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BEST DEAL OF THE YEAR for the man who likes to relax—Ripon Funtime Footwear.
Snug knit slipper socks with cushion soles. Leisure leathers of supple deerskin. New low-cuts in
nylon fleece, incredibly light and soft. There’s nothing on two feet more restful than Ripons. Even
the price is comforting—from $3.00, at better stores everywhere.
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PO‘VL F.uﬂ.l,;.rn.e 'rcro twear
P. 0. Box 50, Ripon, Wistonsin = In Canada, Forest Cily Knitting Co., London, Ontario
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H; hy? ’yf.S, HEC gﬂ_f S wear ing R?-?)OH-‘_\, tOO Ripon slipper socks, gloves, mittens, ski and athlelic socks have been selected by
BV % x £ 2 aft ! the U. S. Athletic Commitlee to be worn by contestants representing the United States
t}h—'y I?E(I.,(E a 'l{.-O?lU’E’?'f?d gi-ﬂ in the VIII Olympic Winter Cames in Squaw Valley, California; February 18-28, 1560.
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THE ENITTED BROW i5 not a common sight
around pravsoy. While not insensiuive
to the world’s woes, we usually worry
about them after office hours, preferring
to spend our work days producing the
best kind of entertainment we know how.
Once in a while, though, our happy edi-
torial forehead creases over a problem
that seems uniquely close o our (and
therefore our readers’) interests. The sick
sex in the “blameless™ ladies’ magazines
was one such brow-corrugator, and it
gave birth to the gratflyingly well-re-
ceived article, The Prous Pornographers.
The chromium horrors of the American
automobile industry gave rise to the suc-
cessful Evos and Unreason in Detrol.
Now the topic of our concern is the ad-
vanced age of the men who run our
country. We recruited Ralph Ginzburg
(ex-Esquire editor and author ol the
book An Unhurried View of Ervolica) to
survey the situation. His article, Cult of
the Aged Leader, is the incisive, thought-
provoking result. It appears in this issue.
It is such a thorough exploration of such
a disturbing subject that it forced us,
when we frst read it, to reverse our usuil
custom: we worried about the world's
woes during office howrs, and when the
evening sun went down we enjoved a
carefree night on the town in Chicago.
You go on the town in Chicago, oo,
this month, with pLAYBOY as vour guide
to the bright lights and brighter doings
in this big breezy burg. We gather from
reader response that you lound the first
m this series —on San Franasco, June
1958 — almost as much [un as an acwal
visit to the place, and we think this
issue’s text-and-photo takeout on the tod-
dlin® town mav be even more entertain-
ing. But then we're biased: it's our town.
Our town was an important stop for
June (The Bosom) Wilkinson when she
first came to this country from England.
reavsoy  introduced her to American
readers, and now we visit her in Holly-
wood, where she has found her place in
the sun of Southern California.
Southern California is also the scene

of the colorful story, OK, So I'm a Coo-
kooboo, the work of a writer new to
these pages, Charles Hamblett, who tells
us he was raised mostly along whistle-
stops of the Orient Express, and in the
taverns of Soho, where he and the late
Dylan Thomas (whom Hamblert faintly
resembles) ““did mmitations of Humphrey
Bogart and wrote poetry in beer stains.”

Hamblertt's story is about a pickup on
a beach: so appropriate does this situa-
tion strike us for an August issue that
we thought it a grand idea to have two
stories about pickups on beaches, as long
as they were totally different kinds ol
pickups on totally different beaches, so
we've included a suspenseful new novel-
ctte by Herbert Gold, The Sender of
Lelteys.

Senders of letters to our Dear Playboy
department have always been lavish with
praise of those two antic [ellows, H.
Allen Smith and Shel Silverstein, comics
of the tyvpewriter and the skeich pad.
Smith — his latest book, Don't Get Per-
conel with a Chicken (see page 24), out
of the way and selling well — has done
for us A Short History of Fingers, which
is definitely the last few thousand words
on the subject. Silverstein, bearded like
the pard as always, gets lost among other
bearded types — Arabs (mostly [riendly,
it turns out) — in his latest pictorial re-
port from a far-lung land.

The amalgamation of far-flung and
near-flung automorive talents is gone
into by Ken Purdy in High-Bired Hy-
byids. an article on those cars with [or
cign-desiened bodies and domestic in-
nards.

And speaking of innards, why don't
we stop talking and let you examine the
interior of this August issue voursell?
In addition to what we've alrcady told
you about, you'll ind a Penthouse Play-
mate, informed advice on attire, articles
and Rction by Thomas Mario, Henry
Slesar and  John Novorny — the last-
named being another storvieller inrro-
duced 1o pravsoy reacders this month,
via his charmung and wuly adult West-
ern, The Ranchey’s Daughter.

.H" SMITH
]
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PLAYBOY-JAZZ-TESTIVAL

SPONSORED BY PLAYBOY MAGAZINE
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INDIVIDUAL PERFORMANCE TICKETS
Saturday & Sunday / Matinees and Evenings

Reserved Seatsat........... $5.50 and $3.30
General Admissionat..........c.00.. $1.10
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MA]L PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL
PLAYBOY BUILDING
ORDERS 237 E. OHIO STREET
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Premiere Benefit Performance Friday Night at 8 0O

Miles Davis Sextet T 3% 3% 6 e X
Count Rasie Band 2 : . .
Joe Wi“iams @ Frlday nght Prices @

Proceeds to the Chicago Urban League
Reserved Seats at: $25, $15, $10, $7.50, $5

General Admission (1st Balcony)—$3.30
General Admission (2nd Balcony)—$2.20

‘m. A ) 3 B (Benelis Prcrs Apsy 1 Fridey Oaty) TERE 34 36 T8 3¢

Dizzy Gillespie Quintet
Dave Brubeck Quartet
Kai Winding Septet
Dakota Staton

Mort Sahl, Emcee

Saturday Aft. at 2

Duke Ellington Band
Jimmy Rushing
Oscar Peterson Trio
Dukes of Dixieland
Jimmy Giuffre 3
Bobby Darin

The Signatures

Mort Sahl, Emcee

Saturday Eve. at 8

Count Basie Band

Joe Williams

Lamber!l, Hendricks & Ross
Ahmad Jamal Trio

Sunday Aft. at 2

Stan Kenton Band
Four Freshmen
June Christy
Sonny Rollins Trio &

Jack Teagarden All Stars Nina Simone '
Don Elliott Austin High Gang [[f |
Earl Bostic Sextet @ David Allen [

Mort Sahl, Emcee Mort Sahl, Emcee N

Sunday Eve. at 8

Louis Armstrong All Stars

Red Nichols and His 5 Pennies
Stan Kenton Band
Chris Connor

J. J. Johnson Quintet
Coleman Hawkins

Mort Sahl, Emcee

@

Georg Brunis'

Dixieland Band in Residence at all Performances
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DEAR PLAYBOY

B ADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE « 232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS

BRITONS
Your May issue of rrLayBOY riates a
solid 400! My own personal Lavorite was
Britons at the Ballpark. Hermione Gin-
gold is my dish. Why not [eature her as
a Playmate, complere with Havana cigan?
John Gerner
Brooklvn, New York

I heard about Britons al the Ballparvk
only yesterday from Herh Caen of the
San Francisco Chyonicle. This leature
was admirably and, 1 think. amusingly
produced and 1 am delighted to see this
visuatl record of what was, for me, a very
enjovable day.

Commander Edward Wihitehead
Schweppes, Lid.
New York, New York

JUICELESS PLAYBOY
I am very disappointed in pravsoy.
When 1 shell out hall a buck for a
magazine like yours, I expect to get what
the title indicates. 1 look at the photos
fust, but then I wurn to the hicuon for
some Juicy reading, know what I mean?
William Douglas
Chesterfield, South Carolina
We know what you mean. Theve ave
al least a dozen magazines available to
lovers of “juicy reading.” Take your
business to them; we'll never miss you.

SHADOWY BUNNY
There 15 no other word for it
“sneaky.” 1 thought pravsoy had finally
pulled a blooper and omitted the rabbit
from the May cover; but there he was,
just a shadow of his former self. And no
wonder, look at the company he keeps!
Gary F. Paulu
Amn Arbor, Michigan

PLAYBOY HOUSE PARTY
\ter sceing  vour  May pictorial,
Playboy’s House Party, 1 am sull saying
“Like wow.” Do the girls come with the
house?
Charles Millaxd
Chicago, Illinois

Playboy's House Party is the sreatest.
Along with the ideas that 1 can Incorpo-
rate i my future bachelor pad, the
scenery that dressed the ser was the best

bevy of beauties 1 have seen in a long
time. How can photographe
stand a2

}'OIII

Neale G. Traugh
Atlanta, Georgia

I have just read your AMay issue and
think 1 s splendid. The arucle on
Harold Chaskin's dream home is very
vood. The Luct is, T think that T will
become a AMiami tile contractor. The
business looks good.

Jelt Allison
Orlando, Florvida

Yes, ves, the House Party was diverting
and the wenches decorative, il blank,
but let’s cut the phony. pretentious,
pscudo-sophisticated copy vou print with
these  pictorials. The commentary on
House Party was elbow-in-theribs silli-
ness.

Wallace Branders
Toronto, Ontrio

Let me see if I've got this stsught. T'e
have a house party, 1 firse have w move
to Florida. Then | have w build a
Playboy's Weekend Hideaway, replete
with ohsosccluded sun deck, sunken
bath, and hidden bar next o an under-
water window which peers out into my
swimming pool. Then 1 have Lo invite
about five girls to stav the weekend, two
ol whom must be real good sports. Also
I'd bewer lay in a goodly supply of steaks,
booze and bubble bath. Oh, ves, don't
forget to ask Bunny Yeager to [all by
with her Press Graphic to snap a few
candid remembrances of our wonderful
weckend. Boy, this sure sounds like fun
— only one thing has me worried. At the
end of the day, with the solt wind blow-
ing i through the open rool and the
couples moving close together in the
semi-darkness, when doces Bunny Yeager
stop taking pictures?

Gordon Blackles
Los Angeles, Calilornia

Cindy Fuller gets my vore for the next
Playmate ol the Year.
James Hartley
Kansus City, Kansas

PLAYBOY, AUGUST, 1959, VOL. §, MO 8. PUNLISHED MONTHLY BY WMH PUBLISHING €O, INC
« CHICAGOD 11, ILL. SECOND ELASS POSTAGE PAID AT CHICAGD
BY HMM FUBLISHING CO., INC. SUBSCRIFTIONS: Ih THE b &,

FON THAKE YEARS. $10 FOR TWO vEAR3, $4 FOW ONE YEAR

FLAYBOT DUILDING, 232 E. oM10

ILLINOIS. PRINTED IN U.5. A, CONTENTS COPVRIGHTED & 1938
ITS POSSESSIONS
ELSEWHEAL ADD 83 PIR YEAR FOR FORLIGN POSTAGL

THE FAN AMERICAN LAION AND CAMADA, 314
ALLOW 30

DAYVS FOR KEW SUBSCRIPT . ONS AND RENEWALS. CHMANGE OF ADDRESS: SEND BOTH OLE AND NEW ADDRESSES AND ALLOW 30 DAYS

FOR CHANGE, ADVERTISING: WAIN ADVERTISING OFFICE
NEW YORK, C1 S5.2620, WESTENN AOVERTIS|ING OFFICE
BIFRESENTATIVE
ENTATIVE, ALANC
WEPRESENTATIVE,

31

RE-NICHOLS ASSOCIATES

WOWARD LEDERLR
OHIO STRELY. CMICAGD 1)
D E, CRAWFORD, E12 S, SERFAND AVENUE, LOS ANGELES, CALITORMIA, DU 4.73352
33 FOAT STREEY
SOUTHEAST ADVENTISING SALES, CHAMEER OF COMMERCE QUILDING MiAMI 32,

EASTERN M

AGER. 720 FiFTM AVE., WUEW YORK
ILLINCIS M)l 2.1000| LOS AWGELES
SAk FEANCISCO WEPRE-
CALIFOENIA, YU 66340 SOUTHEASTERM
FLONIDA, FR 3.2103,

AN FRAECISCO 4

HAVE
A LOVE-AFFAIR
WITH THE SUN.,.

IT KISSES YOU
WITH COLOUR!

sticelrS BN
L L b a4 ghasae)

’200 FLUS TAX

ANTOINE TAN




PLAYEBOY

"I want plenty of protection...
and no perfumel”

*Just give me a deodorant
that doesn't quit!"™

*“Protection that doesn't fade...
that's for mel™”

MEN! Get TRIG
...new roll-on

deodorant with
STAYING POWER

@ TRIG protects you - 9
against odor up to {

27 hours!

® TRIG checks perspiration
all day! And its
protection builds —
hours after you've rolled
TRIG on, protection
has actually increased!

@ TRIG has the clean
smell you want . . . the
slaying power you need!

TRIG IS A PRODUCT OF BRISTOL-MYERS,
MAKERS OF BUFFERIN* VITALIS® AND IPANA®

Congratulations on Cindy Fuller. I
cheerlully nominate her as Playmate ol
the Year without even waiting 1o see the
rCMAIning seven issucs,

Ted Nicholson
Chilliwack, British Columbia

Thank goodness May's Playmate, Cin
dy Fuller, does not sell brushes, as |
don’t know where I would put all the
brushes 1 would order. With Cindy, I
would have no sales resistance,

Richard Bailin
Univensity City, Missouri

Your pictorial essay, Playboy's House
Party, was devastaung. But leds sce more
of that curvaceous redhead, Mary June
Ralston!

William Kimmel
New Haven, Connecticut

I am a Cuban student now studying
i your eountry and I would like to be
a resident ol the US. because one of the
many American customs I've acquired is
reading pravsoy. The most impressive
array of pictures I've seen in your pages
were those of Bonnie Harrington in
House Party. 1 hope you will soon make
her a Playmate — with towel or without.

Alejandro Modena
Coral Gables, Florida

I was overwhelmed by Playboy's House
Pavty. The tiles, mosaics and inlays were
most impressive.

Glenn Clark
Kancohe, Hawaii

THE BOTTOMLESS PURSE
Your magazine, though filled with ex-
cellent hetion and art work, is directed
to millionaires. The wtavel suidance
scctuon, Playboy's International Date-
book, particularly scems aimed at some
mythical ereature with the elassic bot-
tomless purse and thick pobs of snob-
bish blood. Climb off that social ladder.
Samuel E. Lessere
Paris, France

THE NOISE
Immensely enjoyed Ken Purdy's The
Nose in your March issue. Purdy cer
tainly has a clear and comprehensive
knowledge of modern psychiatry. Sure
he isn't @ couch commando using an
alias?
David J. McCluskey
St. Louis, Missouri

Ken Purdy has unquestionably done
it again. The Noise exhibits the same
impressive talent seen in The 51 Tones
of Green.

Leo Maselli
Porterville, California

Barnaby Hackett, Mr. Purdy's doomed
character in The Noise, could have
lound sanctuary in one of our isolated

\@

NATURAL SHOULDER
FLANNEL BLAZER

Pure wool flannel blazer
with DEANSGATE authentic
natural-shoulder styling.
With lap seams, hook vent,
brass buttons—and Bemberg
lining. About $39.50
also in LANELLA imported
flannel, same price.
At fine wien's shops and
department stores, For store
nearest pow, please wrile
FAMOUS-STERNBERG, INC.
950 Poeyfarre St., New Orleans 5, La.

price= slightly higher west of Rockies

DO-IT-YOURSELF
ELECTRIC WALL CLOCK

Modern!. . Altractive! Wall clock as functian-
ol, decorotive piece. Build inte walls, cabinets,
or doors. Mount on peg boaord, combed ply,
mosaic ar cloth backing and heng on wall
pointing-style. Complete kit for simple instal-
letion. All d pieces—hands, disc, solid
numerol bors—are satin finish brass,

Flonged clock mechanism is
3" diom. Numerals ll:n:'nl!l“ ORDER YOURS
TODAY!

diomh.’ circle. Clock motor is
synchronous, self-starting

type for 115V AC powee. & 95
Kit includes obove with 1

cord, templale and instr,

Calderria revidenty
odd 4% uate 1oles tas

Item 130

LAKESIDE HDUSE
R R e Oy 13, Gt




THE COLUMBIA ® RECORD CLUB
now enables you to acquire a |[STEREO RECORD LIBRARY | at a saving of 40%

ANY SIX

FOR
ONLY

RECORDS

E 5 n:uu. VALUE

l.lP TO $33.88

if you join the Club now — and agree to purchase as few as 5 selections from the more than 100 to be made available during the coming 12 months

GRAND CANYON
SUITE

HOORAY FOR

HowLywooo

1. Night and Day,
plus 11 more hits

NORMAN LUBOFF

CHOIR /202

THE LaMr 1S LOW
STRANGE MUSIC
MY REVERIE
9 more

g
>

& e

2. A beloved
American classic

THE FASULOUS

JOHNNY g

CASH ~
f ]

DONT TAKE WOUR GUACS T2 TOWN
DO SITLY, BUE RIFER
PLUS 10 OTEERS

19. No Other Love,
Our Love, 10 more

49. That's All Over,
One More Ride, elc.

BEETHOVEN:
PASTORALE SYMPRONY

BRUNO WALTER
COUMELL STMPRONY DRCH

37. Lovely “‘musical
portrait of nature"

10. Be My Love,
Where or When, etc.

MITREPEULES, Cond

15. Broadway's
newest smash hit

Y O SAROY
FIBELUS | HANOEL

MORMON TABERMACLE
CHOR
PHILADELPHIA ORCH.

40, "Hallelujah",
"Finlandia™, etc.

LISTENING IN
DEPTH
=

TO COLUMBIA
STERBEOPHONIC BOUND

24. 16 classical
and pop selections

AL,

i

SUDDY COLE, Organ

9. Always, Please,
Speak Low, 9 more

SYMPHONY MO, |

28. Brahms® most
beloved symphony

AMIAN
RHAFSOOIES 1 & 2

11. Berlioz' most
popular work

ELLINGTON
INDIGOS

=

31. Solitude, Au-
tumn Leaves, etc.

22. Organist Cole
plays 11 hit tunes
PINES OF ROME
FOUNTAINS OF ROME
et

FUILASCLPWIA CECH _ DEMANGT

18. Two electrify.
ing tone poems

S THAT PUT ;—g{//

(¥ 4%
?\te @R O Sy,
4

If you now own 2 stereophonic
phonograph, or plan to purchase
one in the near future — here is
2 unique opportunity to obtain
SIX brand-new stereo records. . .
uf to 2 $35.88 retail value —
ALL SIX for only $5.98!

We make this unusual offer to
demonstrate the money-saving ad-
vantages you will regularly enjoy
a5 @ member of the Columbia @
Record Club.

Read below how the Club op-
erates. . then mail the coupon,
without money, to receive the
six stered records of your choice

— all six for only $5.98.
Stereo records

NOT : must be played

only on a stereo phonograph

42, Body and Soul,
| Got It Bad, 10 more

KOSTE LANETZ

Romantic

TCHAIKOV SKV

[ S

33. 11 beautiful,
Immertal melodies

JOHNNY MATHIS

Furry Foak
ond Crchastro

3

8. What'll I Do,
Warm, 10 more

MY FAIR LADY
IN STERED

6. Newly mcorued

for stereo sound

25. Two very pop-
uar piano works

MAMALIA JACKSON
KT THE 1958

WEWPORT JAZZ FESTIVAL
At

3, Didn't It Rain,
God s Real, etc.

MARCHE SLAV | |Ella Fitzgerald
CAPRH:CI!] TI'M.IEN SINGS
NIGHT DN
BALD MOUNTAIN

MITROPOULDS
NIW TORK PEMMaswOMC

7. Three brilliant

50. Where or When,

hi-fi showpieces Manhattan, 10 more

5. 16 favorites — .

Sweet Violets, etc.
Tchaikovshy
PATHETIOUE
SYMPHONY
Mitropoulos,

New York

Philharmonic

30. A “'must’ for
any record library

THE FOURLADS

£ta)

SEREETIN' ALONG

BAN LU ot b wrcinita

20. Come to Me,
Leng Age, 10 more

12. Let’s Dance,
Jubilee, 7 more

MUSIC OF MEXIEB
27. Granada, La
Paloma, 11 more

MENDELSSOHN;

ITALIAN SYMPHONY

HAYDN:

LONDON 5YMPHONY

Derasiein A’I’L
PHLRARMONT

29. High-spirited,
gay symphonies

R STRAUSS: DO JUAN
DEATH st TRANSTIGURATION

i1 EULENSPIEGEL

SZELL-CLEVELAND ORCH.

ol caval,
Sl

)

IS GREATEST HITS

STRAVINSKY .i
f fneainn Suire |

TCHAIRDYSKY
ROMED AND JULIET %
LEONARD BEANSTEIN
NEW Tiax mllill!lﬁlf

41. Strauss' love-
liest {one poems

16, Two colorful,

45. Tico-Tico,
exciting scores

Brazil, 10 others

SRR HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: [~ SEND NO MONEY — Mol toupon fo receive & records for $5.98 |_—_-
RHAFSOOIES 14 2 * You enroll in either one of the Club’s two stereo COLUMBIA @ RECORD CLUB, Dept. 239-2 CIRCLE &
! Divisions: Classical or Popular — whichever one best . :
suits your musical taste Stereophonic Section NUMBERS:
. Terre Houte, Indiana 22 |
% Each month the Club's staff of music experts selects y bes 1
outstanding recordings that deserve a place in your ::’:crc :Ti:‘:‘;{o?g:f Invr\:lihhfgergﬁ:dfg: «"s’%."‘},‘l‘.i,‘i‘.‘i.:,',"&.mf 2 24
new stereo record library. These seleclions are Ing charge. Enroll me in the following Division of the Club: 3 25
21. Four dashing, described in the Club’s entertaining Music Magazine, {check one box only}
fiery rhapsodies which you receive free each month [0 Stereo Classical [] Stereo Popular : ::
STRAVINSKY % You may accept the selection for your Division .. . I ngree to purchase five selections from the more than 100 to
N take any of the other records offered in both Divi- || PhTenen maiiine ehorse. Eor cvery tas atd iione oiehincs | 7 29
sions . . . or take NO record in any particular month é'o accept, 1dnm' ta _r:che‘:lve n 12" Columbla or Eplc stereo 8 3D
* Your only o{bltgathon asa r;ember is to pgrchas; éave e R S o o
selections from the more than 100 Columbia and Epic
records 10 be offered in the coming 12 months , .. and || Nome:--ooi-seeresmsmessssnicmmarimerananinsanesssasaceees 4 g:
you may discontinue membership any time thereaﬂer Addee 11
* - s i B T T T T
= % After purchasing only five records you receive a = 12 37
36. The ballet that Columbia or Epic stereo Bonus record of your choice 5 15 40
rocked the world f f two Biditionalicalacti b o TORSMLEL G Sl SRt i s ol 10HE MM i5as aanwsasgsd
2 rh” of e;‘ery wo " 102l Selec '0“5':":;" uy ALASKA and HAWALL urite for special membership plan 16 41
l L] ree oro
EOLERISS :e;?ulraermt{ls? ‘price. of aéf !galig?a:sr:gal ‘See?el:at‘:o;hse It you wish tq have this membership credited to an estab- | 18 42
@ P lished Columbls or Epic record dealer, suthorized to mccept 19 4as
$5.98), plus 2 small mailing charge subscriptions, fill In below:
BECONR % Here, indeed, is the most convenient method ever de- 20 49
CLUB yised to bﬂﬂq a superb stereo library, at great sav- Dealer's Nome. . cooa.vasans Nasmaunasadesssesssssasasarartnnnns 1 50
Terre Havte, Ind, ings — so mail the coupon today! Doy s M s Lt S TSy S e A T e F8¢
© Columbls Records Sales Corp., 1956 @"Columbla,’ @, “Epic,* ® Marcas Reg,
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LONDON
FOG

MAINCOATS®

THIS IS “LONDON" —
first on every campus. Completely...
wash and wear thanks to Calibre Cloth — our ex-
clusive Dacron and Cotton blend. Made with the
famous stand up collar, raglan shoulders, slash
pockets. Your choice of handsome colors. $29.95

the Maincoat fashion that's
automatically

LONDONTOWN MANUFACTURING CO.
5 NORTH HAVEN. BALTIMORE. MD.

Army Missile Sites up here in Alaska.
Furthermore, this individual with the
unusual perceptive qualities would only
have to cope with one train of incoming
thoughts, as we soldiers [airly wallow in
monomania: what's going on back in
CONUS (Continental United States)?
Indeed Ken Purdy has given rravesoy
onc of the most interesting and original
stories printed in quite a while. In [act,
PLAYBOY's prose in general is head and
shoulders above the bourgeois bilge in
most other magazines.

Don Gordon

Fairbanks, Alaska

Ken Purdy’s The Noise, in the March
issue, has prompted me to write you.
It's a new and intriguing approach to
the ESP theme, and on the whole well-
handled. It's particularly relreshing, in
these days of the pointless, plotless
“slice-ol-life,” to run across a story the
principal characters of which are edu-
cated, intelligent and reasonably rational
men. The March issue as a whole was, in
fact, quite good — one of the best ever, 1
think. Silverstein, as usual, was supcrh:
John Walkice's story was sensitive and
well-formed; Rav Russell’s article on the
cravat was highly entertaining. pLAvVROY,
I think, has established itself as a maga-
zine of a much-needed wype — one which
offers a broad range of material directed
toward the man whose interests are many
and varied. It is a difficult character to
maintain — it would be remarkably ecasy
for pLAYsOY to degencrate into just an-
other sex sheet, or 1o become an ceffere
and snobbish journal for the rich. 1 hope
that will never happen. I hope the edi-
wrial staff will alwavs keep before them
the nnage ol the reader they are aiming
at — the reader who is sophisticated (in
the best sense of that olt-abused word),
mtelligent, and nterested  in many
things. It 1s a difhicult task, but one
whose achicvement is well worth while.
And let’s have more issues like March!

Clarke Walser
Chicago, Illinois

EL SHEL
Is it possible to obtain reprints of Shel
Silverstemn’s drawings ol the bullhght? I
have a number of aficionado nends who
will be as pleased with them as [ was.
Peter E. Blau
Piusheld, Massachusetts

GIRL HAD BEEN AROUND

The Girl Had Been Avound should be
required reading lor every man married
over two years, Fhe situation pictured in
this bit of fiction is all oo true o life.
As I'm sure you will agree, 1t's the man
who should put the “zing” into love-
making, or take the responsibility for
the lack of it. 1 wonder if the author of
the story dudn't use my husband as Bart's
prototypez We have been married lour

**.*****t*****i******i*t***

=GREAT IHSTRUMEHTALS
ON ONE LP

WEST SIDE STORY
PORGY AND BESS

Gershwin's

PORGY
AND
BESS

ROBERT
RUSSELL

BENNETT

BERNSTEIN
DANCE MUSIC
from

WEST
SIDE
STORY

Stunning orchestral interpretations
by Robert Russell Bennett of two out-
standing stage works. Fabulous
sound in either the Living Stereo or

regular Long Play version.
When ordering Stereo, say...

RCA VICTOR. &)

Acézzow/m{geé’
EXCELLENCE

PORTABLE LIGHTS MDIb BATTERIES
BURGESS BATTERY COMPANY

FREEFORT, L. NIAGARA FALLS, CANADA



We play
to the gallery

We suppose that you want to
play golf like the professionals,
and if you can’t do that (and it's
a constant vision that someday
you'll put all your good shots
together in one magnificent dis-
play), you'll settle for looking
like a pro.

That's why the sweater pic-
tured here is possibly the one for
you. The yarn is a rich and soft,
half and half blend of alpaca and
nylon, in black, white, red or tan.
The tones are subdued; well-
dressed golfers seldom are mis-
taken for jockeys at work. Note:
No pockets and no trim. The give
in the shoulders was designed for
a free and easy swing, according
to Ken's requirements.

Your “Ken Venturi” sweater
in the right size is available at
one of the better haberdashers’ or
at your pro shop. Price is $19.95;
as an additional assist in improv-
ing your appearance, we suggest
that you study Ken's 16-page
“Analyze Your Golf Swing,”
which we of the Jantzen Inter-
national Sports Club will send to
you free for the request.

/
-
Zon
sportswear
for sportsmen

Jantzen Inc. « Poriland 8, Oregon

Ken Venturi
just off the
eighteenth green
at Cypress Point;
photo by
Tom Kelley.
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IRIDESCENT ALL-WEATHER ELEGANCE
Alligator Galetone $259°5

Subtle color highlights in 2-ply, yarn-dyed finest imported cotton,
Full-cut comfort. Water repellent. Wide choice of colors and pat-
terns. Plaid lined, $29.95. At right: ALL. DACRON WATERPROOF.
Protects in heaviest ruins. Won't stick, crack, leak. Sponges clean with
ordinary soap and water. With carrying case, $14.75. Other Alligator
coats $11.75 to $514.75. At better stores everywhere.

THE ALLIGATOR COMPANY = 57. LOUIS

NEW YORK =

CHICAGO ¢ LOS ANGELES

Who really invented the Bacardi Pariy?

Northern playboys claim

@PWWW

Americas favorite brand - by far

© Bacardi Imports, Inc., NY,
Rum, 80 proof

Southland
goofs-

Back in March we first announced
that “deep in Dixie we've uncovered
a new playboy pastime—The Bacardi
Party.”

Lo and behold, Alaska is now re-
ported as challenging this claim. The
parka-clad playboys say they were the
first to concoct the delightful idea.

As you know, a Bacardi Party is
where the guests bring Bacardi and
the host supplies the mixings—as
many as he can turn up. Fun!

So have yourself a Bacardi party.
You may not have invented it, but
you certainly can discover it. Just
bear in mind the old saying: No
Party can be a Bacardi
Party without Bacardi.

Bacardi

years and he tells me [ should no longer
expect honeymoon love-making, that I'm
too old for it. Well, gentlemen, 1 am 22!
Is that oo old? 1 wish someone would
crash my ever-loving right between the
eyes with the [acts ol why wives get
bored with husband-siyle sex and seck
more stimulating experiences outside the
marital bedroom. Thank you for the
chance o blow my top.

(Name Withheld)

Boston. Massachusetts

ICEBREAKING CARTOONS
Original or nor? I have discovered a
way to add a more relaxed atmosphere 1o
my apartment. The drawings ol Jack
Davis, Charles W. Miller and Gahan
Wilson are delightful and have contriby-
uted much to rraveoy. I have [ramed a
few of these colorful cartoons and deco-
rated the living room walls with them.
Occasionally I place new cartoons in the
frames. When 1 invite guests to my
home, | introduce them to cach other
and then leave the room and mix the
drinks. Meanwhile, thev read the car-
toons and by the time I return, they are
in a relaxed, warm and congenial mood.
Toby L. Smith
San Jose, California

UPSTAIRS CREDIT
Your storv about Julius Monk's Up-

stairs al the Downstairs (May issuc) was
very interesting, but in light of the [act
that you quoted liberally from the Con-
Jerence Call skewch, it occurs to me it
might have been [air to credit the au-
thor of the skeich, Bill Dana. Bill also
writes many ol the funny things that Lall
[rom my mouth, not including my
bridgework.

Steve Allen

New York, New York

THE ART OF TRAVEL
With great interest and pleasure |1
read Pawrick Chase's aruade, The Art of
Travel, in vour Mav issue. I have trav-
cled extensively and can vouch for the
high value of his tips.
C. de Isordes
Maracaibo, Venezueli

A superbly wnitten,
thentic article by My, Chase. It is most
gratifying 1o see a Travel Editor not
only providing vour readers with [acts
of “where o go™ but also “how 1o go" —
with a travel agent

Willkam k. Burnheimer, Manager
Allen Travel Service, Inc
Warren, Ohio

timely and au-

A GOOD MAN GONE
I must be in love. 1 read vour undeni-
ably great May issue — and was bored!
Ceorge Parker
hew Gardens, New York
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trte's another harvest from the col-
Hnlnm of Ann Landers and Abigail
Van Buren (as released by the Chicago
Sun-Times and McNaught Syvndicate).
For those of our readers who may be
coming in Late, be it known that every so
often we print verbatim leters to Ann
and Abby and thewr answers, then add,
in italics, our male amendments to their
feminime llights of Gincy.

pEAR ABsy: 1 am a single man, age 355,
and 1 live in a rooming house. Fhere is
a voung woman (about 27) who has a
room in the back aparoment; mine is in
front aned there is a bhathroom in be-
tween us. She has o cotheshine strung up
in the bathroom and every night she
washes our her underwear and hanes it
up. I ger up first and sec these things in
the bathroom every morning. She must
hive only two sets of underwear because
one set is on the line every single morn-

ing, Both sets are getting very rageed so
I guess that's all she has. Would it be
oo personal a gl lor me o give her
some new underwear? I am not very for-
ward and ar might be a good wav 1o get
better acquainted. SOUARE SHOOTER
vEAR souAkE: A gilt of intimate apparcl
would be out of order. I vou want to
kunow her bewer, engage her in conver-

sation casually like
ool Lux.

sentleman Duz.

VEL. you know that time and TIDE
warl for no wan. Al you need 1o do is
spend a little SHLVER DUST and ave
her the pants. Then be of sood CHEER:
i shee wels anuI-‘-ff 10OY fram the prescnt,
yvou may he able to talk her out of them.
I you do WISK her off Ley [eel, just
be careful about founding an AMERI-
GAN FAMILY.

pEAR ANN: I'm in my frst year of college
and in dire need of help. My steady girl
and 1 agreed when 1 went off to school
we would both others. During
Easter vacation I dated my former steady
and also another girl who 15 a close
friend of hers. Givl No. 2 didn’t have the
high standards of my former steady and
we became intimate alter just a couple
of dates. 1 know it was wrong, and I'm
particularly ashamed because she never
meant anvthing o me. 1 don't plan o
date her acain. Now my former steady
has started o write very warm letters.
She says she's beginning to think of me
as THE man an her life. In her last three
letters she asked what wene on during
viwcation between me and the other ginl.
I've 1gnored the question as 1 don't want
o damage & reputation. At the same
tine, she may know more than 1 think
and if I don’t level with her she may
cool off on me. Please help.

A TROUBLED STUDENT

date

vou AreE a brass-plated, four-door heel
to have used the givl so shabbilv. Your
statement that her standards weren't as
high as the other girl's was interesting.
What about YOUR standards. Bulby? Do
vou pise amd lower them like an ele-
vator, according o the company you
keep? The conlession that the girl never
meant anything w vou supports what
I've been wrving o drill into the heads
ol wenmage girls. 1 a lellow has e spect
for a young lady he won't try to sell her
on such shemanigans. You behaved like
a cul. Don't compound the lelony by
blabbing. Contmue o ignore the writ
ten question. Il she confronts vou in
person, tell her she's out ol order, and
what went on with yvou and a third party
is none of her business.,

Don't be a schnook, you schuook.

Everybody knows that a gnl who's eager
enough can have any noymal young man
rnm‘hf\'m{:. without half trying. It s
from {lus fact that several pungent
phrases have enteved our language, like
“cherchez la femme.” “getting marvied”
and “rvaising a family.” Stop hicking
vourself. and wise up: Girl No. I has
aolbinously consulted with Givl Ne. 2, and
digs what she’s heavd. In a nice way,
she's telling you she wanix to sample
your techmique. If vou don’l act soon,
slie WILL cool of] on you. Strike wlile
this stven s hol.

pEAR Apsy: D've been going with this
Chicel Petry Officer Tor 12 vears and the
best 1 can get our of him s than T am a
“aood ki T ell him 1 love him, tying
i et him o say the sinne o me, but
he jqust hinghs and aveids saving  the
words. He bought me a card mble set
and made the down pavment on my car
for me and 1 showed my apprecation
I‘h{’ SAMe way aany ()ll]cl ;_:I.Il('l"l waolnan
would. bur | can't get him 1o talk mar-
1mge. Do you think T am wasting my
Lime? SWEETIE PMIE

prar sweeTIE: | am alvaid vou sulfered
considerable “deprecianon™
showed  vour  “appreciation.” 11 voun
veallyv want o hear a o say, “1 do™ —
don't!

when yvou

There's nothing petty about this Chief.
Any gny awhe wsn'l chamed. yet stichks
arownd while s aol ages 12 vears. s
really a [ind. Count your blessings and
don’t bug the guy aboul marvage unless
you want to lose lim.
prAR Apsy: Not wishing 1o veveal my
wlenuty, let's just say ©am a man whose
business takes me into the homes of my
clients. While on 2 business call (1o pre-

11
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Impossipje
before C()l{‘]aL
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NORTHWE€AVE.

first year-round wash and wear
with a luxury air

Dragons are imaginary, Northweave is real.
Wear it for its caressingly soft touch...luxury
look . ..rich color...natural comfort. All from
Corval, Courtaulds’ cross-linked cellulosic
hher. Look for Northweave, Milliken's 35%
Corval—-65% Dacron®...automatic wash-wear
with the warmth you want for Fall. Courtaulds
(Alabama) Inc., 600 Fifth Avenue, N. Y. 20.

COURTAULDS

i Men's Suits and Sport Coats
1( )13 a by SAGNER
Ry W] Men's ana Boys' Stacks
= - by THOMSON
f oy Boys® Suits and Sport Conls

by PICARIELLO & SINGER

*DuPant palyester Bber

sent the bill) a very attractive woman
practically “threw hersell™ at me. Being
human, I “caught™ her. When | opre
sented my bill for what she owed me
(labor and materials), she tore it into
little picces. It amounted to $400. 1 took
it o my Liwver and he advised me o
foreet the bill, the woman and the mna-
dent. Should 12 “HOMO SAPIEN"

peEAr sar: Lake your lawyers advice
You're lucky she didn't add an amuse
ment tax.

