark oak and
it deepened away far bevond the light
of a few table Lunps. In front of a two
story stone fireplace with &t carved escuich-
con sat an easy group of young men
and girls drinking and walking. Dave Co.
hen. Don Fino. Pat Lindbloone. Murray
Marks, Jovce Flynn and the rest of the
original group. The whole Board Room
circle getting pleasantly drunk like mil-
lionaires. Dave saw him first and velled,
“Yonder peasant, who is he” In a
minute, they were all laughing, shaking
hands. slapping Hal on the back.

That night. a long, long way from the
luncheonette, the circle ate roast beef in
a baronial dining room. Bur the conver-
sation wasn't much different in tone—
Cohen wtrving to talk them all down,
Lindbloom trying to barvicade him with
occasional  hard  facts. At last.  with
evervbody taking a voice and the whole
thing sounding like a madrigal at times.
the story got told, Krieses—who had ail
his meals served in his own sitting room
on the second floor—was a very odd
guy. None of them knew him vet
Strangely enough, he scemed to know
all about them. As far as thev counld de-
termine, Dave said, Krieses must have
come across the circle by chance.

It was known that Krieses dishked
Wall Street. Years ago. he had owned a
seat on the stock exchange. but nowa-
days he went to Lower Manhattan only
infrequently. And. Fino put in, didn't it
stand 1o reason that a guv like that
would avoid [ancy restiurants, where he'd
be recognized? Wasn't it more likely that
he’d drop around the corner to an ob-
scure shortorder joint? And what could
be more obscure than the Board Room?

Of course. of course. Joyce Flynn
said, all that could be deduced. Krieses
must have dropped in on a day when
brilliant—assem-

bling all those crumbs. threads, stray
fingerprints and pieces of crumpled car
bon paper into an inspiration. Had it
been their Time Inc. day? No, Dave
interrupted, it was obviously the day
they psyched Revlon.

But it didn't mawer which. It was
clearly one of their better moves. Mur-
ray AMarks' theory—much disputed—was
that old Krieses had decided 10 amuse
himself with a few thousand dollars.
He'd overheard the whole conversation,
had been impressed with the way their
logic worked and had gone out immedi-
ately and bought Nitional Knackwurst
or whatever it was thev'd picked—and
some davs thereafter found that he had
a4 winner.

Whether that notion was true or not,
one thing was certain. Dave said. Old
Krieses researched every one ol them
right down to the libel in the third-hest
suit. Then he must have decided to buy
the team. In his typical secretive way,
he had Kidnaped them one by one and
brought them up here to Greenwich.
What was the deal? Just the old Board
Room operation brought up two the big
time. Yes, it was a lot different now. In-
stead ol having to gather stray pieces of
rescarch, they now had aceess to the
Krieses library, which comprised every-
thing about the market that ever got
into print. Instead ol coming up with
those dog-cared ones or hives for their
buying pool (three days™ subway fare or
half the weckend groceries), they'd rec
ommend the investment of millions. But
Hal wanted to know how they could
ever manage it without the old intelli-
gence system. Out here in Greenwich,
they were cut off. weren't thev? No, said
Dave, not at all. Krieses had a system of
his own. He paid very well. In his net-
work he had the kind ol people who
didn’t have 1o sneak a look at a
confidential letter. simply because the
letter was addressed to them in the first
place. Hal didn’t have to worry about
that.

The wine was good; the brandy was
old and mellow; the evening ended late.
When Hal finally went to bed in a neat
Victonan bedroom in the north wing of
the house. there came a tap at his door,
a rustle of nylon in the dark and a
familiar touch.

- - -

At breakfast the next morning, there
wis an envelope beside Hal's plate. It
contained a memo, at the 1op of which
was printed “From KriEses,” Hal was
requested to “appear at Mr. Krieses'
study at nine o'dock.”

The second-loor study was ap-
proached through a business office that
looked like any other, with desks and
filing cabinets and thiee secreraries at
work. One of them let him through the
heavy oak door, and he found himsell in
a pleasant, high-ceilinged room Dbright

with sunlight Irom a French door open-
g onto a balcony. Evidently, Krieses
had just finished his breakiast at a small
white-linen-covered table. Now he was
sitting at an clegant but unbusinesslike
escritoire, reading the second scction of
the Times. He looked up with a hall-
smile to examine his new capture—and it
was in that atttude that Hal alway
remembered him.

Krieses began 1o speak almost  at
once: it was a contradiction to  hear
that rather musical. deep voice. with some
trace ol an ancdent accent, come [rom the
oxlike, thick man. “Mr. Demeter, how-
d’ye-do, and please sit down. 1 don't like
nonsense in business, and so vou don't
have to tell me anything about yourself
or offer any references. I know all that.
Now, I am going to offer you a job.
I don’t have to describe what it is, be-
cause your [riends will already have told
youl.

“First T am going 1o tell you what you
get—and vou can stop right there if it
doesn’t suit you. The first vear. vour s:l-
ary will be one hundred dollars a weck.
and you will have an expense account.
You will work as part ol a small team on
certain investment projects. You and the
others will share ten percent of any
profits when we sell Il tike any losses
mysell. Nowz”

Hal nodded, somewhat dazed. For him,
this was almost a religious experience.

“It isn’t an armchair job. You and the
others will have to ravel. You'll ook
plants and size up industries. You'll go
down 10 the Sireer, 10 Chicagn, S.in
Franasco, Dewroit, even overseas. You'll
use your brauns w put together cvery
hunch and every saup of information
you get. The minute you have some-
thing, you bring it to me—vou’ll get a
fast answer, yes or no. Il it's yes, then
vou reilly get to work.”

By this time, the pleasurable haze
had evaporated from Hal's mind. He'd
gor into Knieses' quick tempo.

“And that means vou'll establish ac
counts in your own name all around the
counttry and begin to buy and scll. The
project will have a master plan—aimed
at what we calculate we can get out of
it. At the same time, vou're going 1o
be very sensitive to every change in the
wind. And I don't mean when it starts
to blow up Irom the other direction; |
mean just the fust few minutes, when
the early breezes Dbegin to stir the
leaves. Do you get that? If you do, I'm
finished. Do you want to ask me any-
thing?”

“One dumb question,” Hal said slow
ly. “Why us? Why did you take my
friends and me? You can hire all Kinds
ol experts.”

Kricses never really smiled. Some-
times you noticed a little fissure in the
rock—as Hal did now. “That isn’t
dumb,” he said. “It's such a smart ques-
tion I shouldn’t answer it. But I'm going
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to answer anyway, because 1 give you
credit for asking it; but 1 don't think
vou're clever enough to know whether
I'm lying.

