ENTERTAINMENT FOR MEN DECEMBER ONE DOLLAR

SPECIAL CHRISTMAS GIFJ b H ANNIVERSARY 1SSUE

CHRISTMAS FEATURES
FACT & FICTION BY
JAMES THURBER
RAY BRADBURY
LUDWIG BEMELMANS
RUDY VALLEE
NELSON ALGREN
RICK RUBIN

GARSON KANIN

ART BUCHWALD
SHEPHERD MEAD
ERNIE KOVACS
HUGH M. HEFNER
PLUS “PLAYBOY'S.

CHRISTMAS CARTOONS
HUMOR & SATIRE BY
JULES - FEIFFER

SHEL SILVERSTEIN
ELDON DEDINI
ALBERTO VARGAS
GAHAN WILSON

E. SIMMS CAMPBELL
ERICH SOKOL

JOHN DEMPSEY
PHIL INTERLANDI
PLUS A SIX-PAGE
PLAYBOY PICTORIAL
ON ARLENE DAHL &
HOLIDAY PUNCH” A PHOTO UNCOVERAGE

& “THE CHRISTMAS - B OF “PLAYBOY’'S OTHER
DINNER FLAMBE” ~ -~ ~ " & B GIRLFRIENDS"—

BY THOMAS MARIO WITH B SOPHIA LOREN
NINE COLOR PAGES ‘ KIM NOVAK
OF CHRISTMAS GIFT - - BRIGITTE BARDOT

SUGGESTIONS FOR MEN ’ | ANITA EKBERG
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Promise her anything
but give her

ARPEGE

~ POWDERED ARPE

1. Arpege Perfume from §7.50
—in Purse Flacon (designed by Carlier) $4

2. Arpege Perfume Mist $5—200 sprays, refillable
3. Arpege Spray Mist $6—1000 sprays, refillable

fl 4. Powdered Arpege and Spray Mist Set $10-
;i 5. Powdered Arpege $5

3 6. Arpege Gift Set 36

1

7. Arpege Eau de Lanvin from $6

ALL FRICES FLUS TAZ

4 LANVIN
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Regular one-man-band this coat. Scotchgard®treated to give the brush-off to rain or snow. Acrylic pile lining zips in or out
to keep you in tune with the temperature. Short and trim, staccato-styled in fine Garbardine; new Fall iridescent shades like
Bone, Black, Olive, etc., $29.95 at swingin’ stores or write g H.1.S 16 East 34th Street, New York 16, New York.

it’s the end!

a! « S Tempo Weathercoat




HALF THE °FUN of receiving Chrisunas
presents is the surprise ol discovering
what lies hidden behind the gift wrap-
pings. We wrust you were pleasantly sur-
prised when you opened this special
Ninth Anniversary and Christmas Gift
Issue and beheld the hidden half of cover
girl Sheralee Conners. If you were also
surprised by the apparent absence of our
traditional pLaypoy rabbit on the front
cover, just a bare bit of hindsight is sure
to reveal him. Yes, there are indeed two
sides to this issue, although it's a heads-
or-tails toss-up as to which is most attrac-
tive.

To get our tricky cover shot(s). Staff
Photographer Pompeo Posar and lree-
lancer Bob Hart created identical back-
grounds by draping a 10-foot-long roll of
seamless paper in the shape ol a huge U,
then positioned Sheralee, a [ormer Play-
mate ol the Month (July 1961) and now
a Bunny at our Chicago Playboy Club,
in the exact center. Pecking our of the
background paper on both sides were
two identical cameras. To shoot all of
Sheralee at once, both cameras were syn-
chronized [or simultancous triggering by
strobe flash. Sounds simple ¢nough, but
it ook six hours and 15 rolls of filn
to get the exact results. We hope you're
flipped by this flip-side photo because
we've used the same idea with several
other pages in this issue 1o provide just
i [ew of the surprises in store lor you in

HEFNER

—

THURBER

this record-breaking (228-page) Yuletide
package.

Speaking of surprises, it comes as
no surprisc to us that discussions of
PLAYEOY's concept and philosophy have
become a national pastime, in the public
prints, at cocktail parties. during theater
intermissions and wherever else cosmopo-
lites exchange ideas. Now, alter hearing
quite a [ew people tell us what we are
all about, we think it high time for
PLAYBOY to speak up in its own behall.
Therefore, in this Ninth Anniversary
issue, prayvsoy Editor-Publisher Hugh
Hefner defines and explains The Play-
boy Philosophy in the first comprehen-
sive statement this magazine has ever
macde on 1ts concept, careation and credo.

While both our critics and our friends
(it is possible to be hoth) agree that
there is much more to rrLAysoY than
mects the eye, what meets the eye in the
girl department this month represents
several million dollars’ worth of talent.
Visualize: A six-page spread ol exclusive
photos of ravishing Arlene Dahl in noth-
ing more than a negligible negligee, shot
especially for us by artlul Frank Eck in
Arlene’s own Beverly Hills boudoir;
cight additional color pages featuring
Playboy's Other Girlfriends, 13 ol the
world’s most exciting show business beau-
ties (including Sophia Loren, Anita
Ekberg, Brigitte Bardot and Kim Novak)
who have appeared in praysoy during

BEMELMANS

PLAYBILL

our first unforgettably exciting nine
years; and, of course, our Playmate of the
Month wiple-fold photo [eaturing gift-
laden June Cochran. Visualize all that if
you can. Better yet, see for yoursell.

Besides an eyeful you'll also get an
carful in this bulging holiday issuc as
that bulging genius, Jackie Gleason, be-
stows his gift of gab on one and all in
an exclusive Playboy Interview. We got
to The Greatest — as Gleason calls him-
self — shortly after his $90,000 Great
Train Ride, a low-flying rail tour to tout
his new TV show. But as much terri-
tory as that fantastic train trip covered,
Gleason’s runaway interview covers cven
more.

Among the literary gifts presented
herein are several very special surprises,
including a hitherto unpublished story
by the late James Thurber. A tumultuous
tale of a Thurberesque hero who gives
two [rustrated lovers a gilt of time and
privacy, Brother Endicott was stll on
Thurber’s writing table at the time of
his death. His widow, aware of our ad-
miration for the gentle humorist, made
the story available to us for first publica-
tion. It will appear in Credos and Curios,
a new Thurber collection to be pub-
lished by Harper & Row.

Our Christmas [east ol hction con-
tinues with Gala at the Tour d’Argent,
a mouth-watering account of a seductive
rendezvous in onc of France's finest




Ji118YA 19

restaurants, as experienced by the late
Ludwiz Bemelmans’ wondrously naive
heroine. There’s no need to unwrap Gala:
she's the loveliest (and hungriest) strip-
per who ever worked the bistro section
of Paris’ Ile de la Cité, where Bemel-
mans himsell operated a small but cele-
brated cabaret.

Christmas, ol course, is the season for
fond reunions and hence a very htting
time to welcome back to our pages our
longtime science-fiction wizard, Ray Brad-
bury, whose Machineries of foy bears a
special message of peace on carth be-
latedly learned by three clerics who
argue the merits of man’s invasion of
God's heavens. Ray tells us that his
novel, Fahrenheit 431 (rravsoy, March,
April and May 1954} is being filmed in
France this winter by Francois Trultaut,
director of The 400 Blows, and that his
Martian Chronicles is being produced on-
stage in Paris with a cast that includes
both live actors and giant marionettes.

Joining our Yule reunion is [ellow
Chicagoan Nelson Algren, whose haunt
ingly humorous and poctic ruminations
on i knockabout boyhood in these parts
light up The Father and Son Cigar,

a chapter from his forthcoming sem
fictional memoir, Who Lost an Amert-
can?, to be published early next vear
by Macmillan.
Here, oo,

is Garson Kanin, distin-

ALGREN

suished playwright (Born Yesterday, Do
Re Mi), divector (Diary of Anne Frank,
They Knew What They Wanted) and
screenwriter (Adam’s Rib, Pat and Mike),
whose short story None But (he Brave
proves there is more than one kind of
courage when the protagonist, having
bravely suffered in battle, lacks the counr-
age to face the loss ol ¢ither of the two
women in his lile. Another old iriend,
internationally syndicated columnist Art
Buchwald. takes us backstage with his
nifty twists on Greal Stovies from Showbiz.

Also on hand for our Christmas home-
coming are satirical cartoonists  Jules
Feiffer (who reverses the trend toward
automation with a touching tale of a
lonely Lonely Machine), Eldon
Dedini (who assaults the giving season
with a bit of saurical gilt rapping). Shel
Silverstein (with a highly contagious case
of Tecvee Jeebies) and brain-cellmates
Harvey Kurtzman and Will Elder (who
take our own Little Annie Fanny to the
wildest office party ever).

As always, there are some new [aces
around our festive board. Rick Rubin.
a 3l-year-old [rec-lancer. provides our
lead hction with Winter in This Lati-
tude, in which a harried status secker
secedes [rom lile to find — or is it to lose?
— ils mean The story. says Rubin.
“inspired me to spend last winter vica-
tioning from life and other scrious mat-

VEry

RANIN

FEIFFER

ters by skiing in Aspen.” New to our
pages but not to our readers, Rudy
Vallee joins us with How to Succeed in
How to Succeed, a candid and often
biting account of the rocky road 1o his
smish Broadway comeback. Rudy reprises
his entire career ina new book. My Time
Is Your Time, soon due from Obolensky.

Although Ernie Kovacs is no longer
with us in body, he is certainly still pres-
ent in spirit. and we can almost hear him
cutfawing with glee over his myopic,
spit-curled creation, Percy Llewelyn Dove-
tonsils, landing another ol his preposter-
ous poems on our pages. This time
Dovetonsils-Kovacs, author of such for-
gsewable poems as Does the DC-8 Eat Iis
Young? and For Shame, John Wikkes
Booth!, oflers Ode to a Housefly, whose
epic hero had the clfrontery to land
in Kovacs' drink. The Ode was sent to us
by Ernic¢ just a short time before his
death.

More Christmas surprises await you as
vou open our neatly packaged nine-page
assortment  of  eminently  presentable
Christmas gifts, heed Fashion Divector
Robert L. Green's sapient suggestions lor
Gifting the Girls, warm to Food Lditor
Tom The Chryistas
Dinner Flambé, sample The Playboy
Punch Bowl, and seutle back for a hely
holiday helping of our customary fea-
tures, cartoons and reviews, Good Yule!

Mario's menu for

BLUCHWALD




A surprise to the man who thinks socks are just socks,
That's the “‘Crew-Sader™'' by Interwoven. Your feet float in
the cushioned softness of hi-bulk Orlon® acrylic and nylon.
And the “Crew-Sader' really stays up — even countless

washings won't change its shape or expensive feel. Perfect
for town or country. The “‘Crew-Sader’” stretch sock (one
size fits all)—another reason why more and more men
are buying more Interwoven socks every day. $1.50 pair.

Xnterwoven:

THE GREATEST NAME IN SOCKS
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FOR THOSE WHO ENJOY THE TASTE OF GOOD WHISKEY
Discover, during this convivial season, why so many experienced
highballers stay with 7-Up. Why? Seven-Up guarantees a man-
type drink! Hearty. Full-flavored. It's a whiskey flatterer (not

y a flattener). Seven-Up coaxes out all the good whiskey flavor,
m IX e l smooths it. But just sip a 7-Up highball —tasting is believing!

Copyright 1902 hy The Seve n-Up Company
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PLAYBOY

Music for Listening, Dancing and Romancing—for

JACKIE GLEASON

416. JACKIE GLEASON. APHRO-

DISIA. Originals

for lovers.

Seraglio, Rup lu!e Glamour,

Violet Mist,

Pink Chaffon, 6 ofl

with
Da

526. VIC DAMONE. LIN-
GER AWHILE. The
“Lively awin

Frsliian e
One Love, Deep Might.
Change Poriners. more.

525.DINO. Decn Martin's
lnnq nwtﬂl ﬂ"um of

Italien love s : Mon
Dimenticor, Purdol!. 10
more,

519. TRAVIS! Songs wril-
ten, sung ond played
the greot Me Travis:
Cincinnati Llov, Divarce
Me .D., Fol Gol.
more of his besl.

JUDY GARLAND

324A & 324B. JUDY GARLAND AT

CARNEGIE HALL.

¥y OF THE

l{;e Velvet,

386. KAY STARR: JAZZ
SINGER. Great up-beot
Starr stylings. MHord
Hearted Honnoh, My Mon,
My Horey's Lovin' Arms,
Sundoy, B mare.

432. THE BEST OF BUKE
ELLINGTON. Biock And Ton
Fantosy. Corovan, Flo-
minge, Satin Dell, Possion
Flower, Bokiff, others.

392. MILES DAVIS. BIRTH
COO0L. Also Koi
Winding, J. J. Johnson,
Garry Mulligan ond others
in 11 “coal” tunes. Mon-
oural only.

The big best-

selling smash hit ocross the na-

tion! Enjoy the **

greatest eve-

ning in show business history’”.
Hear 2B exciting !omi;s——us only
Judy can sing them!
(2-Record set —
Counts as 2 selections.)

FRANK SINATRA

425. THE LETTERMEN. A 144, ﬂ.!!’ WARM. DEAN 390. FRANK SINATRA, MO 154, Fnﬁ'l' LEE. BASIN

S0MNG FOR YOUNG LOVE. MARTIN. Dean sings ond ONE CARES. Stormy S’R[E‘f EAST. Cotch her
Fil Be Soring You, In Frank Sinotra conducts Weother, A Cotloge For clubperformonce of Faver.,
The Still Of The Night, the orchestra in “slespy” Sole, Hera's Thot Roiny The Second Time Around.

Dreomer, Vaolley High. tunes: Sleepy Tima Gol, Doy, Whers Do You Go. Them Thare Eyes, Yes.
B more romontic bollods. 11 more.

T more Indeed, 11 mors.

PEGGY LEE

431. PEGGY LEE.
Maognificent, misty-eyed per-
formances: As Time Goes By,
Say It Isn't So, Maybe It's Be-

cauvse, 9 mere of her best,

IF YOU GO.
509. | CRY BY NIGHT. Koy 381. TENNESSEE ERMIE J82. TENNESSEE ERMNIE 196. PEGCY LEE. LATIN A
Sk:rr s 1olid vocolizing of FORD sings CIVIL WAR FORD sings CIVIL WAR LA LEE. The intimate voice

P.5. 1 Love You, My Kindo SOMGS OF THE NORTM. The SONGS OF THE SDUTN. goes Afro-Cubon in Clest
leve, 10 other Storr- Faded Coot Of Elus; Just Dixie, Gocber Peos, The Mognifique, Hey There,
styled hits. Bufore The Bottle; 10 more. Bonnie Blue Flog. ¥ others. The Parly's Over, ¥ more.

night
poople

junce
christy

415. RAY ANTHONY. THE 440. CLIFFIE S'!IINE FRE- 422. LAURINDO ALMEIDA. 334 JUNE CHRISTY. EAL. 338. DEAN MARTIN. THIS 433 TEX RITTER. LINCOLM
TWIST. Let's Twist, Bunny SENTS THE ORIGINAL iEvERIE FOR SPAMISH LADS FOR HIGHT PECPLE. TIME I'M SWINGIN' ... HYMNS, Lincoln's favaorite
Hop Twist, Bookend Fwist, COUNTRY SING-R-LONG: ITARS 11 clossical Sewitched, Kiisin® Bug, Meon To Me, Samedcy reodings sung—The Secred
Mexicon Hal Twist, Peter 32 songs-by-the- fue 1o worin by Ravel, Dabussy, Make love To Me, Shodow Just In Time, | urst, A w Below,
Gunn Twist, & more. worm things up o bit! Tehoikovsky, cthers. Woman, 7 cther feverites. True Love, 7 more. more. Eloguent...moving!

DINAH SINGS

PREVIN
PLAYS

- 3
I

471. HANK THOMPSON. AN Y | k

OLD LOVE AFFAIR. NI!! i I 1 : E k PLEYS —
Oid Figme, I'll Be Around, [Bus Y - i ;

Just A Little While. $ morg

“torch”’ numbers. -

songs in o mid- SENTS THE UNITED STATES.
. might mosd: It Hod To Be Offbect funl Pilgrim's
You, Agril In Paris, Man Progrens, Boston Tea Porly,

Michoel, Lulloby, Sphinx,
I Love, B others. 8 cthar grect spools

Heortoches, 8 others.

FRANK SINATRA

417. FRANK SINATRA. SWINGIN’

AH SESSIONI All time favorites.
OOWNWE'M-?-;. It All Depends On You, Al-
C?:‘:n- ways, Blue Heaven, Paper

430. DINAN SHORE. DINAH 479, JONEH JONES. JUMP- 232 CNA CHA! BILLY May. 1. GERSH“IN His most
IN' WITH A SHUFFLE. The You've heard In The fomous works—Rhapsody

guoriet goes to fown with Msed, Flyin' Home, Tux- in Blue ond An American

: One For My Boby, lory edo Junchion, Bijou, 12h in Foris. L dP
fina In The Morning, 10 Moon, 8 mere gassers. River, Dreom, Misty, B Strest Rag—but naver like T.«T Tl‘.: Plom oo, ot
more by Dinah. more. this. 7 more Cha Chaosl Symphony.

HerBery Von FanA N
MaZaHy Sy PHONEeS

524. PEE WEE HUNT'S 454, NOLLYWODO BOWL 802. VON KARAIAN. MO- 448. FARON YOUNKG. THE
SATURDAY NIGHT DANCING SYMPHONY. STARLIGHT ZART SYMPHOMIES. Mo. YOUMG APPROACH. Hix
PARTY. Honeysuckle Rose, FANTASIE. Miklos Rozsa 3B in D Mojor {Progue’']; most pnpdr.-r hits: Bock
Dinoh, Cogquetle, Morgie, conducts Tchoikoviky, Mo. 39 in E Flot Mojor. frock, Goin® Steady, 10
B more foot-toppers. Liszt, Brohms, Enesceo. Philhormonia Orchestro.  mere for FerenYoungfonsi

BIG FIANG [ BIG BAND /
BIG SOUND [ LEE EVANS

NAT KING COLE

368. NAT KING COLE, Dreom
musicol memories of The T oucl
Of Your Lips, Not So Long Ago,
Illusion, | Remember You,
Funny, 7 more.

342, JUDY! THAT'S ENTER- 145. DINAH, YES INDEED! 503. BIG l’llill!f!l: BAND/ 715.REGIMENTAL MARCHES
TAINMENT. Judy Gorlond Dinoh Shore sings golden BIG SOUMD. Len Evons OF THE BRITISN ARMY.
wings: If | love Agoin, melodies. Folling fn Love with o bright, brisk treat. The Royal Military Schocl

Davil Moon, Alone With love, Where Or ment of Trolley Song, of Music thrills with John
Together, Who Cores?. When, love It Here To Blow Gobriel Blow, 10 Pesl, Rids The Volky-
Yes, & more. Stoy, ¥ more. other fovorites. ries, 27 more,

The greatest names in music are stars of The Capitol




Playboys and their Playmates! ‘g
choose any FlVE albums

...only 97¢

when you become a trial member of the Capitol Record Club and agree
to buy only six future selections, from the several hundred available
Capitol and Angel Alhums to be offered you, during the next 12 months.

Many of these hit albums have never before been
offered to Playboy readers by any record club!

GUY LOMBARDO
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DRIFTING AND DEEAMING
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241. TEX RITTER. BLOOD 355. GEORGE SHEARING. 478.0RIFTING AND OREAM-

THE SADDLE. Bury Me THE SHEARING TOUCH. ING: GUY LOMBARDD. 12
Mot On The Lons Praide, Supeib stylegs of Mofo, pseon voyages to en-
Billy The Kid. Streels of M-'ifr Bewitched, Honey. chonted ploces: Horbor
Lorsdo sung by the fovor-  suckle Rose, 7 more. With l.ipl-h sle of Copri,
ite of the West. Billy Moy strings. others.

200. JOMAH JOMNES.

SWINGIN® ‘ROUND THE
WORLD. Forts of coll from

Rome to Shanghai. April

In Poris, Arrivederei Rema,
aril, ¥ more.

JORAH
QUARTET

RODGERS anc
HAMMERSTEINS

Tﬁf FOUR FHESHI‘:‘IEN JONAH JONES

518. BROADWAY SWINGS AGAIN. _. ; ! KINGSTON IRID
ABO0. THE FOUR FRESHMEN, The Jonah Jones Quintet with 166. FREC WARING. DO 102. CARDUSEL, Movie ?Pﬂ. lg’.lNGSTIIN ‘I'Itlﬂl; ft;l.OSE_
THE FRESHMAN YEAR. 12 uncanny rhythms ond subtle YOU REMEMBER? The sound Wrack. with Gardon FROM TH L songs never before re-
{omontic onex Mr oy beats: Put On A Happy Foce, Fenenylvansans ioke you Mackoe ond Shirley Jones. corded: Soil Away, Ken Ko-
Foper Moon, mere. 11 other hit show tunes. Remariber, Stordost, For Miter Soow, Yool Mever ith from 1his gy Br. rango, Jesse James, Weeping

Willow, Glorious Kingdom, etc.

Kenton's
_'ldest Side Story

Ms And My Gol, more.  Wolk Alone, others. woy musicol stoge wueces.

HANK THOMPION
AT THL GOLDEN NUGREY

v 435. JOMAH ICMES. GREAT
DRUMS! Billy Moy, Les INSTRUMENTAL HMITS.
Baxter ond others in o Lishon Antigua, Cherry
dertling percussion pro- Pink. ¥ more—with swing-
grom| (MonauralorSterea) in’ chorole riffs |

360. STAN KENTOM. WEST 453 HANK THOMPSOM

SIDE STORY, Thrilling jozr 'lll! l:ol.lltu nUBGtI!l".
warsion of the itoge and “live

sereen  hit: Morio, | Feel
Pratty, Cool, 7 cthen V‘ ll H’uni ‘lonk G‘r!

e 1 ﬂ-m
moph obilu m q‘vlm:.iallls

wiLson Ni{l

DAKOTA STATON  GEORGE SHEARING

2 : 418. DAKOTA STATON AT STORY- 434. GEORGE SHEARING. SAT“":' ;
VILLE. Her first “on stage’’ al- AFFAIR. The quintet wit -
508, SENSATIOMNAL. Les 517. DANCE TO THE MU! 5 OWHS. IN'S
Bouier's piono, chorus OF SAIL RaY Tt e buml Mean & Evil Blues, Easy strings—Star Dust, My Romance, ;fn%li:g:s'ui ﬁ'n.q“ ;Ilaumé«?m‘ il
?nl nrd;‘mhn in ;Iﬂ;‘mn Ioev fnd his Isyi:_ryfbnn'(‘u To Love, 10 more greats. The Party’s Over, Eorly Avu- stylings ef 12 from 'lln Quintet plays — Noncy
waves, Never on Sundoy, estros  highlight  1he % ila 2iny
el e B B bt 8 clher oot Bviinds AL T Bl

Boxter orrongements. smath musical show,

REDNICHOIS
arwi the Frve Permies

1.

e .. s

237. RAY ANTHOMY. OREAM 485, VIKING! Hollywood 179. RED MICHOLS. DIXIE- 514, SING-A-R 521. VIVE LA FRANCE. Tho 510, NANCY WILSOM/CAN- 511A. E 5118. THE STORY 779A & 7798. THE MIKADOD,
DANCING MEDLEY. A new Bowl Symphony ploys 11 LAND DINNER DANCE. BRTHUR mnrnngs.n A".',',': fomed Roger Wogner Cho- NONBALL unnm"r; EY. TELLER. A SESSION WITH Gilbert and Sullivan. Hear
elbum in the *'Dreom’'* mosterworks by 4 Scon- The Five Pennies swing o miscellony of group-sing- rale with rousing, remen- Teaming up to give you CHARLES LAUGHTON. A the biting wit and
serios, it Hod To 8e You. dinovion composers: lo corte: Jo-Do, Septem. ing fovorites—Row, Row, fic ond previnciel songs: | Con't Gef Storted, Hop- dramatic :eil-ﬂmn of snchonting mutic of the
Scon, The Mon | Love, Grieg, Halvorsen, Sin- ber Song. Ballin The Jack, Row Your 8aol, Frers Lo Morseilloie, Aupres py Talk, Unit 7 — A Clu-r les Loughtan's mas- s:«:md- n_a bnﬁ-eﬂ!
Mine, 26 marel ding, Jornefelr. 10 mare greol hits. Jocgues, 16 more, de ma Blends, 12 more. numbars in oll, N"-“'-'"’ﬂ" = poswry,

plays, humor, clossics, swmnﬂmduhvﬁl
Record Club! Fill out attached reply card—mail today! ::‘::::,,,:::r“' pdecs Loas Sau o “““
CAPITOL RECORD CLUB, OEFPARTMENT 5354, SCRANTON S, PA. :e:mmunl!su‘ “ﬂ.'ﬁlctﬂ - :'ﬂ%
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bee in her bonnet.

All new from stem to stern.

Candid advice to the gal who has accepted an invitation to share a test ride in the new MGB for *63. If he
wants to bet that your hairdo will stay done, don’t bet. He’ll simply wind up the windows. If he says that he
can easily top a 100, he’s right. Don’t worry. Remember, the MG is the *“Safety-fast” car. When
he balks at letting you drive, don’t argue. Let him have his fun. Just smile to yourself and enjoy
all the luxurious passenger conveniences instead. After all your BMC dealer is an understanding
guy. He'll be glad to arrange a test-drive just for you. Warning: Once in, you won't want out.

Product of The British Motor Corporation Ltd., makers of MG, Austin Healey, Sprite, Morris and Austin cars.
Represented in the United States by Hambro Autornotive Corporation, 27 West 57th Street, New York 19, N.Y.
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STIRLING ACHIEVEMENT
Thank you so much for the article on
my son Stirling. Both my wile and I are
very impressed with the way in which
the material has been presented. Please
congratulate Mr. Purdy and tell him
that. in my opinion. his very excellent
picce of writing should be considered as
the nucleus for a book.
Allved E. Moss
Bauersea, England
1 s

This must be one of the best pieces
vet written about Grand Prix racing and
surely is the most penctrating and au-
thoritative one about its foremost ex-
ponent. Stirling Moss. [ think hen
Purdy knows Moss better than almost
anyone, and I know that Stirling has a
oreat regard for Purdy. The article is
superb. I join Stirling’s countless friends
in wishing him a quick and complete
recovery and a speedy return to his
life's work.

Cameron R. Argetsinger,

Executive Director
Watkins Glen Grand Prix Corporation
Watkins Glen, New York

Expert accolades were really heaped
on  your nugazing when Competition
Press noted that Purdy’s Moss artde
was “by Lar the best thing cver writren
on Moss, and could very well be the best
‘think piece’ ever written about road
l'ill'l!l;_'].

Arthur Marcus
Los Angeles, Calilornia

It was a real pleasure to read Ken
Purdy's graphic article about Stirling
Moss: it is unquestionably one of the
finest I have ever read about any race
driver. writers have been able to
desaribe the philosophy of a champion
in any branch ol sports so vividly or
authentically: I enjoyed every word of it

Al Bloemker

Indianapolis Motor Speedway
Corporation

Speedway, Tudiana

Few

Having read the Surling Moss article,
I must say that I am impressed. I Ken
Purdy really did it all on the strength
of a three-hour taped conversition with

Moss, he must be a genius; but even il
he ook much longer, it is a most clfec-
tive piece of work.

Richard Bensted-Smith, Editor

The Motor

London, England

Like Purdy, I think that Moss is the
greatest driver, and a genius in a world
ol mediocrity, albeit a very high stand-
ard of mediocrity. His desariptions of
some of our experiences in the Mille
Miglia road race in [taly bring back
happy memories, but 1 would like to
enlarge on one detail. During practice
we had evolved a signal Tor approaching
blind hill-brows that meant  “Dead
straight, full throttle,” and while wait-
ing lor the start, Moss said not to worry
if he lifted ofl slightly when I gave him
such a signal, because he had “no in-
tention of taking blind brows at 170-
175 mph. Not that a crash at 160 will
be any better than at 170, but | shall
feel better about ic” Throughout the
1000 miles he took every brow I sig-
naled absolutely flatout, not flexing his
foot on the throutle for a Iraction of a
second. Aflter the race 1 reminded him
about what he had said at the start, and
his reply was typical: “I got in the spirit
of the thing.” I enjoyed Purdy’s analysis
of why people race cars, and why some
are better than most. It all made good
SENsC 10 me.

Denis Jenkinson
Crondall, Hampshire, England
I just read Ken Purdy’s article on
Stirling Moss while glancing through the
magizine al m What a
gas — the best article 1 ever read on
anvbody, anvwhere. I'm in love with
Moss after just reading about him. It's
no mystery o me why his girls don’t
mind about other girls — there seems to
be enough ol him to go around.

Magey Landon

Tahoe Valley, California

[ella’s house.

I think pravieoy will be interested in
knowing what Sports Editor Ed McGrath
ol the Spartanburg Journal had o say
in his column about Ken Purdy’s Surling
Moss picce. Keep in mind that this is
stock-car country where loreign iron and
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RESEARCH MAKES THE DIFFERENCE
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The gift of a SONY at Christmas is more than a token. It is a
thoughtful expression, to be treasured forever, for SONY is tran-
sistor electronics at its finest. Micro-TV, only 8 Ibs., is fully tran-
sistorized, and barely larger than a telephone. Operating on its
own rechargeable battery pack, auto/boat battery or AC, it can
be carried easily to any room in the house or outdoors. Use it in
the back of the car or on a boat. Remarkable direct-view picture
is brighter and sharper than anything you’ve seen before. In lim-
ited supply at selected dealers, only the discriminating few can
give a Micro-TV. List $229.95. Rechargeable battery pack $39.95.

OUTSTANDING SONY TRANSISTOR RADIOS

TR-620—6-transistor pocketable TFM-95 — S.transistor FM/AM

with amazing inverted cone portable doubles as car radio
speaker, Complete with battery, with optional bracket. Complete
earphone, case. List $22.95. with batteries. List $79.95. Car

bracket $12.95.

TR-817—8-transistor pocketable
with RF stage and tone control.
“gn-off" button, tuning meler.
With battery, earphone, case,
antenna. List $39.95.

SONY CORP. OF AMERICA 514 Broadway, New York 12, N.Y.

its chaufleurs are looked at somewhat
askance. 1 quote: “Not only does author
Purdy examine the warp and wool of the
incredible Stirling Moss but he e¢ncom
passes the whole of a way ol life far out
ol wouch with the ordinary desires and
urges of the more pedestnian among us.
Stirling Moss: A Nodding Acquainlance
with Death is required reading for every
follower of the sport of racing.™

James Short

D:linglon, South Carolina

As one ol Surling Moss” closest [riends,

1 would like to thank prayvsoy and Mr.

Purdy for presenting the huest article on

him that I have cver read. The au-

thentidity. depth and background color

have given the reader an inside view ol

a truly great man and a very misunder-
stood sport.

Herbert R. Jones

London, England

I never before really understood why
men so cheerfully risked their lives lor
what seemed mere sport. 1 understand
now.

Ethel Warner
Little Rock, Arkansas

A PULPABLE HIT
CHARLES BEAUMONT'S “THE BLOODY

PULEPS 1S THE FIRST CONSTRUCTIVE FRONT
AGAINST TELEVISION VI READ. A FEW
MORE SEMINARS ON NICK CARTER, FRED
FEARNOT. LIBERTY BOYSs OF .Tli. DIAMOND
JIM BRADY, FRANK MERRIWELL, ETC., AND
YOU MAY SUCCEED IN WINNING OUR TV
GAPERS BACK 10 A LITERATURE THAT
HELPED BUILD THIS REPUBLIC.

BEN HECHT

BEVERLY HILLS, CALIFORNIA

The Bloody Pulps was a lovely bit of
nostalgia for men in my creak-bracket.
H. Allen Smith
Mount Kisco, New York

It is always a pleasure to relive the
pleasanter aspects of one’s youth. and
Charles Beaumont has delightfully re-
created an era in fine detail.

Ernest Donney
Los Angeles, California

Charles Beaumont’s The Bloody Pulps
vaised a lump in my throat and brought
a tear to my eye. It was like suddenly
remembering an old friend of the fam-
ily. 1 was hooked on at least five that
the writer mentioned and one that he
didn’t — Flynn's Detective.

Jack Lobel
Ottawa, Canada

I got quite a kick out of The Bloody
Pulps by Charles Beaumont. Many peo-
ple have written about various aspects



DON'T BE VAGUE... ASK FOR HAIG & HAIG = BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, B6.8 PROOF » BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND = RENFIELD IMPORTERS. LTD, N.Y.

i -
; oL | Lo f T
“That's what = °
I've been
telling you.”

=
tastes the way more people want their scotch to taste
HAI G & HAI Uncommonly good, superbly smooth, supremely mellow.lt has the original flavor that
made scotch whisky famous all over the world. No finer whisky goes into any bottle.
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FOR EXTRA DRY MARTINIS

Calvert

# Gin #

DIETILLED AMD BOTTLED BY

CALVERT DISTILLING CO.

BALTIMORE, MO LOLISVILLE, RY
PISTILLED FAOM AMERILAN GRAIN

90 FROOF

FOR A SPARKLING GIN & TONIC

EtnsEL

| make magic
with martinis

30 PROOF

i\

Want a martini that's out of this world? Try

a Calvert martini. I'm not just “extra dry’. ..
I'm 100% dry.

DISTILLED FROM 1009 AMERICAN GRAIN. 90 PROOF. CALVERT DIST. CO.N.Y.C.

of the pulp magazines. but to date no
one has written a truly significant dung
about the market as I saw it. For ten
vears, 1 averaged having a novelette in
the mail every third day, despite the Fact
I was practicing law at the time, working
in court during the day and pounding
out stories at night. My own experience
indicates that a very large number ol
business and professional men got their
relaxation from the pulp magazines. |
received all sorts ol lewers from bankers,
sSurgeons, cto., who wanted real esGpe
literature, 1 agree with My, Beaumont
that the horror covers on  magazines
contributed greatly to the downfall of
the pulps. I protested vehemently to the
publishers at the time, but as long as
they could get a 15 percent circulation
increase by putting a horror cover on
a respectable magazine, they went in for
horror covers. Then all of a sudden, in
revulsion, the public turned against the
whole business. 1o was a [ascinating era
while it lasted.

Erle Stanley Gardner

Temecula, California

MILES
I found vour Playboy Inlerview with

AMiles Davis extremely interesting. Such
articles as this shed much light on the
[actors involved in the shaping ol an
artist of Miles” stature. My congratula-
tions: I know Aliles is not the most
approachable ol jazzmen. I can only siay
1 wish I'd had it for Down Beal.

Don DeMlichael, Editor

Down Beal

Chicago, 1linois

Reading Miles' abrasively honest coni-
ments at that length was a thorough
pleasure.

Nat Hentoll
New York, New York

Having long been an enthusiastic ad-
mirer ol Miles, the musician, 1 was
surprised 1o discover that Miles. the
man, is quite a man. In his own way,
he has given insight into a rather touchy
subject and I am impressed.

Bruce W. Reisman
Coconut Grove, Florida

Miles deplores prejudice but is evi-
dently an accomplished practitioner of
Crow Jim. Last November, 1 [ound my-
sell elbow-to-¢lbow with Miles in San
Francisco's Jazz Waorkshop and I made
the mistake of complimenting him on
his work and thanking him flor the
pleasure he had given me through his
plaving over the years. | was sober and
sincere, but 've never gouen such a
hostile stare in my life. He ignored my
remarks and wrned his attention to the
backbar.

Bill Dyer

Berkeley, Illinois
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Whet her appetite for all the glittery things to follow with the great taste of a
Chesterfield King. 21 great tobaccos make 20 wonderful smokes. By the carton,
that's 200 wonderful smokes—tobaccos too mild to filter, pleasure too good to
miss. Here's an extra gift in extraordinarily good taste, and worth at least a hug.

sonvse e | GHEOIERFIELD KING

- "!(aJ(Lru: g'u:(urr/a -

TOBACCOS ARE |

CHESTWERENER IP oo '




£0 AND 100 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. ©STE. PIERRE SMIRNOFF FLS_, {DIV. OF HEUBLEIN). HARTFORD, CONNECTICUT, 1962

THE ONE GIFT THAT LEAVES 'TEM BREATHLESS!
Just what every man wants for Christmas—a bottle of Smirnoff Vodka. No other gift of liquor
makes best wishes so delicious. For Smirnoff Martinis, Sours and Highballs. For Screwdrivers,
Bloody Marys and Gimlets. Giving Smirnoff is almost as rewarding as getting it. (No more guessing
which \\‘hiske}' to give.) Smooth, flawless Smirnoff® is America’s vodka choice all vear. And all

the smarter as a gift in its handsome holiday ecarton.

_ P
it leaves you breathless mirn

ar lal = WORLD"'S LARGEST SELLING VODIKA



The Miles interview was a wonderful
sequel to Nat Hentoff's Through the
Racial Looking Glass [July 1962). It is
indeed something to find so many Ne-
grocs in high places who are less and less
concerned with the proper display of
discretion and show of deference toward
their white American compatriots.

Rudolph Cook
Portland. Oregon

If vour first Playboy Inierview is an
indication — based solely on the effect
it had on me —of what you plan [or
subscquent subjects ol the [feature, it
cannot help but succeed.

Joseph R. Pelletier
Olympic Valley, California

I hope Mr. Davis continues the way
he's going. There should be more artists
who don't feel that they have to give
their whole lives to the Great American
Public. If Miles ever runs lor office or
anything, he’s got my vote. I don't re-
member when I've read such a good and
unphony Interview.

Walt Hartlage
Minneapolis, Minnesota

Reading Miles Davis’ statement in
rLAYBOY won't make me come to sce
him when he plays Philadelphia again.
I've seen him walk off the stage alter
the opening bars of a song and stay off
for the remainder of the set. However,
reacling his words did make me form a
new opinion of him as an individual.
As a Negro, I understand his anger. And
he has dignity. Too bad he can’t bottle
it and pass it around.

Dan Evans
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

Were I clergyman or crapshooter, the
only thing I'd add to what Miles Davis
says would be “Amen!” Being a trum-
peter mysell, T can vouch for the preju-
dice in studio-musician jobs. He hit
home in so many ways, I felt like I was
standing in the colored waiting room ol
a Mississippi bus terminal.

Charles E. Jones
Los Angeles, California

Congratulations are in order to both
Miles, for being himsell, and 1o PLAVBOY
lor getting there fustest with the mostest.

Carl F. Karkutt
Plainficld, New Jersey

THIN RED LINE-UP

Having been completely caught up in
the first two installments of James Jones’
The Thin Red Line in pravsoy, 1 felt
my literary judgment vindicated (and
rLAYBOY's, too) when I read the review
of the book by eminent historian and
critic Maxwell Geismar in The New
York Times. When Geismar said that

This Season....
Make Your Gift An Event!

Records are smart and sophisticated gifts, but Verve Records are events.
And the music in their grooves is jazz that grabs the highest ratings and
starts the trends. Like JAZZ SAMBA (V/V6-8432), the Stan Getz collabora-
tion with Charlie Byrd. That one started the whole Bossa Nova thing. And
like RHYTHM IS MY BUSINESS (V/V6-4056). It's Ella singing the end,

IR11 SHIER ¢ STAR GET2 : CESBUIE BYER

RHYTHM IS
& MY BUSINESS

just as she always does. Then there’s EMPATHY (V/V6-8497), a set of
crisp blowing by Bill Evans, Shelly Manne, Monty Budwig, and nobody
else. None needed. It's the jazz meeting of the year. And Johnny Hodges
...his is the soft and sensual sound on alto sax. Hear it glow on THE

JOHNNY
HODGES

a \ ELEVENTH
HOUR

SHELLY MANNE/BILL EVANS with Moaty Budwig
EMFATHY

ELEVENTH HOUR (V/V6-8492), perfect backdrop for your eleventh hour,
And how about Cal Tjader? Bossa Nova at its finest is on Cal's CONTEM-
PORARY MUSIC OF MEXICO AND BRAZIL (V/V6-8470). And from the
World of Wit, laugh along with Jonathan. Winters, that is. ANOTHER DAY,

Ve JONATHAN WINTERS

R DAY ‘amu HER WORLD

CAL TIADER PLAYS i
THE CONTEMPORARY MUSIC |
OF MEXICO AND BRAZIL

®- =

ANOTHER WORLD (V-15032) is his zaniest yet, complete with Maude
Frickert, Igor, the little people, and all your other favorites. Make your

gift to someone important this season a real event. Give Verve Records.

And add yourself to your list. These are too good to miss!

@ THE JAZZ OF AMERICA IS ON VERVE
THE WIT OF AMERICA IS ON VERVE

Verve Records is a division of Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, Inc.
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“it will be rated as another epic chron-
icle of the average American citizen
undergoing the inferno of modern war-
fare,” he put his finger on the nub ol
Jones' qualities as a writer. This is no
esoteric stream-ol-consciousness or cere-
brally cflete approach to war. This is
the way it was. Geismar puts it even
better when he says, “The magic of
Jones as a writer is that, discharging all
the clichés and slogans of patriotism. ol
heroism, and of war itself, remaining so
absolutely honest about his theme, he
vet manages to make these typical Ameri-
can fighting men universally human and
exceptional. The Thin Red Line is an
experience.” rLavsoy should be proud
of its prepublication preview. Mr. Jones
has truly risen from the ashes of Some
Came Running.

Theodore Bergmai:

Brooklyn, New York

I would be interested in knowing if
the characters in The Thin Red Linc
are Doggies or Gyrencs.

L/Cpl. J. E. Graham, USMC
Morgantown, West Virginia
Doggies, Gyrene.

MAD AVE

Satirewise, your magazine definitely
gets off at Westport. September’s Playboy
Salutes Madison Avenue was an ad in-
finitum delight. In fact, your parodics
of famous ads were so incredibly close
to some of the originals I dug up (except
for a delightiul disdain of outer en-
cumbrances) that the thought struck me
that possibly they had been taken at
the same time and in the same settings
as their straight precursors. Yes?

William Everett
Darien, Connecticut

No, Bill, it wasn’t nearly as easy as
that. The parodies were shot in
PLAVBOY'S own studios, a projecl that
took over a year from conception lo
consummalion. This advertising salirve,
by the way, was a dvamatic example of
team p’a)- among the members of
PLAYBOY'S photo department, under Pic-
ture Editor Vince Tajiri. The concept
originated with Associale Picture Editor
Bev Chamberlain and Associate Art Di-
rector Reid Austin. After the ads for
pavodying were selected. painstakingly
meticulous attention was paid to dupli-
cating props, costumes and setlings and
getting model look-alikes for the orig-
inals. pLAYBOY's slaf] photographers—
Don Bronstein and Pompeo Posar in
Chicago, Mario Casilli in Hollywood,
and Jerry Yulsman in New York —all
had a shutter-snapping hand in the pro-
ceedings.

I would like to compliment you on
the wonderful treatment of Madison
Avenue. The photography and choice of
subjects were done with the usual high
quality and good taste of rravsoy. Un-
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interpretation.
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The gift of music says “Merry Christmas” for you in a warm and wonderful way.
1t’s easy to choose just the right album from our varied collection.
Yow'll find that Christmas sounds glorious on Columbia Records.
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Seal of Approval

Favorable feminine reaction is only one
reason for Old Spice popularity. From this
bottle comes the happiest ending a shave
ever had. Cool and soothing to your skin,
brisk and bracing to your spirits—any time
of day. If you haven’t yet had the pleasure—
discover now the unique qualities of Old
Spice After Shave Lotion. 1.25 and 2.00

Also available in Canada
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fortunately, there was one thing that
marred an otherwise excellent feature.
This was the page labeled *1 Dreamed
I Was a Knockout Without Any Bra.”
You chose a model who has a hgure
that borders on the grotesque and has
one of the homeliest faces 1 have ever
seen.

Ann Hanley

Los Angeles, California

Meow.

Playboy Salutes Madison Avenue was
a beautiful bit of satire. The chick who
dreamed she was a knockout without any
bra is a knockout. How about more of
her in the future?
Joe Lickman
Oakland, California
You saw Veronica Day again as Marie
Antoinette in last monih's “Playmates of
History,” Joe.

I think I've pinned down the adver-
tisers  you've uncovered in  Playboy
Salutes Madison Avenue, but as a dou-
ble check could you run through them
for me?

Ben Macauley
Boston, Massachusetts

Glad to, Ben. They were, in the order
of their appearance, Rogers Lingerie,
Kellogg’s Corn Flakes, Smirnoff Vodka,
Winston Cigavettes, [antzen Swim-
suits, Pepsi-Cola, and Maidenform Bra.

STOCK ANSWERS
Mr. J. Paul Getty's illustration of

Hounolulu Oil being worth three times
as much in ligmidation than in action
riaises the question of whether any man-
agement in a similar position can with-
hold values from a stockholder today.
for his (or some other's) possible benefit
tomorrow. A very neat point.

G. M. Loeb

E. F. Hutton & Company

New York, New York

J. Paul Gerty is right all the way
[Wall Street in Crisis, September, 1962]
but isn’t it unfair to lay all the unin-
formed buying and selling at the door
of the emotional speculator? No one,
to my knowledge, has pointed out the
incalculably large segment of small
investors whose motives for entering the
market are forced upon them by the
personal income tax bite. I refer 1o
that growing number of white-collar,
middle- and upper-echelon executives
with salaries high enough to put them
in surtax brackets that cut deeply into
their take-home pay. Since the major-
ity of these men are at the age of ac-
quisition — buying homes, establishing
families, etc. — the economic squeeze 1s
especially painful to them, though, para-
doxically, most of them live quite well.
For thesc people, the capital gains tax
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has tremendous appeal. They buy com-
mon stocks unwisely and ignorantly —
rather than emotionally — because they
have hopes of short-term gains over the
six-month holding period that quali-
fies them to pay a flat 25 percent on
money thus earned, in order to compen:
sate for the higher income tax rate they
are paying on salary earnings. Many
of these men are close enough to wheel-
ers and dealers to become dizzied by the
sweet smell of capital gains; they borrow
or use savings to buy stocks that
they've heard (from sources ranging from
reliable to ridiculous) are due¢ to make
gains in six months. They feel no se-
curity about such “investments,” how-
ever, and when there is a market dip
they sell frantically —vowing to stick
to savings banks forever after. One
might speculate just how much money
derived {rom Christmas bonuses went
into common stocks— just six months
before the first major break of this year.
The amateur secker of capital gains
can't be “blamed” for the market's
abrupt dive, but that he plaved a role
i it, I have no doubt.