You're the only guy who can judge
whether it was worlh i1. If it was, quil
beefing. If not, deduct whalever you
think her sevinee was worth and continue
lo collect the balance due you on the
installment plan.

pEAR ABpy: | was Sitting in a restaurant
minding my own business when a nice
looking girl (about 22) cune up to me
and said, “Can 1 have your phone num-
ber or do you want mine?” 1 was so0
stunned T said, “Sorry, but you must
have me conlused with somebody else.”
Then she went away and 1 saw her oo
sit with a man who 1 presume was her
date. She looked like a lady. She was
pretry and well-dressed and very clean
looking. Am 1 just a green hick or is this
the way people get acquainted nowa-
days? Maybe I'm missing something.
STILL STUNNED

DEAR STUNNED: You got what 1s com-
monly known as the “direct approach.”
She may have looked like a lady, bue |
assure you she was not. You missed
something all night —a lot ol trouble!

What you're missing is your marbles.
But don’t brood about tt, just climb back
i the freexer with the other cubes.

A recent assue of Punch made public
that publication’s opinion of a current
social phenomenon, Qur English cousins
reported that “Mr. Edwin Malendine
claims that the need for public opinion
polls can only be determined by a puly
lic opinion poll. We'd like a public
opinion poll on this.”

That the world of big business is still
often a dog-cat-dog arena was borne out
recently by @ headline that appeared in
the Willimantic (Connecticut) Daily
Chlivonicle:

“TEXTRON INC. MAKES OFFER
TO 5GREW €O, SIOCKRHOLDERS,”

The murky workings of the academic
mind are often awesome for the layman
to behold. But perhaps no ways of
academe are stranger than those used by
the Mental Health Research Institute of
the University of Michigan, which at-

NEWEST

SOUND
AROUND!

LARRY
ELGART

NEW_SOUNOS AT
THE ROOSEVELT

-
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Highlights of the sensational stand by Larry Elgart
and his Orchestra at New York's Hotel Roosevelt.
The Larry Elgart Sound glorifies 14 songs, includ-
ing Honeysuckle Rose, Yearning, Wabash Blues,
Mountain Greenery. On regular L.P. & Living Stereo.

@ RCAVICIOR

Koret of California
LOVES 25,000,000 WOMEN—
THE WOMEN DRIVERS OF AMERICA!

WOMEN ARE
WONDERFUL=-
DRIVERS X

If the woman in your life is a wonderful
driver, BE A HERO. See that she
gets a WOMEN ARE WONDERFUL— DRIV-
ERS sticker for her car bumper, and a
bonafide “Safe Driver" identification card
for her wallet.

For the store nearest you offering these
FREE gifts, write to:

KORET OF CALIFORNIA

611 MISSION STREET, DEPT A
SAN FRANCISCO 5, CALIFORNIA
WOMEN ARE VONDERFUL—DRIVERS CAMPAIGN

SPONSORED BY KORET OF CALIFORNIA
AND PACIFIC NATIONAL INSURANCE GROUP



To introduce you to THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB

CHOOSE FROM 42 ALBUMS

ANY FIV

for

[ NATIONALLY ADVERTISED PRICES TOTAL UP TO $24.90])

+,$208

...if you agree to buy five albums from the Club during the
next twelve months from at least 100 to be made available

mis new plan enables you to

have on tap a variety of popu-
lar music . . . and, once and for all,
takes bewilderment out of build-
ing such a well-balanced collec-
tion. You pay far less for
albums this way than if you buy
them haphazardly. For example,
the introductory offer described
above can represent as much as a
10% saving in your first vear of
membership. Thereafter, through
the Club's l;icmrdvl}i\'iq!cnd Plan,
you save almost 3314 % of the
manufacturer’s nationally adver-
tised price. After buying the five
albums called for in tfais offer, you

ALL ALBUMS ARE 12-INCH 335 R.P. M.

10. Lilting versions
of The Blue Danube,
Artists® Life, Emperor
RFaliz, 9 cthers.

T T
WAL

3. 16 timeless spir-
ituals. Swing Low,
Sweet Chariot; Dry

Bones, others.

8. 12 warm ballads,
Dut Beautiful, How
Deep Is the Ceean®,
Love Walked In, etc,

RICHARD mm
ICTORY
_MS‘.E‘A,‘. e

11. On-ith=spor re-
cording. Yes, in-
cludes Day In—Day
Out plus 14 others,

19. Bobh awings,
Clancy sings Shine om
Harvest Moon, We'll
Huild a Pungalow,

28. 8 pections from
Richard Hodgers®
dramatic TV score.
Bocklet, photos.

3. Hottest album of
year! Allstar mod-

7. Quaricl sings 12
clussics. Little W hite
Lies, I Don't Know
Why, Scventeen, ete.

ern “"moed®’ jazz
from NIMC-TV serics.

23. 12 daner hit by
modern jorz octet.  «
Remember Me, Cheer- 1
Jul Lintle Eacful.

36. 65man group

15 avthennie
favorites, The
Rose of Tralee, ete.

will receive a free 12-inch 334
R.P.M. album, with a nationally
advertised price of at least $3.98,
for every two albums purchased
from the Club. A wide choice of
RCA VICTOR albums will be de-
scribed each month. One will be
singled out us the album-of-the-
month. If you want it, you do
nothine; it will come to you auto-
matically. If you prefer an alier-
nate—or nothing at all—you can
make your wishes known on a form
always provided. You pay the na-
tionally advertised price—usually
$3.98, at times §1.98 (plus a small
charge for postage and handling).

519

42. 12 shimmering
waltzrs, Charmaine,
Raomona, Alwayas,
Memuries, Tngrnfm.

18. 17 swagpering
marches: Kl Capitan,
Semper Fidelis, On
the Mall, On Parade.

22. Virtuwoso engi-
necring, musician-
ship. The Feanut
Vendor, 11 othera.

4. Operetta film
stars remake their
12 bigpest hits, In-
dian Love Call, elc.

14, Miller-siyled
mudern  reperinire,
Hay McKinley, Bird-
land, 11 vthers

17. [Pianist’s trio
layn Summertime,
he Man [ Love, All

of You, Cherry, ric

é

LI ITTTTIIL.

THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUE, P. 0. Box BO, Village Statios, New York 14, N. Y.

BLUES T+
e e 0

Ss. Blues types,
rhythm bucking.
Halldlujah, | Love
Her So, 11 others.

e + |

15. La MacKenzic
sings 12 hallads. Hey
There, Ebb Tide, Too
Young, Mosaglow,

16. His 12 bippgest
hits. newly remade.
Green Eyes, linda
Mujer, Adios, ric.

1. 12 poj

light classics.
September Song, War-
saw Concerto, Diane,

p [
and

27. New remakes of
their biggest  hits.
Jalousie, Skaters
Waltz, Lichestraum.

LET'S™ ™
DANCE

WITH THE
THREE SUNS

9. Tro plays 40
preat show tunes in
dancy, supper-club
"sucicty” style.

24, “"Biggest battery
of percussion west
of Cape Canaveral,”™
Mifi and sterco mss,

41. Swing band and

strings—top  danc-

ing, listening pleas-
ure. Sugar Blues,

20. Piano-orchestra
swing throuph Rlue
Hawaii, Dardanella,
Hindustan, 9 vihers,

T IT Y

26. 12 Lig-band, hig-
beat cha chas: din't
Misbeharin’, Fasc-
nation, Selitede, ete.
Astong As  -vmEY
Thard's Muss
EDDIE FISHER
HUGO WIKTERHALTER
vm ‘

32. 12 love sones.
Time vn My Hands,
In Love in Vain, You

Are Too Beautiful.

3s5. 12 ziry dance
specials. Oncein Love
with Amv, That Old
Feeling, Dream Boat.

6. 18 greens.
It Could Hoppen to

You, Love Letters,

Hirth of the Blues,

13, Key highlights
from Tlfhniirw;iy'n

2. Original sound-
track reearding rom
Rodgers and  Hame
merstein film hit

25, 15 strulling
marches by diverse

rs.  Colonel

enclh

picce for baller.

31. 12 other-world-
ish scorings for mod-
ern big band, piano,
singers. Grannda.

40. Hemakes of the
bamd's biggesis hits.
Hot Toddy, My Hero,
W kere or W hen, etc,

30. Lush, chythmic,
cxotic instrumen-
tals. Valencia, Gra-
nada, Delicado,

33. Standards plus
special material, Tun-
filled ad libs, Billy
May arrangements,

.I_I'np:_y. 76 Trombones.

CGOI GRANT ==is==
TONY MARTIN
12. Tomy Martin,

Gopi Grant sing the
Academy Award-
winning Blm score.

29. Helax! Smooth
instrumentals, When
Day Is Done, Think-
ing af Yau, 10 mure,

MDRIC POR
NON

THINKEILS
U R CTLETE
[T

37. Laugh a secomd!
KErnutsour Cerman
band plars (¥) con-
cerl ueces, others.

21. Might
pan  sounds,
rln! 24 fav

pipe-or-

rershwin, Friml, ete,

P195-8

»  Please registor me as a meniber of The noa Vieron charge for postage and bandling), Thereafter, 1
: Popular Album Club and sendd e the five albums  need lny only four such albums in any teelve
* | have circled below, for which I will pay $3.98, month perim! 10 maintain membershin, 1 may =
: us 8 small charpe for postage and handling. [ cancel myv membership any time alter huying five
agrer to huy five other allimms offered by the Club alhums from the Club (in alli 1o thase in-
: within the neat vear, fur cach of which | will be  cluded in this introductory offer). Aler my Wlth
- hilled ot the manufacturer’s nationally advertised [ulh'hl-l‘, il 1 contioue, for every bro albums | a
34. Hilarious musi ,  price; psually $3.94, at times 8198 (plus o small suy | may choose u third album free. ~
cal satire, canicalure - -
{\lu- commeotery by - -
leney Morgan., s Name ot L Lt P LR Y T e
® [
S Address 8 9 10 1 12 13 14 *
»
: - P 1 18 19 20 21
. Cily Zone Swate SRRASALY
- NOTE: I you winh your membership crediled ko an £
- aulhorized KCA VICTOR dealer, plesse fill in Below: 22 23 24 25 26 27 28
.
® Dt S e 29 30 31 32 33 34 35 .
" ‘ " Send no money. A bill will be sent. Albums can be shipped onty -
b “’;‘,f‘"“ Lulu o B 1o U.S. s terrilories and Canads. Alburrs for Camadian mem- 36 37 38 30 40 41 42
RiEE o LB Ry = - bets are made m Canada, and are shioped duly Iree lom Oplario. .
mousled hits, Lazy . -
Hiver, Pretend. fransmesdRadTeV s raeneood se AN - “ = 1117
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YOU CA
FELEL TS A
ZFERO KING

On campus, at the game,
on a date...in all “alumni

suburban™ activities
The rugged, yet luxurious corduroy
shell can take it. We got the material
from Crompton, who made it tough
enough for lumberjack work. The
red plaid blanket lining is wool . . |
thick for warmth. The big, rib-knit
collar pulls up high enough to pro-
tect your ears. The Zero King Goal
Coat is good company whenever
you go out, because you won’t have
to come in and defrost. Perfect for
students and alumni—everywhere.
About $40.00.

B. W. HARRIS MANUFACTURING CO., PARK SOUARE, Sl‘ PAUL

tempts to entice subscriptions to its
publication, Behavioral Science, by de-
scribing one ol its articles thusly:

“Social groups as entities do not have
an epistemological status different from
such middle-sized entities as stones and
rats, but are apt to be [uzzer, less dis-
crete, less multiply confirmed, and in
this sensc less real. The degree of en-
utativity and the possibility of a
sociology at a level of analysis separate
from psychology is a matter for empirical
determmation rather than a priori
decision.”

Well, we're only a fuzzy middlesized
entity (like maybe a stoned rat) but,
reading this, we began to suspect that
the authar ol the article was apt to be
fuzzier, less disarete, less multiply con-
firmed and, in this sense, less real.

For those ol our readers interested in
new ways to make the cold war between
the sexes a littde warmer, here's the latest
tactical maneuver to come our way: You
say, “"Do you like to make love?" If she
says “Yes!" you simply press on, ol
course, toward unconditional sarrender.
If she says “No!™ the proper reply is,
“Neither do 1. Let’s hurry up and get it
over with.”

THEATRE

Gypsy. the musical about a Rose Lee of
the same name, is, in case yon haven't
heard, the best entertainment on Broad-
way, and much of the reason for this
show's excellence is the litde lady with
the builtin amplificrs, Ethel Merman.

As Rose Hovick, mother to Gypsy and |

sister June Havag, she's all over the stage
doing all sorts of things, though the
character 1s not always sympathetic. She's
the scowrge ol the Orpheum Circuit, a
clobberer of stage managers, a klepto
who lilts silverware in a restaurant, a
penny-pincher who sardines nearly a
dozen child vaudevillians into a single
hotel room and [eeds them chow mein
for breakfast —and, above all, she's the
compulsive stage mother who bullies
and bustles her two reluctant daughters
into the theatrical limelight as an un-
conscious sop to her own [rustrated ego.
While she’s doing and being all these
things, competently and  sometimes
touchingly, Miss Merman's voice also
pins a fine Jule Styne-Stephen Sond-
leim score to the back of the audi-
torium. Arthur Laurents’ snappy book
from Miss Lee’s memoirs gives choreog-
rapher-director Jerome Robbins a passel
of plausibly motivated characters. These
are silhouetted against a garish backdrop
ol show business at its corniest and most
concupiscent, from the shrill juveniliy of
the number Baby June and Her News-
boys 1o the weary bumps and grinds of

SOUNDS BEST ON

“High in the ranks of all-
time great opera record-
'y »

MYS™ 1RVING KOLODIN, Soturdoy Review

Has
Rheingnld

KIRSTEN FLAGSTAD .. .. _as Fricka
GEORGE LONDON ... . . _.3&as Wotan
JEAN MADEIRA ——as Erda
SETSVANHOLM . asloge
EBERHARD WACHTER ___________as Donner
WALDEMAR KMENTT . __as Froh
GUSTAV NEIDLINGER .o —as Alberich
PAUL KUEN e as Mime
GEORG SOLTI; conducting
the Vienna Philharmonic Orchestra
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the Kansas burlycue where Gypsy first
learns there’s a Tuture in stripping — if
you have the build, and a gimmick. Some
of the gimmicks prevailing at the tme
are hilaviously illustrated by three has-
been houris who demonstrate their spe-
cialities. One bumps 1o classical music
like a left-over duckling from Swan
Lake: another shimmies with strategic
flashlight bulbs to illuminate her points;
the third torwres a trumpet while she
pgeles her assets. Gypsy deaides that her
gimmick will be to wear gloves and strip
like a lady. Sandra Church, who's very
pood as Gypsy, actually does a strip on
stage, but it reaches such new highs in
restraint that your blood pressure will
reach new Jows, Lane Bradbury as sister
June, and Jack Klugman as the last min
to walk out of Mamma’s lile, leave little
to be desived in their portrayals, but the
crescendo ol kudos must be reserved for
Mamma Merman, obviously in charge
from beginning 1o end. Her denoue-
ment 35 moving theatre: deserted by
both her daunghters and the List man she
loved, she takes over an empty stage to
sing Rose’s Twrn, 1o explain heyself o
hersell and the world ar large in a shat-
tering recapitulation of the play’s theme
and  substance. The world a large
should be sround to listen for a few sca-
sons to come. At the Broadway Theatre,
Broadway at 53rd St., NYC.

FILMS

That dramaturgical chestnut, the May-
December romance, gets another roasting
in Paddy Chayelsky's adult, perceptive,
but downbeat adaptation of his Broad-
way hit, Middle of the Night. Frederic
March s the upper-middle-aged busi-
nessman and widower who falls in love
with his young employee, Kim Novik.
He's wary ol the emanglement and
realistic about his arteries, but he can't
help feeling he's found i pleasant detour
on the lonely road o the grave. Scenes
ol explosive argument about the in-
sanity ol the affair are brought on by
his spinster sister (Edith Meiser), his
psychology-spouting  daughter  (Joan
Copeland) and Kim's graspy mother
(Glenda Farrell). The lovers wade
through seas of guilt and doubt, but
Chayefsky pulls them through by bang:
ing home the thought that one should
not knock love: love on any level and at
any price is better than no love at all,
for without it life has no meaning. The
picture has going for it splendid per-
formances by March and most of the
other players (especially Albert Dekker
as Fred's lech partner and Betty Walker
as a wistful widow), uncannily natural
dialog, good shots of New York's gar-
ment industry, sensitive direction by

YOUNG MAN to give it the

old Wall Street try

Very AT&T about the whole thing: this suit with the vest. And, it occurred
to us, terrific camoufiage for the young man with a lot of speed on. It's
hopsacking, 1959's big suit. Trimlines shoulders are all your own, a new

shorter coat, slimmer trouser. Coat and vest lined with a sober, substantial
tie print. The Cricketeer get-ahead lcok: suits, $60, some less . . . sport
coats, $35 to $45.

Send Letter of Interest for stores to:

CRICKETEER

200 Fifth Avenue, N. Y.
This is appeal %12 to the Young Man Who Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30.
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Madison Avenue meets the art galleries

head-on in a new book . . \
LI

“Relief Is just a swallow away®

AD-LIBERTIES—matches up famous ad-
vertising slogans and famous paint-
ings with hilarious results! Over 50
reproductions and captions.

AD-LIBERTIES—has been published for
those who have a job in advertising
+ - » those who have an interest in the
communications industry . . . those
who have a sense of humor . . . those
who have a dollar bill.

AD-LIBERTIES—is just the thing to pla-
cate your host if you're a week-end
free-loader...ideal for that account
man about to undergo abdominal
surgery . . . and other occasions
which require a cheap gift.

AD-LIBERTIES—comes replete with an
honest-to-goodness GIMMICK. A
handy loop of cord attached to each
book permits you to hang it in the
family reading room. Share the fun
with your relatives, friends, serv-
ants, tradesmen, ete. ete.

ONLY $1
va.less than 2¢ a langh! -

The Publishers of AD-LIBERTIES!

will refund your dollar if you do not
laugh aloud on first inspection!

Gel your copy at the nearest bookstore,

newsstand or stationer’s . . . or write
direct.

1
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I
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WIGGLESWORTH PRESS, Dept. P
10 West 33 St., New York 1, N. Y.

RUSH! __copies of AD-LIBERTIES
at §1.00 each from the limited
supply in your bulging ware-
houses. Send___gift envelopes so
I cun shake up a few intimate
friends. I enclose & .

NAME -

ADDRESS.

Y TONE—STATE—
Wigplesworth Press.. Sowndered in 1959

B o o s oo e e e e e e e ]

Delbert Mann (Marty, Bachelor Party)
and a fine atified score. On the debit
side, Miss Novak is foreseeably inelastic
in this vital role and the author strains
a little im wying to find valid obstacles
to the marriage. As a demonstration of
the meshing ol artistic talents, though,
the picture is a delight.

Shirley MacLaine, in Ask Any Girl, is a
youthlul hick come from the sticks to
start a bachelor-girl life in New York.
I'he accepred procedure for such damsels
is (a) to zet a job and (b) to lose their
virtue. Unfortunately, scripter George
Wells chose to ignore this convention
andl, despite some wurquoise-tinted and
more than moderately  witty  dialog,
Shirley reaches the end of the flick un-
ravished. She doces get jobs, though, first
with Jim Backus, a sweater manufacturer
who wants o pull the wool over her
eyes. He woos and pursues her, but she
finally drives him off with a left hook.
Then she gews a job with an ad agency
run by brothers Gig Young and David
Niven, A predictably square triangle en-
sues, whose outcome is so obviously
telegraphed as o make Western Union
twitch in envy. Lack of motiviation makes
this comedy wispy, and the scent of
orange blossoms pervading its ending is
saccharine, but divector Charles Walters
maintains a lively piace, there aie some
funny gags involved, and it’s a passable
excuse [or spending a hot summer's eve
in an air-conditioned movie house.

-

Take 10 pounds of old soap-opcra
scripts and grind well: add a dash of
sex for spice and wlent for surprise and
guess what? IUs The Young Philadelphians.
We'll go throngh the plot-line slowly; it
seems that Paul Newman blithely labors
under the misconeeption that he s of
Main-Line stock, whereas actually he is
the result ol 4 misconception between
his mother and an obliging Irish con-
wactor. (She was married to a hushand
who was impotent, hence her interest in
the Gaclic gigolo.) Well sir, an assort-
ment ol disappoinunents turns  good-
mitured ol” Paul into a sell-centered,
grasping s.(n)o.b. and before he's re-
converted into his lovable sell by his
cfforts to save a former college chum
from @ trumped-up murder charge, he
his to hack his way through jiltings, se-
ductions, double-dealings and like that.
Fine performances by three oldsters —
Otto Kruger, Montague Love and Billie
Burke — and topliners Newman, Barbara
Rush, Brian Keith, Alexis Smith and
John Williams, almost make the whole
thing worth the rouble.

-

The dubbing s atrocious in  the
Franco-Italian Hereules, the script is un-
speakable, the acting non-existent, and
the direction appalling, but you won't
care: there never was such a picture for

GREATEST

BIG BAND

SOUND
OF '5S9

My Buddy; All of You; Too Close
For Comlort; ln o Mellow Tone;

I Love Pons; Ws All Right With Me;
Boubles, Bongles, And Beods;
Imogination; My Heart Stood Shill;
Just In Time.

UNBREAKABLE! PARKER PLASTIC IRﬁ\ffl FLASK
Feather-light, easily carried in
pocket or luggage. On land, sea or

air the Parker Travel Flask is your
safe beverage container. Chrome
Plated jigger cup and cap; 10% oz.
$1; 16 o0z. $1.49; 26 oz. $1.95. At
your favorite store, or send check
or money order to Dept. P.B.
Parker of London, Lid.

393 Fifth Avenue MNew York 16

B BEREY

; GENUINE FINEST QUALITY
=/
r\ any occamon.
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AVRILABLE FROM FRANCE
Sophisticated — sporty - nrty
L L] % -
2N teriblus $495 4 wimieins
(LIS LN

Sand for yours today to:

lelnemal znlerprises
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good honest chuckles, In the title role,
Steve Reeves, an ex-Mr. Amenca of bil-
lowy biceps, spends his time uprooting
trees, throwing the Cretan bull, sailing
\rgo’s pleasure vacht, pulling down
palices, and sidling next o shapely
Svivia koscina, whose low-cut and ualura-
short cliton permits her cleavage and
upper  tughs 1o aliernately  upstage
cach other. The creators ol this meny
mishmash didn’t allow hule things like
motiviation, characterization and  logic
to bother them. and neither should von.
-

Some might have thought that Lewis
Milestone, who directed the classic Al
(ert on the Western Fronf, was endan-
his reputation by choosing  to
:Inul another war movie, Pork Chop Hill.
\s it turns out, there was littde risk in-
volved. Like Al Quiet, this is an in-
wensely anti-war film. The action, based
on actual records, 15 an account ol an
American assault on a not terribly vital
hill in Korea. Melodrama, heroies and
humor are in evidence, but not as a
glorification ol the proceedings. The
G.I. wisearacks, born ol tension, are
acrid rather than amusing; the scenes ol
combat hear screaming witness to war's
inhumanity: and there are shots of bat-
te's altermath o show s senseless
waste. James R. Webb wrote the sareen-
play with cconomy and integrity, and
an able st headed by Gregory Peck
creates a swory and a message you can't
ilford to nuss.

The Japanese Street of Shame — directed
with great sympathy and delicacy ]:y the
Late Kenji Mizoguchi, who did Ugetsu —
15 ostensibly @ moralistic trac nllllllllllg
the evils of professional Iove. But in ow
eves, the picture does nothing of the
sort, By failing to suggest the sordid side
of the business and presenting the girls.
instead, as nobly selfsacrificing in their
cliorts o pay off parental debts, the
screenplay has made a stronger pitch for
the pros than for the antis. The picture
1s artistically shot and climically merest-
mg, but depressing in its scenes of bhone-
deep poverty and those showing the
ingratitude ol the girls” dependents.
Fhere are some fine characterizations.
though — Machiko Kyo as a  cynical
whore, Aiko Mimasu as a doting-mother
whore and Michiyo Kogure as a loving:
wife whore. One scene, where the brazen
Machiko invites her [ather to go o bed
with her, s a shocker. After all, she
doesn’t even like him.

DINING-DRINKING

Searching the seven hills of San Fran
cisco for culinary adventure, it's easy to
miss its most exotic and exciting dining
spot. Even with the address (1200 Cali-

UBIQUITUUS KNIT

The classic knit, newly
styled in heathers and
stripes, now seen in
any setting—formal or
informal, daytime or
evening.

All silk, full-fashioned,
available in a rich range of
conservative colors.

A. University Place $2.50
B. Saville Row . . $3.50
C. Heather . . . $2.%0

2545 N. BROAD ST.  PHILADELPHIA 32. PA. Al Belter Men's Stores Everywhere

on THE LAY

You're close to everything when
the Lake Tower Motel is your
Chicago home. Just 3 minutes
from the Loop . . . the “Magnifi-
cent Mile” . . . the fahulous Near-
North side. 250 delightful rooms
— offering motel informality and
convenience along with hotel lux-
ury and services.

ROBERT A. JENKINS, GENERAL MANAGER

Free Enclosed Self-Parking
Free All-Day Station Wagon
Service To and From Loop
Swimming Pool ard Sun Patio
Individual controls for
air-conditioning and heating
Free TV in Every Room
Free ice dispensers throughout
Dining Room and Coffee Shop
Cocktail Lounge =y
Meeting and Banquet Facililies

Chicago is always a festival when
you stay at the Lake Tower Motel

LAKE SHORE DRIVE at OHIO STREET = SUperior 7-4700
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Jimmy Demaret
one s-I-z-e shirt

byJ ayson

Imagine...all these extra
features in the one-size knit
shirt that fits all men:
action-free raglan sleeves;
fashionable convertible
collar; 13 colors and white in
a choice of heather tones in
COURTAULDS'COLORAY®
and combed cotton, or

solids in 100% fine combed
cotton; colorfast and
wash-and-wear. Short
sleeves 3§00 Long sleeves $5%

Available at fine
stores everywhere

/ or write:

JAYSON, Inc., 1115 Broadway, New York 10, N. Y.

fornia at Jones, Nob Hill), Alexis’ Tangier
is not an easy place to find. No ncon
sign, nor hanging shingle, but a small
brass plaque and miniature minaret
shaped awning mark this most mitime
and exclusive haunt of la haute cwsine.
Alexis” is the perfect setting for a ro-
mantic evening out on the town. Open
the ornate door and enter a Near East-
ern panoply of gold, red and black. Ask
maitre «de André [or a uble in the
Casbah, where a slave givl in harem garly
serves  belore-dinner nectars and  am
brosial hors d’ocuvres. The creator ol
this splendor is Alexis Merab, born in
Caucasian Georgia, land of the Argo
nauts amd the Golden Fleece. There, the
romance ol great lood and wines is i
radition banded [rom generation o
generation, and so it was with Alexis’
Family, members of the nobility. The
menu presents a bouquet of Near East
ern dishes, vaditional Georgian special
ties and  examples of cdassic French
cuisine. Each dish 15 prepared by chel
Viadimir Skvortsoff and saucier Boris
Philippoff, both of whom were brought
trom Paris by Alexis. Choosing [rom a
menu so replete with delectables is de.
lightful. If you have a partiality for
lamb, don’t hesitate. The house specialiy
iy shash kebaly of rack of lamb amirani
via the [liming sword. Should you prefer
fish, the filets of rex sole Veronique are
incomparable. Beel buffs will want to go
the French route & Ia tournedos Rossini
or entrecote Parisienne; or, should the
music of the Near East, which walts
from here and there in the dining room,
intrigue you, you may want to wry filet
ol beel El Morocco. Poultry fanciers
have a wide choice o: cotelewe de
volaille and canard & Forange range with
chicken i la Kiev, boneless squab Istan-
bul and chicken Baghdad — cach has its
own subtle gourmandistic virtues and
caloric vices. The cellar is judged o be
one of the finest in the country. As you
might expect, though Alexis® is great oy
a date, 1t can be somewhat of a wrecker
to the exchequer. The average is about
510 per person, including drinks, but it
can rise rapidly depending on the nun-
ber of courses and your wiste in wines,
The service is impeccable; reservations
are a must; closed Sunday and Monday.

RECORDINGS

Fortunately for jazz [ans, several ol
the bop era’s most lunminous chicltains
are sull around, creating as Turiously
and as tastelully today as they did when
Alinton’s was the place to wail Among
those jazzmen who have conunued 1o
progress as trombonist [. J. Johnson.
whaose lutest LI, Blue Trombone (Columbia
1303), 15 a delight. Of course. Johnson
has able support in Max Roach, drunis;

B
FAGARDEN N
B JACK T il ™

" ARRIVE IN STyLF §

« for the PLAYBOY i\
u  JAZZ FESTIVAL F
. =

Jack wears the special Playboy Straw
Boater. His admiring Playmates wear
Straw Gondoliers. Ribbon on hats

in bright red decorated with

the unique Festival Insignia.
PLAYBOY Jazz Feslival Hat

(S, Mor L) 32.00

PLAYMATE Jazz Festival Hal

(S. M or L) 52.00

Beige denim blazers with brass

buttons, raglan sleeves, roomy

patch pockets and sporting

the Feslival Insignia.

PLAYBOY Jazz Festival Beer Blazer
(26-46) 55.95

PLAYMATE Jazz Festival Beer Blazer
(26-16) $5.95

»
e

Send check or money order to:
PLAYBOY JAZZ FESTIVAL
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, lllinois

PNV PN NI W e W .

TIT R\ mrll

*Aug.7,8 &9 Chicapo Stadium (see page 4)



Paul Chambers, bass; and Tommy Flana-
gan, piano, but Playboy Jazz Poll winner
J- J- is in the spotlight throughout. The
program is neatly divided between John-
son originals (Kev; Blue Trombone and
100 Proof) and standards (Hello, Young
Lovers; What's New and Gone with the
Wind). With Johnson sliding gracefully
and the superb rhythm section foating
along, there's not a stumble within lis-
tening range.

A gentle, infectious style of singing,
with a pleasant feeling of rhythm and
blues, can be sampled on Bobby Darin’s
That's All (Atco 33-104), Bobby, as you
probably know, is a youngish gentleman
who has enjoyed socko success with the
soda set via several 45-rpm platters
(Splish Splash, etc.), and herein launches
a full-fledged attempt to capture the gin-
and-tonic crowd. He does it with this
snappy collection of ballads and show
tunes (outstanding: Mack the Knife and
the title tune). You'll be hearing more
from Mr. Darin.

Benny Golson and the Philadelphians
(United Artists 4020) is a brotherly sort
ol reunion. Among those on hand for
the celebration are tenor man and com-
poser Golson, trumpeter Lee Morgan,
pianist Ray Bryant, bassist Percy Heath
and drummer Philly Joe Jones. Thanks
to the inclusion of several Golson origi-
nals and arrangements, the session’s con-
tent is not as banal as some of the blow-
ing-the-house-down kind you hear today.
Golson's Stablemates, almost a jazz stand-
ard by now, is included, as are his Blues
on My Mind and Thursday's Theme.
John Lewis” charming Afternoon in
Pans, Gigi Gryce's You've Not the Kind,
and Bryant's Calgary round out the set.
Golson plays effectively, more in the
John Coltrane fashion than in past out-
ings, and Morgan effortlessly zips through
his trumpet choruses in a Dizzyan mode.

Three London recordings of the
Vienna Philharmonic playing Brahms
provide a happy conjunction for the
classical sterco buff. The First Symphony
(CS 6016) and the Third Symphony (CS
6022) are given richly sonorous readings
by conductor Rafael Kubelik, who seeins
to understand Brahms' upbeat joyfulness
perhaps better than some more [amous
batonists who dwell on his darker as-
pects. Example: the animation with
which he imbues the Presto ending of
the First's last movement. The Variations
on a Theme of Haydn (CS 6030), that sturdy
and likcable standby of current concert
repertory, is capably led through its con-
trapuntal paces by Hans Knappertsbusch
in a recording which wonderfully (and
for a wonder) lets you hear the separate
orchestral voices; the flip side presents
the peppy Adecademic Festival Overture,

Do you feel like a Bessarahian
sheep dog shaking off a blizzard?...

and your winter lasts 12 months a
year "cause it's always “snowing"?

...and your hest friends wonder
why you always wear polka dots?

Is that your dandruff problem, cousin?
Then it's high time to...

run to your barber and

buy a bottle of Stephan’s

Your barber knows your dandruff problems...like
nobody else. That’s why he recommends Stephan'’s
Dandruff Remover Hair Lotion. Stephan’s gets to the
root of the problem. .. removes loose, flaky dandruff
so cffectively that your barber insists on selling it
exclusively. Ask your barber about a take-home bottle
of Stephan’s today. No problem, cousinl

SOLD DANDRUFF

ONLY BY REMOVER

BARBERS HAIR LOTION
®

Stephan Distributing Corp., Fort Louderdale, Fla.

with oil
for dry hair

without oll
for normal halr
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your path to new suit pleasure

.. .where TAILORMATIC Y suits are madel

MASTER
THE
“LIVING
LANGUAGE”
OF

YOUR = =
CHOICE - =

Learn French or Spanish easily, at
home. This 40-lesson course is brought
to you on four long-playing records, at
$9.95, a saving of $20 from the original
price of $29.95 for twenty T8-rpm rec-
ords. The complete course is taught hy
native instructors. You learn quickly,
easily — at home in your spare time.
The “Living Language” course is also
available in Russian, German, Italian
and Hebrew.

MAX SIEGEL INC., BOOKSELLER
44 E. WALTON, CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS
Plesse send the complete Living Lungunge
Course checked below: Enclose check or
money order for $9.95 for ecach course
ordered. Please add 45¢ per set fur mailing
and handling,

[0 FRENCH

1
1

I

1

'

1

1

1

i

1 0 GERMAN
1 O mussiax
i

1

'

1

[}

i

i

i

1

]
1
1
1
1
1
1
1
I
1
1
O ITALIAN 1
1
1
[
1
!
I
1
1
1
1

[0 SPPANISH [l HEBREW

L A T T e e T T
(PLEASE PRINT)

Address .. vviasiavnrasabnandnisansarnnss

(e

by MAX UDELL/CO. NEW YORK 10

IMPORT SWEATER BY
DJEZI OF FRANCE
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Luxurious 100% laine (wool) hip-length pull-
over sweater styled in the new Continental man-
net. Two pockets and side insect rim. Gals will
love s versatile push-up sleeve length. Gold
and charcoal, burgundy and charcoal, black and
charcoal. Sizes §, M, L, XL. $§19.95. Add 50¢
for handling. Check or money order. (No
C.O.Ds please.) BY MAIL OR DROP IN

DAL DEGAN'S
11340 5. Michigan Ave., Chicago 28, Tlinois
15200 Halstexl Stwreet, Chicago Heights, 111

with its student-song thematic material
and, for sudden contrast, the symphonic,
brooding, moody Tragic Overture, writ
ten about the same time as the Festi-
val (1879) —a contrast and contempor
aneity, by the way, which nicely point
up the complex and wide-ranging char-
acter and temperament of the composer.
.

Bags' Opus (LInited Artists 4022), any
hip jazz [an will tell you, must be the
utle for a Milt Jackson LP. And, of
course, it 1s. Bue this time around, vibist
Jackson is joined by Art Farmer, trum-
pet; Bennv  Golson, tenor; Tommy
Flanagan, piano; Paul Chambers, bass:
and Conme Kay, drums. Jackson vibra-
tos his way along with customary calm,
but doesn’t upstage the horns. Farmer
plavs exquisitely on Thinking of You
and Golson has his moments, too. Two
ol the latter’s more impressive compo-
sitions — [ Remember Clifford and Whis-
per Nol—are included, as are John
Lewis" Afternoon in Paris, Jackson's
Blues for Dialann and [l Wind. The
lastnamed is a ballad 4 1a Bags and is
remarkably personal and fresh. As, for
that matter, are most of the sounds on
this LI

A most pleasant Four Freshmen can
be heard on tove Lost (Capitol steren
1189), a sure-fire collection of romantic
ballads — Spring Is Here, I Should Care,
I Wish I Knew, etc. — done up mellow
and gentle, without hoke or strato
spheric llights by the Frosh. Perfect fare
for late-night listening, and she'll dig
it 100. Bobby Scott Sings the Best of Lerner
and Loewe (Verve 2106) spotlights an en-
thusiastic voung (21) supper-club bari-
tone who accompanies himsell on the
88s and gently swings to some of L & L's
most memorable tunes: There But [or
You Go I, Almost Like Being in Love.
I've Grown Accustomed to Her Face and
A Toujours, among others, all of which
prove fine [odder [or Bobby's bright
brand ol piping. Another star in the
supper-club galaxy can be heard on Wel
come Matt Dennis ([ubilee stereo 1103), an
outtageous pun of a ttle, but contain-
g some superior Dennis. As you might
have puessed, the tunes are all home-
and-hearth oriented (You'd Be So Nice
to Come Home To, Check to Check,
Let's Put Out the Lights, eic). Like it
says on the liner, *. . no home should
be without a Welcome Matl,” and we
agree. June Christy Recalls Those Kenton Days
(Capitol stereo 1202) is a noble experi-
ment, one that strives, in June's own
words, “lo be [aithful to the spirit ol
the original while being true to what we
all teel and do and like today.” June's
Kenton days, of course, produced such
classics as Just A-Sittin® and A-Rockin’,
Willow Weep for Me, Aevoss the Alley
from the Alamo, How High the Moon.
cte, and they're all reprised here, with
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Same size, same shape, after washing. Anklet $1.50.
Garter length $1.75. For color chart, write Dept. P.