“I'll say this—you're a bright bunch of
kids; but what 1 care about is the [act
that you're totally carnivorous. Experts
settle for a good salary and a house in
the suburbs. 1 want people who are
roing 1o make the big try. Either they're
going to be Morgan-Ford-Rockeleller-
Mellon-God or theyre going to kill
themselves trying. I'm buying a ticket to
watch a play. Now, tell me il you think
I'm telling the truth.”

“Hall vue,” Hal said stubbornly.

The rock split again for just an in-
stant. “1 like you,” Krieses said. “OK, the
other half. When 1 was a kid, I was
picked out of the gutter by a great man
who knew a secret nobody else knew. I
have learned it. I want somebody in the
next generiation to learn i

When Hal came out into the hallway,
Elena was waiting for him. “I can’t say
that I got the job,” he told her. “It got
me."”

She smiled, took his arm and began
showing him around the house. At the
end ol this wing—which was mostly
assigned 1o offices and  Krieses” living
quarters—was the library. He was intro-
duced 1o Miss Anderson, the full-time
relerence hibrarian, and shown around.
It was an old-fashioned great-country-
house sort ol library in its looks—with
high shelves, ladders that ran on a rail,
a second-floor balcony and a small spiral
staircase. But the collection was hardly
old-Tashioned. On the magazine shelves

were all the important financial pub-
lications. The bookshell sections on
economics, politics, industry, saentihc de-
velopments, world commerce—all seemed
to contain the best and most recent
works.

Hal saw the teletype room, the room
with copyving machines and microhlm
projectors, and he looked into the vari-
ous offices. His own was just next to the
library and its window looked out on a
sunlit garden and two tennis courts be-
yond. “Every morning, when we wake
up.” Elena said, “we always look around
and say to ourselves, “Then it is really
true," ™

The cocktails in the big drawing room
and the welcome dinner for Hal were
the first and the last of that kind of
social frivolity. Krieses had named the
place Bowrse House, which was plain
enough and yet uninwlligible 10 most
Americans (there were a good many
telephone callers who asked for “Mr.
Bourse™). Lile at Bourse House was
a paradox. There were magnificently
stocked bars on every floor. and vet the
only sign of indulgence was an occasion-
al pair having a tense business discus-
sion over highballs in the afternoon. The
well-equipped  kitchen was run by a
good chel and a staff ol three; it could
produce the most clegant meal. Yeu fre-
quently. dinner in the great dining room
would be served to only two or three—
the rest had a sandwich and a bottle
ol beer brought up to their offices. The
gardens  were superbly  tended.,  but
people seldom walked there. The tennis
courts and the big swimming pool were
sometimes used by the chautfewr, some

“Don’t people realize that all this
damned ferment costs money?”

of the maids and the two guards, but
that was all.

Hal [ound himself racing, even when
there was no reason to race. After his
shower and shave in the morning, he
would dress with [rantic speed, mumble
“Demeter—toast and black coftee in my
office” into the telephone and swide
down the long, carpeted hallway that
led to the south wing. Once it occurred
to him that he had been in his olhce
Irom e¢ight in the morning until two the
next morning. He had talked 1o Denver,
Los Angeles, Boston, Birmingham and
Zurich. But, except for food orders to
the kitchen, he had spoken 1o not a soul
in the house, On business rips, he never
stayed overnight in a hotel if he could
help it; he always got a night flight
back. When he did see Fino and Jovce
—the two others in his team—it was lor
a concentrated hour, with no exira words
and no unbusinesslike chatter. Except
for two or three shared nights, he had
rively scen Elena since the first day. He
missed her. But otherwise, life was perfect.

On the other hand, it was not alwayvs
casy to understand. IMal had come in
March and it was now nearly Septem-
ber. During that ume, his team had
been trading increasingly large amounts
of stock. in recent weeks a volume 1n six
figures. After they had made their initial
recommendations o Krieses, he would
issue the command to buy so many
shawes of this at such and such a price—
then without warning would order that
the stocks be sold. Very early, Hal be-
gan to think that Krieses might be
working by the rules ol a system. and
occasionally he thought he had an in-
sight into some part ol its structure. The
orders often seemed so arbitrary, though,
that Hal’s pieces of theory never fitted
together, And there were even stranger
things.

One peculiar set of circumstances
came to a dramatic point on an after-
noon when his team was having its daily
meeting in the small conlerence room on
the first floor. They came in to find
a memo  [rom  Krieses—time-stamped
five minutes before—requesting them to
phone buy orders through their accounis
m Cleveland, Chicago and Memphis.
The shares they were instructed to pur-
chase were those of a large paper com-
pany on which the team had furnished a
negative report.

“Jumping  Jesus!” Fine sud, “can’t
he see how overvalued that swuafl is?
Earmings were way off last year and
they dipped into surplus to pay the divi-
dends. Management is senile and con-
fused. And that rumor about mineral
finds on the Canadian wvmberland is
fraudulent. A deliberate plant.”

“I know, I know,” Hal said, “it's all
down in black and white. I'm going to
tell him.” Furious, he ran out of the
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room and up the stairs to Krieses' office.
“I want 10 sce Mr. Krieses right now,”
he told the secretary.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Demeter. but he's
vesting and can’t be disturbed, He has
left a note lor you, though,” she said.

Hal tore the envelope open. The
memo read: 1 know. I know, son, but I
have my reasons. Do it.” It was signed
“R.” Three minutes later, they began to
phone the orders.

Two days Later, the stock started 1o
slip. There were some follow up  news
stories about the nonexistent mineral
riches. During the next week, it sank
like a leaky rowboat, gradually but sure-
ly. All of them lost a good deal of sleep
over the calamity and they were hardly
cheered when Krieses phoned Hal to
w«ll out. He asked the old man lor an
MLerview.

“Mr. Krieses,” he said. “in the past six
months, our team has bousht around
twenty-five million dollars in stocks for
vou, We've been able to sell for close o
twenty-six point lour million. I'd like to
point out, respectiully, that these trans-
actions all followed the advice of my
tcam. However, it wasn't lollowed in
regard to that lousy paper company—
and we took a four-hundred-thousand-
dollar bath right there.”

If a stonelace can ever be said 1o be
amused, Krieses was amused. “You seem
to have made around thirty-three thou-
answered,

“And yvou haven't lost a penny, young
Hal. I'm touched by your loyalty.”

“It’s more that 1 just hate to look
stupid.” Hal said.

“The wisest trick in the world is to
know how to look stupid at exacly the
right 1ime. A lesson that every smart
young man stubbornly resists learning,
Learn 1. Hal.” Krieses said.

After that dialog, Hal went outdoors
and ook a long walk, hardly noticing
where he wandered. Into the complicated
system ol ideas he had built up, he was
uying to admit a quite simple and an-
tagonistic idea. It seemed plain to him
that all of Kneses' decades of shrewd
dealing had ended up not in an instinc
tve art for using the market but in some-
thing else—a patterned lormula. That,
according to everything Hal knew, was
preposterots.