Edward Aluman

Chicago, Illinois

PREVIEW REVIEW
1 think Playboy’s Pigskin Preview was

extremely fine. The boys vou picked, I
feel, are of wtruly All-American cali-
ber. As for Coach of the Year Dufty
Daugherty, we all know he has a great
team and is a great coach; but to be
honest with you, 1 thought the girls in
vour pictures looked a lot better than
cither the boys or the coach.

Phil Dickens, Head Football Coach

Indiana University

Bloomington, Indiana

1 enjoyed Anson Mount's Pigskin Pre-
view very much and believe his forecasts
are as good as any ol the pre-scason
euesses that go out. I would say he has
a good conception of the game that is
being plaved in the different areas.

Rip Engle, Head Football Coach
Pennsylvania State University
II S m University Park, Pennsylvania
a @& & Re September's Pigskin Preview: who
are the phantom teams? Idly going
through the win-loss predictions netred
me a plus of 123 games won for the 141
schools listed. Are there that many
minor independents?
A. R. Woods
Bethesda, Maryland

There cerlainly are —over 450 of
them.

Give your appearance a fresh
point of hue this season; deep, invigorating
La Scala Brown, in suits from Eagle’s
magnificent new Cultured Look collection.

CURTAIN CALL

You might be interested to know that
rLAYBoY has reached past the Iron Cur-
tain. During a recent Christmas vacation,

EAGLE CLOTHES, INC., 1107 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 10. Also Melbourne, Auslralia - Santiago, Chile, S.A.




= Sony Stereo Tape Deck 262-D—4 & 2 track stereo recording —Pocket size mike and transmitter providing complete free-
and playback tape transport to add tape to your existing hi fi dom from entangling microphone cables. §250. = Sony Con-
system. $89.50. (Also available, not pictured, the new SRA-2 denser Microphone C-37 A— For purity of sound reproduction,
stereo recording amplifier for the 262 D. - the unqualified choice of professional stu-
$89.50.) = Sony Sterecorder 777-S—All dios throughout the world. $295. = Sony
transistorized professional 2 or 4 track . Sound on Sound Recorder 262 SL—The
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World’s finest taperecorder. 5595. mSony back. $199.50. = Sony Tapecorder 111—-A

Sterecorder 300—A complete professional-
quality hi b stereo tape system with 4 & 2
track recording and playback in one por-
table unit. $399.50. = Sony Poriable 101
—2 spe ed, dual-track, hi-Rdelity recorder
with 7" reel capacity. $99.50. = Sony Stere-

popularly priced, high quality bantam re-
corder for everyday family fun. $79.50.
= Sony Condenser Microphone C-17 B—
Miniature size (3% "x %" diameter) and
exceptional background isolation unidi-
rectional cardioid pattern, $350. = Sony

corder 464-D — Dual performance 4 track stereo tape deck mth Newscaster Portable EM-1—A professional on-the-spot battery
built-in recording & playback pre-amps for custom installations ~ powered portable recorder with precision spring wind con-
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the Cornell Men's Glee Club performed
a two-week series ol concerts in Moscow
and Leningrad. We were told that the
Russians liked to receive littde gilts and
that magazines would be ideal. Life and
PLAYBOY were most in evidence. with
rrAvBOY's Dbeautiful girls and fashions
evoking a great deal of interest.
Roy C. Nash
Cornell Universin
Ithaca, New York
THE SIZE OF IT
It may be great for your business and
it sure makes a [at package. but all the
advertising PLAYBOY now carries is short-
changing us loyal readers on words. pic-
tures and cartoons. I, [or one, never
thought vou'd stoop to going commercial
the way other mags have. Wise up and
don’t lose readers like me who plunk
down their cash for rravvov undimin-
ished and unembellished.
Ted Canurill
Cheyenne, Wyoming
We have some news for you, Ted —
and it should be good news. prLavsoy
has always been “commercial.” of conrse
in the sense thal we've made money
since our very first issue. We're not sub-
sidized and neither are we philanthro-
pusts. We've our buck in the
competitive sociely in which we belicve.
In facl, while many othey magazines have
floundered, rravsoy has grown into one

made

of the most successful magazines of our
time — without ecver resorting 1o forced
circulation, an all loo common practice
in magazine publishing today. And heve's
the good news: Because PLAYBOY 1y one
of the few major magazines i Amevica
that actually makes money from its cir-
culafion, every page of advertising that
e l'(‘{'r'l"m' l-.!' l'(.!f’”l ,” ‘I,{f-ﬂ(' ?'n“ﬂ”‘f‘!'.\' ane
extra page of editovial content, over and
above the basic editorial package offered
every month. So the morve advertising in
any issue, the more actual editovial con-
teni, too. And because veaveoy lhas al-
ways been a labor of love, the more
profit the magazine makes, the move we
spend overall — not only on the quantity
of ediuorial maltervial zgoing mio ecach
wssue, but on the quality of that material,
too — that's why pLAYBOY continues (o
impirove year afler year. And most of our
readers seem to appreciate the adoertis-
ing [or ils own sale —responding lo
much of it (if the letters we rveceive from
both readers and aduvertisers ave any in-
dication) with almost as much intevest as
to the editorial comtent. That's as i
should be, because no other magazine in
Amevica is any more particular about
what advertising 1t lels into 1ts pages.
Qur Advertising Acceptance Commuliee,
set up long before we cven had ads to
caonsider, rejects all ads that do not —in
pitch or in product — complement the
editorial part of the monthly pLAvBOY

package,
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With the boom in night-club and TV
comics at an all-time high, we can't
understand why some enterprising en-
wepreneur hasn’t sliced himsell a picce
of the action with a swrefire bit-of-busi-
ness: a Do-It-Yourself Comic Kit. In addi-
tion to a selection of assorted shiicks
(stool, imaginary tt-]rphtmr. folded news
paper, sweater with l]u_sh(-d-np sleeves,
cigar, cello, violin, horn-rims, bam-
boo cane, derby and a blonde named
Irving), it would contain profusely illus-
wrated  directions on how to perform
the Gleason cutaway, the Benny stare,
the Skelton the Burns cigar
bit, the Berle instep walk, the Leonard
aching-side gambit and the Joe Besser
fairy slap: a demonswration record ex-
plaining how to impersonate Mort Sahl's
“Onward,” Bert Lahr's “gnong, gnong,
gnong.” Morey Amsterdam’s “yokapuk.”
Ed Wynn's gigele, Billy Gilbert's snecze,
Jackie Mason's cantatorial Bronxese,
Jack Benny's “Well!” and  Jonathan
Winters' flying-saucer launching: plus,
as a special bonus, a Basic Bolfo Routine
suitable for all occasions. It might go
something like this:

“Halloo dare! Well, how do vou like
me so [ar? Perhaps you're wondering
why I invited you here tonight. But
scriously, folks, it's a financial pleasure
to be here. Dis mus’ be da plaze! A
funny thing happened to me on the way
to the (studio, sitin, unemployment
oflice, electric chair) this evening . . . T
know vou're out there, I can hear you
breathing. 1 don’t have to do this for a
living, vou know, but I'm too nervous
to steal. Yes, ladies and germs — I mean
gentlemen — I say gentlemen, but you
know what you are . . . Tonight on this
stage, a reeaaally big shecewww: World
War Il — live! Laugh? 1 thought you'd
never start. I've heard of (mortuaries,
disaster areas), but this is ridiculous.

st;l;_;g(‘l',

Holy mackerel, Andy! You know, they
call me the white Dick Gregory —and
that’s not all they call me. Right? Right!
What's that, sz Har de har har! Who
writes vour material (George Lincoln
Rockwell, Henny Youngman, J. Fred
Mugges)? Give that man a year's supply
of (chicken fat. ping-pong balls, navel
lint). You know. I've seen bewter heads
on a (pin, ru[:li);l:_;-;l. slass of beer,
pimple). And now, ladies and gentlemen,
my impression of thau great, great star
Edward G. Robinson ("Oh, yeah?"),
Jimmy Cagney (“Awright, you guys!™),
Jimmy Stewart (“Ahhhbh™). Don‘t ap-
plaud —send money. You've all seen
those Japanese war movies . . . “Gl, you
rike American agarette?”’ “Yank. you
die!” Ho, ho, that'’s rich. Are vou sure
(Spanky McFarland, Gloria Jean, Florian
ZaBach, Billy Sol Estes) started this way?
Thanks for that ovation (Mother, both
of you). You know you can all be re-
p];i{:'(! by (pallbearcrs, a painting, a
parking lor). Just kidding. Next week,
ladies and gentlemen, our spt:(l;tl guest
will be the ever-popular (Mae
Busch, Nita Naldi, Fay Wray, Sonny
Tults). But seriously, you've been a
wonderful andience. We're a little late,
folks, so . . ." (Sing first chorus of
“There's No Business Like Show Busi-
ness,” do simplifica buck-and-wing, and
exit, stage left, holding up APPLAUSE sign.)

star

Like we're hip that candy is dandy as
a pacifying substitute while kicking the
narcotics habit, but we still wonder what
the Sperry Candy Company of Milwau-
kee had in mind when it named its latest
10¢ confection “Cold Turkey.”

.

Refreshing, after long subjection to
the coyness and sell-deprecation of of-
fice signs like THIMK and NEXT WEEK

WE'VE GOT TO GET ORGANIZED, was this
plaque, dug recently on the desk of an
agency acquaintance: 1T's HARD TO BE
HUMBLE WHEN YOU'RE AS GREAT AS I AM.

A orrent of understandable outrage
from patients and visitors at the general
hospital in Ilkeston, England, has forced
authorities o remove a notice from the
bulletin board in the lobby: an adver-
tisement {or the local undertaker.

Winning the Peace Depariment: Rum-
maging through the souvenirs on dis
play in a Washington, D.C., drugstore,
our keen-eyed Capital correspondent
overturned a small bronze statue of the
familiar lwo Jima flag-raising — and
found an even more Lamiliar inscription
on the bottom: MADE IN JAPAN.

While scanning the titular leaders of
The New York Times Best Seller List
the other day, we noted an unsettling
trend: amid the usual nonfiction clutter
of ciant, calories and crises there was a
total dearth of pseudosociological expo-
s¢s — those dissections in depth of pur-
ported American frailties that we have
come to expect from such crafty critics
as Vance Packard (The Hidden Persuad-
ers, The Status Seckers) and William
H. Whyte (The Organization Man).
With the thought that perhaps these
gendemen and their carbon copiers have
at long last run out of crusading (and
commercial) themes, we hasten o offer
them the following possible ideas for
profitable probing: The Pigskin Pervert-
ers, a shocking exposé of the collegiate
cheer-leading racket and its supraliminal
manipulation of mass response; The
Robin Hoods, a scathing study of the
way Audubon Society agents are sceking
to subvert the cherished wraditions of
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enough to make a fellow feel light-headed!
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wildlife [ree enterprise by establishing
a nationwide network of socialized bird-
feeding stations: The Prom Rotters, a
pull-no-punches investigation of the ap-
palling interrelationship between today’s
teenage  dancing  and  the  so-called
“rhvthm method™ of big-name society
bands: The Cookie Cultists, an unspar-
ing condenmmnation of the economic
power pliys that have wrned the Girl
Scouts into the 20th Century's most in-
sidious combine: and The Fuelver
Makers, a documented survey ol how
neo-Nazi militarism is Aourishing behind
the front of Little League baseball com-
petition. And il none ol these issues
seem worth making book on, we ask
Messts. Packard, Whyte & Co. 1o consider
a final alternative: The Sociology Climb-
ers, a [earless blast at the canny ama-
teur analysts who have reaped profits
from writing books [earlessly blasting
everyone clse.
-

A crime reporter from the Tampa,
Florida, Times missed a scoop on a news-
worthy theft not long ago: the stolen
merchandise was his typewriter, taken
from the presscoom of police head-
(UArters.

-

According to a recent ad in Look.
readers who wish to order Helen Brown's
Sex and the Single Girl may do so by
writing to this arrestingly apropos ad-
dress: 239 Great Neck Road, Great Neck,
New York.

5

Exuberantly Disillusioned Cries We
Doubt Will Ever Be Shouled by Cynical
Moviegoers: “Their lives are a web ol
sterile but continuing relations, and Mr.
Bergman insists that only the grave will
put a stop to their wretchedness, but we
cynics in the audience, out of the exu-
berance of our disillusion, will be apt
to cry. ‘Nonsense! Plenty of fun to be
had along the way!"” (From Brendan
Gill's New Yorker rveview ol Ingmar
Bergman's The Devil’s Wanion.)

A humane and progressive public serv-
ant il ever we've heard ol one, the super-
intendent ol the South Carolina State
Penitentiary recently announced that the
prison’s 49-year-old electric chair would
be replaced at a cost of $20.000. Reason:
After executing 251 persons, the chair
had been declared “unsale.”

BOOKS

Mark Twain's view of life had two
very difterent sides to it, and in Letters
from the Eorth (Harper & Row. $5.95), the
twain meet. Devotedly edited by the late
Bernard DeVoto, these assorted essays
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and fantasies were ready for print in
1939 but were squelched by Mark's
daughter, Clara, on the grounds that they
presented a distorted picture of his views.
Finally cleared by Clara, the book shows
Sam Clemens” inclement face. The title
essay purports to be a series of letters
written by Satan —who is enjoving a
short but thrill-packed stay on earth —
back home to St. Michael and St. Gilbert.
“Man is a marvelous curiosity,” he
writes. . . . He has imagined a heaven,
and has left entirely out of it the su-
premest of all his delights . . . sexual
intercourse!” Satan decides that “Many
of these people have the reasoning fac-
ulty, but no one uses it in religious
matters.” Something About Repentance
puts forth the idea that most people
repent of their good deeds more strenu-
ously than of their sins. In The French
and the Comanche, Twain calls the
Frenchman “a higher being” because he
is more ingenious in methods ol cruelty:
consider, for example, the massacre ol
St. Bartholomew, “. .. unquestionably the
finest thing of the kind ever devised and
accomplished in the world. All the best
people took a hand in it . . .” Along
with these cynical sentiments go some
charming pieces in quite another Twain
vein, such as 4 Cat-Tale, a playlul bed-
time story written as if it is being told
1o his two litde girls. “You must know
a wonderful deal, Papa,” says Susy wor
shipfully. “F have that reputation — in
Europe,” Mark remarks. “But here the
best minds think I am superficial.”

Film critic Hollis Alpert has achicved
the near-impossible in The Dreams and
the Dreamers (Macmillan, 54.95): he has
managed to make the movie industry as
exciting as a Cincinnati  tool-and-die
works. There are eve-closing chapters on
Hollywood's financial  wocs, incorpor
ated stars, ilm censorship and movies
vs. theater, a ho-hum Whe's Who ol
some American  directors, limp-as-la-
sagna profiles of Brando, Ingmar Berg-
man and Hiwchcock, among others, an
inconsequential noninterview with the
fate Marilyn Monroe, and a flat-tire sat-
ire on Hollywood clichds. The reader
reels into the final reel, a who-cares visit
with a pay-TV [amily, feeling as though
he's just sat through a Sonny Tults
hlm festival. Author Alpert is a man
well-versed in the minutae ol movie-
dom, but why go through so much trou-
ble to prove it?

-

In contrast to the Alpert book is
Hollywood in Transition (Houghton Mifilin,
53.75) by Richard Dyer MacCann, an
ex—-West Coast stalter for The Christian
Science Monitor. Mr. MacCann, who
more recently taught filmwriting at the
University of Southern California, is no
less serious than Mr. Alpert in his views
of and on the film capital, but the sub-
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The musicians will tell their children and they, in
turn, will pass it on. And it will become a legend.
It happened on a hot summer's eve. While
brooding storm clouds gathered outside, Harry
Belafonte pressed on with the last selections for
a new album. The musical path he followed cov-
ered Broadway, Africa, Israel, the West Indies—
the most extensive and forceful range of reper-
toire he has ever brought to one album.
“Summertime Love,” for example, is a glow-
ing Frank Loesser love song. “Lyla, Lyla” is a
haunting Hebrew lullaby. “Tongue Tie Baby"
generates both heat and humor in the calypso
idiom. “Bamotsweri,” sung with the remarkable
Miriam Makeba, is a lilting South African duet
but manages to project an electrifying story line.

RCA VICTOR

@u‘l‘he most trusted name n sound

The storm broke during rehearsal of their last
song, “Dark As a Dungeon.” Even in the sound-
proof recording studio hall, the harsh rumble of
the elements could be heard in accompaniment
to the bitter words of protest in the song. Before
recording, they waited for dead silence...and
began. As if on cue, there was the crackle of
lightning followed by a tremendous thunderclap.
But they continued, to repeated bursts of thun-
der and forrential rains. They finished, breathless
from the eerily dramatic phenomenon.

You will hear all of this sound in the new
Belafonte album. Exactly as it happened. And
you may judge. Was it just another storm? Or
was it symbolic comment on a brilliant finale...
in which Nature herself chose to lend a hand?

o
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stance, import, and approach ol his book.
especially “Part One: Hollywood's Four
Freedoms™ (Ivom censorship. centralized
studio production, domination by the
domestic box office, and the tvranny of
the assembly line). are continually ab-
sorbing. Hollywood's ills and cures are
probed perceptively by a man who ob-
viously loves the film as a medium and is
distressed by what has happened 1o it

James Clavell’'s fivst novel, King Rot
(Liule, Brown. 35.75). tells how to suc-
ceed in a  Japanese
camp with a liule conniving. The hero,
a wheeling-dealing  American  corporal
called “the King” by fellow inmates of
a Malayan POW compouind. demon-
strates that the [ree enterprise system
can flourish under any conditions. He
does a brisk trade with the Japanese and
Korean guards in  evervthing  from
fountain pens to diamond rings. This in-
cludes rats, which he raises with a view

prisoner-of-war

to peddling them as cooking-pot candi-
dates that can be disguised as native
delicacies. Author Clavell limns a vivid
picture of the conditions ol wir that
keep men on the edge of starvittion and
brutishness, but he falters in his portraits
ol the men themselves. The King is han-
dled lifelesslv by the writer, a Britisher
who perhaps does not cotton 1o Amer-
ican corporals. But he docs scarcely bet-
ter by Lieutenant Peter Marlowe, the
rich and wrogant Englishman who [alls
apart morally under the King's influence.
Adam, the king rat (lower case) who
rules the corporal’s prohtable rodent
pack, comes out all right, though, as
the author draws a parallel with the
American corporal-King: “The strong-
est was always a King. not by surength
alone. but King by cunning and luck
and strength ogether.” Movie rights to
the book were bought belore publica-
tion, and Hollywood's flacks are already
proclaiming it another The Bridge on
the River Kivai. Could be. Bur who's
going to play Adam?

Stuart Brent, author ol The Seven Stairs
(Houghton Mifflin, $3.75) is sell-described
as a man who gets a boot out ol his
faith in intangibles. This book. an auto-
biographical memoir. makes the reasons
clear. Brent started a bookstore (alter
whose name his book is titled) with the
following asscts: no moncey, no books.
no customers. a tinv room in the heart
ol Chicago’s bohemian Near North Side,
no expericnee, no help. His liabilities
included profound egotism (well tem-
pered by an outgoing, warm-hearted love
ol his lellow man), a highly personal
beliefl and mterest in literature, baseless
optimisim, boundless energy. Out ol this
improbable mcékinge there emerged a
bookshop-cum-arts center. a highly-rated
daily TV show devoted to— what else?
— books, and a personal lile lor Brent

Fit
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All of Fali's smartest patterns and colors.
To about $25.00 at better stores.

Ask at your favorite store, or write Play-
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Scottish all the way
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The flavour is
unmistakable

TEACHER’S
Highland Cream
Scotch Whisky

BLE_NDEO SCOTCH WHISKY. - 86 PRDOF - SCHIEFFELIN & CO. NEW YORK




PLAYBOY

36

PARFUMS CIRO

PARIS

-

NEW YORK

which has won this Don Quixote count-
less friends, no few enemies, and a kind
of fulfilled gratification rare in a society
of mechanized windmills against which
many another man of individuality and
principle has found it not expedient to
tlt. It's just been a warm-up for Brent
His book is highlv readable and totally
candid: his private and business lives
lave always been intertwined and so
they are in this memoir. What comes
through is a heartening, sentimental,
Ben Hechtian chronicle of more than
parochial interest.
-

Now comes an angry old man who
readily admits he is totally unimportant
as i writer and noteworthy only because
ol the amous shoulders he has rubbed.
He is YM-yvear-old Jack Woodlord. pio-
neer sexateer whose hundreds ol snappy
stories and books helped change  the
reading habus of the nation. In The Avto-
biography of Jack Woodford (Doubleday,
54.50), this former Chicago boy remi-
nisces about the days when, cloaked in
his true identity of J. . Woollolk. he
folked around with the best ol them.
He was present when Theodore Dreiser
propositioned a Hollywood waitress and
when “Bogey” (Maxwell Bodenheim,
you striplings!) was on his uppers in a
Village bar. He had a high old tme
sharing his Last 50-cent bottle of heroin
with & madam and a pimp belore the
lix price got high, and then Kicked
the habit with case because he didn’t
know it was supposed 10 be difhcult. In
the wisdom ol age. he equates Mickey
Spilline with Homer, thinks a Swiss
dictator could straighten out this coun-
uy, and recommends death lor those
who inhibit free speech. He is against
the Mann Act and cops who require
more than money as a bribe. But Ca-
pone, Hearst and Pegler gain s respect.
Good old Model T Woaodlord s sull
quite a card.

One Hundred Dollor Misunderstonding D
Robert Gover (Grove, 53.93), a first
novel about a first encounter with a
prostitute, is written with million-dollar
understanding. The lad is a 19-year-old
sophomore in a Southern town: the ginl
is a I1-vear-old Negro. (She siys she's 16
he llmlkra she’s really 18.) Alwernate
chapters tell the same story Irom each
separate viewpoint, and soon we see that
not only can they hardly understand
cach other's langunage, but they live in
totally alien worlds. Jimmy uses a 5100
Lirthday present lor a Friday night visit
to a Negro brothel, where he meets
Kiten. After a funny session in the sack,
he tells her that he's a burglar on the
lam and she gives him the key o her
apartment. Jim crows at the thought
that he's looled her: she thinks he's
crazv but knows he has monev. They
spend a whacked-up  weekend, mostly

[IVCIEN
PICCARD

Creators of Sea Shark Suprema

WORLD’'S THINNEST
SELF-WINDING WATCH

Without question today
— and since 1837 —
Lucien Piccard is
renowned as one of the
world's finest timepieces!
Here, truly, are the
ultimate achievements in
timekeeping - - watches of
precise accuracy
and original design.
See the superb Lucien Piccard
collection — priced from $95 to $10,000

ginee 10,

For free brochure write Lucien Piccard
550 Fifth Ave., N.Y. 36, N.Y., Dept. B11
Canada: 1411 Stanley Street, Montreal




Vodka 80 Proof. Dist. from 1009 Grain. Gilbey's Dist. London Dry Gin. 90 Proof. 100% Grain Neutral Spirits. W.& A. Gilbey, Ltd., Cin., 0. Distr. by Nat'l Oist. Prod. Co.

Smart,
smooth,
holiday spirited...

by the makers of Gilbey’s Gin

P

Gilbey’s Vodla

Gilbey's Vodka dramatizes flavor,
not with laste of its own. but
with smart. smooth. undetectable

spirit. This real difference is why

Yl the people who discovered vodka

are now asking for Gilbey's more
and more. Sensibly priced. too.

MARTINI ( Basic) — Stir 4 parts
Gilhey's Vodka, I part Cinzano

dry Vermouth in lots of

ice. Pour into well-chilled

Martini glass. Add onion. olive or twist
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Lakeland’s A
Alpine Warm "'
lives up
to its name— . =

winter-weight, -- -
black jet
Dacron*
polyester
and cotton, A _
knit-collared. £ o
wool-lined. * ° :
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-
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1407 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 18, N. Y.
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A Division of Burlington Industries
FOR YOUR NEAREST RETAILER WRITE US AT 1407 BROADWAY, N.Y.

how do you mix
Power’s Gin
martinis #§=
for a :

fast! fast! fast!

Take a new hottle, fill the little void at the top with vermouth, shake, chill. Presto!
Instant Power’s Martinis! Electrifyingly dry, positively 94 proof. Power’s Gin is also
distilled from grain, imported by Canada Dry Corporation, New York. And it’s the hottest
new name in the import class. What else couldyou possibly need for a sure-fire success?

together, that leaves him sadder, her
wiser. Jimmy's chapters are written in
sccond-class Salingerese with some gawky
straining to be gawkily adolescent — like
putting “(Ha, ha)” after all his jokes.
The author has reached to make him a
ciaboodle of current Americin attitudes
on everything [rom racism to rocketry —
but it's not Kitten's caboodle. She is not
just another Suzie gone Wong. She is a
herce, Toulmouthed. lee-foricating lit-
te animal. ignorant but intelligent,
orude but not criminal. The hot human-
ity of this cat-house kitten burns through
her purple profanity. She is a proud
primitive who shows up the sophistries
ol the avilization that made her what
she is and made this pompous boy what
he is. Her hine fulllength portait—
mostly in the nude — dominates this
crackling chronicle ol a lust weekend.

DINING-DRINKING

Keeping pace with today’s trend toward
the King-sized product. be it cigarettes or
soap flakes, reacher-turned-entrepreneur
Bob Hare seems to have tapped a bonan-
za with his Supermarket of Culware, the
Pier Hermosa
Beach, Calilornia). Here, Los Angeles’
leviced and lank-haived literati, like lem-
mings heading for the sca, flock lor
books, art, music, lood, drnk and an
atmosphere that is evidently therapeutic
for the ncobeamik breed. Two years
alter starting v as an are gallery in 1956,
Hare added the “oldest
European-type colfechouse in the United
States,” and o bookstore that stocks over
8000 paperback titles. There is also a gilt
shop that is more olten than nou filled

Insomnicc (53 Avenue,

and  largest

with an  eyebrow-raising wray ol tin
cans, baskets. mays and unidentihable
objects done up in gold leal by Tweeki
Pettyjohn. The art gallery leans toward
such visual exotica as a recent exhibit of
nutrition  expert  Adele
Davis, done under the influence of the
drug LSD. Activity abounds in the hook-
store-gallery-sidewalk  calé Irom
9 A 1o 6 A (seven days a week) —
with pawrons brooding over a chess or

paintings by

ATCas

checker hoard. sipping espresso or argu-
ing about lonesco to the unlettered
singing ol an “in” folk duo. Arust Bill
Smith duucoal-sketches patrons at 52
per. Another persona grata is Jack Plal-
lips, an ex-newsman who'll paint a word
poruait of you on his Smith-Corona lor
50¢. T'he long, skinny Club Room packs
in 350 12585
sleepyhead —on its makeshilt benches,
around its coin-sized tables and against

Insomni;acs — at non-

its postered walls. The room is dark, the
decor impoverished, and both enhance
by contrast the youngish waitresses dart-
ing around in black leotards and briel



The Paper Mate

CAPRI MARK 1V,
in glittering electroplated

gold finish, also in chrome, $2.95.

The Paper Mare

LADY CAPRI,
in a rainbow of
stunning colors, $2.95.

All Paper Mate pens are
handsomely gift boxed.

The Paper Mate
CAPRI,
$1.95. Also available with
matching pencil, both, $3.95.

The Paper Mate

PIGGY BACK,
only pen with a built-in
spare refill, $1.69.
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FOR BEAUTY...
AND THE BEAST

Ballston

socks

Clamor co-ed or campus hero, you're
“in” when you're in big-favorite BALL-
STONS. Because they're shrink resis-
1ant, BALLSTONS stay up where they
belong. You're neat and ready for ac-
tion — all kinds.

P.S. About BALLSTONS — if you’re
not in ’em, you're out.

Bﬁ SUOTL

BALLSTON KNITTING CO., INC. Ballston Spa, N. Y.

be on the
ball with

aprons. Entertainment commences night-
ly at 7 p.a. with silent movies. From
8:30 e until 3:30 a.a. there are [our
shows (five on weekends). Long on folk
groups, the Insommniac has showcascd
Inman & Ira, the Wayfarers, Sonny
Terry and Brownie McGhee. Food and
drink (nonalcoholic, Charlie) — varieties
of hot and cold coltees or nectars, sand-
wiches, desserts —are always available.
Favored are Cappuccinos, Mochas and
Frutta Farcita — an array ol fresh [ruits
in finely shaved ice reset imto their
inaral skins. In addition to the thonged-
sandal throng, frequent guests include
Kim Novak, semanticist 5. I. Hayakawa,
Edie Adams, Jack Kerouac and Lenny
Bruce.
L]

As a culinary companion to the Mai-
sonctte, its lamed dinner and supper
room, New York's St. Regis Hotel (55th
and Fifth) has opened La Boite, a room of
intimate dimensions adjacent to the sup-
per club. Already playing to its capacity
of 60, and with piano and violin in at
tendance, it is less intime than lively. A
richly red affair, from its French Direc-
toire decor (with very modern overtones)
1o its red-velvet menus, La Boite is prov-
ing both plush and popular. The cuisine
is under the direction of former Pavillon
chel Joseph Castavbert: its caliber, thexe
fore, is a known guantity. Dining is all
a la carte, of course, with such delicacies
as Coquille St. Jacques so taken for
granted as to be available but not listed
on the menu. As with any good French
restaurant, time should not be of the
essence. You'll want to leisurely savor
the delights of a magnificent Anguille au
Vin Blanc appetizer or, among the soups.
a Creme Camelia or Gombo Creole au
Riz. OI superb quality among the chef’s
suggestions are the Duckling a la Greno
(55.50), in which the sauce is tantaliz-
ingly subtle, and the Supreme de
Volaille Eugenie, with Pomme Duchesse
($5.25), which does more for fowl than
one has a right to expect. The assort-
ment of desserts is, as would be expected,
select. The wine cellar is excellent, and
the muitre de, doubling in the limited
quarters as wine steward, s beyond
being nonplussed by any request. La
Boite is open from 6 ran to 2 A every
day except Sunday, and one is not likely
to be seated without a reservation.

MOVIES

The Loneliness of the Long Distance Runner
is one of the best hims of the year. Alan
(Saturday Night and Sunday Morning)
Sillitoe wrote the screenplay from his
short story of the same evocative name,
and the result is another top-class film
of English lowerclass life. Colin Smith,

COMPLETE COMFORT is something
every man seeks in a suit . . . finds it
with Harmonaire. True 10-month wear
is an actuality, not a mere possibility.
Our exclusive fabric blend of 70% wool
and 309% mohair woven into 10-10Y%
oz. fabric gives weight enough for
Winter, plus proper porosity for Spring
and Summer.

$59.95 at these and other fine stores:

Port Chester, BYRAM CLOTHES
Coatesville, COHEN BROS.
Mishawaka, DON KEEN'S
Worcester. DENHOLM & MC KAY
Bridgeport, MAC MURRAY'S
Lowell, NEWMAN'S INC.
Dayton, RIKE-KUMLER
Salem, STROUSS-HIRSHBERG
Miamisburg, SUTTMAN'S
Washington,
WOODWARD & LOTHROP

HARMONY CLOTHES
PHILADELPHIA 32

A DIVISION OF
SEITCHIK INDUSTRIES

S4B-3PBIL

HIVNONYVH




RENFIELD IMPORTERS,LTD..N.Y,

3 sweet or extra dry vermouth in matchless Manhattans or

IF you've already enjoyed Martini & Rossi g£5=
marvelous Martinis...IF you want to discover how delicious it can be straight on-the-rocks...IF you're a

sophisticate who chooses the drink that's fashionable wherever you go ... IF you're a modern moderate who
wants to join the fun at a party ... IF you're an experimenter with discerning taste—Martini & Rossi Vermouth
on-the-rocks is your drink, no ifs, ands or buts. o OUTSIDE THE U.S. AND CANADA IT'S SIMPLY m@m VERMOUTH

MARTINI2 ROSSI

IMPORTED SWEET OR EXTRA DRY VERMOUTH

MARTINIz ROSS!
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May we never want a friend in need, nor a bottle to give him!"

—from Dombey and Son by Charles Dickens,
eminent patron of Jusienini & Brooks

Flavour unsurpassed makes ] & B Rare Scotch Whisky the favourite bot-
tle almost anywhere you go these days. After all, the venerable house of
Justerini & Brooks has been guarding J & B’s sterling quality with typical
British determination for many, many years. Try J & B yourself.

O vagy i n g

\’ " ., B
mh"‘-‘f-r or scoTtA ‘,n".
*400maron cosromPh ™

J 8’B rare scotch whisky

Pennies more in cost...worlds apart in quality

42 "WORLD'S FINEST” SOLE IMPORTERS: THE PADDINGTON CORPORATION, NEW YORK CITY - 86 PROOF BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY



It’s time you tried

KAYWOODIE

for full smoking pleasure
ereeee.. . Without inhaling

‘What do you want in a smoke?
Mildness? Flavor? Relaxa-
tion? You get all 3 from Kay-
woodie—without inhaling.
Kaywoodie is like no other
smoke. Its briar is unique;
rare, aged, and cured the
Kaywoodie way. That’s
why it always smokes mild,
cool and sweet. And to fur-
ther insure mildness, the
exclusive Drinkless Fit-
ment screens tars and
irritants.

You've never really tried

a pipe—until you smoke
Kaywoodie.

Custom
Grain
Apple
$10.00

Other Kaywoodie Pipes and Sets $5.95 to $2500.

Fine-Line $5.95 Prime Grain  $ 8.95
Flame Grain—

White Briar 6.95 llelarra?fawtlnll::d 15.00

Super Grain 7.95 Connoisseur 17.50

Send 25¢ for 44-page catalog, also tells how to smoke
a pipe. Kaywoodie Pipes, Inc., New York 22, Dept. 814,

KAYWOODIE &

an 18-year-old slum product, commits
robbery: he is sent to a reformatory
whose warden thinks sports will cure
everything. Colin shows ability as a dis-
tance runner and is oained for the re-
lorm school’s first meet with a posh
public school — which meet is a feather
in the warden’s class-conscious cap. While
Colin is jaunting around the countryside
in traiming — at first under supervision.
later on his honor — long fashbacks, illu-
minate the life that led him here: ignor-
ant lather, loose mother, crowded home,
bullying eops, general [rustation, all
adding up to a great gull between “us”
(the Colins) and “them™ (the Establish-
ment). Colin knows that vou can’t reform
a Tory. On the dav of the meet he has
the other team’s star beaten easily, but a
few yards short of the finish, Colin stops
and, with an ironic bow, let's the upper-
class boy win, thus making his gesture of
contempt for the warden and the society
he represents. Some of the social thinking
is blatantly black-and-white, and much
of the Midlands misery is par for the
comrse. But Tony Richardson does a
fairly direct directing job; newcomer
Tom Courtenay is Colin to the grimly set
tecth; and Michael Redgrave (the war-
den), Avis Bunnage (the meandering
ma) and an actress with the nutty name
ol Topsy Janc (Colin’s girl and no mis-
print) are wizard, mates.
-

Sidney Poitier can do no wrong, but
he comes preuy close 1o it in a nowhere
number ctlled Pressure Point. As a middle-
aged psychiawist, head of a clinic, he
calins & colleague whose patient hates
him by telling of a case ol his own, years
before, when he was really hated . . .
So back we flash — wash that gray right
out of your hair —to sit in on young
Poitier as a prison psvchiatrist in the
carly "40s. The devil in the Hashback is
an. American Fascist who needs help.
Poitier persuades him o verbalize, and
back we Hash still further — into the Fas-
cist’s boyhood and youth, with cinema
simplificitions  about  psychiatry  and
plenty of polivcal platitudes. It all goes
i Poitier’'s ear aud comes out ours
neither a conclusive case history nor a
meaningful drama, with all the ills that
flashback is heir to. Hubert Cornfield's
direction is overripe, and the payoff on
the film's profundity is that the Fascist
is pliyed by Bobby Darin. (Bobby

-

It is a case ol Cawh-as-Cats-Can in
Gay Purr-ee, an animated musical featur-
ing a cast of cutoon cats augmented by
the voices ol Judy Garland, Robert
Goulet, Red Buttons, Hermione Gin-
gold, Paul Frees, Morey Amsterdam and
Mel Blane. This attempt at an era ol
good [eline was turned out by UPA
Studios (creator of My. Magoo) and con-
€erns i country Git's comeuppance in

HIS NEW HELBROS
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HELBROS

Executive—a man’s watch. Handsome in
its unique florentine design. Wafer-thin.
Rugged and shock-protected. 17 Lifetime
Jewels and Unbreakable Mainspring. Set
off to perfection by a rich Holland Suede
band. Helbros Watches from $19.75 to
$375.00. © 1962 Helbros Watch Co.,
Inc., 2 Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.
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STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY * 90 PROOF
THE AMERICAN DISTILLING COMPANY, INC. = New York, N.Y. - Pekin, lll. - Sausalito, Calif.
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Cresilk Suede

Softspoken, leisurely elegance. ..
imported, drycleanable suede,
luxurious to touch, to wear. ..

in subtle and burnished shades.

669 LEATHERS?

A soft crush of contentment . , .
. glove:tanned Jmported leather
from finest skins, in rich,
brightened tones. :

o . B A A
the

BEAU
BACHELOR

IN!. .. the new modified
3 burton curaway, comfort yoke,
hacking pockets, center back vent,
protecrive snuggo collar inset,
rayon sarin lining. 31 inch length.
asour 45

slightly bigher in the west

Write for name of nearest dealer.

(RIS cromawann manain i

Paris. [t escapes becoming a cat-astrophe
because of a lively score composed by
Harold ‘\l’tll and E. Y. Harburg and
cleverly caterwauled by Miss Garland
(who is m splendid voice), Goulet.
Buttons and Frees: plus some striking
backgrounds simulating the works ol
Cézanne, Monet, Toulouse-Lautrec, Gau-
guin and Van Gogh and skilllully wrned
out by elves in the UPA animation de-
partment. But the plot line is as cloyingly
cuddly as an armiul of amorous Angoras
—and may well induce occasional cat-
naps by cats in the audience.
-

The Meanchurian Candidate, Richard Con-
don’s novel, as adapted by George Axel-
rod. is a story ol Sino-Russian conspiracy
with more twists than a Chinese puzze.
During the Korean War a GI (Laurence
Harvey) 1s captured i Manchuria and
hvpnotized into a psychological time
bomb whom the Reds can explode alter
he gets back to the US. and in a posi-
tion of power. A buddy ol his (Frank
Sinatra), also brainwashed and released,
has a recurrent nightmare which he be-
eins to believe is the truth about what
happened in Manchuria; he gets the
Government to investigate Harvey, with
himsell as head investigator. You think
that’s complicated? We now go on to
Harvey's mother’s machinations to get
her second husband — a Senator who is
a sort ol yo-yo Joe McCarthy — nomi-
nated for the Presidency: then there's the
story ol how Ma mangled Harvey's ro-
mance with a liberal Senator's daughier
and how she patched it up lor her own
purposes: and then there's Sinatra’s gutsy
romance with a theatrical chick. It might
have helped if each plot suand had been
filmed in a different color. Angela Lans-
bury is wasted in the whacked-up part
of the mother. Harvey looks most ex-
pressive when in a hypnotic trance. Janet
Leigh, the chick. scems welded of chro-
mium. And there's obviously a standard
clause 1 all Sinawra’s movie contracts
that he must (a) have a punch-up with a
bigeer man whom he beats (here 1c's a
karate ficht): (b) have a girl who Hips
and fops for him on sight. John Franken-
heimer, bedeviled by memories ol carly
Hitchcock and middle Capra, has di-
rected it all into almost complete con-
lusion.

The Chopman Report, unlike the hot
breathing Irving Wallace novel (Playboy
After Hours, June 1960) [rom whence
it springs, is more gab than grab. Doing
a survey ol the sex lile ol American
women, Dr. Chapman and his band ol
interviewers  descend on a California
town — one ol those movicland middle-
class suburbs where each house is worth
S250,000. Among the ¢ million
aires are four particular dames, one of
them not so particular: Claire Bloom, a

S€ AvVeray



“A good cigar is as great a comfort to a man as a good cry is to a woman.”

Lytton

CIGAR INSTITUTE OF AMERICA, INC.
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MARGARITA COCKTAIL
Tequile Morgerite: 1% ez. Cusrve Tequile.
% oz Triple Sec. 1 or. frash lemen juice.
Shake with ice. Serve in @ selt-immed gloss.

At iy

JOSE CUERVO TEQUILA

SOLE U.S. IMPORTERS/YOUNG'S MARKET CO., LOS ANGELES, CAL.

Never before,

such a portable

as this!

If you like to take the good
things in your life with you,
the KLH Model Eleven
Portable Stereo Phono-
graph is a travelling com-
panion worth listening to.
A fine component system,
small enough to fit under a
jetliner seat, in just 28
pounds of breathtaking
performance. Revolution-
ary new KLH speakers,
matched with a 30 watt
peak, all-transistor stereo
amplifier specially designed
by KLH, make possible its
astonishing clarity, bass
performance and freedom
from distortion.

i S TTRLITIt T
i 4 LE  fsans
{ I.e‘f‘-. |.....| -l

Components: 30 watt peak all-transistor sterco
amplifier; Garrard AT-6 4-speed record changer:
Pickering 380C magnetic pickup with diamond
stylus; 2 KLH speaker systems separate up to
40 ft.; luggage-styled case of vinyl-clad ‘Con-
tourlite’. Inputs for a tuner or tape recorder.

([ _
R 519900

KLH RESEARCH AND DEVELOPMENT CORPORATION

20 CROSS STREET, CAMBRIDGE 38, MASSACHUSETTS

divorcee, is a nimble nymphomaniac with
whom no delivery bov is sale. Jane Fonda
is a young widow who was never really a
wife —a case of [rozen assets. Shelley
Winters is a frustrated Frau. thawing the
winter of her discontent with the local
drami coach. Glynis Johns, an arty type
miuried to an even artier type, trics (o
a fst down with a feebleminded [oor-
baller. All four of these ladies agree to
give accounts of their love lives, and one
of them (Miss Fonda) ends up with the
most sociable of the social scientists
(Efrem Zimbalist. Jr.). Despite the grave
words about Doc Chapman’s noble work.
these intertwined stories about intertwin-
ing ladies haven't a scrap of sociological
significance to cover their twists, plot and
otherwise. For an “explosive” film, it's
a pretty dull Report.

There's no divorce in Italy, but Ar-
ticle 587 of the Italian Penal Code is a
written version ol the unwritten law:
If a husband kills his wile in anger
because he finds her acting like a wile
to somebody else, he is subject 10 a sen-
tence ol three w seven years. With time
off for good behavior, he’s usually out
alter about 18 months. This is the title
Joke in Divorce — Italian Style. A bored hus
band of 37 falls for a girl of 16, and
frames his wile into a Hing with an old
flame so that he can murder her with
near impunity. Make the man a secedy
Sicilian nobleman, work in some wonder-
ful Sicilian folkways, tie it all together
with some tape-recorder trickery, and the
result should be divina commedia. Al-
most, but not quite. Cruel comedy must
never come too close: il the joke depends
on killing I)c{)plu, they have to be hgures
of [un, not real enough to ¢voke sympa
thy or even believability. This husband’s
love for the girl is oo true, the girl her-
sell too winning, the wife too luscious
for the comedy to be consistent. It
switches back and forth lrom pastry to
pasta, There are pood performances by
Marcello Mastroianni (including a rib-
nudge sequence when he goes to see La
Dolce Vita), Odoardo Spadaro as his
fannv-feeling [ather, Daniela Rocca as
his wife, and Stefania Sandrelli as the
babe. Actor Pictro Germi directed and
co-nuthored. I his fine [alian hand had
been just a little finer, a weak bravo
might have been bravissimio.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

The last revue housed at Chicago's
Happy Medium stayed two years, but. Pur
It in Writing, based on the relative merits
of the two, may vet eclipse the marathon
run of the cabaret-theater's lormer occu-
pant. Of its 24 sketches, our box score
lists a dozen as superior, and a 500 bat-
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BY LENTHERIC

! For Christmas, give her

the fragrance she loves,
fabulous Tweed by Lentheric.
Perfume 52 75 tn 314,
Cologne $2, $3 50.

Mist $2 to 55



Of all the Englishmen
who drink gin...
how many

drink Gordon’s?

ost of them. And it’s been that way
for years. To be blunt about it,
Gordon’s is England’s biggest selling gin
—as it is America’s and the world’s. #
Why? Probably because we have al-
ways refused to tamper with a good
thing. Gordon’s still harks back to
Alexander Gordon’s original formula—
conceived in London 193 years ago |®
—so its distinctive dryness and flavour
remain unchanged and unchallenged to
this day. Ask for Gordon’s by name at
your favourite tavern and package store.
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THE WATCH EVERY PSS\ HEART IS SET ON...

“L A
» \

" Olympos

No ordinary watch!

No hour hand.

No winding. The dial itself
revolves to the exact hour.

the name for automatic watches

m MEN's OLYMPOS 3096 Unbelievably slim 10K GF top, stainless steel
back case, champagne dial. Micrometer regulator for minute adjustments.
Recessed crown. Waterproof.* $100 = LADIES' OLYMPOS 2035 Style
matchmate to men's Olympos. Yellow case, dramatic champagne dial,
tapered 10K GF expansion bracelet. $95 m Other Olympos models for both
men end women, $95 — $225, {.t.i. See for yourself. Your jeweler can show
you the remarkable Zodiac self-winding Olympos now.
“Waterproof, so long as crystal is intact, case unopened and criginal seal is restored if opened for servicing.