Abbey Imports,

Inc., Empire State Bldg., N.Y.C.
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RENE BLOCH AND HIS BIG LATIN BAND
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R819 Hear Rene Bloch's big I.at.ln

band with drive, drive, drive, and ex-
citing brass! This is “Cha-Cha" that's
DIFFERENT!

STEREOPHONIC

HIFIRECORD

HIGH FIDELITY RECORDINGS, INC.

7803 Sunset Boulevard, Hollywood 46, Colifornio
In Conode — Sporlon Records * P.O. Box 5035
Lendon, Onlorio

Pete Rugolo on the podium and June
displaying her 1959 style of singing.
The collaboration is successful, but not,
we feel, up o the originals. India Adams
ou Comfort Me with Apples (RCA Victor
stereo 1943) displays a studiously sexy
set of pipes, a big, beliing voice not
unlike a combination of Lena Horne
and Julie Wilson. Her wunes are pur-
posely provocative and she tikes obvious
delight, on [t's Silk, in asking her listen-
ers to . . . [eel 1t feel it, but don't blow
vour top'; and on a hot little number
titled Tabasco, 1t is India’s seductive
pleasure to growl out: “0l¢, Ol¢ — lile is
better that way, just a litde each day.”
You may have heard it all before, but In-
dia does manage to get under your skin.
.

The atmosphere around New York's
recording studios is increasingly per-
cussive these days, No less than 10 drum-
mers — three jazz and seven Latin — con-
tribute to an amazing round of thuds,
crashes, cross-rhythms, chants and wail-
g solos under the title Holiday for Skins
(Blue Note 4004) by Art Blakey. This, il
it can be categorized av all, is Afro-Cu-
bana-Swahili-Americana, and  whether
vou're just a Saturday-night bongo bufi
or a serious student, vou should dig
everything from tree-log to timbales on
this wild workout. Man, we've come a
long way [rom the rumba.

The cry of a Iriendly gnat, with over-
tones ol Fartha Kiwt and undertones ol
Andy Devine: this is the vocal cquip-
ment of Tammy Grimes (OIf Broadway 401),
and well she does with it, wo. In this
recording, she sings the songs she fea-
tured in her stay at Julius Monk’s Down-
stairs at the Upstairs. Her approach 1o
a comic rendition is  debonair and
unique; when a word or note hes at the
outer himits of her miniscule range, she
swallows or ignores it as in Fit as a Fid-
dle, but this is not to suggest that
Fammy's talents are lhimned o the
amusing. She is also able 1o wring [rom
a ditty its ultimate drops of emotion, as.
notably, in the biterly bantering Talke
Him. Also mcluded in her 15 fine rendi-
tions are Molly Malone, Limehouse
Blues, What Shall I Do? and Something
Sort of Grandish. The last title, going by
the cover photo at least, describes Miss
Grimes” looks as well as her singing.

.

With dozens of new and established
record companies jumping on the classi-
cal LP and stereo bandwagons and crank-

g out indifferent recordings of the
standard  repertory, our admiration
grows lor such projects as Decar's

recorded in Ger-
the Deutsche Grammophon
Gesellschaft, which continues to produce
maonophonic LPs toward a complete his-
tory ol European music. Their efforts so
[ar have been characterized by superh
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many by
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In music evoking memories of the Is-
lands, the Orient — and the jungle —
MARTIN DENNY weaves a variety of
exotic moods to captivate the listener
—YOu.

Write for Free Cafalog
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THE PLAYBOY JAZ

VOLUME 2

Just released — 2 12" LPs featuring winners of the
1958 PLAYBOY Jazz Poll [ 10 pages of notes, biographies,
photographs, up-to-date discographies

9

VOLUME 1

Still a best seller — PLAYBOY's first jazz album with

winners of the 1957 PLAYBOY Jazz Poll /2 12" LPs plus10 pages
of complete info on the winning musicians

$9

send check or money order to:

PLAYBOY JAZZ/DEPT. 128
232 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois
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FREE...YOUH OWN
COLLEGE OR CLUB CREST

Brookfield Blazers
100% ANl Wool 25

callege, fraternity, athlet
club or organization—
free, for your group,

on fine gquality authentic
@rooklield hlazers.
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HERE'S WHERE
TO GET YOURS

Listed below are a few of the many fine
stores that feature Brookfield Clothes:

Aberdeen, Wash........
Augusta, Ga. .
Bad Axe, Mi
Boston, Mass, ..

.Gotovac's Mens Wear
~Ruben's Dept. Store
ceeemsnn.CoObishley's
Raymond's, Inc.
Bristol, Pa. ......Len's Men's & Boys' Store
Bronx, N. Y. .....KiNg's Haberdashers
Burlington, Wisc. ...........Rueter & Hannas
Colorado Springs, colﬂ. w9 & S Clothiers
Columbus, Ga, ... J. A. Kirven Co,

Darby, Pa. .. e e | Benetts
Dearborn, Mich, .Royal Clothes
Denver, Colo, .. -May—D & F

...Jack’s Fifth Avenue
..Stuart Shaines
,,,,,, Chuck Hines
Picards Clothes Shop
...Gladdieux Clothes

Detroit, Mich. .
Dover, N. H,
Elgin, NI ...
Fall River, Mass.
Fort Wayne, Ind.

Goldsboro, N. C. ...Ben Ellis
Greenville, Pa. ...The Hub
Indianapaolis, Ind ...L. 5. Ayres
Kokomo, Ind, Ralph Golightly
Lafayette, Ind, - -Henry's
La Grange, Ga. . ..Mansours
Los Angeles, Calif. rt Kornfein
Manchester, Conn. egal Mens Shop
Miami, Fla. ........ ....Edward’s

Milwaukee, Wisc.
Monroe, Wisc. ...
Mt. Clements, Mich,
Mt. Vernon, Dhio .
Newark, Del.

Ferrcm s Mens Wear
..Priehs Dept. Store
Larry's Men's Shop

Newark, Dhio ... ..,.,.'rhe Hub
Dshkosh, Wisc. .Oregon Clothing Store
Parma, Ohio ... S erry Schwarlz
Pennsylvana ....Catneg:e Park Sportswear

Philadelphia, Pa. ....Cye-Harold Mens Store
Philadelphia, Pa. ........... ..Lit Bros,

Point Pleasant, W. Va, Ben l-'tanklnn Co.
Port Arthur, Texas e BlUestein's
Provo, Utah ... E. D Fm'nage Co.

Ranger, Texas .
Roseville, Mich.
Salem, Mass, .,
Savannah, Ga
Sebring, Ohio .,
Springfield, Ohio
St. Petersburg, Fla. ...
Staten Island, N, Y. ,
Sterling, . ...
Steubenville, Dhio .
Tampa, Fla. ........
Texarkana, Texas .
Toledo, Ohio ...
Trumann, Ark. ..
Waltham, Mass, .
West Texas ............

-...Globe Clothiers
Leeds Mens Wear
~...-Giblee's Mens Store
.5 & G Mens Shop

wmnesanneasess MOTIRY'S
—.Max Argintar
Rubms Mans Shop
£ .Tiedtke's
Tmrnann Toggery
Essex Hat Store
4 ..Dunlap's

For name of store nearest you, write to

BROOKFIELD CLOTHES, INC.
101 West 21st Street, New York 11, N, Y.

fidelity, purity of performance and lines
notes ol impeccable scholarship rather
than hard-sell raves, The most recent ol
these we've spun —to our delight — is
The German Pre-Clossics: Series A (Archive
3109) feawuring [our concertos by the
sell-taught Georg Philipp Telemann, who
penned them bertween 1700 and  1760.
The music 15 as cheerful and bubbly as
a champagne cocktal, with the oboes
chasing the flutes, the flutes chasing the
oboes, both of whom unite o chase the
hiddles, with all three of them panging
up on the recorders. Viola da samba,
bassoon and oboe d'amore dhicer from
the sidelines and the entire group ol
German musicians, led by Emil Seiler, is
first rate.
-

As il there weren't enough juzz pigeon-
holes o [rer about, now we have to con-
cern ourselves with East Coast tuba and
West Coast tuba. The former is promi-
nently represented in the person of Don
Butterheld on an engaging album with
trumpeter Clark Terry, Top ond Botrom
Brass (Riverside sterco 1137). Butterfield
toots the brass monster, ad 1lib, as if it
were a piccolo. Terry, on Fliigelhorn and
tumpet, is his usnal jaunty, super-sanr-
donic scll, even o the point of indulging
m onc solo on trumper mouthpiece
alone. The other tuba cat is California's
Red Callender, who plays it on only four
ol the 11 tracks, relying on the conven-
tional string bass Tor the vest; there are
Gerald Wilson on trumpet and Gerald
Wiggins on piano as well. Maybe our
thinking is twisted, but Red blowing
wba on 'l Be Avound mmpressed us as
a wild and wonderful sound. Also, we
dig the album tite: The towest (Metro-
jazz 1007).

BOOKS

The Tents of Wickedness (Little, Brown,
$3.75) 1s the fourth novel by Peter De
Vries, who claims to be a “serious novel-
ISL writing comic novels.” Perhaps it is
this lofty image ol himsell that is re-
sponsible for the et that his novels
grow progressively unfunnier. Tenls s
populated by characters out of his sec
ond novel, Comfort Me with Apples
(Playbaoy After Hours, July 1956) but the
humor has become hydroponic, its wan
roots not in the rich loam ol human ex-
perience but in the chemical tank ol
in-group literariness and private winks.
Fhere’s small need 10 go into the story,
for all De Vries stories me pretty much
the same: intricate sex  structures in
which the protagonist, though he may
get as Lar as actually dimbing ito bed
with a lass, never makes our, or il he
daoes, discovers in the hnal chaprer that
the illeginmate child he thought was his,
isn‘t. What is Mr. De Vrics, in spite ol

Harley
—from about
$14.95 up

You're
More
Man

than you think you are

in long, lean

Yyonny mun's mnnrfYM F b 1:

SLACKS

Mister, you're ready for YMM' slacks-—the slacks
designed with the Long, Lean Look and tapered
way down to your shoe-tops. There are no pleats.
And exclusive new Permahold! waist inserts pre-
vent rolling at the top. In magnificent woals and
wool blends; in muted shades and tonal effects.
See YMM" Slacks at better stores...or wrile:

YMM* SLACKS

A division of

JAYMAR-RUBY INC., MICHIGAN CITY, IND.

*T.M, Reg. Pat. I'cnd,
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The Tripler Lounger

A comfortable one-picce, easy-to-
slip-on lounge suit for leisure hours
at home

Made of “Thalspun’, knitted
Orlon® (80%) and wool (20%). [t is
entively washable and requires no
other care

INavy blue

Sizes: small, medium, large, extra large

#32.50
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Slippers of lightweight, snug-fitting
black suede leather, $6.50

e

Kent scarf, 37.50

w AVAILABLE BY MAIL
¢
\

*DuPont trademark for its Acrylic fiber

FRIRIPIER & [D. .. ..

Clothing - Hats - Haberdashery - Established 1886
MADISON AVENUE AT 46TH STREET - NEW VORK 17

- o

Found in a U.S. warehouse!

SPANISH-AMERICAN WAR

Pith Helmets

1898. That's when these helmets
were made, and incredibly enough,
we have discovered some in a U.S.
warchouse that, though 60 years
old, are brand new surplus, U.S,
Army issue for Spanish-American War
and Philippine Insurrection. all cork white
linen  helmets are duplicates of British
African one. Fine lor the beach—or
anyone wuorking in the sun. Cool, com-
fortable, unique. 2 sizes, small (for kids)
and larpe, both adjustable, $4.95 ppd. and a
buy! Order by mnil only.

MADISON HOUSE, INC.
Dept. PB, 305 Madison Avenuve, New York 17
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himsell, trying to tell us? By conveniently
making his hero a frustrated literary
man, De Vries is able to pepper the book
with parodies of prosc-writers Faulkner,
Proust, Marquand, Dreser, Thurber, et
al., and since apparently he also wants
to dispose of several verse parodies Irom
his trunk, he invents another character
who writes “derivative” poems. The
whole effect, a couple of too-bricf funny
scenes notwithstanding, is of a pastiche
Scotch-taped together [or the amuse-
ment of Mr. De Vries' cromies. The fa-
miliar De Vries puns are still display: d,
some twice (“Legal Tender Is The Night
appears on pages 135 and 258). 11 My,
De Vries were not umbilically tied to
The New Yorker, that magazine might
conceivably comb Tents for a series ol
excerpts publishable under some such
title as Infatuation With Sound Of Own
Cash Register Department, lor we have
“metallic women with eyes like nickels”
(p- 3), "women with eyes like coins in
whose metallic laughter . . . " (p. 103),
“Pity was the underside of the coin ol
contempt™ (p. 108), * . . . That (labby
impressionability thanks o which a man
standing bareloot on a coin can tell
whether it is heads or tils” (p. 117),
“Even her [eet were changed. She wore
no shoes as yet, but there was something
about them that it ok me a second to
place. She had been walking through
money, that was it, lots of money . . .
(p- 118), * "So having failed in onc lile
he migrates to its opposite; but it's not
its opposite really, since it's simply the
other side of the same coin'* (p. 145),
“'I'm going o hand you a coin with
your eyes closed. I want you to hold it in
your fist and tell me what it is'" (p.
240). Dear Mr. De Vnies: we are cruel
only to be kind. As the only comic novel-
ist in the country worth a damn, why
don’t you straighten up?

In case you are not up on these things,
an avasas s a one-hundred-loot-long
blister, a sarp is a pen that looks like a
pencil, a jazzasak is a drunk jazz quin-
tet, a rAMMER is a photograph of dino-
saurs, and a wonsomie has the same
meaning as sarp. Fhese definitions are
culled from a six-year-old’s Dictionary of
Goofy Words, which is only one small
part of H. Allen Smith’s Latest, Don't Get
Perconel with o Chicken (l.ilElL‘, Brown.
$2.95). Like his Waite Me a Poem, Baby
(Playboy After Homis, November 1956),
this is a collection of kiddic creativity
From it, you will leian that “Denver is
just below the 'O in Colorado,” that
“Abraham Lincoln was shot by Clare
Boothe Luce,” that “Pins are a means of
saving life by not swallowing themn,”
and a lot of other indispensable stull.

The Cool World (Little, Brown, S3.75) Ly
Warren Miller is the world in which



teenager Duke Custis moves. The locale
1s Harlem, and Duke’s occupations are
many and varied: he is second in com-
mand of 2 gang which maintains its own
headquarters and supports its own pros-
titute; he makes Ins living by pushing
marijuana.  Duke’s major ambition,
though, is to own a gun with which he
can lead his fellows into battle against a
neighboring street gang. The story is raw
and real and sometimes universal to the
point of discomfort, as when Duke’s
gang, preparatory to waging war, spends
hours deliberately working up  hate
against 1ts “enemy.” Its to society's
shame and the author’s credit that there's
nothing artificial about this novel, pow-
erfully told in the protagonist’s own
vernacular. I makes for a couple of Tast
hours of compelling and disturbing
reading.
-

In one of the most two-fisted indict-
ments ol the year, Judge John M. Mur-
tagh, Chief Magistrate of the City of
New York, and Sara Flarris, a sociologist
and writer, unabashedly lay bare the
pathetically inept and stupid narcotics
luws extant in the United States. The
book is Who Live in Shadow (McGraw-Hill,
S4.50), and it 15 the authors’ contention
that our current drug laws are unjust
becanse the penalues “fall mainly upon
the vicums of the waflic —the addicts
— rather than upon the dope rackereers.”
I'he laws —and Murtagh backs his ire
with documented evidence throughout —
make no distinction whatever between
the violator who is a profitecring pusher
and the addict, the sad littde sick simp
who gets hooked by the drug and nabbed
by the cops. Main target of the attack is
Commissioner of Narcotics Harry . An-
slinger, who for 30 years has maintained
that the addict 1s nothing more than a
common crininal, has advocated the
punative, prohibitory approach to the
drug problem, which has been an obvi-
ous Lulure (there are more addicts in
the US, today than in all other Western
countries combined; more users in Man-
hattan alone than in all of Europe).
Anslinger turns a deal ear toward the
methods that have worked in England
(there are less than 400 known addicts
there), where doctors are allowed to dis-
pense drugs to users and to treat them
in their own offices, practices lorbidden
m the U.S, Murtagh and Harris offer
a list of solutions to the U.S. drug prob-
lem, and also a horrifving look at the
way the Malia operates and at the life of
a junkic. This is a sober, eye-opening
book that should be read by everyone.

-

Latest victim of jazz-novelitis is Garson
(Born Yesterday) Kamin, no less. His
Blow Up o Storm (Rindom House, $3.95)
hoasts the three standard ingredients of
all such tomes: the frustrated cat who

NOW play your favorite songs in
minutes...without a single lesson!

MAGNUS

ELECTRIC CHORD ORGAN

thing from popular, to hymns, to the
classics instantly . . . rich, mellow
organ music that you never before
dreamed possible. Flawless chassis
workmanship embraced in beautiful
hardwood cabinetry makes Magnus
truly an outstanding value. Write today
{or free co!or Iilerature.

ons¥] 095

Avalloblein blonde
mahogany or lradl-
tlonal walnut,
Malching lable mand
bench avaliable as
accessories.

Magnus is created for the 9 out of 10
people who can't read a note of music
yet would love to be able to play their
favorite songs . . . and play them well.
No lessons, no practice. Magnus song
books are numbered, the Magnus key-
board is numbered . . . merely match
these numbers and you will play any-

putting
or
puttering

"“The Chairman'* goes
everywhere in foot-float
comfort! Bulky-knit of fleecy
wool worsted, nylon and
cotton with popular living
color siripes at top.

Stretch style fits perfectly,
wears beautifully . ., alvays!

g L
ﬂ FINEBT BFORT AND CABUAL BOCKS

at leading men's shops and department stores

\/’ ROCKFORD TEXTILE MILLS, INC, = McMINNVILLE, TENNESSEE
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w/lbn(l87 _bu 0 It's the family car buill for fun! Peppy,

roomy, unlimited visibility. All-aluminum air-cooled rear engine . . . can't
overheat ever! Superl voadability. Does up to 70 mph. Homds gas! Up to 50 mpg
on reqular gas. PRINZ-ly style. w
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U. § IMPORTER: FADEX COMMERCIAL CORP. Execulive offices and showrcom, Depl. P88 . ABT Park hvenwe, New York 22, Mew York
Dealers from coast lo coast ( delivery ged lor your Ewrcpean pleaswe Wnolo for hleralure and address of your nearest dealer
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PLAYBOY @ JAZI @ PESTWAL
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As a guest ol the Sherman, you'll really be at the heart of the Festival -on
hand for the special morning cultural Festival events to be held right in
the hotel. And, best ol all, each evening after the Festival performance if
you're staying at the Sherman you may attend the big PLAYBOY parties
being held for the Playboy Jazz Festival musicians and Playboy staff.

At
g

The Sherman offers the most complete
selection of rooms in Chicago. Singles from
£7.15 per night, doubles from KI1.45.
(Special Jaze Festival Economy Package
dormitory for four for 812 per night.)

Make your Festival headquarters the Sher-
man Hotel, in the heart of Chicago's Loop
at Clark, Randolph and LaSalle Streets.
Special Shuttle Bus between the Sherman
and the Chicego Stadium.

THE AIR CONDITIONED  Ryfntavls wilh & would-uidg popilation,
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COLLEGE IXK

‘* Write or Phone Hotel Sherman for reservations ¥ PORTERHOUSE

Phone: FRanklin 2-2100 Teletype CGIBR7T
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goes to hell, the marijuana party in the
rich dame’s pad, and the interracial ro-
mance. It also goes in for elliptical
dialog that suggests Hemingwav crossed
with Al Morgan (typical clipped sen-
tences: “Forward to seeing vou, Woody"
and “ I'here's a wild™). There are, for jazz
fans, weird anachronisms by the dozen
(pre-Repeal  Billie Holidav and Roy
Eldridge records): indeed, the entire
plot is based on a rewrite of jazz history
that’s anachronistic in itsell. viz. a popu-
larly successful mixed band in 1952-33,
years belore even the precedent-setting
Benny Goodman Trio dared appear in
public, and a full decade belore anyone
could have orginized a completely inter-
racial septet like the one Kanin depicts.
The author’s narcotics terminology, too,
15 a litde mixed up; a potsmoker, for
instance, would never be termed a hop-
head, a person addicted to opium. These
objections aside, this is i better-than-
average novel. The narrator, like Kanin
himsell, 1s a saxophonist manqué who
wurns playwright, unwinds through flash-
backs the rise and [all of Woody Wood-
ruff, a trumpet plaver with more talent
than soul, & man in wrn arrogant, bitter
and pathetic. The death of a pep-pill-
gobbling Negro drummer in his sepret
is the Kev o a plot that shows keen in-
sights into the musicians’ nunds. But like
all juzzmen portrayed in novels, they are
given too romanticized and unreal met:
physical dialog: nevertheless, they are
far more credible than the usual card
board cutouts, and there is among the
Negro clhivacters enough variegation to
avoid any sugpestion of stercotyping, It's
a readable amalgam ol psychological and
racial  nuances, nostalgin  and  Well
schmerz, and for all its superficial weak-
nesses, we suspect you'll dig i

The Challenge of the Spaceship (Huarper,
53.50) by astrophyvsicist and science-fic-
tioneer Arthur C. Clarke is a timely
volume containing some lascinating and
informed speculation concerning man's
conguest of space. Too timely, perhaps:
in point of fact, only a bit more than
halt the book [ulfills the promise of the
title; for the rest, it is rather obvious
that a book-length accumulation of writ-
ings by Clarke has been hastily assembled
to cash in on current curiosity about
space, and the mevitable result is some
repetitiousness and some material which
has nothing much to do with the an-
nounced topic. These deficiencies aside,
though, Challenge is  commendable.
Clarke writes easily and Huently on the
concrete and the abstruse, the practical
and the purely speculative aspects ol the
dawning space age, and occasionally his
fertile imaginativeness combines  with
his scientific knowledge to create delight
ful humor, as when he composes @ M-
tian scientific paper which proves beyoned
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A. Pallsades—All Ban- Lon bulky.
Tipped collar, cutfs. bottom.
Sizes 36 to 46. $20.00

.Beauview—Full-fashioned
Ban-Lon knit shirt. Cummings
flair tipped collar. Tipped
cuffs.” Color-coordinated to
“Palisades". S, M, L, XL.
$12.95

Ban-Lon-. e

FASHIONS Bl

Stolen from Bob Cummings

Bob designed it! We “stole” it! You’ve never worn anything like it! It's a brand
new bulky sweater idea that has hit Hollywood hard, because it's so easy to wear,
It's a true style original, featuring the Cummings’ rolled collar deftly tipped in
color...and en intriguing chain stitch effect that looks “hand-knit”. For ell its
luxury, Palisades by Puritan is practically care-free! Pop into your washer and
New Philes Buomsis. KT\ dryer, and forget it. Won’t wrinkle or fuzz. The full-fashioned Beauview short

) . m\'::ﬂ"ﬂ ﬂl::‘hﬂwf;egm sleeve knit shirt is Bob’s design, too. At Puritan dealers everywhere.
o btt:( BEGINNING OUR SECOND HALF CENTURY OF MEN'S FASHION LEADERSHIP

PURITAN

» Sales Offices: Emplre State Building, N.Y., Chicago, Pittsburgh, San Francieco, Baltimore, Buffalo

e '!*"hm

Gue: .z ComwrTRanE
Good Housekeeping NYLON

SR g 195

PURITAN SPORTSWEAR CORP., Altcuna, Pa.
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IVY SMOKIES

New views of rich, subtle stripes
that highlight fashion's taste for
muted overtones . . . each with
Wembley's Color Guide for correct
match with suits. $2.60

Photography: Jacques Simson

doubt the impossibility of sentient life
on Earth. Despite the visibility of the
volume’s patchwork seams, it is a pro-
vocative and exciting job.

-

If author Lawrence Lipton is to be
believed, Venice West, California —a
déclassé resort turned slum — is the new
Jerusalem of Beat, surpassing in its
dedication to the conformity of the self-
styled non-conformists such older en-
claves of the disaffiliated as San Fran-
cisco's North Beach and New York's
Village. Lipton, the middle-aged sage
and father confessor of the place, says
Venice West is a hipster beachhead on
the frontiers of our square civilization,
a wildlife refuge for those barbarians
who assail it not with the weapons of
war “but with the songs and ikons of
peace.” The Holy Barbarians (Messner, $3)
is a highly readable, revealing, affec-
tionate, partisan portrait of this new
Beatburg, its inmates, and its songs
and ikons of peace— which include
spontaneous poetry read to jazz, pot,
horse, undemonstrative but free-wheel-
ing sex, a vocabulary as rigid and stunted
as the Regular Army's, and a direction-
less intellectual voracity. Lipton docu-
ments it all, with case histories, taped
conversations, and his own [requently
sapient analyses of topics whose chapter
headings are self-explanatory (The Love-
ways of the Beat Generation, The
Euphoric Fix, Down with the Rat Race:
The New Poverty, Cals Possessed: Ritual
and the Beal, among them). The cats of
Venice come through as excrutiatingly
voluble, extremely sell-centered, humnor-
less about themselves, rather inartistic
despite their claim to sole ownership of
honest creativity, and brutally con-
temptuous of the square world which
they deem to owe them a living. Il you
want to get turned on to beat behavior,
however, this is the best guidebook going.

-

At the turn of the century New York
City was the crime capital of the coun-
try. 1900-type sin was loud, lusty, cheap
and anarchical. Crime was run in a
crude and inefficient fashion. One man
changed all that. He was Arnold Roth-
stein, who, before he died of a bullet in
the belly in 1928, had originated and
molded to near-perfection practically
every big-time hood technique. It was
“A.R." who originated rum-running dur-
ing Prohibiton, who backed the first of
the modern gangsters, Jack “Legs” Dia-
mond, who was the first to sce the possi-
bilities in highjacking. But Rothstein
was much more than a mere racketeer.
He was an underworld executive, a mas-
ter politician; he was a financier for
every kind ol criminal enterprise, and
above all he was a gambler. Rothstein
would bet $150,000 on a poker hand,
once made $850,000 on a single horse



race. He was a calculating gambler, no
plunger, and he usually won. He made
book, too, starting as a “lay-off” or
“come-back-money” specialist (one who
accomnmodates other bookmakers who
find themselves overextended on one
side of a proposition). Rothstein estab-
lished the investment technique that has
made modern organized crime really
powerful: burying crooked money in
legitimate enterprises. He never spent a
day in jail, but he was probably the most
important single figure in the history of
American crime. Leo Katcher's [ull-scale
study of him, The Big Bonkroll (Harper,
§5), is a thoroughly fascinating account of
the incredible life and times of a man
who could tie up $2,000,000 in narcotics
but still be persuaded to loan, at out-
rageous interest, the $25,000 that kept
Abie’s Irish Rose on Broadway. Katcher's
research has been thorough, including
such minutiae as substantiation of the
fact that Rothstein, like most compulsive
gamblers, had little interest in sex, or
anything else except making money by
every criminal means that a resourcelul,
inventive and totally asocial mind could
conceive.
-

Half-Irish, half-Hindu Aubrey Menen
is known for some half-dozen books
which logically combine Gaelic wit with
Delhic wisdom. His lawest, The Fig Tree
(Scribner's, $8.50), hurls some tolerably
aimed shalfts at current scienceolatry; it's
a ribald romp about a bumptious British
biochemist who, to his horror, produces
a roaring aphrodysiac. In Italy, no less!
Hired to improve the yield of Neapoli-
tan flora, Harry Wesley grows a treeful
of figs whose priapic properties are posi:
tively Vesuvian. But alas, since this is
Menen, the only two people to taste
them are the most asexual pair in the
world: Harry himself and his buddy Joe
Bellman, a rotund, rubicund American
remittance-man whose only passion is
food. (“Shall I never enjoy another
meal?” he wails un-Americanly. “Only
women, women, women, women!™) They
proceed to wrestle alternately with their
consciences and with any female in sight
until their erratic, erotic exploits become
a cause célebre, even penetrating the
chaste walls of the Vatican. Despite the
modern setting, Menen imparts a ba-
roque, Renaissance flair to the book, and
though it occasionally slips off into
baroquefort, you'll find some of it ycasty
indeed.

-

Conversations with Igor Strovinsky (Double-
day, $4) is just that: diamond-faceted
gumbeating held with and recorded by
the famous composer’s friend, Robert
Craft. The old (in years only) master
thinks and speaks with a mountain
spring’s clarity and brisk, bubbling on-
rush, which is not to say that he is all
wet. Musical theory is "Hindsight. It
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GIBRALTAR FOULARDS

The softness of rich, all-silk , . . the
elegance of Continental design ... the
correctness of muted colors ... hand-
some ties that lead your kind of life.

$2.50

Othar Wembley Ties to %5.00 af your Favorite Store.
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IEW FROM TH

BY WARREN SPAHN

A new series of articles by baseball’s famous left-hander expressing
his personal views on everything from fast balls to Fall fashion

Fine PARIS tallow leather beltis help
you achieve the look of success

The successful man is especially careful about
his appearance and wardrobe. Fine leather zc-
cessories, for example, add real distinction to
your clothes. Believe me, nothing can ruin a
man's smart appearance faster than an old,
frayed, cracked belt—even if his suit is new and
hie shoes brightly polished. That's why good-
looking *‘Paris’* Tallow Leather Belts are so
\ S important. I have a herd of fine Hereford cattle

in Oklahoma, and I don’t think any of those

cows have hides good enough for these “Paris” Belts.

Tallow leather is rugged as the leather cover on a baseball, yet as
supple as my glove. “Paris' craftsmen take the world's finest cowhide,
and hand-rub it with tallow (like those gkilled English saddle-makers
used to do) to give it a rich, glowing sheen that lasts for years. It's
perfect for wear with fabrice such as tweed, worsted, or shetland.

I suggest you buy the custom-link style for dress, the 1“ width for
casual wear. You can select them at your favorite men’s shop or
department store.

For my free booklet, “A View From The Mound,” write: Warren
Spahn, ¢/o Paris Belts, 1143 W. Congress Parkway, Chicago 7, Illinois.

*Rep. U. 8§, Pot. Off. A yroduct of A. Stein and Company * Chicoga » New Voek « Los Angelea » Toromis

Style 305
link slyle—$8

Style 4271
1* width—§S
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doesn’t exist. ‘There are compositions
from which it is deduced.” Music critics
“misinform the public and delay com-
prehension” of new works. Jaz can be
“a kind ol masturbation that never ar-
rives anywhere” and “ac its rare best. . .
the best musical entertainment in the
U.S." (he admires Shorty Rogers). " "Ex-
periment’ means something in the sci-
ences; it means nothing at all in musical
composition.” The "music of the fu-
ture”? “It will very much resemble the
‘music of the present’: for the man in
the satellite — super-hi-fi Rachmaninov.”
But Stravinsky's most winning comments
are about people — people in general
(“The French will do absolutely any-
thing to get [theatre] tickets except buy
them™) and specific people he has known,
loved, despised: Rodin, Proust, Ortega
y Gasset, T. S. Eliot (“that kindest, wisest
and gentlest of men™), Chaliapin (“that
idiot from every nonvocal point of view,
and from some of these™), Picasso, great
friend and fellow-worker of his youth,
with whom he was arrested in Naples
for urinating against a wall. Debussy,
who flattered him to his face and in-
sulted him behind his back, the dying
Ravel (“Gogol died screaming and
Diaghiley died laughing, but Ravel died
gradually. That is the worst”), his great
teacher, Rimsky-Korsakov, in his coffin
("1 could not help crying. His widow . . .
said, ‘Why so unhappy? We still have
Glazunov." It was the cruelest remark 1
have ever heard, and 1 have never hated
again as 1 did in that moment”). In May
of 1953, Stravinsky and Dylan Thomas
decided to collaborate on an opera, and
the composer built an annex to his Holly-
wood home to house the blowsy Welsh
poet for the duration of their creative
labors. "I wrote him October 25 in New
York and asked for word of his arrival
plans in Hollywood. 1 expected a tele-
gram . . . announcing the hour of his
airplane. On November 9 the telegram
came. It said he was dead.” Stravinsky
can paint vivid images with words sec-
ond only to those he paints with tone:
of Bach's instrumental writing, he en-
thusiastically says "You can smell the
resin in his violin parts, taste the reeds
in the oboes™; and of the alto saxophone,
an instrument he does not esteem, he
can yet say that its “juvenile-delinguent
personality floating out over all the vast
decadence of [Berg's] Lulu is the very
apple of that opera’s fascination.” One
is therefore reminded of Shakespeare's
eloquent Antony claiming “1 am no
orator” and silver-tongued Othello in-
sisting "Rude am I in my speech” when
this brilliant, dynamic old man says "I
lack words and have no gift for this sort
of thing. . . . " There are plenty of
photographs, plus letters from Dylan
Thomas, Debussy, Ravel.
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ILLUSTRATION BY ROBERT CHRISTIANSEN

a new novelette By HERBERT GOLD

“aLL RIGHT!" sHE saip. “Feel better tonight. I'll try to do the same.”

“We'll both try,” her husband said dryly, and she stood holding the door
open for him. Within hersell Sheila felt the quarrel reaching the point of
fire again, anguish and hatred, then pure bright contempt, simply because
his hasty unhappy breakfast had left a simudge of soft-hoiled egg in the corner
of his mouth; but of course she said nothing; she was sorry, he was sorry;
and as the screen door fell to, she leaned, frowned. watched his sagging
retreating shoulders out to the car, the cotton sack suit pulled shapeless at
the pockets.

She wished that he would learn not to stuff things in his pockets — it gave
him fat hips — but nevertheless she was sorry for him. He had arranged a
transfer to the Miami laboratories of G. S. Perry, Inc, just because she
loved the sun; now he suffered the daily rush-hour trip through heat into
town from Fort Lauderdale, leaving her behind to consider how tropical
clothes robbed his rapidly aging body of the dignity which bulky northern
tweeds had allowed it. She was sorry they quarreled. She was sorry they had
no children, sorry she looked so much younger than Fred, sorry they fed on
a dict of senseless cruelty and quarrels whose origin she could often nat
even remember; sorry, sorry, sorry.

Most of all she was sorry for herself.

But she would do the best she could
for both of them.

The nights of tears and chill tense THE

huddling on separate countries of their

double bed usually ended with an QENIDER

abrupt desperate spasm of lovemaking,

engorging and unsatisfying, and then OF

perhaps they slept an hour or two, and

then the alarm clock sounded — nothing

settled, nothing changed, nothing LE-'TERS
helped. There would be the weary clop-

clop bumping about, breakfast, and

then —as on this morning — he left her

in peace.

Peace and loneliness, not friends bur her most intimate parents.

But abruptly Sheila smiled: her mood changed: luxuriously she stretched,
shook her hair, and shed her clothes. She took a quick comfort, like an extra
cup of coffee, in the reminder that she still looked young enough to wear her
sun-lightened hair long to her shoulders, or in thick plaits, or any way she
chose. Naked but for her hair, she walked about the house, strolling idly,
enjoying her body alone as she never did under her husband’s clasp. She felt
the carly heat of the Florida summer day seeping in under the roof and
through the window against which the slats of Venetian blinds rustled in an
occasional sea breeze. No living person could see her, but the white of sky
and the flash of sun were eyes. And she could glimpse her own body in the
mirror, although in her innermost northern heart she felt it immoral to
starcl and stare. She merely walked slowly, casually peeking, back and forth
belore the glass.

It was still fine, high, lithe. She stood stretching on the chill tiles. Yes, why
should foolish childhood prohibitions deprive her of pleasure in her own
body? There was a poet who said, “The lust of the goat is the bounty of
God.” In an unhappy world, Sheila argued, don’t we all deserve whar little
joy we can find? And did not poor Sheila’s flesh — her work of art — deserve
the same rapt contemplation which the sculptor gives his statue?

Yes. She stopped and found new slopes and valleys, the marvelous shifting
geography of a lovely woman's body. At 30, Sheila still possessed that faintly
adolescent grace, gawky and unused, for which the pretty woman who will
never bear children is sometimes the envy of her friends. Sell-love seems to
replace love of family, and at its highest skill molds an adorable creature
barely betrayed by line at nose and dip at mouth, The tan too served Sheila
well. and in the hall-light of sunny vellows and browns. the marks of straps

the ardent, angry, dangerous tribute
of a pickup on the beach
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and the line of her swimsuit Iramed the
delicious forbidden areas.

With an angry pout she turned from
the mirror. She had come too close
without realizing it. Dreams arc no one’s
fault.

Hastily now she seized swimsuit, ex-
travagant sail of towel, terrvcloth robe,
sunglasses and notebook. The notebook
was in case she wanted to write a poem,
although she never did. She thought
thoughts, however, and it was nice to
know that she could write them down
if she only cared to. She put her beach
equipment into the woven souvenir
basket that Fred had bought her on
their trip to Puerto Rico and set it on
the back seat of her red Renault con-
vertible in the carport, its top alrcady
folded down and ready. The liule
French runabout was an anniversary
gift from Fred, paid for out of his bonus
for solving a troublesome detail at the
lab; it had brought a truce between
them which lasted for weeks; it was a
putt-putt darling and a marvel for her
little trips to the beach. She loved the
way she looked in it bouncing down the
sand road, her long blonde hair fiying
(its color changed by the sun, not hy
anything artificial), her intense little
chin lifted to the breeze and her eyes
secretive behind sunglasses.