Ol course. method works, up to a
point. The Board Room cirde had
shown that. And there were indexes—

those arcane economic and market sta-
tistics that the twrade papers call “ba-
rometers” and by which you can predict
with some degree of accuracy the gener-
al behavior of stocks. But you can’t in-
vest in stocks in general—you have 1o
pick specific ones. And no matter what
the barometers said about stocks in gen-
eral, any given stock or group ol stocks
can wander off in the opposite direction.
And sometimes the barometers them-
selves po bad.

No, the game was a random one, like
rouletie. Hal would agree that the laws
ol probability would finally work out in
rouleite—but the trouble was that they'd
reach the mathematical balance long aft-
er you were bankrupted by your system
and, probably, dead.

Suddenly, the source of his thinking
struck him. Wasn't it, he thought, be-
cause he had not the slightest beliel in
predestination?  Wasn't it because he
saw life itsell as a random activity and
the stock market as the epitome of lile's
randonmess?  Undeniably, Hal viewed
riches as a way of proving himself. In
a world that values, above all other
things, material wealth, what better way
to prove one’s own worth than by accu-
mulating more wealth than anvone else?
The caliber of the competition only in-
ereased Hal's desire to win. At the end
of the game, when evervone counts the
paper in front of him, Hal would have
the biguest pile.

This is why Hal thought the notion
of a stock-market formula was prepos-
terous. If a formula could work, then
stocks are not random: They are pre-
dictable. And if they are predictable,
then the giime goes not necessarily to
the better player but simply 1o any im-
becile who has the wools—or whatever it
takes—io predict them.

At this point in his walk. Hal sat
down under an oak wee and lighted a
agarctte. As the Hame flickered in Iront
of his eyes, he had an interior flash
of recollection that came to him almost
as il [rom a previous lile. The science of
stitisties, he remembered, had  isolated
certain formulas that could predict ran-
dom activity. One of them was the [or-
muli that governed what physicists call
Brownian movement.. In an empty room,
gas molecules move completely ar ran-
dom. But il you let them move long
enough, you can predict quite accurate-
ly how they will disperse. Not that you
can say that molecule X will move from
here to there—but you can say that any
defined part of the room will have
approximately so many molecules in it
Since molecules move at random, it’s
theoretically possible that all the air in a
room might suddenly cluster in one cor-
ner. And ar that point, we'd suffocate.
But that has never been known 1o hap-
pen. When we tike a breath, we expea
that air will be present 1o breathe. And
it always is.

Hal took another step. If the ran-
dom activity of the siuff we breathe al-
ways turns out to be predictable, why
shouldn’t stocks be the same? There was
really no practical analogy here; it all
depended on supposing that the market
was a lile created by its own nature—
and that Krieses had divined the natural
Liws.

This thought contradicted much of
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what Hal had accepted, up to now, as
truth. But Hal was a flexible philoso-
pher. The personal implications of the
idea of a formula he could consider lat-
er. Now he had to examine its practical
consequences. He went home as fast as
he could. It was late afternoon by this
time. He ordered drinks sent up to his
room and he stopped by to get Joyce
and Don.

When they were settled, he told them
about his conversation with Krieses and
he added, “A little while ago, I began to
suspect that he works by the rules of a
formula. And now I think I'm sure of
that.”

“You know, I've been thinking that
myself,” Joyce said. “Trouble is, the for-
mula tells him to drop half a million for
no good reason at all.”

“I'm not so sure now,” Hal said. “I
begin to have the notion that it's more
complicated than we imagine—that the
formula has losses built into it.”

“Oh, cap,” Fino said.

“Relax,” Hal said. “Look, we deal
with just one range ol stocks—the listed
ones from S to Z, Saleway to Zenith.
Out of those, we give most of the play
to things like United Air Lines, Stand-
ard of New Jersey and TRW. OK? In
other words, we're running just one
county in the empire. Sometimes we get
orders [rom the central government that
hardly make sense in our own little area.
But we don’t know what goes on in all
the other counties and we don’t know the
strategy that directs the empire as a
whole. Maybe one year we have to burn
some of our crops because there's a vast
surplus in other parts.”

They were silent for a few moments.
Finally, Fino said slowly, “And if you
know what the whole map looks like,
there's no reason you couldn’t be emper-
or just as well.”

That was precisely what Hal had
been leading to, but he preferred to
have the conclusion come from one of
the others. In fact, it was not a condlu-
sion but the first link in a new chain ol
ideas.

Joyce Flynn said, “Call it a map,
then. A wreasure map. The key to the
formula. We all have a piece of it. We
all have worked together before. Now
we have the kind of organization at our
disposal that we never dreamed of then.
But the important thing is that all of us
now have some capital to play with.”

“And, if you were thinking along
those lines,” Hal said, “you might even
imagine a shadow empire, imitating all
Kriesess moves. Wherever he invests,
there might also be a second account,
duplicating his wransactions in another
name. But there would have to be abso-
lute honesty about the money itself. Not
a penny could ever be dipped out of the
big one to help the little one.”

“One reservation,” Fino said. “The

KEEP YOUR COOL
—UNDERSTANDING COMES FASTER
WITH CLIFF'S NOTES!

OVER 175 TITLES

imComeomaTaE

LINCOLMN, HEBRASHA

$71 AT YOUR BOOKSELLERS

cap.

Ges01

=22 to an island

ideaway in the sun!

A Baliama Sound B&ach > e

515 DEPOSIT 5129 FULL NO INTEREST
MONTHLY PRICE NO LANO TAX

First in the beautiful Bahamas to offer
homesites on budget terms. Highly re-
spected, long established property com-
pany has invested over $5,000,000 in this
ideal vacation, retirement, investment de-
velopment. Powder-soft beaches, excel-
lent fishing, sailing. This tropical paradise
offers stability where residents enjoy ocean
beach privileges and other facilities for
leisure living. Great Exuma Island, 135
miles southeast of Nassau— Homesites
80’x 125’ or 10,000 sq. fect.

BAHAMA SOUND

loped by Bah Acres Ltd.

BAHAMA ACRES LTD. =

Chamber of Commerce Building ﬂl

141 NE. 3rd Ave., Dept PB-11Miami, Florida 33132 £

Flease send me your FREE color brochure. ] I
Iﬁddress.’il
JOMcoreenrinieneiiicien State |
| PhOE e ——— | 233




PLAYRBOY

shadow empire would avoid those deals
all of us agrec to be certain losses. We
don’t know that your theory about the
built-in loss is right. Anyway, the little
empire couldn’t afford them.”

SR

During the [ollowing weck, Bourse
House was somewhat more gregarious
than it had been before. Three people
might be seen walking on the far edge
of the artihcial lake. Two men might be
out on the tennis courts, dressed in
white and apparently getting a liule ex-
crcise. A small group got up a noontime
picnic in the old apple orchard. Hal had
insisted that all approaches be made in
small groups and that they look as nor-
mal as possible. The main thing was to
keep Kricses from suspecting.