48 THE ZODIAC WATCH COMPANY, 15 WEST 44TH STREET, NEW YORK 36, N.Y.

ting average in this precarious line ol
endeavor is swictly major league: in
only a few instances do cast and creators
strike out. Unfortunately, these are con-
centrated in the second act. so one’s
memories of the show mav not be as
happy as is warranted. In this respect,
Bill Penn performs a directorial dis-
service to comics Tom Williams and Bob
Dishy and comediennes Jeanne Arnold,
Dodo Denney and Barbara Gilbert,
whose overall antic accomplishments are
first-rate. ‘The revue (held together by a
tenuous thread tied to today’'s literary
world) is at its best in a sharply honed
hoedown honoring Billic Sol Estes, a
hoboes’ lament to the illstarred advice
ol Messrs. Merrill Lvnch, Pierce, Fenner
and Smith, a barroom ballad tuned in
on Liz Taylor's Appian ways, and a
Freudulent farce delightfully reminis-
cent of the broad lunacies of Smith and
Dale's Dr. Kronkite classic. Rounding
out the cast are Jack Blackton, Anne
Jones, Will Mackenzie, and an attractive
Aussie, Deidre Green. Let us put it in
writing: P.LLIW. is a lovely way to spend
al (’\'L‘lllllg.

RECORDINGS

The Sammy Davis Jr. All-Star Spectacular
(Reprise) is a thumping three-ring circus
that features Sammy in évery ring. Side
one 15 the main attraction —a miming
romp through a hall-dozen standards.
Davis takes oft on such divers luminaries
as Al Hibbler, Mario Lanza and Bela
Lugosi. But for sheer devastation, we
have to vote for a Vaughn Monroe vocal
vignette that is outrageously accurate.
Side two is Davis as Davis, which is fine
with us. I you can stumble through its
title, Sammy Davis Jr. Sings What Kind of Fool
Am I and Other Show-Stoppers (Reprise),
you'll find an array of aural delights on
this LP, incduding the title tune and
three others Irom Anthony Newley's Brit-
ish import, Stop the World —1 Wani lo
Get Off. Also on hand is a wio of vintage
show tunes that have improved with age

Can’t We Be Friends from The Little
Show of 1929, My Romance from 1935
Jumbo, and Thou Swell vom A Connect-
icul Yankee, Ira Gershwin's long, and
oft-neglected, verse to the lawter is hap-
pily and hiply reprised by Sammy.

In the Bag (Juzzland) by the Nat Adder-
ley Sexter (with frére Cannonball, bassist
Sam  Jones and a trio ol rés chaud
New Orleans chats), is redolent with the
classic yet contemporary jazz sounds of
the Crescent City. Nat's cornet is custom-
tailored to the Delta’s current musical
proclivities. while brother Julian’s un
reconstructed alto finds itsell completely
at home with the blues.

L]



plus destination and setup charge

Fun to ride, fun to own and fun to give (or receive) — that’s the thrifty Honpa “50”. It's the
perfect Christmas gift for him, for her, or for the whole family to enjoy ! B There’s never been
anything like the HONDA — a light, lively, graceful vehicle that delights your eye, your love of
fun and your sense of thrift. It’s easier and safer to ride than a bike, breezes along at a
whisper-quiet 45 mph and gets up to 225 miles per gallon! B There are 4 versatile models of
the HONDA “50”, all with HONDA’s precision-built OHV 4-cycle engine. One comes with a push-
button electric starter. Three models, including the agile TRAIL “50”, come with automatic clutch and 3-speed
transmission. The rugged, sporty Mark 110 model (pictured above) comes with hand-operated clutch, ram-injec:
tion carburetor, high-compression head and 4-speed transmission. And all “50"s come at a price that fits your
Christmas budget ! B No wonder the HONDA is the most talked-about, most wanted, most useful and most en joy-
able traveling companion in America today. And no wonder that during this past year more than one million
smart people have taken to two-wheel travel —to work, market, school and outdoor fun—on the Honpa “50” ! W
For your nearest HONDA dealer, call Western Union by number, ask for OPERATOR 25.

WIN A FREE HONDA “50"! Ten HoNDA “50”s will

be given as prizes in a drawing to be held Dec. 21, 1962. Nething to buy, nothing
to write, just register at your nearest HONDA dealer and complete and mail official
entry card. All entries must be postmarked no later than Oec. 15. Winners will be
drawn from all sections of the U.S., so anyone can win! If you win and have

purchased a HONDA *'50'" between Nov. 1 and Dec. 15, 1962, your full purchase 7 anled’ . .
price will be refunded. Register now! This sweepstakes coptest void in Florida, “ or Ed s LargeSt MOtO? cyde Mmmf a""t@m ik

New Jersey, Wisconsin and wherever prohibited, taxed or restricted. Confest open
to anyone 16 years of age or older living in the Continental United States, Alaska AMERICAN HONDA MOTOR CO., INC.

and Hawaii except employees and immediate families of American Honda Motor Co., ’ = -
its dealers, its advertising agencies and the Reuben H. Donnelley Corp. 4077 West Pico Boulevard, Los Angeles 19, California
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your
Javorite
Cologne

— for her too

On My Wey (Capitol) showcases the
shouting, clouting vocal talents of blues
belter Barbara Dane. A throwback to
the incandescently uninhibited Bessie
Smith, Miss Dane is guttily unrestrained
throughout a program ol classic indigo
items and several gospel wnes. Staunch
support is offered by Kenny Whitson on
piano and cornet (often simultancously),
a rhythm section and a vocal group on
several of the bands.

The ability of the single voice ol
Arthur Grumiaux’ Swadivarius to fill
a room with crystalline sonorities as he
playvs the Bach Sonatas and Partitas for
Unaccompanied Violin (Philips) is a wibute
to the composer’s monumental genius.
the artist’s soaring technique, and a
superb job of recording this two-LP
package. It is hiting and proper that
Grumiaux, a Belgian, should be able to
sulfuse Bach's intricate geometric pat-
terns with a completely compatible emo-
tionality and still remain faithful to the
works' unfaltering symmetry,

Bad but Beautiful/Eartha Kitt! (M-G-M) 1s
a new Kitt bag filled with purry pacans
to la vie free. Included are such sensual
sonatas as Do It Again, Love for Sale, A
Lady Loves, and Good Little Girls. For
those who cotton to Miss Kitt's omui-
present vibrato and her Leda-and-swan
songs, this LP offers much good Eartha.

-

An clfective reminder of a too-nes-
lected vocal talent is The Song Is Paris (Im
pulse!). Auyone who remembers Jackic
Paris’ definitive delineation of Skylark
will welcome this afhrmation of his abili-
ties. Conductor-arranger Bobby Scott has
supplied big-band backing for Jackie on
side one. Side two contracts 1o a trio
and it is here that Paris is at his best,
particularly on Everybody Needs Love
and the West Side Story stalwart To-
night.

-

Royal Flush (Blue Note) is a delightiul
delineation of Donald Byrd's brand of
avantgarde soul. Blue at the roots, it
branches out into a full spectrum of
musical ideas, On hand is Detroit com-
patriot Pepper Adams’ baritone sax and
a rhythm section imbued with a similar
up-from-funk spirit.

.

Our thanks 1o producers John Ham-
mond and Frank Driggs for Mildred Bailey
— Her Greatest Performances 1929-1946 (Co-
lumbia). The Rockin® Chair Lady was a
consummate artist, as this three-LP pack-
age can attest. In the company ol one-
time husband Red Norvo, Goodman, the
Dorsey Brothers, and an allstar cast of
jazz greats, Mildred exhibited a vocal
Weltschmerz that has been copied many
times since; the carbons, however, are a
far cry from the original. For sheer jazz

Identify yourself

the smart way

Two ways to do it. Drop a hint that
you'd like one for Christmas. Pick up
several for gifts—give them with your
greeting card in 2 window. A handsome
idea, and clever, too! Holds 17 credit or
identification cards in clear, non-crack
windows. Room at the top for more.
Has “Show-a-Card”® Clip to add extra
windows — Expanding Slide Closing*
does it without bulge, adjusts as you
add. Go both ways, get one, give them!

Shown in Imported Morocco $5.00 « Others from §3.95 -

“Yards-of-Cards”
Photo Card Case

PRINCE
GARDNER

Prince Gardner Co., 1234 S, Kingshighway, St. Louis 10, Mo.
At fine stores everywhere, *Patented

all plus tax



Lyrically glacial
We knew you’d
find 1t charming.
Now you've
another hit on

your hands.

ONLY ROSE’'S MAKES A GIMLET
Recipe: 4 or 5 parts vodka (or gin)
to 1 part Rose’s Lime Juice, over ice,
in an old-fashioned or cocktail glass.
IMPORTED FROM ENGLAND

== Rose’s Lime Juice
and 1ce. Get acquainted. You've
so much 1n common. Dry wit,
accustomed to encores.
‘Both British. Take a sip.
How do you like 1t?

e
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A Secret
so closely ‘\[ -._.
guarded L/ EY

—only Tribuno
can taste like Tribuno

Only one man knows all the imported,  John L. Tribuno, is the only man in
exotic Botanicals we use to give the world who knows the secret.
Tribuno Vermouth its smooth, sprightly, Let Tribuno enliven your Martinis
delicately-dry flavor. and Manhattans with its subtle flavor

The late Mario P. Tribuno knew. and mellow taste. Priced low enough
He invented the formula. Now his son,  for everyone to enjoy.

Dry Tribuno for Martinis and Dry Manhattans.
Sweet Tribuno for Manhattans.

TDIDITRIN “01" Brands.Inc.
i L ) | | I Sole agents in US.A,
., N - .. e 23 West 52nd St., New York 19, N_ Y.

ARISTOCRAT
by Yello-Bole

A DISTINGUISHED
NEW PIPE TO TAKE

ITS PLACE AMONG THE
WORLD'S FINEST

Bench made from its top-grade rubber bit to
its hand-turned bowl... Aristocrat is one of the
world’s great smokes. Its imported briar bowl
is pre-caked with a new formula honey lining that assures

mildness and easy “break-in.” Guaranteed against burn-out for life!
Only $5 in a variety of shapes. Other Yello-Boles $1.95 and up.

ﬂmstocmt B T

Send for free booklet to Yello-Bole Pipes, Inc., N.Y. 22, Dept. YA3.

name-dropping. we recommend a group
ol four numbers by Mildred Bailey and
Her Alley Cats: the Cats consisted of
Bunny Berigan, Johuny Hodges, Teddy
Wilson and Grachan Moncur.

Joe Newmaon Quintet of Count Bosie's (M-
cury) Teatures the veteran (although he's
only 39) ex-Basie trumpet trouper and
[our kindred souls in an approach to jazz
neither adventuresome nor antiguated.
The bovs just do what comes |1‘|tl||.|lly
and most ol it comes out very well, in-
deed. Reedman Oliver Nelson is a fine
solo voice, but Newman's unfrenctic horn
holds swav with calm assurance through
a half-dozen tone poems. including such
oldies as Carvavan and Love Is Heve (o
Stay and jazz lavorite On Green Dol
phin Street.

The Best of June Christy (Capitol) is cer-
tainly that. Here, on one LP, are reissues
ol Christy with the bands of Bob Cooper
and Pete Rugolo doing Just A-Sittin”
and A-Rockin®, Willow Weep for Me and
Across the Alley from the Alamo. There
are eleven in all —a very lucky number
for the listener.

-

Historical ~ Mosterpieces — Charlie  "Bird™
Parker (Charlie Parker) is a sccond go-
round [for these three important LPs
taken off broadcasts civea 1948-1950. The
recorded sound is primitive but the Bivd
was soaring in the illustrious compiny
of Fats Navarro, Miles Davis and Bud
Powell. The package contains almost all
ol the ParkerGillespic bop standards;
we welcome their rebirth.

-

Don’t look now but the next big jazz
sound you're going to hear will be hossi-
nova, a Brazilian  jazeoriented sambi
rhythm. What's New? (Victor) has Sonny
Rollins & Co. investigating bossa-nova's
opportunitics  for improvisations and
testing its pliability through such stand-
ards as If Fver I Would Leave You and
The Night Huas a Thousand Eyes, the
calypso Brownskin Girl, and two origi-
nals, Jungoso and Bluesongo. On the lat-
ter pair, guitarist Jim Hall and drammer
Ben Riley cut out and leave the pro-
ceedings to Sonny, bassist Bob Cranshaw
and Candidos conga and hongos. A
chorus and additional Latin percussion-
ists wrn Brownskin Girl into a produc
tion number that loses a little of the
wee for the forest. Bossa Nova (Reprisc)
by Shorty Rogers and His Giants is an
exciting outing. Rogers, who has shown
a past afhinity for Latin rhythms, has
mucde himsell right at home in these
new surroundings. His Flugelhorn, Bud
Shank’s reed work, and all the gang, in
fact, sound great. Included is One Note
Samba, an import rapidly growing in
stature as a Jazz launching pad.



How to make her carry a torch for You...
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THE LIGHTER THAT LETS
HER KNOW WHEN THE FUEL IS LOW!

When you buy her this beautiful lighter, chances are you’ll

want to choose one of the more masculine Vu-Lighter styles

for yourself. All feature Windguard hood, extra stowaway

flint, permanent wick, and an automatic fuel-saving lock. $500
Other Vu-Lighters start at $3.95 and include choice of colors and inserts.

Prices incl. Fed. Tox » Mode in U.5.A. ¢ Available in Conado

Goldenglo

VU-ighter.

b
Y\S;W INC.

ATLANTA, GA.




JOXEUX NOEL

HC. AVAILABLE IN CANAOA

...say it in flawless french with a classic Coty fragrance

Je t'aime or Merci...so beautifully
told with Coty Perfumes. Always in
perfect taste — always appreciated -

because every drop is proudly French.

EMERAUDE ...for the
woman who dares to be
different. $3.50 to S100
(plus tax). parrum pe COTY

COA --. the world’s most mod-
ern, most luxurious perfume. $60
the ounce (plus tax) in exquisite
crystal by Baccarat. parrum e COTY

IAIMANT. .- nothing makes a

woman more feminine, more

attractive.

(plus tax).

..$3.50 to S100

parFumpe COTY
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Wh;tl sort of responsibility, if any,
does a young man have toward the ob-
ject of his first deeply physical love
aflair? The givl and I, quite Irankly,
were both virgins at the time and [ully
expected that we would get manriced, so
cveryvthing seemed all right (we were
both 17). As often happens, we went
away to different colleges and, after a
lew tearful and passionate reunions dur-
ing holidays, the inevitable took place
and we saw less and less of each other.
I learned two years ago that she got
married (I have vet to tie the knot) to
a guy on the opposite coast, so I was
surprised to get a letter [rom her not
long ago saying that the marriage went
on the rocks and thar she was returning
to this city to take up where we had left
off. Her letter stated in no wishy-washy
terms that she was looking to me for
love and understanding, since T was the
number one man in her life and owed
her this. Frankly, T don't agree but I
don’t quite know how to handle the
situation. I am not in love with the girl
at all. — B. R., Boston, Massachusetts.

You don’t owe this girl any more than
an auld-lang-syne smile and a friendly
handshake. To paraphrase Grantland
Rice, the imporiant factor is not who
scored first but how you plaved the
game. Cerlainly, no one could criticize
vour conduct. The affaiy flopped, with-
out regrets or resulling rvesponsibilities.
If you don’t dig resuming relations,
don’t.

B the three years that I've been plaving
the stock market I've never been able 1o
fisure out how brokers arrive at their
commission fees. These fees often appear
to be haphazard, and yet I know they
must be based on some sort ol system.
What is it? — E. Q., New York, New York.

Members of the New York Stock Fx-
change fix their {ees for cach 100 shares
on this basis:

Purchase or sale between S100 and
$399.99: two percent plus $3 (minimum
commission is $6).

Purchase or sale from $400 (o $2399.99:
one percenl plus 57.

Purchase or sale from 52400 to
§4999.99: one-half of one percent plus
8§19,

Purchase or sale of $5000 or more: one-
tenth of one percent plus $39 (provided
that amount doesn’t exceed §735 per 100-
share transaction).

If your purchase or sale is an odd-lot
ovder — that is, if it is less than 100
shares — the commission per transaction
is 82 less than the amount derived from
the above schedule.

I vowed long ago that I would never
have an affair with a married woman
(I'm divorced myself, and date a number
of unattached young ladies). but a special
problem has sprung up of late. T re
ceived a phone call from a girl 1 used o
sec vears ago: she’s once again living in
the same city 1 am — alter four years in
Brazil, where she acquired a husband
and two small children —and T saw no
harm in having a cocktail with her for
old tmes’ sake. To make a long story
sordid, she propositioned me shortly
after her first sip, said that her husband
was physically unattractive to her but
that she was determined 1o remain mar-
ried to him for the sake of her children.
Since we don’t ravel in the same social
or business circles anymore, she ex-
plained. she saw nothing wrong with a
once-a-week rendezvous at my apartment
— on a purely physical basis. Well, we've
been at it for a month now and my con-
science and my heart are beginning to
gnaw. This girl is outstanding looking,
demands nothing of me except my male-
ness and scems perfectly content with
the several hours we spend together each
week. I [eel mysell falling for her, but
realize that she would never think ol
divorce. What's next for us? —W. Q.
Santa Fe, New Mexico.

Splitsville. The situation bodes ill all
around —to your inamorata if hubby
finds out, to him if his friends and Dusi-
ness associates find oul, and to you
whethey anyone finds oul or not. By
groiving involved with the girl, you're
patently playing Russian voulette with
your own emoltions, and a wounding is
well-nigh inezitable. Fan the flames of
a femme with no stvings attached.

A friend and I are at loggerheads over
the following question: Should 3315-rpm
record albums be stored vertically or
horizontally? While vou're at it, what, if
anvthing, can be done about warped
LPs? — J. K., Alhambra, California.

Record holders should  always  stash
theiv LPs in an upright position so that
no untoward weight is on them. If a dise
gels the bends, from heat or other causes,
leaving il under a pile of books over-
night will usually even the score.

W hile reading a news item recently
on international auto events scheduled
in the U.S. for 1963, I came across a
phrase that really stumped me: some-
thing about requirements for “the
homologation ol cus” as established
by the U.S. Automobile Competition
Committee. My heluiest dictionary says
“homologation™ means “the action of

HEAR! HEAR!
BIGGEST
GIFT IDEAS
OF THE YEAR

FROM THE

STARS

ON RCA VICTOR

N LIVING STEREQ ANG MONAURAL. "ALSO ON TAPE.

PEREZ PRADD

Vi

SUITE
OF THE
AMERICA'S

Perez Prado creates a Latin-American
classic— 6 vibrant mood pieces and a
hauntingly lovely 16-minute musical tour®

SONGS OF
DEVOTION
AND LOVE

First release of ‘'Somebody Bigger
Than I, “Through the Years” and
“Trees.” Manysongs never onL.P.

Sometimes

Odetta, one of the great figures in Amer.
ican folk music, sings an album of blues
for the first time. Powerful, compelling*

RCA VICTOR

€3 The most trusted name in sound
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There are 3 completely new ideas in this picture!

LEVI’S SPORTSWEAR...a new

slack concept. Both Continental and
Ivy league styles have that smooth, smart
look that makes these slacks favorites for
all activities. They’ll look as good at the
end of the day as they did when you put
them on. That’s because the rugged “Royal
Crizzly” fabric with Avril rayon takes
hard wear in stride without muss or fuss.
Guaranteed for one year. Levi's Sportswear
is so convineed that you'll really like these
slacks that they are making this guarantee.
In black, loden, brown and beige. Men's
sizes, $7.98. Boys’ sizes, $5.98 and $6.98.
At stores near you, or write Levi Strauss,

1 West 34th St., N.Y.

AVRIL...the most advanced

rayon known to man! It’s the
strongest rayon ever made for men’s
wear. And this Dacron® polyester
and Avril? rayvon blend shows this
amazing new fiber off to the very
best advantage. For Avril makes
possible the remarkable feeling of
luxury . . . the unflinching way this
fine-line gabardine takes to hard
wear . . . gives il the very best wash
and wear qualities, too!

A new class of American
automobile. Only in “Avanti” by
Studebaker will you find this mod-
ern school of design. It’s like an
aero-dynamic wedge designed to defy
the wind. Luxuriously fitted-out, it
is the fastest American produclion
car now on the road.

AVRIL... a revolutionary new AVISCO® RAYON

AMERICAN VISCOSE CORPORATION, 350 Fifth Avenue, New York1, N.Y.



confiming or ratifying” —but that
doesn't (l.ulfv the situation any. What
was the guy talking about? — J. V., Kan-
sas City, Missouri.

In car parlance, homologation is the
technical recognition of Touring Cars
and Grand Touring Cars as sevies-
produced models, manufactured in
accordance with classification standards
established Uy the FIA, international
racing’s governing body. Beginning with
the 1963 scason, these standards will ve-
quirve that a minimum of 1000 identical
Touring Car models be built within a
12-month span. In the case of Grand
Touring Cars, 100 identical models must
be manufactured.

My hunting buddy and I have been
arguing about suitable shell loads when
going after quail and ring-necked pheas-
ant. I'm in favor of heavy loads, because
1t scems to me that most of the time
when these birds break cover they give
you a very long first shot. My friend says
I'm nuts, and that with this kind of hunt-
ing the only thing a heavy load gives you
that a light or medium doesn’t is a sore
shoulder. Whe's right? — P. W., Stowe,
Vermont.

He is. A recent study by the Ithaca
Gun Company vevealed that the ave rage
first shot on upland game is under 20
yards, the average second shot under 25
yards. Al such short vanges, a heavy load
for the birds is for the birds.

A.s a coastguardsman stationed in Ha-
waii, I am [aced right now with a frontal
attack on my own coast. My hitch is up
in five months and I have been offered
a good job on the mainland, but my
w Itc, a beautiful Chinese-Filipino, doesn’t
want me to take it, fearing her ancestry
would bar us [rom hortels, restaurants,
Playboy Clubs, and perhaps even the
homes ol my friends back in California.
True or false?—R. V., Honolulu, Ha-
wail.

To begin with, you and your wife will
have no trouble at the Playboy Clubs,
where we've always more than happy to
welcome a beautiful woman, in the com-
pany of a member. And it is also our
feeling that your wife is making into a
mountain something that isn’t apt to be
even much of a molehill. Enlightencd
communities no longer build the pre-
judicial walls they wused to erecl. Our
adwice is lo take the job. If your friends
don’t fancy your wife, you will at least
have learned the depth of their friend-
shup. And if the new job depends upon
friends like these, change both them and
the job. Narrow-mindedness and bias may
be encountered occasionally, but you'll
find that most worthwhile Californians
are bigger than bigotyy; with just a little
paticnce, you and yowrs should be able
to make a soctally and professionally re-
warding go of it on the mainland.

WINTHROP

MEN'S SHOES 7962 Style Award Winner

'hand s'mh front. ln a wanirobe threesume of let black.
coﬂ'ee hmwn or coppermne smooth leather !

A product of Internaluonal Shoe Company, i LOUIS. Mtssoun

57



PLAYBOY

58

MpPoORTED
FROM ENGLANY

DEEEEATER

A handsome ceramic pourer, made by Wade of
England, handpainted in the authentic colors of the
Beefeater . . . befitting the excellence of imported
English Beefeater Gin. Direct from London for $1.

THE BEEFEATER, P.0. Box 2411
Grand Central Station, New York 17
| enclose $1.00 for one Beefeater Pourer. (This offer
is only good where focal laws permit). P-122

NAME

STREET

cITY ZONE STATE

Dne Pourer per coupen. Micw about 4 waeks delivery. Offer good anly in US.A
BEEFEATER DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN » 94 PROOF

100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS = KOBRAND CORP., N.Y.

l’d like some inside dopester informa-
tion on “‘blue chip™ French wine vintages
— that is, fine recent vintages I can buy
when they first become available and are
not yet exorbitantly priced. Such knowl-
edge is hard to come by, and is not to be
found in even the best wine books, be-
cause of the timely nature of the infor-
mation desired. — T. P., San Francisco,
California.

Here's some new info on grape expec-
tations straight from the wine c=llar: Pul
your dough in the established labels of
burgundies, Bordeaux, Alsaces and clham-
pagnes datelined 1961. Chilly weather in
April of that year created a grape short-
age that will rocket prices, so be the
first in your neighborhood to, cte. Cold
snap al an end, a wet spring and sizzling
summer vesulted o a  product  that
French vintners rale among the I5 best
years of this century.

T he thing I hate about ski weckends is
ski pros. Not only do they manhandle
your girls on the instruction slopes, they
also make a play for them later on in the
lounges below. My question s this:
When the ski pro, in the guise of ca-
maraderie, sits down at my table and
cves my girl, am I obliged to pay for his
drink? — L. C., Denver, Colorado.

1's up to you. At ski lodges il’s tacitly
assumed that fraternizing with the suests
is a legitimate part of the ski pro’s job;
betng in geneval a friendly and fun-lov-
ing lot, and hevoes in their element,
these gents arve frequently not above
capitalizing on the situation for make-
oul purposes. If a conning pro joins you
and your gwl, you can offer to buy him
a drink or indicale that you're involoed
in a private conversation and you'll be
happy to see him on the slopes next morn-
ing — either course is consideved polite. As
in all other occupations that are staffed by
single young athletes, the ski-instructor
dodge has its share of pushy boors. How-
the majority of instructors are
sensitive to the fact that they arve part
Ievo and part hived help, and ave quick
to detect a hint that they arve intruding.

CUeT.

VOIJI‘ recent reply to T. R. of Chicago
concerning the ms and outs of mono-
grammed shivts, belt buckles and cars
sct me to thinking about the possibility
of personalizing my librarv. How do you
feel about customizing books through
monograms and special bindings of reg-
ular editions? —S. H., Palm Springs,
Califorma.

To have your books bound in identical
bindings, or in “sels.” is passé. Besides,
so many books lack litevary durability
that binding them is often rvather poini-
less. Books about which you especially
cave, which you jeel you will want o ve-
read, which desevve a place of honor on
your shelves for their content or their

authorship, may be made more perma-
nent and morve decorative with special
bindings. We don’t dig the embossed
and ornate styles; a fine bookbinder will
creale a binding suitable to a particula
book., and vou can thus have leather-
bound books of which no two are alike,
unless they ave by the same author. in
which case you may wish to have bind-
ings of different colovs but affinity of
design. Your imitials or even vour full
name on the bottom right-hand edge of
the front cover is in betler taste than
having vour monogram on the spine.
Collecting fine bindings for their own
sake is an entiely different matier; i is
an expensive hobby and one not much
in vogue with young men.

. am bugged hall out of my mind by a
teasing young chick who is not, T am
convinced, the usual kind who teases out
of malice, unconscious hatred of men.
scll-cgo building, power testing, sheer
bitchery. or any of the other real or sup-
poscd psychological reasons. This is es-
sentially a really nice girl who shares
with me the irm conviction that all my
attempts toward mutual happiness have
a shared basis in emotion, but she says
that if I really “care™ about her — instead
of “merely wanting” her — I'll content
mysell with passionate goodnight Kisses
and dance-floor embraces. 've  ried
evervthing, including the lucidly sensible
argument (to me) that “mervely wanting”
is just fine and doesn’t demean or dimin-
ish her in the least. She counters my
areguments with innumerable guotations
from [emale advice-type columnists, all
of which add up to “"Don’t do it, girls,
or you’ll lose more than you can ever
hope to gain.” I'm fed up with these
so-called awthorities; have you got a
counterauthority 1 can quote to her?
(No point telling me what you think —
she won't trust you as an unbiased source
of wisdom, I'm sad to say)—W. Q.
Toledo, Ohio.

Try her with the following from the
Reverend John Donne, he of the tolling
bell:

“Who cuver loves, if he do not pro-

pose

The rvight true end of love, he's one

that soes

To sea for nothing bul to make hum

sick.”

All reasonable questions — from fash-
ion, food and drink, hi-fi and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and eliqueile
—will be personally answered if the
writer includes a stamped, self-addressed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 232 E. Olio
Street, Chicago 11, Hlinows. The most
provocative, pertinent querics will be
presented on these pages cach month.



Wind Song Perfume—so elegant it
be a comes in a gold-encrusted, jade-green

2 crown. 6.00 to 45.00
pnﬂce. o

qive her
a
crown

Wind Song Cologne Parfumée—
sparkling cologne in a crystal-clear
crown bottle. 2.50, 3.75, 5.00

WIND SONG
MEABURED
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BNCE MATCHARE
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Wind Song Metered Mist—1,200
measured cologne sprays in a striking
white-and-golden column. 5.00.
Smaller size, 3.75

by PRINCE MATCHABELLI

Wind Song Dusting Powder—
gently perfumed body powder with a
fluffy lamb’s wool puff of jade-green.
Perfume, cologne, and gift sets in Wind Song, Prophecy, 3.00 and 5.00
Stradivari, Beloved, and Abano at better stores everywhere. PRICES PLUS TAX, ALSO SOLD IN CANADA




Gowns and Jewsls by Philip Hulitar STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKY - B6 PROOF - OLD HICKORY DISTILLERS CO.. PHILA.

1
NERE.

s ey ;;U

AMERICA’S MOST MAGNIFICENT BOURBON



PLAYBOY’S INTERNATIONAL DATEBOOK
BY PATRICK CHASE

SHORT ON DAYS, but long on opportunities
for change of scene, February wins our
nod as one of the choicer months for the
traveling man. Cold diggers will find the
winter sports arenas in [ull swing across
the Northland, while those weary of
winter's wrath will encounter a warm
reception in a balmy variety of resorts
to the South. Whichever temperature
suits your temperament, you should
make plans now for a relaxing and re-
vitalizing winter vacation either on the
snow or under the sun.

Prime destination lor the snow bound
is Lake Placid in New York’s Adiron-
dacks, where the annual masters’ ski-
jumping tournament at Intervale Hill
will be held on Washington's Birthday.
If you get the wge o try the bobsled
run, arrangements can be made to go
over the hill with a team ol tested pros.

Perhaps the closest U.S. approxima-
tion to the Continental Alpine resort
complex is found in cool Colorado,
where new investments totaling 510,
000,000 have helped create 20 modern
and accessible resorts. Among the bright-
est new trailblazers are Crested Butte,
north of Gunmnison, which has exhil-
arating runs down the Irosty flanks of a
12,000-foot peak; Storm Mountain near
Steamboat Springs and Peak Eight near
Breckenridge. These, of course, are in
addition to such familiar pluses as Love-
land and Arapahoe Basins, Aspen High-
lands and Monarch Pass, each of which
supplies lodge largess and superb down-
hill facilities for the schuss-minded.
Notwe well, too, the winter carnivals that
will be enlivening lile at Aberdeen,
South Dakota: Aspen and Steamboat

Springs in Colorado; Hanover, New
Hampshire;  Alpena, Houghton and
Grayling in Michigan; and St. Paul,

Minnesota, the largest of all, which will
feature the national ouwdoor speed-
skating championships, and where, as at
the other sites for winter carnival spirits,
the accomplished sportsmian may supple-
ment his wintry doings by trying to win
a snow-belle prize.

Those headed for European ski slopes
should remember that the wansit can
now be made via the Caribbean at little
or no increase in present round-trip
fares across the Atlantic, Under one set-
up, for example, an overseaer can jet
from New York to Amsterdam direct,
then return to the States via Lisbon and
Trinidad, Curagao and Aruba, Jamaica
and Miami. West Coasters can route
their return through Mexico City or
Caracas, and pay as little as 5695.80.

A different, more leisurely approach

to the Atlantic may be made by means
of a four-day yacht-plane combination
out of Florida’s Tampa or West Palm
Beach: for an 580 [ee you fly to Nassau,
then board a boat —in effect, a Hoating
house party — lor a lolloping jaunt out
to Eleuthera for davtime skindiving,
spear and game hshing, and nighttime
dancing at the Buccaneer's Club. On the
wet road home vou should make it a
point to tury at Nassau [or a bracing
sampling ol the restless natives atr play
on the Bay Street bistro circuit: Spots
that leap belore your eyes should include
the Junkanoe Club, Blackbeard's, Club
Crazee, Chez Paul, Conch Shell, Coconut
Palm and Pirate’s Den, calypso joints
leaturing limbo, ancient hre dancing
and notso-ancient firewater. A week’s
stay in Nassau, including breaklast and
dinner, will run you ;lppro_\'.im;llt.'ly S150
at Pirate House Club, $145 at Roval
Victoria, and S160 at Emerald Beach.

Nassau is usually among the ports of
call on the ad-lib itinerary of a 96-foot
schooner that casts off twice monthly
Irom Miami for lazy cruising amid the
Bahamas' beguiling isles. 1 you want to
practice your sailsmanship while under
way, you may; most of the sailing is
done at night, with daylight anchorings
off island beaches ol spectacular lonely
beauty. Though the captain, to a degree,
is guided as to destination by guests’
wishes, the ship has a happy habit of
dropping the hook at Bimini, the Berry
Islands, Great Abaco and Grand Ba-
hama. Tab for a 10-day cruise lor 25
guests ranges from 5175 1o 5225 each.

Il you prefer cruising directly to and
staying at one small off-the-beaten-track
island, there to tan your hide in an un-
hurried, unharried atmosphere, you can
do no better than to head for Tortola
in the British Virgins, either by schooner
[rom St. Thomas or by chartered plane
from Puerto Rico to Beel Island, thence
to Tortola by launch. Accommodations
at the Fort Burt Hotel — 510 w0 $25
with meals — will put you within casy
reach of both Roadtown, the island’s
casual main sertlement, and tempting
jungle-lined, whitesanded beaches at
Apple Bay and Cane Garden Bay. As
with most smaller islands, it’s always
wise to make your visit in a foursome to
be sure ol company and add to the fun
of such daylight sealarking as running
by rented sloop among the nearby isles —
a sunny activity guaranteed to cure any
man of his February doldrums.

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

For MEN and
WOMEN of ACTION

Rugged dependability. Shock resistant, anti-
magnetic and waterproof.t Only $11.95%

La Salle watches are designed
for men and women of action by
General Time Corporation ...
world’s largest maker of time-
pieces. Their movement is preci-
sion jeweled, shock resistant and
anti-magnetic. Their prices are
remarkably low: from only $9.95
to $19.95.

1As long as erystal, erown and back are intact.

This heautiful La Salle
ladies’ watch with sweep
seecond hand is shock
resistant, anti-magnetic.
Only $9.95.*

SEE LA SALLE'S “TOP STARS OF BOWLING"” SHOW
ON LEADING TV STATIONS.

“Plus tax

A PRODUCT OF GENERAL TIME CORP. % 61



PLAYBOY

62

BE EXTRAVAGANT

LAVISH HER WITH

I ‘ \l I E PARFUM DE CORDAY

Famed as one of the world’'s most cious fragrances. Exqui-

sitely packaged, FAME is quite ¢ “r' the jewel of all holiday
ihouc;hf:-. Be r-,a'!rﬂ.-.’m;].r:t' Give her FAME Spray Cologne
Concentree, $3.50...in Deluxe Refillable Canister, $5.00. FAME
Cordetlle Purse Parfum, $3.50, FAME Parfums, $6.50 to $35.00,
Spray Parfum, $5.00. Bath Powder, $5.00

Fame part g T France. {nhee peodicts nlandas S5 AR



ey s JACKIE GLEASON

a candid conversation with the grandiloquent great one

Nattily bedecked in loafers, dark blue
slacks and an eye-searing tomalo-red
cardigan, the gifted comic-composer-
conductor-actor-occultist-cgolist who calls
himself “The Great One” — otherwise
known as Jackie Gleason —sat like a
beached whale on the lawn oulside the
clubhouse at the Shawnee Inn in Penn-
splvania’s Pocono Mountains. Though
he had fared poorly thal morning in a
colf tournament (he generally shools in
the low 80s). Gleason greeted PLAYBOY
with halefellow expansiveness, possibly
aladdened by conlemplation  of his
cqually expansive caveer. In the wake
of his powerful performance as the im-
pervturbable pool shark, Minnesota Fals,
in “The Hustler,” two of his latest movies
— “Gigol” and “Requiem for a Heavy-
weight” — were in the can and veady for
worldwide release; and  still another
film, “Papa’s Delicate Condition” (in
which he performed as producer and
director as well as star), was being scored
and edited. Meanwhile, back in Man-
hattan, his office staff was keeping busy
fling offers for him to produce, divect
and star in dozens of new screenplays.
His syrupy but salable mood-music al-
bums were grossing lo a six-ficure iune;
in“Take Me Along” he had demonstrated
delightfully that he could also pack a
theater in a Broadway show; and CBS
was paying him $100,000 a year to lu.-cp
him exclustvely theivs. A millionaire
many times over, he could have spent
the vest of his life there on the fair-

“An actor has failure snapping at his
heels like a vicious mongrel, but because
ego is his propulsion, he considers the
mongrel a puppy.”

ways or in the Gleasonian splendor
of his 5650000 home near Peekshill,
New York, rousing himself occasionally
to shoot a game of pool, to parlake of
strong walers with his cronies, or lo sit
back and watch the residuals volling in
on one of his three television sets with
reyuns of his old “Honeymooners” series.
But he was just taking a breather before
reiurning to the medium which made
him a star, this time with a live weekly
variely show. Early in our interview, we
bowed lo the Gleason ego and infectious
logorrhea, abandoning the role of prob-
ing questioner in favor of playing
straight man and using our questions as
cues to keep The Greal One talking.
Our first cue concerned his veputed
monumental  self-esteem, our mnolion
being to test the myth against the veality.

pLaysoy: Producer David Susskind has
called you *a thundering talent — the
kind of raw, brilliant talent that has
gone out of style, with as much instinct
in drama as in comedy.” Do you agree?
GLEASON: One hundred percent. David
often has been guilty of exaggeration, but
when he said that, I feel he was guilty
of understatement.

pLaYBOY: Do you also agree with your
former writer, Coleman Jacoby, who
said, “Gleason 1s the most egocentric
comedian of our time”?

GLEAsON: Coleman was showing rare per-
ception when he uttered that gem. An
actor has to have a healthy ego. Other-

“I drink for the honorable purpose of get-
ting bagged. Drinking removes warts and
pimples, not from me, but from those
I look at. Everyone’s more beautiful.”

wise how is he going to go out and
entertain 25,000 people at a concert in
the Hollywood Bowl and demand 530,000
for it? Anybedy who asks for that kind
ol dough and has that in mind, he can’t
be as shy as Albert Schweitzer. If you
don’t think you're good. what the hell
are you doing in show business? Those
actors who hire press agents to prove to
the public that they're really sweet and
humble, that's a naive impression they're
trying to disseminate. It's counterfeit.
It's like Mary Picklord saying to a steve-
dore, “Let’s go upstairs.”” Look, 1 was
lucky enough to have been given talent,
a vilt from God. I'm grateful. But let
no man say that this diminishes my opin-
ion that I'm very, very good.

PLAYBOY: Why do you want to communi-
cate this image of yoursell?

GLEASON: You're here asking me these
questions because it's your job. Well.
that’s my job.

PLAYBOY: Is it possible that you exagger-
ate the cgo bit just a litde o maintain
the image?

GLEASON: How can vou exaggerate some-
thing that’s already exaggerated? Cer-
tainly I work hard to maintain the
position ol The Greatest. How many guys
do you know who go across the country
in their own private train at a cost of
between 580,000 and 590,0002 We had
some fun that wrip, but mainly it was
hard work. Every place we stopped we
had a schedule that put us all in bed —
by oursclves — at about 10 o'dock every

“People think I don’t know the value of
money. You can’t sit on it, wear il, make
a house with il. You sure can’t kiss it.
What else can you do but spend it?”
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Shirt
and anklets

of
: ®
Absorbent, machine washable, colorfast —
luxurious soft Tycora textured nylon. Ribbed
anklets: extra long with pillow sole; one size
fits all, $1.50. Full fashioned shirt: full cut,
sizes S, M, L, XL. Long sleeves $10.95; short
sleeves $8.95. Brown, light blue, smoke, clive,
red, tan, grey, yellow, french blue, chianti,
bark, cactus, tiger, old gold, bronze, navy,
white, black. Use coupon below for mail order.

Please send me: quantity color
Long Sleeve Shirt
Short Sleeve Shirt
Anklets

name.

address. city.
Check [] Chorge [] Sorry no C.O.D.

MOORE'S, 101 Post St., San Francisco 8, Cal.
Colifernia deliveries subject to 45, soles fox.

Add 35¢ shipping chorges outside our free delivery area.

night. Except for the first night out,
right after the party in L.A., there was
practically no partying. Two of our
group may have hit the booze a little
hard. They wanted to work, but I
couldn’t because I was so busy shaking
hands everywhere, so they had nothing
to do but drink. Jack Philbin, my execu-
tive producer, my right-hand man, came
to me and said, “We ought to get them
into a steam room.” I said, “They don’t
need a steam room, get them Bishop
Sheen.” But the whole trip was designed
to promote the TV show, and from what
we've heard it was the most successful
promotional gimmick CBS ever tried.
They are now running smaller trips lor
smaller stars. They've got a news com-
mentator they're thinking of running all
the way from New York to Newark. But
I can’t really say I exaggerate —to get
back to that question. Other people do
my exaggerating for me. They judge me
by their standards, not by mine.
pLaYBOY: Then you sincerely believe
youre The Greatest?

GLEASON: | see no one greater in my feld.
I think I do what I do better than any-
body else. That leaves a lot of arcas for
others to be great in.

PLAYBOY: Some find this attitude engag-
ing, but it can’t be said to have made
friends of others. How do you fecl about
them?

GLEASON: What others? An actor shouldn’t
worry too much about making friends,
he should worry about an audience. His
friends get to see him for nothing
anyway.

PLAYBOY: Have you ever had a moment of
stage fright or self-doubr?

GLEASON: [ had one once when I thought
that a chorus girl I was enamored of
wouldn’'t show up. Incidentally, she
didn’t. But in the great tradition of
the theater, I did the show anyway.
Once I wrote that an actor has failure
snapping at his heels like a vicious
mongrel, but because ego is his propul-
sion, he considers the mongrel a puppy.
The first thing an actor must do is train
himself to have no doubts. If he can't
play that role, and his own critique on
his performance is negative, he'd better
get out of show business. I began playing
it the day I got in the business. Sure,
when 1 first began 1 had stage fright. It
happened that frst day; 1 didn’t know
the address of the theater. But when 1
found it I wasn’t afraid of the audience
— 1 was afraid of my own performance.
And besides, I had a spot on my lapel.
I didn’t know if 1 could charm them
or not. See, I was born in Brooklyn
46 years ago. My father walked out and
left my mother and me alone, and be-
cause she had to work I was leflt pretty
much on my own. I lound out I could
make people laugh by consorting with
them, but when I got to that theater that

time, I wasn’t sure I could handle an
audience. Especially with that spot on
my lapel. Well, I emceed a few amateur
shows, and played some clam clubs
in Allentown and Reading, P.A., and
through the experience of finding out
1 could charm them 1 gradually lost
the stage fright. And I got a bottle
of spot remover,

pLavBOY: It has been said that you are
afraid of only two things: strangers and
airplanes. Is this true?

GLEASON: Whocever said that must have
been a stranger on an airplane. He cer-
tainly doesn’t know me. My whole busi-
ness is meeting strangers. IE I'm alraid
of them, so is Jack Kennedy. As [ar as
airplanes are concerned, I was taking a
cross-country flight from California to
New York and the plane came down fast
in Phoenix. I've flown once since then
to do a benefit. But I don't like flying
and I see no reason why I should fly.
Besides, if you've ever been on a train
with me, with all the girls and the re-
freshments and the band, you have to
admit that il you really want to fly, that’s
the only way. The train is the only
place, practically, that I ever get to be
alone, to think, to soak up some of the
country. Don’t forget, I'm not just work-
ing to people in New York. I've got a
whole nation I've got to charm. Also,
I like the train because I've got no
reason to get anywhere in a hurry.
PLAYBOY: You are onc of the few per-
formers who makes no bones about his
fondness for drinking. What does alcohol
do for you?

GLEASON: I drink for the sole, simple,
honorable purpose of getting bagged. f
never drink alone, I never drink when
I'm sad or angry. 1 only drink with
friends. Drinking removes warts and
pimples, not from me, but {rom those
I look at. Everybody becomes more beau-
uful.

riavBoy: Your liquid capacity is legend-
ary, What was the most you cver drank
in one boutz

GLEASON: I'm no saucer-counter. But [
probably drink less than most people
think I do. If I drank as much as they
say, I'd never be able to pick up a pool
cue, let alone perlorm. Beside a real
drinker such as Eddie Condon or Joe
E. Lewis, I'm a terrier beside a New-
foundland.

PLAYBOY: Could you outlast Dean Martin
m a fair contest?

GLEASON: I've never gone up against him.
But I think his drinking is magnified by
reporters as much as mine. How can you
stay bagged and do your work? As for
going up against him, I think drinking
contests are ridiculous. You don’t prove
anything except that you can get sicker
than the other guy. One time I sat down
with Toots Shor in a brandy-drnnking



A party’s a hand-shaky
Meeting,
A smile,

A “Look who's here!” greeting.

It’s a bedroom
Of coats,

- And someone who dotes
a ua On the olives

The drinkers aren’t eating.

PartyI A party’s a room full

Of chatter
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Who’s getting thinner
And fatter.

It’s peanuts and chips
That are left in the dips,

A marvelously marvelous matter.

Kahlia’s witty and wonderful recipe book features recipes from
famous restaurants. . .eight big pages detail the making of such
cocktail creations as the Black Russian, Kahlia Sour and Mexican
Grasshopper...such dessert delights as Crepes Bresilienne,
Coupe Kahltia and Kahlia Mousse. Yours for the asking...
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A party’s a carpet

With ashes,

A glass that goes crashing
And splashes.