The move to Fort Lauderdale was
justified by such fine moments. After
their quarrels and furtive reconcilia-
tions, Fred could sometimes sleep a lit-
tle, but Sheila got none of the good of
these bitter nights. Insomnia had been
a menace to her skin, her hair, her
health itself up north. It steals the gloss.
Now, however, she could hurry off to
the beach and lie quivering, easing un-
der the sun in the gentle urging of sun.
The salt smell of ocean and the ever-
lasting fierce probing light burned her
to sleep; she could return home later
and make dinner for Fred and perhaps
life would go on. He would be ex-
hausted from his day at the laboratory
after the terrible nights of unhappy
marriage. Sometimes she returned from
the beach rested, at peace, and willing
to forgive. It was as if the occasional
fics. like illlpermi\'c lovers, headlong
and undeterred by either slap or passiv-
ity, sucked the anger from her body
which yielded only under the sun.

Fred was a nice guy, one ol the
world's slender store of nice guys, and
also inward-looking, gifted, and pleased
with his gift. This is not enough for
happiness. Sandy, pale, thin-chested, with
softly folding pout of a middleaged
belly despite his boyish legs and arms,
he had, it seemed, been born with a
passion for chemistry; and when it
turned out that Sheila could never have
children, he directed all his creative lust
into his work, except for that forever
new. forever crushed adoration of Sheila

that made each argument a torment and
made him then go touching her at
night, tentatively, imploringly, like that
first time years before when they parked
in his father's prewar Hudson. He wore
glasses and held the newspaper nearly
at arm's length; he needed bifocals, but
would not get them because he did not
want Sheila to be reminded that age
catches up with everyone, even those
who love their youth too much, as she
did. Despite his sandy receding hair and
narrow, peaked face, he had a firm, de-
termined and realistic mouth. He was
a good organic chemist and an intelli-
gent man. If his choice of Sheila o love
was foolish, he did not fool himsell
about her. The most logical minds have
the most irrational ambitions. He ac-
cepted the fact that he loved her and
he could not bear the thought of losing
her. He would fight, he would plead,
he would wait patiently through all her
moods of childish petulance.

Both weak men and strong men
would long since have given her up —
the weak because of weakness, the strong
because of strength. The weak man
would despair of her; the strong one
would learn to go his way without her.
Fred knew himsclf to be neither of these
final cases. He simply loved her and was
determined not to be broken by her.
And not to lose her.

He had a rare consolation and nour-
ishment —a deep love of his research —
and this absorption in work helped him
to survive and even to grow while in
thrall to an angry woman. He could
turn outside himself; Sheila could only
turn within, to that girlish dream of
the cavalier lover, her first and last re-
course.

She knew it of herself,

Why now did the dream return with
such stifling intensity? Sun-battered
flecks of green and yellow spun slowly,
revolved to a stop behind her eyelids.
The deserted weekday beach had al-
tered. Someone was watching. She could
not see him, but her body responded,
yearning toward admiration. It was odd
how this happened; the black dead fall
of the beach nap which remedied her
nighttime insomnia depended on the
study of strolling men — they were her
silent protecting chamber — and usually
she awoke suddenly, with a lively pleas-
ure, when a man stopped and stared and
she felt his desire penetrate her dream-
less sun-drenched dozing.

She opened her eyes. “What — what?"

“I'm sorry, Miss —ah, M'am,” he said,
claborately taking notice of her wed-
ding ring when she moved. “I thought
maybe you were asleep and maybe 1
should wake you up.” He grinned and
showed a coarse, healthy row of thickly
tobacco-stained teeth. “*Reason is, M'am,
1 once had a friend fell asleep face up
like that in the sun, and she — I mean

he —was wearing sunglasses but she
really burned her eyes bad. Dangerous
business, Maybe you're not used to the
sun down here."

She stretched, pushing sand, and then
sat up and held her knees. “No, I'm
from up north until this year, but you
get the tan fast.”

“Yes, yes,” he said, eving her deliber-
ately, all over, his excuse a scholarly
concern with her color. “Yes, Ma'm, but
eyclids are another story, and the tender
eye . . . Well, my friend, she, I mean
(TR

While he talked to her, standing with
his shadow swretched out in the morn-
ing sun on the deserted bheach, she
studied the stranger. He was wearing a
tee-shift and denim pants and white
tennis shoes without socks, almost a
college-boy carwashing uniform; the tee-
shirt was cut at the neck, and then
drawn together with a shoelace in an
odd affectation; he was no callege boy —
he was at an indeterminate slender
healthy age, with a saleweathered, decp-
ly tanned [lace, small, prying black eyes,
and a graceful, very youthful stance as
he grinned and chattered at her so fast
that it took her a time to understand
that what he said made no difference
to him or to her; it was just his clever
and expericnced way of putting themn
at thelr ease with each other.

“Engincer on Captain Sam Olliver's
boat . . . The engincer gets a share and
a quarter on shrimp, you know, and
we had ourselves a real good trip —
thirty-five days and twenty-cight hun-
dred dollars was my share . . . Happens
sometimes, Ma'm."

She was interested and, still standing,
he gritined and told her. “"The captain
gets a share and a half, plus two per-
cent —oh it’s complicated. The cook
and me, we gee a share and a quarter,
Mess time is important to men out like
that. The crew, well, a share each,
When you have a good catch. you're
rich for a while. Then you wait till it's
time to go out again.”

“Sotinds like a good life."

He did not answer. Instead he
stretchied, still grinning, and Anally said,
“Yes, but out on a small ship like that,
just pulling in nets and secing to the
engine for thirty, thirty-five days . . .
Well, Ma'm, you get to missing things.”

Sheiln  gasped.  Abruptly he had
reached for his belt and was unloosening
it and unsnapping the pants and down
they fell.

"My Lord, honey, I mean Ma'm,
you're jumpy, aren’t you? What do you
think a sailor is made of?"

Of course he was wearing something
undertieath, a black bikini swimsuit
which did not at all match the rough
beach-strolling clothes. He was an engi-

(conlinued on page 56)
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the mating of foreign bodies
with domestic motors creates

an exciting breed of car

HE AUTOMOBILE CONNOISSEUR has long
Tdrt.-.nm{'d of the happy results that must
attend the mating of the best in Ameri-
can and Continental models. The typical
European sports car has a lovely Italian-
ate body, sleck, low, chrome-free, run-
ning a small, [ussy, fast-turning and
hard-to-service engine. The typical Amer-
ican I1igh-pu'lm'lnam'o car has a big, im-
mensely powerlul, slow-turning engine
(that can be fixed in any crossroads
garage) driving a grotesquely oversize,
barge-like, chrome-curlicued body. Why
not take the European body and stick

the American engine into it? FACEL-VEGA
A lot of oneshot automobiles were
turned out to this formula, some by
major frms, some by individuals. The
(continued on page §2)
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SILVERSTEIN
AMONG
THE ARAPS

"Pssst—a word of warning,
o bearded one—
beware the fatal
charms of Fatima, of
the flashing eyes,
who dances nightly
at the Casbah Club, 23 Rue
Rakir, continuous
shows from 9:30 to 1:30, no
cover, no minimum 1"
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sheik shel in the land of

dervishes and dromedaries

“r'LL sING THEE soncs of Araby,” said Silverstein as
he departed for that locality, "and tales of [air Kash-
mir." Or, anyway, he said something to that effect.
On foot and on camel, he roamed North Africa, visit-
ing Tangier, Cairo, Rabat and Casablanca, where he
swears he saw individuals remarkably like Claude
Rains, Paul Henreid, Ingrid Bergman and other old
Warner Brothers types lurking behind the mosques
and minarets. "But they may have been mirages,” he
adds; "that desert sun . . ."” Even though he was not
invited to come to the casbah, Shel was enthralled by
the land of the Arabs. "And 1 was pleased to learn
that the barbaric practice of buying and selling beau-
tiful young women has been abolished,” he scowled.

"That's funny—I
always wondered
how you of the west
could carry so many
things with your hands."



"You refuse to buy

my souvenirs,

you refuse to save

my wives and

children from starvation,
you refuse to aid

our tottering economy,
o foolish one—

you drive us into

the arms of

the Communists!"

A
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form fitting."
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"These are my sisters—

Aicha, Zohra and Halima.
Halima is the shy one."

Arrayed in the fez and galabia of a des-
ert chieftain, Shel glowers from his camel.
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"Sure I'll say,

'Alms for the love of
Allah,' but not for

a lousy 20 francsl|"

"...0r how about a
camel alone on the
desert saying, 'I'd
walk a mile for a
Camel.' Get it?

Or maybe you can
draw a pack of
camels. Get it?

A pack of Camels?
Ha! Or maybe you
can draw a camel
trying to squeeze
through the eye

of a needle. Or how
about a camel
salesman saying,
'One lump or two?'
Get it? 'One lump or
two!' Or how

about a..."



Silverstein strolls throuéh a suk, or outdoor market, of
l l Marrokech, alongside the veiled women of an exofic

r

"I don't know which one is ME!"

culture.
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seldom was heard a discouraging word from bernadine

THE RANCHER'S DAUGHTER Ny _

VELLOW HAIK CAUGHT UP in a neat little bun that just sets there and rides along.
Big blue eyes that look up at you and make you think of the baby pictures
on the calendar down at Sam Taylor's general store. Pert little tilted-up nose
like on the doll Jesse Carrol won at the carnival last May. And a mouth like
one of the rosebuds growing on the south side of the Bar T bunkhouse. T'hat
about takes care of Bernadine north of the neckline. Below that is 23 years
of construction that makes most other women look something like my paint
horse, Arnold. Course, this don’t run around loose but is usually wearing
little calico dresses with little white aprons. The lower part of Bernadine is
legs which look grand in those new kind of bullfighter pants. The first time old
Dan Connors saw her in shorts he went blind for two days. Adding it all up,
Sum Taylor run a Brigitte Bardot picture in the theatre he sets up once a
week in the store and the only people who paid their way in was women,

The Bar T Ranch is a big spread and there’s five of us who ride steady for it.
Besides Jesse Carrol and old Dan Connors, there's Frank “Gimpy™ Yake, Curly
Preiser and me. Jesse is wanted in Wyoming. Old Dan was a aooked sheriff
in New Mexico. Gimpy would be dead right now, except that he was on a
stepladder when the Colorado Kid fired and he got the bullet in his foot.
Then while he blinded the Kid with the chandelier and standing on one foot
he shor the Kid in the top of the head. Curly robbed a bank once and never
spent a cent of the money. He's afraid it's all marked. I'm the only one with-
out @ record but I'm still young.

With a bunch like this the Bar T needs Bernadine, She walks around with
those big eyes and that Sunday school smile and sometimes there's not a dirty
word muttered on the Bar T for a week. Old Dan gave up his chaw because
of her. Curly took to wearing undershirts. When Bernadine wears her white
frock dress it's like a lietle organ is playing walking music for her. No cowpoke
wants to be a slob in a situation like that. Bernadine is the owner’s daughter
and he stays in Denver, Helping Bernadine run the spread is Aunt Bessie. She
does the cooking and she’s deal as hell. Which is a damn good thing because
with all her other good points Bernadine loves sex.

“Johnny," Bernadine would say, “you get those jeans off und come up here
in the loft right away. How long you think a little lady can wait?"

That's how 1 got my skinned knees last Thursday. And Gimpy near broke
his good leg tripping over his gun belt when Aunt Bessie went out to the road
to get the mail and Bernadine invited him into the kitchen. Aunt Bessie makes
the trip from kitchen to road and back in seven minutes.

Once Aunt Bessie spent the weekend with the Tollivers, 12 miles the other
sicle of Sam Taylor's general store. No sooner is Aunt Bessie over the hill than

42 the kitchen door opens and Bernadine comes out (concluded on page 80) ﬂ'a‘,g'on By JOHN NOVOTNY






Above: fine for a late-evening date with a chorine from New York’s Copa-
cabana is our guy’s deep-brown worsted American Continentol suit with
pecaked lapels, by Groshire, $85. His double-cuffed, eyelet-collared shirt is

cotton broadcloth, by Excello, $5.95, and his silk tie is by Countess Mara,
$12.50. Right: just as fine for a less-formal luncheon date at Michael’s Pub is

his dork-brown wool and cashmere lvy herringbone suit, by Gramercy Park,
$70. His Truval oxford shirt, $5, is worn with a pin-stripe tie by Bronzini,
$7.50. His narrow snap-brim hat has a black band, by Dobbs, $13.50.

atlire By ROBERT L. GREEN TOWN

AFTER THE CASUAL CORD stits and leisurely sport duds that dominate the summer wardrobe, there is a
certain satisfaction felt by the urban man in crawling into town clothes again. Used to be that colors for
town stuck pretty close to dark grays and blues, which are stll OK, to be sure, but this year brown very
definitely steps into the forefront of town fashion news.

It's 2 new brown, however; not the rusty, rustic brown of bucolic autumns, but rather a series of shadings
with a burnished look: rich combinations of brown mixed with varying proportions of black. No matter
what you call them — burnished browns, earth tones, deep tones, or just plain (concluded on page 103)

a rustic shade goes elegantly urban
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“If this doesn’t work., I don't know what we'll do!”




A SHORT HISTORY OF

FINGERS

humor

By H. ALLEN SMITH

FINGERS ARE GoOD for you. They play
a tremendous part in your day-by-day
existence and if you didn’t have them,
life would be infinitely more difficult.

If man were born without fingers
Nature would probably compensate
by putting additional vigor into the
toes and making them larger and
much longer than they are now. (Shoes
would have to be bigger and would
cost more, and God knows they cost
enough as it is.)) Many little acts and
duties which we perform today with
our fingers would then be performed
with our toes. If you would appreciate
the full importance of such a state of
affairs, please try to visualize Winston
Churchill giving the "V for Victory™
sign with his toes.

Fortunately our race has had fingers
as far back as we can trace history. It is
obvious that il earliest man had been
without fingers the whole pageant of
civilization would have been radically
different. Assuming that Eve could
grab hold of things only by using her
toes, she wonld have had to stand on
her head in order to pluck that apple,

the first really thorough study
of ten long-neglected subjects

e
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and I doubt if she'd have gone to all the
bother. And what of the Netherlands?
I think it probable that there would be
no Holland today. That little boy who
held his finger in the dike — he couldn’t
very well have done the job with his
nose.

Anatomists and medical men have
their own names for the fingers, begin-
ning with pollex (for the thumb) and
continuing through index, medius, an-
nularis and minimus. The gloriously-
fingered man in the street is familiar
with only one ol these terms: index. The
digit which we call the index finger was
originally known among the Anglo-
Saxons as the towcher. The Anglo-
Saxons were notorious for their bad
spelling (“Sumer is icumen in; Lhude
sing, cuccu!") and the word they spelled
towcher means, simply, toucher. The
towcher was the finger used for touch-
ing. It was always called the towcher in
towns and cities where, presumably, a
large amount of touching was done. Out
in the country the towcher had another
name: the scite-finger. This word actual-
ly means “trigger-finger” and we can
only assume that country people were
more inclined to sheot something than
to touch something,

On the other hand the ancients who
lived across the channel on the Cont-
nent believed that the index finger was
just about the worst finger @ person
could possibly vse for touching. It was
poisonous, they said, and il it were used
to touch a wound, that wound would
never heal. It was loaded with toxins,
hence they kept it well away from their
SflUIL

The middle finger doesn’t seem to
have any history at all. Nature appar-
ently just stuck it in there to keep the
others apart. In mythology the middle
finger is mentioned somewhat vaguely in
connection with Saturn. Since Saturn
was the god of agriculture, perhaps this
finger served as the world's first dibble.
A dibble is a pointed instrument for
poking holes in the ground preliminary
to planting. This is pure speculation on
my part and the Dibble Theory prob-
ably wouldn’t hold up in court. I don't
think I'd ever use my middle finger as
a dibble.

Biographical material is also wanting
on the little finger. We do know that the
Angla-Saxons called it the ear-finger be-
cause it was most easily introduoced into
the ear. When | was a bov in the Mid-
west i common thing was to see a grown-
up stick his little finger in his ear, with
the rest of the hand held at jawbone
level, fingers folded, and then waggle the
hand vigorously up and down. An uncle
of mine told me that this mancaver re-
lieved the pressure on the braim. I have
never had occasion Lo use it

The opposable thumb is, of course, a
great source of wonder to anthropolo-

gists who consider it a more revolution-
ary development than the wheel, the
printing press, the magnetic tack-ham-
mer or Togetherness. I think the story of
the opposable thumb is quite fascinating
Hollywood could make a fine movie of
it) and I don't want to belittle it at all,
yet my own favorite among the fingers is
the leche-man. The leche-man is the ring
finger. Leche is the way Anglo-Saxons
spelled “leech” and “leech” means doc-
tor and so it came about in the olden
days that this finger was known also as
the “medical fAnger.” The Grecks and
Romans believed that it contained a spe-
cial nerve that ran through the Angex
itself, up the arm, across the chest and
into the heart. So they, the Greeks and
the Romnans, used that finger for stirring
things. I[ the brew they were stiring
contained anything in the way of poison,
a warning was transmitted along that
.\pccia] nerve, straight to the heart. They
must have believed strongly in this
theory. If you doubt it, just try to stir
something with your ring finger; it
would be easier and more graceful to
use your elbow. Still, the theory ol the
medical fnger survives to this day in
parts of England, where the inhabitants
are careful to use that finger in applying
salves or medical ointiments to the body.
Morcover, they use the same fnger ex-
clusively when they want to scratch an
wrritated spot. 1 have seen a cultured
Englishman remove his bowler and
scratch his scalp with his inedical finger.
It looks silly, but it is just as natural for
him to do it that way as it is for him to
retain his fork in his left hand through-
out a meal. He isn't really conscious of
what he’s doing.

Now, why do we call this particular
digit the ring finger? The expression
derives from those same Greeks and
Romans. They reasoned that if this fin-
ger contained the super-nerve leading
straight to the heart, then this finger was
the proper place to install a wedding
ring. The theory got fouled up a bit
when it was tanslated from Latin into
English. In 17th Century England we
find one Henry Swinbume, an ecclesi-
astical lawyer, writing a book about ro-
mance and mawimony in which he said:
“The finger on which this ring is to be
worn is the fourth finger of the left
hand, next unto the little finger; because
there is a vein of blood which pisseth
from that fourth finger into the heart
called vena amors, or love's vein.” So,
it became a vein of blood rather than a
nerve, Why quibble?

Sad to relate, the Greeks, the Romans
and Henry Swinburne were all in error.
In modern days experiments have been
undertaken to determine the degree of
sensitiveness of cach of the fngers.
T'hese experiments show that the index
finger is the most sensitive of the lot,
the middle Anger ranks next, then the

thumb, after that the little finger and,
finally, the ring finger. And George
Stimpson has written: “The fourth digit
on the human hand is the least mobile,
the least sensitive and the least used of
all the digits.” In other words, the ring
finger is a real stupid digit. Like some
ol our leading television performers, it
liacks talent and it lacks personality but
somchow it gets along.

Down through the centuries the fin-
gers have been of inestimable impor-
tance in every known kind of pursuit
except, possibly, grape pressing and the
stamping out of forest fires. There was
a time back in the Middle Ages and
carlier when most people wsed their
fingers instead of paper and pencil when-
ever they wanted to tackle a problem
in arithmetic. 1 don't mean the simple
counting processes which we ourselves
employ, such as counting forward on
our fingers to determine what day of the
month next Tuesday will be, or count-
ing backward on our fingers alter hear-
ing the gladsome tidings that a new
baby has been born. The ancients went
much further than that in their finger
calculations. They refused, [or example,
to memorize the multiplication table
on the simple grounds that it was im-
possible to do so; they learned, instead,
to multiply with their fingers. The way
they did it, according to the usually re-
liable Encyclopaedia Britannica, is as
follows:

To multiply 8 by 6, turn down 8 —5
fingers on one hand and G-5 on the
other. There are then 3 turmed down
and 2 standing on one hand and |
tumed down and 4 standing on the
other. Add the fingers down (3+1=4)
and multiply those standing (2 X ¢ =B),
and the result is 4 tens + B units, or 48;
that is, in terms of mathematics, ab =
[(a—5)+ (b —5)] 10+ (10 —a) (10— b).
Numerous variants of the plan were in
use, some having been brought to Eu-
rope from the Arab schools.

1 would like 1o see some of those
variants. I would like to have a whole
bunch of variants brought from the Arab
schools, because I can't get any right
answers with the variant given above. 1
worked on that problem until my wrists
got tired, and then had o give it up.

The most cffective way of demonstrit-
ing the value of fingers is to visualize a
world in which there are none,

Stop right now and hold up a handlal
of fingers and exammine them closely.
Prewy crazy looking, aren’t they? I you
could manage 1o detach one of them and
lav it on the coffee table, it would look
even sillier. You'd likely burst out laugh-
ing. But you would be doing that finger
and all its fellows a gross disservice.

If man didn’t have any fngers he
would not, of course, know that there

(concluded on page 99)



0K, SO I'M A CO0KO00BOO

IT WAS A GAS ON THE BEACH: no brawls, no squalls, nary a problem, a cool pad,
seagulls, fishing, the mild California weather, a [ull icebox, hi-fi, seals being
washed up on the shore to die gracefully, a rest from the bottle to keep dem
ole debbils away, a book or two. regular trips to Madam Jesus' drop on l4th
Street, a silent phone, and enough moola in the bank [rom that salvage job
in the Gulf to hold out for a year or more. A real gas: on good days you could
sprawl on the warm sand like a crucified ox and almost believe in immortality.

I was sitting on the crumbling sea wall, watching the early horizon heading
out toward Japan, when the Professor joined me, hawking and scratching, his
eyes yellow with mischief. Nudging me, he said:

“Scen the new girl yet, neighbor?”

I shook my head and pretended to count the pelicans on the breakwater.

“Brother,” the Professor said. “"Wow.” His eyes burned hot little holes into
my neck. “OK,” he said, "so I'm a cookooboo, but I'll bet my bottomn dollar
this chick’ll get you off that Gandhi kick. Wow, yes."”

I stuck a plastic inhaler up my left nostril and breathed menthol and
counted pelicans. The Prof squatted beside me, still hawking. He sure was
loaded with phlegm. The old goat patted his pockets till [ handed him a
nickel cigar and a book of matches.

“Thanks, son.” He bit on the cigar. “Oh, brother, wait'll ya see her."

The pelicans looked good and mad, like starlets sitting on high stools in
Schwab’s drugstore, banging their cavities about the latest Louella Parsons.

"Well, son — ya hear me?"”

I gave up. “OK, Professor, let’s have it. What's so special about this broad?
She malforimed or something?"

You'd think I'd said something witty, the way that old seadog doubled up.

“Mal-formed? Wait'll 1 tell the old lady. Mal-formed, by gar.” He went
blue, laughing. “That's one for the book, son.” He lit up, hawked, spat. "Jest
you keep your eyes open.” His yellow old hands traced an hourglass. “Red-
head. Stacked like a brick lighthouse. Moved into the Green Chalet yesterday.”

“I don't sound you, Prol. Romeo and Juliet live there.”

"Not any more. They fiwed, skipped owing a munce rent.”

“Oh, no. Hell, they were up there. That crummy little pad was like Shangri-
La to them." I glared at the Prof, who just sat there grinning. "They once told
me they were the happiest couple on the beach.”

“They must've bin high when they said it.”

“Isn't there any honest-to-god, old-fashioned, one-and-one-makes-two loving
left in the world?"

The Prof just scratched and hawked and grinned.

“Come down off that cloud, son. Shoot, they wusn't even married. Not that
you'd know it, the way they belted each other around. Somne kind of a religious
deal. Juliet'd two, three ay-bortions the last eighteen munce. Shucks, Mary
knew all along.” Mary, the Professor's wile, was the beach Louclla. “Every
now and then they'd make a sashay up to the church and have a pow-wow
with the Father, but it never done no good. Hee, hee, ('mlplal hours later
thev'd be beating the holy hell out of cach other again. But who needs themn?
It’s the redhead 1 want you ta size up and inwardly digest. Wow-ce.”

1 he hell with redheads.”

"Jest wair —"

“Don’t worry about me. dad. I'm on a Schopenhauer kick, I root strictly for
vin and vang.”

“Shucks, son, il I didn’t know you was off the sauce 1'd say you was pie-cyed."

I'he pelicany must have switched to Mike Connolly. they looked even more
macl. I stared at the theatrical backdrop of the Santa Monica Mountains, then
watched a whole slew of seagulls bruising the crisp sky with pink-tinted wings.
I'hey looked hip and free. unlike the pelicans. The Professor creaked upright
and hitched his fraved Levis.

Reckon Tl be gitnin® along. Got 1o put another lick of paint over thar skiff

fiction By CHARLES HAMBLETT

the vedhead had him feeling like a yogi
in the umpteenth beatitude
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I bought last week at Ralboa™ TIhe Prof
runs a charter service from off the pier.

“Watch ont now. lad  Oh. brother:
vessir”
And he shambled awav on loose,

whiskey legs, cackling like he'd busted
a gt at Serip Ciry
- L] -

1 slipped off the wall and stretched
out on the sand. My frst stogie of the
day was burned halfway down when Joe
joined me. The vet's hard, hairy belly
bulged over his tartan trunks. his tartan
cap tilted over the top part of his gold-
bearded face. His artificial leg shone
like a bone in the sunlight.

“Ain’t this something?” He squinted
into the glare. “Real groovy.”

“Yeah, but tell me something, Joe.
I've often wondered: don't vou ever get
homesick for Korea?”

"You want me o part vour hair with
my leg?"

“No, I mean it. You've been around,
kid, you shook hands with the Presi-
dent —

“Lay off, will ya? 1 got enough
troubles. That job I had, part tume, I
wits saving to go on a hunting trip in
the Sierras. Hell, there's nothing like
killing and cating something vou've bin
stalking for hours. Well, that’s gone
fuzz. Know what that lousy manager did?
Ordered me to shave my beard off. for
crud. Shave my beard, man.™

“So what happened?”

“"What happened? What d’ya think
happened? I told the creep what to do
with his lousy gasoline pumps. Then
I went downtown and drank beer and
listencd 1o Brubeck. Man, v head.”
I'he vet's eves bulged. “"Wow.,” he said.
“"Wow.™

I turmed, knowing what to expect.
The Prol had not exaggerated. She was
a big bouncy redhead. rising 30, vibrant,
green-cyed, with a mobile torso between
whisps ol bikini, “Wow™ was an under-
statement.

Joe tipped his hat. “Welcome to the
beach, lady. T was just telling my buddy,
there’s no other plice on carth like it.”

She inclined her head, smiled.

“Where you from, honey?™

The smile froze. She nadded brielly
and began to pick her way over the sand
toward the ocean. Joe grunted.

“Shoot, she's as wound up as 4 moun-
tain lion.”

“She's just another dame.

“You think so? ['ll spell it out for
you, kidda. She's tee ahr oh vou hee el
ce.”

"Relax. man. Have a cigar.”

“Uh-uh, can't face one alter last night.
Dig her running into the sea. Trouble,
man, trouble. She’s a vampire on wheels.
Don’t you ever start getting sentimental
about her, kiddo ™

“I won't.”

“Worst thing you ¢an do

-

I started

reading a book, last week, written by an
old guy called Hemingway. Man, did he
ger sentimental about broads. We've
made a lot of progress since the olden
davs he was writing about.”

“We sure have.”

“Getting sentimental like that. Shoot
I couldn’t fimsh the book. There were
some good bits about fghting in it, but,
shoot, he ruined them with all them
sentimental bits. What a square.”

“Don’t worry, Joe. I won't get senti
mental.”

“Atta boy. Well, I better see if I can
force a late breakfast down me. You
wouldn't care to trade heads, would ya?®

The day built warmly, little ripples
of heat making the beach shimmer. |
thought about Garbo, but it gave me the
shakes to think of her growing old and
somber behind those big sunglasses, and
passing through the change of life, and
bumming around the Mediterranean
with rich Grecks. so 1 goofed off into a
state of not thinking, and almost hit
zero, when a voice like a warm mint
julep squirted across the morning.

“"Couonpicker.” Mississippi ~ Jim
clapped a hand to his forehead. “Whah
don’t yuh join me for a bracer?”

"No thanks. Jim. | prefer to contem-
plate other people’s hangovers. these
days.”

“It’s a crahing shame, a scholar and
gentleman lahk yuh refusin® a drink
from a brother officer.”

“That’s the way the bongo bingles.
Colonel.”

“Sure 1 cain’t tempt vul? Not even to
a small one?”

“Not today. General.”

“Bastard,” Jim said amiably.

He shufiled away, thong sandals flap-
ping. The beach was still again. Quiet
and peaceful. like Forest Lawn hefore
o Tuneral,

After lunch, I flopped onto my day
bed and dug into a paperback which
sent me to sleep. A knock wakened me
around four. 1 hollered for them to come
in, and Joe stomped in on his dead leg.
He gave me a disapproving look and
vased himsell into a solt chair.

“People die in bed,” he sniffed.

“1 could think of worse places.”

“Well, get the lead out. We're going
fishing."

“We are?”

“Me and Moose and Jim got a boat
cheap from the Professor. Thought you'd
like to chip in."”

“OK. When?"

“Sundown. Dress warm. It can git
mighty cold out there.” Joe picked a
record album off the foor. “Fidelio by
Beethoven. What's it abour?”

I yawned. “Freedom, 1 guess. Like not
shaving your beard to suit some sawn-off
Hitler at a gas station.”

“That so?” The vet placed the disc
gently on the record rack. “Better start
getting ready,” he said, and stomped
hack out the door.

I was pulling a blue knitted sweater
over a Canadian lumber shirt when there
was another knock. When I opened up.
the redhead pushed in like a galleon in
full sail. She smelled of that comy
French perfume they were plugging
everywhere, that year. She looked great.

“Sorry to bother you,” she said. and
I discovered that her voice was husked
and breathless. “But do vou hine an
epg-whisk?"

“A wut?”

“An egg-whisk. I'm making a cake "

“Sorry, no egg-whisks.”

“Are you sure?™

“Sure. Now, if you'll forgive me —"

“Oh, sorry. Guess I'd better try Mary.”

"“Yeah, do that.”

She hovered in the doorway a moment,
the heavy artillery of her breasts hoom-
ing away in all directions. Then she
shrugged and left. I closed the door sn
[ast I almost sliced her heel.

Egg-whisks. Wow.

We had a great night of fishing, really
working at it, dragging our catch into
the beatup Monterey till our backs
screamed and the stars faded. We
dumped our haul on the pier, selling
most of it to the illegal Mex fish brokers,
just stuffing what we needed into gunny
sacks. We breakfasted in the all-night
hash joint for fishermen, then walked
back to our row of beiach shacks as the
sun slipped up over the damp mauve
ridges of the distant Sierras. We stopped
outside my drop, yawning and grinning.

“Shoot, am I tired,” Moosc said.

“I'll sleep like a stuck pig,” Joe said.

"It was a ball, though.” Jim said. “\
cottonpickin® ball.”

We remained there a few more mo-
ments, enjoying the growing sunlight
and clean air. Our tackle was snarled.
our clothing damp, the sacks were heavy
on our shoulders. But we felt good, and
when, at last, I got into my shack, it
seemed to be waiting for me to reoc-
cupy it. It was a sort of home. So I put
my cawch into the icebox and walked
heavily into my small bedroom and
stripped raw and fell into my cot As
1 plunged into sleep, I thought:

The hell with egg-whisks.

The next few days the redhead really
fractured me. She'd carry a portable
radio around, and all the beach wolves
would go snifing after her, just as she
intended them to, making like they
really enjoyed the corny slime that drily
bled out of that box. It was a gus to
watch, though, seeing those cowboys run-
ning around, letching cigarettes, bottles
of pop. candies. But she never let any

(continued on page 92)
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THE FONDEST DREAM Of suave
Manhattanites is to be an ac-
tive part of the city’s excite-
ment and sophistication, and
yet to know a measure of iso-
lation from its frantic tempo
and its noises. The penthouse
apartment is a physical expres-
sion of this dream, and Clayre
Peters, who inhabits one such
romantic dwelling, claims that
realizing this urban ambition
in no way diminishes its power
to please. A devotee of finer
living in all its aspects, Clayre
declares that her pad at the
pinnacle gives her a won-
drous appreciation of the city
that no other form of familiar-
ity could inspire. We can read-
ily understand the aid Clayre
claims this perpetual pano-
rama gives her in her hobby,
writing poetry. But, with our
Miss August in attendance,
whether in a penthouse or in
a subterranean basement, we
find it difficult to believe that
the vista outside could hold
half the charm of the inti-
mate, inimitable view indoors.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY FRANK ECK




PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

Two welldressed, matronly women en-
tered the business office and approached
an execulive.

“Sir,” said one, “we are soliciting funds
for the welfare and rehabilitation of
wayward women. Would you care to
donate?”

“Sorry,” replied the exec, "but I con-
tribute directly.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines clear
conscience as poor memory.

In the traditional ocean-liner interview,
the reporter said to the glamorous movie
queen, "I understand you were courted
by many European noblemen during
your four weeks abroad.”

“That’s right, honey,” she replied,
hiking her skirt still higher and smiling
into the flashing cameras. "I managed
to make every second count.”

Epilaph for the tombstone of a cool
musiaan: “Man, this cat is really gone.”

The lights in the apartment were low
and so was the music. "You say you can
read my mind?’* the handsome young
bachelor demanded.

“Yes,"” replied his bountifully propor-
tioned and beautiful date.

“OK," he challenged, “go ahead."

“No,” she said. “You go ahead.”

Johnny. a Hollywood youngster, was
very proud because he had the most
parents at the P.T.A. meeting.

Cynthia’s fine figure had been poured
into a beautiful form-ftting gown and
she made a point of calling her date’s
attention to it over and over again
throughout the evening. Finally over a
nightcap in his apartment he said,
“You've been talking about that dress

all evening long. You called my atten-
tion to it first when we met [or cocktails,
mentioned it again at dinner, and still
again at the theatre. Now that we're here
alone in my penthouse, what do you say
we drop the subject?”

We know a girl who hates losing her
heart to a man, but who loves having
him search for it

Natalic, a pretty but distraught model,
took her troubles to a psychiatrist.

“Doctor, you must help me,” she
pleaded. “It's gotten so that every time
a man takes me out, I wind up in bed
with him. And then alterwards I feel
guilty and depressed all day long.”

“I see,” nodded the psychiatrist. “And
you want me to strengthen your will
power."”

"Heavens, no!” exclaimed the model.
“I want you to fix it so I won't feel
guilty and depressed alterwards.”

Were sure you've heard about the
traveling salesman whose car broke down
in a rain storm. He ran to the closest
farm house and knocked on the door. A
grizzled old farmer answered and the
salesman pleaded for a place to stay
the night.

“1 can give ya a room," said the farmer,
“but I ain't got no daughter fer ya to
sleep with.”

“Oh,” said the salesman. “Well, how
far is it to the next house?”

Al i really takes to separate the men
from the boys is girls.

These days, too many beautiful women
are spoiling their attractiveness by using
four-letter words — like don't, and can't,
and won't.

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill., and
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used.
In case of duplicates, payment goes lo
first received. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Changing glass into diamonds and lead into gold is nothing.
Remember the young lad who used to help about the laboratory . . . :
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article By RALPH GINZBURG

w:-w DOES THE UNITED STATES, @ coun-
try that traditionally prizes youth, ideal-
izes it, insists on it in top jobs, now find
itself with superannuated leadership in
the most critical area of national life?
The Facts are these: the ages of men run-
ning the government are at an all-time
high. Dwight Eisenhower, 68, will shortly
become one of the oldest Presidents in
American history. The over-all average
of the Cabinet he brought with him was
14 years over the pre-1900 average.

In the Senate, despite the handful of
younger men who were chosen in the
last election, the average age is nearly
twice that at which a man is deemed ma-
ture enough to fll the job according to
the Constitution.

There are more than [our times as
many men over 65 in the Senate — the
word comes from the same Latin stem
that gives us “senile” — as there would
be if their age bracket were proportion-
ately representative of the American
adult population as a whole. Senators
are exceeded in this lopsided predomi-
nance of old men only by a few other
job groups, including scissors grinders,
fortune tellers, beekeepers, umbrella
menders, bankers, Roman Catholic Card-
inals, cemetery keepers and Federal
judges.

In the House of Representatives,
Speaker Sam Rayburn is 77. If the Re-
publicans had won control of Congress
last election, Rayburn would have bheen
replaced by Joe Martin, also well up in
his 70s.

The oldest of our top leaders are
Congressional committee chairmen who

head the bodies where new laws and
projects are born and where initiative
and vision are called for perhaps in
greater measure than anywhere else in
American public life.

The average age of all Senate perma-
nent committee chairmen is 67. Appro-
priations is headed by Carl Hayden, Bl,
Public Works by Dennis Chavez, 71, and
Finance by Byrd of Virginia who re-
fuses to list his age in the Congressional
Directory. The Senate’s newest committee
is the Astronautical and Space Explora-
tion Committee. It includes Senator
Green, 91, who has said he will not retire
till he’s 100, but who recently resigned
chairmanship of the Foreign Relations
Committee following newspaper attacks
upon his age. The space committee was
formed by a 95-1 vote, with Allen
Ellender, 67, the lone dissenter. He
could not be made to see the importance
of outer space in America's future.

In the House of Representatives,
chairmen average even higher in age,
with Cannon, 80, heading Appropria-
tions, Dawson, 73, running Government
Operations, and Vinson, who has been
charged with the nation’s dragging its
heels on Pentagon reform, heading
Armed Services at 75. Every one of these
gentlemen would have been forced to
retire under rules of Civil Service if he
had been appointed instead of voted
into office.

But in Civil Service the ages of top
men are up sharply, too, just as they are
in the military establishment and for-
€eign corps.

Is this good or bad? That is, docs the

with old men in its top positions,

our democracy is in danger of dotage
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country profic from the marturity and
experience of its present leadership more
than it would [rom the qualities that
would he associated with a group ol
younger men? And exactly what are the
mental qualities which youth possesses
and age does not, and vice versa?