Just as Hal had hoped, no one was
opposed; most of them were enthusias-
tic. It was a little like the conspiracy of
the old Board Room days and, though
they were gratified by the steady ap-
preciation of their bank accounts as they

worked for Bourse House, the rigid sys-
tem dictated by the old man irked them
all. Dave Cohen had once said, “There's
nothing more contemptible in the whole
world than a hittle millionaire.” And
they'd all agreed. Under Krieses, they
could become little millionaires.

Gradually, with the absolute disci-
pline of a good espionage nctwork, they
began to put the scheme into practice.
Hal had been appointed the untitled di-
rector, and reports from all teams flowed
in to him. The reports were kept ibso-
lutely skeletal and functional. As much
as possible was committed to memory
and passed on orally. What couldn’t be
handled that way was disguised as a
Bours¢ House report—with only a word
misspelled someplace in the first para-
graph as a key to denote it as a Board
Room paper.

Hal worked harder and later than
ever. The carly success of the scheme
secemed 1o give him—seemed 10 give all
of them—more drive than ever. It wasn't

“Of course I'm very flattered and pleased, but believe
me, Kenneth, Mother knows best.”

long before they were delighted 10 see
another of Krieses” obvious miscilcula-
tions—in a company that processed f[ood
on the West Coast—come to the expect-
ed lailure, while their selected good bets
did handsomely. Strangely enough, with
all his new knowledge of the cntire
Krieses game, Hal was stll unable 1o
decipher any more of the svstiem. With
some relief—because it didn’t fit into his
world view—he began to abandon his
notion of the master formula, It scemed
more and more that Krieses was simply
a shrewd speculator who was bound to
profit in any market, simply because he
had a lot to invest and because he spread
his investments around. Don Fino ar-
gued persuasively that this was exacly
the case.

One Monday. Hal had to take a trip
to Washington. He had been exhausting
himsell over the past week and, when
he got on the shuttle to return from
Washiugton late in the day, he slept
through the whole short trip. As usual. a
Bourse House car met him at the airport
and he slept again during the ride 1o
Greenwich. It was late when he finally
arrived and Bourse House was dark ex-
cept for the dim hall lights. As he let
himsell in, he suddenly remembered a
piece of work that had to be done be-
fore his meeting with Fino and Flynn
the next morning and, somewhat against
his sleepy will, he decided to go to his
ofhice and put down a few notes.

He went softly along the corridor of
the south wing, taking care not to dis-
turb the total silence of the house. He
had a kind of superstitious respect for
silence itself and, pushing his typewriter
aside, he wrote the notes in longhand,
then rose and started for his own room.
But just as he began to slide his door
open, he heard the quiet opening ol an-
other door down the hall, and he
paused. Some instinct suggested to him
that this was Krieses' office door, and he
immediately wondered who might be
coming out of the old man’s office at this
ume of night. He left his door ajar and
peered through the crack.

In the dimly lit hall, he could see a
woman. She was shutting the office door
with immense care—and she was ob-
viously not Miss Miner, the old man's
chief sccretary. Miss Miner, he was
sure, did not wear that kind ol short,
transparent nightgown with a filmy sort
of robe pulled over it. He was even
surer that Miss Miner, under her daily
woolens, did not possess the charming
rounded eftects that he could half see, A
romantic lady spy?

She came down the hall silently and
into the scope of the low night light that
burned just a few yards away from
where he was standing. She was Elena.
And what she was carrying in her hand
was not anything stolen from Krieses’
office but a gossamer bit of undercloth-
ing—her own. Hal felt sick and furious.



But instead of making him jump out
to take hold of her, as he wanted to
do, the anger and the exhaustion made
him dizzy. He could only put his fore
head against the door frame until the
dizziness passed. When he looked up
again, she was gone.

A few minutes later, Hal must have
gone back to his own room, pulled off
most of his clothes and fallen on his
bed; but he hardly remembered doing
that, he was so worn out and dazed by
what he had seen. It was afternoon
when he awoke. He got up, bathed and
then ordered something to eat. As his
mind slowly began to function. he tricd
to work out some logic for the emergen-
cy. The first thing was 1o shuat off his
personal {eelings. He had never really
formed any clear idea of what Elena
meant to him or ol what he meant to
her. They'd enjoved the harmony of sex
and the harmony of ambition. but he'd
never thought bevond that. Now, what
he'd been too simple to see had been
shown to him—Llena had an ambition
far bevond the gradual one the conspir-
acy offered. And she was willing to go
to bed with the old toad just to lurther
it. He got in touch with Fino as quickly
as he could and they met in a grove of
pines on the [ar side of the artificial
lake.

As Fino sat down on the ground, Hal
said, “I've found out—never mind how—
that Elena has been sceing Krieses se-
cretly. It looks to me very much as if
she may have given our little scheme
away. In any case, we can’t take chances.”

Fino looked at him, astonished. But
he knew something about Hal's relation-
ship with her and he didn’t question the
news. With a bitter expression. he
stared at the Iake for a moment. Then
he said, **All right. We need a quick sur-
vival plan. We're dead if the old man
can prove anything.” This was one of
the characteristics Hal liked best about
everybody in the Board Room group.
They had never wasted a moment plac-
ing blame or mourning losses. They
moved on instantly to the fact of the
changed situation. That was the mark of
professionals.

The notion of piecing together
Krieses' formula. if it existed at all, had
to wait. The first order ol business was
suspending the shadow empire, and
Fino and Hal outlined the plan for liqui-
dating its holdings. Fino took the assign-
ment of passing out the orders to the
others and Hal said that he’d wry to find
out what Elena had told the old man.
Hal's assumption was that Krieses would
never do anvthing so dirvect as calling
them all in and firing them; rather, it
would be a much more serpentine kind
of revenge. The most likely thing would
be that Krieses would determine the
stocks in which his assistants were most
heavily committed, then quickly dump his
own holdings in those. If he liquidated
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suddenly. he could run the prices
down sufficiently to ruin the shadow
cmpire,

Foreseen, that could be guarded
against. Hal's own assignment, he thought
as he walked slowly back to the house,
was considerably harder. He couldn’t
accuse Elena directly. If she had Dbe-
trayed them, that would be the suresi
way of letting Krieses know that they
were now alerted.

As the twilight seutled outside his
windows. he sat in his room with a
drink and tried to make some fragments
ol an idea fit together. If he were 10 get
a third person to tell Elena some inter-
esting piece of information about some
investment, with the proviso that it be
kept secret. . . . And if he should then
put a watch on during the night to see
if she carried it 1o Krieses. . . . But that
was hardly practical. She could always
sce Krieses by perfectly normal appoint-
ment during the day.