It’s cigarette smoke,

The funniest joke,

A flutter

Of mascara-ed lashes.

A party’s a sandwich
That'’s arty

Decked out on a tray
A la cart-y.

And straight or
Black Russian
KAHLUA is gushin’
And THAT,
In a word,
Isa PARTY!
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contest, but that was the only one 1
ever was in. He said I fell down and that
he left me laving there in the entrance
to the dining room all through the
dinner hour. He also said people had
to jump over me to get to their tables.
Can you imagine anybody jumping over
somebody to get to Toots™ food?
piaveoy: There are those who regard
Toots as something less than a stimulat-
ing fellow. What exactly is the bond
between you?

Gieason: I think he's harmless. Also, he's
a very, very good friend to me and has
been for years. When 1 was scuffling, all
I needed to get a meal in Shor’s was my
fountain pen. Many times I should have
aten the pen — it would have been
tastier. One ume I had to tell Toots — I
owed him about $800, I think — that il
the food didn't improve 1 was going to
turn in my pen. Sometimes I wonder
how 1 survived, eating Toots’ food day
m and day out. One night I ordered a
bowl of soup in there, and it was the
only time in my life T ever had to chew
soup. But I'll say this for Toots — the
next day when I came in I didn’t bave to
chew it. I cut it with a knife and fork
and ate it in chunks. That was when 1
found out why Toots’ customers always
sit around his place so long — they can’t
geL up.

PLAYBOY: Your fondness [or food is at
least as legendary as your taste for spirits.
What's the most you've ever caten at a
sitring?

GLEASON: When T was broke and someone
invited me to dinner. But I don’t wish
to defend my eating. I eat when I get
hungry . . . I just get hungrier oltener
than other people.

pLAYBOY: What's the best meal you ever
had?

GLeasoN: When I devoured the reviews ol
The Hustler,

PLAYBOY: I[ you were counscling a pros-
pective dieter, what would you advise?
GLEASON: Forget it

PLAYBOY: Do vou like the way vou look?
GLEasON: I might as well . . . I'm stuck
with it. I've had [un being thin and [un
being [at. but I've been fat more than
I've been thin, so I've had more fun f{at.
I weigh about 235 right now. My best
weight for TV is around 225, and I'll be
down to that before I go back on the
air. 1 move a lot on TV, move fast, and
I have to weigh less for that.

pLayeoy: Will you have to go on a rigor-
ous diet to take off the 10 pounds for
vz

GLEASON: Nothing heroic. Play goll. Cut
down on food and booze. Be more sen-
sible than usual.

PLAYBOY: Has cating —or dicting — ever
interfered with vour work:

cLeasoN: Nothing interferes with my
work. It used to be that when I dieted

I went inte Doctors Hospital so a phy-
sician could supervise. I used to work
on the show from my hospital room. The
writers would come up and we'd discuss
everything. Sinatra came up one day
and he was sitting there and a new nurse
came in. She looked at him and she
looked at me, and then she put a pillow
behind his back. But I don’t believe
there’s any excuse for allowing personal
problems —like a knife and lork —to
get in the way of a spotlight.

piaYBoY: What do you think, then, of
the recent publicity about the tempera-
ments of such stars as Marlon Brando
and Elizabeth Taylor holding up pro-
duction and costing their studios mil-
lions of dollars over budget?

GLeasoN: I wasn't there so I don't know
what went on, but I do know the studios
must think the stars are worth it if they
put up with it. It's absolutely up 1o the
studio. If a star horses around, and the
studio doesn’t want them, they fire them.
I remember the first time I was in Holly-
wood, I said, “Hello,” and they fired me.
pLAYBOY: Method actors are said by some

directors to be the worst production-
delayers. What do you think of the
Method?

GLEASON: I'm not opposed to the Method
as long as evervbody can have his own,
I did a scene with an actor who kept
questioning and analyzing everything
about his own motivations at such
length I wanted to get him a lawyer. All
I know about the Method and Method
actors is what Charles Laughton said.
“Method actors give you a photograph.
Real actors give you an oil painting.”
PLAYBOY: Some critics have said that in
Gigot you gave only a sketch. What do
you sav?
GLEASON: That was your review, PLAYBOY.
Get a load of the others — [our stars [rom
Kate Cameron, lor instance. 1 say the
picture was designed to entertain people,
not critics. If all the critics came to
Loew's State, all of them in the whole
U.S., there'd still be an empty balcony.
But who likes criticism anyhow? The
only thing I know that feels secure when
it’s rapped is a nail.
payeoy: Did you enjoy working 1
Hollywood on Papa’s Delicate Condi-
tion?
GLEASON: The working conditions were
ideal. They set up a bar next to my dress-
ing room, and I didn’t have to smuggle.
As for living there . . . well, the weath-
er’s a little too vanilla for me. I'd rather
see some snow and rain, spring and fall.
the changing of the leaves. I think a
person’s creative abilities are sumulated
by different seasons. Living in a one-note
climate is not as invigorating. But I en-
joyed the work much more than I did
the first ume I went out. That was in
(continued on page 197)
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14 Scotsmen and what they do
to make Ballantine’s Scotch

The 14 Scotsmen you see above make a rare Highland
Whisky at a Ballantine’s distillery at Elgin, Scotland,

Ballantine’s for more than one hundred and thirty years.
The final result is Scotch Whisky as Scotch Whisky

hard by the North Sea. This whisky is just one of
the 42 high-grade Scotch Whiskies that are har-
monized to make Ballantine’s sunny-light flavor.
These men possess distilling skills which have been
handed down from their forefathers. Each per-
forms his task with the same patience, pride and
attention to detail that have marked the making of

should be: never brash or heavy—nor so limply
light that it merely teases the taste buds. The final
result is Scotch Whisky always good-natured and
sociably gentle, flaunting its authentic flavor and
quality to all those who enjoy its company. Just a
few reasons why: The more you know about
Scotch the more you like Ballantine’s.

BOTILED IN SCOTLANO = BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY - 86 PROCF - PORTED BY 21" Brands, Juc., n.v.c.
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Jor a golden yule: a guide for guys on pleasing their playmates

By ROBERT L. GREEN

TO EARN A GLOWING REPUTATION a5 a Santi
sans pareil among his pretty paramours,
the gift-wise guy need not emulate that
overzealous suitor who inundated his
inamorata with 12 drummers dramming,
11 pipers piping, 10 lords a-leaping, and
so lorth down —or up —to a partridge
in a pear tree. If you've ever bedazzled
a damsel with bonbons, poetry or flowers
you know that munificence is less a meas-
ure of successiul gilting than the senti-
ment embodied in vour token ol esteem.

Whether stole or sonnet, blossom or
bijou, the correct Christmas cumshaw is
the one that flatters and disarms each
object of vour alffection by seeming to
be the product of dedicated planning
and scarching especially for her: by mak
ing her feel that you alone know the
real her and that she alone commands
your appreciative attention.

The one great secret ol staying afloat
during the annual Christmastidal wave
ol gifting is organization. Belore vou
embark on the churning sea ol frenzied
shoppers, make a list of your lasses, classi-
Lying them by their basic traits and tastes.

LEach of vour [emale friends will prob-
ably ht into one ol the lollowing
categories: (1) the ulurachic, felinely
feminine type; (2) the crisply comperent
business airl; (3) the lithe-limbed. glow-
ing, healthy outdoor girl: (1) the culture-
conscious, aesthetc-intellectual wvpe: or
(5) the tantalizingly changeable child-
woman. The niche into which each
femme falls should give vou a hint about
what is apt to please her.

Now. with list in hand, you are almost
ready to pursue the perfect presents for
vour fair ladies. But linger in vyour
lounging chair a bit longer to answer
these questions about each lass on your
list: Should her gift be practical or friv-

olous? Intimate or personal? How much
does she mean to you and how much do
vou want her to mean?

In choosing the right gift for the right
girl, the length of time you've known her
is important. I the ink is barcly dry in
your address book — but you'd sull like
to catalyze a rapid chemical reaction
— an inexpensive but perceptive gilt will
do the wrick: if you discussed music or
literanmre during vour one bright eve-
ning together, try the latest album or
anthology leaturing one ol her favorites.

If you are old Iriends but your times
with her are preferably platonic, an im-
personal gilt is in order. Umbrellas,
fountain pens, candy. luggage. handkenr-
chiels, colognes. waveling clocks, ciga-
rette lighters and costume jewelry, chosen
o conform to her tastes and her other
possessions all indicate friendship pure
and simple.

But if she's the one who phones alter
midnight — and you anticipate the calls
—a lavish and more lamiliar remem-
brance is called for to keep her on the
line: sable, il vou're able, is fine and a
black Belgian lace negligee could be
perlect — if the rappornt is a fait accompli.
But don't give her a diamond unless vou

mean o sugeest the permanence that
goes with it

In choosing a really important present
for that very s[n-(.l;ll someone, remember
that every female is born with a taste
for luxury, ie. [or furs, jewels and per-
fume. But luxury needn’'t be beyond
reasonable reach. I you can’t afford a
full-length fur, a black wvelver stole or
jacket wimmed with something undeni-
able (like chinchilla) will still impress her.
In jewelry, you don’t have 1o care [or her
in carats — just as long as the gem is the
real thing. If size does count, give her
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a whopper of a dinner rirg with a high-
quality synthetic stone, but make sure
it’s a kind she admires. By lar the easiest
ol the luxury line, both on purchascr
and purse, is perfume. It's a breeze to
buy and can usually be found — even at
the last minute — in most drug and de-
partment stores. If youre going to
send her scent, be sure the sweet smell is
a success. If she's loyal to one fragrance,
buy her the whole set from purse flacon
to dressing-table cologne, or add a Swed-
ish-crystal atomizer. If she has a collec
tion of aromas, give her a chance to
order a custom-made blend of her very
own [rom a fine cosmetics house.

If she's proud of her pad but hasn't
finished [urnishing it, send her a func
tional conversation picce: a small an-
tique chair or desk, an area rug, a box
made ol polished or inlaid wood, gold
bathroom hixtures, a chaling dish, unique
bookends or an original by her [avorite
contemporary artist. Check local galleries:
Special holiday collections are usually
on display.

In considering a gift of garb, it 1s
best o avoid quickly ouumoded high
Lashions, cccenuric shades (except lor cc
centric girls) and bothersome Labrics that
spend most ol their lives at the ceancers.
Be sure that whatever you get her com-
plements her existing wardrobe in taste,
color and size. Cashmere swearters, silk
blouses, scarves, clbow-length  gloves,
stretch pants, Japanese kimonos, onc-ol-
a-kind bels, and handbags of all sizes are
always accepted with open arms. 1 you
sive her a purse, enclose an extra sur-
prise: a flacon ol her Lavorite perlume,
a monogrammed key ring or a leather
cigarette case.

I[ she's sentimental, a small gold
charm that recalls a special event or date
will enchant her. If she's a soltie she'll
also be swayed by a silver cigarette box,
lighter or telephone desk pad, engraved
with your searet nonsense word or the
first letters of a significant message, a line
from her [avorite poem or the notes ol
your special song.

Even simple monogramming (which
most stores will do i less than a week)
adds an ouly-lor-me value o such other-
wise ordinary and wtilitarian  gifts as
stationery. cocktail shakers and glasses,
silver bookminks, gold car keys, hand-
kerchicls, place mats, bathroom and hou-
doir accessories, hand mirrors, brushes,
combs, blouses, photo albums, diaries,
passport cases, luggage, leather leuer-
writing kits, white cowhide manicuring
sets, gold checkbooks and silver bottle
SLOppPUIS O OPCLETS.

For repeated remembrance, a continu-
ing gilt is the ticker. Envoll her in any
onc ol a dozen good Iruit-, cheese:, book-,
candy- or record-of-the-month clubs. Or,
more personil stll, buy her an mnstruc-
tional course in anything from lwlian

to flying. water skiing or skindiving. If
it’s culture she seeks, she'll be delighted
with a twoseat subscription for the
opera, symphony, art-film socicty or lec
ture series. And she’s sure to ask you to
keep her company. Another nice re-
minder is a gilt subscription to such
prestige and spectalty magazines as Gour-
met, L'Ocil, Connaissance des Arvis, Real-
iés, Punch, Paris Match or Horizon.

Christmas spirits. il well chosen, make
fine presents and can be casy on the
budget. For a bit of oflbeat memorabilia,
give your young {lame an old boute of
brandy bearing the vintage ycar of her
birth. For an old [lame get a great
champagne that bears the date ol the
year you met. In cither case include a
pitir ol justlor-the-two-of-us glasses. For
pleasant but impersonal  gifts,  liquor
stores offer lastminute haven with a
wide range of special holiday gilt bottles.
Along more luxurious lines you might
consider the jewellike splendor ol a
baccarat erystal decanter o Remy-Martin
Louis XIV cognac encased in green vel-
ver. 11 she knows her wines, or wants to,
give her an expandable wine rack made
of interlocking aluminum sleeves and
slip in a sampling of good stock to get
her cellar started.

Il the girl's a gourmet, spice up her
life with a fine French hab rack, or
delve into a delicacy shop to select a
gift basket ol escargots, crepes, smoked
game, Beluga caviar, Ldam or Gouda
cheese and other canned and  glazed
goodics. Or give her a custom blend of
collee and an espresso maker. But don't,
whatever you do, give her the makings
of a Christmas dinner as a “gilt” and
expect her to hx it in your honor.

Whatever the category ol vour gilt,
it is always worthwhile to seck the ex-
weme. Buy her a salad bowl, but make
it the largest ever seen. Il vou get her
liquenr glasses, get her the ones with
the longest and most delicate stems. Find
the jewel box with the most sceret com-
parunents or a mammoth stufled toy, or
the lightest possible luggage. Also strive
lor the best-of-breed: The finest leather
wallet outrates a just-average purse cost-
ing more.

il you want to impress but are under
duress, you cin bank on the happy
fact that most women are extremely
Label-conscious. A chillon scarl from Nei-
man-Marcus, a silk square lrom Bergdorl-
Goodmin, a deck ol cards fTrom Cartier
or a silver bookmanrk [rom Tiltany's may
have more meaning than a costlier gilt
hrom a popular department store.

But remember, whatever you give her,
it must seem to be the one and only
perlect choice for her, selected alter long
and carcful cogitation. Ol course, that
doesn’t mean you have 1o do the shop-
ping: almost every good store now pro-

vides personal shopping consultants who
will be happy to handle the final chore
for you or will guide vou (and your
list) through the maze of merchandise
to help vou make those perlect choices.
Although the store consultant’s services
are [free, you mav preler to seek the
more extensive aid ol a private shop-
ping firm which, for no more than a
dollar or two per gilt, will scout local
and out-ol-town stores lor just the right
presents and will also provide personal-
ized gilt wrapping and delivery.

Gilt wrapping, like the gilt, should
seem to relleet the personality of each
prety miss on your list. But unless paper-
folding is your lorte, we suggest you let
the store’s custom-wrapping department
tiuke over. If you do the chore yourself, it
is wise to wrap each gift on the day you
buy it; it is 1o fun to [ace a mountain of
unidorned presents on Christmas Eve.

Having lound and bound just the
right presents lor your lovelies, it is best
to deliver all but that one most special
gilt on either Chrisumas Eve or carlier.

Once you've visited all but the final
hearth, the ume has come to retire lor
a long winter’s nip, toasted, ol course,
with the chosen one.
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THE PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

on our minth anniversary playboy’s editor-publisher spells out—for friends and critics
alike—our guiding principles and editorial credo

EXACTLY NINE YEARS AGO this month, the
first issue of pLAYBOY was published, with
a personal investment of 5600 and
$6000 begged or borrowed {rom anyone
who would stand still long enough 1o
listen to “a new idea for a men's maga-
zine.” Now something of a collector’s
item, that issue — forged with much
youthful zeal by a small group of dedi-
cated iconoclasts who shared a publish-
ing dream — seems  almost  childishly
crude when compared with the magazine
you hold in your hands. We have come a
long way since then, in editorial scope
and polish as well as in circulation, and
we are mightily pleased whenever we
are complimented on the fact. But when
well-wishers sometimes praise us for the
way in which our magazine has changed,
we must shake our head in disagreement.
The fact is that in its basic concepts and
its editorial attitude, in its view of itsell
and its view of life, its feelings about its
readers and — we believe — their feelings
toward it, the magazine called pLavroy is
the same today as it was nine years ago.
Improved — yes, we like to think. Altered
in its aims and outlook — definitely no.

Recently, and increasingly in the past
year, PLAYBOY's aims and outlook have
been given considerable comment in the
press, particularly in the journals of
social, philosophi('ul and religious opin-
ion, and have become a popular topic of
conversation at cockiail parties around
the country. While we've been conscious
ol the virtues in seecing ourselves as
others see us, we've also felt the nmage
is occasionally distorted: having listened
patiently for so long a ume to what
others have decided rravsoy represents
and stands for, we've decided —on this
ninth anniversary —to  state our own
editorial credo here, and offer a lew per-
sonal observations on our present-day
society and PLAYVBOY'S part in it —an
eiffort we hope to make interesting to
{riends and critics alike.

OPINION ON PLAYBOY

When Professor Archibald Henderson
titled his definitive biography of George
Bernmard Shaw Playboy and Prophet, he
probably came closer 10 using the word
playboy as we conceive it than is common
today. Certainly, he did not mean that

editorial By Hugh M. Hefner

the highly prolific playwright-critic was
an all-play-and-no-work sybarite. He cer-
tainly did not mean to suggest that Shaw
led a pleasure-seeking life of indolent
ease, nor that the platonically inclined
vegetarian was leading a secret life of
the seraglio. He did mean — and he told
us so when he visited our offices on the
oceasion of the founding of the Shaw
Society in Chicago — that Shaw was a
man who approached life with immense
gusto and relish. As a word, playboy has
sulfered semantic abuse: Its most [re-
quent usage in the press is to characterize
those [unctionless strivers after pleasure
whom Federico Fellini, in La Dolce
Vita, showed to be so joylessly diligent
in their pursuit of seli-pleasuring as to
be more deserving of sympathy than
righteous condemnation. pravsoy, the
magazine, has been sometimes  tarred
with the same brush — usually by those
who are more zealous in their criticism
than in their reading ol it. We have been
accused of leadership in a cult of jrre-
sponsibility and of aiding in the decline
ol the Western world. We deny it

With rLAVBOY'S ever-increasing popu-
larity, it would be foolish [or us to pre-
tend that the publication doesn’t exert
a considerable influence upon our so-
ciety. But what kind of influence? Opin-
ions vary. We first became aware that
rravsoy was developing into something
more than a magazine when readers be-
wan purchasing Playboy Products in con-
siderable quantities: everything from culfl
links, ties, sport shirts, tuxedoes and bar
accessories o playing cards, personalized
matches and stickers for their car win-
dows —all with the Playboy Rabbit as
the principal design and principal mo-
tivation for the purchase. Readers were
soon buying Playboy earrings, necklaces,
ankle bracelets, sweaters and Playmarte
Perfume for their own particular play-
mates, and we wondered at the unusual
degree of identification that the men
who purchase pravsoy cach month ob-
viously [feel for the magazine and its
editorial point of view. They sought, and
we gladly supplied, a mark of identity in
common with the publication — the sort
of honor a man usually reserves for his

[raternity, or a special business or social
association. By the time we were ready
o open the first Playboy Club in 1960,
we [fully appreciated the impact that
PLAYBOY, in its many forms, was having
upon the urban community (for by then
we'd witnessed the success of the Playboy
Jazz Festival, Playboy records, Playboy
Tours and our nationally syndicated tele-
vision show, Playboy’s Penthouse).

The professional critics and commen-
tators on the contemporary scene could
not too long resist supplying a personal
analysis of the pLavBoy phenomenon. In
Commentary — A journal of significant
thought and opinion on Jewish affairs
and  contemporary issues,”  Benjamin
DeMott, professor of English at Amherst,
wrote an article on the subject, “The
Anatomy ol ‘Playboy.” " which he sums up
as ““the whole man reduced to his private
parts.”

But in “Playboy’s Doctrine of Male”
by Harvey Cox, hirst pul)lishc(l in Chris
tianity and Crisis — “A Christian Journal
of Opinion,” and reprinted in The Inter-
collegian — A Journal of Christian En-
counter,” and the editorial pages ol a
nuniber of college newspapers, PLAYBOY
is criticized [or being “basically anti-
sexual.” Cox describes pLavpooy as “one
of the most spectacular successes in the
entire history of American journalism,”
but stamps us “dictatorial taste-makers,”
deceries the emphasis on emotionally un-
involved  “recreational  sex” and  an-
nounces that — like the sports car, liquor
and hi-h — givls are just another “PLAYBOY
aceessory.”

Writing lor Motive — “The Magazine
ol the Methodist Student Movement,”
Reverend Roy Larson states: “"PLAYBOY
is more than just a handbook for the
young-man-about-town: it's a sort of
Bible which defines his values, shapes his
pl.'l'sOll:ilil)', scts his poals, dictates his
choices and governs his decisions. The
rravsoy philosophy has become . | . a
sort of substitute religion.” But Reverend
Larson rather likes pravsoy: He sympa-
thizes with our interest in “style” — he is
“upsct by those people in the church who
seem 1o assume . . . that averageness is
more Christlike than distinctiveness. Cer-
tainly — God knows — there’s nothing in
the mainstream of the Christian tradi-
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tion which justifies this canonization of
mediocrity.” And a bit further: “I sym-
pathize with PLAYBOY'S revolt against
narrow, prudish Puritanism, even though
I would disagree with the way this revolt
is expressed.”

The general press has also decided
that rraveoy's popularity may have
broad implications (no pun intended)
and though there isn’t yet the same at-
tempt at pscudo-socio- and psychoana-
Ivtical evaluation, the title of a recent
feature story on rravesoy in  Time,
“The Boss of Taste City,” indicates that
they, too, are at least vi v aware that
something more than a successful maga-
zine and several key clubs is involved
here. The story in the Saturday Evening
Post, “Czar ol the Bunny Empire” by
Bill Davidson, was the most superficial
and inaccurate piece done on us to date,
with almost all of the quotes, and many
of the facts, simply invented by the au-
thor to suit his purpose, but the Post
spent more than S100,000 in advertising
and promoting that single article and it
sold a whale of a lot of extra copies of
that lagging magazine.

There have actually been more major
magazine stories on rLAYBoY in Europe
during the last year than in the United
States, and they have all been extremely
favorable: both the greater number and
the kinder editorial disposition can be
explained in part, we suspect, by our
not being in competition with forcign
publications for either circulation or ad-
vertising dollars; Dbut considering  that
we are competitors (and doing a bit bet-
ter than the rest), and not forgetting the
general moral climate of middle-class
America (at whom most mass media are
aimed), the magazines and newspapers
around the country that have written
about pravsoy have been, by and large,
quite [air. (Though occasionally a preju-
dice does creep in, as when a Playboy
Club story in Life wrned into a gencral
key club story. because, as the editors
reportedly decided, “We don't want to
give all that free publicity to PrLAvBOY,
do we?™)

There are apparently a few cool cats
springing up behind the Iron Curtain
these days, because we understand that
PLAVBOY is now the most popul;lr maga-
zine on the Black Marker in Moscow —
the same gents who secretly tne in the
jazz programs on Voice of America, we
presume. A West Coast newspaper col-
umn also reported recently that Ameri-
can airmen stationed in the Arctic have
discovered that rravsoy is their most
vitluable item of barter when they pay a
visit to the Russian airficld nearby. We
haven’t heard about any editorializing on
the broader implications ol the rLAYBOY
view of lile in any of the official Russian
press, but I think we can salely assame
that if they've formed any opinion on
the subject, it's negative.

The Canadian Broadcsting Company
has done an hourlong network radio
documentary (Playboy of the Modern
World) and a half-hour newwork 1ele-
vision program (The Most) on PLAYBOY
this year — the Canadians came to Chi-
cago lor more than a week for each
show, used thousands ol feet of tape and
film in the Playboy Building, the Club
and the Playboy Mansion. Both have
been nominated for awards and arc [ar
and away the most accurate and best
coverage the world of rrayvsoy has been
given to date in any medium. Yet a small-
circulation Canadian magazine, Salurday
Night, published an article at just about
the same time, titled “Dream World of
the Sex Magazines,” that claims the re-
curring theme in pLavsoy and its imita-
tors is “the brutalization of women.” We
assume they're referring to psychological
or social brutalization, since we never lay
a hand on a female except in passion or
seli-defense.

Comment about rrLavsoy k(’t’ps pO])—
ping up everywhere these days — in
movies, on TV, in night-club acts: In
Billy Wilder's One, Two, Three, Berlin
Coca-Cola boss Jimmy Cagney's male
assistant got himself delayed while on an
unusual errand into East Berlin, dressed
as a girl, because the border guards spent
hall an hour trying to talk him into let
ting them shoot some pictures of him for
rLAvBOY. Joey Bishop announced on the
Tonight show that he'd discovered the
perfect Easter gift for pal Frank Sinatra
—a Bunny [rom the Playboy Club. Mort
Sahl expressed concern about an entire
new gencration ol guys growing up con-
vinced that girls fold in three parts. And
have staples in their navels.

Art Buchwald kidded about rraveoy's
impact on the country in his internation-
ally syndicated column: “Some people
are afraid that Hefner may try to take
over the United States, if not by force,
at least by sex. He has 130,000 Playboy
Club keyholders now who have pledged
to follow Hefner in whatever direction
he wishes to go. They all have keys and il
Helner can change the locks on some of
the Government buildings in Washing-
ton, including the White House, there is
no reason why he couldn’t take over the
country. Many people think  Bobby
Kennedy's recent trip around the world
wits a secret mission lfor Mr. Helner to
find new locations for Playboy Clubs.
The slogan of the Playboy is, of course,
“Today girls, tomorrow the world.” "

A Unitarian minister, John A. Crane,
in Santa Barbara, California, devoted an
entire sermon to the subject, “Philosophy
and Fantasy in rravsoy Magazine and
What This Suggests About Us™: “rravsoy
comes close now to qualilying as a move-
ment, as well as a magazine,” he said. "1
strikes me that pravsoy is a rcligious
agazine, though 1 will admit 1 have a
peculiar understanding ol the meaning

ol the word. What I mean is that the
magazine tells its readers how to get into
heaven. It tells them what is important
in life, delineates an cthics for them.
tells them how to relate to others, tells
them what to lavish their atuention and
energy upon, gives them a model ol a
kind of person to be. It expresses a con-
sistent world view, a system of values, a
philosophical outlook.

“Not onlv does pLAYBOY create a new
image of the ideal man, it also creates a
slick little universe all its own. creates
what vou might call an aliernative ver-
sion ol reality in which men may live in
their minds. It's a light and jolly kind
of universe, a world in which a man can
be lorever carefree, where a man can re-
i, like Peter Pan. a boy [orever and
ever. There are no nagging demands and
responsibilities, no complexitics or com-
plications.

And vet Reverend Crane, like Rev-
erend Larson in his article for Motive,
winds up expressing some positive, il
qualified, feelings about rrayvsoy: “But
for the most part, the magazine is, 1
would expect, pretty harmless. It amuses
its readers by creating a delightful imag-
inary world for them, a world that they
find it fun to live in: and everybody
needs a little fun now and then. The
only real harm that it does, 1 think, is
negative: it does nothing important for
its readers, doesn’t lead them anywhere,
does nothing to enlarge or deepen their
awareness of themselves and their lives,
does nothing to encourage the growth
ol insight or understanding.”

But in that same month, in the very
same  state, columnist Hugh Russell
Fraser took a very different view of the
more serious side ol pLAYBOY'S content.
Devoting an entire column, on the edi-
torial page ol the Daily Commercial
News, the West Coast’s oldest business
newspaper, to pravsoy in general and
the then current issue (March) in partic-
ular, he wrote: “One ol the most intel-
lectual magazines in America. For a
magazine that is devoted to “Entertain-
ment for Men,” it is strangely concerned
with two things few men, and even [ewer
wonien, have any real interest in: namely,
truth and beauty.

Fraser goes on to extol the literary
and intellectual virtues ol the March
issue, which he savs “comes dose to
being a sheer work of art.” It is the
same issue that was on sale at the ume
of the Unitarian sermon questioning
whether reavsoy “does anvthing impor-
tant for its readers.”” but there is no con-
nection  between  the Santa Barbara
sermon and the San Francisco colwmn,
except that both were written on the same
subject, within a month of onc another:
we're quite certain that the columnis
knew nothing whatever about the minis-
ter’s sermon. and vice versa.

(continued on page 166)
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THE HEADACHE OCCURRED On a rainy Saturday afternoon
in early November, shortly after Norman Cross came
back down from his wife, or more properly his ex-wife,
Connie’s apartment. He would not have been up there,
ordinarily, the divorce proceedings being in their fourth
month, but Connie had called and said she had the flu
or some kind of a virus, and nothing in the house to
eat, and asked him to pick her up some soup and a car-
ton of milk and a dozen eggs. Norman was living just
half a block down the street, so it wasn't much trouble
for him to go around the corner and get the groceries
and take them up to Connie.

When he got there he found her in bed, looking
Aushed and disheveled and miserable, so the least he
could do was heat up a plate of soup for her and make
a sandwich. He carried the food into her bedroom, their
bedroom four months before, and she smiled weakly
and started to eat.

“You're lucky it’s Saturday,” Norman said. “If I'd
been at work you wouldn’t have had anything to eat.
You haven’t a darn thing in the fridge.”

“I know it,” Connie said. “I haven’t been eating much
lately.”

“You ought to take better care of yourself,” he said.
“You let yourself get run-down and then you get sick
and have to call me.”

“I'm sorry I called you, honey,” she said.

“That isn’t what I meant,” he said. “Why do you
always accuse me of only thinking of myself? I wasn’t
complaining because you called me. You can always
call me if you need something.”

She was lying propped up by a couple of pillows,
holding the plate in one hand and spooning in soup
with the other, and the blanket slid down, revealing
one bare breast. She quickly covered it, but seeing her
naked breast reminded Norman of times before they
had broken up. She appeared unaware of the effect on
him, but it seemed to him that she must know, and have
let the blanket slip on purpose, and was even lying
there naked in the bed on purpose. She would not
admit the real and deep-seated difficulties between
them, she only wanted to influence him by twisting his
emotions.

“Well, I've got to go,” he said. “If you need anything
just call me.”

“I think I'll be all right, honey,” she said.

“Well, don't hesitate to call if you need anything.”

He went out and down the half a block to his own
apartment. It was raining steadily but not hard, the sky
dark gray, more like early evening than nearly midday.
The November sun, even if there had been no clouds,
would barely have cleared the hills to the south and
west of the city. Norman hunched down to keep the
rain from getting under his collar. It occurred to him
that there were six full months of rain and foul weather
ahead, and the thought depressed him.

And when he got home, just as he was taking ofl his
coat, the headache struck, and with it a peculiar sensa-

ILLUSTRATIONS BY HERB OAVIDSON

tion in his eyes. He could focus his eyes, but all around
the point of focus everything was swimming and mov-
ing, a boiling soup of cells and molecules. And his eyes
would not stay on one thing, they wanted to move
around, as though to escape the chaotic motion around
the center of vision. The headache itself was a throb-
bing, painful pressure centered in his forehead.

The sudden onset of the headache worried Norman.
He went into the bathroom and gulped down two
aspirins and then returned to the living room and stood
wondering what he should do. He tried staring at an
ashtray, wanting to smooth out the movement around
the center of focus, but his eyes kept sliding away from
it. After a moment's thought he decided that he had
been reading too much, or had strained his eyes some-
how, and that the best thing would be to lie down. He
went into the bedroom and lay fully clothed on the bed.
He pulled a pillow over his eyes and tamped it around
his ears but away from his nose and mouth.

He lay there thinking. He had a briefcase full of
papers from the office he had intended to study, and the
apartment needed cleaning and he had a load of soiled
clothes for the laundromat. He felt that he was not
getting anything accomplished, particularly in relation
to the papers from work. He could not afford to fall
behind, his competitors for promotion were pushing
too hard. First the call from Connie and now the head-
ache. He wondered if there was any connection. He
remembered the sight of her breast, calling it up invol-
untarily, pink and brown in his mind’s eye. It occurred
to him that he might be punishing himself for seeing
her body and desiring it. He remembered that when he
was in his teens he had suffered a series of sties in his
left eye and had believed that they were a form of self-
punishment for masturbating. Even though he had
never been able to formulate a clear connection between
masturbating and having sties, he had thought that
there must be a connection.

After a few minutes he lifted the pillow a little and
looked about the room. His eyes seemed little if any
improved. The sight of the room itself, moreover, de-
pressed him. It was a furnished apartment, much less
pleasant than the one where Connie now lived alone,
into which they had put considerable labor when they
lived there together. His present apartment he had
done nothing to improve, accepting the faded wallpaper
and dingy furniture as it was. The wallpaper in the
bedroom was a pale green with purple flowers, in con-
volute and continuous patterns that gave the eye no
chance to rest. He pulled the pillow back down over
his face.

The speed with which the difficulty with his eyes had
come on disturbed him. What if he were going blind?
How would he make his living if he were a blind man,
and how would he get around? Yet many people went
blind every year, and somehow managed. He could
probably manage somehow. They had education centers
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where they retrained blind people to do
useful work.

He remembered the sight of his ex-
wife’s breast, and without willing it re-
called her entire body, naked. Both
breasts, full and dark-tipped, her firm
legs and hips, the dark patch at her
groin, the wrinkles on her belly from
when she was pregnant. She had wanted
the child badly, while he had been afraid
of the cost and loss of freedom involved,
and after she lost it in the ninth month
he had made her take her precautions
with double care, saying that another
pregnancy too soon would be dangerous
for her health.

Then abruptly he was ashamed of re-
membering her body. They were sepa-
rated, the divorce he had persuaded her
to initiate had only two more months
until the decree. The time had gone so
damn fast. He had wanted the break,
but it scemed more proper for her to
get the divorce. That was the normal
way. Connie had been unwilling at first,
but he had persuaded her. And now he
was picturing her naked body, white and
firm, even feeling excited by it, and he
was ashamed.

He thought of how it would be if he
were going blind. Life would be diffi-
cult certainly, but also simpler. He
would not be able to work at his job.
A blind man could not be a production
expediter. He would not want to run
a ncwsstand, showing his blindness
every day to the world and making a
living from it. Some monotonous but
not unpleasant job of manual labor. Of
course he would not want to be a bur-
den to anyone. Blind men lived simple
lives. They did not have to make so
many decisions. Earning a living was the
problem. You would not have to read
the papers and worry about the interna-
tional situation and the possibility of
atomic war and the crime rate. Life
would be simple; eating and sleeping
and working, like it was hundreds of
years ago.

Blind people had senses that other
people lacked. They noticed each in-
flection in your voice, or so he had
heard, and their senses of touch and
taste and smell were improved.

He looked out from beneath the pil-
low again, but nothing had changed.
Perhaps the weight of the pillow is doing
some harm, he thought. He got up and
went to the bathroom and, opening the
medicine cabinet, found the absorbent
cotton. Standing up, he felt weak and
unbalanced and the headache intensi-
fied. He made two balls of cotton and
placed one over cach cye, adjusting them
so that they fit just right, ncither too
large and heavy nor too thin. Then he
took adhesive and taped the balls of
cotton down. At first he pulled the tape
too tight, and the balls pressed on his
eyes, but he adjusted the tape and re-

moved some of the cotton, and finally
he had it just right.

Then he walked back to the bedroom.
This must be how a blind man feels,
he thought, trying to remember where
the furniture was. Passing a wall he
noticed that there was a sensation on his
cheek, as though a sort of radar, the
tiny sounds and warmth of his skin
bouncing back and alerting him that a
solid surface was near. He continued to
the bedroom and found the bed, but
this time he removed his clothes and
put on his pajamas. Then he lay down
in the bed and pulled the hedclothes up
to his chin.

At his former apartment, Connie was
feeling better. She drank the soup that
Norman had heated for her, and after
an iniual [eeling of nausea, it helped.
She slept for a few hours and when she
awoke she felt much better, so she got up
and dressed and began to clean the
apartment. On the kitchen table she
found the milk and the eggs and beside
them a receipt for $1.10. She remem-
bered that she had not paid Norman for
the groceries.

It seemed a good enough excuse to go
down and see him. Divorce proceedings
or no, she still felt herself his wife, and
believed that somehow the divorce
would not occur. She put on a raincoat
and scarfl and went down to Norman's
apartment.

The place where he now lived de-
pressed Connie. She felt that it did not
suit a young man with Norman's {uture.
Most of the occupants of the old red-
brick building with its stale food odors
were elderly people, retired or about to
retire. Living at such an address could
hurt his chances for promotion, Connie
thought. Of course the question of pro-
motion had been one of the disturbing
factors between them, but he had never
really understood her feelings. She had
only wished that he would leave his
work at the office. At frst, she reflected,
it had been her grievance, his bringing
his work home on weckday nights and
even weekends, but eventually it had be-
come Norman’s grievance, the fact that
she disapproved. By the time he had
become angry about her attitude she
hardly even had the attitude anymore.

Everything becomes so built up, she
thought, standing belfore the door of his
apartment waiting for him to answer her
knock. The least little thing falls into
place beside a long string of earlier little
things. It isn't fair. I didn’t really care
anymore by the time he got angry about
it. I had gotten used to it. And anyway,
that was a long time ago, long before
July.

He did not respond to her knock, so
she tried the door. Finding it unlocked,
she opened it far enough to put her
head in and call his name.

“I'm in the bedroom,” he answered.
“I'm lying down.”

Conni¢ hurried in, noting as she
passed through the living room that this
apartment was no neater than their
apartment had been when they were
living together. The problem of neatness
had been another source of difficulry.
Norman had repeatedly asked her to
pick up her clothes, to wash the dishes
oftener, to throw away the newspapers
as soon as they had been read. Yet she
had always kept the apartment well
dusted, which seemed more important
to her, and he had never commented
on that. And when she did make a spe-
cial effort to keep the place tidy he had
not even secmed to notice.

Seeing Norman lying down in the
daytime seemed both strange and faintly
pleasurable to Connie. She had always
been the weaker of the two, often sick
and neceding his care, and now she saw
a chance to care for him.

“Are you sick?” she said.

“No. I just have a headache. I'm lying
down to let it go away.”

“But you've got your eyes covered.”

“Well, the pain seems to be mostly in
my eyes.”

She sat on the bed and felt his fore-
head. He did not seem to have a fever.
“Tell me how it feels,” she said.

“Oh, just some pain in my eyes. Not
much. And pressure on my forehead.”

“Maybe it’s sinus trouble. Angie
Pervis was saying . . ."”

“I don’t have sinus trouble.”

“Well, maybe you've just started.”

“No, it's just a headache. It'll go away
mn'.!

She sat on the bed and watched him.
He lay perfectly still, and with his eyes
covered there was a vegetable slackness
about his face.

“I was thinking about how a blind
man feels,” he said. “They have extra
senses.”

“I know.”

“I was walking back from the bath-
room and 1 could fcel the wall. I mean
I could feel the presence of the wall,
tell it was nearby.”

Connie put her hand near his face.
“Can you sense my hand?” she said.

“I think so. It’s near my face, isn't it?"

“Yes.” She let her hand linger above
his face, and then began to stroke his
forehead. He had always liked to have
her pet him, his hair or his back or even
just his arm. Nightly they used to take
wurns rubbing each other's back, a be-
fore-sleep ritual more regular than love-
making.

“I'll get your dinner for you,” Connie
said. “Then you won't have to get up
and the headache will go away that much
faster.”

Connie did not move in until Mon-

(continued on page 86)
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W|NTER IN THIS I.ATITUDE (continued from page 78)

day. Saturday evening she cooked Nor-
man’s dinner and sat on the edge of the
bed guiding his fork to the food. Then
they talked, or rather she talked, for he
did not much feel like it. She told him
about the job she had taken and the
people she was meeting, and worked
around to their marriage and what had
gone wrong with it, and finally asked
him to let her stay all night with him,
He refused, arguing that it would only
be a meaningless physical reconciliation
that would make it harder for both of
them later.

Lying with his eyes covered and listen-
ing to Connie’s voice, he remembered
again her uncovered breast. He waited
for the headache to intensify as punish-
ment for the image, but the headache was
gone. Probably Connie was right, he
thought, it was only a sinus attack. But
keeping his eyes covered was interesting.
He seemed to see and understand much
more that way than with his eyes open.

The idea of the unfinished work in
his briclcase made him nervous. Once
behind he might fall by the wayside.
Both Halvorson and Jacobs would be
promoted before him. But then it oc
curred to him that all his life he had
been bringing work home. The brief-
case full of work was just like school
homework, and viewed in that light the
papers suddenly lost their urgency. They
want to keep you busy all the time, he
thought, never give you time to get oft
alone and think things out for yourself.
Think about what you really want to do.

Connie asked several more times to be
allowed to stay. She even ollered to sleep
on the living-room couch, but he refused.
Then, while she was talking of some-
thing or other, he fell aslecp. And when
he awoke in the middle of the night she
was gone.

The middle of the night, though he
could only assume that it was the mid-
dle of the night, seemed a particularly
good time to think. The world was at
peace, the noises from the street and
other apartuments stilled now. He lay
awake for several hours thinking about
the headache and his relationship to
Connie and work. During four years of
married life it scemed that he and Con-
nie had always been at cross purposes.
She never seemed to understand a word
he said, not when he was saying some-
thing important, and when she talked
to him about hersell it never made sense.
They had tried to change each other,
and yet each time one of them changed
it was for the worse. And money. They
had never managed to save, yet he could
not remember what they had spent it for.
And sex. His feclings of inadequacy
when he could not make love to her as
often as he should or when she wanted

him and he did not feel excited. And
her swpid jealousy about his work. It
had simply not worked out, and finally
he had had to make the decision. So he
had moved out, il only down the block.
But down the block was as good as across
the country. He scldom saw her. He
only looked once in a while to see if
her lights were on in the evening, or
listened for her footsteps after work.

After a while he fell asleep again, and
when he awoke Connie was there and
she cooked him breakfast.

All day Sunday she bustled about the
apartment, cleaning and rearranging, so
that on his way to the bathroom he
crashed in quick succession into a chair
and the coffee table. He ordered her to
return the furniture to its place and she
did so apologetically. Sunday night she
asked again for permission to stay, and
he refused. But Monday evening when
she came to cook him dinner she told
him instcad of asking him that she
could not take care of him and continue
to live elsewhere, so he had to give her
permission to stay. And when she
climbed into bed and he felt her warm
and naked beside him he gave way to
impulse and desire and they made love
with quick intensity. His blindfold
forced him to concentrate more on the
tactile sensations, and actually helped
him to enjoy it more.

On Monday morning he had called his
office and told them that he was not feel-
ing well, that he did not know exactly
when he would be in but would be in
touch with them. Until the moment of
the phone call he had assumed that he
would say that he would be back in a
couple of days, but talking to his boss
he found himself being vague about the
date of his return, and realized that he
did not really intend to go back to work
in the near future. As he spoke he found
himself comparing the sweet indolence
and freedom of bed with the rush and
pressure of work, the constant aggrava-
tion, the fear of failure, the angling for
commendation or promotion. In fact,
the meaningless and distasteful frantic-
ness of his entire life,

After that telephone call he was un-
willing to entertain serious thoughts
about the future. By simply floating
along he found that he could receive all
sorts of images and little stories, not
particularly stories about himself but
merely events and scenes, without ap-
parent meaning. He labeled these stories
Film Clips. Occasionally he tried to con-
sider the future, but the nearest he got
to any serious decision was the realiza-
tion that he did not like work, had never
liked work, and was not likely in the fu-
ture to like work. He had always ac
cepted it as something one had to do 10

make a living, and working for a business
or corporation as the proper thing for a
college graduate without training in the
scicnces or some specialized field. But
now it seemed casicr and more pleasant
not to work, to simply lic in bed and
wartch Film Clips.

For Connie the first few weeks of her
return to Norman's bed were charged
with pleasure. She hummed little songs to.
herself at work and spent her lunch hour
searching for gifts to take home to him.
She had long talks with her mother and
her friend Angela Pervis about the situa-
tion, but she refused to et their alarm at
Norman’s actions influence her. She was
living with him again, she told them, and
he needed her as he had never needed
her before. She agreed with Angela that
he was probably psychologically sick, but
il that was what was necessary to make
him need her, then she could find no
objection to it.

She was working as a secretary, the
work she had done before she and Nor-
man were married, and working all day
and then hurrying home to take care of
her husband kept her too tired to think
much, In any case, it had always becn
Norman who did the serious thinking.
She had always been content to go along
with his plans, dreaming only her own
vague dreams of some distant time when
they would have a house of their own and
babies and he would be a full executive,
graying at the temples, with martinis
before dinner and perhaps a maid to
help her.

But when the first week passed, and
the weekend, and the second week started
without Norman's showing any inclina-
tion to get out of bed for any more seri-
ous purpose than going to the bathroom,
she began to feel concern. She had a long
talk with Angela Pervis, and they decided
that it might be a good idea for Angela
and Larry to drop by in the evening.
Larry had always had a good effect on
Norman, bringing him out of his depres-
sion when he was feeling low and calm-
ing him down when he was excited.
Larry Pervis and Norman had roomed
together at college. Larry worked as an
engineer for an clectronics firm now,
though he was in the process of being
trained 1o move up to sales work.

When she told Norman about the visit
he seemed moderately pleased, but when
she suggested that he get up and put on
his clothes he refused.

“1 don’t want them to see me blunder-
ing around like a blind man,” he said.
“I'll just stay here, and they can come in
and see me in bed.”

“But you're not blind,” Connie said.
“And anyway, sceing you in bed is worse
than seeing you bump into things.”