In studies at leading universities
across the land, it was found that older
people do not fare well in either mem-
ory, ability to learn or judgment, as
compared with young people. At Colum-
bia University it was found that a per-
son's ability to absorb new information
is greatest during his middle wwenties,
diminishing at about one percent a year
until the mid-fifties when it starts to
drop sharply. By 65 a man can learn
only about half as much in an hour as
he could ar 25, the Columbia study
showed. Older people are tremendously
inhibited in absorbing new information
which conflicts with established memory
patterns. The effort to learn something
new thus becomes twice as great when
it is necessary to unlearn something old.

As for memory, Dr. Walter Miles of
Yale, after a series of tests some years
ago, found that young udults under 30
remember  things twice as sharply as
those over 70. Pseudo reminiscence is
common among oldsters, who also show
a distinct lack of attentiveness, surpris-
ing indisposition to take pains to be
right, and a sharp drop in intellectual
curiosity. In general, oldsters have been
found to be less concerned with lofty
ideals, more preoccupied with comfort.

Although investigators are not certain
of what effect brain dimensions may
have upon intelligence, its very size de-
creases with age, losing approximately
30 grams from age 35 to age 65.

The glandular system deteriorates,
too, enfeebling emotions. Thus older
people show greater apathy and infiex-
ibility, fewer signs of pleasure, weaker
signs of love and courage, milder hates
and fears. Despondency and pessimism
overgrow the enthusiasm and hope of
youth and small problems of everyday
life often begin to loom enormous. Sui-
cide statistics reflect this trend. A man in
his late 70s is four times as likely to kill
himself as a man in his early 40s.

In the light of scientific findings, it is
no surprise that almost all the real giants
of American history have been young
men. Our six greatest Presidents —
Washington, Jefferson, Lincoln, Teddy
Roosevelt, Wilson and FDR — were all
relatively young men. The [ounding
“fathers” Madison and Hamilton were
both in their 30s when they dralted the
Constitution. Thomas Jefferson, the
philosopher of our Democracy, drew up
the Declaration of Independence ar 3.

In the arts and sciences as well, the
great works have almost always been cre-
ated by wen in their green years. When

geniuses have enjoyed long. productive
lives, it is neverthcless to their early
years that their major works are almost
invariably traced. Dr. Harvey C. Leh-
man of Ohio University, in a 20-year
study sponsored by the American Philo-
sophical Society, found that a man’s best
working years — no matter whar his field
— rarely come after the age of 40, though
public recognition may not be won un-
til then.

Just as the records show that great
political advances have been wrought
mainly by young men, so recent history
indicates that a large proportion of the
world’s political blunders are attribut-
able to older men. Witness the numer-
ous times Stalin brought the world to
the brink of atomic annihilation during
the senile dementia ol the final three
yeiars of his life. Or the sorry state of
unpreparedness o which  71-year-old
Chamberlain had reduced Britain at the
outbreak of World War 11, only to be
rescued by younger Winston Churchill.
And remember the embarrassment
causced the United States by the B5-year-
old Syngman Rhee and his wholesale
sudden release of Red prisoners from
UN compounds while we were in the
midst of hammering out a peace settle
ment at Panmunjom. Even more re-
cently and closer to home, recall the
spectacle of sexagenarian Eisenhower
blaming septuagenarian Truman — and
vice versa— for permitting American
technology to fall behind Russia’s in
Jaunching an earth satellite.

The age of Russian leaders shows a
significant contrast to our own. While
it is true that Khrushchev at 64 is no
youngster, it is also true that almost
all his bureau heads are comparatively
young men. Foreign Minister Andre
Gromyke, Russia’s second most powerful
figure, is only 49. John Gunther, in
Inside Russia Today, calls the 15-man
Communist Party Presidium “the young-
est aggregate of men of such illimitable
power in the world.”

Why should things be so different in
the U.S? The explanation that comes
quickest to mind is that our phenomen-
ally lengthened life expectancy and re-
sultant aging population have put a
greater percentage of oldsters into the
working force. But statistics do not back
up this conclusion. Actually, since retire-
ment at 65 is now implied for the nation
as a whole under Social Security, there
is a consideriably smaller percentage of
people over that age remaining in the
labor force today than there was, say, 50
years ago. So. while it is true that greater
numbers of senior citizens are alive in
the country today, it is also wrue that
proportionately fewer of them are work-
ing. That is, in almost every field but
government,

Peaple in politics themselves tend to
blame the predominance of oldsters

upon the fnancial unauractiveness of
the calling. Eleanor Roosevelt in an in.
terview told me: "A poor boy doesn’t
have the same chance to become Presi-
dent today that Lincoln had. Even a
minor elective job carries social and
charitable demands which a young man
with a family can’t begin to meet on
his salary alone. Older men, of course,
have had time to save up money. That
might partly explain why no man under
40 has been nominated to the Presidency
in this century. though several were in
the 1800s."”

But poor salary is only a partial ex-
planation for the lack of young men in
key government jobs. A deeper answer
lies in a subtle, almost imperceptible
change in America’s attitude toward aged
men as leaders. As the republic has
grown older, we have assumed, almost
unconsciously, a reverence for old age
(not unlike the Chinese) which ap-
proaches a cult of the aged leader.

Robert Kennedy who, as Chief Coun-
sel of the Senate labor rackets sub-
committee, has vigorously exposed union
corruption and earned for himsell na-
tional prominence as perhaps the only
man in his 30s of any real influence on
Capitol Hill, said recently in an inter-
view:

“We have come to put such tremen-
dous over-emphasis upon the need for
age and maturity in our leaders that
young men nowadays just don't have
much chance at all to leap into top jobs,
cven when they are far more capable
than their elders. It has become ‘un-
gentlemanly' and “impolitic” for a young
man to talk back to an old man who has
been in power for many years, even
when an honest difference of opinion
is involved. On the rare occasion when
a young man comes into the Senate now-
adays, he is expected to keep his mouth
shut, to think like an old man, to live
like an old man, until he actually be-
comes an old man. Otherwise he will be
considered ‘brash’ or ‘impudent.’ I could
never have gotten this far this fast in
public service if it hadn't been for the
wealth, connections and contacts of my
family. There are many other people in
the country as young as I am who could
handle my job as well as I do, but not
very many ol them would be able to get
a crack atit. ‘The wheel of political for-
tune is clearly rigged against the young
man nowadays,"

Senator Neuberger — who made the
mistake of speaking his mind when he
first went to the Senate several years
ago and is said by observers to be still
smarting from it — has gone on record as
saying:

“We are leaving decisions that vitally
affect our lives to hardened profession-
als, to men turned gray and cynical in
the game of votegetting. What's more,

(cantinued on page 96)
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For the visitor to Chicago flying his
own plone, Meigs Field on the loke front
(top) offers eosy access to the heart of
the city, whose brilliont night skyline
shines in welcoming beauty. Meigs clso
provides direct helicopter service to ond
from the breezy burg’s two internctional
oirports, Midway and O'Hare. Above,
Riccardo's sidewalk cofé ond restouront
feotures a near-Neapolitan atmosphere,
complete with outdoor cocktails, opera-
spouting waiters and exhibitions of con-
temporary ort, Right, the lights ond
sounds of the city ofter dark ore ap-
parent sirolling north on Rush Street,
nexus for much of the night life on
Chicogo's glittering Necr North Side.
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Ol CAN HAVE A LITTLE MORE FUN IN CHICAGO than in most any other city in the country, if you go about it
YrighL It's not as big as New York nor as sophisticated as San Francisco, but it has a frce-wheeling, fun-
loving personality all its own that guarantees a good time to everyone. For the impromptu male visitor, it
offers sights and entertainment in all sizes and shapes, including close to 249,000 unattached females betwixt

s of 18 and 29 (and 18, let it be known, is the age of consent in lllinois).

If you come in by air — pure jet scrvice is available from both coasts, and prop-jet from Miami — the first
thing you'll spot is Lake Michigan, a shimmering blue-green playground in the summer. After you land at
cither Midway or O'Hare — Chicago's two international airports — why not pass the usual cab ride into the
city and take a helicopter instead? You can make the trip in a scant 11 minutes and the whirlybird sets you
down at Meigs Ficld, a lake-front air terminal just a taxi hop from the Midwest’s most elegant showcase —
Michigan Avenue and the Magnificent Mile. It is magnificent, too, with some of the swankest shops in the
world, as well as such lofty landmarks as Tribune Tower, the Wrigley Building and the Palmolive Building.
Nearby, there's State Street and the Loop (named for the L tracks that encircle it), center of the city’s vast finan-
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T [ pl o Above, smart jozz sounds combined with charcoaled fare are the
= w “ Fa ! ctiractions ot the London House. Left, sophisticoted folk gather
\ round the pianc bar ot the Scotch Mist. Below, portraits of buxom,

bygone broads, wailresses in scanty ottire and mustachiced bar-
keeps are fixtures ot the famous Gaslight, a key club dedicated to
the fralicsome fun of the Gay 90s, popular with the ad exec crowd.




For sovory supping, Chicogo boasts a varied
line-up of restaurants. Top left is the near-
ultimate in poshness: the Pump Room of the
Ambossador East Hotel, invariably a stop-
ping place for celebrities becouse of the
quality of its menu, service and decor. Left,
speciolizing in superlotive smorgosbord, the
Kungsholm draws the gourmet, olsc boasts a
midget opera house, where expertly manip-
ulated puppets do pontomime to sterecphonic
opera recordings. Above, the exotically Far
Eastern Shangri-lo, @ romantic rendezvous
serving Cantonese delicacies ond a heady
assortment af stimulating, rum-based drinks.




Show fime in Chicago, and the big, brash nightspots ond intime clubs all come alive. Top, the
venerable Chez Paree, must-see mecca for the town's visiting firemen ond shawploce far
headliners in the entertainment biz; here, the Adarables strut and sing, ta be followed by the
likes of Sammy Davis, Jr., Jerry Lewis ar Lavis Prima and Keely Smith. Above, the Black

> - - Orchid, a supper club whose entertainment palicy runs the gomut from undulating ecdysiast
4 Lili St. Cyr ta croaner Johnny Mathis. Below, the subterranean Claister introduced sick camic
‘ Lenny Bruce ta Chicago, usually couples hip humar with swinging singers like Anita O'Day.
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cial and commercial enterprises, and all the other sights that you can learn about from any competent guidebook,
which we suggest you pick up on arrival. Chicago, recently made a world seaport, is still the vital, throbbing City
of the Big Shoulders that Carl Sandburg described 40 years ago. And while New York is surrounded by two pol-
Juted rivers, Chicago has 25 miles of lovely lake front — lined with tree-shaded boulevards, gleaming skyscrapers (the
world's first was constructed in this city in the late 19th Century), venerable mansions, handsome parks, a series of

yacht harbors and a string of white sand beaches — all right in its own front yard. Chicago also has its Near North
Side — part Greenwich Village, part Madison Avenue — studded with nightspots that swing till nearly dawn.
You’ll want to freshen up at your hotel before going out on the town. We assume you've made your reservations

well in advance,a good idea when visiting any city, but especially Chicago, because it is the country's biggest conven-
tion town and accommodations aren’t always easy to come by. The big hotels in and around the Loop — the Pahner
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Entertainment for every toste con be found in or neor the Windy City. Top left, the low-lit Gate of Horn spotlights folk singers
such os Josh White. Center left, epidermis disploys are featured ct the strip joints in nearby Cicero ond Calumet City, where
the oction lives up to even the wildest of expectations. Top right, le jozz cool can be sompled ot the city's most fomous jozz
joint, the Blue Note in the Loop, which consistently feotures top groups like the Gerry Mulligon Quortet. Bottom right, the south
side scene ot the Sutherland Hotel Lounge, where the Max Rooch Quintet and similar combos hold forth. Bottom [eft, nuzzling
and guzzling ore predominant at the Eost Inn, o boy-meets-girl hangout for collegiotes and nubile nurses from nearby hospitols.




House, the Conrad Hilton, the Sheraton, the Pick
Congress, the Sherman, the Morrison, the Sheraton-
Blackstone — are right in the center of things. They
all offer a number of first-rate bars and restaurants
and if you like a lot of activity, hustle and bustle,
then one of these is for you. If you're coming to
Chicago for the Playboy Jazz Festival on August 7,
8 and 9, best stay at the Sherman, which is official
Jazz Festival headquarters. There’ll be transporta-
tion directly to and from the Stadium for all five
concert performances, plus a jazz film, symposium
and exhibit at the hotel. Most of the mu

will be staying there and the Sherman will be hold-
ing special pLAYBOY parties each evening for the
jazz stars, celebrities and tl taying at the hotel.
Singles begin at $7.45, dou- (continued on page 100)

Left, o topper for any evening on the toddlin’ town is the
mognificent panoramo afforded by the window-side tobles of
the Tip Top Top otop the Allerton. Above, Chicago's loke-
front scene is as beautiful @ sight os ony city in the U.S. has
to offer, ond a sunrise stroll along the shores of Loke
Michigon con provide @ romontic lost memory for your visit.
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“You know, I think he’s making those bad calls on purpose.”



INCOGNITO

SCANLON WOKE up thinking about his mirror. He kicked
the coffee-stained blanket off the cot and stood up, wob-
bling on his thin legs. He staggered, sleep-drugged, to-
ward the cloudy cracked glass that hung crookedly over
the rustspotted sink. It was dark, so he pulled the beaded
chain that dangled from the bare light bulb, and squinted
at his reflection.

It wasn't impressive. In his underwear, Scanlon looked
like a gawky adolescent with hairy arms and legs. Seeing
him this way, nobody would ever believe he was the
country’s number one desperado, the object of a search
that covered seven states, the pet patsy of the tabloids,
the bogeyman that mothers invoked to make kids eat their
spinach. He was an escaped con, a merciless gunman, a
ruthless killer; he was also a haggard, sleepy-eyed, skinny-
chested fugitive in need of a bath, a hot meal, and espe-
cially a shave,

But Scanlon didn’t want the shave. He looked at his
face in the distorted mirror and chuckled at the progress
he had made. The mustache hung thick as a rope over
his mouth, ending invisibly in the tangled black beard it
had taken him 30 days to grow. The beard had come
easy: it was the mustache that had been the problem. It
had started as a pitiful sprout, a mere cat’s whisker, and
for the first two weeks, he had despaired of his ability to
raise the hairy crop under his nose. But now it was re-
spectable, bushy, the perfect complement to the six-inch
beaver jutting from his chin.

“That does it,”" he told himsell gleefully. “That does
it, boy. Now we can get out of this rat hole . . ."

He took a blunt-edged scissors from the sink rim and
started to clip. He trimmed carefully, removing the
shaggy ends from both beard and mustache. He liked
the final effect, especially when he brushed and combed
his new [acial ornaments. It was distinguished. More than
that, it was his ticket to freedom, to South America, to
any place where cops and feds weren't dogging his trail.

He washed and dressed. It was the first time he had
worn the suit since he had holed up in the Aat a month

ago; his initial act had been to hang it carefully in the |

room’s single closet, preserving the neat press of the

to be free as a bird,
the hounded fox

became a beaver

fiction By HENRY SLESAR

jacket, the sharp crease of the trousers.

The new Scanlon was better-dressed than the old. He
was still small and thin-framed, but the mustache and
beard gave him a foreign air that added dignity. Maybe
he'd keep them, Scanlon thought. Maybe it was more
than a disguise; maybe it was the way he ought to look.

He added the final touches. Cuff links inset with
blood-red rubies. A wrist watch of 18-carat gold, engraved
by somebody named Viola w somebady named Sam. A
leather wallet without an identification card, but with a
thick cluster of bills amounting to over seven grand.

He gave the mirror a final look, then blew it a kiss.

"So long, sweetheart,” he said.

Then he went down the stairs.

The fresh air hit him like a shot of whiskey. He never
knew how good it could feel. The sun was peeking over
the tenement rooftops, making even the dingy street look
idyllic. There were kids playing stickball in the gutter;
one of them hooted at the sight of him, and Scanlon
smiled.

When he saw the patrolman on the corner, his brisk
steps slowed, and his heart did some overtime beating.
But then he calmed down. There was nothing to worry
about now; he strolled past the cop as if he had been a
lamppost. The cop lpoked, but that was all. It was then
that Scanlon knew his troubles were over. He reached up
and stroked the beard affectionately.

"Hey, you," the voice said.

He turned around and saw the cop again. It was a
shock; he hadn't even heard the footsteps behind him.

“You're under arrest,” the cop said, drawing his gun.

“What?"

“No trouble from you, Scanlon,” the cop said.

He went meckly, keeping pace with the patrolman’s
hurried strides to the call box. He paused anly once, to
look at the wanTED poster on a nearby fence, a poster
that bore his own face. Only it wasn't his face. The fea-
tures had been desecrated by neighborhood vandals, the
mustache and beard crudely added in pencil.
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ol 'Tis THE TIME OF SALADS!" wrote Laurence Sterne in Tristram Shandy. He was writing, of
Hcm:rvz. of summertime, when the hot sun makes appetites ready for cool, crisp refreshment.
There's nothing more pleasing to the warm-weather eye and palate than tossed meals dressed for
dinner, so take a tip and enhance both your reputation as a chel and your buffet table with main-
dish salads of flesh and fish.

Every interested disciple of the salad bowl should keep in mind the fact that a salad isn't really a
salad until it's marinated. This doesn’t mean you must marinate it for hours. For some salads the
mixing time itself, or 10 or 20 minutes’ standing time, is sufficient for a proper blending of favors.
Others, like the French white bean salad, require at least overnight marinating. In any case you
must allow sufficient time for the wine vinegar, the chives, the Dijon mustard and all other ingredi-
ents in the bowl to blend, to cook without fire in a sense, until a liaison ol flavors has occurred.
When you bite into cold shrimp, you should instantly taste the sweet pepper, the lemon juice, the
pungent celery salt and any other condiment that went into the bowl before the salad was mixed.

In leafy green salads this liaison is encouraged by olive oil and vinegar; for many of the more
substantial salads it's often formed with mayonnaise. A good rule of thumb (continued on page 84)
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THE TIME OF SALADS

cool entrees for summertime dining

food By THOMAS MARIO
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pictorial

THE BOSOM IN HOLLYWOOD

being the further adventures of miss june wilkinson

{

LITTLE LESS THAN A YEAR AGO, in our September ‘58 issue, we introduced American

males to June Wilkinson, a kitten from Britain who, when she passed through
Customs, had little to declare save a quiet manner, a demure English accent, and
the thoroughly upsetting mathematics of 43-22-36. One of her first important stops
was Chicago, where she dropped in upon pPLAYBOY to chat with the chaps and to pose
for the memorable emulsions which led us to dub her The Bosom and which were
to bring her to the attention of Anglophiles all over, not excluding Hollywood.
Since that time, June, newly blondified, has graced that city, braving the rigors of
sun, sinog, stucco and casting directors, and generally having hersell a ball. She's
made a movie for Paramount, Thunder in the Sun, with Susan Hayward and Jeff
Chandler, and has been on location in Brazil, filming something called Macumba
Love. She's also worked nightclubs with Spike Jones and appeared at Hollywood's
scantily-clad Ballyhoo Ball. Between and often during these activities, she's been
obliging the avid lenses of photographers, becoming, for a couple of excellent
reasons, the most photographed young lady in the U.S. We thought nobody would
mind if we got back into the act to report on June's adventures in Hollywood.

~n

Proud of her prow, June Wilkinton strolls with
purpose down a studio street, at left. Above,
she tries out a pair of footprints in front of
Grauman's Chinese Theatre. Below, she goes
native by shopping at one of the many open-
air markets indigenous to Southern California.
June finds the climate friendlier than England's.







Literally having @ ball, June jcined other starlets
and luminaries ot the Third Annual Ballyhoa Ball,
a sacial function sponsared by the Publicists’ Assaci-
ation of Hollywaod. Though the Ballyhoo is always
studded with scantily clod sirens, June managed ta
steal the show as o valuptuous Egyption mummy.
Abave, she and o friend ancint the Wilkinson pelt
with cil to impart a sensuous gleam suitable for a
daughter of the Nile and, right, she is gift-wrapped
Egyptian style. She arrived in o sarcophagus, un-
waund and posed for photographers bath can-
ventionally and horizontally, in the Mansfleld
manner, held aloft by an obliging muscle-man.




MEYER AND MARIO CASILLI
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Between tokes, June uses friendly persuasion on TV's
Poladin, Richard Boone, to get professionol acting tips.

June receives mokeup {obove) and direction (below) during shooting of
pilot film for new television aodventure series starring Done Clork.
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Morning ablutions and subsequent lolling
about caon be long and leisurely only when
a starlet is not on early call ot the studie.

June Wilkinson at home. The Hollywood Studio Club, historic domicile of
many starlets who later became famous cinema personalities, is alse June's
home these days. Despite these languorous photographs, however, not much
time is spent lounging there, for the life of a budding screen actress is o
busy one. In addition to actual hours spent perfarming before the cameras,
she has o grueling round of script rehearsals, coaching, personal ap-
pearances, posing for publicity phatos, conferences with agents and pro-
ducers, attendance of strategical parties. “But," as June says, “it's fun."




Since her oppearance in PLAYBOY last September, June Wilkinsan has become o pop-
ular subject far the glamor lensmen of Hollywood who hove made her the most frequent-
ly photographed beauty in the country. Abave, she poses for a felching figure study.
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CAMPUS NOTEBOOK: FALL TERM

COLLEGIATE ATTIRE, local fads notwithstanding, is still waditional Tvy. The news is
found in a continuing evolution and refinement of tailoring details, fabrics and
colors. We show some of the freshest here, and can predict genuine durability for
them all. Variety and individuality are attained through the wide range of buttons,
yoking, closures, collar treatments and cut of pockets on jackets and slacks — those
special touches that help enhance the reputation of the best-dressed men on campus.
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RﬂchEn's DA“G“TER (rontinued from page 42)

wearing blue shorts no bigger than my
bandina. On top she's got a yellow thing
she says is a halter and is no bigger than
a pair of sunglasses. All weekend the
only one herding cows is Cooky, the dog.
When Aunt Bessie gets back early Mon-
day she catches Jesse climbing down
from the havloft in his underdrawers and
docks him a day’s pay [or drinking. While
she's chewing out Jesse, Curly is crawling
under the porch looking for his duds.
Old Dan and Gimpy are out cold in
their bunks, faces happy as can be, and
being the youngest, I'm on Arnold riding
out to relieve Cooky.

“Where did you get the yellow ban-
dana, Johnny?" Aunt Bessie yells over.
I got no answer ready so I pull out my
handkerchief to wipe my nose and all
I come up with is little blue shorts. It
wiis @ helluva weckend.

It's hard o imagine a more contented
bunch of cowpokes than us five on the
Bar T. We gave up gunslinging be-
cause we felt we had something to live
for. Gimpy and me even give up smok-
ing ‘cause it makes you short-winded.
I it's one thing that riled Bernadine it
was having a guy get short-winded. Ac-
tually we were not just contented; we
were getting healdhier.

“Almost makes a fellow ashamed to
take his wages every month,” Old Dan
would say.

Aunt Bessie always handed out the
wages. “Now don't go spending it all
on women,” she would say sharply.
Bernadine would set there beside her
and just look at us with those big blue
eyes. Aunt Bessie's words meant noth-
ing to Bernadine. To Bernadine sex
was the most wonderful thing going.
You don't worry about money when
you have the most wonderful thing for
a hobby. It was no time at all before all
the Bar T hands came to feel the same
way about it. It was good clean living,
healthy work, and a good-paying job.
You sure would guess that Harold
would come along sooner or later.

“Harold is down f[rom Denver 1o
check the books,”” Aunt Bessie says, in-
troducing him. He's wearing city pants
and a necktie and Bernadine looks him
over. Right away each of us figures
our playing time is cut by one-sixth;
hut not one of us complains because we
know Bernadine would want it this way.
OI course we figure the books are going
to be pretty well loused up by the end
of the week, but that's not our worry.
Tuesday we have a new worry., That
evening in the bunkhouse Curly Preiser
brings up the delicate subject.

"Anybody have any fun yesterday?”
Curly asks. We all look at each other
and count the up-raised hands.

“None,” Curly says. “Anybody today?"

There's a dead silence and a few boots
start shufiling nervously, Curly goes o
the calendar and checks the date. "Nope,
that aint i, he announces quictly.

Old Dan hops up. “Who's holdin’
out?” he demands. “Fess up now! I don't
like this horsin® around.”

“Johnny,” Curly says, looking at me.
“You sure Bernadine didn't drag you
into the barn yesterday?”

“No, sir,” I told him. “Last time was
Saturday night in the orchard. I remem-
ber ‘cause the little crab apples were
all over the ground and —""

“I ain’t askin® for details,” Curly
STaps.

“Bernadine never acted like this be-
fore,” Old Dan says sadly.

“I think it's Harold,” Gimpy Yake
mutters. "He's been talkin' a lot to
Bernadine.”

“Ho!" Jesse laughs. “That ain't the
answer. Bernadine don't go for talk.”

“Maybe Harold talks different,” Curly
says softly. All of us sat back to think
and this got us nowheres. All T could
think of was the apple orchard, blue
shorts, and how sometimes she wore
a4 ponytail instead of a bun. Man, she
would get that ponytail aswirling and
all hell would break loose.

“Johnny,” Jesse said. “You don't loak
like you're doin’ the right kind of think-
ing."

“"Why don’t we ask Bernadine?”” Curly
sugpested. We took a vote and next
morning we nabbed Bernadine behind
the barn where it's all trompled down
nice,

“Morning,” she says, looking like some-
body's kid sister. Old Dan steps for-
ward.

*How come the supply been shut off"
he inquires in a kindly tone. Bernadine
opens her eyes to the half-dollar size.

“What supply you talkin® about,
Dan?” she asks sweetly.

“You know what I mean,” Dan says.
“Ain't one of us had any fun since
Saturday,”

Bernadine lowers her head, looks at
her shoes, and wrinkles that little tilted
nose.

“Harold explained it's wrong,” she
murmurs reil serious.

“Wrong!" five voices chorus. Curly
leans against the barn and looks sick.
Gimpy has o sit down. Old Dan opens
his eyes and comes back to the attack.

“But Harold leaves at the end of the
week. Then it won't be wrong,” he tries.

“Harold is staying,” she tells us. “I'm
gonna fall in love and marry him. And
he wold me the vows. I'm being true to
him 'til death do us part. Isn't thut
beautiful?"

Curly leans against the barn again

and almost does get sick. I didn’t know
my mouth was open until a big damn
old moth flies in and out again. Berna-
dine smiles, pats our hands, and walks
away. We pick up Curly and stumble
back to the bunkhouse.

By Friday night we knew what had
to be done. It was probably Old Dan’s
idea or Jessc's but any one of us would
be proud to claim it. At sunrise Saturday
morning we marched Harold out the
back bedroom door of the main house.
He was wearing a nigheshirt and we had
no mind to give him time to dress.

“No point to it,” Old Dan explained,
propping Harold up against the corral
fence. “Care lor a cigarette?"

“What are you madmen doing?”" Har-
old demanded.

“Who's got a cigarete?” Dan asked.
looking around,

“We all gave ‘em up,” I told him.
“Makes you short-winded.”

“l forgot,” Dan apologized. "Guess
Harold will have to seule for a
blindfold."

“Don't anyone dare blindfold me,”
Harold said angrily. Jesse nodded.

“A brave man. OK. Let's go.”

Harold watched in amazement as we
backed up and formed a neat line facing
him.

“One,” Dan said. We ook deep
breaths.

Lhways rhe
slightly.

“Three!" Five hands slapped leather.
The shots rang out like one — and Har-
old naturally was done for. None of us
[orgot our old trade. We planted him in
the flower bed with the petunias and
stood around waiting for Bernadine.

“Hope she didn't forget how," Gimpy
mused. The rest of us nodded.

That was a month ago and it turned
out we'd been worrying in the wrong
direction. When Bernadine discovered
that death did them part she began to
smile again and that ponytail went
swinging something fierce. Old Dan
passed away in his sleep two weeks ago
Wednesday. Out of sheer weariness
Jesse missed the top rung of the ladder
from the hayloft two nights later. Gimpy
chickened out and left for Colorado last
Saturday. He was down to B6 pounds
and fading fast. His horse never knew
when Gimpy wis aboard and would just
stand in the corral looking stupid.

Curly is painting the sign now and
doing a right nice job with the lettering
considering he has to heft the brush
with two hands. HELP WANTED, it says.
Not so much with the herding as to
pitch in with the chores around the
place. Don't bother applyin' if you
smoke. Bernadine don't cotton to it

called. We crouched
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WEALTHY oLp FARMER in the old davs

had & handsome son and two volup-
tuous concubines — a dangerous combi:
nation any time.

This farmer never ceased to be on
guard lest his son, just reaching man-
hood. should attempt to sample forbid
den charms, and he repeatedly warned
him against it. Furthermore. he reminded
the concubines again and again that il
they ever vielded to the young man, they
would be sold to the frst slave dealer
who passed that way. The concubines,
therelore. although the son's youth and
beauty tempted them sorely, never gave
their master the leiast reason to suspect
mficdeliy.

The daily proximity of two such beau-
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A new translaton [rom the

Syntipas of Andreopulus

tiful women quite naturally caused the
farmer’s son to lust after them. He shot
hot glances at them and when the lather
was at a distance, he told them what was
passing through his mind, but all to no
avail. The vision of the slave dealer far
outweighed the imagined delights of the
young man’s embrace.

One day the old man sat napping in
the rose garden. His fect hurt him and
he slipped off his shoes and called to
his son:

“Go to the house and [eich me my
slippers,” he commanded.

The son started for the house, and on
the way an idea occurred to him.

When he entered the house, the hrst
concubine exclaimed, “Why have you
come into the house while your [ather
is out in the garden? Such rashness
might send us to the slave dealer!™

“Nonsense,” laughed the voung man.
“You see, my father has just consented.
He sent me to do that which 1 have so
longed to do with you.”

“No!" said the first concubine in dis-
beliel.

“Would that it were true!™ cried the
second concubine.

“But it is true!™ said the farmer's son.
“1 swear that it 1s.”

They would not believe him, and lor
tear of the slave dealer they drew back
when he would have kissed them and
they covered their faces.

“Come to the door,” he said at last.
“We will ask my [ather so that you may
hear for yourselves.™

When all three were stunding in the
door in sight of the larmer, the son
raised his voice and called out: “Father!"”

The old man stirred and sat up in his
garden chair. “Couldn’t you find them?”
he cried.

“Did you send me to get both?™
the son.

“Of course, vou idiot!” shouted the
farmer. “"Did you think one would be
enough? Both! Both! Both!™

“You see?” said the voung nuan, twn-
ing to the two concubines. “Both.”

The concubines understood perlectly,
and if they wondered at their master's
change of heart, they said nothing. They
believed firmly in the saving, "Never
look a gilt horse in the mouth.”

— Translated by J. 4. Gato
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Give a New and Different Gift!

We Will Engrave an Exact Reproduction
ol Your Calling Card, Signature or
Trademark on Lifetime Cuff Links

A treasured keepsake lor any man! Any signa.
ture, emblem, calling or business card engraved
forever on liletime copper as handsome Cuft
Links, Tie Bar or Money Clip. Satin Silver Finish:
CUFF LINKS 57.85 pair — TIE BAR $4.95. Gold
Flated: CUFF LINKS S8.95 pair — TIE BAR $5.50.
}'\Il_pricvs plus 10%; Fed. Tox. Gift boxed. 1005,
satislaclion guaranteed. Allow 2 weeks lor deliv
ery. Send signalure or card you wish Tepro-
duced. Check with order if not rated.

W. N. DRESDEN & Assoc., Dept. D-9
178 W, Washington St.. Chicago 2. Ilinois

UNIQUE WALL PLAQUES

These ebony wall molits :
will add a dramalic

louch o your home

The Nalive Drum Player

is 2004 tall,
The Maraca Player
is 19%4" 1all.

The lour-piece.
ready-lo-hang sel,
$8.50 ppd.

Send check or money order to:
Thomas J. Overton
B840 14th S1.

Beaumonl, Texas

Actress
Venella Sievenson,
Warner Bros. Piclures
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it's easy, its fun...

High fidelity STEREO sound can be yours
at savings of 50% or more. HEATHKIT
step - by - step instructions, written espe-
cially for beginners, assure swift and
successful asserbly. Send today for the
FREE catalog listing over 100 easy-to-
build HEATHKITS.

HEATH COMPANY

Benton Harbor 38, Michigan

I: a subsidiary of Daystrom, Inc.

Please send the lalest Heathkil Calalog.
NAME
ADDRESS

CITY Z0NE STATE

HIGH-BRED HYBRIDS

(continued [rom page 37)
Nash Rambler Palm Beach, the Chrysler
K-300, the Dart, the Norseman were
some ol them. Individually made, their
cost wis [antasue, a minimum of around
540,000,

Some of those who drove them
thought they were almost worth it. They
were beautiful, they were exotic, and
they were [ast. What more is therez Only
hindling and historv. The thoroughly
expericnced driver, wedded to firm sus-
pension and quick steering, found them
a bit insecure, and the raditionalist
found them socially unaceeptable: he
wanted a car that had behind it decades
of clegance, or ol race-winning, or of
styleseiting.

Still, the idea of engineswapping wis
no new thing, The Britsh had been do
ing it for years, and the Allard, one of
the most successtul racing sports s of
the postwar period, was usually delivered
in this counuy without an engine, so
that the purchaser could drop in a Cadil-
lac or i Chrysler, as he chose. Engine-
swapping hiad even been done on a
wholly domestic basis: when the Loewy-
designed Studebaker appeared, a good
many ol the cognoscenti, enchanted by
its lines, were prevented [rom buying
only by the lack of horsepower in the
Studebaker engine.

I'he idea ol the vansatlantic bastard
car bad occurved to people in Europe,
and after the Paris Automobile Show ol
1951 the French Compagnie Facel-Metal-
lon, builders of bodies for the Simea
Sport and the Ford Comete, began 1o
comsider making a new high-performance
car. Before the war, France had pro-
duced many  such: Bugatt, Talbor,
Hotchkiss, Delage. Delahaye. Some ol
these were sull being made, in very small
quantity, but they were prewar i con-
ception and design. The Facel-Metallon
people wanted something that would be
new from the tives up.

By March 1953, @ test car was in being,
and in November there was a second.
Bour of them van 110000 kilometers in
France, Switzerlamd and Belgium, T he
final design was shown to the press
July 1954, exhibited ar the Payis Show in
October, and the hrst production car was
delivered in March 1955, Ie was called
the Facel-Vega.

Fhe Facel-Vega is @ genuine high-per-
formance automobile de erande luxe. It
wses i big Chrysler V-8 engine and trans
misston, but the chassis s special, g
welded arrangement of four-inch tubes;
in the coupé model the car is short, at
104 mches only a bit longer that @ Nash
Rambler. There's a bigeer fourdoor
sedan,

In the old wadition ol the custom-
made automobile,  unhappily  almost
gone now. the Facel-Vega offers numer-
ous options to the buyer: Clirysler anto-

matic transmission, or the magnihcent
Pont-a-Mousson four-speed manual gear-
box, with synchromesh on all gears, ye-
verse included, as an option on i
option. Disk brakes, power steering,
richt-hand drive are all aviulable, and
the interior can be fnished in
leather or Fabric available on the world
market. An enormous stack of fivted lug
gage is tagged at S350 exoa.

A twoseater in the European i
uon, the Facel-Vega coupd makes no
concessions to three-abreast seating. The
two [ront bucker seats ire separated by
the necessavily hish ransmission tunnel,
which controls for the lights,
windshicld wipers and windows, the lat-
ter elecmically raised and lowered. Pant
ol the mmpression of luxury the Facel-
Vega makes derives from the dashboard,
a wemendous door-to-door expunse of
walnut paneling.

With 360 horsepower available ar 5200
revolutions per minute, the Facel Vega
s fast: wsing o 331 axle rauo, 1he
makers cliam 0 o G0 mph in 7

dny

Glres

7.9 scconds,
a [abulously quick reading, and a 1op
speed of 130, An alternanve 293 rem
end will produce 150 mph, in theory ut
any rite. Most owners value the car'’s
comlort and agility over its top speed
potential, but it's nice to kuow that the
quickness s avatlable. At 150 mph the
Facel-Vega joins the legendary likes of
the Ferrari Super as one of the fastest
passenger automobiles i existence. And
at 57500 the cost is around hall, while
the exclusivity is not much less. There
will never be many Facel-Vesas around,
even  though alie French  diplomatc
service s to be cquipped with them.
That's a pity. In a really well-ordered
world there'd be one [or evervbody who
wanted it one lor everybody who wanted
to know the joy of sliding along « siring-
straight moonlic yoid in uwer silence,
power underfoot to run away hom any-
thing, a month’'s lugsase neswed under
the deck. and someone pretey and amen-
able in the other seat.

Cousin o the Facel-Vega is the Dual-
Ghia, a Chrysler-based  Ttalo- \merican
high-performance . The Dual Ghia
orignuted in Detroit when Eugene Casa-
roll, head of Dual Motors, a subsidiary
ol the Automobile Shippers firm known
A5 W sponsor ol !mli:m:n]:uli\ 200 s,
fell vietm o the wish for a last, ungue
automaobile. He nude o cauple ol tenta-
uve stabs at it and then asked the De-
toit representative ol the Iilian coadh-
builder Ghia, Paul Farago, to eive the
nutter some thought. Farago  thought
for a while, then bought 1wo Dodge D-
AN chassis and ok them o Taly

The D500 Dodge had created @ con-
silerable stir when it appeared i 19506,
It would aceelerate trom 0 to GO mph in
0.6 seconds amd o another 40 seconds
arvive at 115 mph —and all this with a
il weight of over two tons.