Hal ordered a sandwich and sat for a
long time, trying to think of Elena as no
more than an enemy who had 1o be
dealt with and trying not to think of her
in other ways. Finally, he dozed in the
chair.

He awoke to a rap on his door and,
looking in that direction, he saw a white
envelope slide under it It contained a
memo from Krieses: “I want to see you
at 11 pac” All ol Hal'’s nerves suddenly
pulled r1aut. Showdown.

Like an awkward amateur, he had
underestimated the old master. Stupid
Hal. He had been thinking two moves
ahead, while the real player had swiltly
run through the whole course of the
game to checkmate. He put on his jack-
et, combed his hair and carefully tied
his tie. In the mirror, his face looked
white. He knew that he was about to be
taught a disastrous lesson, and he knew
that he was going to have to accept it
without a word. Oddly enough, the only
thought that gave him any comflort was
the certainty now that he had lost
against the most uncanny champion
alive.

“Sit down, son,” Krieses said in very
ordinary voice. He was sitting in his
study under the light of a single floor
lamp, looking just as always. But it
would be a mistake to think that he’d
ever show any sign ol anger or revenge.
“Do you know what this is?” On the
drum table beside Krieses, Hal saw an
old-fashioned pistol. He felt a sudden
paralysis ol nerve. In none of his calcu-
lations had he ever imagined that the
old man would kill. Hal nodded very
stiffly.

“I don’t think vou do.” Krieses said.
“It’s a collector’s item ol considerable
value. It's a fine flintlock dueling pistol
made by the famous Joseph Manton of
London mround the beginning of the
19th Century. A later owner had it con.
verted 1o percussion cap. At any rate, it

has a history, as well as a pedigree. It
belonged to Battledore. Battledore got
it from the elder Morgan, the old J. P..
who got 1t rom Fiske, the railroad man,
who got it [rom one of the greatest—old
John Jacoly Astor himsell. You might
call it a hnancier's pistol. It has a pretty
big bore, do you see?” Kricses pointed
the muzzle toward Hal, and Hal sat fro-
zen in the chair. “Battledore killed him-
self with it.” Krieses said. Hal had never
expected this awful kimd of joking.

Then Krieses said, “It's the only thing
in my will T have left to you.” They
were both silent for several minutes.

Finally. Krieses looked up from the
thing on the table and said. “Do vou
want to ask me a question® I've had a
sense that there’s a question been both-
ering you for a long time.”

Last request? Hal felt desperate. He
had begun to try to estimate the dis
tance berween his own hands and the
table and to wonder how good the old
man’s reflexes were. Perhaps throwing
something first and then. . . . “I do
have a question,” Hal said. “I've been
wondering for months abour this—do
you really have a system for the marker?
Or do vou plav by experience and in-
sunct? Sometimes I think one way and
then, when 1 see some losses that can't
be explained. T think the other.”

Krieses showed that odd, brief crack
that Hal had always supposed he meant
for a smile. “You worry about the [un-
damental questions, young Hal,” he
said. “Some people who do that are pen-
niless philosophers. And the others who
do it are very powerful men.” As Krieses
went on, Hal realized that his lears
about the gun were ludicrous. He had
let himsell panic. The old man showed
not the shightest sign that he had called
Hal in for a denouement.

Krieses continued. “As for a system,
let me say that an old teacher of mine
inspired me to build one up. 1 did. Do |
know whether there is such a thing as
a perfea system? T don’t. All 1 know is
that I've been able to put together
a complicated thing that scems to work
just about every time. You've doubtless
been trving to figure it out. And good
luck to you. Bur I hope that vou'll never
get right to the center of it and discover
the final secret. Stop before you do that,
Hal. Money buys a lot of happiness, in
spite of what fools say.”

He had never known Krieses to be so
meditative. There were gaps of two or
three minutes in the conversation. Final-
lv. Krieses said, “You know, I have the
loveliest gardens for miles around and I
don't care for Howers. I can ask for and
get the best food. but I've never in my
life rveally tasted what I was ecating. I
can buy anything, but I don’t want any-
thing.”

“Isn’t that a contradiction to what you
just said, s Hal asked.



“Not for me, it isn’t,” said Krieses.
“And now it's getting late and I still
have things to do. So good night, young
Hal.” He offered his hand and they
shook very formally.

At two o'clock in the morning, Hal
heard footsteps along the hallway and
he got out of bed to see what was the
matter, The bright lights were on in the
south wing and people were shouting.
He ran down to find a small crowd of
servants around the door to the old
man’s office. He went inside, having had
a premonition of what he would see.
And he saw it. Krieses was still sitting in
the armchair; the Manton pistol had
fallen to the floor. Hal would never have
dreamed that the old man had so much
blood in him.

Some years later, Hal looked back on
his actions of the subsequent few days
with a certain amount of shame. It
was true that everyone else behaved just
as badly. But it was also true that Krieses
had never shown personal affection for
any of them. And it was true that all of
his money was left to a couple of foun-
dations. Yet, it was probably wrong that
the servants were the only ones to ap-
pear at the simple graveside ceremony.
The members of the Board Room group,
by this time, were scatiered in a dozen
cities, quickly liquidating the shadow
cmpire before the effect of Krieses'
death could shake the main structure of
their holdings. The Krieses-owned stock
in their names would, of course, revert
to the estate—the old man had made
that certain with iron legal bindings
before the enterprise had begun.

The final meeting of the circle was a
cold ceremony. It was held in one of the
Bourse House conference rooms and
Dave Cohen acted as chairman. He
stood behind a lectern and read the last
financial report, giving an accounting of
the profits from each transaction. Elena
sat apart. None of them had spoken to
her since the day of Krieses® death, and
when it was necessary, Cohen relerred
to her as “"Miss Marsh™—as if she weren't
present.

When 1t was over, there was formal
handshaking all around—it was as il
strangers had met for an hour and, with
their business concluded, were impa-
tient to be off. All of them had a new
lile waiting somewhere ¢lse. No one said
goodbye to Elena and, when they had
filed out the door, she was left in the
room, still seated in her chair.

Just as he was getting into his car,
Hal stopped. He turned and went back
to the house. Elena hadn’t moved.

“They think you told Krieses what we
were doing,” he said. “They think the
old man killed himsell because he
couldn’t stand to see his students beat
him.”

“Neither one is true,” Elena said,

without any tone in her voice. “They're
all money-making machines now. They
couldn’t understand anything human.”

“I know that you didn’t give us away;
I believe you,” Hal said, and paused.
“Did Krieses tell you about his system—
the puzzle we were never able to put
together?”

Elena opened her handbag. “This
note was in my mail the next day. He
must have written it just before he
died.” On Krieses' familiar memo paper
were typed the words: I Took 1T witn
ME.”