(continued on page 216)
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INHOW TO SUCCEED

ARTICLE By RUDY VALLEE

A BACK-OF-THE-HAND BACKSTAGE
VIEW OF A HIT IN THE MAKING

JANUARY HAD ROLLED AROUND in the second year of what someone had
dubbed the Soaring Sixties. With the East and West brandishing bombs,
the big ones, I hoped it would not become the bearing Sixties. I was begin-
ning 61 in a way I have cherished for years — sopping up the sun on my
hllltnp in Hollywood and generally taking it easy between night-club and
hotel dates.

My dozing was interrupted by a phone call from Bill Josephy of the
West Coast office of General Artists Corporation, a man I had known
years ago when he was in the dress business. This call was to begin a chain
of events leading to my role in the Broadway musical How lo Succeed in
Business Without Really Trying, a segment of my career running the
gamut from supreme satisfaction to shattering discouragement.

“Cy Feuer is in town, Rudy,” said Josephy, “and he's got a part for
you in a musical. You know, Feuer and Martin.”

“Oh, yes,” I replied. “Can you tell me more about it?”

“Why don’t you come on over to the hotel and let Cy fill you in. He’s
at the Beverly Hills.”

There Feuer outlined the story briefly — the, by now, fairly well-known
saga of the onward-and-upward progress of the guileful window-washer
who becomes chairman of the board of World Wide Wickets. Like most
show people pitching a production, Feuer laughed uproariously at fre-
quent junctures which he felt would be the comedic highlights.

“You’ll be J. B. Biggley, the president of the company,” added Feuer.

I thought about it for a moment. “Can you give me your idea of what
sort of a person this Biggley is to be? Visually — personality ——"

“He’s you, Rudy. We thought you’d be perfect.”

“Yes, but — well, is the role sort of a Jim Backus, bluff and hearty?
Or is it prissy, sort of Edward Everett Horton?”

“Frankly, I don’t see him specifically, in detail, so to speak. That is
not yet.”

“Very well. Let me think it over.”

About a week or so later Josephy called me again with further informa-
tion. The rehearsals were to begin in May, 1 believe, with the show
opening in July. This meant 1 would have to forgo playing Bermuda,
something I looked forward to each June. Taking part in the show would
mean moving to New York for the run and I did not relish leaving
Silvertip for any length of tune; I knew I would have to sign for a mini-
mum of a year. Furthermore, as I reconsidered the part the way Feuer
had sketched it out, Biggley sounded like a one- dimensional, unrelieved
s.0.b. with little chance to mgratmte himself with the audience in any way.

“I'm sorry. Bill,” I told Josephy. “I don’t see the part as one for me at all.”

A couple of weeks later Josephy called to see (continued on page 98)
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CHRISTMAS DINNER FLAMBE
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PLAYBOY

setting good food ablaze. Mastery of the
blue flames that burn both below and
above a chafing dish was once thought to
be the exclusive craft of dining-room cap-
tains and incorrigible show-offs. Actually,
Continental chefs working at their ranges
were blazing foods long before cherries
Jubilee were kindled at the Carlton in
London. To this day in the kitchens of
any busy bisiro you will see beacons of
light constantly flaring above the sauté
pans as chefs prepare lobster Americaine,
chicken with Armagnac and countless
other dishes of the cdassic cuisine. To
cook without blazing spirits would be
like cooking without butter or cream
or stock.

Liquor of all types imbues any food
with a luxurious offbeat quality. As the
luminous fAlames play over the pans, the
volume of liquor reduces rapidly. It’s this
concentrated flavor that transfuses each
dish with a special piquant character.
Delicate crepes filled with apricots are
one thing. The same crepes sautéed in
butter and then set ablaze with 10-year-
old calvados are as markedly different
from the original as a hot toddy is from
liquor served neat.

In your own digs, it’s hard to say
which of the two, eating or firewatching,
is more fun. Certainly, the aurcoles
around such heavenly bodies as northern
lobster, ring-necked pheasant and soufflé
omelets rate all the attention they arouse.

Firstrate fireworks must be brief and
carried off with flair as well as flare.
Keep in mind that alcohol burns; water
doesn’t. The proof of the liquid, there-
fore, shares importance with the flavor
it imparts. Sherry and other cooking
wines with their low proofs (usually
less than 20) can be made to blaze,
but the pyrotechnics are feeble and
feeting. Spirits such as 60-proof liqueurs
will burn only briefly and then expire,
especially if they’re mingled with juice-
laden frozen strawberries, peaches or
similar fruit. For a more radiant fire, the
lower-proof liqueurs are often mixed
with unsweetened true fruit brandies
such as 100-proof kirsch or 100-proof
mirabelle. Similarly, 100-proof bourbon
whiskey will naturally send up a more
brilliant flare than 86-proof. The most
magnificent blaze of all comes from 151-
proof Demerara rum, used alone or in
combination with other rums. Knowl-
edgeable firemen always check the proof
on the bottle. (The old colonial custom
of testing proof by mixing alcohol with
gunpowder and then checking the size of
the explosion isn't recommended for
apartment chefs.)

A cardinal rule for lights that won't
fail: All foods and their liquors must be
kept warm over a low, dutiful flame
before they're ignited in the chafing dish.
But don’t have the pan too hot. If you
pour a fourth of a cup of brandy into
an electric skillet heated to 400 degrees,

the liquor will evaporate so fast that
you'll hardly have time to set a match
to it. You could pour a whole cup of
brandy into the pan, but this would be
overplaying a good hand. Simply keep
the skillet at 200 degrees, the tempera-
ture that’s best for blazing purposes.

Relatively dry foods like chicken blaze
easily. Others like oysters or scallops,
which throw off their own pool of liguid
during cooking, will dampen the ardor
of any fire before it can get started. In
such cases, it’s best to flame the liquor
in a small chafing dish or saucepan on
the side, and then pour the burned
liquor into the larger chafing dish after
the flames have subsided. When cream,
tomatoes or any sauce is part of a recipe,
the blaze must be lit before the sauce
is added.

Some chefs start the blaze by either
moving the pan in a rapid circular mo-
tion or tipping it slightly while moving
it back and forth, which brings the
alcohol fumes and the under flame into
combustible contact. Other firebulfs
simply hold a lighted match above the
warm spirits. Extra-long matches are
available as special tinder for chafing
dishes.

Equipment for flambéeing needn’t be
confined to the standard chafing dish,
The smallersize electric skillet is a per
fect piece of fire equipment, provided
you avoid extreme heat when fambée-
ing. Hibachi stoves with copper sauce-
pans above them also are excellent
props. And any fireproof shallow cas
serole or copper pan may be used above
a source of heat (alcohol burner or tin
of canned heat) set in a trivet.

At this time of year, cheerful flames
may be seen hovering about edibles and
potables ranging from cocktail sausages
to café brulét. Many of the blazing
delicacies may be made without refer-
ence to a recipe. Seafood hors d’oeuvres,
such as smoked oysters or smoked clams,
need only be drained, heated in a table-
spoon of their own oil and then set
ablaze with rum or brandy. Smoked
mussels, flambéed with aquavit, are a
bright introductory note to the holiday
smorgasbord. The same easy procedure
is used with cocktail sausages and with
such little fishes as French mackerel in
white wine, suitably drained, and bone-
less and skinless sardines.

Huge roasts are glorified with blazing
spirits. Roast sugar-cured ham with its
ruddy glaze is Hamed with 100-proof
bourbon before carving. The hot ham
is set in a long, shallow copper or
earthen casserole that has been heated.
Naturally, the amount of bourbon
needed depends upon the surface size
of the casserole. From one to two tum-
blers of hot bourbon should be poured
over a ham of respectable dimensions.

Even that classic beef dish, steak
Diane, long ago passed its ordeal by fire.

The minute steak is sautéed and served
with its own pan juices spiked with
Worcestershire. To loosen the pan drip-
pings, a generous dollop of brandy is
poured into the pan and flambéed. After
the burning at the steak, the sizzling
gravy is spooned over the meat on the
platter. Similar fire rites are followed for
calf’s liver and lamb steak.

Two desserts that make fine fAamboy-
ant fare require nothing more difficult
than the purchasing of pumpkin pie and
brandied fruitcake. The pie is warmed
in a moderate oven for about 10 minutes
and then set aflame with three ounces
of hot rum poured on top. The fruit-
cake should be ring-shaped. In the cen-
ter of the ring, a metal cup, or any other
suitable piece of Hameware, holds burn-
ing brandy that is spooned over each
slice of cake.

For a truly dramatic, richly romantic
Christmas dinner, nothing can equal the
sheer victual virtuosity of a menu made
up entirely of well-matched, flame-be-
decked dishes. Each of the following
recipes serves four festive celebrants.

ONION SOUP FLAMBE

1 quart thinly sliced onions

4 tablespoons butter

2 cloves of garlic minced fine

I quart plus 1 pint chicken broth

Salt, pepper

12 thin slices narrow

toasted

4 slices process loaf Swiss cheese

Grated parmesan cheese

Paprika

Salad oil

4 ozs. 100-proof bourbon

Melt butter in soup pot. Add onion
and garlic. Sauté slowly, surring fre-
quently, until onions are a deep yellow,
not brown. Add broth. Simmer 20 min-
utes. Season generously with salt and
pepper- Pour soup into four marmites.
Add chicken broth or stock if necessary
to fill marmites. Preheat oven at 425°.
Float three slices bread on top cach por-
tion soup. Place a slice of cheese on
bread. Sprinkle generously with parme-
san cheese. Sprinkle lightly with paprika
and oil. Place marmites in a baking pan
with about 14 in. water. Bake about 20
minutes or until top is well browned.
Remove marmites from oven and place
on a silver platter. At the table, spoon
an ounce of bourbon slowly atop cach
portion. Set ablaze. Cool your lips be-
tween sips of the peppery soup with a
well chilled bottle of Chablis.

French bread

LOBSTER PROVENCALE

4 114-1b. northern lobsters, boiled
8-0z. can Italian plum tomatoes
14 cup butier
3 tablespoons
onions
1 teaspoon very finely minced garlic
(concluded on page 204)

minced shallots or
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ELHEGANT DAHL

Having long observed from afar the admirable architecture
of Arlene Dahl, PLAYBOY now dollies in for a Christmas
close-up of moviedom’s most ravishing redhead — in a gal-
lery of tastefully tantalizing pictures shot exclusively for
us in the satin seclusion of her Beverly Hills boudoir.
















For the dazzling Miss Dahl, being beautiful was merely a beginning. With this essential asset
as a bountiful birthright, she became, consecutively, a Minneapolis model, a New York cover
girl, a Hollywood star, a Broadway ingénue, a Las Vegas night-club vocalist, a dress and
negligee designer, a syndicated newspaper colummnist and the author of a book on beauty
aids. And now she reveals for us more delightful Dahl than ever was exposed before, but
still retains that discerning air of refinement so rarely uncovered in pictorial pulchritude.

PHOTOGRAFPHY RY FRANK ECK
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HUW T(] SUCEEED (continued from page 87)

if I'd changed my mind, but I was still
adamant. It didn’t seem worth the head-
aches and I assumed that this was the
end of it.

In March I was playing Orlando,
Florida, and received a wire and a call
from the New York GAC office. It
seemed they still were interested in me
for Succeed.

“We'd like it very much if you could
arrange to come 1o New York and sing
some of the numbers for us at the St
James Theater,” said the GAC man. “Of
course, we'll pay your fare here.”

I did a slight burn. It was obvious
that Frank Loesser wanted to hear me
sing to be sure I'd be able to handle his
music. Now this was understandable,
really, but I fAgured it was pretty god-
damn late in life for me to be running
around auditioning for Loesser. "“That's
a long way to get back to California —
via New York. It’s really a pain in the
neck and I'm not terribly enchanted
about the part anyway. Tell you what,”
I countered. “Pay my fare to New York
and on to California and I'll do it.”

They refused, so I went on back home
figuring that 1 was definitely not going
to “"Succeed.”

The week of April 24 I was booked
into a small hotel and supper club in
London, Ontario, where I had played
about nine months belore at a good fee
and where the audience reaction was
always excellent. We were rehearsing
Monday afternoon when 1 got a call
from Marty Baum, an agent at GAC
whom 1 had never met. I knew he had
been involved previously with Baum
and Newborn, a firm now a part of
GAC. They had previously acted as my
theatrical representation and had asked
nie o do a show with Eartha Kitt called
Jolly's Progress. 1 told them it was a bad
show, that my part stank and 1 believe
it folded on Broadway after about a
week. Evidently Abe had drawn the as-
signment to get me for the Loesser show.

“They're still interested in you for
Succeed,” he told me. “Can you swing
down to New York after you finish in
London and talk it over? They've post-
poned the May rehearsals. You can still
play Bermuda.™

“Oh, hell, Marty. It's impossible. I've
got to get straight back to the Coast.
They've scheduled a recording date for
me.” This was a black, barefaced lie. 1
wasn’t playing hard to get, though; it
was the only excuse 1 could think of to
get out of coming to New York. I was
homesick for my bride and my home in
the Hollywood hills.

When I'm working in a hotel, 1 al-
ways leave NO DISTURB insiructions at the
switchboard. No calls unul two or three
in the afternoon, since I often don’t get
to bed until three or four in the morn-

ing. Nevertheless, the following Thurs-
day the phone rang at 11 aA.Mm.

“Is the goddamn building on hrer” 1
grumbled into the mouthpiece.

“I's me — Abe Newborn,” came the
answer.

“Where in the hell are you calling
from?” I'd never met him,

“Downstairs in the lobby. Cy Feuer is
with me. Boy, what a trip—we flew
commercial to Toronto and then had to
rent a private plane to get here. Would
you believe it —the pilot was 16 years
old. 1 swear to God! We've got Act 1
with us. Will you read it?™

“Of course I'll read itl” I exclaimed.
I was impressed at their safari with the
16-year-old aviator.

I met them for a bit of breakfast,
picked up Act 1 and went off alone to
read it. Now, I've got a pretty fair repu-
tation for picking tunes which become
hits, artists who become stars. Therclore,
you've got to believe this is not Monday-
morning quarterbacking — when 1 read
Act I, 1 was bowled over. It was, I felt, a
palpable hit. Never in my life had 1 put
a dime in a show, but I began reaching
for my wallet then and there. The de-
lightful story idea seemed to be per-
meated with the sweet smell of success.

I told Cy and Abe to count me in and,
after the former excused himself, I
talked to Newborn about such details
as salary, dressing room and “house
scats” (tickets ser aside for an actor at
each performance which he may buy at
box-office prices on his own option). The
pair then returned to New York and 1
to California.

In May 1 worked my way East again
playing clubs and rooms, pointing to
Bermuda in June and the beginning of
rehearsals in August, Before taking off
for Bermuda I signed the show contract
for a year through GAC and met with
Loesser, Feuer, Martin and the choreog-
rapher Hugh Lambert backstage at the
Lunt-Fontanne Theater. We decided
upon the keys for the songs 1 would do
in the production and Loesser gave me
a recording he had made ot his own ver-
sions of the tunes. I was to take it to
Bermuda and bone up.

On August 4 we began the tedious
grind of rehearsals in a studio designed
for such things, as depressing a milieu
as could be imagined, certainly not sur-
roundings conducive to eliciting the best
from a performer. For some goddamn
rcason this is theatrical tradition — there
is a strange rationale in the theater (and
I don't suppose they will ever change)
that a production must begin in some
scruffy loft, somne moth-eaten ballroom
in a third-rate hotel, or a barren, color-
less rehearsal hall in the Broadway area.
I can only assume that this choice of
arena has to do with budget considera-

tions. At any rate, there is always the
atmosphere of a cut-rate funeral home.

At the outset of our first gathering,
Abe Burrows, the director and one of
those responsible for the show's book,
enlightened us on how gifted he was as
a writer, director and utility godhead.
Further, he informed us in a warm and
most encouraging way that some of us
present would not be with the show in
a few weeks. Then with jape and quip
and quotes from George S. Kaufman he
sketched out the various duties at hand
pursuant to mounting the show. We
waded through the first reading (just
the lines, no songs) and then dispersed
into different rooms by groups to work
on various parts of the routining.

As I watched these segments being
polished, it became obvious to me that
here was a production which could well
become a veritable gold mine. Before 1
had gone to Bermuda prior to the re-
hearsals, the publicity boys had told me
they already had $500,000 in the ull
from advance ticket sales.

“All kidding aside, Rudy,” they told
me, “half of that advance is because
you're in the show. People order tickets
for the “Vallee show." Maybe they can’t
remember the title, it's so long.”

I had made a few casual feclers toward
investment in the show with Ernie Mar-
tin, but had gotten only evasive answers.
On August 14 1 stopped beating around
the bush.

“With or without me,” I told Martin,
“you've got a smash hit. It’s a combina-
tion of My Fair Lady, Guys and Dolls
and Of Thee 1 Sing. Not a bad parlay
at alll Ernie, I'd like to put some money
in ir.”

Martin is always grinding away on a
piece of gum. He just glared at me and
gnawed the gum, “No,” he said, “1 don’t
want any of our personalities investing
in the show.” Three days later I was to
realize why he was so evasive.

The next day the New York Daily
Mirror columnist, Bill Slocum, came by
to do a story on this epic now in re-
hearsal. It was a flattering column and
stated in part: “Mr. Vallee thrilled me
with an expert sense of timing, a gift 1
never suspected he had.” (So I couldn’t
have been all bad.)

There are always annoyances in any
theatrical undertaking. Some are sizable,
some petty. One thing that galled me
was the paliry rehearsal salary — five
weeks at $87.50 a week; everyone in the
cast got this from the lowliest “walk-on™
to the stars. Now this is commendably
democratic, but since I was paying $150
per week for my apartment (most of
the others in the cast were already living
in New York), I was at a disadvantage.
I had asked Newborn months before
what the rehearsal fee would probably
be. “Oh, I don’t know exactly. 1t's just

(continued on page 210)



BROTHER ENDICOI T

in which the course of true love is abetted in a paris hotel
fiction By JAMES THURBER The man stared at the paper in his typewriter with the

bleak look of a rain-soaked spectator at a dull football game, and then ripped it out of the machine.
He lit a cigarette, put another sheet of paper in the wringer, and began a letter to his publisher,
without salutation: “Why you imbeciles have to have a manuscript three months ahead of publica-
tion is, by God —"" And out came that sheet. Somewhere a clock began striking three, but it was

drowned out by a sudden upsurge of Paris night noises.

The street noises of Paris, staccato, profundo, momentary and prolonged, go on all through the
summer night, as if hostile hosts were fiercely taking, losing and regaining desperately disputed
corners, especially the bloody angle of the Rue de Rivoli and the Rue de Castiglione, just beneath
the windows of the writer’s hotel room. Presently he heard the jubilant coming of the Americans,

late but indomitable, sleepless but ever fresh, moving in, like the taxis of the Marne, from the Right
Bank and the Left, shouting, laughing, amiably cursing, as they enveloped and captured the lobby
of the hotel. They loudly occupied corridors and rooms, leaving the King’s English sprawled and
bleeding on the barricades of night. A detachment of foot cavalry trooped past the writer’s door,
one of the men singing Louise in a bad imitation of Chevalier.

American reinforcements kept on arriving at the hotel, and below his window the writer heard
a young feminine voice crying, “For God’s sake, Mother, why not? S'only three o'clock!” Her
mother’s voice cried back at her, “Your father’s dead and so am I — that’s why not.” There was no
report from the father, and the writer visualized him lying on the sidewalk, his wallet deflated, a
spent and valiant victim of the battle of Paris. The writer emptied a clogged ashtray into a metal



wastebasket, switched off the lights in the sitting room of his suite and sprawled on one of the twin
beds in the other room. “It may be the Fourth of July to everybody else,” he said aloud, as if talking
to someone he didn't like, “but it's just two weeks past deadline to me.” He turned over the phrase,
“The 14th of Deadline,” decided there was nothing in it, and was about to take off his right shoe
when he heard a knock at the door. He looked at his wristwatch; it was a few minutes past three
o'clock.

The late caller was a young woman he had never seen before. She murmured something that
sounded like, “My husband — I thought maybe —" and he stood aside to let her in, apologizing
for his shirt-sleeves.

“I was afraid it was the fellas looking for a tenor,” he said. “I'm a baritone myself, but out of
practice and not in the mood.” He put the lights on again in the sitting room, waved casually at a
chair and, just as casually, she sat in it. “Voici le salon, as they call it,” he said. “Makes it sound very
proper. What can I do for you? My name’s Guy Farland.”

“I know,"” she said. “I've heard you typing at night before. I asked at the desk once, and they said
you were here. My name is Marie Endicott.”

He reached for his tie and jacket, but she said, with a faint smile, “Ne vous dérangez pas. It's too
warm.”

“Before we get around to your problem,” he said, “how about a drink?” He moved to a table
containing bottles and glasses and an ice bucket. She nodded when he put his hand on the Scotch
bottle. “Not too strong, please,” she said. “A lot of soda.”

“I mix drinks my own way,” he told her, “and I'm said to be good at it. Besides, this is my castle.”
He took her in as he fixed the highball, figured that she was not more than 23 and that she had had
quite a few drinks already, rather desperate ones, which she hadn’t enjoyed much. He set her drink
down on a table beside her chair. “If I were a younger writer I would say, ‘She looked like a chic
Luna moth in her light-green evening gown, as she stood there clutching a dainty evening bag.’ But
you weren'’t clutching it, just holding it,” he said. “And I'm a middle-aged writer, not a young one,”
he added.

She picked up her drink but didn’t taste it. “I've read your Lost Corner four times,” she said.
He went back to mix himself a drink, saying, “It isn’t quite that good. I'm trying to finish another
book, but you can't think against this goddamn racket. I had got used to the Paris taxi horns and
their silence makes me edgy. They have cut out the best part of the noise and left in the worst.”

“The goddamn motorcycles,” she said tonelessly. He sat down, and they both listened to the
tumult outside the window for a moment.

“The noise has loused me up — I choose the precise word for it,” he said. “It would certainly
rain in Verlaine’s heart if he could hear it.” She was looking at him as though he were an actor in
a spotlight, and he responded with a performance. “I was thinking how silent Paris must have been
the night Francois Villon vanished into immortality through the snows of yesteryear. If your hus-
band has vanished, maybe I can help you find him. I'm a husband myself, and I know where they
go. On the Fourth of July, of course, it’s a little harder, especially in a foreign country.” He had
left the door to the suite ajar, and they could hear the male quartet somewhere down the hall
dwelling liquidly on The Sweetheart of Sigma Chi.

“Edward isn't lost,” she said. “He’s the bass. Edward Francis Endicott.” She seemed to add a
trace of bitters to the name. “Wisconsin Alpha. They’re in Rip Morgan’s room, with a couple of
Americans they picked up at this night club. Edward and Rip insisted on singing On, Wisconsin —
I don’t know why we weren’t put out — and these strange men knew the (continued on page 104)



DON BRONSTEIN

THE PLAYBOY PUNCH BOWL 1. o batcr of holiday wassail to make your guests as pleased as

MANY HOLIDAYS AGO IT WAS THE cusToM at New York’s then-posh Hotel Astor for bar stewards to walk down the line
emptying every open bottle in sight, including wines, whiskeys and liqueurs into a mammoth punch bowl. The
Astor’s punchinakers always compounded a delectable mixture by following an old axiom of bartending: You may
use anything from arrack to zinfandel, ad-libbing as you please, as long as you're loyal to the accepted balances
between potent and mild, sweet and tart. Punch should be strong enough to lift, not (continued on page 201)




DEDINIDS
CHRISTMAS

A SOPHISTICATED FOURSOME
FILLED WITH
FRANKINCENSE AND MIRTH

“Yes, Santa was good to me.
But don’t forget, I was good to Santa.”

“Oh, Darling, just what I wanted’!
Fifty-two weeks at the psychiatrist’s . . ./

13

“We can’t go on like this, Mr. Mathers—
seeing each other only at Christmas office parties!”
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“Well, you can save some of the people all of the time, and all of the people some of the time,
but you can’t save all of the people all of the time . . .”
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BROﬂ_‘ER ENDICOTT {continued from page 100)

words and joined in, but they are from
Illinois, and so then they all sang Loyal
to You, lllinois. Our honevmoon has
been like that ever since Edward ran
into Rip Morgan in Rome.” She gave
the word “honeymoon” a tart inflection.

The quartet down the hall now had
Dear Old Girl in full swing, and Far-
land got up and closed the door. “They
sound a little older than juniors or
seniors,” he said, coming back to his
chair. She took a long swallow of her
drink and set the glass down.

“Edward will be 46 next week,” she
said, in the tone of a patient on a
psychiatrist’'s couch, and Farland leaned
back for the flow he felt was coming.
“He still wears his fraternity pin. He
wore it on his pajamas on our wedding
night. It’s the Nelson Merit Pin. He got
it one year for being the biggest Boopa
Doopa Chi in the whole damn country.
He has a smaller one, too. Fraternity is
his life. Maybe you've heard of Endicott
Emblems, Incorporated. Well, he's the
president. They make fraternity pins,
and signet rings, and everything. He
goes around all the time, even over here,
with his right hand out like this.” She
separated the thumb and litdle Anger of
her right hand from the other fingers.
“He gives cverybody the grip, in the
American Express and at the Embassy,
and everywhere he sees an American
man. I don't know much about fraterni-
tics. I thought it was something men got
over, like football practice. I went to
Smith.” Farland noticed that she kept
glancing over her right shoulder at the
door.

“Brother Endicott won't break in on
us,” he said reassuringly. “Quartets never
notice that wives are missing. As for my
wife, she’s in Italy.”

“I knew she wasn’t here,” Marie Endi-
cott said, and Farland followed her gaze
about the room, which must have re-
vealed instantly to his visitor the lack
of a woman's touch. There were books
and papers on the floor, and that unmis-
takable masculine rearrangement of
chairs and lamps which a man finds
comfortable and a woman intolerable.
“Nancy is going to pick up our daugh-
ters in Italy — we have two. They are
coming over on onc of the Export ships
because they wanted to see Gibraltar. 1
don’t work at night when Nancy's here.
Wives don’t think it’s healthy.”

“Ellen Morgan went to bed,” said
the girl, “and Edward thinks I'm in bed,
too.” She took scveral long swallows of
her drink this time and sat forward in
her chair. “The reason I'm here, the
thing is,” she began, with a flash of
firmness, and then leaned back with a
helpless flutter of her left hand. Farland
gave her a cigarette and held a match

for her.

“Don’t get a blockage,” he said easily.
“I'm the one with the blockage, I was
thinking of throwing the heroine of my
novel out of a window, but you can't
do that in novels, only in real life.” The
girl wasn't listening.

“Edward can’t stand any foreign coun-
try,” she said, “because it isn't God's
country. and they don’t use God’s money,
and you can’t get God’s martinis, or
God’s anything.” Her eyes drifted toward
an unopened bottle of bourbon on the
table. “Or God's whiskey,” she said.
“Bourbon is God’s whiskey, you know.”

“He must have trouble getting God's
ice, too,” Farland put in, “especially at
this hour.”

“They don’t supply soap at most
French hotels,” she went on. “In the
hotel in Le Havre he called downstairs
and said, ‘Some of you cave dwellers
come up here with some soap and make
it snappy. Endicott wants soap.” He
speaks of himself in the third person a
lot of the time. He doesn't know any
French except combien and trop cher
and encore la méme chose and ot est le
cabinet? He calls terraces sit-downs, and
he's terrible when a dinner check runs
mto four figures, like 3800 francs. He
says, ‘Pas st goddamn vite to taxi drivers.
He learned what he calls doughboy
French from his brother Harry. Harry
is much older. He was in the First World
War. You know doughboy French?
‘Restez ici a minute. Je retourner apres
cet guy partirs.'” She drank some
more and went back to brother Harry.
“Harry thinks he’s dying,” she said. "He
thinks he’s dying of everything, but there
isn't anything the matter with him. He
ought to go to a psychiatrist, and he ac-
tually did once, but the doctor said some-
thing like, ‘If you're not sick, and you
think you're sick, you're sick.” And Harry
stammed out of his office.”

“Nice slamming,” Farland said. “I
think I would have, too.” :

The girl in the green dress took in a
long sad breath and exhaled slowly.
“Harry carries a little mirror, like a
woman, and keeps looking at his mouth,
even in public,” she said. “He thinks
there’s something the matter with his
uvula.”

“I'm sorry you told me that,” Farland
siid. “It is the only part of my body I
have never been conscious of. Can you
die of uvulitis or something?”

“Harry and his wife were over here,”
the girl continued, “but they flew back
last week, thank God. He suddenly got
the idea in the nuddle of the night that
his doctor had sccretly called Irvene and
told her he was dying — Harry, I mean.
“This is my last vacation,” he screamed,
waking Irene up. She thought he had

lost his mind in his sleep. ‘I'm not going
to die in Naples or any other forcign
cityl’ he yelled. T'm going to die in
Buffalo!l” We live in Milwaukee. It isn't
far enough from Buffalo.”

“You were just about to tell me why
you came here. I don't mean to Europe,
1 mean to my chambers, tonight — this
morning,” Farland said, but she post-
poned the reason for her call with a
wave of her hand. He sat back and let
her flow on. “Edward is a collector,” she
said. “Big heavy things, like goalposts.
He's football-crazy, wo. I thought he
was really crazy once when we were hav-
ing a cocktail and he lifted his glass
and said, ‘Here's to Crazy Legs!” That's
Roy Hirsch,” she explained. “One of
the Wisconsin gridiron immortals. He
also drinks to the Horse. That's Ameche.
He's immortal, too.”

“I'm trying to figure out what you saw
in Edward Endicott,” Farland said, a
flick of impatience in his tone. “It’s sup-
posed to be a human mystery, I know,
but there’s usually a clue of some kind.”

She gestured with her hand again and
frowned. “He has more drums than any-
body else in the world,” she went on.
"He began collecting them when he was
a little boy, and now he has African
drums and Maori drums and some from
the Civil War and one from the Revolu-
tion. He even has a drum that was used
in the road company of The Emperor
Jones, and one of the 40 or 50 that
were used in Valencia during a big pro-
duction number at the Casino de Paris
in 1925, I think it was.” She shuddered
slightly, as if she heard all the Endicott
drums approaching. *Is collecting goal-
posts Freudian?” she asked.

Farland decided to think that over
while he freshened the drinks. “I don’t
think so,” he said. “Goalposts are tro-
phies, a sign your side won. The Indians
had it worked out better, of course.
Scalping the captain of the losing team
would be much simpler. Where does he
keep the goalposts?”

“In the attic,” she said, “except for
the one in the guest room. It belonged
to Southern Cal. or SMU, or somebody
we didn't expect to beat and did.” She
managed a small evil inflection on "we.”

“All right, let’s have it,” Farland said.
“Why did you come here tonight? All
this is overture, I can tell that.”

She sat forward suddenly again. *Tom
will be here, I mean right here, in your
suite, in a few minutes,” she said, hur-
ricdly. “He sent me a message by a
waiter at the night club, while Edward
was wrying to get the little French orches-
tra to play Back in Your Own Backyard.
Tom must have followed me there. I
had to think quick, and all I could think
of was your room, because you're always
up late.”

Farland got up and put on his tic and

(continued on page 172)
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“Now I want all of you to focus your attention on the
muscles of the left upper arm.”




humor BY ART BUCHWALD

FOUR TWISTS ON SOME OF BROADWAY’S MOST CHERISHED CLICHES

ROBABLY NO BUSINESS has inspired

as many heartwarming and uplift-
ing stories as show business. Our own
dowdy lives seem to be happier when
we read about the struggles and suc-
cesses of those who spend their lives
in the theater, the movies and on
television entertaining us and making
us forget the cares of the day. There
are many familiar stories about show
business, and yet there are many
stories still untold.

Through the years I've collected my
own favorite untold show-business
stories.

The first one took place at the
greatest American opera house of
them all. Maria Chianti had been
flown over from La Scala to sing her
most famous role, Madame Butterfly.
The house was sold out for months,
the audience was made up of men in
white ties and women in diamond
tiaras. There was no standing room.

Suddenly, 30 minutes before cur-
tain time, Madame Chianti devel-
oped a severe case of laryngitis. She
could hardly speak. The doctor ar-
rived and said it was hopeless. She
couldn’t sing for a week.

Someone called for the understudy,
an American girl who had never sung
in grand opera before.

The manager told her, “Mary Lou,
we have the choice of canceling the
performance or letting you sing the
role that Madame Chianti made fa-
mous. Do you think you're up to it?”

“Oh, please, sir, I've studied it for
five years,” Mary Lou cried. “I know
I can do it. Just give me a chance.”

The manager called in the conduc-
tor and the director. Then he said,
“All right, Mary Lou, get in your
costume, were going to give you

your big break.”

Mary Lou flew out of the office and
the manager went out in front of the
curtain to calm the restless audience
who felt something was wrong.

“Ladies and gentlemen, Madame
Chianti has had an accident and will
be unable to sing Madame Butterfly.
The role will be sung by Mary Lou
Fitzgibbons. Those of you who do
not wish to stay can have your tickets
refunded at the box office.”

Suddenly everyone got up at once
and made a dash for the box office
to get their money back. Not one per-
son stayed in his seat and Mary Lou
Fitzgibbons never got to sing Mad-
ame Butterfly.

To this day no one knows if she
could sing it or not.

oanne Wutheringheights left her
Jcomfortable middle-class home in
a small town in Wisconsin to make
her mark in Hollywood, against the
pleas of her parents and the boy
next door who loved her. After
months of waiting around she finally
got an interview with F. L. Gimlet,
the most important producer in the
motion-picture capital.

Mr. Gimlet told the 2I-year-old
beauty, “Joanne, I've seen your tests
and I think you're a great talent.
You have beauty, personality and
box-office appeal and I want you to
play the lead in my next picture.
There is only one thing I ask of the
actresses who play in my films.”

“Loyalty?”’ Joanne said.

“No,” F. L. replied. “They must
sleep with me.”

Joanne got up angrily and said,
“No thank you, Mr. Gimlet. If that

(concluded on page 176} 107



“Or do you like
it better as
a one-piece, Darling?”
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ODE TO A HOUSEFLY phllOSOphlcal ruminations on a beastie in the booze By ERNIE KOVACS
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Oh hail to thee, tiny insect so small,
> _.ffjf Swimming around in my bourbon highball.

i i " Back-stroking, breast-stroking, movement of wing,

fu

il < Now up on the ice cube, poor cold little thing.

. : |f you stay there too long, you'll find with remorse,

. Your ankles will numb and your buzz will get hoarse.

"_.';"‘.‘-l' " Catching cold is unpleasant for all little flies,
Bloodshot is gruesome for multiprism eyes. ]

.° Some people hate flies, take my old Cousin Sam,

He gets in a snit when you sit in his jam.

I've seen Sister Sally turn red as a beet

When you walk on her nose with your six sticky feet.

&

" When you walk on the ceiling, your brow seems to irown,'- %
. - Does blood go to your head, when you stand upside down?
" My optometrist friend, a dear boy named Rex,  “wiSs
'““~ Makes bifocals for flies — he calls them fly specs.

. " Now you're coughing because you are so full of trouble,
e - Oris it the bourbon that's making you bubble?

* You should get off the ice, the temperature’s minus,
You'll get frost in your navel and a wee touch of sinus.




. . Long time no see!”

“Well, well .
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PRESENT PERFECT

our december playmate makes a fetching christmas eve

UPDATING CHARLES DICKENS, we hereby nominate December Playmate June
Cochran as this season’s most endearing embodiment of the Spirit of Christmas
Present. June's Yuletide credentials are disarmingly self-evident: a smile as
warming as a rum toddy, blue-green eyes that are a blend of mistletoe with
a girlish enchantment, a personality as sentimental as a crackling fireside, and
the glowing health of an apple-cheeked caroler. A part-time model and full-
time beauty back home in Indiana (born and raised in Indianapolis, she lives
there now with five younger sisters and one younger brother), our 20-year-old
Hoosier honey’s superbly packaged presence has already won her a wassail
bowlful of beauty contest awards, including the title of Miss Indiana in
this year's Miss World Beauty Pageant. rLAYBOY's snow belle loves twisting
and miniature golf, Corvettes and shish kebab, admires males who get as
big a boot from life as she. Our holiday suggestion for the man who has
everything: the girl who has everything, Christmasy Miss December.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON BRONSTEIN
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exercises some of the most memorable lines (36-20-31) in the history of snow business.




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

Sirnple George was no great catch, so when
he met a remarkably beautiful girl who
seemed to be wildly in love with him, he im-
mediately pro marriage.

“Poor dear boy,” she said, “'don't you realize
that I'm a nymphomaniac?”

“Darling,” rcr»lied ardent George, “I don’t
care if you steal, as long as you're faithful to
me.”

|.i]y just couldn’t imagine why she was so
popular. “Is it my lovely hair?” she asked a
{riend.

ICNO.”

“Is it my cute figure?”

“No.”

“My personality?”

“No."”

“Then I give up.”

“That's it!"”

Onne of our favorite drinks is a French eggnog
— two egg yolks, two teaspoons of sugar, and
four jiggers of cognac in a tall, warm lass.

Woasn't it lovely out there on the laker” the
young man said to his date as they were
returning from the canoe ride.

With a happy sigh she replied, “It’s lovely
anyplace.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines bachelor
apartment as a wildlife sanctuary.

A beachcomber of 25 had been shipwrecked
on a desert island since the age of six. One
day, while in search of food, he stumbled across
a beautifully sensuous female lying on the
beach nearly naked; she'd been washed ashore
from another shipwreck just that morning.
After they got over their initial surprise at
seeing cach other, the girl wanted to know
how long he had been alone on this barren
bit ol land.

“Almost 20 years,” he said.

“Twenty years!” she exclaimed. “But how
ever did you survivep!”

*Oh, 1 fish, dig for clams, and gather berries
and coconuts,” he replied.

“And what do you do for sex?” she asked.

“What's that?* He looked puzzled.

Whereupon the bold maiden pulled the

innocent beachcomber down onto the sand be-
side her and proceeded to demonstrate. After
they had finished, she asked how he had en-
joyed it

“Great!” was the reply. “But look what it
did to my clam digger!™

Rm_urning from his vacation, Roger asked for
two weeks more in which to get married.
“But you just had two weeks off,” protested
his boss. “Why didn’t you get married then#"”
“What,” exclaimed Roger, “and ruin my
vacation?”

Screams of delight picrcing the air attested to
the fact that Harry's tomcat was indeed the
cat'’s meow. But, after numerous complaints
from the neighbors, Harry sadly agreed to
allow a veterinarian to render the cat fit to
guard a sultan’s harem.

“I'll bet,” ventured one of Harry’s neighbors
weeks later, “that that ex-tom of yours just lies
on the hearth now and gets fat.”

“No,” said Harry, “he still goes out. But now
he goes along as a consultant.”

The wondrously stacked blonde appeared at
her door in a strapless evening gown that de-
fied gravity. “Terrific?” said her admiring
escort. I don't sce what holds that dress up!™

“Play your cards right and you will,” she
murmured.

All he had asked for was a little goodnight
kiss, but she haughtily rebuffed him with, “I
don’t do that sort of thing on my first date.”

“Well,” he replied with appropriate sarcasm,
“how about on your last?”

Heard any good ones lately? Send your favor-
ites lo Party Jokes Editor, pLavBOY, 232 E.
Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill., and earn $25 for
each joke used. In case of duplicates, payment
goes Lo first received. Jokes cannot be returned.



“Last year we gave him an electric shaver.”
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A WINTER OF A SINGLE WIND has driven snow against the ads that once offered baby talcum and Log Cabin Syrup.
But no el stops here anymore. Rains have ripped the ad that promised dancing lessons at the Merry Gardens,
its tatters are less merry now. Waltz king and waltzers alike are gone. The 12th Street beau with cap tipped for
love in Garfield Park, the Monday-morning salesgirl with lashes still Maybellined by Sunday night, the Mogen
David wino with Happy New Year snow on his shoulders, none get off here anymore. Only a rail of rounded
iron guards a peanut machine whose glass 1s cracked and its peanuts long vended. Snow shadows race like

children in the blood-red glow cast by two railroad lamps; up the drift of snow against the rail and then
tobogganing down. They stop to rock the platform, lamps and all, when the nidnight B train passes, and the
lamps dip and tip like flares left burning on a raft abandoned at sea. The B train’s echo trails the B train.
Then a fog shot with neon closes down, the coldest that ever fell. Yet riders of late winter (continued on page 186)







It was Gala’s habit to tilt
her head away from him
to avord his loose hand

as much as possible.
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When Bemelmans' last book, “The Street Where the Heart Lies,” is published early next year, its hero-
ine, incurably honest, infinitely beautiful, forever hungry Gala, may well take her place — along with
Lili, Fanny and Gigi —among the wispy wonders of French fiction. The loveliest of all strippers,
Gala is the creation of fiery Miomo Corti, proprietor of the Relaxes Vous night club, who, insanely
jealous of her beauty and well aware of her commercial value, married her when she was still in her
early leens. So absolute is Corti’s domination that he keeps her on a near-starvation diet to preserve
her precious figure. Ordinarily, Corti never lets Gala out of his sight, but his desperate need for a
loan from Vittorio Vivanti, a lecherous Milanese millionaire, finally forces Corti to allow Vivanti to
take Gala out for an evening in Paris. As the story opens, it is the morning after that fateful night.

S IF OUT OF A TUNNEL, in a humid landscape, far away the bells of Notre-Dame were ringing — that
melody which says “We will always be here — we will repeat it eternally.” The bedroom of the Cortis
faced upon a side street. It was papered in a faded tint of beige, the color of old cigars in store
windows long exposed to sun; a pattern of blue fleurs-de-lis was on this paper which in places
hung loose from the wall. The one window was curtained with violet velvet drapery, on the ceiling were
remnants of a stucco decor and from it hung a two-branch gas chandelier. A shaft of morning light like a
huge knife cut through the room — it passed through a cage with two lovebirds, lighting them up green
as glass and chattering, it went on through floating gray dust and reached back to a closet stuffed with the
many furs of Gala. On a dresser were jewels and gloves, and a stand held the intimate garments of both
Monsieur and Madame Corti. The bed was held in place by a theatrical trunk used as a night table. The
bed as the rest of the room, in disorder, was filled with pillows and bolsters and out of it hung one small
foot attached to the left, lovely leg of Gala.

There was a soft knock on the door. Then the door opened — and Madame Michel, the servant, dressed
in her workday outfit of blue jeans, a blouse, scarf and slippers, came in carrying an immense basket of
flowers. Of long-stemmed white roses, tall white branches of blossoming lilacs, all tied with a broad satin
ribbon. A stuffed white dove with a card in its beak was attached to the high wickerwork, looping handle of
the basket. Madame Michel placed it near the window and silently left.

The telephone stood on the trunk, close to the bed — and it rang. Next to the telephone was an ashtray.
The phone kept ringing — Gala sat up, reached over and picked up the instrument.

“Ab, it’s you,” she said. “Good morning.” The voice talked rapidly, she said, “Speak a little lower.” She
smiled and said:

“I too find you adorable.”

Suddenly her head twisted involuntarily to her side, to the wall. Miomo Corti had risen in one quick
motion, slapped her face, and gotten out of bed.

He was dressed in an elaborate bedrobe and pajamas. His face was ashen, his eyes looked as if someone
with a stylograph had worked endless circular lines around them. His gray hair was in disarray. He kicked
the ashtray aside, he kicked the phone to the floor —and he walked around it (continued on page 156)

“You stayed out most

of the night and he sends you
expensive flowers. Now then— explain!”
Corti demanded of Gala.

“Explain to me why you

won’t go to bed with me.

Here you are in my room—
nobody will know,” said Vivant. /
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“OK — and now we shoot the European version . . ."” 125
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JAMES BALDWIN 12 a world of hale, a desperate search for sanctuary

IN THE DARK AND DESOLATE novelistic
wasteland created by the 38-year-old
bachelor, James Baldwin, men and
women wallow in suspicion, fear, hate
and lust, searching hclpl(:ssly for a
sanctuary from suffering that their
creator himself has not as yet been able
to find or fathom. For James Arthur
Baldwin comes from the same clay as
the damned and defeated spiritual no-
mads who populate his novels: Go Tell
It on the Mountain, Giovanni’'s Room
and Another Country. A Harlem-born
preacher’s son, he began to teach the
Gospel himself at the age of 14. Gradu-
ating from high school three years later,
he met author Richard Wright who
was to become his literary mentor (“I
was broke, shabby, hungry and scared.
He read my first novel . . . and his
support helped me to win my first
fellowship.”). With proceeds from this
and other awards, Baldwin deserted
race-conscious America [or race-tolerant
France, where he spent the following
ten years in self-imposed exile. But
despite the refreshingly color-blind cli-
mate of Paris, the taproot to home
could not be uprooted (I realize now

that if I was preparing myself for
anything in Europe, I was preparing
again for America”). Returning to
New York, he became at once a mili-
tant campaigner for civil rights and,
in Nobody Knows My Name, a bitter
antagonist of the white community.
But lately he has mellowed some-
what, realizing perhaps that black hate
is no less poisonous than white bigotry,
and like his prophetic spokesman in
Another Country, he seems to cry out:
“The world is hard enough and people
is evil enough without all the time
looking for it and stirring it up and
making it worse.” Although this new-
found tolerance has alienated many of
his own race ("I speak for some people,
but there are others who look upon
me as a traitor”), Baldwin insists that
“the facts of Negro oppression must
be stated, but being oppressed doesn’t
necessarily make one individual better
than another.” Today, he is concerned
mainly with moral and aesthetic re-
forms on both sides of the racial fence:
“The big issue of racism is not housing
or civil rights. It is hate, private hu-
man hate where there should be love.”