In Iwly Faago had his two D500




chassis cut up and reworked in the in-
terests of a lower center of gravity. Ghia
designed a typically handsome convert-
ible body. unusual but restrained, and
the completed car weighed 200 pounds
less than the D-500 Dodge. It was con-
sequently a little faster in acecleration
and in getting to top speed, 1235 mph.
Moving the 230-horscpower engine six
inches rearward in the chassis materially
improved the car's handling qualities
over the parent Dodge. The Dual-Ghia
wits available with power brakes and
steering and automatic Lransmission at
about $7600 and a production run of 100
was planned. The cir went on the mar-
ket in the middle of 1957. By March of
1958 the last one had been sold and none
has been made since. Hoagy Carmichael
had one, Dan Topping and Gussie
Moran were owners. Gilbert Kahn of the
famous New York financial [amily had
one, liked it so much that he said he was
sure he could sell six of them w his
[ricnds. Frank Sinatra got one, and the
cr soon became a top prestige symbol
and badee ol belonging among members
of The Clan, the hip set in Hollywoad.
Peter Lawlord and Eddic Fisher picked
one up. Tony Curtis said he wanted one
L.

Unlike the Facel-Vega, available only
as @ hard-top. the Dual Ghia is a con-
vertible. It offers American  big-engine
performance, American big-scale comfort

(there's room [or three in back) with
Italian styling, for the last dozen years
the world’s best. Retaining Dodge sus-
pension, it's ol a competitive sports car,
but it certainly is a high-performance
automobile of unusual grace and beauty.

Out of production now, the Dual Ghia
may appear again next year. Plans are
incomplete. The new one would be dil-
ferent in at least two ways: it would be
a hard-top. and it would probably cost
around $10,000.

For the man who wants something a
little bigger than the Dual-Ghia or the
Facel-Vega, say rather more than twice
as big, there’s the Cadillac Eldorado
Brougham. The six-page publicity re-
lease announcing the cir said nothing
about the fact that the 1959 Broughim
is being shipped, chassis and shell, o
Italy to the famous Farina coach-works
for Anishing. The styling, although cx-
ccuted by Farina, is basically Fisher, and
few onlookers, not noticing Farina's sig-
mature-plate on the car, would take it 1o
be anything but standard Detroit.

The Brougham is a limited-production
car, and is unique even in Qs own cate-
gory in that there are no mechanical
options. There is no need for options.
The Americin public wants nothing to
do with a stick-shilt, understands little
about alternative axle-ratios, and every-
thing ¢lse is standard: air conditioning

and air suspension, automatic headlight
dimmer, power [rontquarter windows,
power seats and electric door locks and
power rear<leck lid. The customer can,
however, have anything he likes in the
way of interior options.

The Brougham is an allout attempt
at a series-produced luxury automobile
of the highest order. It is an enormously
comfortable prestige-building  carriage,
with remarkable suspension character-
istics, marvelously good power steering,
and the most brutally snobbish horn-
tone in the world! It is full of noveltics
such as a rear-quarter window that slides
out of sicht when the door is opened, in
the interests ol easier passenger passage.
The Brough is 225 inches long and ac
S13,075 costs a little less than the small,
or cconomy model, Rolls-Royce.

That's the Ffeld at the moment:
Chrysler, Dodge, Cadillac engines: Facel,
Ghia, Farina coach-work. If you can’t be
made happy by a choice from this group
you're fussy indeed, However, there is
hope for you. Buy a couple of whatever
chassis you like, take them w Italy,
wander around Turin until you hear the
unmistakable sound of hand-held ham-
mers bashing metal, and then go in and
talk to the man. Eventually you'll find
one who'll listen to you, il you've remem-
bered the important thing, which is:
bring money. B
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TRADITIDNALLY FINE DRESS SHIATS. SPORT SHIRTS. DYNAFLEXS JACKETS. AND PAJAMAS, KNITWEAR AND SWiIMWEAR FOR MEN.

Baclk: from Europe via BUAC

-..now back to campus via College Crests
by Wings. Yes, after a perfect

vacation abroad by B-0-A+C, yow'll find
the perfect campus sport shirt is the
College Crests from the Wings Golden
Award Collection . Trim look
“TAPERED TAILORING"E. .. cxtra long
tail stays in ... proportioned length
sleeves...perfect with or without a tic. ..
Wash-and-Wear cotton in smariest

ivy olive, burnished gold, speedbird blue.

Imugine all this mcluding embroidered

pocket : only $ 40 0

COLLEGE
CRESTS

by

I
WINGS SHIRT CO., 4 W 33, NEW YORX ﬂ




“BEAT” SHOW
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If you’re looking for a different kind of enter-
tainment, hear the Columbia original cast
album of *“The Nervous Set.™ The sound is
contemporary jazz mixed with ballads, com-
edy and hillbilly music. It’s probably the best
stimulant since cafeine. Incidentally, the
music is played by a jazz quintet instead of
the usual pit orchestra.

THE NERVOUS SET —Original Broadway Cast
OL 5430 OS 2018 (stereo)

GUARANTEED HIGH-FIDELITY AND
STEREO-FIDELITY RECORDS BY

COLUMBIARK

*Columbia” & Marcas Reg. Adivision of Columbia Brosdcasting System. Inc.

LINGUAPHONE

MANKES IT EASY TO LISTEN and LEARN fa

SPANISH (Anerican or European) @ FRENCH
GERMAN o ALIAN = JAPANESE
MODERN GREEK » RUSSIAN = ICELANDIC

—ony of 34 longuoges avoilable AT HOME

Unly Linguaplwme, The World's Standard Cenversational
Method, hrings ® 1o 12 of the world’s best nalive language
ers into your home.

You Haton 1o Hie-11ke, conversational vecondings fur just
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TIME OF SALADS

(continued from page 70)
for the salad beginner is o seldom use
mayonmaise as it comes from the jar.
Spreading unmixed niyonmiise on toast
is just right for a club sindwich. But
for salads the mavonnaise should be
softened so it both clings to the ingredi-
ents and [Hows among them. Dilute it
with milk, cream or lemon juice, or any
combination of these. Use from one to
lour tablespoons of diluent per cup of
mayonnaise. Now and then you will mix
mayonnaise with a watery food, like the
mandarin orange slices in the shrimp
salad recipe that will follow. In such in-
stances, the food itsell will provide its
own diluendo, and no other thinning
will be necessary. Freshly boiled potatoes
in a salad, on the other hand, will not
only blot up the mayonnaise but will
actually make i thicker than i was when
taken [rom the jar. Around the Rouen
arca in France, chels make i potato salad
by adding only sweet eream and vinegin
to the hot sliced boiled potatoes. As the
salad stands, the cream wrns into a
gentle, enticing cold sauce.

The kinds ol individual dressings that
you can miake [rom a jur ol prepared
mayonmuse are  practically  unlmited.
Such additions as capers, chopped rarra-
gon, chopped hard-boiled egp, curry
powder, sherry, sour cream, unsweetened
whipped cream, chili sauce or chili
powder, ar even lruit juices or [ruits,
arc only a few ol the numberless varii-
tions.

Not many amateur chels make their
own mayonnaise these days. Il however,
you art enamored of olive oil Havor, you
may want o make your own, since the
prepared product is processed lvom com-
paratively tasteless vegetable oils, Whip-
pPing up your own mayonniise is really
a4 snap if you own an elecric blender.
You mercly drop into the well of the
blending machime 1 egg, 1 teaspoon pre-
pared mustard, 14 teaspoon salt and
dash cayenne pepper. Mix it at low
speed for about 5 seconds. Then, at low
speed again, slowly add 1 cap olive oil
or other salad oil il you prefer. If you
own the type ol blender that's htted with
a hlley cap, merely remove it and pour
the oil through the opening. After the
oil has been added, sur in | tblespoon
lemon  juice and 1 wblespoon  wine
vinegar, and the mayonniise is ready.
\gain you can reach for your apothecary
jars and add turmeric. dill weed or any
spiking ingredient that pleases  yom
Lincy, remembering o add a little at a
ume 1o Laste.

Even casier than mavonnaise is an old
pastoral delight, sour cream dressing,
especially good with a fish dish like
fresh salmon  salad. Combine 1 cup
sour cream, 2 tablespoons wine vinegar,
Vo teaspoon onion salt, 2 tablespoons
sugar and 2 dashes Tabasco sauce. Stir

it for a minute, and the dressing is
ready.

When you make a salad, be conscious
not only of llavors, but ol texwores as
well. It's no accident that i one salad
recipe after another you'll find diced
celery listed as one of the mgredients,
because of s tonic crispness. Crinkly
lettuce with firm beelsteak  tomatoes,
hard water chestnuts teamed with wen-
der shrimp, soft pimientos paired with
lobster chunks — all these arc prime ex-
amples of delightful textural juxtaposi-
tion.

No man who ever had the right o hold
a salad spoon has said anvthing more
important  than Sydney Smith in lus
Fmous recipe in rhyvme for a salid dress.
ing: “Let onion atoms lurk within the
bowl,/And half suspected, animate the

whole.” lTo keep raw onion hall sus
pected, however, isn't as casy as it
sounds. Some Iresh onions are much

more volatile than others, and when the
tear glands begin to flow o energetic-
ally, that's an indication o go easy.
An onion that's grated will reach other
foods in the bowl much more quickly
than an omon that's diced or chopped.
The most delicate member ol the onion
Gamily s the thin green herb, the chive.
Shallots, the small yellow bulbs  that
come in quart measures, have a lively
yer delicate onion flavor, but must he
chopped exuemely fine before they can
be used in salads; they're usually too
small to grate. Scallions should be han-
dled the same way. For those who can'
tolerate onions in raw lorm. onion pow
der or onion salt may be substituted.

The profcient saladier knows how 1o
turn emergencies into assets. When a
recipe calls lor two cups diced boiled
chicken, and vou have only one cup on
hand, vou won't be Eunthearted about
subsututing cooked ham or tongue or
sweethread or chicken liver or even crab
meat. And il vou have only one and a
half cups of chicken when a recipe calls
for two, and you deade to add o hall
cup ol walnuts or chestnuis or Irozen
pincapple chunks, you'll learn that ad
ditions ol this type, properly prepared,
will invariably be credited to your ae-
ative ingenuity vather than w a shortage
in vour icchox,

Here is @ covey ol salad-meal recipes.
cach planned for four portions
guaranteed w girner huzzahs lrom hun-
o1y Luests.

SEASHORE SALAD ;\ LA LAY BOY

Meat rom 2 1-1b. boiled lobsters
14 Ih. [reshly cooked craby lump

I b mediumesize shrimp boiled
14 cup French dressing

114 cups diced celery

Salt, pepper, celery sale

14 teaspoon paprika

1 weaspoon hovseradish

Juice ol 1 lemon

2 tablespoons oyster cocktail sauce



2 scallions, white part, inely chopped

14 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

Ui head lettuce

2 tablespoons capers in vinegar

| cup mavonnaise

Lettuce leaves

Cut the lobster meat into  Ls-inch
cubes. Examine crab lump, and carefully
remove  any shell or  cartilage.  Peel
shrimp, and remove veins. In o salad
bowl combine the lobster meat, crab
lump, shrimp. French diessing, cclery,
two or three gencrous dashes cach of
salt, pepper and celery salt. paprika,
horseradish. lemon juice, cocktail sauce,
scallions amd Worcestershire sauce. Mix
thoroughly. Chill 1 the relrigerator at
least one hour, Cut hall a head of let
wice into fine shreds. Combine the salad
with the lettuce shreds, capers and
nutyonmadse, Mix thoroughly. Line lour
dinner plates with lettuce leaves. Spoon
silad on lettuce. Garnish salad, i de-
sired, with wedges of hard-boiled cue or
wedees of tomato or both.

CORNED BEEF SALAD

3% Ib. thinly sliced cooked corned beef
4 mediumssize boiled potatoes, peeled
4 medinmsize cooked or canned red

beets

medinm-size dill pickle
4 tablespoons salad oil
4 tablespoons garlic-flavored wine

vinegar
2 reaspoons prepared mustand

| tablespoon finely chopped chives

Freshly ground black pepper, salt

2 hard-boiled eggs

Lettuce lTeaves

Cut the cormed beel into Vo-inch
squares. Cut the potatoes, red beets and
dill pickle the smne size. In a salad bowl
combine the corned  heel,  potatoes,
beets, dill pickle, salad oil, wine vinegar,
mustard and chives. Hold the pepper mill
over the bowl, and give the handle a
hilldozen turns. Add salt very sparing-
Iv, since the corned beel is salty. Toss all
mgredients  thoroughly. Let the salad
mtrimate in the refrigevator at least 4
10 5 hours, Line cold dinner plates with
letiuee leaves. Spoon the salad onto the
lettuee leaves. Garnish with wedges of
hard-boiled egp.

]

TTALIAN MINED SALAD

2 quarts salad greens

I sweet green pepper, thinly slived

4 whole roasted sweer red  peppers
from jar. thinly sliced

2 small hot green peppers, thinly
shiced

2oz gars aruchoke hearts in oil,

drained

2 31,-01.
drained

12 Jarge stulfed gieen olives

O barge black olives

2 large womatoes cut o wedges

Ly cup capers in sale

jrs  cocktail  mushrooms,

1 cup diced celery
14 cup olive oil

2 1ablespoons red wine vinegar

2 20z cans boneless and skinless

sardines

The salad greens may consist of any
available assortment such as lettuce,
romaine, chicory, endive and watercress,
cut or torm into medium-size  picees,
wished and dried until not a droplet of
witer shows. Use one ol those special
wire salad baskets, paper towels or clean
cloth towels for diying the greens. In a
lurge salad bowl combine all the igredi-
ents (ice cold) excepe the sardines. Toss
slowly but thoroughly untul well blended.
The capers in salt will usually obviate
the necessity for additional salt. Since
the artichoke hearts, roasted  peppers
and mushrooms are marinated as they
come from the jar, no [urther marinating
is required for this salad. Spoon the
salad onto the serving plates. Place the
sardines on top of each portion.

MANDARIN SHRIMDP SALAD

2 Ih. shrimp boiled

Lo Cup mayonnisc

14 cup heavy aream whipped

Sl4-0z. can water chesunts, drained

-0z, can mandarnn orange segments,

drained

2 dushes Tabasco sauce

Salt, white pepper

Lettuce leaves

1 Dunch watercress

2oz, Jar pimicnto strips, drained

Remove shells and veins [rom shrimp.
Slice the water chestnuts as thin as pos-
sible. Fold the whipped cream into the
mavonnaise. In a salad bowl combine
the shrimp, nuvonnaise nisture, water
chestnuts, orange segments and “Tabasco
sauce. Add salt and white pepper 1o
taste. Let the salad marinate a hall hour

“Having liced a vich and [ull hife . . .

in the refrigerator before serving. Line
cold dinner plates with lettuce leaves.
Spoon the salid onto the lettuce, Place 2
Large sprigs ol watercress on cach portion
of salad at opposite sides of serving
plates. Place the pimicnio strips on top
ol salad just before serving.

SCALLOP SALAD

1 1b. sea seallops

I tablespoon dill weed

I teaspoon grated onion

2 tablespoons salad oil

2 tablespoons lemon juice

1 cup diced eclery, including leaves

145 cup sour cream

1/5 CUP MAYORILISe

Salt, pepper, celery salt

Lettuce leaves

8 larae stulfed olives

Wash scallops well. Drop scallops into
boiling salted water and simmer for 4
minutes. Drain scallops and cot them
into shices about 15 inch thick. (Bay scal-
lops may be substituted for sea scallops,
when in season. They should be hoiled 2
minutes, and left whole)) Put the sliced
scallops in a salad bowl. Add the dill
weed, grated onion, salad oil and lemon
juice. Add two or three generous dashes
cach of saly, pepper and celery sale. Let
the scallops chill in the refrigerator one
hour. Add the celery, sour cream and
mavonnaise. Mix well. Correct scasoning
as needed. Spoon the salad onto lettuce
leaves. Cut stulfed ohlives in hall cross-
wise. Arrange the olives, cut side up, on
top of cach portion of salad.

You'll find these meals will lead to
eustatoril applavse. And the delishted
reactions ol vour more delectable guests
will help make vour summer days salad
days in more wavs than one.

»”



PLAYBOY

SENDER (continued from page 31)

neer. not a mere sailor. “I'm sorry,”
Sheila said, feeling the Hush rise wo her
face and relieved that the glare ol sun
would hide her embarrassed color. In-
voluntarily, insunctively, like the flies
which sometimes attacked her in the
high grass between her car and the
beach, she gazed at his body, an agile,
wiry and powerful one, of middle
height, with just slightly bowed legs as
he stood in the sand, his pants dropped
to his ankles and the teeshirt now
pulled over his head. During that quick
moment when he could not sce her,
her eyes fled to the briel clothed part
ol his body. He looked much stronger,
more wiry, bunched and thicker than
Fred . . . And the hectic flush rose again
to her Lwee. She wanted o0 jump up,
kicking sand, and rum for the surl.

“Reason we do this to our tee-shirts,
Ma'm, it's a mariner trick, is you know
it gets hot, sticky, and you get that salt
spray. Hard to ger them oft unless you
can loosen at the neck.”

He handed her the tee-shirt to let her
admire his sailor's skill at piercing the
cloth and threading in a shoclace. It was
as il he had read her mind at wonder-
ing about it. She could smell him in the
cloth as she held it. She let it fall near
his pants and the tennis shoes. Abruptly.
without warning, just as he had dropped
his pants, he now dropped himsell in
the sand beside her, again talking rapid-
ly 1o ger aver the moment of shyness at
a new swep in this pickup dance which
must have been ritual with him. He was
100 good at it Sheila resented and ad-
mired his boldness, his skill, and espe-
cially the way he would mention his
[riends, saying, "She —1 mean he,” in
a cunning correction which somehow
made the whole question of sex very
Important.

With this recognition of jealousy —
she did not even know his name! — she
became angry. “I'm going in,” she said,
jumping up in an imitation of his
brusqueness and running toward the
sea.

“Me too! Wait up!™

OF course! But she ran, laughing, to
be first in the boiling white and blue
surf, and for an instant felt his hand
pursuing her as she slipped away, diving
into a rolling wave and gratelul for its
cooling 1ouch o her Tever. It did not
count in the water, she decided. She
could not be expected o know his touch
from that of the sca.

I hey cune out together, ostentatiously
separated. But had they really touched?
Why this shyness? she thought, Why guil
already for nothing at all?

Perhaps because she did not like his
Langhter. It had a shrill. almost fem-
mine note in it Ie was unhike him.

“What's your name?"”

“Larry, didn't 1 tell you? Enginecer

Larry Fortiner, the shrimper's friend,
changes kerosine to Cuba rum!" And
again that shrill insistent laughter.

She lay back, closed her cyes, and
drowsily they talked. The morning sun
ros¢; the strerch of beach was deserted
except [or an occasional stroller, pick-
ing shells—most people went o the
guarded beaches. Perhaps she slept for
a ume; perhaps he slept, wo. Au least
there was a silence of decp consideri-
tion between them. She could never re-
call the act ol [alling aslecep on the
beach, hbut she slept often, because she
would return home refreshed, the -
mult within stilled lor a ume, and per-
haps ready to help poor Fred feel beter
alter the hurt night and the long hurt
exhausted day ar the laboratory. Like
the days withour Larry, this morning
passed mostly in dream, and she might
then go home to admire the fresh red-
dish glow ol her skin and the newly
lightened hair. She would brosh and
brush her hair unul all the sand was
out, but she knew it sull smelled of
sun. The thought made her Ieel de-
sired; she knew she was. While she
dozed, she sensed through her pores the
stares ol other strange men passing by.
Without opening her eyes, she raised
one knee, slowly, languidly, giving them
the sight in motion ol the nside of her
thigh against the insid¢ of her thigh.
She always wore her black swimsuit for
these silent lonely outings.

Silent and lonely! And yer when she
moved her legs now she knew the name
of an important watcher: Larry. And
Larry loved watching. Sheila felt the
sun and his hot black gaz¢ pouring over
her, probing and pleasing her, so that
she lay for a moment spreading in the
golden light, and 1t scemed to her that
the invisible seaet organs ol pleasure
were swelling, replying: and then with
abrupt shame she thrust her hand be-
tween her legs, just as if she were a
man, to hide hersell; and then remem-
bered that she was a woman and noth-
ing could be seen and the hand Huttered
away.

She opened her eyes, smiled, shook her
head, sat up, and said, “My Lord. The
sun must be . . . F've got o get home,
Larry."

And burned hercely inside.

And went on, string at him with a
sun-dazzled boldness. "“You must be, an
that shrimp boat of yours —you seem
to be um all over —do you — "

“Say it. Spit it out, Sheila.”

When had she wold him her name?
When had he begun using her name
so casually?

“Do you work on shipboard without
clothesy Without clothes at all?”

He threw back his head o laugh, the
sun glinting on the oily black hair, his
thick eyebrows gleaming, and the hair

of his body and the slightly bowed legs
glittering with salt slick: and somehow
now she did not mind the high note of
his laugheer.

The rest happened very rapidly, but
Sheila did not object either to being a
classic case. He asked her to go with
him now to his hotel in town. She low
ered her eyes and shook her head. He
secemed to expect this, and was willing
to allow her to shower, to make prepa-
rations. Ile paused a moment. He asked
her to meer him later in the aliernoon,
in about three hours —at his hotel, in
room 318, just go straight up. She did
not need to run the risk ol being seen
with him.

“"No,” she whispered.

“Let’s say two o'clock. I'm an impa-
tient man."

“Oh no, please Larry, don't!” she said,
shaking her head violently.

“"Why not? We understand each other
pretty well already, in fact we agree.”
He showed his weeth in a smile without
humor. *1 know we agree. So why not,
Sheilaz”

“Well . .. Well. . . ." Head lowered,
face hot. “1 havg a jealous hushand.”

And again his high infuriating laugh-
ter. Sheila, who was mobilized for com-
munication with him, knew the yeason
for his amusement. Her words were a
scal to the agreement, amd they both
knew it, for she had said, I have a
jealous hushand™; nov "m marvied, 1
won't, but simply, “I have a jealous
husband. . . "

But if I could!

And so quickly he made plans for her.
She was o take the Renault in for a
change ol oil, leave it, go down Front
Street o the Tides Hotel; he lived on
the third Hoor, she could walk up the
alley stairway — "Agrecd:"

Swept along, it seemed inevitble. She
nodded yes. She gor up and gathered
her towel, sunglasses, slippers. She el
a congested adrenaline pout filling her
lips. Larry’s nasal voice and angry eyes
altered her blood as the weight of Fred's
body could only rucly do.

“One thing more before you go,” he
saic. He was looking at her solemnly,
standing with his hands on his hips,
rocking slightly in the sand on those
dark. strong, slightly bowed legs. “I've
been at sea a long time, Sheila. I'm
rough, but that's OK. You want that
But it means something, honey: Do not
disappoint me, hear?”

“I'll be there, Larry.”

“Hear me now?"

“I said so, Larry."”

“Don’t change heads on me when
you're sale at home.”

“Don’t threaten me!” she eried, shak-
en and near wears with excitement, and
turned toward the high erass where her
car was parked. Then she Faced around
to where Larry stood, watching her
thoughtfully and pulling his jeans back



on. “1 do what I want,” she said quietly.
“1 haven't wanted this before, but now
{1 do. So I'll do exactly what I want.”

I'he last thing she saw was his casual
grin and wave as she slipped onto the
scorched seat of the lietle 4-CV. The
motor barked as she spun in a half-circle
and fled up the dirt read to the high-
wity. While in town she could also have
the tailpipe replaced.

3 Pt

Home alter this long morning in the
sun, Sheila found it past lunchtime al-
ready. She had a headache compounded
of sun, hunger, excitement. She made
hersell @ salad with bits of cheese and
long slices ol cucuinber, and ate even
the rye aracker with relish (a gesture to-
ward protecting her weight), and then,
for pure high spirits, allowed herself a
dice of the lemon pie she had bought
for Fred the day before. As il a curtain
had been dropped, her headache was
blocked away, She felt merely drowsy
and satiated in the pleasure ol return
w the lamiliar rooms, Alled with the
comlorts ol her 10-year marrviage, after
a tricky and dangerous adventure. The
Lest part of this strange morning was
thar nothing had been altered.

Not yet.

She showered, considering this yel.
With the relief of lunch and a shower.
she thought back on the morning as if
it were pleasant ancient history. It

scemed complete already. Alterwards,
wrapped in a robe and ready for a nap.
she took an aspirin, not because she had
the headache again, but just in case.

No, she thought, of course she would
not meet him.

What nonsense!

What [oolishness!

No, she did nat like his laughter. And
though his legs were powerful and rip-
pled tautly, she found the slight bow
obscene to contemplate now in her cool
shaded cottage. And the hairs all over
his body. And his nasty yellow teeth,
And that laugh again! Deliciously she
shivered with the fright of what she
almost did, might have done, perhaps
even someday would do.

And with this renewal of her sense
of daring pride, her head turned on the
pillow and she slept.

A long time she slept, She slept right
through the time when she was sup.
posed to meet Larry. Well, o bad.
Awakening, she lay slugabed. rubbing
her scalp with the pads of fingers, as
you are supposed to do, especially when
you've had oo much sun. Too bad
about Larry. ‘Foo bad about his waiting
for her. Men are such pigs. so cager and
greedy for the great struggle, and then
so sure¢ of themselves, complete, silent
and insuflerable afterwards. Ler him be
sorry! It would be a lesson for his huge
male conceit. Next time he would be

carcful when he preyed on a woman’s
loneliness.

So she got up to prepare dinner, mik-
ing the small housewifely gestures of
straightening  the house, pulling the
blind against the late afternoon sun,
emptying the ashtrays, setting the table.
Then she put a stack of Frank Sinatra
records on the machine and sat down to
do her nails. She used colorless polish;
she was proud of her taste. (She also
preferred late Sinatra and early Anita
O'Day.) Just as she heard Fred's car
pulling onto the gravel —she kept her
Renault in the carport, he left the other
car outside — the telephone rang. She
knew, she knew, and she ran to get it

“Please, you're late. What happened?
I've been waiting and waiting.” His
voice had a hurt urgency that made it
very diflerent from the drawling nasal
onc on the beach.

“No,” she hissed, watching the door
lor Fred. “no, no, I've decided no—
don't call here again.”

“Please, honey.”

“No!"

“You promised me, Sheila.”

“It was a nustake. Now don’t bother
mne again, it was just a terrible mistake.
I'm sorry if I —oh, why should I have
to apologize to you? Just don’t bother
me again.”

There was an instant of silence. In
this silence she could feel his arrogance
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flowing back, and now abruptly she saw
him again on the beach, shocking her
by ripping at the snaps and dropping
his pants. And over the elephone came
that shrill laughter, almost like & wom-
an's, and she was abruptly grareful for
her nmow escipe, that prudence which
had prowected her rom the sun-twisted.
flecting desires of the beach. A
legged sailor with oily hair all over his
body and a womanish giggle! She hung
up on him while he was sull Lnghing,

Putting away the garden tools. putter-
g outside, admiring his little property
before going in to the risks of noubled
marriage, Fred save her 4 moment o
gather her ealm like black nettng about
her, revealing and not revealing, ready.
She was hmpatient 1o see him, and hnal-
ly ran outside. “Darling, whatever are

Dow-

you doing? Don’t worry about the
plants.  I'm  waiting  [or  von!” She
wrapped  her arms halady  about  his

shoulders and kissed him, mouth mxl
tongue, and then, smiling, pulled away
the upper part ol her body. “Why don't
you take a shower, darling? Ol course 1
like vour big bad male smell, bur s
heen a long day. While vou wash up I'll
have a drink out for the both of us, OK?”

“What a rush!” He gerinned, rising at
once o the unexpected boon ol her
good spirtts. “What  have you  heen
doing? I see  Iresh sunburn under your
tan —"

“Just waiting lor you, darling. Hurry
now.” ind she got hehind him and puc
both hands on his rump and playlully
pushed ham, talking train, “"Choo! chooe!
choo! We're heading in 1o dean up the
areat saaenust!”

Fred's wanness passed over o goml
cheer and gratitude under her happy
welcomimg mood. Oddly  enoungh,  his
jacker pockers did not seem o sag when
he smiled. was  joshing and  gallant,
clinked glasses. She did not resent his
pale, unumned Fwe, beciuse when he
ook oll his slasses she conld see that
he had managed w ger some sun any-
wiv: the browned checks contrasted
with the pale, bluish pouches under his
¢yes. "Honey," he said, “you're [ull of
vinegar, you even spilled your Dbottle
ol vail polish. Want o go inte town
lor a mopvie?"”

“Let’s just stay home,'
Sy et

“Ill help vou clean up the polish,”
he sail.

And she was touching, touching, touch-
ing hini, and they were slipping down.
They made love on the cold tiles ol the
inside patio floor in the heat ol the Flor
il summer evening. With herce grau
tude Sheila clutched the dear stmaning
Ece looming over her, and [eeling the icy
smoothness of tile agamst her sunburned
ik sl against the Hesh ol her bur
tocks, an unprecedented manvel ol de-
sire came o dwell in her: she helieved
that she loved Fred, had always lovedd

she murmured,

Fred, only only Fred. Breathless and
gasping, she asked him to carry her to
bed  alterwards. He smiled and  was
strong cnough to do it. Dreamily she
Kissed him, many light sleepy kisses now
gratchul and dreaming, and then trned
o sleep.

Lucky Fred, lucky Sheila.

Poor Larry, poor boy, she thought
Hunting on the endless beach. Tanned
satlor with sly tobacco smile and pow-
erful bowlegs. No, engineer on  the
shrimper, not sailor, and his jeans full
ol Ly monev, Tribute of his hurt voice
on the welephone. A history of hurt de-
sire in that hard caleulating face. He
couldn’t take his eyes [rom the inside
of her thighs, That black suit looked
swell on her — no, charming, not swell.
Viulgar word. Piquant. Pee-kwunt. Ador
able. Those are words for thishs rising
1o grip Fred's shoulders. Larry's mean
Liughter. Oily hair all over him. Why.
he even dared 1w wuch her in the boil
ing surl.

Maybe that's what a wile needs 1o be
lovitl to her hushand and content with
him — the ardent. angry, dangerous trib
ute ol a pickup on the beach

Foveplay, she believed it was called.

IFhev, Sheila thought bitterlv. Thes
won't ler you be happy. You have to
ity and pay and pav in this hard Jile,
It wars as il the decision had bheen made
on some hery beach in the underworld

But the devil was not They. It was
simply e

The next morning, shortly aler 3
tender silent breakfast — Sheila had gat
up o squeeze the juice for Fred — just
a lew minutes after Fred lele lor work.,
the first special delivery leuer come,

. o God's sake, afler whal we
have meant to each other, you can't
Just break o off now. You came inlo
my life like a gift I did not desevie,
bt you  qust tear _\‘:.‘m'n--’f anay.
You can't. I know you don't really
wani to break with me. . .

And on like that. Ever yours as always,
Larry. She recognized the game at once.
Blackmail. Bur the question was: when
would he stop? Was he crazy or merely
mutlicions? Did it meke anyv dilevence
which?

Impulsively she ran o the elephone
and dialed his hotel. Breathlessly she
showted - him over the welephone, i
know your trick! Don't' You lave no
richts on me! How can you take ad-
vantage ol a woman without delensez”
And then. struggling o master hersell
‘Please, Larrv. 1 beg you. It was line to
meet you like that, you hand
some — " She tried cunning o match

woenre

his. She purred in a voice she recog
nized as her List-might’s voilce on the
e, "You were so attractive I didn't
koow what | was saving. | was tempred
You're so— bt please now, Liarry, nn

self-respect . . . You know I'm a mar-



ried woman.”

He answered. “I'm waiting for you.
I'll stay in this hotel. T want you. T must
have you. Sheili. You promised. For

God’s sake. for my sake and your
sake o

“Oh please!™

“Even for vour husband’s sake — ™

And the steady ardent courting voice
suddenly broke o shrill laughter. It
wits no use. She hung up.

Was it her imagination. or did the
postman have a nasty little grin on his
face when he came with the second spe-
cial delivery letter? It was very short
this time.

Deep within my loneliness I kiss

again in memory the little mole on

the highest tender part of your left
thigh. Davling I need you.

She did not go out all day. She locked
the doors and pulled the blinds, though
she believed that he would nor ap-
proach the house. She stared into space
and jumped at each creak, and she
pulled the plug of the electric clock
becuse she could not stand to watch
the second hand turning, turning, going
noplace, and finally Fred came home.
and then it was worse because she had
to pretend for Fred while she felt the
black bile ol anxiety welling up within
her at every sound. Was it the postman
again? Would the telephone ring? How
could she explain to Fred if Larry rook
it into his head o report about the mole
which must have showed just at the
clastic line of her swimsuit?

Shouldn’t she just tell Fred the truth?
The wruth wasn’t so bad. He should be
able to forgive a momentary weakness
that came to nothing. But after their
quarrels, his suspicions, her habit of run-
ning 1o the beach when there was trou-
ble between them . . .

In his dry way Fred would ask or an
explanation of her passionate demand
for him vesterday evening, It would spoil
»- 1t would sink them.

She was not a brave woman. she
would admit it to anvone. She was a
coward. All right. Perhaps she should
tell Fred, and maybe Larry would tre
ol his ormenting of her and just go
back to his shrimp boat. Eventually he
would have to go. Perhaps he would
have mercy. At least the carly evening
passed without another letter, without
a telephone call.

Before 10 o'dock, before Fred had
even  finished  his  newspaper,  Sheila
could stand it no longer and threw her-
selfl into Iis arms. “Oh love me. love
me, love me,"” she wepL

“I do, darling. But what's the mat-
ter”

“Nothing.”

“What is 12"

She could not speak. She would pro-
tect Fred: He would go away. “Noth-
ing,” she said, "just love me and take

care of me, darling, hurry, please —"

When she awakened next morning,
she was convinced that she had done
the right thing. Larry wanted to [right-
en her, but not to destroy her. He knew
very well how to send a letter so that
it would arrive in the evening, or to
telephone in the evening and arouse
Fred's suspicions . . . She [elt almost
grateful to Larry, as the prisoner is
said o be flooded with love when his
tormentor stops hurting him. Oh she
would be good to Fred now! Oh she
would be kind! He deserved it: he had
been sweer. loving, understanding dur-
ing these last werrible days.

Understanding. She smiled wryly. Men
don’t need to understand very much to
be ardent. understanding.

And then the postman rang again.
And the day passed. And the evening.

And the next day again. Another let-
ter. Sheila thought that she would break,
but she Tound strength in hersell that
she did not suspect. She did not crack.
She spent the entire day indoors, wait-
ing. wondering il Larry would go to the
trouble of getting Fred's address at the
laboratories and writing directly to him.
She wondered il he would dare to call
Fred there. She Agured out things to
say to Fred, speeches of justification: she
imagined scenes of confession and ree-
onciliation. But she did nor dare.

She had come to need Fred's love and
trust as she never suspected she could.
Her self-love, her control of Fred, her
dreams of better men and better fites
for pretty liwde Sheila had disappeared

under this threat to the entire structure
of her life. One morning she labored
and panted and struggled to turn the
big mirror to the wall. She did not want
to look at hersell. She had strange helly
weaknesses and pains. Perhaps it had
really happened at last and she was
pregnant. She ran to the mirror to see
if her silhouette had altered, bur some-
one had wrned the big muror to the
wall.

And still the letters kept coming,.

Each night she studied Fred's face. Tt
was bland and peaceful. Surely he knew
nothing. Bur he was deep, he had quict-
nesses within him that she only now
suspected. It seemed curious to her that
he never discussed his work at the lab-
oratory. When she asked him, he said,
“Why, 1 just didn’t know you were in-
terested. You haven't asked me in years.™”

“Tell me! Tell me everything that's
on your mind!™

He smiled and stroked her hair. “Kit-
ten,” he said, “you're a rulfled lictle
kitten these davs. What's on youwr mindz”

If she were only pregnant, that might
explain everything —or it might make
it horribly worse.

And still the letters kept coming,

When the resolution to her problem
occurred to her, it seemed so casy and
inevitable that she could not understand
why she had balked at it for so long.
She telephoned the hotel. “All right,
you win.” she said. “I'll be there at two
this alternoon.”™

“Thank you, thank you, darling"
said his now grave voice, and then with
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the nasal imperative note that was the
next thing to his fierce laughter: “For
God's sake don't disappoint me this
time.” And then the hilarity: “You are
overdue!™ And finally the churning high
langhter

She went. She remembered that oddly
pleasant, oddly unpleasant kiss of adren-
aline at her lips, and with her anticipa
tion both the swelling pout yeturned
and her bewilderment at it. She was 10
minutes carly. but he was waiting. She
parked her red Renault down the streer
and walked a black in the heavy mid
day heat. dazzled, blinking back rears
behind her dark glasses. With a lictle
shock she discovered that it was casy to
blink back the tears. There was reliel
There was i purpose and hope. Any:
thing to drain him, dimintsh him, shut
him up!

His raom was unlocked. She opened
the door, closed it behind her, turned.
and said calmly, “All right, Larry.” It
was as il the events ol the last week had
made them old [riends.

He was Iving on the bed in the same
clothes he had worn when they first met
on the beach. He turned on his side
without getting up. “Take off yomr
clothes slowly,” he said, "and then come
here and help me undress.™

With an nowinding shiver ol release
and gratification, she understood that
she would now do anything, anything
he wanted, and that this passive and
brutal control of her was something
that. decp within her angry heart, she
had alwavs sought and no man had
given her before Larry. That night on
the ules with Fred, she had been in
fear of hersell and what she might do:
now she was in fear of Larry, but this
dread was a strange swecl excitement
that said, Fear nothing. obey!