- - -

That night, Hal moved into a mid-
Manhattan hotel. He rented an office
and, within a few days, he was able to
find a secretary and two assistants—
young men he'd known in his Merrill
Lynch days. Armed with the knowledge
that Krieses had given him just belore
his death—that the old man did have a
systern—Hal set about devising his own.
The mainspring ol the lormula Hal
finally produced was strong and simple,
based on many things he had learned
from watching the Bourse House strate-
gv. Among holding companies—those
firms whose sole business is that ol own-
ing shares in other companies—there 1s
a special type called closed-end invest-
ment trusts, Because their held shares
have a very specific value—as reported
in daily newspaper quotations—the val-
uc of shares in such trusts can be com-
puted exactly, according to the trust’s
assets.  Usually, however, the market
doesn’t value these trust shares preciscly

—they might have a price either higher
or lower than their actual value. Hal
suspected that there is a relationship
between the premium or discount the
market places on the value of these
holding companies and the future course
of the market itself.

Hal’s discovery was a way of using
this information to predict how the
Dow-Jones Industrial Average—that fa-
mous measuring stick of the market's
ups and downs—would perform. And it
seemed to work. Looking back over the
market for the past five years, he found
that it would have been unerring. Thus,
all Hal had to do was watch his formu-
la; when it indicated *buy,” he would
purchase equal dollar amounts of all
the 30 major companies included in
the Dow-Jones. When the formula said
“sell,” he would dump all his shares and
go short.

As Hal expected, this didn't have
either the excitement of those educated
guesses in the Board Room days or the
kind of imperial flamboyance of the
Krieses era. It also meant Hal would
have to come up with a new view of the
game itselfF—though he vowed to post-
pone this unpleasant effort, pending real
proof of the formula’s effectiveness.

The formula was elfective, and the
money accumulated. Hal began to ap-
proach the level he had set [or himself
—520.000.000 in investments—with a
feeling of dissatisfaction. To be sure, he
climbed above the scrufty “little million-
aires.” He had his own company, a
board room of his own with a number of

.

- - 3 -

“Tell me that dirty part again, when you made oul

with mine guys at the same time. . . .
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“Shirleen tells us yow're with the Mob.”

employees. His top-loor apartment was
as elegant as a high-priced decorator
could make it. He owned land and a
beachthouse on St. Kitts and. when he
felt restless, he flew to Paris for a week-
end with a lovely and amiable girl who
lived in an apartment Hal maintained
there.

He had occasional parties and saw a
lew people—Dbut he made sure that they
were all people who couldn’t tell a de-
benture from a hot dog. In fact, he
knew no one. He heard occasional news
of his old [riends. Dave had done well
in California and had bought a seat on
the Pacific Coast Exchange. Pat Lind-
bloom had bought into a bank. Don
IFino was now an executive in RCA—
they occasionally had lunch together.
But he had never been able o ind out
what had happened to Elena.

He had just come back [rom Boston
one October day when he got the first
sighal that his system might be going
awry. It was very [aint and distant, and
yet it was clear to Hal. Ou one large
transaction, he had made somewhat less
than he had calculated. It not a
great percentage—yel. it indicated some-
thing a litle wrong with his formula,
something peculiar.

Hal had long ago foreseen such a pos-
sibility and had prepared for it. He had

was

238 made connections with a very discreet,

highly specialized investigative service
that operated only in the world of
finance. When Hal went to see them. he
gave them a list ol the various brokers
he used around the country and asked
for a report on whatever specific trans-
actions they may have made on their
own.

The findings that were reported eight
days later were ominous. When he had
worked for Krieses, Hal had spread the
investment accounts among about 30
brokers. When he had set up his own
operation. he had reduced the list to a
hall dozen, the men he most liked and
trusted. He had carefully kept all deal-
ings separate and none of these men
had any reason to know of any other
Demerer account.

Nevertheless, just because he'd given
each one a much greater portion of
his trading, each would have a betier
idea of his deals. What the investigaiior
had now uncovered was that somebody
unknown—names didn't matter here—
had pooled the knowledge available to
his Boston broker and to his Chicago
broker. Somebody was marching him
order for order and even, from the evi-
dence. helping others match his orders,
too. They were sharing Flal's gains and
fouling up the market. The extra players
were cutting into the elfectiveness of
Hal's system.

The realization struck hard. Hal felt
seasick, nauseated with his anger. He
called for his car and had himsell driven
home [rom the office. Once in his apart
ment, he found that he was gasping lor
breath, The anger had changed to pan-
ic. It was the second time in his life he
had been frigchtened, so frightened that
he had no notion of what to do. He
could feel himself sitting inert with
dread in the study chair, and he could
sce Krieses' brown hand on the coffee
table toving with the antique dueling
pistol. And now someone was secretly
using him, just as he had once used the
old man.

He took several sleeping tablets, but
it was some time belore he could knock
himself out. Just as the drug was finally
taking effect. he had a queer, dreamlike
sensation of climbing a long fight of
staivs. He was cairying something heavy
and, though he didn’t really want to get
to the top of the stairway, he had to
plod on. Then he slept.

But in the carly morning, when he
slowly awoke, the strange sensation of
that laborious climb was still with him.
He shook his head and slowly sat up in
bed; and as he did that, he came at last
to the top of the stirway, to an open
door and to someone who was waiting
for him. He sat on the edge of his bed,
too astonished to move.

Then he picked up the bedside phone
and dialed a number. “I wane Mr. Ran-
dall.” he said. “Hello, Randall, this is
Demeter, I want to tell vou that I'm
much pleased with that inquiry you did
for me. Now I've got another request. 1
need to find and contace a certain Miss
Elena Marsh, who used to work with
me at Bourse House. I've lost track of
her whercabouts. but she's undoubtedly
still in the investment business some-
where. Give it top priority. Find her as
soon as possible. I'll pay all vou ask for
speed and I'll give you a bonus if vou
get her here for an interview within
twentyv-lour hours. What's thar? Oh, tell
her I want to offer her a top position. I'll
better anvthing she’s making now. In
fact. she can name her own figure. Let
me know as soon as vou cam.”

“You sent vour secret agents to kid-
nap me,” Llena said, when she ap-
peared ar his door just afier five that
alternoon. “But, since I kidnaped you
once. 1 agreed
struggle.

She hadn’t changed much in nearly
six years. Her face was as [resh and
handsome as ever. I there was any
change, it was that she seemed slightly
more hesitant, less confident than he
remembered her.

He took her into the living room and
made martinis. Then he showed her
around the vast apartment, trying hard
to be interesting about the antiques he
didn’t care for, the paintings somebody

to come without a



else had bought for him and the library
full of leather-bound classics he had
never opened.