4
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GEORGE CHAKIRIS west coast story

BY MOVIELAND STANDARDS, 29-ycar-old
George Chakiris is an ascetic. His
clothes can be crammed into one suit-
case, his car is second-hand and he
shares an apartment with his parents,
sister and brother. He does, however,
own a small gold statuette for which
half the high priests of Hollywood
would swap their swimming pools,
saunas and screening rooms. No ncw-
comer to the movies (he had a bit part
in 1954’s White Christmas), George
was a long haul from stardom when
Jerome Robbins tagged himn for the
role of Jet captain Riff in the London
company of West Side Story. Twenty
months later, Chakiris was drafted
from the West End West Side for the
film version to portray the Sharks’
satrap Bernardo. Oscar night, 1962,
made George a Big Man on Camera.
Since his Oscar, singer-dancer-actor
Chakiris has hopped to Hulaland for
Diamond Head, etched an LP for Capi-
tol and nipped off to Nippon for Flight
from Ashiya. He is unimpressed by the
cinematic spotlight, states modestly:
“An actor is only as good as his last
time out; I've still got a long way to go.”




MATTHEW J. CULLIGAN from franklin’s post, posthaste to a new post

PUBLISHING'S PESSIMISTS were already
issuing Post-mortems when patch-eyed
(since the Battle of the Bulge) Matthew
J. “Joe” Culligan arrived in Philadel-
phia this summer to take command of
the Curtis Publishing Company's tot-
tering magazine empire. Out of touch
with the changing tastes of 1its
dwindling readership, burdened by
overpriced advertising and cutrate
subscriptions and confused by super-
ficial face-lifting efforts, Curtis’ Saleve-
post, Journal, Holiday and American
Home had dropped more than §9,000,-
000 in ad revenues in the first half of
the year. But for 44-year-old Culligan,
this dismal picture had all the upbeat
promise of a Norman Rockwell cover
scene. As a job-hopping, ad-selling trou-
bleshooter he had already rebuilt the
Home Building department of Good
Housekeeping, pulled NBC Radio out
of the red and was on the board of
Madison Avenue’s Interpublic Incor-
porated, when he got the Curtis call.
Accepting a cut-rate salary of $120,000
plus fringes, he pronounced the foun-
dering firm in need of “fAaming leader-
ship,” forthwith burned away much

editorial deadwood, replaced it with top
literary timber pirated from other pub-
lications, sent the failing “new” Post
scurrying back to its old, familiar format,
but updated its contents with big-name
fiction, more readable articles and less
syrupy interviews, “lI want the Post to
be the conscience of America,” says
Culligan conscientiously. Having thus
shored up the shop, Culligan barn-
stormed the country for six weeks,
returning to Philadelphia with $37,000,-
000 in new ads, $22,000,000 in bank
pledges. Perhaps his biggest move so
far was engineering a decision of Cur-
tis’ new, nonfamily board members to
shift SEP's offices out of staid Philadel-
phia and into the industry’s main
line — New York. For his efforts (he
thrives on a “psychotic” 15-t0-20-hour
workday), Culligan predicts “dramatic
improvement’” by year's end, break-
even by mid-1963 and profit by 1964.
Still, after years of Curtis’ conserva-
tive Philadelphian management, which
kept Independence Square, it remains
to be seen if Culligan’s removal of
the Post from Philadelphia will also
remove Philadelphia from the Post.
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satire By ROBERT CAROLA WORD PLAY

more fun and games with the king’s english in which words become delightfully self-descriptive
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“Well, do we exchange the usual gifts?”




sex symbols

humor By Sally Baldwin Even before encountering sex, most students are
introduced to the symbols for sex—the circles, with arrow or cross attached, that
serve as a biological shorthand for man O”and woman Q. The notebook of the
scientist records only two such symbols, but life in all its manifestations includes
a great many more variations on the theme, and we offer, herewith, some suit-
able symbols of our own for a fuller glossary of these modern hieroglyphics.

INCOMPATIBILITY ADULTERY
BISEXUAL ﬁ)

O HOMOSEXUAL NEUROTIC
ASEXUAL
NYMPHOMANIAC b

NONCONFORMIST

PROSTITUTE

NARCISSIST






NONE BUT THE BRAVE

FICTION BY GARSON KANIN

LOSTUTTER

A MAN MAY WELL BE A HERO IN BATTLE—AND A COWARD WHEN FACED WITH THE WOMEN WHO LOVE HIM

TWENTY MINUTES after he came to, he
found that his left arm had been ampu-
tated.

He had opened his eyes, looked about,
recognized a hospital tent, remembered
being wounded, and closed his eyes.
Relax, he thought. That’s the main
thing. Relax.

A few minutes later, his left thigh
began to itch. He reached down with his
left hand and scratched, but nothing
happened. He tried again. No sensation.
Anesthetized, he thought. Or arm's
asleep. What's the word for it? He
thought hard, wurying 1o recall the time
and place he had learned it at Harvard
Medical. Finally, it came. Acropares-
thesia. He smiled in self-congratulation.
Massage, he prescribed, and brought his
right arm across his chest. He began
rubbing but stopped as he felt the tex-
ture of the sheet. He could not find his
left arm. Dreaming, he thought. He
opened his eyes and kept them open
until he was certain that he was awake.
He pulled the blanket down and looked.
Extending from his left shoulder was a
bandaged stump. It was then that he
knew. He shivered and broke into a sud-
den sweat. There was not a dry spot on
his body. Hyperidrosis, he diagnosed.
Left arm, he considered. Well, that’s a
break, anyway. He closed his eyes and
saw himself as a one-armed man, the left
sleeve of his jacket neatly tucked into

the pocket. He opened his eyes. “Holy
God,” he said, aloud. He closed his eyes.
Make your mind a blank, he thought,
and did so.

After a time, he heard a voice asking
softly, “You awake, fella?"

He opened his eyes. A Licutenant-
Colonel, wearing summer issue and a
stethoscope, was standing beside him.

“Yes, sir.”

“How are you?”

“All right.”

“Good,” said the Lieutenant-Colonel,
reaching down to take his pulse.

He tried to smile as he said, “I seem
to be missing something.”

“Afraid so. But let’s be — pulse normal
—glad 1t’s something you can do with-
out.”

“Oh, sure.”

“I don’t want to stand here and pour
platitudes all over you, son, but— fact
is, it could’ve been worse.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Feel well enough to travel?”

“1 guess s0.”

“Fine. I'll see if 1 can ship you to-
morrow or the day after.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Major Russo’s been around a few
uimes. He’s coming back again this after-
noon.”

“He OK?”

.'Yes'I.

uG N0 d.”

“Care for a knockout?”

“No, thanks. I better start getting used
to myself, here.”

“Try not to tense up.”

“No, sir.”

The Lieutenant-Colonel moved off.

He did try. He relaxed, systematically
and scientifically, but kept shivering, and
breaking out in a sweat from time to
time. He wondered if his parents had
been informed. Marion? Pamela? Pam-
ela. Marion.

Major Russo turned up shortly after
supper.

They shook hands.

“How are y', Roj?”

“OK now, sir.”

Tears flooded the Major’s eyes. “Don’t
‘sir' me, you bastard,” he said. “There’s
a limit to how much embarrassment I
can handle.”

The Major got out a handkerchief,
wiped his eyes, and blew his nose. The
nurse brought him a chair.

*“Care to sit down, Major?” she asked.

“Thanks.”

He sat down. The nurse left.

“Can I smoke in here?”

“Everybody seems to,” said Roger.

Major Russo lit a cigarette. He and
Roger looked at each other.

“How the hell did you do it, Roj?"
asked the Major. “Swear to God, if 1

(coniinued on page 146) 133



playboy’s other girlfriends

an annversary encore of memorable past attractions

WHILE PLAYBOY's most famous feminine friends have traditionally been the popular
Playmates who grace our centerfold each month, through the years we have also
featured an arresting variety of beautiful girls in non-Playmate picture stories. With
these other girlfriends very much in our reminiscent thoughts, we've decided to
depart from our usual birthday custom of passing in review favorite Plavmates of

the Past to share with you instead an aftectionate and nostalgic Ninth Anniversary
toast to the most memorable and decorative of the Playmates’ comely compatriots.
Many of them are stars, most are in some phase of show business, and all, we aver,
are worthy of this slighdy sentimental, completely admiring Anniversary encore.

Appearing for the fifth time in PLAYBOY, titian-tressed actress Tina Louise again proves herself o sheer delight. Tempting Tina's
next celluloid appearance will be in The Vagrant Erotics, o film to be made in New York by American New Waver Rick Carrier.



Above: chaise-lounging Kim Novak sits pretty today os shining star of the
successful flicks Noforious Landlady and Boys' Night Out (first film to be pro-
duced by her own production compony, in conjunction with Filmways and
MGM). Right: Kim wos once hopeful but unheralded Chicago model Marilyn
Novak. Below: delightfully dewy Tania Velio, an ex—Miss Yugoslavia and
Olympic swimmer who defected from Communist Yugoslavia in 1954, made o
PLAYBOY splash in July 1959, and is now a versotile multilingual night-club singer.




Above: here adorning our pages for the third time, sweater-perfect Sophia Loren
stands ot the apogee of her star-spangled career: her thesping talent has brought

her international renown as an actress—including, of course, an Oscar for her
agonizing emoting in the recent Two Women—and her opulent, down-to-earthy
beauty has won her international male recognition as one of the world's most vo-
luptuous women. Right: as a Neapolitan neophyte actress, smoldering Sophia
played a charmingly scenic scene in Two Nights with Cleopalra, vintage ltalian flick.

Left: the hip helpmeet and chief canary
of bandleader Stan Kenton at the time
of her June 1961 PLAYBOY debut, pixieish
vocalist Ann Richards has since severed
marital ties with Stan the Man and set
farth solo as a night-club nightingale
and the LP star of such disarming discs
as Ann, Man! Effectively fusing the
audio appeal of her talented pipes
with the visual suasion of her lyrical
lines—evident in this pretty-as-a-pic-
ture reprise—litle Ann should have
no ftrouble making it big on her own.




Above: loverly Londoner June **The Bosom” Wilkinson
as photographed in the Playboy Building when barely
18. PLAYBOY's September 1958 picture story on June
was the first to aoppear in a U.S. publication and
helped prepare her frontal assoult on Hollywood
where today (rightl she is America’s most photo-
graphed pinup and on actress of parts. June's
three previous one-girl shows in PLAYBOY brought
forth an unparalleled number of enthusiastic mis-
sives from pleased readers. Below: at the time
of her 1960 oppearance in PLAYBOY, sweet-visaged

Abby Dalton was in TV's Hennesey series; now she

stars as Bishop's wife in The Joey Bishop Show.
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When Vikki *“The Back” Dougon oppeared in our
June 1957 issue, she wos attracting national
attention by her well-publicized plunging back-
lines. Above: the dorsal Miss Dougan in the reverse-
cleavaoge dress that coused much tongue-clucking
and shutter-clicking at the 1957 Hollywood Foreign
Press Association’s owards banquet. Left: Vikki mokes
another eye-popping exit. Below: a swinging starlet
and the pert fiancée of Lance Reventlow when she
was featured in our March 1960 issue, Jill St. John
has since married and separated from lance. Her
next assignment is Sinotra's Came Blow Your Horn.




Above: longtime PLAYBOY fovorite Anita
Ekberg displays the clossic fire-ond-ice
beauty that has helped make her the most
ogled flicka in flicks; her latest role call
is in the Fellini-filmed segment of Boccaccio
‘70. Right: this celebroted photo from
our August 1956 issue waos clicked
by sculptor Sepy Dobronyi os prep-

aration for o busty rendering of

Anita in bronze—aon arfistic endeavor
that netted him a bust in the mouth
from Anita’s spouse, Anthony Steele.




Left: French sex kitten Brigitte Bardot, a two-time winner in PLAYBOY,
continues to entrance males with the sensually lovely looks that
have made her the most widely emulated femme in the world.
Pending last-minute snags, her next epidermal epic should be
The Story of Gaby Delys, which Roger Vadim hopes to produce
in the summer of 1963. Above: BB's bedded Gadllic goodies are
glimpsed in a steaming scene from La Verité. Right: German-born
Elga Andersen, who had a small role in Bonjour Tristesse when this
comfortable pose caught readers’ ayes in May 1958, was recently
inked for a projected Hollywood musical on Benjamin Franklin's life.

/
S

Above: this rare and revealing uncoverage of Elaine Stewart from our October 1959 issue was the happy result of a private
shooling session accorded our lensman by the actress in her Beverly Hills home. In dramatic contrast to this lovely repose,
Miss Stewart has of late been a very busy body: she recently returned from o 21-month hegira to Rome with four picture
credits, has just completed stints in two TV series (Rawhide and 77 Sunsef Strip) and is currently considering making a film in Japan.



—
el




142

Surther instructions on succeeding with women without really trying

satre By SHEPHERD ME{‘K‘D

-

WHY MARRY?

YOU MAY NOw Ask the question which is on every lip: “Why marry?” The
reasons are countless. Not every reason, however, would suit you. Perhaps
we should thumb through a working checklist. Write down any reasons
that appeal to you.

GREATER COMFORT

There is no question that marriage can give a man greater creature
comforts. The familiar picture of the devoted wife, the pipe and slippers,
and the tender loving care is all too true in many cases, and can last for
months.

If you have no good clubs, service apartments or hotels in your neigh-
borhood, consider this seriously.

After children arrive, of course, you will have to shift for yourself.
You will then be physically uncomfortable a greater part of the time. But
in many cases the sacrifice is worth it.

MORE COMPANIONSHIP

The married man is never lonely. There are people around all the
time, especially after the arrival of children.

In fact, many hushands and fathers have not had a moment to them-
selves for years.

The selfish husband who expects companionship from his wife, how-
ever, will be disappointed. The frst wife, as he will see, must work 14
to 16 hours a day and has little time to be a companion to her husband.

Don’t be unreasonable. If you want the companionship primarily of
adult females, by all means stay single. Find reliable unattached girls with
similar hobbies and you will have all the com- (concluded on page 201)



“A fine thing—1I get home early to watch

the fight and the set is on the blink!”
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Ribald Classic

LEON BELLIN

An anonymous folk tale from old Castile

THE DAY IT RAINED DOUGHNUTS

THERE WAS ONCE a young shepherd in Castile
who was both the most handsome and the most
foolish lad in the region. They called him Silly
John and only the cleverness of his mother kept
him out of trouble.

One day Marica, the mayor’s daughter, saw
him tending his sheep in his mother’s pasture.
She found him so good-looking that she decided
to teach him some of the rules of the game
called love. Now, despite his lack of wit, Silly
John learned this game fast and well, so that ere
the twilight fell he was winning all the laurels
and the mayor's daughter was delighted in de-
feat. She left the pasture with reluctance.

When Silly John told his mother what had
happened, she turned quite pale, but quickly
changed the subject. Just before siesta she gave
Silly John a pitcher of lemonade, and while he
was drinking it, she climbed to the roof and
tossed doughnuts over the edge.

“Momma! Momma!” cried Silly John, elated.
“It is raining doughnuis!”

“Give thanks and eat them with your lem-
onade,” said his mother, “and then off to siesta
with you to rest from all this gaming.”

While Silly John took his siesta and rested
from his labors, his mother went to the stable,
placed a table in front of the burro’s stall, put
lighted candles on it, and left them burning.
When Silly John awoke, she sent him out to
milk the cow.

In a minute he was back, wild with excite-
ment. “Mommal Momma! The burro is saying
Mass! The burro is saying Massl What a day
of wonders this is!™

“Indeed it s, said his mother with a smile.

A few days later the mayor arrived on a black
horse and with him were two constables. “I
understand, my boy,” he said, “that my daughter
spent an interesting afternoon with you out
there in that pasture.”

Silly John, who saw guile in no man, said
proudl}', “Indeed she did, Your Honor, and she
taught me a most pleasant game. I was winning
when she had to leave.”

“Silence!” roared the mayor, embarrassed that
the constables should hear the details. “And
off to jail with you.”

At the trial, Silly John and his mother were
asked a number of questions.

“Did you, sefiora, hear ought of what occurred
in the pasture?”

“My poor son came to me with some fantastic
story, Your Honor. But he tells so many, and
his mind is so fanciful, that I set no store by
it,” said the mother. “If he spoke of anything
unusual, I have forgotten what he said or even
what day he said it.”

“You must remember what day it was,
Mother,” intcrrupted Silly John. “Wasn't it the
very day it rained doughnuts and the burro said
Mass in the stable?”

“Go with God, sefiora,” said the judge sadly,
*“and take your poor son with you. There will
be no penalty, for you have enough to bear as
IS

Thereafter no one gave credence to gossip
about Silly John and the mayor's daughter or
what went on in the pasture, and the two young
people were left to play their games in peace.

—Retold by J. A. Gato ﬂ
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NUNE BUT THE BRAVE (continued from page 133)

hadn’t seen it I wouldn't’ve believed it.”

“Some sort of crazy reflex, I guess.
I've been thinking about it myself. It
was like — well, sort of reverse behav-
iorism, if you get what 1 mean.”

“I don’t know if T do.”

“Well, normally — you think of per-
forming an action, then you perform it.”

st

“But this was— well, 1 did it, and
later on the thought caught up with me
in the middle of it.” He smiled. “But the
funny thing, the thought said not to—
but by then it was too late —I was out
there.”

“Didn’t you hear me yelling at you to
stay put?”

Théy exchanged a long look. Roger
said, “No. No, I didn't.”

.‘OK."

“How are they, by the way?”

“Five of them, yes. The one guy didn't
make it.”

“With the chest wound?”

“That’s the one.”

“I didn’t think he would. Not in the
ditch. If he could've been got right onto
a table, maybe.”

“Well, think of the five, Roj.”

“Sure.”

They said nothing more until the
Major finished his cigarette and stamped
it out in an ashtray belonging to Roger’s
neighbor.

“Roj, I know it won't make up for
your —well, anything —but there’s a
hell of a chance for you to get a hot
citation. Maybe some kind of a medal,
even. The recommendation’s started up
already, in fact. It's got about 60 eye-
witness signatures on it and General
Oleson — I talked to him — he says you're
a cinch. Not that it'll make up for any-
thing.”

“Nice if it happens.”

“He says you're a cinch. He told me.”
The Major rose. “Well, kid, I'll blow.
Everybody sends their regards.”

“Mine, too.”

“T'll ry to get in to see you tomor-
row."

“Fine. Wait a second. The Colonel
here said something about I may be
shipping tomorrow.”

“Oh.”

IISO _"

“Yuh.” The Major paused, in thought.
“Well, I better say it now —in case I
don’t se¢ you for a while. Roger, 1 want
to tell you, you're the finest Joe I've
come across so far in my life. You've got
character and you've got the kind of
courage I thought was ounly in the
movies. I hope to hell you get every
break in the book from now on.”

“Thanks, Major,” said Roger. “But
that's quite a spiel to a guy whose re-
flexes just happened to go cockeyed on
him.”

“Don’t reflex me, you bastard,” replied
the Major. “I love you.”

He walked off, swiftly.

Roger thought about the citation —
maybe some kind of a medal, even — for
a time. He wondered if there were any
that carried money with them.

That evening, he learned that his par-
ents had been informed that he had been
wounded but was out of danger.

When the Red Cross girl came by, he
sent reassuring cables to his parents, and
to Marion.

Three days later, in the hospital near
Godalming, Surrey, England, he asked
for an interview with Lieutenant-Colonel
Hauge, the commanding officer. He
needed some personal advice. Colonel
Hauge suggested that they meet for a
drink in the officers’ bar. Music from
the jukebox provided a gay background
for their conversation.

“I finished my sccond pre-med year,”
explained Roger. “Passed everything but
Physiology Two. Missed that by a hair.”

“Even so, wouldn’t your deferment
have stood up?”

“Maybe. But I quit anyway and got
going. I didn’t see the point at the time.”

‘II we..'

“I was going to specialize in surgery,
but I guess that’s out now, wouldn’t you
say, Colonel?”

“] should think so,” replied the Colo-
nel, stirring his bourbon old fashioned.

“That’s what I thought,” continued
Roger. “'I guess you can be a one-armed
just about anything but surgeon, huh?”

“Or ballet dancer.”

“Here's the question, Colonel. Do you
think I ought to forget about medicine
altogether?”

“Hell, no!”

“Even, say, general practice. Could I
handle it with — the way I am? Wouldn't
it be a handicap?”

“But not a stopper. Anyway, what's so
delicious about general practicez Why
not research? Pick yourself a part of the
body and stay with it.”

“Thanks, Colonel. I'll think about
that.”

“Listen, boy. A fellow with your kind
of courage isn’t going to be stopped by
an accident.”

“Well —"

“Anyhow, when you get Zled, you're
going to scc about getting yourself
rigged, aren't you? Those guys are work-
ing wonders these days. 1 saw a fellow
with both of them gone thread a needle,
so help me God.”

“Colonel. This is a little off the sub-
ject, but do you have any idea how long
I'll be around here?”

“Not offhand. General policy, ampu-
tees — excuse me — get a pretty good pri-

ority. But right now there scems to be a
jam. A few weeks, say.”

“No hurry.”

“They treating you all right?”

“Like a king,” said Roger.

“One more?”’

“No, thank you, sir. I've got some of
that deep thinking to do.”

They smiled together, shook hands,
and separated.

On Sunday, Pamela came down from
London to see him. The day before had
been difficult. She had sounded so calm
on the telephone, unrufied. He would
have preferred hysteria. This way, he was
afraid he might have to deal with it
when they met face to face.

He had his hair cut, and a manicure,
making a joke about shouldn’t it be
half price. He had his uniform pressed,
his shoes shined, and obtained a pass to
leave the hospital grounds. He waited on
the veranda of the main building.

At 11 o'cdock in the morning, the
crowded visitors’ bus drove up and
stopped.

He saw her at once, that red hair mak-
ing her easy to pick out. He walked over
to the bus. She waved at him through
the window and mouthed something that
he could not understand. He frowned,
shrugged, and smiled.

A moment later, they embraced. With
his one arm about her, Roger felt oddly
impotent. It made the embrace seem
casual. He blushed. They kissed, and
nothing else seemed to matter.

“I very nearly fell away when I saw
you standing there,” she said.

l‘why?’l

“1 thought surely you'd be in bed.
I've been rehearsing a smashing bedside
manner all the way down.”

“Well, I'll get right in if you want.”

“Please don't,” she laughed.

“You hungry?”

“Not a bit, but I'd adore a cup of tea.”

“Naturally,” he teased. “Come on.
There's a PX. We can sit awhile before
we go into town for lunch.”

“We can?” she asked, amazed.

“Why not?”

*“Oh, ducky, that’s marvelous!”

“Marvelouss What's that mean —
‘wizard'?"”

She held his right arm, tightly, as they
walked to the PX.

“How do I look?” he asked.

“Better than I remembered. How do
l?ﬂ

“The same ol’ wonderful.”

“I love you, Roger,” she said, and
kissed his shoulder as they walked.

“What there is of me.”

“Now, now,” she said, “none of that.
There's quite enough.”

They sat down to tea. He took out a
package of cigarettes, shook one half-out

(continued on page 205}



bountiful boxes of gifts galore

for a masculine yuletide harvest






AN EXTRAVAGANZA OF excmplary
Xmas largesse. Opposite page, clock-
wise from 11: vinyl overnight bag,
magnesium frame, by Samsonite,
$30. Fish-O-Therm, has tempera-
ture sensing clememt at end of
60-foot wire, by Minneapolis-
Honeywell, $29.95. Hand-woven
wool throw pillows, from America
House, $25 cach. English Leather
lotion, 16 oz., by Mem, $6.50. Bat-
tery-operated  Sound /Conditioner
produces continuous background of
natural sound effects, from Ham-
macher Schlemmer, $70. Tele-Sonic
8mm movie projector has remote
control, automatic him threader,
by Bell & Howell, $299.95, Matte
chrome double casserole, with teak
trim, by Maison Gourmet, $37.50.
Maroon velvet host jacket, black
satin trim, $49.50; olive-and-black
imported silk jacket, black satin
trim, $125, both by After Six. Flame-
ware glass canapé warmer, from
Abercrombie & Fitch, $10. Brass
and steel sundial has sun-detonated
cannon, by Abercrombie & Fitch,
$125. Illuminated globe, has walnut
stand, solid brass meridian, by
Replogle Globes, $650. This page,
clockwise from one: Big Ear listen-
ing device makes distant sounds
audible, by Bell Products, $18.
Suede shirt, by Cezar, $165. Im-
ported Labyrinth game, from Aber
crombie & Fitch, $8.50. Reindeer
driving gloves, by Countess Mara,
£20. Stereo table-model radio, AM-
FM, shortwave, by Norelco, $156.
Brushed stainless steel desk set:
carafe with tray, round ashtray,
lighter, cigarette box, $125; also note
pad, $24; scissors-letter opener, $18;
calendar holder, $17; desk blotter
holder, $34; fountain pen holder,
$26; cigar ashtray, $15; daily re-
minder, $24, by Smith Metal Arts.
Calf pipe case, by Alfred Dunhill,
$20 (without pipes). Pigskin-covered
dice game set, by Dunhill, $85. Tray
of jacaranda wood, by Dansk, $25.
Eckel steel ski poles; Red Blizzard
laminated cross-country skis, Kofix
plastic bottoms, steel edges, Eckel
bindings, from P&M Distributors,
poles, $14.50; skis, $85; bindings,
$16. Below skis: Cosmi 12-gauge,
8-shot automatic shotgun, stainless
stcel action, Italian walnut stock,
from Abercrombie & Fitch, $750.
Slim 3-way speaker system, oiled
walnut finish, by Jensen, $89.50.
Barrel of 16 live lobsters and one
peck of clams, from Saltwater Farm,
$29.95 (other quantities available).




First column, top to bottom: Super
Speed electric shaver has washable
head, travel case, available for heavy
or light beards, by Schick, $28.50.
Stereo headphone remote-control cen-
ter performs pre-amp functions, ac
commodates two headphone sets, has
oiled walnut enclosure, $39.75, stereo
headphones, $24.95, both by Jensen.
Two-speed bar mixer of stainless steel,
with strainer, by Oster, $50. Camera,
814-0z., has built-in light meter, leather
case, by Minox, $149.50. At its right:
lighter of 14kt. ribbed gold, by
Tiffany, $166. Accuron shockproof,
waterproof, electronic watch has stain-
less steel case and band, navigational
24-hour outer dial, by Bulova, $175.
On its right: desk set of slate and teak
has lighter, paperweight, cigarette box,
from America House, $40. Second col-
umn, top to bottom: 17-jewel watch
has black dial, 14-kt. gold case, black
suede band, shockproof, antimagnetic,
by Movado, $175. Lambskin suede
gloves, shearling-lined, by Sportsmas-
ter, $15. Gold wartch, 14-ke., suede band,
by Hamilton, $150. Third column,
top to bottom: imported punch bowl
and ladle, from LD.G., $17.70. Salt-
and-pepper-mill set of oiled teak and
stainless steel, by Maison Gourmet,
$12. Nikkorex 35mm camera, has Nik-
kor {/3.5 zoom lens with 43-B6mm
range, speeds to 1/500, by Nikon,
$219.50. Calendar chronometer, 18kt.
gold, shockproof, waterproof, has 25-
jewel movement, alligator band, by
Rolex, $600. Onyx cuff links, embossed
with college crest (two-week delivery),
by Alfred Dunhill, $35. Fourth column,
top to bottom: transistor watch-radio’s
alarm turns on radio and/or buzzes, in
leacher case, by Samson, $39.95. Auto-
matic calendar pocket watch in stain-
less steel, has transparent back, by
Eterna, $98.50. Gold seal ring, 14-kt.,
by Tiffany, $72 (engraving extra).
Corp Pops cork puller, operates on
CO, cartridges, from Berkshire, $5.95,
with two cartridges. Fifth column, top
to bottom: imported stainless tool set
in fitted leather-covered case, from
Hammacher Schlemmer, $100. Binoc-
ulars, 8-power, with compensating
lenses, for eyeglass or sunglass wearers,
leather carrying case and strap, by
Carl Zeiss, $179. Automatic watch,
has stainless steel, shockproof, water-
proof case, lizard band, by Eterna,
$95. Chrome-plated cigar cutter by
Alfred Dunhill, $3.50. 1ce bucket of
wenge wood, by Dansk, $29.95. Onyx-
and-silver cuff links, by Grand Prix,
$22.50. On right: 14-ke. gold-tipped
pen and pencil set, by Sheaffer, $25.










Clockwise from noon: portable Cinema
Light has nickel-cadmium battery
which can be recharged in one hour,
operates 12 minutes at 3400kw capac
ity, by General Electric, $125. Motion
picture screen, 4x4’, can be raised or
lowered electrically by single switch,
by Radiant Manufacturing, $139.50.
Pig stool of stuffed ltalian leather,
from Hammacher Schlemmer, $75.
Portable four-track threespeed stereo
tape recorder has self-contained am
plifiers, pre-amps, speakers, by Tann-
berg, $399.50. Spanish antelope red
suede vest has wool back, inside pock-
et, by Cortefiel, $22.50. Chair, de-
signed by Charles Pollack, has chrome
steel legs, black fused-finish cast alu-
minum arms and stretchers, natural
leather sling, black capeskin-covered
foam cushion, by Knoll, $250. Two-
suiter of lighiweight top-grain cow-
hide, has aluminum frame, chrome
hardware, linen lining, by Wings,
$45. Barbecue set is stainless steel
with matched crownstag handles,
fitted wooden case, from Hoffritz, $125.
Portable stereo phono weighs 26
pounds, has 30-watt, transistorized
stereo amplifier, Garrard AT-6 four-
speed changer, Pickering magnetic
pickup, luggage-styled vinyl exterior,
by KLH Research, $199. Tobacco hu-
midor, of glove leather with brass trim,
holds six pipes (not included), from
Alfred Dunhill, $62.50. Wicker-covered
bottle, with leather-bound metal han-
dle, brass jigger cork, by Destino Gifts,
$25. Tycoon glass rod has screw-locking
reel seats, solid stainless steel butt caps,
weighs six pounds, shown with Fin-Nor
salt water reel that has all exposed
parts gold-anodized or chrome-plated
for protection from salt water, ball-
bearing construction throughout, from
Abercrombie & Fitch; rod $100, reel
$250. Magnum sea chest of hand-
rubbed mahogany with brass fittings,
weighs 20 pounds, has cantilevered
trays partitioned for hooks, swivels
and largest of game-fishing gear, holds
up to three trolling reels in bottom
section, by Abercrombie & Fitch, $98.50
(without accessories). Indoor-outdoor
smokeless charcoal grill, with serving
cart, is constructed of heavy-duty
aluminum and cast iron, by Fernly,
$134.95. Swanding on cart: copper
espresso pot has silver lining, walnut
handle, by Bazar Francais, $23.95.
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Clockwise from noon: 60mm zoom
scope, adjusts from 20 1o 50 power, has
adjustable tripod, from Abercrombie
& Fitch, $110. Shish kebab skewer set,
in stainless steel with walnue rack,
from Hammacher Schlemmer, $75.
Berry bowl of Finnish crystal, by
Karhula-TIitiala, $16. FM-stereo tuner,
special light when station is broadcast-
ing in stereo, electronic tuning indi-
cator to show strength of FM signal
received, by Bogen, $159.95; walnut
enclosure, $27.65. Tourney tennis
racket of hand-laminated ash veneer
with rawhide molded into frame, by
MacGregor, $25.30, with press. Tour-
ney golf bag of kangaroo leather has
top and bottom cuffs, ball and cloth-
ing pockets with individual locks,
detachable hood, $160; set of four
woods, $105; set of nine irons, §165,
all by MacGregor. Austrian cardigan
of multicolor striped alpaca, by Dun-
hill Tailors, §75. Sequelle 35mm half-
frame stll camera, battery-operated,
has built-in exposure meter, £/2.8 lens,
by Yashica, $80. Mark II saddle
leather camera bag has individual
pockets custom-designed to fit any
type of camera and its lenses, by
J- B. Perrin, $49.95. Lightweight turn-
table, 2” high, has Universal tone
arm, low dynamic mass pickup, by
Weathers, $129.50. Matched grain set
of seven pipes in leather-covered pres-
entation case, by Kaywoodie, §150.
Weather station has thermometer,
barometer, hydrometer, mounted on
panel of polished walnut, from Aber-
crombie & Fitch, $64.50. Portable 10
rear projection table viewer for 27
slides, weighs 10 lbs., folds flat for
travel, can be used without dousing
lights, by Hudson Photographic In-
dustries, $99. Portable FM radio kit
has 10 transistors, 4”x6” speaker, by
Heath Kit, $54.95. Silent butler of
matte chrome and teak, by Maison
Gourmet, $8. Solid brass tapered
candlesuck, 23” high, by Albert Kess-
ler, $12.50. Brass shoe horn with
walnut handle, by Hoffritz, $5. Enamel-
finished casserole has teak table sleeve,
available in a variety of color com-
binations, from 1.D.G., $23. On cas-
serole: elecric clock in walnut case
on brass base, from Howard Miller
Clock Co., $25. Center: motor scooter
has 5-hp engine, electric starter, 3-speed
transmission, automatic cluech, up to
225 miles per gallon, by Honda, $275.
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GALA (continued from page 124)

looking at it as if it were a hostile crea-
ture about to jump up and strike at
him — an agitated voice continued out of
the phone — “ "Allo — "Allo.”

Coru bent down to it and shouted:

“I don’t know who you are, Monsieur,
but you are impolite — you awaken us in
the middle of the night. 1 find you
disgustingl”

Gala was used to slapping, and had
no particular reaction to it. It brought
color to her cheeks — she looked radiant.
Her husband leaned down, picked up
the phone and put it in its cradle.

“Who was it?” Corti yelled, “I want
to know!” She pointed at the large bas-
ket of flowers and said: “Your friend,
Vittorio Vivanu.”

“Why didn't you say so, idiot!” said
Corti. “Oh — Oh — Oh — you're driving
me insane.” He looked at the flowers
and took the card. “You stayed out most
of the night — you find him adorable —
and he sends you an excessively expen-
sive bouquet of flowers. Now then — ex-
plain! What happened?”

He came close, and it was her habit
to tilt her head away from him when he
did, so as to avoid his loose hand as much
as possible.

“What happened?” he screamed, tak-
ing her by the shoulders.

“We went to the Tour d’Argent—"

“Of course, he has to show you off,
why couldn’t he have taken you to some
small place?”

“Well with his big Rolls-Royce —""

“And?”

“There we ate.”

“You left here at 10 and you came
home after 4 o'clock in the morning —
you couldn’t have eaten all this umel
Where did you go after dinner? Where
did you end up?”’

“At his hotel.”

“You went to his hotel — to his room?
— like a common little whore to a bor-
del!” He slapped her again.

“But it was the Louis Quatorze.”

“The Louis Quatorze like every other
hotel is 2 bordell

“Ah, no wonder he is grateful and
sending you flowers. What did he say
on the phone just now?”

“He said how mice it would be if we
were in bed together mow, and the
waiter would be bringing breakfast — he
wouldn’t be lonesome.”

“Were you in bed with him?"

“No.”

“The ugly toad —and you said that
you found him adorable —"

“Well, he said that he found me ador-
able as a woman — I was only polite to
him.”

Corti moved back and forth in a trot.

*“Oh, this is awful! Tell me the truth —
don’t lie —swear to me —did you go to
bed with him?”

“But of course not!”

“I must know — I must be sure — look
at e — do you swear —7"

“I swear, of course I swear —"

He pulled back the curtain, the light
streamed in, she sat in bed, he kneeled
on the bed, he pulled back her hair —
and took her head in his hands, he bent
it back —and he looked at her dose.

“Look at me — look into my eyes!”

She did.

“Yes,” he said, “I believe you. The
eyes don’t lie.

“Oh, that dirty old lecherl You poor
innocent child!

“Just the same —everybody at the
Tour d’Argent, and in that hotel every
clerk, telephone operator, room waiter
and maid take it for granted that you
slept with him, that you are his little
whore, don’t laugh —it’s terrible. You
are so beautiful, so pure, so innocent
and so stupid!”

He sat down on the bed dejectedly.

“The old swine —I am sure he tried
everything to make you sleep with him
— you don’t have to tell me — I know.

“What happened from the moment
you left here? I must know everything.
You went to the Tour d'Argent — where,
of course, Signor Vivanti was greeted
by cveryone from the owner down — and
properly taken care of —go on from
there.”

“Well, they all know him there —"

“Important client — Bon soir, Your Ex-
cellency.”

“He ordered first — from a beautiful,
big menu - and the proprietor himself
came to take the order.”

“Naturally, Signor Vittorio Vivanti is
a very important man.”

“We had the best table in the room —
overlooking Notre-Dame, and the Seine
— and the Cathedral was lit up, and then
he said, how beautiful it was and how
even more beautiful it would be if I
went to bed with him after dinner.”

“Impossible — the swine — at the start
— just like that.”

“What did you say?”

“l said nothing.”

“You were shocked.”

“No— I was reading the menu and
because it was the first time I was at
the Tour d'Argent and because it was
all so beautiful and the first time I could
order what 1 wanted to eat. That is—
Signor Vivanti did the ordering—1
never had such a meal as was coming.
Let me tell you what he ordered — first
caviar —as much as I wanted — with
little pancakes —and champagne — and
then —"

“Spare me the food. Tell me what he
said.”

“He talked about going to bed —"

“With the caviar?”

“Yes. He said that was very good for

it. He said it several times while they
were bringing the caviar and he told me
to eat all I wanted — he ate a mountain
of it. Then came a lovely soup — Gev-
miny 4 la Oseille and the next course
was wonderful — a sole, in a white-wine
sauce — with truffles, mushrooms and
little moon-shaped bits of pasury.”

“And what did he say?”

“He said he was very lonesome in his
big suite at the Louis Quatorze.”

“And did it never occur to you to say
to this man:

“ ‘Monsieur! unless you change this
conversation immediately, I will get up
and leave youl?”

“Well, he is much older than I am
and you asked me to be nice to him —
he wanted me to call him tu but I
addressed him as vous and Monsieur
Vivanti throughout.”

“Go on, tell me what he said.”

“I had finished eating the fish and
then came the owner of the restaurant
again and he took me out on the balcony
and showed me the scenery and the ship
below — that was lit up and just turned
around. The bateau mouche filled with
tourists.

“The owner of the restaurant asked
how everything was, and Signor Vivanti
said that 1t was all excellent.”

“So then?”

“So then we went back to the table —
they had cleared away everything.”

“What did he say?”

“M. Vivanti asked me to come home
to his hotel with him, after dinner.”

“Preposterous; the mentality of this
man, to take a young married woman
out, the first time —and to ask her at
dinner to go to bed with him, to ask
anyone that at any time, is in the worst
bad taste — but at dinner it is awful, but
go on — what happened next?”

“Next came the pressed duck. That
was the best, and the Tour d’Argent —
Monsieur Vivanti explained to me—
was the best place in the world to have
pressed duck —and we got a card with
the number of the duck on it. The duck
was presented on a silver platter —it
was brown as toast, and then taken away,
and Miomo, it’s like in Church during
High Mass —in Notre-Dame near the
High Altar — there were three fat head-
waiters like cardinals, with napkins
stuck in their necks. Each one stood in
a miche, like in a tabernacle with a light
shining down on him, and each one had
a duck in front of him, and silverware,
and sauceboats, and they sharpened
knives, and then they cut up the ducks,
that'’s all they do all night long — and
then it’s put — that is, the carcass of the
duck is put into silver presses and they
wwist and turn a handle and then the
blood comes out of a spigot —"

“Will you stop talking about food
and come to the point — Vivanti — what

(continued on page 160)
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“But I told you I'm sorry I wrote “I close my eyes to say grace and you folks steal all
the goddamn postcard!” my food — I suppose you think that’s pretty funny!”

“But first, let me inlroduce Lo you the officers “Gosh, Mr. Francis, I veally do want to get somewhere
of the John Birch Society . ..” in Hollywood . .. but, gee, I don’t know ...

“You mean, when you said you were bringing “Sorry, Charlic — I gotia throw you back. You know

158 us both a big surprise .. .” we only accept the best tuna Tere at Starhist!”



another helping of tongue-in-cheek dialog for video’s late-night cinema

“Just carry hev vight acvoss the threshold. son,
and mother will (ell you what to do next....”

“Fred, do you want to know why you're the “There it is again. Maige — a band. marching
slowest gun in the West?” through the tobacco field!”

“Hello. Mom? Tlas is Evnie. I just decided to call “She’s been stabbed through the abdomen and through
and wish you a very mevry Christmas ... 1" the back by two sharp. pointed instruments ... 159
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GALA (continued from page 136)

about him -~ what did he say?”

“He said how wonderful it was and
how gliad he was I enjoved it all and he
said how he would enjoy to go to bed
with me —"

“And then?”

“And then came the duck and thev
served the red wine with it — this was
even better than the fish.”

“And you just kept on cating, you
didn’t ever answer him?”

“Well, I said that it was the most
wonderful meal 1 had ever had.”

“So what did he sav:”

“Well. the same thing.”

“So what did you say?”

“1 said nothing.”

“So what did he say:”

“He saidd he was very hurt and he
wanted o know why 1 (ll-lltl.'l want to
go to bed with him.

“I said I was sorry, but I couldn’t
jump in bed with anyone just because he
wanted it.”

.

“They had wonderful soufilé potatoes
with the duck —vou know. not those
vou get in other restaurants that are
like parchment or potato chips. These
were solt and then there was that won-
derful sauce.”

“What about Vivanu — what did he
say?"

“Just then he couldn’t say anvthing,
because the proprictor was back at the
table and asked how evervthing was, and
the wine waiter asked how it tasted, and
the headwaiter, so Signor Vivanu didn't
say anything except ‘fine, fine. fine, ex-
cellent — very good, thank vou.””

“How discreet.”

“It tasted wonderful, he ate and drank
and then he wiped some of the Tat and
sauce oft the plate with bread. and ate
it, and then he wiped his mouth.”

“How wvulgar, and you sitting there
with him!

“So what did he say by wav of answer
when vou told him vou couldn’t jump
in bed with just anyone?”

“Yes, he wiped his mouth and ook a
swillow of wine and then he said that
he wasn’t “just anyone ——' 7

“Oh ves — we know that — go on —"

“He picked his teeth, but very cle-
gantly in back of a napkin that he held
in {rom.”

“How chic — continue!”

“He looked very sad, and ordered
some dessert. “What would 1 like?” he
asked me, and then he wld the head-
waiter that we would both like some
crepes suzette . . . He asked me if 1 liked
that and 1 said yes—of course —very
much. I'd like anything he ordered —"

“Except a bed!”

“I will never forget this dinner as long
as I live.”

“I am sure you never will.”

“It was the best meal of my whole
life.”

“So then?”

“Thev cleared the table.”

“Oh ves, and the discreet seductor,
from Milano — sat silent — perhaps with
his hand on your leg, looking down vour
décolletage.”

“No, he was very proper, [ must say.”

“Oh, the very model of an Italian
gentleman. What did he sav?”

“He said he was sur wised.”™

“At what="

“That T was so narrow-minded and
did not want to go o bed with him. |
said. ‘You know. Monsicur Vivanti — the
[act that T parade myselfl naked on the
stage doesn’t mean that 1 sleep with
evervbody who asks me!”

“I said that furthermore I was a re-
spectably married woman and loved my
husband.™

“Did you really say that?”

“O6 course — | can’t make up things
like that, it's the vuth.”

“So how did he react to thatz”

“Of course,” he said. He knew and he
had great regard for you.™

“One never knows one’s true Iriends.
Go on — what happened nextz"

“So now they made the crepes suzette
— all at the table on silver platters and
everything done by hand in front ol us,
scraping the orange peel, and the lemon
peel and mixing the butter with orange
juice and the ligueurs —

“Now the waiters and the proprictor
were around ag

1.

“Well, he asked me how 1 came to
meet you, and how I got into this busi-
ness ol which I am part. and about my
beauty and how 1 got into this flea
circus.”

“Flea circus — what flea circus?”

“The Relaxes Vous.”

Corti slapped her. “Did you answer
him? To that at least?”

“No, I said simply that it was my pro-
lession, because I had not learned any-
thing else. and that 1 owed 1t all 1o
vou."

“So he said?”

“*“Well,” he said, "Well, my darling —
carissuma — soon vou won't have to do
it anymore,’ and then he asked me again
to sleep with him.”

“Good Lord. it's like listening to a
train going over riails —or to an ode by
Klopstock.”

“What is that?”

“You wouldn't know —it’s a German
poet, I wried reading to stay awake wait-
ing lor vour return, Gala — all through
the night. 1 fell asleep with it

“What about Signor Vivanti ——3"

“So he painted a picture for me of
all he would do for me., The life he
would give me, if [ became his lviend.”

“That mangy dog, all that the frst

time he goes out with vou. I should have
never let vou go.

lihens

“Then he asked me if 1 wanted more
crepes suzetie — and I osaid yes.”

“How could you eat — with this talk
going on:z"

“Oh. 1t goes in one ear and out the
other.”

“What happened next?”

“1 said to him., ‘I am sorry, but I can-
not leave Miomo. He is my husban, and
he has taught me all I know. my life is
to dance, to do my act on the stage.” ™

“What did he say to that:”

“Nothing. the waiter came and said:
"Will Monsicur have any more crepes?
Will Madame have any more?” ™

“So | ate more — and [ ate his, too.

“CAnvway,” he said, that s, Signor
Vivanti — ‘I will make a great actress of
vou, a star'—and would I sleep with
him after —

“He asked for a cigar and lit it, and
for some brandv —and then he started
again — looking at me with his bulging
eyes, like a Irog and repeating — Croak,
croak — ‘Sleep with me —""

“And you? What did you say?”

“Oh, Miomo. I got a feeling of sick-
ness — I didn’t want to listen anymore,
I zot lonesome for this place — for my
little stable downstairs. He looked at me
again and I smid: "Please don’t ask me
anymore — please  arrest this conversa-
tion. I cannot listen to any more ol this
talk, I will get sick and you will have to
take me home right away.” ™

“At last —and of course there was
nothing more to cat. What did he say

*Go and finish vour crepe suzette,’ he
said. and he wld the waiter to give me
some more champagne. But he was quict
for a sccond and then he asked me why
I didn’t want to go o bed with him,
when every other girl did. He said that
he had stayed an extra day in Paris just
to see the act, and to ke me out and
have dinner with me, and to make plans
and that I owed it to him to sleep with
him.”