Silent urging, clenched teeth, throb-
bing heat, very hot - . . It was over very
quickly. He rolled away [rom her with-
out a word. He got up, dressed, and
went out. She understood that he wanted
her to be gone when he returned.

She hurried. Teeling soiled. and left
without washing. Bul now at last she
could return to the beach. She would
swim in the salt and cleanse hersell.
She would take the sun again.

Downstairs in the lobby, she lound
to her surprise that she could look in
the mirror. No, she was not soiled. No,
she was not pregnant either; that had
been morbid Fantasy. In the murror on
the elevator door stood a lovely young
woman with a hecte flush on her Eace
and her shoulder-bobbed blonde  haur
tousled. The way a light cotton dress
clings to the hips is significantly dilfer-
ent among women, and Sheila could see
even in this rumpled state that hers
clung nicely, sweetly, dingingly. It has
something to do with the hips. 1t even
has something o do with the qualiy

of the dress. But mostly, Sheila decided,
it is the walk, the way a girl carrics her-
self. her pride in her ability o seize
and draw a man so that e can never
never never forger her or make do with
anyone clse, never, no matter wher
he goes after they pay him his share
of the load of shrimp.

She listened o the dack of her heels
smarting down the pavement toward
the little red Renault. She swam tha
afternoon; she came home tived and
content and ar peace. At last it was
over, and Fred did not know.

Such innocence! While they were han
ing dinner, the wlephone rang and
Sheila seized it and heard o tumule ol
complinents, ol wonderlul flattery and
recollections of the alternoon. “1 don’t
want any! Leave me alone!™ she shouted,
ael hung up.

“What is it Sheilia?” Fred asked.

"Oh nothing. nothing. Telephone
salesman wants to know. . . ."

“What, Sheila2"

“II' we want o buy something! What
difference does it make?” she almost
screamed. “I'm sorry, Fred, T have the
jitters and when yon pester me with
questions — '

\ long slow puzled look was passed
across the wble from Fred o her. She
felt it like an almost physical ransac
tion. 1 wasn't pestering vou.” he said
mildly, and bent 1o his plare.

Sheila wried to cat, but the diced car-
rots kept falling off her fork. She had
to pierce them like licde hearts, and
still they fumbled, fell. She looked up
and caught Fred staring at her, but he
saidd nothing and she was afraid o ask
what he was thinking.

The next dav there were no tele-
phone calls or leters, but that evening,
alter dinner, the postman came with 2
special delivery letter. She managed to
intercepr it and rell Fred it was the
drugstore with some pills she had or
dered. He seemed to accept this.

“But why don’t vou let me bring them
home from the laboratories?” he asked.
“If itU's sleeping pills, well. 1 know the
fellows working on that project —at's
big business. vou know. Theyre con
stantly being improved. New compounds.
I know one of the bovs on — "'

She believed that Larry would never
finish with her. One letwer came  the
next morning, And then the next eve-
ning. And the next And they kept
coming in the evening. Sheila tried get
ting Fred o go out everv might. and
then while he parked in the caorport —
she now gave up the space to his sedan
— she would run to the Iront door and
mtercept the notice at the mailbox, “A
Special Delivery Letter has been placed
undler your door.,” and open the door
and ger the lewer belore Fred caught
up with her.

You can’t change your mind
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like this. 1We mean too much to

eacl other. You must not stop now.

You must make arrangements, you

mulst, =

Must. muost. must! She wanted 10
scream. He was torturing her, and al
though she was always on the edge of
confessing to Fred and pleading for his
mercy, she never could. She would plan,
resolve, make a little speech, weep .
But she never delivered the speech,
Once in the middle of the night she
woke up with a suspicion. The reason
she had gone to Larry, the reason she
could not ever tell Fred, was that she
wanted 1o go. Her new dependence on
Fred was a gift [rom Larry, and this
wits why she could never conless it 1o
Fred and ask his [orgiveness. It was
Larry who had moved her to Fred with
love at last.

- - Deavest darling, il won't hurt
if once more, once more in a life-
time of missing cach other, we feel
again what we mean for cach other,
what we do for cach other. I've
nevey known a woman like you. and
you know you told me (I hear your
voice again and again though the
sleepless nighisy how no other man
has been able to stir you as I have.
What s the vight of a husband
compaved with the vights of desive?
Oh he was clever! e must have spenl

his days with pen and paper, writing
and rewriting and copving these crazy
lovenotes. She called him once more.
She ried  pleading,  sarcasm, threats.
“IUs filthy of vou! 1 could rell the
police —* AIl she received in answer
was his wild zilt of Liughter. But she
would nor go o him now. no more!
She knew him. Mereiless he was.

Exactly when Fred began ta suspect.
she was not certain. Perhaps it hap-
pened when she had looked up o find
him staving at her after the st eve
ning telephone call. (Now. when the
calls came, she would say, “Wrong num-
ber. This is the Frederick Wavne resi-
dence.”) Perhaps he had intercepted one
of the lewers and simply lacked the
courage o say anvthing, That would he
like Fred, she thought, Mavhe
just his dour, depressed suspiciousness
in operation. An odd change had taken
place. He began to make love more fire
quenty. She that Fred
would react this way o jealousy. He in-
sisted greedily. pursued. rose over her
with a fevered will. Bur she knew it
was sick. His lovemaking had a quality,
enraged and furtive, that she had never
felt an him —not love, but a thin sick
[ury.

“Are vou all righe? Do you [ecl wellz”
she asked,

“Yes. yes” he mutered, and tarned
over. e admited nothing, no muatier
how she probed. She would almost have
welcomed an accusation, and then pe

it was

never thought
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haps she could confess. He turned back
and peered into her face in the dark-
ness. “Yes, I feel fine. You, darling?
You? Somcthing on your mind?”

She said nothing. The unbearable
suspense somchow was borne, The tele-
phone calls kept coming. The letters.
At different times, Sometimes a day
would pass without a letter or a call,
and then she had o wonder if Fred
had received it instead.

One evening she lay slecpless, panting
and crushed beneath Fred's now lero-
cious insistence. He had exhausted him-
sclf in a sick wansport of sex, rising
again and again, like a tormented boy,
and now he lay breathing shallowly Dy
her side. Then he got up. He put on
the lamp. "Ohh!" he said, and touched
himself with both hands.

“What's the matter, Fred?”

“Just an ache.” He had a wry, wan
smile on his Lwce. “Very frequent phe-
nomenon. A pain from excess of . . . o
much of . . . Happens very often,”

“Are you getting an aspiring”

“No, no, it's the best kind of piain.
Goces away with rest. Many men would
be proud . . . No, I leel fine, darling,
I'm just getting up to find you a sleep-
ing tabler. 1 notce you have wouble
sleeping these days, and we've been
working on this new compound — "

“1 don't want it!”

He took two pale green pills, wrapped
m tissue paper, out of his briefcase. He
said, “It's not habit-lorming. It hasn't
been released o the general public yer.”

“No, no, 1 don’t want any!”

“Take them!" he commanded.

“There's something I've got 1o tell
you first, Ired. 1 can explain it il you'll
only let me ——"

“Tomorrow, tomorrow. There's all
the time in the world for explaining.
Here, open your mouth now.”

And in some deep dim way she knew
that Fred had become strong enough
to take control of her life. She accepred
the tablets from his fingers. Yes, at last
she was willing. He had a glass of water
ready by the bed. Yes, lee Fred decide.
She was tired. Yes, willingly she now
gave Ired the might. She [elt his hngers
place the capsules on her tongue, cr-
ress her lips, and then, as if to press
the wakefulness away, brush across her
eyes to close them. She knew how lovely
she would look to him, stretched out at
peace on their bed.

The lewers kept coming; the rtele-
phone jangled. The last note said:

I haven't heard from you i a week

now, darling. What has happened?

Why don't you answer the tele-

phone? Wheve have you been?

This letter was sent back to Larry
Fortner at the Tides Mowel with a
routine stamp on the envelope: RETURN
10 SENDER. ADDRESSEE DECEASED.

0K, SO I'M A COOK00BOO

(continued from page 50)
one particular romance get too hot, and
that way she kept the entire wolf-pack
in tow.

One morning, I was sitting on the sea
wall when she came over and asked if
I would give her a lift into L.A. She
pouted when 1 told her “no.” Then,
two days later, we went swimming to-
gether, There was nothing premeditated
about it, we just happened o be setting
out for the ocean at the same ume, She
swam like a champion, I had a job to
keep up. Hall a mile out we turned and
lloated on our backs. Suddenly she went
tense, 1 grabbed her as she started going
under.

“What happencdz"
her.

She gave a quick, pale smile.
ing, forgee ic.”

But she started to ary. A minute later,
she said:

“Do you ever feel like swimming out
till you're so Leat that you drown?”

“Hell, no."

“I fel like that just now.” She snuffled.
“Life can be lousy ar times, can’t it?”

“It's never that bad.”

“Maybe not, for a man. But for a
woman —'

We wvod water. Then her mood
switched Threshing up against
me, she slipped her arms round my neck
and Kissed me. We both nearly went
under this time.

“Salt  kisses,”  she
them?™

Before 1 could answer she was ofl,
heading shoreward. 1 followed, and we
hit the beach on a big sandbuster, We
retrieved our owels and dried in silence.
Then she spread out her towel.

“Let’s sit down,'” she sad.

1 sat. A minute passed. She trickled
sand through her long fngers, smiling
a sad Faraway smile.

“I'm a widow,"” she began.
not go into that now."

Let's not, I thought.

In that sudden way ol hers, she
gripped my arm, saying, “1'm in trouble.
Real trouble. He keeps threatening me,
following me. Well, not threatening,
really. But — you'll never believe me.”

1 didn’t speak.

“He might be watching us, this minue,
from the palisades. Through a telescope.
That's the Kind of thing he'd do. He's
quite mad, ol course.”

I warched her dead, empry fLice with-
out feeling a thing,

“He's a real gone cuckoo. Remember
that mmne 1 asked you to give me a lift?
I had to visit a givlfriend [rom my home
state. Before coming here, I'd given her
apartment as a forwarding address. That
devil got hold of it and [ollowed me out.
He's trailed me 1o this beach. Yesterday

asked, holding

“"Noth-

again.

laughed.  “Like

“But let's



I saw him, he was watching me have
a colfee in a drugstore. He —*

She put her hands over her [ace.

I said: “There are such things as the
cops —"

“You think I haven't tried them?
she exploded. “But he doesn’t do any-
thing. Just watch me. lollow ne. Some-
times he calls me on the phone, then
doesn’t say @ word. The hirst time I ever
met him, it wias back in Kansas City,

he —

“I don’t want to hear about it.” I samd.

“But 'm in a hx, 1 don’t know what
o do.”

“Look. sweetie, tell vour troubles to
Jesus. There’s nothing 1 can do about
them.”

“But 1 thought you'd understand,
help —"

“Sorry, baby.”

[ stood up, She followed, picking up
her towel. We headed back toward our
pads. Near my gate she stopped and gave
me a look ol complete contempt.

“You're just another heel,” she spat.

Belore 1 could bounce that one back
where it might hurt she was off and
running. 1 watched her rush ino the
Green Chalet and slam the door. She
was oning mad, crazy as a hoot owl.
And vou know something? It didn’t bug
me at all.

- - -

But next day —

On the beach. It had crept into me
like a serm overnight, making me rest-
less and irritable. I saw her leave her
shack and see up shop with her towel
and wadio, and it left me cold (I
thought). 1 watched the woll-pack sur-
round her, and didn't feel @ thing (1
told mysell). The hell with her and her
corny line. So she'd given some moron
the old comeon, like she was doing
right now with those cowboys, like she
had wied with me the previous after-
noon. So the poor schmo was hooked.
So why should L bother. Let her go
peddle her cookics someplace else, huh?

But the imvitability grew. 1 don’t know
exactly how it happened, but around
noon the solution wis fGrmly lodged in
mv skull. 1 needed a drink. What was
wrong with having a couple of beers?
Old Prol was right, get down off that
cloud, son, and start living. You chicken.
or something? The moment 1 decided
to do something about it, the wension,
the pritiion, began to shp awayv.

I headed lor the bar at the end of the
picr. [eeling like a vogi who has just hit
the nmpteenth beatitude,

- - -

“Welcome aboard, neighbor.”

“Whaly, yuh old cottonpicker, this is
W surprise.”

“Hev, whatever this guy's having, it's
on me.”

“And me —"*

“He don’t pay for a thing. You got
that, bartender?”

They were all there, my buddies. Joe
and Moose and Mississippi Jim. The first
few beers went down like spring water in
a desert. The bar became an oasis, a hap-
py oasis. Then the Professor came in with
a gentleman angler from Avalon, who in-
sisted we all switch to highballs. The
suy soon gol nostalgic about the great
fishing days off Catalina, when Zane
Grev and  Mack Senneut  were  still
around, and we argued back that the
fishing was just as good todav, il you
knew where 1o look for it, and we argued
back and forth, and the drinks came and
went, and the afternoon slipped by in a
happy blur.

The sun was eating into the horizon
when we lelt the bar, weaving back o
our pads through a haze ol gaudily
colored tuni and marlin that made wild
leaps and crazy headlong rushes through
the bright green seas of our minds. Some-
one had a bottle of Jack Danicls, and
there was talk of going back to Joe's
to kill it. Mavbe it even worked out that
way, but not lor me. Because the next
thing 1 knew I was stretched out on my
cot like @ snoring corpse, and then my

mind snapped out like a fused lamp.
- - -

Consciousness  crawled back in  a
darkened room. I figured our the time
from the luminous [ace ol my bedside
clock. Nine. I got up, rubbing the ache
in my shoulders. A nerve was doing a
mambo in my right temple. 1L I'd known
how, 1 would have gladly died on the
spat.

Solution: Joe. Drink in Joe's pad,
Great guy, Joe, great crip. Finest crip a
guy could ever meet. Not a shred of
self-pity in him anywhere, sutsy as they
came. Swell neighbor, fine example o
entire  community.  Great  community
down here on beach, swellest spot vou
ever pitched your tent on. No need to
move ever. Go see Joe, see crip huddy.
Get drinkee. Drinkee fix  everything,
clarify picture.

OK, quick march. Square olf. Go

[t was thickly dark outside. But the
night breeze was kind to my throbbing
temple, the unscen surl crashed  har-
moniously against the shore. It was swell
to be pushing through the night, walk-
ing toward a bottle and a pal. A pal and

“Careful now, this ain’t no desert island.”
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a bottle, my old self again. No longer
scared of wking a drink, of geuing
involved with a strange woman. Woman.
I saw her light burning a few vards
awiy. Woman. I'd tell her, I'd lav it on
the line. This is a quict beach, I'd well
her, we don’t want no bitchin® redheads
lousing up the jomt. No, sir. Tell her
to head up the coast and not leave a
forwarding address. Let her go up to
Frisco. that was a good place for
phonies. Or Carmel, that's where the
real nus flounshed. Tell her o go up
there with the [akes, and dazzle them
with that square bit about being chased
from state o state h}' an :lpt‘ e, andd
leave us simple, uncomplicated Southern
Californians to our fAshing and our
liquor and our Liughs.

1 wied her door. It was unlocked, so
1 walked into her living room. Her face
swam in o circle of lamplight.

“OK, velax,” I wold her. “It's onlv me,
come o sive vou best picce of advice
vou've ever had.”

She stood up, saving, “Are vou all
richt? Here, sit down. Can 1 get vou
anvthing?”

“Whiskey. Neat. Take vour hands off.
Won't siddown. Preler 1o stand.”

1 sat down.

“Let me hix vou a collee””

“Hell with coffec. Whiskey.”

She was heading toward her kitchen
when there was a sudden rvinging. |
stared at the phone. 1 reached out a
I,

“Dont,” she said quictly. “Don’t an-

"

swer it It's —

I staved ac her, blinking.

“Please don’t. He's been tving Lo get
through all day. [f T answer he doesn’t
say i word, just breathes —*

The phone continued to ring.

“And you sund for 12" 1 saxd thickly.
“Boy, am I going to give that nut a
mouthiul.”

“No, please.”” She rushed over, her
lair spilling wildly around her shoulders.
“You've been drinking. You're not your-
self. Ler me handle this.™

But I hid lifted the receiver.

“Who dat?” I asked, shaking her hand
off my arm. “Speak up, punk. 1 can't
hear vou.™

“For God's sweet sake,” the redhead
implored, “hang up.”

But nothing could stop me now.
“Listen, punk. You're not talking to a
womn fow, punk. What Kind of a man
are you, anvwiny? ITrying to scare a
woman like that. Ull tell you something,
punk. Listen, I got news for vou.” 1
timed the words caelully. “You revolt
her. You make her sick to the stomach.
She says you've got a lace like an ape's.
Got that, punky? You turn her gut over
every time she thinks about you. So
hang up. Blow."

1’ he voice, when it came, was different
from anything I'd expected.

“Fimished  talking, pally?” it asked,

noncommittally. “OK, then get this. I'm
coming over to collect her in five min-
utes. T'ell her o stare packing. We're
leaving on the next bus out ol this
dump.”

The line went dead. 1 hung up.

“What did he savz"” the redhead asked
in a low voice.

“That he's coming here o collect you.
And when he does, I'm going to push
his teeth down his neck.”

She started pacing the room. barely
looking at me. “You must go. You must
leave at once, vou hear? Listen, | don't
want you to be around when he arives, is
that clear?” | relused 1o budee, and she
went on: “You fool, vou swpid ool
He's a maniac, he's capable of doing
anvthing.”

“You think I'd leave vou alone with
a guy like that on the rampage? Don't
you worry, doll, IU'll fix him."

“"Oh, you fool,” she said again. “You
stupid fool.™

The door opened slowly. He stood
there, a grear animal of a man, squint-
ing into the Limplight. He was rocking
from side 1o side, a strange avin on his
ugly puss, vocking to the music that
secemed ta be plaving inside his head.

“OK, honey, voure coming home,"”
he said, 1ignoring me. “There's a bus out
i flty minutes, You and e are going
to be on "

“You keep away from her,” 1 said,
rising, my hsts bunched. “Porsccuting the
kid like that, calling her on the phone
and then not walking, chasing her [rom
state 1o state when she hates vour guts.
Whit right have you to [follow her
around like thatz"”

“Shut up. junior.”

“I won't shut up. For davs you've
been pestering her, following her into
drugstores, monkeving around on the
phone —~

The guy kicked the door shut and
humbered o the center of the room.
The redhead watched him uneusily. Sud-
denly he began o laugh, his great body
shaking as the laughter roared out of
him.

“Jesus, this is [unny.” He looked at
me, the tears streaming from his eves.
“Is that what she wold vou? Is thae really
what she told you? Oh, mv Gad, that's
funny.”

His laughter really made me mad. 1
stepped  forward, tightening  my
This made him laugh all the more.

“Oh, no, and now sonnv-boy wints to
fight me for persecuting this poor, de-
fenseless woman. Chee, that's rich. OK.
nman, if 1t's a hght vou're alwer, never let
it be said that Jack Ralfertv didn't
oblige. Take this lor a commencement,
son,"

He struck out at my heart and o flash
ol pain seared through my body. 1 was
real mad now, and 1 let him have it
swinging in with both arms. This made

fists.



him laugh all the more, and, countering
my blows, he started slapping me around
the head, sull laughing like crazy.

“Ho, ho,” he bellowed. “Take
that, and that, and that” We danced
around like a corny ballet, with him tak-
ing casual swipes at me and laughing
his big, stupid head off. “Haw, haw,
take that, and that —"

A crunching blow on the jaw sent me
toppling backward.

“Had enough, palz” the big ape asked,
arinning. "OK. Now may I take my
ever-lovin® wife home to her three kids?”

“Wile?” 1 asked through thickening
lips. * ‘hads2”

“Sure. 1 don't know what she told vou,
pal. But then 1 just blew into town. So
1 called her from the bus terminal,
natch. And vou gave me all that bull
about me uving to scare her” He
aarted  laughing  again.  “Scare  fier?
Most of the time she scares the living
divlights out of me. The stories she
up. Chee. whan Imagination.
This kul,” he »a.lid proudly, “is a walk-
ing soap operi.” He put his arms around
her and drew her fondly o his body.

“But I'm crazy about her. Besides which,
somebody’s zot to wash the diapers and
cook 1y He tweaked his wile's
nwose  alfectionately. "OK, doll, pack
vour duds. We're going home.™

I fooked at the redhead. She averted
her Tace, and hurried into the bedroom.
I pot to my feet, swaying, my head ring:
ing like a telephone switchboard on
Christinas Eve. The big guy watched me
humorously as 1 headed for the door.

“So long, he called alter me.
“Don’t let sell you a [flannel
nickel. Hey, and another thing: o casy
on the bottle. 1 you can’t handle it,
leave it alone.”

You could almost touch the dark out-
a land darkness that had nothing
with the universe of light that
hune over the great surging mass ol the
sea. In the house, the guy was laughing
awain. At times you could hear the slap
ol his big ham hand across the redhead’s
butt as he hustled her along with the
packing. You could hear his slaps and
delichted roars all the way across that
wide beach. He sure seemed glad to be
buck with his old lady.

[ sat down shakily. and the sand felt
cold against my pals. A big red disk of a
moon rode low over the accan. The surl
thundered 1ts tumeless laughter. And,
alter a while, T found mysell staring up
at that great cosmic orange and laughing
OK, cookooboo, but 1
couldn’t help laughing, even though 1
had to hold my ribs where it hurt. Then
the lights went out in the Green Chalet
and T was quite alone. Alone, laughing
like a goosed hyena. And the occan
laughed with me.

Egp-whisks, for gar's sakes.
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AGED LEADER

(continued from page 60)
we are drying up our traditional source
ol nauonal leaders and statesmen.

The average age of lawmakers, at Ieast
at the state level, ought to be 37 or 38."

Dr. Eberhard Kronhausen, a Califor
nia psychiatrist, supplies a psychological
explanation of our changed attitude 1o-
wand leadership:

“In times of peace and fat and plenty,
which is by and large the current state
ol aliairs i the US. the older states
man is seen by the average male vote
as a bemign lather hgure who will not
compete with him for wealth or power,
but who will leave him in peace 1o en-
jov the hruits of his labors. For the
women Vvoters, the clderly politico s
seen as an idealized daddy who loves
and proteets. Really it's not father fg-
ures we like to select in times of pros
perity, but erandlather figures who will
lee us bask without wauma in the sun
of the beautiful status quo. Grandfather
is not close enough in age o pose any
psychological threaes and he has a direct
line to divine wisdom and guidance. Or
so, at least, runs the subconscious mag-
ical stream ol thought of which Mr. and
Mys. Average Voter are not even aware.”

Dr. Kronhausen's contention holds up
even when his theory is applied to the
converse sitvation. In times of crisis, de-
pression and war — which means times
of natonal anxiety, msecurity and dis-
appointment — we have tended 1o select
younger leaders representing  decisive-
ness and action. In clections following
the crash of 1929, Washington swarmed
with younger men, and immediately
alter the Pearl Harbor fiasco hundreds
ol older military men were weeded out
ol top-level jobs. Eisenhower himsell was
brought up over the heads of several
dozen seniors to command the European
heatre of Operitions.

Fhe change in attitude toward agy
leaders s clearly  discernible  in
statements that have bheen made by men
of government and imdustry alike. For-
mer President Herbert Hoover, aged 83,
urges men on the verge of retirement
to get into public service. Similarly, Gen-
eral Motors” Honorary Board Chairman
Allved P. Sloan, Jr., 84, recently vec
onunended a career in public service for
men who are forced o retire under man-
datory company rules. Ironically, in the
same statement Mr. Sloan said he be-
licved indusuy's compulsory retirement
age of 63 is “probably sound, because,
while some men can stay in administra-
tive posts beyond that age, most may
not be aggressive and vigorous enough
to do so." Mr. Sloan’s auitude is the
prevailing one among  businessmen, il
not among citizens ol the mation as
whole.

We arve lelt, then, with the wrony ol
top-flight executives who will not keep

also

men on the payroll over the age of (5
because their minds are not llexible
enough, who look forward to retiving at
that age themselves, yer who will will-
mgly vote into office a man ol those
years and cxpect him to carry out one
of the most critical jobs in the country.

That the President’s job, for example,
is a killer and requires a person of su-
perior  stamima is a wellknown  fact
Seven of our Presidents have died in
oflice and the Mewopolitan Life Insur-
ance Company points out that Presi-
dents inaugurated in the present century
have lived an average of cight vears Jess
than their life expectancy indicated at
the time ol mauguration.

I'his increasing view of public office
as a position ol reward for citizens in
semi-retirement s as true ol appointive
positions as ol elective oflice. In Civil
Service there is a growing tendency to
appoint as department chiels only men
who are on the verse of retirement.
Oflen they are merely hangerson with
little or no Excelsior! motive left, men
whose chiel concern is saleguarding
seniority and securing maximum retire-
ment bhenefis.

It is ironic that Princeton will appoint
a president at 39, MLLT. will pick one
at 44, and General Electric will vowe in
a board chairman at 40, while the De
fense Department relegates a brilliang
52-year-old Air Force stalf general like
Lauris Norstad to a few years ol "aging”
overseas before st will consider him for
a top Pentagon job.

What are we to do about our dis-
proportionately aged leadership?

The Roman  Republican  resime
(whose culture, Taws and government
serve inomany wivs as models lor our
own) solved the problem by forbidding
sexagenarians o vote, o run lor office,
or even to approach legishitive build-
mgs. Early m our own century. when
the wend to older leaders was first dis-
cerned, Dr. William Osler, one of lis-
tory's eminent medical pioncers, jolted
the country when he suggested a sav-
agely sauvrical solution: thar all men
over 60 be chlorolormed to death. Our
problem may be pressing, but obviously
neither of these solutions is worthy of
serious  consideration.

It has been carnestly suggested, how-
cver, that mandatory age retirement
rules — which already apply to well over
99 percent ol government workers — he
extended to elecuve officials, the Cabinet
and the Federal Judiciary, the only offi-
ciils now exempted. Proponents argue
that such rules guarding asainst anti
quated atutudes and senility would cer
wunly be consistent with Constitutional
provisions which now guard against im.
muturity i potentual office holders. M.
Eisenhower himsell, in a
conference, said that he believed no man
over 70 should be permitted to hold the
job of President.

recent press



To find out how a member of Con-
gress might react Lo the suggestion ol
voring mandatory reurement rules for
himself, I went o sec Congressman
Fmanuel Celler of New York. At 71, he
is chairman of the powerful House Ju-
dicinry Committee. The interview went
Like this:

“Mr. Celler, as vou may know, scien-
tihie studies have shown that a man's
mental and physical abilities at. say, age
t are considerably  diminished [rom
what they were when he was 25. Do you
feel there ought to be mandatory re-
tirement rules for Congressmen in order
to assure the nation of the keenest pos-
sible group ol legislators?”

“Son, you don't have o be a great
athlete to be a great legislator.”

“But these heures refer o keenness
ol the mind as well as to fitess of the
body,” I said.

“Well, il vou ask me, the bulk of men
under 25 don’t even have their wisdom
teeth vet. Remember, cream rises to the
top of the bottle, but it takes time to
rise. Leadership comes with age, not
with youth.”

“Do you then, Mr. Celler,
that # House of Representatives which
aversged 80 years in age would be a
more dvnamic and efficient body than
one of 352"

“Certainly I do. No question of it.”

Mr. Celler, rising from his chair and
looking out the window. continued: “It's
absolutely tragic the way we cast aside
men of ase like broken rools. How does
that Longfellow poem Alortturi Saluln-
mus g0 The Congressman quoted the
lines:

believe,

Chaucer, at Woodstock with the

mahtingales.

It wxiy wrote the Canterbury
Tales;

Goethe ut Weimar, toiling (o the
Jlrl'.\.!

Completed Faust when eighly years
wee pmt.

“That poem has a great message for
voir. voung nun. Be sure to look up the
rest of it when you get a chance. It's
important for your article.”

“Well, thank you very much, Mr.
Celler,” I said as 1 got up to leave. "I
appreciate vour forthright answers to
v questions. [ know 1 threw you some
curves there,”

“NYou said it, they were curves,” he
replied. “But I hit them all right”
[here was a gleam in his eve, 1 hit
them right our of the ball park!”

Lhat night 1 looked up the rest ol
the poem Mr. Celler had quoted. The
[ollowing stanza came right after the
lines he had judiciously selected:

IV hatever poct, oratoy, or sage

May sav of il. old age is stll old age.

It s the waning, not the orvescent
moon;

The dusk of cveming, not the blaze
of noon;

It s not strength, but weakness; not
desire,

But its surcease; not the fievee heat
of fire,

The burning and consuming cle
ment,

But that of ashes and of embers
spent,

In which some living sparks we still
discern,

Enough to warm, bul not enough to
burn.

From my interview with Mr. Celler
and from subsequent interviews with
other public figures, including Bernard
Baruch, Senator Francis Green and
James Farley, it became quite clear to
me that no matter how strong the argu-
ment in favor of mandatory age retire-
ment rules for elective officials, Congress
men would never impose them upon
themselves, even though thev have al-
ready imposed them on almost all other
government workers.

Several vears ago it was thought that
older members of Congress might be in-
duced to retire il they could look [or-
wird Lo a secure pension. Congress voted
itsell a generous pension plan, provid-
ing payments up to S18,000 a year. But
it had no cffect whatever in lowering
age averages. It became quite clear that
Congressmen dn not hang onto their
jobs beeiuse they cannot alford 1o stop
working. They work because they enjov
the presuge ol the job. After years as
public spokesmen, they have a basic and
continuing need for a forum from which
to deliver their opinions.

England, recognizing  the possible
value of these opinions, employs the
House of Lords as a formal body o
which elder stesmen are appointed
and from which they may sound oll and
continue to participite in the pageantry
ol government but not exercise any real
voting power. The Senate in France
serves the same [unction, and Isracl, one
of the world’s young democracies, is at-
tempting to set up a similar chamber.

It has been sugecsted thae the United
States Scnate — which is no longer a
truly representative body because ol the
disproportionate  populations ol our
various states — be converted into a sim-
ilar prestigeful but emasculated cham-
ber to which clder statesmen could be
“kicked upstairs.” [Tarry Truman him.
self has suggested that lormer Presidents
be appointed o the Senate as non-vot-
ing members so that they might express
their opinions for the record. However,
converting the Senate into a [ormal
"Old Legislators Home"” could not be
achieved in the foreseeable Tuture and is
not, therelore, a practical solution.

The prospect of another long Demo-
cratic tenure with further entrenchment

Norm Thompson

Reterr i L vec iy

NOT IN STORES

PATIO BOOTS

MNew styling & comfort in disting-
tive hundmade lounge boots. Wear
two ways—ankle high or cuffed
over. Ideal for relaxing, patio & af-
ter ski wear. Fold [or traveling.
Soft, supple Indian Elk tanned
leather. Lined in luxurious red vir-
in wool. Thick airfoam insoles.
c perfect gift. Nothing clse like
them! Give men’s or women's reg.
shoe size. Perfect ‘l 095 pr.
Nt suaranteed. postpoid
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SOLD ONLY BY MAIL ORDER

Unusual imported exclusive
clothing, bools, equipment
for men, women & children.
COLOR ORDER DIRECT AND SAVE!
(FACITHY  Write for Free calalog TODAY

Norm Thompson ¢
1805 N. W. Thurman, Portland 9, Oregon S

FOR REAL FUN!

A sparkling collection
of side-tickling gogs
ond hilorious imper-
sonations of fomous
stars of stoge, screen,
ond television is fea-
tured in this greot
LP album, “Night in
Hollywood,'" by
George Kirby, “The .

Moen of o Thousand -
Voices.”! $4.98. Send check or money order.
Order now from Dooto Records, Dept. O, P. O.
Box 72306, los Angeles 2, Californio.

FREE
NEW ;3¢

inment
Nitely from 9 P.M.
Cocklgils from 5 P.M.
® Supper ®

Open Fire Place
Plush Divans
open 7 days from 5 P.M.

915 2nd AVENUE

nr. 48th St. * EL 5-2262
INTIMATE NEW YORK CITY

SUPPER CLUB

HAND-CARVED HAITIAN KEADS

For the person demonding dis-
tinctive ond tosteful decor. Primi-
tive sculpture hond-carved from
mohogony. Meosures 7" high,
bross ornoments, dark smooth
finish. Imported from Hoiti. 53.98
ppd.

Haitian Art, Box 57
Woodbury Heights, N. J.
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GREATEST
SHOWER ON
> EARTH!

RAIN JET
ROTARY
SHOWER
HEAD

Exclusive spiraling- orbit
aclion provides o live, scintilloting

streom of octiveled woter. Amozingly relox-
ing, invigorotingl Perfect for shompoos...
Adjusioble rolating cerated streem 3:“1 full pot-
tern—no hollow spols, Hos chromed bross body,
boll-swivel joinl conneclors, aliroctive mother-of-
peorl edjustable cone. Is rustproof, self-deoning.
Fits ony standord V2" pipe threod shower oullel,

9 95 each

LAKESIDE HOUSE 7#55a's i sieria:

=% 22018 West Olive Ave. Burbonk 12, Colif

Uncenditionolly guor-
anteed for one yeor

NEW! Revised Edition
How much do you know
about the new stereo

record? For the full
story, in simple easy-

to-understand terms

Lo read "It Takes Two
“ciakes To Stereo’” by Walter
B 0. Stanton. For your

| omareo l free copy, write to
_'_-—-"——- De pt. H-89

PICKERING & CO., INC.
Sunnyside Bivd., Plainview, New York

SWINGIN' EST
SHIRT
IN TOWN!

THE PLAYBOY SHIRT—a luxurious
cotton Kknil shirl emblazoned with the
famous PLAYBOY rabbit emblem. $5
for PLAYBOYS in white or black, in
small, medium, large, and exfra large
sizes,

for PLAYMATES in white only, in
small, medium and large sizes.

Send check or money order to:
PLAYBOY RT  Dept. 658

232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Iilinois
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of aged Congressional committee chair-
men suggests that the first step ought to
be the revamping of the system by which
chairmen  are selected. Traditionally,
chairmanships have been doled out
strictly on the basis of seniority. The
follies and inequities of this system have
occisionilly been bared to public view,
as when Clare Hoffinan, 77, Chairman
of the House Government Operations
Committee, dictatonally attempted 1o
cut off his committee’s staff and funds
becanse colleagues had gently suggested
he was "not well,” or when Carter Glass,
87, relused to resign chairmanship of
the crucial Senate Appropriations Com-
mittee though he had not been present
to answer @ roll call in over two and a
half years.

Philip D. Reed, who retired as Gen-
cral Electric’s Board Chairnman last year
at 59, believes that our present Congres-
sional committee system “is nothing to
be especially proud of.” In a recent inter-
view he said:

“Now mind you, 1 don’t claim to be
a parliimentary expert and 1'm not talk-
ing as an executive of General Electric,
but in my opmion age alone is not ade-
quate qualification for chairmanship of
a Congressional committee or for any
other job, for that matter. The i jor-
ity party should certainly make the
choice of chairman, but he should be
selected by virtue of intellect, vigor or
special knowledge of the committee’s
field. Why should the best qualified man
be barred because of his comparative
youth? Now mind you, I am not making
criticism ol any specific party or person.
My only quarrel is with the method of
selection.™

Opponents of change in the present
commitice system like to point to the
vigorous job which is being done over-
seas by such aged men as De Gaulle, 68,
and Adenauer, 82, While De Gaulle
miy be an exception to the rule, Ade-
nauer, according o quiet reports in the
American press, is so senile that he can-
not retain his train ol thonght from one
end of a sentence to the other. More-
over, there is no need to look as [ar
off as Germany and France for proof of
the generally dimmished ability of aged
men as leaders. In the last session of
the Senate, the five Senators with best
auendance records averaged 12 years
younger than the fve with the worst
records and the five younger men were
on hand w vote for over three times as
many bills. Morcover, the number ol
days Mr. Eisenhower spends behind his
White House desk cannot be said to be
seiting a record for Presidenual toil.

Certainly it is true that vouth alone
1s no guarantee that a leader will be a
great bemelactor of the people, just as
age is not. There can, however, be little
dispute about the characteristics ol aged
and youthlul leaders i general, though

plenty of exceptions can be [ound.

Of course, all men of 70 are not in-
ferior to all men of 40. But most men of
70 are not as capable of leadership as
mosi men of 40. Industry, education,
even major denominations of the clergy
recognize this [act. That is why age re-
tirement rules are so widespread in our
society. The same logic should apply to
elective olfice. But it is not necessary
that the men in power impose retire-
ment rules upon themsclves. The voters
can do the next best thing: exercise the
ballot with an increased awareness ol the
age [actor. This is not to say that a
candidate should be favored strictly on
the basis of youth. But where a candi-
date’s old age raises serious question of
his ability 1o continue to function in
office and 1o adapt himself to the inno-
vations of this rapidly changing world,
there should be no hesitation 1o recog:
nize this as an issue and to vote against
him. During the last election, Harrison
A. Williams, Jr., in running for the US.
Senate in New Jersey, made an issue of
his opponent’s old age. Caustic news-
paper comment resulted and damaged
his campaign. Formunately, a majority of
the voters saw the logic of his argument
and now, at 39, he is the youngest U.S.
Senator.

The victory of New York’s Governor
Nelson Rockeleller, 51, over Averell
Harriman, 67, was credited by many, in-
cluding The New York Times, to Rocke-
feller’s comparative youth. A Rocke-
Ieller speech writer confided 1o me that
“During the campaign we took every
opportunity to exploit Rocky's youth
and I would credit it as the principal
reason for his victory in the Lice of a
Democratic sweep nationally.”