When they were seated again on the
sofa, Elena said, “Hal, 1 was really
touched when that man Randall called
with your message today. I thought
we'd written each other off at the end of
the Krieses thing. I don’t know how you
found out that [ am down on my luck—
pretey badly, at this point. But I'm
grateful that you did. And I certainly
could use a job.”

Hal, who had expected to have to
make all the dithcult overtures, was
neatly surprised. But he got over that
quickly. “I owe you a lot. Elena.” he
said, “and this is the least 1 can do. I'm
going to offer you a share in my opera-
tion. I've done extremely well, and so
will you. Now tell me about yoursell.”

She proceeded to give him some idea
of the past six years—she'd had some
lousy breaks, she said. She'd been spec-
ulating in mercantile commodities on
the unregulated exchanges—hrst very
profitably in silver and then with succes-
sive setbucks in cocoa. sugar and plati-
num. Getting more and more desperate,
she'd seen her Krieses-days capital dissi-
pated in heavy losses.

Over a few more cockeails, Hal spoke
about various incidental things in his
own lile, avoiding the crucial subject.
Finally, he took her into the dining
room. where an excellent dinner was
ready for them. Hal customarily had his
meals sent up from a hotel restaurant
nearby, but tonight he had imported a
cook. A very expensive cook.

Over brandy and coftee, he began to
approach the subject. He didn't tell her
how his system worked—she would
probably figure that out herself eventu-
ally—but he did tell her everything else.
She made one or two perceptive com-
ments. At last he was ready to bring the
story up to date and, as casually as he
could, he said, “Now, there's a little tur-
bulence showing up, and the first thing
I want you to work on is a wrouble-
shooting job.” Then he gave her the
details of the investigation and the imi-
tative purchasing. He tried hard not 1o
scem under pressure. “We've got to do
something to counteract them. I've been
thinking of casing those two brokers out,
getting clear and setting up in other
places.”

He looked at her sharply. He was
glad 1o see her shake her head, hecuse
he already knew that this, the only rem-
edy that had occurred to him, was no
good.

“Thev're not onto my system."” Hal
said. “All they suspect is what I once
suspected about Krieses—that there is a
system. In that case, you don't have to
know what it is, you simply copy its
moves."

Elena put her head in her hands.
“Something you just mentioned. It's

bothering me. Something 1 can't re-
member about the way Bourse House
worked. It was a hypothesis, T think,
that never came to anything.”

“I once had a theory that Krieses™ sys-
tem was a myth—that he was no more
than a very smart and very rich gam-
bler. Do you mean that?” Hal asked.
Elena shook her head. Hal had picked
up the cork to the cognac bottle and he
played with it as they sat silent. Then
he dropped it. The cork rolled away. He
got down on his knees and looked under
the coffee table and under the sofa, but
it was gone. “Write it off as a loss,” he
said.

She straightened up suddenly. “Losses!”
she said.

“God bless you!” Hal said. “Losses!
Krieses” mistakes!™”

It was obvious, Elena said, that Hal
had to take a few heavy losses. And the
broker sheep would follow along and be
sheared. Those losses, Hal said, would
have to be mixed with a few modest
gains. His system had to look—{rom the
brokers’ viewpoint—as if it had outrun
its luck and had got into trouble. They
were suddenly so drunk, not on the co-
eniic but on the idea, that it seemed only
natural to pull off their clothes and go
to bed.

Just one year and three months later,
when it was all over, Elena thought of
what had happened as “the crash.” It
was the day her own DJA stepped into
the open elevator shalt. Then she won-
dered why something that would have
been human and personal to anyone else
came so readily to her mind in the inan
imate terms of the market, If you played
the game long enough and hard enough,
did you lose identity as a player and
become part of the game itself?

It was mid-Januvary and Elena was
about o leave Paris on a night flight.
She was early at the airport and, in
the bar at Orly, she ran across Dave
Cohen. A fatter, very prosperous, bald-
ing, somewhat less pompous Dave Cohen.
With the second drink, he explained
that he'd just been through a cutthroat
divorce. He'd given himself a couple ol
weeks on the Cote d’Azur 1o wry to heal.

Then, when their flight was called,
they sat together, talking on through the
dark hours about the past days at
Bowrse House and all that had occurred
since. Elena found herself, high over
the black Atlantic and enclosed in the
strange monotone of the jets, breaking
the silence she had sworn to herself.

“. . . I heard that you were back
working with Hal,” Dave was saying. "I
still can't believe what happened. He
was a monster of success. He made it
like nobody else. Even Krieses.”

“Hal wasn’t a monster,” she said
sharply. “When 1 first met him, he was
a good person, a good man.”

“Well, he was a good computer,”
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Dave said. “A mind that clicked twenty-
four hours a day. And a heart like Fort
Knox. I'll never forget how he outloxed
old Krieses. Then the old man kKilled
himself. And with vou—when the rest of
us were willing to give vou the benefit
of the doubt, Hal dropped vou cold.”

“He found me again when [ was
broke. 1 was practically on the street—
but Hal found me again and gave me
i chance. He didn’t have to. You don’t
understand.” As she talked, Elena was
once again standing in front of Hal's
door, miserable and uncertain whether
or not to ring. "L can’t quite explain how
he suuck me when I saw him again,”
she said. “Gray. His hair was beginning
1o get gray, but that wasn't really it. It
was as il he wasn't with vou most ol
the time. Left Tor parts unknown. Oh.
he was very polite. First he showed me
around the apartment—rich furnishings,
lots of books in leather bindings, Ori-
ental antiques. a couple ol Brueghels.
Somebody seemed to have put them
there when he wasn't looking, The place
might as well have heen empry.”

At first, she'd thought it was some-
thing about seeing her again—a remote-
ness that incredible success might feel
for [ailure. Then she began 1o feel that
it was less definite than that, an internal
transformation she could not even begin
to comprehend.

“Suddenly something happened.” she
said. “We were having coffee and bran-
dy alter dinner and the voung Hal came
back again. Even his voice. It was as
tounding. You remember what an edge
he used to have. that kind of uncanny
anticipation? Well. as it came out. he
was in danger for the first time in vears.
It was almost as if he had invited me
back to get an audience lor it. Some-
body was fishing in his waters.” She de-
scribed the operation of the Boston and
Chicago brokers.

“And he wanted vou to help him?”
Dave asked.

“I don’t think so. Actually. that's what
he pretended. He rigged the whole con-
versation around some talk about that
claborate system okl Krieses was sup-
posed to have had, until we came to the
point when I had to say ‘losses.’ The
Krieses system had been burglarproof
because of its built-in losses. Hal must
have had all thae hgured, but he wanted
me 1o say it. For that, I got a good job,
a share of the action and quite a lot of
money. All for being the only one lelt in
the world Hal could really talk to.”"

“So what happenced with the brokers®
Dave asked. “You know, all that talk
about Krieses” system is a lot ol dreck.
Money players are the most superstitious
people I know. You ecither have the
Midas touch or you don’t.”