“"How disgusting! — but go on —!"

“He said that he could have had din-
ner with another girl —and then slept
with her and had no problems. So 1 said
that 1 was very sorry, but that he should
have taken that other girl and why did
he insist on taking me. So he said be-
cause he loved me.

“1 said, “You come to Paris for a day,
you se¢ me, you say you fall in love with
me — that isn't love —love is for long
years, love is forever.” So he looked very
sad and then he sighed and asked for
the check. T loved you the moment I saw
vou,” he said. “Haven't you ever heard
ol love at first sighez” ™

“How romantic — go on.”

“I can’t stand anybody looking sad,
so I said: ‘Signor Vivanti, I am sorry —
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you know it's much easier to say ves to
a man than to say no—but I can’t go
o bed with you — or anyone clse — I am
full of complexes about going to bed
with people —or about taking my
clothes off. In fact. I couldn’t do it — and
have never done it except in public” ™

“What did he sav to that®”

“He said, “Try it with me. it will make
no difference — to our [triendship — no-
body will know about it. and I will re-
spect you as belore.”

“So I said, Please let’s talk about
something else — look at the beautiful
view." He called for the bill again. The
waiter came with the bill. Signor Vi-
vanti never looked at it —he didn't add
it up. He reached in his pocket and ook
out a pack of 10,000-franc bills as if they
were lottery tickets — and he covered the
bill with them and pushed it away. then
he save one 1o the headwaiter. Then he
snapped his fingers and gave another
one to the wine waiter, and then they all
bowed and pulled chairs, and we went
down the elevator and he gave another
bill o the doorman and then we got
into his big RollsRovee and he started
again, he said: “We'll drive to my hotel’
— he took my hands and asked me again
to sleep with him.

“I said: "Il vou had met me at some-
onc’s home, or anvwhere except av the
Relaxes Vous — would you allow yourself
to talk o me this way — this kind of con-
versation?

“So he said that he talked to all
women the same way — 1 asked if he
talked to his wife like that also.

“He said, ‘No, not to my wile —'

“I said. “Why not®

“He said — ‘Because she is my wife!”

“Then he said it was carly and did T
witnt to go 1o sce a cabaret, so we went
to Mon -igncur — and that was very nice,
and then T had an dea, I wanted to go
back to the Indifferent.”

Miomo Corti jumped up. “Oh God,
no, why did you want to do a thing like
that for? To go back o that place where
you worked before.™

“1 just wanted to see the show —to
see the girls there.”

“So they all know! You go there with
this monstrous creature! Did you tell him
that you had worked there?”

“Yes, ol course. Besides, they all came,
and he bought champagne for every-
body. and the Rolls was waiting outside
with the chaulieur — very chic, everybody
admired it.”

“Was the place full?”

“Not au first — but then word passed —
and they all came — from the sureer —
Irom across — from the Sphinx — the
Semiramis — the New Paradise, It sud-
denly was packed and people stood three
deep at the bar.”

“So what did he say?"

“He couldn’t walk about going to bed

162 because everybody sat with us, and the

owner of the club said that any time 1
wanted to come back — I would be wel-
comed with open arms — [ had been the
areatest attraction since they opened.™

“It’s getting pretty late — now — when
did you go to his hotel?”

“Yes, he said, oo, that it was getting
late and he would take me to his hotel
and that there he had a beautilul apart-
ment with a line view ol Paris.”

“What happened next:”

“We were ready to go when the pro-
prictor of the Indifferent said that there
was great ambiance, and everybody asked
me to do one of my numbers.”

“Good Lord! The hnal degradation!™

“So. because alter all T had to do
something [or Signor Vivanti and  be-
cause everybody begged me, the musi-
cians, the girls, and because the director
took me by the hand and introduced me
to the audience. So suddenly 1 was there
on the stage —and 1 did Tourbillon —
and then there was such applause that
I did Les Mivoir Profond and as an en-
core Les Plaisirs Clandestins.”

Maonsicur Corti held his head in both
hands. He cried: “But have you gone
altogether crazy? Especially Les Plaisirs
is my latest creation —and not o be
shown around — at the Indillerent!” He
slapped her three times.

“Well, 1 thought vou wouldn’t mind
— 1 only sort of tried it out. Besides, it
wis announced that it would be part of
the new show at the Relaxes Vous and
he gave vou credit and also the address.”

“How did it gos"

“They went hysterical, but 1 did not
give another ¢ncore.”

“And the old swine was now excited
and wanted o get 1o bed immediately.”
“He said that I was a great artiste.”

“Then you went to the hotel?”

“Yes. then we went to the hotel™

“Up to his room! Oh, this is unbear-
able, but go on —"

“He was very mce.”

“You went — just hike that?”

“No — I didn’t want 1o go up at first.

“1 said, ‘It's late, please let me go
home, | can take a taxi’ — but he said.
‘Just come up for a moment —' "

“So you are in his room — go on —

“He showed me the view. he asked
me again to please il him Vittorio.
Then he asked me to go to bed with him.
1 said, "Look, you can call up your other
girls, or call the Indifferent — they will
send vou somebody — anybody you want
— but I can’'t go to bed with you."”

“What did he sayz"”

“He said, "Why not?" "

“1 said, “It's impossible because of my
husband® — and there suddenly I had o
burst out laughing — for I was thinking
of vou. so Signor Vivanti also laughed,
and he asked me what [ was laughing at
—aad | told him — how tunny it was——"

“And he said?”

“He said, “"All women are crazy — here
vou reluse my love, and you laugh at

vour husband — what kind of a brain
have women got=

“I said. 'I had to laugh because it was
all so sad.’

“He said. ‘'Oh, 1 thought you laughed
because vou had changed vour mind. one
never knows with women — 1 don’t un-
derstand them, the older 1 get, the less
I understand them ™ I said that T was
SOTTY.

“He said, ‘Here vou have ruined my
whole evening for me — there is so little
in this life to remember with any pleas-
ure — and it is over so quickly.” "

“One must say. he has persistence.”

“So he said. ‘Explain 10 me why vou
won't go to bed with me. here you are
in my room — nobody will know.’

“l said, ‘But 1 have explained it to
you — I told vou that I could go to bed
only with somebody T loved.

“Love," he said, “What is love?

“I said. "Love is when vou walk hand
in hand in the street — and you see no-
body else and it has nothing 10 do with
bed.”

“So he asked il T walked hand in hand
with vou down the street and saw noth-
ing else.

“So I smid. "Well, 1T did once.”

“So he said that if 11 had nothing to
do with bed, why not do it

“But 1 did not answer. He asked if
there was anything 1 wanted.

1 said yes, that 1 was very hungry, 1
wanted something to eat.

“So he said that he was hungry, too —
but that the room service at the Louis
Quatorze was terrible and  everything
took hours and came up cold even dur-
ing the day.

“So he said that he knew a place that
was still open, a small place, and there
we went, and they had something won-
derful —a veritable grande specialité of
the house — Le  Jambon  Arcadie —a
ham, so light it secems to float on a bed
ol spinach au gratin — 1 never ate any-
thing like it. With some mushrooms in
cream avound it and an
with wine.”

“So what did he say?”

“I asked him if. because T did not go
to bed with him, it was all over, and il
any actress or artiste who did not go 1o
bed with the producers, directors or
owners ol theaters would be fini

Italian dessert

ished.”
* *It has nothing to do with it," he said.
““Talent is so rare — beauty is so rare

“He ok my hand, and he said, ‘No
matter with whom you slept, il you have
no talent vou will not get there,” and
not to worry — he would sce to it that 1
became a star — he would help me be-
cause 1 had beauty and talent.”

“Tiens — tiens —so  he  fhnally  gave
up.”

“He told me that he had o go to
Mikino by plane wday and then he
would come back and give a big party



never satisfied! Now he wants her gift wrapped!”
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at the Relaxes Vous.

“I was so sleepy — in the car he said,
1 will be very grateful. always—1 will
love you always.” He kissed me.”

“Of course — ‘like a lather.” "

“Yes — like a father.”

“So what did he say nextz”

“He said, "When do [ sce you again?’

“I said. “You arc a very important
man, Signor Vivant, and. as vou say,
all the girls want to sleep in your bed,
so don’t waste another evening on me.”
He leaned back in his corner ol the car
and he said, ‘Such a thing has never
happened to me belore.”

“So we were again in front ol the
hotel. and he held me by the arm.

“He said again, ‘Come up — just lor
a moment.’

“Butr | sad, °l the
hom your lovely apartment and I thank
you for a wonderlul evening. but I am
dead of fatigue, please let me go.” But

have seen view

JAUAGR

he said, “Just a minute — come up — just
for a minute — I have a surprise for you.’
So I said, ‘Bur vou promise!’

“Yes," he said, 'l promise — I have a
present for you — just come for a min-
ute’ —and we went up the elevator.”

“Bon Dieu, is this never coming to an
endz"”

“He wanted 1o give me something.”

“So vou go to his room a second time.
What happens nows”

“When we were there he opened a
bottle of champagne and then he turned
on the television, but there wasn't any
— the Eiflel Tower was all violet in the
morning light. He picked up some tele-
erams, he said it would be wonderful if
I were as crazy about him as he was
about me. Then he said I would lose
you all your fricnds il T behaved with
them as 1 did with him.”

“Touching, his concern for me."”

“Then he asked me to go to bed with

LR
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“You know, for a monk you're

Wﬁsﬂv 5

a real nut, Rasputin!”

him — lor the last time.

“I shook my head ——

“Then he said that most probably |
wasn't any good in bed anvway. and |
said 1 was certain I wouldn’t be. So he
said he wanted to ger a little sleep, his
plane was leaving early —and he said
his chaufteur would take me home.”

“And what did he give vouz”

“He forgot to give it to me.

“1 said goodnight and that 1 was sorry
for having ruincd his evening. He said
maybe it was better so. but he looked
very tived, he started to put things away
in his suitcase. put some papers into
folders and he looked around for things
to put in his pockets and it all made me
feel terrible. Then he ook me down and
put me in his car and told his chauffeur
to take me home. I sat in the car alone
and I had to ary because life is so sad.
‘I will call you tomorrow morning and
give Miomo my best.’

“I said, “Forgive me —'

“He said, 'Ol course’ —so the car
drove on. At the Plice de U'Alma, the
chaulfeur stopped the car and he said,
‘Madam, excuse me, but may 1 ask you
a great favorz' "

“No — not the chauffeur also ——!"

“So 1 smid, "What is it

“He said, "1 am a married man. My
wile sanely jealous — and she poisons
my lile. She does not believe that every
night Signor Vivanti rolls Irom one
place 1o the other —all night long —
from oue restaurint to another — from
Maxim’s to the Tour 'Argent to the
Eléphant Blang, to the Lelt Bank, to the
Right Bank. To night clubs, 1o parties
— to privite houses until four or hve in
the morning. She thinks 1 am out with
other women — and so tonight 1 put her
into the baggage vunk ol the car and
took her along, so that she finds out lor
hersell, and now I would like to let her
out, il you don’t mind.”

“So 1 said, ‘OF course — let her out
immediately.”

“So he opened the tunk of the cn,
and his little wife came out and stretched
hersell, and she thanked me, and sat in
front with him, and she put her arms
around his neck while he was driving,
and she said that she forgave him. And
that is all.”

As she talked — Gala was busy feeding
her two small birds who, with their
parrot  jaws, cracked sunflower secds.
QOuutside in the strect the crash ol voices
ol little boys was heard as they came
rushing out of school. Gala stood
against the sunlighted window, her lithe
figure silhouetted and Miomo Corti stud-
1ed her. He said:

“l, wo, lorgive you, Gala.” But she
did not hear it. There was the sound of
the bells for the [ull midday concert
from the towers of Notre-Dame.
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@l"! AYBOY CLUBS INTERNATIONAL
DISTINGUISHED CLUBS IN MAJOR CITIES

SPECIAL EDITION

YOUR ONE PLAYBOY CLUB KEY
ADMITS YOU 70 ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS DECEMBER 1962

PLAYBOY CLUB OFFERS PERFECT KEY TO
YOUR CHRISTMAS SHOPPING PROBLEM

Charter Fee for Holiday Key
in Most Areas Only $25

CHICAGO (Special)—Playboy
Clubs are already in full swing
in Chicago, Miami, New Orleans
and St. Louis. The New York
Playboy Club will debut shortly

Chicago Bunnies spread Christ-
mas cheer throughout the Club.

and the Phoenix Club will open
before Christmas. With other
new Clubs under construction
and still more being planned for
major cities here and abroad, a
Christmas gift of a Playboy
Club key is one that will be

valued and appreciated for years
to come, as it will admit its lucky
recipient to all Playboy Clubs
wherever established.

With your unique gift, we'll
send each of your favored
friends a lavish Christmas card
personalized with your name.
They can use their keys to visit
the Playboy Club the very day
they receive it, and enjoy the
fabulous fun and festivities
planned for keyholders and
guests during the holiday season
as well as all year 'round. Of

YOUR ONE
PLAYBOY CLUB KEY

ADMITS YOU TO
ALL PLAYBOY CLUBS

course, a Playboy Club key is
a magnificent gift for any occa-
sion throughout the year.

Best of all, Gift Keys can still
be ordered at the Charter Key
Fee of $25 in most areas. See
the Area Key Fee schedule in
the coupon below. Return the
coupon with your payment to-
day to insure giving the Christ-
mas gift that gives and gives
again. (Why not order a key for
yourself at the same time?)

CHICAGO BUNNIES ADOPT 23 FOSTER
CHILDREN FROM EUROPE & ASIA

CHICAGO—The Bunnies of the Chicago Playboy Club, through
the Foster Parents Plan, have adopted 23 destitute children

from countries around the world.
The children, from Europe, the
Mediterranean area and Asia,
are from poor families who have
either lost the head of the family
or whose fathers are disabled.
The youngsters receive $15 a
month each which enables them
to go to school, receive medical
care, wear adequate clothing and
wake up in the morning know-
ing they will have something to
eat that day. Along with photos,
the Chicago Bunny staff re-
ceived case histories and back-
ground information on the foster
children, giving them a basis
for enthusiastic correspondence.

Bunny Kelly points out one of
the foreign foster children.

[PHOENIX CLUB OPENS IN DECEMBER !

Phoenix’ Mayer Central Building top level to hold swank Playboy Club.

A pre-Christmas debut is sched-
uled for the Phoenix Playboy
Club, located on the top level of
the ultramodern Mayer Central
Building on North Central Ave-
nue, the city’s newest multi-
million dollar executive complex.
The Phoenix Club, exactly 60
jet minutes away from Los
Angeles, will house the famous
Playboy Clubattractions—Play-
mate Bar, Living Room, Cartoon
Corner and the Penthouse with
a new show every two weeks.
Special touches include out-
door balconies, an ideal setting
in which to enjoy the natural
opulence of an Arizona sunset.
And expansive underground
parking facilities enable you to
drive right in to the Mayer
Central Building. The exclusive

Playboy Club express elevator
will speed you to your destina-
tion at the top of the city.
The Phoenix Club will be
open each weekday from 11:30
AM. to 1 AM. On weeckends the
Club will open at 5 P.M.

]
PLAYBOY CLUB LOCATIONS

CLUBS OPEN-—Chicago at 116
E. Walton St; Miami at 7701
Biscayne Blvd.; New Orleans at
727 Rue lberville; St. Louis at
3914 Lindell Bivd.

LOCATIONS SET—New York at
5 East59th St.; Phoenix atop the
Mayer Central Bidg.; Los An-
geles at 8580 Sunset Blvd.; San
Francisco at 736 Montgomery
St.; Detroit at 1014 E. Jefferson
Ave.; Baltimore at 28 Light St.
MEXT IN LINE—Washington,
D.C., Dallas, Boston, Pittsburgh,
Fuerto Rico.

Keys to their Playboy Club account: Key No. ).

DEPT. 220

' == == == m PLAYBOY CLUB GIFT KEY ORDER FORM = == == == ‘
To: Playboy Clubs International )
l /o PLAYAOY Magazine, 232 E. Ohie Street, Chicago 11, INlinois .
l Gentlemen: I
Please send the following a Playboy Club key as a gift in my name.
l {List additional names on a separate sheet of paper.) l
| #avE oF reciriEnT (PLEASE PRINT) |
I Gccuration AGE |
1 ADDRESS - = | |
1 Tty L ZONE COUNTY STATE 1
l Minimum age requirement for key privileges—21 years. '
l Gift Card to read: l
l Gift Keys are $50 if recaplen! Iwes within a 75-mile radjus of Ch:caﬂ:o or within l
the slate of Florida and only $25 for persons who live outside these areas.
l Check here [ if key is for yoursell or if you also wish a key for yoursell. I
| AT 1
I sooress__ |
l CITY. ZONE BTATE I
l Full t must pany Gift Key order. (Only keyholders may charge Gift I
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NEW! -/zF
Audio Fidelity
MOST AMAZING

STEREO REGORD
EVER MADE!

[AF aweno FoauTy STERECOIEC 3P-AFED 978

TRIPLE PLAY STEREQ

Rk Ligte Py Tiarmbec. m gt 58 0 foietd ] i s gt |

POP+JAZZ=SWING

OmErEmmaten an comoucrn e BEMNY GOLSON

POP

i on the lelt

JAZZ

mesac on tie night

The Friphe Play miacie..
Using reguiar siereo
contigly you can create
whinitety wanisble biends
o litting pop messc
waith spicy jaer
o
YoU €3N Cresle LEpataty
FOp OF jA EoRCErs.

Set how |
i's dors

Mono—AFLP 1978 = Stereo—AFSD 5978

THE TRIPLE PLAY MIRACLE..."'"POP+IJAZI=
SWING". AUDIO FIDELITY RECORDS is proud to
present their latest release, “‘POP+-JAZZ=SWING"
...a revolutionary innovation in stereo listening.
Using regular sterec controls the listener can
create infinitely variable blends of lilting pop
music with spicy jazz; or by adjusting his stereo
controls the listener can play back pop or jazz
music separately. This Triple Play Process cffers
at least three times more musical entertainment
than the conventional stereo album.

Benny Golson has orchestrated and conducted spe-
cial scores for the Triple Play Process. Musicians
inclyded on the jazz portion are: Bill Evans, Curtis
Fuller, Wayne Shorter, Freddy Hubbard and Eric
Dolphy. Violinists Julius Held and Harry Lookofsky
are included in the string ensemble on the pop
portion of the recording.

Selections included in this exciling new release
are: 10 lilting Pop Favorites: You're Driving Me
Crazy, Out Of Nowhere (pop version), Whispering,
Autumn Leaves (pop version), Lover Come Back To
Me, others. 10 spicy jazz Moods: Moten Swing,
Groovin' High, Quicksilver, Ornithology, others,

LALO SCHIFRIN |

PLAYS BI]SSA %
NOVA!

Mono—AFLP 1981

Stereo—AFSD 5981
It's a new beat...a fresh musical diversion
...it'’s BOSSA NOVA...the new Brazilian jazz
creating musical excitement and interest
across the country!

MONO—$4.98, STERED $5.95 (list)

For FREE record and tape catalogs write:
AUDIO FIDELITY INC., 770-11th Ave., N.Y, 19

PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY
(continued from page 74)

Fraser expresses himself enthusiasti-
cally on the subject of March Playmate
Pamela Gordon, and then says: “Having
drunk deep of this rare and costly wine,
let us glance over the other pages. Here
J. Paul Getty, the billionaire (tactfully
the magazine does not remind us of the
[act) has a thought-provoking indicement
ol The Vanishing Americans. He holds
that ‘in the restless voice ol dissent lies
the key to a nation’s vitality and great-
ness.” And that dissent is disappearing.
Indeed, it has almost disappeared.

“In the same issue, Alfred Kazin, in
my judgment the greatest living literary
critic, examines The Love Cull, a slight
misnomer, since what he is examining is
not a cult but the whole general concept
of love from Plato to Freud to the mod-
ern psychiatrists. The role that it has
played in Christian dogma, as he ana-
lyzes it, is especially impressive and is
alone worth the price of the magazine.

“Ben Hecht has an intriguing memoir,
The Playboy Aduvisor tells us how to
marry the boss’ girlfriend; Ernest Hem-
ingway's brother writes about his brother;
and best of all, Arthur C. Clarke's ar-
ticle on The Hazards of Prophecy. Here
is an analysis ol the short-sightedness of
men ol science in the last hall-century,
the first of a series of amazing insights
into the ‘expected’ and ‘unexpected’ in
science. There are other articles of
equally rich intellectual fare. But 1 do
not have space here. However, a new
planet has swung into our universe ol
superior magazines . . . And it bears the
date of March, 1962. A oast, therefore,
gentlemen, to America’s newest star in
the intellectual firmament — rLAYBOY!™

Is it possible that both these gentle-
men from California, and all of the
others who were quoted here, are refer-
ring to the same publication? They are,
because life is so subjective that what one
person can view as “the whole man re-
duced 1o his private parts,” another may
see as a concern for “wuth and beauty.”
We wust there’ll always be this much dis-
agreement on the subject of rLAYBOY, for
the magazine was never intended for the
general public— it is edited for a select
audience of young, literate, urban men,
who share with us a particular point ol
view on life, and when we began, we had
no idea it would attract as great a follow-
ing as it has. In our Introduction, in
Volume I, Number 1, we tried to spell
it out: “We want to make clear from the
very start, we aren’t a ‘family magazine.’ If
you're somebody’s sister, wile or mother-
in-law and picked us up by mistake,
please pass us along to the man in your
life and get back wo your Ladies Home
Companion.” We should have added:
Not all “old ladies” wear skirts—it’s

more a frame of mind than anything else.

What is this “particular point of view,"”
then, that pLAYBoy shares with its read-
ers? We wrote about it in a subscription
message in the April 1956 issue, under
the question, What is a Playboy?: “Is
he simply a wastrel, a ne’er-do-well, a
Eashionable bum? Far from it: He can be
a sharp-minded young business execu-
tive, a worker in the arts, a university
professor, an architect or engineer. He
can be many things, providing he pos-
sesses a certain point of view. He must
see life not as a vale of tears, but as a
happy ume; he must take joy in his
work, without regarding it as the end
and all of living; he must be an alert
man, ain aware man, a man of taste, a
man sensitive to pleasure, a man who —
without acquiring the stigma of the vo-
luptuary or dilettante — can live life to
the hilt, This is the sort of man we mean
when we use the word playboy.”

THE CRITICISM OF CONTENT

There are actually two aspects of
pLAYBOY that prompt comment today,
where previously there was only one.
There have always been those who criti-
cized the magazine for its content — cer-
tain specific features to which they take
exception. There is another, newer area
for comment now: the philosophical
pros and cons of PLAYBOY'S concepl —
the overall editorial viewpoint expressed
in the magazine. While both are clearly
related — the one (content) growing na-
turally out of the other (concept) — they
are quite different and the comment and
criticism on them takes dilferent forms,
too.

The critics of content are rather easily
disposed of. No one who bothers to seri-
ously consider several issues of the maga-
zine can reasonably question the overall
cxcellence of the editorial content.
PLAYBOY publishes some of the finest,
most thought-provoking fiction, satire,
articles, cartoons, service features, art
and photography appearing in any maga-
zine in America today; PLAYBOY pays the
highest rates, [or both fiction and non-
fiction, of any magazine in the men's
field; and rravsoy has reccived more
awards for its art, design, photography,
typography and printing over the last
half-dorzen years than almost any other
publication in ali the United States. A
questioning of the lack of serious “think”
picces in the magazine, as the Unitar-
ian minister did, can only be the result
of a superhcial scanning of pLAYBOY, as
the Hugh Russcll Fraser critique of the
March issue makes clear. But lest the oc-
casional reader consider that March may
have been an uncommon issue, in addi-
tion to the Arthur C. Clarke science scries
and the J. Paul Getty series on men,
money and values in society today,
prAYsoY has published Nat Hentoll's
Through the Racial Looking Glass, “a
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Since when do you load a lighter like this?
Since Bentley!

Where's the smelly fumes? Where's the wick? Where's the cotton? Where's @& |~
the lighter fiuid? You don’t need all that messy stuff with the new ' :

Bentley. You just drop in a butane cartridge—and it lights for months. &

Bentley's convenient drop-in refill makes all other lighters old-fashioned. & 3 B UT AN E

Adjustable flame for cigar or pipe. Small as a pack of matches. Wide
choice of styles, all gift boxed. The perfect gift from $4.95 to $495.00.

15 WEST 38 STREET, NEW YORK 18 / ALSO AVAILABLE IN CANADA / ASK YOUR DEALER TO SHOW YOU ALL THE HANDSOME BENTLEY STYLES, INCLUDING OUR WINDPROO
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2%"FILTER IN MEDIC

Protection—the unique protection of a 2% inch
filter—is yours when you smoke a Medico. With
the exclusive Medico Filter nicotine, tars, juices and
inside...now Fou really enjoy
avorite tobacco.
When filter turns brown, just throw it away.
Medico is the world’s largest selling pipe, the
product of over 60 years of pipe craftsmanship. It
is distinguished by select, imported briar—exquisite
finishes—and a handsome variety of models and
shapes, a few of which are illustrated at right,
all with nylon bits, guaranteed bite-proof.
For beautiful calar catalog, write Medico, Dept. Al,
18 East 54 St., N. Y. 22, Enclose 10¢ far handling.

flakes are trapped
the natural, clean smoke of your

MEDICO

Crest

$5 to $15

Medico Crest Filigree $15

Pipe rest included with
every Medico Crest Pipe

10 for 10¢
Also Menthol-Cool
10 for 15¢

Pipes $1.95 up.

FILTER
PIPES

Other Medico Filter

Prices hagher culside U5 A

Filter Pipes

EDICO

Mink covered cuff links and matching tie bar
More than just a gift, here’s a natural “'conver-
sation-piece” for that man around-town. Bound
to tittilate the females, this magnificent mink-
covered jewelry lends a dash and daring flair
to {our personal attire. Not designed for the
timid, but for those who are able to command
the limelight, here are truly distinctive gifts
for friends, family, and business acquaint-
ances. Gift Boxed!

Cuff-links $3|)[| 'lie-llarszso l:on-npletesetsson

Mink Earrings $300
Be lavish! Be extra lavish!
Be the man with that “cer-
tain touch of mink'’ "tause
here’s a gift that’s great
for laughs, yet is still some-
thing she’ll treasure and
be proud to wear. Imagine
real mink earrings, a real
style setter soon destined
to take the fashion world
by storm. Truly a Xmas
present PLUS a wonderful
“surprise gift’ for the
woman who has been anx-
iously awaiting that long
promised mink. Gift Boxed,

DON'T STOP HERE — KEEP ON READING.
WE'VE GOT THE MINKS AS LONG AS
YOU'VE GOT THE MONEY.

b o
Mink Steering Wheel Cover
This is IT!— the last word in luxury —a real
revival of the milk and honey days of the golden
20's. Imagine! The steering wheel of your car
lavishly covered in a plush halc of fine mink.
Rich, yes. Ostentatious, no. It's the perfect gift
for the man (or woman) who THOUGHT he had
mtythinf. Comes in ranch, sable or sapphire
mink — blends in perfectly with any color car.

Price $9495 Please specify which type
of mink you desire.
s ]
3709 Flatiands Ave.,
Brooklyn 34, N.Y.

3
m| 2
Links/Bar set.. $ 5
1 pair earrings $ 3
Steering wheel gza
Mink ear muffs § 3

Please send me the
checked items . . .

Enclosed find $____
Name.
Address.
City. State____
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perceptive report on the American Negro
and his new militancy for uncompromis
ing equality” (July 1962); The Prodigal
Powers of Pot, an unemotional look it
marijuana, “‘the most misunderstood drug,
of all time” (August 1962); Status-ticians
in Limbo, a biting article on the sociol-
ogists and motivational research experts
in advertising and the communication in-
dustry (September 1961); The Great
American Divide, Herb Gold’s incisive
probing of “Reno, the biggest little pity
in the world” (June 1961); Hypnosis.
the most comprchensive article on the
subject ever to appear in a magazince,
analyzing bypnotism’s implications for
surgery, psychoanalysis. persuasion, ad-
vertising, crime, war and world politics.
by Ken W. Purdy (February 1961); plus
such now near-classic pieces as The
Pious Pornographers, on sex in the
women's magazines (October 1957); The
Cult of the Aged Leader, expressing the
need for younger men in our Govern-
ment belore any of us had heard of a
John or Robert Kennedy (August 1959):
Eros and Unreason in Delvoil, decrying
the ever-increasing size, and emphasis on
chrome and fins, in U.S. cars, belore the
automobile industry reversed the trend
and introduced the compacts (August
1958); Philip Wylie's The Womaniza-
tion of America. expressing concern over
the feminine domination of our culture
(September 1958); and Vance Packard’s
The Manipulators, on the “vanguards
of 1981: the men of motivational re-
search™ (December 1957); along with The
Playboy Panel, a series of provocative
conversations about subjects of interest
on the contemporary scene (most recent
topic: Business Ethics and Morvalily,
November 1962) and the newly inaugu-
rated Playboy Interview that can produce
provocative thought on timely issues, as
when Miles Davis discussed his views on
what it means to be black in America
(September 1962). This small sampling of
pLAYBOY's thought-provoking nonfiction
is impressive, we think, for a publication
that is primarily concerned with enter-
tainment and service [eawres for the
urban man, for rravsoy has never at-
tempted o cover every aspect of man's
existence, or pretended that it docs.
though some ol the criticism aimed at us
clearly suggests that we do. And that, it
secems to us, is rather like criticizing a
rood book of poetry, because it includes
110 prose.

rraysoy has always dealt with the
lighter side of contemporary life, but it
has also — tacitly and continuously —
ied to see modern lile in its towality,
We hope that pravsoy has avoided
taking itsell too seriously. We know that
we have always stressed —in our own
way —our conviction of the importance
of the individual in an increasingly
standardized socicty, the privilege of all
to think differently from one anothe
and to promote ncw ideas, and the right



1o hoot irreverently at herders of sacred
cows and keepers of stultilying tradition
and taboo.

We at pravpoy think there is a de-
pressing tendency to confuse seriousness
with earnestness and dullness. We be-
lieve in the Western tradition of satire
and polemic (and it is our leeling that
more ol the mass media could do with a
sharpening of their senses of humor),
and we aren’t above poking fun at our-
selves once in a while either.

Some seem to feel that a happy, even
frisky and romantic attitude toward life,
and a savoring ol its material pleasurcs,
preclude seriousness, work, sensibility, a
viable aesthetic. In our book (literally
and in the slang scnse) this position is
untenable. It belongs with such other
evidences of semantic dysfunction s the
unreasoning  suspicion  that medicine
can’t be good lor you il it doesn’t taste
bad; that robust profanity bespeaks a
limited vocabulary (rather than onc
equipped with condiments as well as
nutrients); that dullness is the ordained
handmaiden of seriousness: that the well-
dressed man is an empty-headed fop,
perforce, and that, conversely, the chap
who can’t distinguish a fine Niersteiner
from a plebian bottle of hock is probably
possessed of more intellect or character
than the man who can.

A MATTER OF SEX

At the heart of most of the criticism of
PLAYBOY'S contents, we find that ol
devil sex. We'll consider the fuller im-
plications of this when we discuss the
criticism of concept, but we must con-
[ess at the outset that we do not consider
sex either sacred or profane. And as a
normal, and not uninteresting, aspect of
the urban scene, we think it perfectly
permissible to treat the subject either
seriously or with satire and good humor,
as suits the particular situation.

For some, it is the pictures that offend

the lull-color, full-bosomed Playmates
and their photographic sisters, who ap-
pitrently show off too much bare skin
to please a part of the public. That
another sizable portion of the citizenry,
numbering in the several million, is obvi-
ously pleased as punch by this display ol
photogenic pulchritude is — for the mo-
ment — beside the point. We'd like to
make our case on merits other than
mathematical ones.

It was disconcerting when we fust dis-
covered that many of those who con-
sider nudity and obscenity nearly synon-
ymous often drag God’s name into the
act — this suuck us, and strikes us still, as
a particularly blatant bit of blasphemy.
The logic that permits a person to call
down God's wrath on anyone for dis-
playing a bit of God’s own handiwork
does, we must admit, escape us. If the
human body — far and away the most re-
markable, the most complicated, the
most perfect and the most beautiful cre-

ation on this earth —can become objec-
tionable, obscene or abhorrent, when
purposely posed and photographed to
capture that remarkable perfection and
beauty, then the world is a far more
cockeyed place than we are willing to
admit. That there may be some people
in this world with rather cockeyed ideas
on subjects of this sort —well, that’s
something else again.

And, yes, it's possible for an entirc
socicty —or a goodly portion of it—to
set cockeyed on a particular subject, lor
a while at least. Just how the U.S. devel-
oped its own cockeyed Puritanical view
of sex — the shackles of which it is only
now managing to throw off —we’ll go
into in some detail a little further on.
But it is worth noting here that a rc-
markable schism exists between the two
present generations, as regards sex and
several other quite vital subjects, and
the gap —in attitude and viewpoint —
between the younger and the older
generations of our time is far greater
than the customary 20 years. This is
oune of the little recognized, but most
significant reasons for a number of well-
established magazines finding themselves
in serious difficulties over the last dec
ade. With most key editorial decisions
still in the hands ol older stafl members,
the publications have become uneasily
aware that they are somehow losing edi-
torial contact with an increasing number
of their readers (or more specihically,
their potential readers, as the oldsters
die off and wo few young ones are
drawn in to take their place), without
really understanding why or what to do
about it. Similarly, a major part of
rLAYBOY's spectacular success is directly
atwributable to our being a part of the
new generation, understanding it, and
publishing a magazine with an editorial
point of view that our own generation
can relate to. We'll oy to trace the
causes of this remarkable gap in the two
present generations, and just what the
differences may mean to all of us, a bit
later, in discussing PLAYBOY'S concept.
The marked disagreement in the com-
ment on PLAYBOY, in the pieces quoted
at the beginning of this editorial (and
most of them [rom well-qualified, literate
sources), is more casily understandable
when we realize what a marked disagree-
ment exists between the two present
generations on a wide variety of subjects.

A portion of a generally quite friendly
article on praysoy that appeared in
Newsweek in 1960 offers a good example
of the distinct lack of understanding that
an older-generation editor brings to the
task of explaining our editorial con-
cept and the reasons for our success:
“In efforts to maintain PLAYBOY's sophis-
ticated patina, Hefner and Associate
Publisher A. C. Spectorsky (author of
The Exurbanites) have given the maga-
zine a split personality. By paying top
rates to top authors (33000 for a lead

story), they have bestowed on it a dou-
ble-dome quality. On the other hand its
daring nudes (‘Playmate of the Month’)
have catered to peep-show tastes.” The
anonymous Newsweek writer (or his edi-
tor) projects the schizophrenic attitude
of his own generation (the positive-negi-
tive ambivalence regarding sex) onto the
more neirly normal new generation and
onto rraveoy (edited to express the ideas
and ideals of the new generation). For
rLAYBOY'S editor, 4 good men’s magazine
should include both fine fiction and pic-
tures of beautiful girls with “plunging
necklines or no necklines at all” (o lilt
another phrase [rom the Newsweek
article), because most normal men will
enjoy both, and both fit into the con-
cept of a sophisticated urban men's
magazine. For Newsweek's editor, how-
ever, a wood men’s magazine should
include fine fiction, but no pretty girls,
or at least no pretty girls without clothes
on — no matter how much the magazine's
readership might appreciate them — be-
cause Newsweek's editor is projecting
the uncasy and quite hypocritical and
unhealthy attitude, held by much of our
society for, lo, these many years, that sex
is best hidden away somewhere, and the
less said about it the better. Of course,
we all enjoy it (sexual activity, in all
ol -its infinite varicties, was just as popu-
lar a generation ago as it is today—
actions haven't changed that much, only
the publicly expressed attitudes toward
them have), but it's a rather distastelul
business at best, appealing to the weaker,
baser, animalistic side of man (which
includes, as we understand it, any need
or function of the body and is diamct-
rically opposed to the virtuous, better
side: the intellectual and the spiritual).

This nonsense about the body of man
being evil, while the mind and spirit are
good, scems quite preposterous to most
of us today. Alter all, the same Creator
was responsible for all three and we con-
fess we're not willing to believe that He
goofed when He got around to the body
ol man (and certainly not when He got
to the body of woman). Body, mind and
spirit all have a unique way of comple-
menting one another, if we let them, and
if excesses of the body are negative, it
is the excesses that are improper rather
than the body, as excesses ol the mind
and spirit would also be.

The great majority will agree with
what we've just stated, and yet the al-
most subconscious, guilty fecling persists
that there is something evil in the flesh
of man — a carryover from a Puritanism
of our [orefathers (that included such
delights as the torturing of those who
didn't abide by the strict cthical and
moral code of the community and the
occasional burning of witches) which we
have rejected intellectually, but which
still motivates us on subtler, emotional
levels. Thus a men's magazine is appeal-
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ing to “peep-show tastes” when it in-
cludes in its contents the photographs
of sparsely clad women —a condusion
the Newsweek writer could almost cer-
tainly never justify intellectually, but a
conclusion that he managed to put to
paper just the same.

Last year we had one of the editors of
another national newsmagazine visiting
us and we were showing him around
the Playboy Mansion. We tok him
down into the underwater bar beside
the pool (he dedined politely our invi-
tation to slide down the fireman's pole
and used the stairs instead) and we fixed
him a drink. The light in the underwater
bar is quite low and across onc wall
we have illuminated color transparencies
of some ol pLAYBOY's most popular Play-
mates — very similar to the wall decora-
tion in the Playmate Bar of the Playboy
Clubs. Now it should be explained that
this editor is not appreciably older than
we are —in years. But in outlook, at
least a generation separates us. He is
what you could safely call a stuffed shirt.
It became immediately clear that the
Plavmate pictures embarrassed and yet
intrigued him. He studied them, shaking
his head slowly from side to side.

“I think you'd be pleasantly surprised
if you met most of these Playmates,” we
said, trying to put him more at ease.
“They're actually a very nice group
of girls.”

He thought about that for a few
moments and then said: “That's really
worse, I think.”

In other words, for this fellow (and,
we're afraid, for a great many others) the
erotic and the sexually atractive have
got to be sinful and objectionable — his
inner self insists upon it and rejects the
very idea that the sensually pleasing may
be clean and pure.

That's how sick our society has become
in just one area: sex. And the maga-
zines, the newspapers, movies and radio
— all reflected this awtitude throughout
the past generation — to say nothing of
what we managed to project as a na-
tional philosophy of life over those
20 years — the Thirties and TForties —
with an overemphasis on security, con-
formity, a downgrading of education
and intellect, and a near deification of
the Common Man and a great many all-
too-common concepts and ideas. No
wonder, then, that with the troubled
stirrings and awakening that came with
the new generation, after World War 11,
there was a tremendous waiting audi-
ence for a magazine that spoke with a
new voice with which the younger gen-
eration could identify.

Naturally, pLaysoy includes sex as one
of the ingredients in its total entertain-
ment and service package for the young
urban male. And far from proving that
we suffer from a split editorial person-

ality, it shows that we understand our
reader and the things that interest him.

When the older magazines offer sex to
their readers, it is usually in association
with sickness, sin or sensationalism. In
PLAYBOY, sex is offered in the form ol
pretty girls and humor. One approach
emphasizes the negative side of sex and
the other, the positive. It seems obvious
to us which approach is the healthy, the
natural and the right one.

If PLAYBOY's approach to sex is sound,
then perhaps we are guilty of simply
placing too much emphasis on it. We
don’t think so, however. Most of the
other major magazines in America today
are produced with the same point of
view as the tvpical television program
— they're aimed at an entire houschold,
at everyone and no one. pLAYBOY, by
contrast, is edited solely for the young
urban male, who naturally has a little
more interest in sex and prery girls
than does a general or lamily audience.
We oy to edit pLavpoy with the adult
directness ol a good foreign film, the
spice and [un of a Broadway show.

Actually, the monthly “conversation™
that we hold with our readers is similar
to one men have always had among
themselves — in both content and em-
phasis — and have not been noticcably
corrupted by. In fact, if the secret psyche
of the typical young adult male could
be probed, we suspect that we probably
err in the divection of less emphasis on
sex than the average, rather than more.
What the very existence ol pLAYBOY
means is that there is a publication in
which young men’s attitudes toward life
and love can be publicly aired. And a
perusal of any average issue will assure
the concerned, we think, that there
isn't nearly the preoccupation with sex
in pLaypoy that one might assume by
listening to the typical critic. The critic
can find nothing in the magazine but
the Playmate, the Party Jokes and the
cartoons; our readers, on the other hand,
manage to also find the stories, articles,
service features, reviews and all the rest
of the total package that make pLAYBOY
so popular. One gets the feeling, in fact,
that some of pPLAYBOY'S critics are far
more fascinated with the subject of sex,
and spend far more time discussing it,
than pLAvYBOY.

If sex were the principal reason for
rLAYBOY'S popularity, of course, then the
magazine's several dozen imitators — al-
most all of which are f[ar sexier than
we — would be the ones with the larger
circulations. But not one of them has
a sale of more than three or four hun-
dred thousand: praveoy has a larger
circulation than the top half-dozen imi-
tators combined. Incidentally, the fea-
ture that produces the greatest reader
response in PLAYBoY cach issue — month

(concluded on page 196]
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BROTHER END'COTT (confinued from page 104)

coat. "I ought to look more de rigueur
for Tom,” he said. “You're not construct-
ing this very well. You don’t just hit
your readers with a character named
‘Tom. They have a right to know who he
is and what he wants.”

“I'm sorry,” she saic. “I mean about
asking him to come here. He's awfully
difficult, but at least he isn’t predictable.
He loves to sweep everything off the
mantelpiecce when he's mad, but he
doesn’t use a straight razor and strop it
all the ume, like Edward. Tom and 1
were engaged for years, but he didn't
want to get married until he got
through his Army service, so we broke
up about that. Everybody else got mar-
ried and went to camp with their hus-
bands. They had four million babies
last year, the American girls.”

“American girls often marry somecone
they can’t stand to spite somcone they
can,” he said. “That's a pretty rough
generalization, but 1 haven't got time to
polish it up. Is that where Brother Endi-
cott came ing”

“I don't really know what state Tom
is in,” she said. “He just got out of
the service, and I was alraid he would
lollow me here. It's a long story about
how I met Edward. I wanted to come
back to Paris. You see, 1 had spent my
junior year here, and I loved Paris. Of
course, my mother went completely to
pieces. I had a job in New York, but
every evening when 1 got home, mother
was waiting for me. Sometimes crocked.
She always wanted to have a little talk.

We had more little talks than all the
mothers and daughters in the world. I
was going crazy, and then I met Edward.
He seemed so strong and silent and ="
She groped for a word and came up
with “attentive.” Farland gave her an-
other cigarctte. “He wasn't really strong
and silent. He was just on the wagon.
Tom hadn’t written for months, and I
thought maybe he had another girl, and
Edward promised to bring me to Paris,
and so—1I don’t know.”

“Paris scems to be full of American
wirls who are hiding out from their
mothers,” he said. This caused a flash
of lightning in her eyes.

“Mother belongs to the damn Lost
Generation,” she said. *“The trouble with
the Lost Generation is it didn’t get lost
cnough. All the damn lost mothers had
only one child,” she went on, warming
to what was apparently a familiar thesis.
“They all think their daughters are weak
enough to do the things they thought
they were strong enough to do. So we
have to pay for what they did. I'm glad
I missed the 1920s. God!™

“They've stopped  singing,” Farland
said. ““They must be taking a whiskey
break, How do I ht into this — for Tom,
I mean? I don’t want to be knocked
cold when he gets here, 1 scem o be
in the middle.”

As il it were an entrance cue, th
were two sharp raps on the door. Far-
land hwiried out and opened it. A tall
young man breezed past him and into
the sitting room. “Are you all rightz”

C

“What irks me is his affable condescension.”

he demanded of the girl.

“No,” Farland said. “Do vou want i
drink?”

“This is Mr. Farland, Mr. Grege”
said Mrs. Endicott. Mr. Grege scowled at
his host. “I don't get this.” he said.
“What is that baboon doing now? Could
I have a swraight Scotch?” Farland put
some Scotch and ice in a glass and gave
it to him.

“They're probably running out ol
whiskey,” the girl said. “I don’t want
Edward to find me gone.”

“He might as well get used to it.” said
Tom. He began pacing. I was hanging
around out front when you left the
hotel,” he said, “and I lollowed you to
that night club. Tt cost me five bucks
for one drink, five bucks and taxi fare
to write that note.” He suddenly pulled
the girl up out of her chair and into
his arms.

“This is pretty damned unplanned.”
Farland saic.

“I got to have hall an hour with
Marie. We've got to settle some things,”
Tom said peremptorily. “I'm sorry |
was 5o abrupt.” He held out the hand
that swept things off mantelpicees. He
had a quick, firm grip. “T haven't got
any plans, exeept to get her away [rom
that monkey,” he said.

“The law is on his side, of cowrse.”
Farland put in, “and the Church aud
all that sort of thing.” The girl had [reed
hersell and sat down again, and Tom
resumed his pacing.

“Do you know the gripz” Farland
asked her suddenly. “I think it may be
mine. Don’t hit me,” he said to the
young man.

“Tom threw his pledge pin across the
room at a chapter meeting, 1 think they
call i,” the girl said.

“Somchody  said  something,”  Tom
snarled. Farland nodded. “People have
a way ol doing that,” he said. “Hunun
lailing.” He held out his vight hand o
the girl and she gave him the grip. “Now
I do this,” he said. pressing her wrist.

“Aund 1 do this,” she said, returning
the pressure. Lach then pressed the
other's thumb.

“Don’t you wiggle your cars, for cris-
sake?” Tom snarled.

“Brother Endicott,” Farland sighed.
“shake hands with Brother Farland.
Pennsylvania Gamma.” He picked up
the unopened bottle of bourbon and the
icc bucket. “I think I can promise vou
vour half hour undisturbed,” he said.
“God’s whiskey and the grip ought to
do it, and besides, I know the words of
Back in Your Own Backyard. 1 also
know the Darling song.”