In sumnuition, then, it is clear [rom
available data that the men conuolling
our destiny are not only old, but prob-
ably wo old. That is, considered as a
group and without singling out any in-
dividuals, they would probably function
with greater efficiency and would more
accurately represent the viewpoint of
the young voters of the nauon if they
averaged, say, 10 or 15 years younger.
The only thing that can be done at the
present time to correct the present sge
imbalance is o () abolish the present
Congressional  committee chairmen  se-
lection system and (b) urge 4 more cau-
tious use of the ballot. Thus, at least 1o
some degree, would our government yid
isell of the hypocrisy implied in these
lines of James Ball Naylor:

King David and King Solomon
Led mevry, merry lives,

With many, many lady [riends
And many, many wives;

But when old age crept ovey them —
With many, many qualms,

King Solomon wrote the Proverbs
And King David wiote the Psalms.



FINGERS

(continued from page 48)
ever were any such things as fingers. In
such a world, suppose you went Lo your
doctor and he [elt your pulse with his
toes: you would consider it to be quite
the normal thing, even if vou had to get
down on the lloor to make it more con-
venient for him (it is altogether possible
that in a fingerless world the pulse-beat
would be in the nose, though some medi-
cl men say it would be in the ankles).
In other words, you would be accustomed
to an existence without fingers, just as a
dog is, and it wouldn’t bother vou. You
might observe a group of Italian men
playing meoria, shooting out their toes
and crying “Nove! and “Uno!” and
“Quattro!” You wouldn’t cven smile.
Your garage mechanic would use his [oot
o flip open the hood of vour car, then
thrust it inside and begin tinkering with
vour carburetor, and you wouldn’t give
linn a second glance.

As I've already sugwested, Nature has
a habit of compensating for our physical
dehciencies, I we had no fingers our
bodies would be organized quite differ-
ently [rom the wav they are now. I think
it probable that we would have an
opposable big toe so that we conld “han-
dle” wols with our feet. We'd be able
1o stnd on one leg for long periods,
like the vellow crowned night heron and
the marbled godwit, and thus be able
to plav baschall. But the changes in body
lunction would be far more extensive
than that. We would develop universal
joints - our knees and hips in order
that we nmught, with ease, bring onr toes
into position for such duties as shaving,
extracting cinders from the eve. feeding
oursclves, applying lipstick and hailing
cabs. The custom ol tipping the hat
would be abandoned: too many men
would [all down while domg it

I've already mentioned the likelihood
ol our shoes being bigger. On further
consideration 1 think it probable that
our shoes would be more like gloves in
order that our toes would have greater
frecdom. With our fect encased in ordi-
nary shoes, we would be unable o cross
our toes when passing a graveyard, to
siap our toes at a dilatory waiter, Lo
crack our knuckles as a means of iinding
out who dearly loves us, or to put the
whammy on an encmy.

The absence ol fingers would be a
hoon to our teeth. They would grow
higger and stronger so that we could
use them lor unscrewing caps off pickle
jars, changing fuse plugs, picking goose-
berries  (strawberries would be picked
with the toes), and squeezing toothpaste
tubes - .. hold it! A major problem now
arises — the  business of brushing the
eethe I somehow don't wim up to the
idea ol brushing my teeth with my toes.
It wouldn't have to be done that way.
We could have fixed, stationary brushes,

fasten our mouths over them, and agi-
tate our heads. I tell you, the human
brain can solve any problem!

The nose, too, would likely be dif-
ferent — longer and more rigid at the
tip—so that it could be cmployed in
dialing telephone numbers, operating
pop-up toasters, manipulating the ther-
mostat and turning the pages of a book
(the tongue would probably be used to
turn the pages ol a newspaper).

Since we are assuming a world with-
out fingers, what would we have on the
ends of our arms in their place? The
best scientific opinion available at this
moment seems 1o be that we would have
knobs instead ol hands. This sounds
unpleasant, I know, but Knobs have
their points. I mean their uses. You
wouldn’t be able to button vour shirt
with knobs, but vou could mash potatocs,
You could do work ordinarily performed
with a ball-peen hammer, and think
what a cinch it would be to pound Mour
Lo it swiss steak.

IF we had knobs instead of fingers the
world of music would be vitally affected.
I can’t see how anvone would be able
to play a vielin or a harp or a Hawaiian
guitir or a six-hole Iute. Of necessity
our symphony orchestras would go in
heavily for xylophones, marimbas, kettle

drums, possibly harmonicas, and people
would still be able to blow into a jug.
Yes, I think we'd get along fine with
knobs, even though something delicately
beautiful would go out of romance, or
at least out of romantic writing. Some-
how it doesn’t sound soul-inspiring to
say, “He ran his knobs through her
glorious hair.”

In the Fiji Islands there are certain
savages who cut off their fingers as a
sign of mourning after the death of their
chiel. It is a noble gesture but, like many
noble gestures, it is a loolish one. We
should not only hang onto our fingers;
we should cherish them and protect them
against sprains, dislocations, [riactures,
felons, warts, and all the other ills to
which finger-flesh is heir. We should
honor them by taking notice of them
historically; so [ur as 1 know, this is the
first history of fingers ever undertaken;
Toynbee ignores them altogether. We
really need our fingers. Without fingers
to snap, today’s singers of popular songs
would zo shick jawed and mute. Then,
oo, we've simply got 1o have something
wo rub over the letering of other people's
stationery so we can tell if it's engraved
or merely printed.

LS

b

“Hey, man, you got sevenly-five
cenls [or a cup of espresso?”
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bles at S11.45, and there will be special
dormitory accommodations available dur-
ing the Festival for four at 512 per night.

Should you prefer a somewhat quicter,
more elegant retreat. then you'll choose
it place just outside the Loop. or on the
Near North Side. Our first choice would
be the Ambassiudors, West and East, the
latter being the home of the world-fa-
mous Pump Room, and both are handy
to the Near North's main stem, Rush
Sucet, where most of the Late-night fun
is to be had. The Ambassador is a hotel
in the grand manner, invariably the stop-
ping spot for visiting royalty and other
dignitaries from around the world. You
can rough it there in a $15 single room,
or feel that you're spending your ume
at Buckingham Palace in a S140-a-day
two-bedroom apartment complete with
bar and outdoor patio.

If the Ambassador isn’t your cup of
tea, then we recommend  Exccutive
House, a newish and mifty modern struc-
ture on Wacker Drive that's furnished in
best-ol-taste Swedish woods and  over-
looks the Chicago River, the cty's miun
commercial witerway and one that runs
biuckwards (the natural current was re-
versed it the turn of the century, so that
the river now flows out ol Lake Michi-
gan instead ol emptying mto it) right
through the center of wwn. There is an
excellent restanrant and cocktail lounge
open on the first floor, and. as of press
ume, plans call for a sumptuous catery
in the penthouse. Your diggings at Ex-
ccutive House will run you anywhere
from 512 o S85 a day. The Drake, our
third recommendation, is in the tradi-
tion of the Ambassador — quiet, elegant,
loaded with expensive shops. fun burs
and excellent restaurants (more about
them later) and with o commanding
view of the Outer Drive and the lake.
The tarniffl runs from S9 1o 585 a day.

As in other major cities across the US,,
the motckintown has made inroads in
Chicago, o, and il vou like sun patios,
swinmming pools, plenty of privacy and
a chance o keep vour car handy, we
recommend the Sands Motel out north,
the Lake Tower Motel midiown, or the
50th-on-the-Lake Motel on the south side.

Now [or companionship. The secret
of finding a pleasant, allable partmer for
the evening 15 a simple one, and one
that doesn't apply 1o Chicago alone;
start looking early in the day. Chicago's
smarter shops, broad sueets and pleasant
beaches offer innumerable opportunities
for the poor confused visitor to ask di-
rections, and then tike it rom there.
We have also audited some sreat boy-
meets-givl suceess stories m the Art Insti-
tute, the Chicagoe Public Library, the
Museum ol Scence and  Industry, the
Shedd Aquanimm and the vomantically
dark  Adler  Plinctarium — Chicago  is

(continued from page 59)

happily loaded with such shrines to the
arts and sciences, and you can find them
in your guidebook.

Should an early start prove impossible
for on¢ rcason or another, there are
several pubs and bistros aroumnd town
that get a pretty good play from unat-
tached young ladies during the cocktal
hour. Generally, though, these more di-
rect forays on the part of the girls are
made in teams of two and three, and it
isn't always a simple matter o cut one
out from the herd. So take a buddy
along while casing these establishments.

If it's a weeknight, and vour taste runs
to girls employed in the communications
dodge, you can find sweer swarms of
them in such watering holes as the Re-
cess, the London House bar and the Top
ol the Rock; the last offers a stunming
view of the city, being 41 stories above
street  level. Fashion  maodels, anline
stewiirdesses, secretaries and just girls
favor the Scowch Mist, Fasy Swreet, Le
Bistro and Pigalle with their unescorted
presence at the end ol the day, drawn by
the intimate and inlormal surroundings
ol these chic Near North clubs that not
long ago were coich houses and garages:
all serve sophisucated pimo with their
cocktails. Dante’s Inferno ofiers devilish
decor and a drink called the Diablo;
Larry’s, Gus™ and the Dunes offer almost
no decor at all, but are popular with
the wenches juse the same. Figaro's, on
the beatnik side, has bizarre paintings
on walls and ceilings, and a jukebox fei-
wuring cool jazz. The East Inn is a4 popu-
lar hangout with the college crowd and
nurses who work at hospitals in the area:
it's an unusval evening that doesn’t find
a dosen or so free damsels on the prem-
ises, and the Friday-night dances in the
rathskeller (to an r-'n"r jukebox) bring
them out by the score.

If airline stews are your specialty,
vou'll ind that a lot of them live in, and
Irequent the bar of, the Flamingo Hotel
on the south side. That hotel and oth-
ers out that wiy are thoughtlul enough
to keep a “Stewardess Register”™ on
table in the lobby, so it's possible for
enterprising young chips 1o leal through
and discover what stew from what city i
in what room. How this inlormation can
be put 1o good use on the house phone,
we leave o your imagination.

Once you've gathered up a date, you
can cither stay put for lurther cocktails
at the places we've already mentioned
or move on o some other worthwhile
watering spots.  The hotel beat rites
vour attention here: the quict and ve-
Laxed atmosphere of the English Room
in the Pearson Hotel, the air ol un-
bridled excitement that surrounds the
doings at the bar ol the Pump Room in
the Ambassador, the Cog d'Or in the
Drake: or there's the Glass Har ol the
Pick-Congress or the magnificent view

from the Tip Top Tap in the Allerton.
Cocktails at the sidewalk café at Ric-
cardo’s can be a special sort of treat in
Chicago, which boasts few outdoor [acili-
ties for the inner man.

Most of the bistros in town offer pa-
trons a dice game called “26" which is al-
most unknown outside the Chicigo area.
You get 10 dice and a cup and the idea
is to make your point (any number from
one to six) 26 or more times in 13 rolls.
The house pays off in drink checks only,
which keeps everything legal in the eyes
of the authorities: 26 to 32 points pays 4
to 1, 33 and over pays 8 to 1; 13 points
pays 2 to 1, 11 or less pavs 4 o 1. I you
get confused, the prewy ereature behind
the dice table will be glad 1o spell it out;
incidentally, it’s usually casier to make 26
than the 26 girl, who is so used to being
pitched (nearly every guy who plays the
game tries), she learned o say no long
ago. Of course, there’s always the excep-
tion, and it might be you (she's pot 1o go
home with somcone, hasn't she?).

When your thirst has been assuaged,
and you're ready to seutle down to the
pleasures of dining, you will be happy o
know that there is no shortage of excel-
lent restaurants in Chicago. But. by the
same token, there 15 also no shortage of
second-rate establishments that masquer-
ade behind a giant menu or splashy
decor. Space limitations forbnd our warn
ing you away from these Tatter joints, but
those that follow we can recommend.

Chicago's grand luxe establishments
include the Red Carpet, and they weren't
whistling Dixie when they chose the
name — it's red-carpet service all the way
by the most solicitous set ol waiters in
town. Small (scats only 42), the R.C. iy
fine for the candlelightand wine wreat-
ment in an intimate atnosphere. The
menu g5 briel and clegant, [eaturing
mostly French (the chiwaubriand with
beéarmaise s superb) and West Indian
(ditto the Haitian lobster sauté) cuisine.
The dining room s open ull midmght,
the bar till two; maiwe de's name s Jim.
Another lavish and lovely dining lacility
15 the Impenal House, featuring exqui-
site Continental fare such as whole
pheasant en cocotte au beurre noisctte
capped with beignets de fraises with
sauce sabayon. Excellent wine cellar:
open for lunch, dinner. tll 2 aa

Expensive but not unreasonable is the
Cafe de Paris (835 should do nicely lTor
two, wine included), featuring sood serv
ice and outstanding food: specialties e
wurnedos Rossini and  dockling & Ia
Belasco, o fumed wreat an the Cale [or
more than 15 yvears. Maiwe de is Johnny:
open every day [rom 5 ull midnight.
One of the newest, and best, of the top-
level establishiments is Maison  Lahte,
featuring an outsize menu loaded with
Gallic delighis, an excellent wine list,
and @ pramist who unoburosively plinks
away outside the dining room. Special-




ics iclude o somproous cikken Kiey,
whose only sauce is butter sealed inside
the breast, and tenderloam tips sautded
Fhere's a bay adjoimning. Maitre
e n I(H)" open Bresm ol A

Other grand Tuxe establishments you'll
want to visit include the Cafe Bonaparte
i the Sheniton Blackstone,  [eatuning
French  cuiine in the wadition ol
Napoleon's chef, Caréme There's danc-
e, o, aflter 300 Sasha'’s, a newssh
pestiurant, s a fun spot serving up ex-
otic dishios o the tune ol strolling musi-
cians. Fhere's a “gourmet’s choice™ thant
clanges dailyv, according to what Alex.
“Saaha™ Vereschagoin has o taste
for. It could be chicken veronica, chicken
ey, bowllabaisse, or what have you,
but all of it is a delight 10 the palate.
Sasha's s tmy, oo, so make your reser
vation carly. Open from 5 ey 1o 2 A,
daily. The Camellia House, in the Drake,
is A spacious, u'rll-.uppnnm-d room that
serves delioous food, notably the Mon
day-night gouwrmert mems (prx fixe ol
0500, There's a different feast each
week, and the vamiows dehes harmomre
beautifully, with wine induded. Odher
wiehits, the standand mena [eatures such
pleasures as pheasant Lucullus and roast
squabi Moscovite. Frank v the mwitre
de; open tll 2 As Friday and Saunday,
L aan the rest of the week: dancing and
cabaret attractions,

Famed in Jegend and song is dhe Punp
Room of the Ambassador East, celebrity
showoee oxtraordinaire and  purveyor
ol exating Tood as well. The Pomp e
mains e place i Chicago, and any
youny ldy will love o be scen there.
Open from noon w2 asn 1 you don’t
care lor the pomp at the Pump, you'll
enjor the more sedate atmosphere of the
Buttery (wath dancng) and the Bean

Nash Club (blessed quict), both in the
Ambassutor West: the menus in both
are similar 1o the Pump Room's

Il Far Exstern atmosphere — some of it
corny but all of it lun —is your dish,
alone with goad Tood as well, we think
you'll ke the Cantonoe cubine and
sunken garden badkdrop of Shangri-La,
the South Seas decor of Don the Beach
comber, the Polynesian hoop-la of the
Uraders,  under  the  supervision ol
Trader Vids in San Francisoo, and the
Polynesian Room ol the  Edgewater
Seadks Hotel al you happen to be on the
Lar north side. Dancing is available in
the Litter estabhishment, and all ol the
plics specialize in outlandishly ritled
rim denks (the vicious virgin, mission-
any's downlull, cte) calculated to make
the pirls puldy.

Clucago  abounds . other notable
cthnic eateries, incliding the best in
Coermum Tood ot the Red Scar Inn, served
up . unpretentious Okl World  sur-
roandings at resonable prices. There
are O entrees on the menwe, most nola-
ble of which are the Zwichelllcisch au
siatin and suffed young poose. The

N wine.

ander

Colden Ox also does wonderful things
with Cerman cuisine. For Hungarian
lare, the Eprcarean draws classical muss
cians and artsts, s run by a retired
ballet dancer., male, who bills himsell
as the Strudel King. Chicken paprilash
goulashes of all types, fruit pancakes
and, of course, the stradel, are the high-
lights ol the menw. Pasta addicts will
want w try El Bumceo, & moderately
priced Tealian restarant serving excel
lent grub and wheeling around an all-
you-can cat chevse wnd antipasto ot 1f
you don’t want to travel that Lir (it’s on
the southwest side), try Riccando’, L3y
Scala (with pimate booths tor the s
ousminded) or Granain’s 1o take canc
of your appetite. Fzevia Uno and Duc
serve the most succulent pics in town
Funcivrs of Japancse cuisine will hud
the Azuma Howme completcly delightinl
down the line, from food. 10 srvice, 0
sutroundings. Should you want to go all
the way, there’s o special room los dining
shocless, seated on cushions at Jow tables.
Gragous Japanese dining is reccated
in the old style: sukiyaki i prepared at
the table, and B a speaalty, along with
abalone yoshino age. lobster  curry-yaki
and rempora. Lovers of Swodish smaor
gasbord (an do no better than Kungs
holim, an clegantly-appointed 1estaurant
with one of the best simorgasbord tables
in the country. Before or after your din
ner, you may watch the nightly puppet
opere. Greek ansine s (no surprise) the
slu:tiall, at the Adhens, adoned with
statvary of all the deitics from Zews w0
Pallas Athena, and serving inexpensive,
tempting dishes — Lamb shishkebab, ax-
golemono  wup, baklaya lor  desert,
topped off with an ouzo on the ruds.
L1y the Pantheon, acioss the street, for
some frantc Grecostyle entertaimnent,
There's a small, undistinguished Jlooking
Mexican restauvant that rates & stop:
Cale Anecr, complete with posters on
the walls, guitar-stromming  proprictor,
and patio service mn warm weather. No
liguor License here, but you <an bring
your owit botles in with you, Or wny
stopping lor your cocktinls across the
strect at the Okl Town Ale House, o
beatmik, chesboard sanctuary for those
who want o mutter about tourivs. The
Scheherazade speaalizes m Maddie East
o dishes in an Arabian sctting, with
resonable prices and tempting cntrees,
Ches Paul, Jaogues (with courtyard din
ing in the summer) and L'Aiglon ae
worth your while il you enjoy French
cuisine, with the Luter olfering more
than 400 dishes 1o selec from.
Chicago, as you nught have guessed,
boasts some of the best steak howses in
the US A, leatuning prime beel direct
from the Chicago Stock Yards, Top
position goes to two places, the Sirloin
Roam at the Seock Yard Ion, which [ca
tures a “steak throne”™ where the cus
tomer chiooses his own cut of heel and
shaps his “brand”™ on at, alter which it is
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whisked away to be done 1o a 13 open
daily from 11 A, to 11 pou. Sharing
top honoes 5 an anreconstructed speak.
cary-type catery called Club Gene amnd
Georgetu, featuring an a la carte menn
and memorable steabs served with exeel
lent cottage fried potatoss; stays open
ull 2 aar Other outstanding etabhish
ments for topgquatity heel are the Porter
house at the Hotel Sheyman, Miller's
Steak House (Lar north), Al Farber’s
Steak Room, Morton’s Steak House (on
the soumth side), the Corona Cale, the
Eric Cafe. the Brass Bull in the Sheraton
Hotel. the Steak House i the Conrad
Hilton anil George Duonond’s

For prime nib of b, you can do no
better than the Embers (there are two
of them, one on Dearborn Surect, the
other on Walton) sarving great slabs ol
blushing, marhled meat ar least an anch
thick. Other prome b howses worth your
time include Don Roth’s Bliuckhawk, the
Cart in the Harrison Hotel, and Ishell's
on Rush Strecn

Scalood fanciers in Chicago have an
excellent choice of restauranis. Leading
the rest s the Drake’s Cape Cod Rooin,
a rustic, fislvnected cove serving delicious
portions of their specialtics: red snapper
soup with sherry, Fremeh trbot, pom-
pano saurd meunicre  and  Lowisiana
shrimps. The maitre de is Eddie, the
swvice 15 good, amnd the hows are 12
noun o 12 midpight seven davs a week,
The Well of the Sca, in the Sherman,
bowsts an nmaganative subaquatic decor:
the table hights aue lucite jellvhish, the
Nuorescent wall murals are of highly
unlikely sca denizens and the menu s
imagmative and imierchangeable  with
that ol the Porterhouse, right next door

Dinner, dancing and  a  [all-blown
mightclub show are ollered by the Chez
Parce, the Empire Room (in the Palmer
House) and the Boulevard Room (i the
Conrud Hiltem). The Boulevard special-
tzes anace shows, il you care Tor thar sont
of thing, and the Ches wsually offers the
biggest name  talent o wwn: Sammy
Davis, v, Tony Matin, Jerny Lewis,
Nat “King™ Cole, Lowis Prima and Keely
Smuth are regular beadliners.

Il you want a les pretentioms show,
you'll enjoy one ol the smaller ¢lubs;
Mister Kelly's, the Black Orchid or the
Clowster, all on the Near Narnth Side.
Kelly's and the Clowster offer hip comics
(Mot Sabil, Lennic Bruce, Mike and
Flaine) and singers (June Christy, Flla
Fivgerald, Anita O'Day). the show at
the Orchid s o litle more vaned, from
Frances Faye to Juk ¥ Leonard to
Lily St. Cyr. Both Mister Kellys (Dick
Mars and Joluiny Frigo Monday and
Tueslay mghts, the Marty Rubenstein
Trin the rest of the week) amd ihe Clois.
ter (Ramsey Lewin Trio) have excep
tional house combios plaving the inter-
missions: Kelly’s and the Orchid olfer
loed] with the program, hut s sinmctly a
boose wene at the Cloister. Like it says

in their ad, the Cloister swings ull 4 Ao,
and it's one ol the (remdliest clubs in
own. The Junior Room of the Black
Orchid alo comes alive around midnight
anil goes ull 4 with the swinging ol Duke
Haahie (who does Sinates down 10 the
last note and gosture) or Buddy Green
(who i too much just doing himself)

You won't want to miss Cliscago’s fa
mows Gaslight Club, if you can And
someonc who has a key (it bas a lock on
the door, which makes uw seem privare,
and brings in more busines than il
were lelt wude open). This turn-of the
contury oS features huxom wanlreases,
lightly ebad, and Jots of singing round
the piano: 1t has proved so popular with
ad exeautives and  cliemts (an ad man
started ir) that they now have branches
in New York and Washington, D.C

For jaz im the Windy Ciy, your
choices are many and good. Modemn jaz
addicts dig the sounds at the Blue Note,
which ollers everything [rom big-band
ez (Kemton, Busie, Ellingron) to combeos
and vocal groups (the MJQ, Gerry Mul
legan, Dave Brubeck. and Lambert, Hen-
dricks and Ross). Though the place isn't
long on atmosphere, no wllrespecting
jazzophile who wants his passport e
newed would miss the Note on a Chicago
junker. Other fulltime cool spots are the
Preview Lounge m the Loop, and the
Sutherlamd Lounge on the south side,
e London House often leatunres small
jizz groups along with a tasty charcoaled
mcimi,

Dinieland devotees will find Jazz, Lud
to their hiking. 1t's a ground-floor, small
ish room dedicated to the kind of music
that made Chicago  Tamous. Equally
bobterows  are the Cale Contnental,
where Bob Scobey's Frisen Band is cur-
vently holding  forth, and  the  Club
Bambu right around the corner,

If folk singing moves you, dwck in an
the Gate of Horn; you might find 1he
College of Complexes to your liking, oo,
with everything from lolk singing to im
prompiu lectures in defeose and dam
nation ol practically any subjea under
the sun. 1t's a younger crowd thit hangs
its hat here and the principal beverage
consumedd is bees. Sume goes for the
Ivanhoc, with a below ground labynnth
ol bars called the Catacombs, plenty ol
pranos for community singing and many
of the wappings of a lun house at an
amusement park. Or il it's a real amuse
ment park you want, Chicago’s River-
view i+ one of the biggest and hest in
the country: roller coasters. parachute
'Imnp, cotton candy, and swads of un
escorted quail just winung 1o be taken
for & vide 1T spors hold any interes,
Chicago i a big sports conter, with wp
baschull, football and hockey teams and
a number of mmportint fights ac the
Stadivm during the year,

You cun sometimes catch an unusual
show out at Roberts Show Club on the
south side (the Jewel Box Review, blue

comic Redd Foxx, or top talent like
Dinah Washington or Lionel Hampton)
I ahe slightly risque is to your liking,
you may get a kiek out of Phil Tucker.,
who his been tiullating Chicagoans with
hiv particular brand of wit for longes
than we can remember. You'll find him
ar the Silver Clowd.

Suip shows aren’t what they med
e in Chicigo. The heat is on all over
wwn amnd cven the best at the Silva
Frolies o only o shadow of s lormer
wll It's a differene matwer in suburban
Cicero, however. Just 10 munutes from
the Loop, at the Frolics, on 220d Sureet,
the gitls peel off everything down to,
and including, the Gstng. 1 hings were
wide open in Calumer City (Just over
the Indiana border, hall an houvr from
the Loop), wo. tll a Federal Grand fury
tracked down on s “street of sin® a2
while back Folks {eel that Cal Ciwy
might be a wicked influence on salors
from all over the workl who come 1w
Chicago via the St Lawrencoe Seaway,
but attempts o close Cal City down have
heen ticd before and Taled, so it » dilh-
cult w tell ar press time how much suc-
cess this one will have.

Callgirls aren’t as common i Chicago
as they once were, cither, but they can
sull be found on occasion along La
Salle, Clark and Wells swreets, and the
south end of Wabash, Prices range from
$10 on up. A number of motorized maid.
cns in the Loop arca nperate out ol Jate-
model cars, but when business geis slow,
they're apt to join their sistons on the
sedewalk. Houses arc practically non-ex
istent in Chicago, and those that do open
are soon raided, forcing the girls 1o move
clsewhere, Maost of the town’s hot pillow
tradde i transacted by wlephone, with
the numbers widely circulated amongs:
bellboys, bartenders, cab drivers and
other public servitors

Chicago s a stav-up-late ciy; all
places serving hiquor are allowed to stay
open till 2 ane, and those with special
licenses, till 4 A on weeknights and
an howr Liter on Saturdays 1 hunger
las returned, Juhan's, at Chicago amd
Rush, i open all night, and the Trade-
winnls, at Rush and Delaware, offers food
until 6 1 the morning, and scrves as an
carly-morming gathering spot for celebr-
ties in town and for offduty waitreses
Irom the justshottered Near North
clubs. I you're still not ready 1o call »
a day, the Clak Theaue olfers a diller-
ent double feature every day with the
Last complete show starting at 4 as. Or
il you're i 4 romantic mood, ke a
walk along Oak Sweer Beach and wauch
the sun come op over Lake Michigan.
1% a sight vou'll never Tmget

As vou will have gathered by now,
Chacago 1 a seene you'll be glad you
made. Like they say i the song. you'll
have the time, the time of your life, for
it really is a toddlin’ town,



BROWN FOR TOWN

(continued from page 11)

mud — they're good-looking and correct
for both business and pleasure in the city.

Fabries vun the gamuot: [rom cheviots,
worsteds, woob, gabardinges, on up to
silks and cadimeres. Natural hibwes conn
mnced  with syntheties are, of course,
aaikible wo

I he suits are essentially restrained in
cut and character, and even where there
¢ pattern intorest = swipes. checks o
hesringhones — the patteins are muted

brass, copper and gold 1ones. Becanse
the new hues in hrown are esentially
dark and comervative. the tie cin be
wsed o highlight the whole suit. This
doosn’c mean the tie should dominate
the scene. but it shoubd harmonise with i
In the matter of slurts patterned and
colored jobs are proper for any daytime
occasion, though gencrally vou should
stick o solid white alicr six. Select vour
davtime shire in a courdinating wone
sand. bewge. putty — or achicve contrass
by using sofl greens or gravs. Stripes ol
varying widths can be ainteresting, too

natural Ivy mode! or the Last-rsing Con-
tnental suit  (geoerally the later i
dressier than the former), it is important
o remember that towsers are bong ot
shorter than they were vesteryear, amd
this Tocuses additonal atention on both
shoes and socks, As a rule, il vour suit
has more brown an it than blick. wear
brown sacks; if 1t lus sore black in it
than hrown, choose black socks. Datto
with your shoes: many pairs of burnishud
brown are now on the market (sce
reaypor, Fastuon oo, March 1959)

In addivon to the two suits shown on

suiv

Baler's “Astigea” tur-
nished brown Costi-
peatal suit kas 2hullen
jaciet, senipeak fagels,
slanted welt pachets,
sife vents, $125,

Southwick's bronze
trown Englisk worsied
st with vest has 3hut-
tom jacket with flap
pechets, center vent,
$115,

Neman Mlton's beath
brows inpacted tweed
sut has Jetien jacket
with lapped scams, lined
in caleetel sperts priat,
haoked vent, $100,

Lebow's deep bromn
striped Enitisk worsted
Conbiserts wail hs 3
covered buttons, fetach-
mie ool on sleeves,
sife vents, $135.

Mnteew Pallacl's deep
hrona weal worsted Con-
tinental suit has gold-
fmof 2Mutton jachst,
hacking welt pochets,
o breast pechket, $100.

FIVE URBAN ENSEMBLES IN THE NEW HUES

TIE

Daché’s copper all silk
tie, $7.50, ar Wenbiey's
“Golgen Howse™ olive
Ivy silk tie, $2.50,

Seidler's alive 2nd red
Paisley tie imported
from Italy, $1.50, or
Tayler's red and olive
sl Paisley tie, S2.90.

Wenbley's “Gobden This-
tle™ wovern jacguard 3l
over neat design i new
olive shafe, $5.

Wenbley's “Golden This-
tie” heayy quakity feu-
lard twill wilk Meck
Paisley design on 2 bur-
nished goid preved, §5.

Cosatess Man's dark
beown textied silk tie
with wowes pattem of
small rosas, $15

SHIRT

hysea's bamben colee
Continental-inspired
shirt with spread colly
and b cuffs, S5

H

of New Haven'y
oxford shirt
Inden coler, $E

|

Fatbaway's tan-striped
fine English breageloth
shirt, tab collar, deuble
culfs, $8.95.

Vin Heosen's “Super
Vaa'" fine white bemad
cloth shirt, reqular-poist
collar, geuble culfs,
$155.

Rrew's graystriped Dac-
ree and colten wash-
and wear skirt with me-
ditn-spread colla and
comvertible cuffs, $7.95.

SHOES

Nattheten's lightweight
Geepbrawn3 eyelet calt-
skin shocs with a
sguaredoll toe, §31.95.

Jobwston & Morphy's bar-
nished browe with black
Galway gram callskin
sheas, 3 2eykat phain-
fre hal, $34.95.

Feot-loy's sak Brows
llama 4eyclet plais tte
blucher, leather lined,
33195,

American Genllenaa's
burnished brown dress
ship-ea wilh dark cader-
tores along vamg, nar-
ow  decorative sty
and buckle, $13.95,

HAT

Cavanagh's “Emvoy” dark
Srowo sewoth feit hom-
barg with a black band,
curled brin, $20

Osbbs' “‘University”
Cuba tan smooth felt
k3t with 2 black beod,
rarrow bhom, $13,50.

lee's "Lurerme”™ el
wood calor beaver map
tat with a fancy preen
and red band, ermament,
16" enderveit pa brim,
$11.50

Cavanagh's “‘Downtum”
dark brosm smtatk felt
k3t with 2 black bamd,
dewnturn edgz on brim,
355.

Fnox' "2 dark beows
lightweight fexible
derky of smeoth fell
rarrew beim, $20.

s means that the overall tone s deep
bt Lag froom dead “There s abwo a real
richnes of good accessory colorns that
work remarkably well with the new
biown wones.

Lighter and hraghter ties provade just
the right cotor accent, and these include

Anct don’t be stodgy about your collar
stvle: the buttondown may be your old
stand-by —and a good-looking one in
deed = but vou should own o range of
atyles including the short point collar,
the round collar and the tab,

Whether you choose your suit in the

pages 4445, there are other excellent
chotces of brown tones avallable. Above
are suits thar veally point up brown as
new lorce for town wear, amd some
ACCCSsOnL g sugeestions as well
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PLAYBOY'’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK

BY PATRICK CHASE

I You'veE A aixp 1o visit the Meodier-
rancan come the fall, why not take a
look at Isracl? A room at a luxury resort
hotel roms under 10 bucks a day, and
there’s recenmtly been o 20-percent e
arease in the exchange rate for dollars,
Best part of all s that Isacl s sall vir
tually undisconered as 3 vacation mecea,
and you're teated like a most honored
visitor almest cvervwhere. Glim the spot
where David bopped Gohath. or the site
of the wedding at Cana — but thas is
fun country, ton. From fine mexlern
hotels hke the King David or the Prea.
dent (which his a good pool), the Dan
on the shore at Tel Aviv and the Accadia
at Hershiya, vou can go skindiving and
deepsea fishing, or watch a rendering of
Macbeth by the famous Habimah play-
ers, and follow that up with a snort at
a sidewalk café averlooking the Mediter-
rancan. You'll want wo suoll through the
huee nutdoor Canncl Markat an Tel
Awviv, amd stop for a while at the Cale
Cassit, Tavorite meeting place for writers
and showfolks, A startling sight in the
middle ol Jerusalem, and one ol us mwst
beautiful buildings, s, of all things, a
YMOA. The spiced and exote [oods of
the Fast are avatlable an Drael, and of
contrse vou'll want o try the kasher cui-
sing, which s not unlike that of central
Furope. Is a cultured, cosmopolitan
and truly different Land,

Should you prefer o see South Amer-
1ca at its best, we suggrest you head down
1o Lima, Peru, where the ginhs are among
the bestlooking and the best dressed in
all of Somth Amerca, N that sn't

cnough, bullfichting starts up agzan in
October — and the purses are fat enough
to draw the wop tident froan Europe and
Mexico. A short drve rom Lima nets
you the beach resorts at Ancon and Her-
radura, which boast two of the area's
better restaurants, the S.O.S, (despite s
Bandley and La Marscillaise,

Fall, («.p(-(i.tlh October, alw spm 1ls hig
doings in Europe, and the best way to
get i running start on seasonal events s
to climb aboard 2 Pan Am Bocing 707 et
lor an casy seven hour hop from New
York to Pans. The smart set’s bick m
town (packing the 1op hotels, il you're
wise, you Il try the smaller, savorous oncs
on the Lelt Bank) lor the Auto Show at
the Grand Salon Ocaober 110, the lash.
wnable Are de Trwomphe race in Long
champ on October 4 and the gala open-
ing of the Pans Opda, Then, s
London for the auto show at Earl’s Count
and the runnmng of the Cambridgeshire
at Newmarker on October 280 Amd don't
forger Mumich’s Oktoberlest, the biggest
heer-Brannshweiger-blonde  bash  of
them all.

Fall's also the best tmwe 1o get going
araund the world, the one trip that never
mvolves wirming baek or covening  the
same groundd twice. You cun make the
crcnit by air in 30 davs for under S2000,
or in 49 days for 52400, everything in.
clled,

For [uithey informution on any of the
above. write 1o Playboy Reader Serwice,
232 E. Olo St., Chicago 11, Hlinois,

NEXT MONTH:

THE MISS AMERICA JOKE BEAUTY CONTESTS' DECLINE AND FALL

PREZ -4 BLUES FOR THE LATE LESTER YOUNG

PLAYBOY’S PIGSKIN PREVIEW-—-GRIDIRON PROGNOSTICATIONS

HUMOR AND FICTION - BY ROGER PRICE AND ROBERT SHECKLEY
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STRAICHT souRBON WHISKEY

Walker’s DeLuxe —good as all outdoors! Golden grain.
Sparkling limestone water. Fragrance of good, clean wood. These, aged
togetherin charred cask, create the unforgettable flavor of this
great straight bourbon. Assuredly, no bourbon anywhere is more deluxe

than Walker’'s DelLuxe! SIRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY = 8 YEARS 010 « B6.8 PRUOF o HIRAN WALKER & SONS INC.. PEORIA, RLINDIS




JOUR DE LINDEPENDENCE DE IAUTOMOBILE,
OR HOW TO MAKE YOUR DRIVING FUN AGAIN!

Y7 W72
U T ICIC )z WHAT CAR COULD BE MORE USEFUL?
LOOK! 4 DOORS FOR EASY-IN, EASY-OUT. BIG 7 CU.FT. TRUNK. EASY-
ACCESS REAR ENGINE. ONLY 155 INCHES () OF CAR TO PARK AND

MANEUVER. SCOOT IN AND OUT OF HEAVY TRAFFIC EASILY!

LRUGALIT E:ge/ up o 40 mpq. Save

on all motor bills. Pay only small monthly pay -
ments. buy things yowve wanted (and postponed
till now) with your significant savings. =2

QUALITE’. FRENCH CRAFTSMANSHIP (RENAULT'S BEEN IN

PLUS PARISIAN ELEGANCE OF DESIGN. BEAUTIFUL LINES, 6 HANDSOME SOLID COLORS,
NO UNNECESSARY CHROME, FINS, ETC. REGULARLY SCHEDULED AIR-DELIVERY
OF PARTS FROM FRANCE TO OVER 850 AUTHORIZED RENAULT DEALERS (WITH FAC-
TORY-TRAINED SERVICE MECHANICS). STOP AT THE NEAREST AND SEE THE FUN
THAT'S WAITING FOR YOU. SUGGESTED RETAIL PRICE? $1645* POE, NEW YORK.

*ptus !'ramml.ocurmronumarmmﬂvoulmoeu.znmmzrrt.-nsuauu.ﬂc..1wmmamnﬁwmw.n.v.moumlmwrm

e THE CAR PIONEERING BUSINESS SINCE 1896)
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