“For those who believe in it, there is a
system,” Elena said slowly. “The rest of
us will always be poor. Comparatively

240 poor. We don't try to draw perfect

circles Irechand, because we know we
can’'t. They know they can. What they
don’t know is that a perfect circle is a
kind of zero.”

Dave laughed and took Elena’s paper
cup. “You've lost me. Here, have anoth-
er drink and rell me how the broker
business came out.”

So she told the story. The day after
her return, she'd taken charge of the en-
trapment plan with a zest and command
she thought she'd lost; and in about
three months, it was over. Ryan, the
Boston broker involved. followed the
Demeter lead to buy very heavily in a
profitable  data-processing company in
Southern California. What Ryan didn’t
know was that the shares he bought for
Hal were being sold, in quantity, else-
where. After a [lew weeks of wild
swings, that stock began to plunge—and
Ryan with it. In the meantime, Hal him-
self had phoned Alterheim. the broker
in Chicago. 10 buy into a special situa-
tion in a Pennsylvania company that
was rumored ready to make a break
through in irradiated-food research. Al-
terheim snapped at the bait. Hal made
some more telephone calls. A week lat-
er. the Times carried a story about the
work of an eminent scientist who'd been
put in charge ol the company’s labs.
The Chicago group plunged with more
than $2,000.000; in small lots, the De-
meter company began to sell through
other brokers. Hal began selling short
just about the time the eminent scien-
uist. well paid for his furlough. returned
to UCLA. That interesting fact was
quickly Iollowed by a rumor that the
FDA was highly dissatisfied with the pos-
sible side effects of irradiated food.
The stock, which had been at 86,
dropped 20 points in a week. It leveled
off at 2214; in Chicago. Mr. Alterheim
was in deep trouble.

It was Elena who formulated the poli-
¢y that [rom then on. at least ten percent
of the yearly Demeter profits would go
into what they agreed to call “diver-
sionary transactions.” And it was Elena
who insisted on perfec staffwork and
who checked everything hersell. She su-
pervised the gradual decentralizing of
Hal's assets and brokerage agents. She
urged him 1o buy what turned out to be
his most uselul channel—the Swiss firm.
His orders now filtered back from Ju
neau and San Juan. Cedar Rapids and
Quebec. Brokers had watched the down-
fall of Ryan and Alterheim and had
grown cautious. They put Hal down as
a lucky eccentric.

Alter the story, Elena and Dave were
silent for & long time, The plane droned
on through the gradually lightening
wastes of air toward the Newloundland
coast. In a kind of somnambulistic voice,
Elena said at last, “You know, I have
slept with only two men in my lile. I've
always had this thing about enormous
wealth, I've always wanted it more than

anything else, and I've always known
I'd never reallv reach it. Well. women
have a way of getting hold ol their un-
attainable thing—whatever it is, talent,
brilliance. money—for a httle while, at
any rate. They can make it part of them
for the moment. Do you understand?
That evening. I'd been talking with
Krieses about some business or other
and he ook a drink with me. Then
another. 1 don’t think he often drank
much. He didn't seem to know what
was happening to him. I took him to
bed.

“I know it sounds absurd to say. In
those davs, I had an obsession like that:
I wanted to sleep with a billion dollars.
It o't absurd, though. when other
women do it for much lesser things. So 1
didd i1, [ got the old man 10 drink and I
got him to hed.”

Dave mutiered something and stirred
a hte in his seat.

“You sull don’t know the secret?” Ele-
na continued. “Let me rell vou. A mulu-
hillion dollars isn’t & man, it's a corpse.
There is a system the rest of us can't
imagine, and when the cirde closes, it
closes with death. I don’t think vou see
what I mean, Dave. I'm not putting it
well, .

“I mean that once we'd fixed the
brokers, Hal drified off again into that
kind of coudland I'd seen the day T
cime back 10 him. He just lost interest—
in me or the business or anvihing. He
still played the game, but since he knew
he was going to win. the game didn’t
have any meaning.” She broke off and
sat silent again lor a while.

She began again in a near whisper.
“Once we were in bed. Hal became life-
less. He dozed. Then he would murter
something. Then he would half sit up. 1
dozed. mysell. and when [ awoke in the
middle of the might. the light by the bed
was on and he wasn’t there.”

The first blaze of day had touched
the wing and Llena shivered and put
her hand in front of her cves.

“Sitting there in the other room by
the light ol a table lamp. Wearing a
dressing gown. Just sitting there silently,
looking at the door as il waiting for
someone to come . That horrible an-
tique pistol lving on the table. When 1
saw Hal like that. I screamed. It was
the way the old man had sat that other
night a long time ago.

“It was six months later that whatever
click Hal was waiting for came. 1 knew
it had to. They found him just as I've
said. He had willed the pistol 10 me. 1
finally threw it down an incinerator.”

Behind them. the sun had edged [ree
of the Atantic horizon and the plane
was suddenly full of broken mirror
reflections ol light. Dave Cohen stirred
restlessly and turned his sleeping face

toward her.




“You'd be surprised how a good pair
can improve a girl’s looks—in fact,

I don't know how I got along without
false eyelashes all these years.”
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the an-
swers to your shopping guestions.
She will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buy any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLayBoY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

Fox Knapp Sportswoear .
French Shriner Shoes
Gant Shirt ...
Hardwick Nlazners

Use these lines for information aboot
other featured merclandise,

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to answer
any of your other questions on fash-
ion, 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

Playboy Building, 919 N, Michigan Ave.
Chiengo, Illinvis 60611

USE CONVENIENT GIFT SUBSCRIPTION
ENVELOPE, PAGE 43

3

PLAYBOY
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[0 3 yrs. for 520 (Save 310.00)
[0 1 yr. for 58 (Save 52.00)
[J payment enclosed O bill Later

10:
name
address

ity  sate  zip code no.
Mail 1o PLAYBOY

Flayboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinois 60611

N360

PLAYBOY'S DOUBLE HOLIDAY PACKAGE

BOTH ISSUES WILL BE COLLECTOR'S ITEMS YOU WON'T WANT TO MiSS




QVIC
out-perio

The new Sprint 350! The world's fastesr
250 is now 100 cc's foster! Take all the
engineering, style, stamina, and speed
that made Sprint the record-shattering
250. Lay on 100 cc's of extra power.
Add a high performance center-bowl
carb. New mufflers and pipes. A new,
dry clutch. Now, sharten the wheelbase

and lower the profile. You've got a hot,
lean middleweight that makes the 450's
lack over-fed. See the street scrambler,
Sprint SS or the ultimate scrambling
machine, Sprint ERS, at your Harley-
Davidson dealer. He's got the right
cycle and the right financing. Harley-
Davidson Motor Co., Milwaukee, Wis,
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You make oil better at both ends
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