“God!” said Marie Endicott.

Tom stopped pacing and locked at
Farland. “Damned white of you,” he
said, “but 1 don’t know why you're
doing it.”

“Lady in distress,” Farland said. “Cry
for help in the night. I don’t know much




about drums, but 1 can talk about
Brother Hunk Llliot.”

“Ohio Gamma,” said Mrs. Endicott
bleakly. “Greatest by God hallback that
ever lugged a football, even il he did
beat Wisconsin three straight vears. Crazy
Legs and the Horse don’t belong to
Boopa Doopa Chi, so they don't rate
with Brother Elliot.”

“The protocol of fraternity is ex-
wemely comphicated and uninteresting.”
Farland said.

“Nuts.” snapped Tom, who had begun
to crack his knuckles. “Why doesn’t that
goddamn racket stopz” He suddenly
leaped at the open window of the salon
and shouted nta the night, “Cut down
that goddamn noise!™

“Do vou want evervbody in here?” the
girl asked nervously.

“I don’t se¢ why I shouldn't go down
there mysell and buse him a couple,” he
said. 1 don’t see why vou had to marry
him anyway. Nobodv in her right mind
would marry a man old enough o be
her father, and live in Milwaukee.” He
whirled and stared at Farland. I don't
see what vou're geuting out of this,” he
said, “acting like her [any godlather or
somebody.”

“I——"" Farland began, but Mrs. Endi-
cott cut in on him. There was a new
storm in her eves. "He's done more for
me in one night than you have in two

years!” she said. “You never wrote, and
when vou did. nobody could read it
the wav you write. How do I know who
you were running around with in Ta-
comaz You're not really in love with
me, vou just want something somebody
clse has gor.” Farland wied to get in
on it again, but Tom Grege gave him a
little push and turned o the girl again.

“It wasn’t Tacoma,” he said. “You
didn’t even bother to find out what camp
I was at”

“Seattle, then.” she said. “Fort Law-
ton. And evervbody else got married. 1
know 10 girls who went to camp with
their hushands, and three of them were
in Tacoma.”

“We couldn’t get married on nothing,”
he said. 1 happen to have a job now,
a good job.”

“Evervbody else got married on noth-
ing.”" she said.

“I'm not evervbody else!™ he velled.
“I'm not just anybody else, either.
Miss Withrow. I want vou to mect Mr.
Endicow.” ‘How do you do. Miss With-
row. Will vou marry me?' ‘Sure, why
not? I think I'm engaged to a guy named
Tacoma or something, but that's OK." ™

“I'll hit vou. I really will!™ cried the
former Miss Withrow.

Farland hastily put the bottle and the
ice bucket on the floor and stepped
between them. “I'm not anybody's [airy

godfather,” he said. “I'm just an inno-
cent bystander. 1 was about 1o go 1o
bed when all this hell broke loose. and
I'll be goddamned if I'm going down
to that room and sing with a lot of big
[at emblem-makers if voure going to
spend vour time fghting.” His voice
wis pitched even louder than theirs. The
telephone rang. Farland picked up the
receiver and listened Tor three seconds
to a voice on the other end speaking
in French. “It's the Fourth of July!”
he velled, and slammed down the re-
ceiver.

“I'm sorry about this.,” Tom said. “I'm
willing o wlk it over ravonally if she
15. I got o flv back to work dav alter
tomorrow.”’

“Oh, sure.” sard Maric.

“1 don’t usually lose my temper,”
Farland apologized, “but T'm stuck in a
book I'm writing, and it makes me
jumpy.” He picked up the bottle and
the ice bucket again. “I'll give vou unul
four oclock,” he said. “T'll knock four
times. with an interval after the third.”

“You probably haven't got vour key,”
Maric said. She spied it. put it in Far-
land’s pocket, and kissed him on the
[orehead.

“Do you have to keep doing that?”
Tom shouted.

“1 haven't been doing that,” Marie
said.
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“Please!” Farland said. “I'm tossing
her aside like a broken doll, anyway.”
He grinned. “How in hell can 1 open
this door with my arms loaded?” Marie
crossed over and opened the door for
him. “For God's sake, don’t kiss me
again,” he whispered, “and stop hghting
and get something worked out™ He
raised his voice and spoke to both of
them. “Goodnight,” he said, “and shut
up.” He stepped out into the hall and
the girl in the green dress quietly closed
the door after him . . .

A short. heavy-set man in his middle
40s opened the door, and scemed to
block the way aguressively until he
caught sight ol the American face of the
visitor and the things he was carrving.
“I heard the Yankee Doodle sounds,”
Farland wld him, and inwoduced him-
self. 1 thought mavbe vou needed rein-
forcements [rom SOS.” The room ex-
ploded mto American sounds. as il the
newcomer had dvopped a lighted match
in a box ol fireworks. Somebody ook the
bourbon [rom him and somebodv clse
the ice bucket. "My God. it's real ice!”
someone said, and “Brother. vou've
saved our lives!”

“An American shouldnt spend  this
night alone,” TFarland said above the
hubbub. The biggest man in the room.
who wore no coat or ue. but on whose
vest a [raternity pin gleamed, held out
his hand in three parts. Farland gave
him the full-dress srip. “Ed Endicott,
Wisconsin Alpha!™ bawled the big man.

“Pennsvlvania Gamma,” Farland said.

“For crissake, it's a small world!” LEn-
dicott said. *“Rip, shake hands with
Brother Farland, give him the old grip.
Brother Morgan and I belong o the
same chapter. Wisconsin Alpha has two
national presidents to its credit.” he wold
Farland. “and I was one of them,
il I do say so mysell. These other poor
guys took the wrong pins, but they're
OK.” He managed somehow to get his
right arm around the shoulders ol both
the other men in the room. “This is Sam
Winterhorn. Phi Gam [rom IHlinois, and
this is Red Perry, also Hlini — Red's a
Phi Psi. Mavbe vou heard us doing Fiji
Honeymoon and When DKE Has Gone
to Hell. Put "er there again, fella”

Farland was glad when he was finally
given a glass to hold instead of a man’s
right hand. “Here's to all the brothers,
whatever sky's above 'em,” Endicott said,
clinking his glass against Farland’s. He
took a great gulp of his drink, and it
seemed o Farland that his face bright-
ened like a lull moon comiug out from
behind a cloud. “Endicott is a curly
woll this night, Guy, and you can write
that home to your loved oncs!” he
roared. “Endicott is going to shake hands
with the pearly hngered dawn this day.
Endicott is going to ring all the bells
and blow all the whistles in hell. Any



frog that don’t like it can bury his head
in the Tooleries.” Farland managed to
get out part of a word, but Brother
Endicott trampled on it. “The girls have
gone to bed,” he said. “Wish you could
meet Marie, but we’ll be around a cou-
ple more days. Marie's Eastern women's
college, but Brenda — that's my first wile
— was a Kappa. So's Ellen Morgan, Rip’s
wile. Brenda hated drums. [ got the
greatest little drum collection in the
world, Guy. Once, when a gang of us
got up a storm in my house — this was
six—seven years ago — damned 1f Brenda
didn’t call the cops! One of them wrned
out to be real mean with the sticks, but
the other guy was a surly bastard. I
tried to give him the grip, and he got
sore as hell. Don't ever try to give a cop
the grip, Guy. They think you're queer.
Sons of bitches never ger through high
school.”

Farland put on his fixed grin as Endi-
cott rambled on, moving among the dis-
arranged chairs like a truck, He paused
in Iront of one in which Brother Morgan
now lay back relaxed. with his eyes
closed. “Judas Priest, our tenor’s conk-
ing out,” he said.

“"Way,” mumbled Morgan sleepily.

“Let him sleep,” said the man named
Perry. “What the hell, we still got a
quartet. Anyway, what good's a sleepy
tenor unless youre doing Sleepy Time
Gal?”

“Sleepy Time Gal!”" bawled Endi-
cott, and he suddenly started in the mid-
dle of the old song, biting a great hunk
out of the lyric. The phone rang, and
Endicott smote the night with a bath-
room word and jerked up the receiver.
“Yeah?” he began, truculently and, as
the voice at the other end began protest-
ing in French, he said to the revelers,
“It’s one of them quoi-quois.” He winked
heavily at Farland and addressed the
transmitter, “Parlezvous la langue de
Diew?” he asked. Farland realized he
had been rehearsing the question quite
a while. “Bien, then,” Endicott went on.
“You people ought to be celebrating,
too. Il we hadn't let Lafayette fight on
owr side, he would have gone to the
goddamn guillotine. The way it was,
even Napoleon didn’t dare lay a hand
on him. They cut the heads off Rabelais
and Danton, but they couldn't touch
Lafayette, and that’s on account of the
good old 13 States.” The person at the
other end had apparently hung up, but
Endicott went on with his act. “Get
yourselves a bottle ol grenadine and a
pack of cubebs and raise a little hell for
Lalayette,” he said, and hung up.

“Not Rabelais,” Farland couldn’t help
saying. “Robespierre.”

“Or old Roquefort!” Endicott bawled.
“They all sound like cheese to me, rich
old framboise, and they all look alike.
Let's hiv the Darling song again.”

They got through Three O'Clock in
the Morning and Linger Awhile and

Over There and Yankee Doodle Dandy
and You're the B-E-5-T Best and by that
time it was ten minutes alfter four.
“Don’t keep looking at your Benrus,”
Endicott told Farland. “Nobody's going
anywhere. What the hell, we've got all
day.” Rip Morgan’s troubled uncon-
scious greeted this with a faint moaning
sound. Farland's tone grew firm and
terminal, and the Illinois men joined
him and began the final round of hand-
shakes. Farland picked up the ice bucket,
which had been empty for some time
now, and started for the door.

“We'll all meet in the bar downstairs
at six,” LEndicott commanded. “Be
there!” The three departing Americans
said they would be there, but none of
them meant it. “I'm going to stay stiff
till they pour me on the plane,” Endi-
cott went on. Farland’s hand [elt full of
fingers after he had shaken hands again
with the Illinois men and they had gone.
Brother Endicott, he [elt sure, would
have his hands full for at least 15 min-
utes, putting Brother Morgan to bed . . .

Farland rapped on the door ol his
suite three times, paused, then rapped
again. There was no response, and he
unlocked the door and went . All the

lights in the sitting room were out except
one, and he turned it off and began un-
dressing before he reached the bedroom.
The battle of the Paris night still went
on, and it seemed louder than cver. Far-
land put on the bottom of his pajamas,
couldn’t find the top, saicd, “The hell with
it,” and went into the bathroom and
brushed his tecth. “Everything happens
to you,” he sneered at the man in the
mirror. “What's the matter, don’t you
know how to duck anymorer”

He was about to throw himself on
his bed when he noticed the note on his
pillow. It read simply “You are the
B-E-ST Best” and it was signed, ob-
viously in Mrs. Endicott’s handwriting,
“Tom and Marie.” In spite of the noise
and his still tingling right hand, Farland
fell asleep. When he woke up, he picked
up the telephone and called the ren-
seignement desk. He looked at his watch.
It was 9:35. “I want to get a plane out ol
here for Rome this alternoon,” he said
when the information desk answered.
“One scat. And I don't care what line.
There is just one thing. It has got to
leave before six o'clock.”
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is what it takes to get a job in Hollvwood,
I don’t want it. If T can't get by on my
talent alone, you can forget it.”

“Well,” said F. L., “if vou change vour
mind. let me know. 1 won't be casting
for a couple of months.”

Joanne dashed out of the office, tears
rolling down her cheeks, more deter-
mined than ever to get a job in Holly-
wood.

But no one else thought she had the
makings of a star and all doors were
dlosed o her,

After two months of hopeless job
hunting., Joanne decided to go back 1o
her hometown in Wisconsin and marry
the boy next door. He was poor but he
loved her.

At least he did at the beginning. Then
he started beating her up. For no reason
at all he would slug her. After six
months of this, Joanne was really sorry
she had relused to sleep with Mr. Gim-
let. He was much nicer than her hus-
band, and had she done it there was no
question that she would have been a
famous movie star today.

(continued from page 107)

nt one time Miriam Clinberry was
one of the greatest singers ol her time,
She sang with the top pop orchestras in
the coumtry and her records sold mil-
lions. Then one day Miriam started to
drink and her career went downbhill,
Little by litte she sank from one job to
the next unul hnally she drank so much
that she couldn’t iind work at all. One
night her old Iriend and agent, Sam
Bozall, who hadn’t seen her for years,
heard that Miriam had been picked up
drunk and was in a hospital near his
ofhice. He rushed over and said:

“Miriam, I've been looking for you
everywhere. Ed Sullivan wants to put
vou on his show, Simon and Schuster
wants to do vour book, the Friars Club
wants to give you a benefir.”

“Who would be interested in me any-
morer” Miriam said. “I'm washed up.”

“No, you'rc not. You're an alcoholic.
LEveryone is interested in an alcoholic.
All you have to do is reform and 1 can

"

get yvou night-club dates all over the

United States.”
Well, Ed Sullivan did put Miriam on

his show, Simon and Schuster did pub-
lish her memoirs and the Friars Club
did give her a dinner. But nothing
scemed to help. The show got bad re-
views, the book didn’t sell and the money
the Friars Club raised went to some
hospital Miriam never heard of.

In the end Mirviam went back to her
good friend Sam Bozall and said. “What
happened to all these dates you were
going to get me il I reformed?”

“l wied,” said Sam, “but they already
booked Lillian Roth.”

“Well,” said Miriam, “I'm going back
on the boore. I've never been so bored
in all my life.”

“You're right,” Sam agreed. “There is
nothing like alcohol to mike someone
forget. To show vou there’s no hard feel-
ings I'll send over a case of bourbon to
vour boardinghouse tonight.”

No one ever heard of Miriam Clin-
berry again.,

- - -

he fnal story concerns not a person

but an elephant, the Famed Trunko,
star of the Bongling Circus, who had
entertained children for 20 years. Un-
fortunatelv Trunkeo was getting old and
blind and Mr. Bongling announced he
would have to be shot.

A syndicated columnist wrote a story
about Trunke and said he had arranged
with a gamekeeper to take care of the
elephant in his retivement. Al that was
necded S7000 o Trunko
happy in his final days. He appealed
to all those who had ever seen Trunko
to send in their conwibutions as a trib-
ute to the elephant who had devoted so
much tme to giving pleasure to others.

The reaction was spontaneous. Not
S7000 bur S25,000 was raised and the
syndicated columnist with press pho-
tographers and television cameramen
showed up at the Bongling Circus to
tike Trunko away to his retirement.

While the columnist was posing with
Trunko and holding up the check that
had saved his life, Trunke, whom vou
remember we said was going  blind,
knocked over the columnist and stepped
on him, killing him in front of the hor-
rihied eyes of the millions of television
spectators.

When the owner of the circus saw
what had happened he  immediately
made up his mind. He took Trunko
back to his cage and had new posters
printed which said SEE TRUNKO, THE WILD
ELEPHANT WHO KILLED A SYXDICATED COL-
L'AINIST.

Trunko was once agzain the bizuest
drawing card of the Bongling Circus and
he lived to entertain a new generation of
children, dying peacefully in his slecp
among the crcus poople that he had
come to know and love.

wils make
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**One World of Music”
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SPORTS OR COMPACT CARS

Just complete this jingle
On Philips Records you can hear,
Music to delight the ear,
One world of music is our theme,
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{make sure your last line rhymes with the word *'theme'")

Enter today . . . Submit as many entries
as you like . . . It's easy to win

Philips Records, the great new American
recording company that brings you *'One
World of Music on One Great Label,’”” now
offers you your choice of famous sports or
compact cars from all parts of the world!

All you need do is purchase any Philips
Records 12" long play album, stereophonic
or monaural, from any record store. After
you have made your purchase, get the offi-
cial contest entry blank from your dealer
and print his store name and address on
the back in the space provided. Then, after
you have completed rhyming our jingle, fill
out the entry blank being sure to name the
car of your choice, and send your entry
along with the lower right-hand corner of
the record inner sleeve that has printed on
it, “Philips Records, Chicago 1, lllinois.” It
appears only on one side of the sleeve. Read
on for further contest information.

PHILIPS

Triumph 1200 Convertible
(England)

PICK
ANY ONE OF
THE CARS

Volkswagen
(Germany)

SHOWN HERE
FOREIGN OR
AMERICAN

Chevrolet Corvair
Monza Smdm Convertible
merica)

3 GRAND PRIZES

If your entry wins one of the three grand prizes, you will
receive your choice of any one of the sports or compact
cars pictured above. Winners will be notified by mail
with instructions on how they will receive their car.

150 RUNNER-UP PRIZES

The 150 runner-up winners will receive a Philips Record
Catalog and a certificate entitling them to any dozen
Philips records they choose. Simply by mailing the
certificate to the address indicated thereon, they will
receive their dozen Philips Records 12" long play albums
by return mail.

5 It's easy to win ... Here’s all you do %ﬁ

D Prinl_or write pllmhf&:ul’ 1ast lina for the 3 Submit a5 many enlries as you like, bul be
Philips Records. jingle in space indicated on surn each entry is filled oul on a separate official
the official contest entry blank which you will get contest entry blank, and be sure you encicse the
Irom your record store when mlpurchlsa any Philips Records address from the lowet fight-hand
Philips Records 12” long play all stereophanic cornes of the record inner sleeve with each entry.
nrmonall‘u‘ :o:lalce sma the last Ik;::l your ]ll!.‘:l[l [ )
rhymes with the word “theme.” Fill in the stora 4] gqiries will be judged an originalily, sincerily
name and address of the dealer from \n‘nmglw and aptness of thought by Reuben H. umn!“;‘:

ased your album in the space provided
sure you indicate which of the Company. Duplicale prizes in case of tie.

pact cars pictured above you would like, should
you be one of the 3 grand prize winners,

{2 mai your completed entry to the address
shown on the eniry blank, along with the lower

right-hand portion 01' the record inner_siesve
that has printed ¢n H, “Philips Records, Chicago
1, Iinpis.” This an and address appears only
on one side of the sleeve. All entries must be
x:nstmarkzd not later than midnight of December

sparts of com= an::ms returned. Al entries, contents and ideas

gin become the property of Philips Records
to be used as it sees fit. All winners will be
notitied by mail.

[-5 Contest open o any resident of continental
ll S., Alaska and Hawaii, except employees of

Philips Records, its distributors and dealers, its
advertising agencies and families of these. Contest
subject to Federal, Stata and Local regulations

D /%

HERE ARE JUST A FEW OF THE GREAT RECORDING ARTISTS
LISTED IN THE PHILIPS RECORDS CATALOG
The Philips Records catalog boasts some of the finest American and foreign
recording artists of the day. All are recorded in superb high fidelity sound,
both stereophonic and monaural, in records encompassing every category of
music. All combine to bring you “One World of Music on One Great Label.”
POLLY BERGEN +« DIZZY GILLESPIE =+« SVIATOSLAV RICHTER
PATRICE MUNSEL + WOODY HERMAN =+ MICHEL LEGRAND
I MUSICI = RUTH BROWN +« CONCERTGEBOUW ORCHESTRA
ROBERT FARNON » MEADE LUX LEWIS « BARRIER BROTHERS

::lclol ;gg One World of Mus:c

35 E. WACKER DRIVE, CHICAGO 1, ILLINOIS

On One Greal Label]
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the rich tones of her many languages, the
beauty of her songs, the cries of her teeming
marketplaces: capture these forever with the
NORELCO PORTABLE TAPE RECORDER. Not
going to Africa? Then preserve the laughter
and songs of your child’s next party, right in
living room or yard. Record classroom lecture
or business interview...add sound to movie or
slide. The Continental '100" was created so
that you may easily record and play back
living sound anywhere, anytime. It's battery-
operated and needs no electrical connections
of any kind. It's self-contained as a watch,
with its own dynamic microphone, sensitive
even to distant sound; and wide-range
speaker.,.yet is so light in weight (only
7 Ibs.) you may carry it comfortably over the
shoulder like a camera. Simple to operate?
— push 2 buttons to record, one to play back.
Provides up to 2 hours of big, clear sound on
one 4" reel. Faultlessly engineered by famous
Philips of the Netherlands. 100% transistorized.
Rugged. Handsome. Constant-speed motor with
capstan drive. See it now at camera shops, hi-fi
dealers, leading storesall over the country.
You'll be surprised at its low price.

0/'84'0@

NORTH AMERICAN PHILIPS COMPANY, INC.
High Fidelity Products Division

230 Duffy Avenue, Hicksville, L. I, N. Y.

In Canada and throughoul the free world, BORELCD is known as “the Philips’.

machineries of joy

(continued [rom page 105)
scated and deliberately fasting, hoping
to lure them down curious at the sound
of his Italian humors?

“Ah, God.” Father Brian sighed and
fingered the envelope he had prepared
the previous night. He had tucked it in
his coat as a protective measure should
he decide o hand it to Monsignor Shel-
don. Would Father Vittorini detect it
through the cloth with his quick dark
X-ray vision?

Father Brian pressed his hand firmly
along his lapel to squash any merest
outline of his request for transferal to
another parish.

“Here goes.”

And, breathing a prayer, Father Brian
went downstairs.

5o

“Ah, Father Brian!™

Vittorini looked up from his still-full
cereal bowl. The brute had not even so
much as sugared his cornllakes vet,

Father Brian felt as il he had stepped
mto an empty elevator shaflt.

Impulsively he put out a hand to save
himself. It touched the top ol the tele-
vision set. The set was warm.

“Did you have a seance here last
nightz"

“l sat up with the set, yes.”

“Sat up, is right!” snorted Father
Brian. “One doces sit up, doesn't one?
with the sick, or the dead? I used to
be handy with the Ouija board myself.
There were more brains in that.” He
wirned rom the clectrical moron to sur-
vey Vittorini. “And did you hear [ar
cries and banshee wails [rom — what is
it? — Canaveral?”

“They called off the shot at three a.ar”

“And you here now, looking daisy-
Iresh.” Father Brian advinced, shaking
his head. “What's true is not always
what's fair.”

Vitorini now vigorously doused his
flakes with milk. “But vou, Father Brian,
vou look as if you made the grand tour
of Hell during the nighe . . "

Fortunately, at this point Father Kelly
entered. He [roze when he, too, saw how
little along Vittorini was with his forti-
hers. He muttered to both priests, seated
himsell, and glanced over at the per-
turbed Father Brian.

“True, William, vou look hall gone.
Insomniaz”

“A touch.”

Father Kelly eved both men, his head
o one side. “What goes on here? Did
something happen while 1 was out last
night?”

“We had a small discussion,”
Iather Brian, hlling his bowl and toying
with the dead flakes ol corn.
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“Small discussion!” said Father Vit
torini. He might have laughed, but
caught himself, and said, simply: “The
Irish priest is worried by the Italian
Pope. Il Papa is a constant source of
reverent irritation to at least some if not
all of the Irish clergy. Why not a Pope
named Nolan? Why not a green instead
of a red hat> Why not, for that matter,
move Saint Peter’s cathedral o Cork or
Dublin, come the 25th Century?”

“I hope nobody said that.” said Father
Kelly.

“In my anger I might have implied
it,” said Father Brian. “Did you hear
what he just said about the 25th Cen-
tury: Well, when Flash Gordon
and Buck Rogers fly in through the bap-

it's

tistery transom that yours truly hunts for
the exits.”

Father Kelly sighed. “Ah, God, is it
that joke againz”

Father Brian felt the blood burn his
cheeks.

“Joke? It's off and beyond that. For a
month now it's Canaveral this, and tra-
jectories  and  astronauts  that,
think it was the Fourth of July, he's up
hall cach night with the rockets. T mean,
now, what kind of life is it. from mid-
night on, carousing about the dining

You'd

room with that Medusa machine which
freezes vour intellect if ever you stare at
it? I cannot sleep for feeling the whole
rectorv will blast off any minute.”

“Yes, yes.” said Father Kelly. “But
what's all this about the Pope?”

“Not the new one, the Pope just be-
fore,” said Brian, wearily. “Show him
the clipping, Father Vittorini.”

Father Vittorini brought forth a small
press clipping and put it on the table.

Upside down, cven, Father Brian
could read the bad news:

“POPE BLESSES ASSAULT ON SPACE.”

Father Kelly reached one finger out to
touch the cutting gingerly.

“Castel Gandolfo, Italy, Sept. 20th.
Pope Pius XII gave his blessing today
o mankind’s cfforis to conquer space.

“The Pontiff told delegates to the
International  Astonautical  Congress,
‘God has no intention of setting a limit
to the eliorts of man to conquer space.’

“The 400 delegates to the 22-nation
congress were received by the Pope at
his summer residence here.

“ “This Astronautic Congress has be-
come one of great importance at this
time of man’s exploration of outer
space,” the Pope said. “It should concern
all humanity . . . Man has to mitke the
cliort to put himself in new orientation

with God and His universe."”

Father Kelly's voice trailed off.

“When did this story appear?”

“In 1956.”

“That long back?” Father
siorted. "/ didn't read ic.”

“It seems,” said Father Brian, “you
and I, Father, don’t read much of any-
thing."”

“The point is,” said Vittorini, “when
first I spoke of this piece, grave doubts
were cast on my veracity. Now we see |
have cleaved close to the truth.”

“Sure,” said Father Brian, quickly,
“but as our poet William Blake put it
‘A vuth that's told with bad intent,
beats all the lies you can invent.””

“Yes.” Vinorimi relaxed [urther into
his amiability. “And didn't Blake also
write:

‘He who doubts from whal he sees,

Will ne’er believe, do what you

please.

If the Sun and Moon should doubt

They'd immediately go out.

“Most appropriate,” added the Italian
priest, “for the Space Age.”

Father Brian stared at the outrageous
man.

“I'll thank you not to quote our Blake
at us.’”

“Your Blake:”

Kelly

said the slender pale
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man with the softly glowing dark hair.
“Strange, I'd always thought him Eng-
lishE==

“The poetry of Blake,” said Father
Brian, “was always a great comfort to
my mother. It was she told me there
wias Irish blood on his maternal side.”

“I will graciously accept that,” said
Father Vittorini. “But, back to the news-
paper storv. Now that we've found it it
secems a good ume to do some research
on Pius the Twellth’s Encvelical.”

Father Brian's wariness, which was a
second set of nerves under his skin,
prickled alert.

“What Encyclical is tha?”

“Why, the one on Space Travel.™

“On Space Travel, a special Encycli-
cal?”

“A special one.”

Both Irish priests were near onto be-
ing flung back in their chairs by the
blast.

Father Vittorini made the picky mo-
tions of a man cleaning up after a deto-
nation, finding lint on his coat sleeve, a
crumb or two of toast on the tablecloth.

“Wasn't it enough,’

" said Brian, in a
dying voice, “he shook hands with the
astronaut bunch and told them well
done and all that, but he had to 2o on
and write av Iength about it?”

“lt was not enough,” said Father Vit-
torini. “He wished, T hear, o comment
[urther on the problems of life on other
worlds, and its effect on Christian think-
ing —"

Each of these words. precisely spoken,
drove the two other men further back in

their chairs.
“You frearz” said Father Brian. “You
haven't read it vourself ver?”
“No, but I intend ——"
“You intend everything and mean
worse. Sometimes, Father Vittorini, you
do not talk, and I hate to sav this, like
a priest ol the Mother Church ar all —
“1 wlk.” veplied Vitorini. “like an
Ialian priest somehow caughe and try-
ing to preserve surface tension treading
an ecclesiastical bog where 1 am out-
numbered bv a great herd of clerics
named  Shaughnessy  and  Nulty  and
Flannery that mill and stampede like
caribou or bison every time 1 so much
as whisper "Papal Bull” ™
“There is no doubt in mv mind,” and
here Father Brian squinted off in the
general direction ol the Vatican itsellf,
“that it was you, il you could've been
there, might've put the Holy Father up
to this whole space-travel monkeyshines

"
.-

ul?u

“You! It's you, is it not, certainly not

us, that lugs in the magazines by the
carload with the rocket ships on the
shiny covers and the hlthy green mon-
sters with 6 eves and 17 gadgets chasing
alter hall-draped females on some moon
or other? You I hear late nights doing
the countdowns from ten, nine, eight on
through to one, in tandem with the beast
TV, so we lie aching as the dread con-
cussions knock the fillings [rom our
teeth, Between one Italian here, and
another at Castel Gandolfo. may God
lorgive me, vou've managed to depress
the entire Irish clergy!™

“Peace,” said Father Kelly, at last
“both ol vou.”

“And peace, one way or another I'll
have.” Father Brian took the envelope
from his pocket.

“Put that away,” said Father Kelly,
seusing what must be in the envelope.

“Please wive this to Monsignor Shel-
don for me.”

Father Brian rose heavily and peered
about to find the door and some way
out of the room. He was suddenly gone.

“Now see what you've done!” said
Father Kelly.

Father Vittorini, truly shocked, had
stopped eating. “But, Father, all along,
I thought it was an amiable squabble,
him plaving it loud and me soft ——

“Well, vou've played it too long, and
the blasted fun wrned serious!” said
Kelly. “Ah, vou don't know William like
I do. You've really torn him ——"

“I'll do my best to mend —"

“You’ll mend the seat of vour pants!
Get out of the way, this is my job now.”
Father Kelly grabbed the envelope off
the table and held it up to the light.
“The X ray of a poor man’s soul. Ah,
God.”

He hurried upstairs. “Father Brian?
he called. He slowed. “Father?” He
tapped at the door. “William?”

In the dining room alone
more, Father Vittorini remembered the
last few flakes in lus mouth. They now
had no taste. It took him a long slow
while w0 get them down.

- . -

once

It was only alter lunch that Father
Kelly Father Brian in the
dreary littde garden behind the rectory,
and handed back the envelope.

cornered

“Willy, I want vou to tear this up. I
won't have vou quitting in the middle
of the game. How long has all this gone
on between vou twor™

Father Brian sighed and held but did
not rip the envelope. “It sort ol crept
upon us. It was me at first spelling the
Irish  writers and him pronouncing
the Italian operas. Then me describing
the Book of Kells in Dublin and him tour-



ing me through the Renaissance. Thank
God for small favors, he didn’t discover
Encyclical on the blasted
space traveling sooner, or I'd have trans-
ferred myself to a monkery where the
fathers keep silence as a vow. But even
there, I fear, he'd follow and countdown

the Papal

the Canaveral blast-olfs in sign language.
What a devil’s advocate that man would
make!”

“Father!™”

“I'll do penance for that, later. It's just
this dark otter, this seal, he [rolics with
Church dogma as if it were a candy-

“Stop! I'll teach you how to mix a

really dry martint ...”

“All right, now whisper
‘vermouth’ over the glass ...

—
o o

D
N

»

striped bouncy ball. It's all very well to
have seals cavorting, but. 1 say, but don't
mix them with the true [anatics, such as
vou and me! Excuse the pride, Father,
but there does seem to be a variation
on the true theme every ume you get
them piccolo players in amongst us

1

“Vermouth.”

i

7/

M. ESPAKZA

“Loudmouth!”
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harpers, and don’t you agree:”

“What an enigma, Will. We of the
Church should be examples [or others
on how to get along.”

“Has anyone told Father Vittorini
that? Let's face i, the halians are the
Rotary ol the Church. You couldn’t have
wrusted one of them to stay sober during
the Last Supper.”

“I wonder if we Irish could?” mused
Father Kelly.

“We'd wait until it was over, at least!”

“Well, now, are we priests or barbers?
Do we stand here splitting hairs, or do
we shave Vittorini close with his own
razor? William, have you no planz”

“Perhaps to call in a Baptist to medi-
ate.”

“Be off with your Baptist! Have you
rescarched the Encyclical?”

“The Encyclical?”

“Have you let grass grow between your
toes since breakfast? You have! Let’s
read that space-travel edict! Memorize it,
get it pat, then counterattack the rocket
man in his own territory! This way, to

the library. What is it the youngsters
ay these days? Five, four, three, two,
one, blast-off?”

“Or the rough equivalent.”

“Well, say the rough equivalent, then,
man. And follow me!"

Going into the library they met Mon-
signor Sheldon as he was coming out.

“It's no use,” said the rector, smiling,
as he examined the fever in their [aces.
“You won't find it in there.”

“Won't ind what in there?” Father
Brian saw the rector looking at the let-
ter which was still glued to his fingers,
and hid it away, [ast. “Won't find what,
Monsignors"

“A rocket ship is a wifle too large for
our small quarters.” said the rector in
a poor try at the enigmatic.

“Has the Italian bent your ecar, then?”
aied Father Kelly, in dismay.

“No, but echoes have a way of rico-
cheting about the place. 1 came to do
some checking, mysell.”

“Then,” gasped Brian  with reliel,

517 7/?;%¢/?ﬁff¢!

“. .. I'm Scrooge from the office, Mrs.

Cratchit . .. I'm here

heh-heh-heh — to give

you a goose for Christmas . ..’

“you're on our side:”

Monsignor Sheldon’s
somewhat sad.

“Is there a side to this, Fathers®”

They all moved into the little library
room where Father Brian and Father
Kelly sat uncomlortably on the edges
ol the hard chairs.

Monsignor Sheldon
ing, watchful of their

“Now. Why are you
Vittoriniz"”

“Afraid?” Father Brian seemed sur-
prised at the word, and cried softly, “It's
more like angry.”

“One leads to the other,” admitted
Kelly, and continued, “You sce, Father,
it's mostly a small town in Tuscany
shunting stones at Meynooth. which is,
as you know, a few miles ovt from Dub-
lin.”

“I'm Irish,” said the rector, patiently.

“So you are, Father, and all the more
reason we can’t figure your great calm
in this disaster,” said Father Brian.

“I'm California Irish,” said the rector.

He let this sink in. When it had gone
to the bottom, Father Brian groaned
miscrably. “Ah. We forgol.”

And he looked at the rector and saw
there the recent dark, the tan complex-
ion of one who walked with his face like
a sunflower to the sky, even here in
Chicago, taking what littde light and
heat he could to sustain his color and
being. Here stood a man with the higure,
still, of a badminton and tennis player
under his twnic, and with the firm
lean hands of the handball expert. In
the pulpit, by the look of his arms mov-
ing in the air, you could sce him swim-
ming under warm California skics.

Father Kelly let forth one sound of
Laughter.

“Oh, the gentle ironies, the simple
fates. Father Brian, here is our Bapuist!”

“Baptist>” asked the rector.

“No offense, Monsignor, but we were
off to find a mediator, and here you are,
an Irishman from California, who has
known the wintry blows of Illinois so
short a time, you've still the look of
rolled lawns and January sunburn. We,
we were born and raised as lumps in Cork
and Kilcock, Father, Twenty years in
Hollywood would not thaw us out. And
now, well, they do say, don’t they, that
Calilornia is much™ — here he paunsed —
“like ltalyz”

“I see where you're driving,” mum-
bled Father Brian.

Monsignor Sheldon nodded, his [ace
both warm and gently sad. “My blood is
like your own. But the climate 1 was
shaped in is like Rome’s. So you see,
Father Brian, when I asked are there any
sides, 1 spukl' [rom my heart.”

“Irish yet not Irish,” mourned Father
Brian. “Almost but not quite Italian.

eyes  became

remained stand-
discomfort.

afraid of Father




Oh, the world plays tricks with our
flesh.”

“Only il we let it, William, Patrick.”

Both men started a bit at the sound
of their Christian names.

“You still haven’t answered: why are
vou afraid?”

Father Brian watched his hands fum-
ble like two bewildered wrestlers for a
moment. “Why, it's because just when
we get things settled on earth, just when
it Iooks like victory’s in sight, the Church
on a good [ooting, along comes Father
Vittorini —"'

“Forgive me, Father,” said the rector.
“Along comes reality. Along  comes
space, time, entropy. progress, along
come a million things, always. Father
Vittorini didn’t invent spiace travel.”

“No, but he makes a good thing of it
With him, “Everything begins in mysti
cism and ends in politics” Well, no
matter. I'll stash my shillelagh if he'll
put away his rockets.”

“No. let’s leave them ourt in the open.”
replicd the rector. “Best not to hide
violence or special forms of travel. Best
to work with them. Why don’t we climb
in that rocket, Father, and learn from
e

“Learn what? That most of the things
we've taught in the past on Earth don’t
fit out there on Mars or Venus or where-
ever in Hell Vittorini would push us?
Drive Adam and Eve out of some new
Garden, on Jupiter, with our very own
rocket fires? Or worse, find there's no
Eden, no Adam, no Eve, no damned
Apple nor Serpent, no Fall, no Original
Sin, no Aununciation. no Birth, no Son,
no nothing at all! on one blasted world
tailing another? Is that what we must
learn. Monsignor?”

“If need be, yes.” said the rector.
“It's the Lord’s space and the Lord's
worlds in space, Father. We must not
try to take our cathedrals with us, when
all we need is an overnight case. The
Church can be packed in a box no
larger than is needed for the articles of
the Mass, as much as these hands can
carry. Allow Father Vittorini this, the
people of the southern climes learned
long ago to build in wax which melts
and takes its shape in harmony with the
and need of William,
William, il you insist on building in

motion mati.
hard ice, it will shatter when we break
the sound barrier or melt and leave vou
nothing in the hre of the rocker blast.”
“That,” said Father Brian, “is a hard
thing to learn at 50 vears, Monsignor.”
“But learn you will, I know vou will.”
satcdd the rector, touching his shoulder.
“I set vou a task: to make peace with
the Tralian priest. Find some way to
night, lor a meeting ol minds, Sweat at
it, Father. And. fust off. since our library
is meager, hunt lor and find the Space
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Encyclical, so we’'ll know what we're
yelling about.”

A moment later, the rector was gone.

Father Brian listened to the dying
sound ol those swift feet, as il a white
ball were flving high in the sweet blue
air, and the rector was hwrrying in for
a final volley.

“Irish but not Irish,” he said. “Almost
but not quite Italian. And now what
are we, Patrick?”

“1 begin to wonder,” was the reply.

And they went away to a larger li-
brary wherein might be hid the grander
thoughts of a former Pope on a bigger
space.

- - -

A long while alter supper that night,
in lact almost at bedtime, Father Kelly,
sent on his mission, moved about the
rectory tapping on doors and whispering.

Shortly before 10 o'clock, Father Vit
torini came down the stairs and gasped
with surprisc.

FFather Brian, at the unused fireplace,
warming himsell at the small gas heater
which stood on the hearth, did not turn
for a moment.

A space had been cleared, and the
brute television set moved forward into
a arcle of four chairs, among which
stood two small taborets on which stood
two bottles and [our glasses. Father
Brian had done it all, allowing Kelly
to do nothing. Now he turned, for Kelly
and Monsignor Sheldon were arriving.
The rector stood in the dining area and
surveyed the room. “Splendid.” He
paused and added, 1 think. Let me see
now . .." He read the label on one bot-
tle. “Father Vittorini is to sit here.”

“By the Irish moss?” asked Vittorini.

“The same,” said Father Brian.

Vittorini, much pleased, sat.

“And the rest of us will sit by the
Lachryma Christi, 1 take it?” said the
rector,

“An Halian drink, Monsignor.”

“I think I've heard of it,” said the
rector, and sat.

“Here.” Father Brian hurried over
and, without looking at Vittorini, poured
his glass a good way up with the moss.
“An Ivish wanstusion.”

“Allow me.” Vittorini nodded his
thanks and arose, in turn, to pour the
other drinks. “The tears of Christ and
the sunlight of Tuwaly,” he said. “And
now, before we drink, I have something
to say."”

The others waited, looking ar him.

“The Papal Encyclical Space
Travel,” he said at last, “does not exist.”

“We discovered that,” said Kelly, “a
few hours ago.”

“Forgive me, Fathers,” said Vittorini.
“1 am like the hsherman on the bank
who, seeing fish, throws out more bait.
I suspected, all along, that there was no
Encyclical. But every time it was brought

(4211
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up, about town, I heard so many priests
from Dublin deny it existed, 1 came to
think it must! They would not go check
the item, for they [cared its reality. I
would not, in my pride, do research. lor
I feared it did not exist. So, Roman
pride, or Cork pride, it's all the same.
I shall go on retreat soon and be silent
for a week, Father, and do penance.”

“Good, Father, good.” Monsignor Shel-
don rose. “Now, I've a small announce-
ment. A new priest arrives here next
month. I've thought long on it. The
man is Ftalian, born and raised in Mont-
real.”

Vittorini closed one eye and tried to
picture this man to himself.

“If the Church must be all things to
all people,” said the rector. “1 am in-
trigued with the thought of hot blood
raised in a cold clime as this new Ial-
1an was, even as I Aind it [ascinating to
consider mysell: cold blood d m
California. We've needed another ltal-
ian here to shake things up. and this
Latin looks to be the sort that will shake
even Father Vittorini. Now, will some-
one offer a toast®”

“May I. Monsignors"”
ros¢ again, smiling gently,
darkly aglow. He raised his gl
where, did Blake not speak of the Ma-
chineries of Joy? That is. did not God
promote environments, then intimidate
those natures by provoking the existence
of flesh, oy men and women, such as
are we all? And thus happily sent forth,
at our best, with good grace and fine wit,
on calm noons, in fair climes, are we
not God’s Machineries of Joy?”

“If Blake said that.” said Father
Brian, “I take it all back. He never lived
in Dublin!”

All laughed wogether.

Vittorini drank the
was duly specchless,

The others drank the Ttalian wine and
grew mellow, and in his mellowness,
Father Brian aried, soltly, “Viuorini,
now, will you, unholy as it is, tune on
the ghost?”

“Channel ninez”

“Nine it is!™

And while Vitorint dialed the knobs,
Father Brian mused over his drink, “Did
Blake really say thatz”

“The fact is, Father,” said Vittorini,
bent to the phantoms coming and going
on the screen, “he might have, il he'd
lived today. T wrote it mysclf, just an
hour ago. IT it sounds mechanistic and
against Church doctrine, remember 1
love to entertain such thoughts. To en-
tertain docs not mean I give them a
lifetime's lodging. 1 let thoughts come
and go, as they will. Shelter for the night
is the least we can give any wild sweet
tramp Idea.”

All watched the Italian with some
awe. Then the TV gave a hum and cime
clear, showing a rocket, a long way off,
getting ready.

Father Vitorini
his eyes

5. "Somne-

Irish moss and

“The machineries of jov.” said Father
Brian. “Is that one ol them you're wn-
ing in? And is that another. sitting
there, the rocket, on its stand?”

“It could be, tonight,” murmured
Vittorini. “If the thing goes up, and a
man in it. all around the world, and
him still alive, and us with him, though
we just sit here. That would be joyful
indeed.”

The rocket was geuing ready, and
Father Brian shut his eyes for 1« moment.
Forgive me, Jesus, he thought, lorgive
an old man his prides, and lorgive Vit
torini his spites, and help me to under-
standd what I see here tonight, and let
me stay awake if need be, in good
humor, unul dawn. and let the thing
go well. gomg up and coming down,
and think of the man in that contrap-
tion, Jesus, think of and be with him.
And help me through the summer and
into {all and winter, for sure as Fate, on
some strange, mad and unknown holi-
days such as Guy Fawkes or your Chinese
New Year, there will be Vittorini and
the Kids from around the block, on the
rectory lawn, lighting skyrockets. All of
them there watching the sky, like the
morn of the Redemption, and help me,

Oh Lord, to be as those children before
the great night of Time and Void where
you abide. And help me to walk forward.
Lord. to light the next rocket, Inde-
pendence Night, and stand with the
Latin father, my face suffused with that
same look of the delighted child in the
face of the burning glories you put nea
our hand and bid us savor.

He opened his eves.

Voices Irom far Canaveral were arving
in a wind of Time. Strange phantom
powers loomed upon the screen. He was
drinking the last of the wine when
someone touched his elbow, gently.

“Father,” smad Vittorini, near. “Fasten
your seat belt.”

“I will” said Father Brian.
many thanks.”

He sat back in his chair. He cdosed
his eyes. He waited for the thunder. He
waited for the fre. He waited for the
concussion and the voice that would
teach a silly, a strange, a wild, a miracu
lous thing:

How to count back, ever backward

. .« « O Z€YO.
8

“And

“Tiny Tim was a fink!”’
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FATHER & SON CIGAR

(continued from page 121)

Jocals sometimes hear a piano playing
faintly somewhere below the ties, like a
piano out of times long gone: on a night
when tavern doors were opened to the
street for the first night of the year.

Take me out for a joyride

A girlride, a boy-ride

I'm as reckless as I can be

I don’t cave what becomes of me.

The long car leans to the land where
old els wait for winter to pass. The
witlker on the midnight platform, adrift
above the town, 1s left like a walker
adrift in a dream. A dream dreamt by
any old el rider.

For the bluc-and-white legend that
once named this station, its ads that
once brageed and its pigeons that made
summer strut, all have passed in the
wash of this sea ol blue snows.

Leaving two railroad lamps arock in
the echo and ebb of the B train's hnal
passing.

- - -

He was a fixer of wols, a hxer of
machinery, a fixer of tables gone wob-
bly and windows that had swuck, doors
that had warped and furnaces that had
clogged. His labor was fixing, cternally
fixing: the plaster that had cracked, the
wallpaper that had p(‘(‘l(‘d__ the glass that
had shattered, the wood that had splin-
tered and the lathe that had Dbroken.
Other men wished secretly o be forever
drunken. He wished secredy o be for-
ever hxing:

The step that had rotted, the rain
pipe that had rusted, the hinge that had
loosened, the fence wind had bent. He
moved among pistons and vises and
cylinders, he healed boilers and minis-
tered to valves: hoses had to be coiled
with care lest they crack, clocks had to
be warned against losing time, wiring
had to be insulated against fire. He used
clectrical tape like a doctor applying a
tourniquet: he was a geneticist of lathes
and prolonged the lives of brushes stift
with sclerosis ol paint. His car was not
so well attuned to human speech as it
wis to the delicate play ol gears: his
dreams moved on ball bearings and
within them he sensed that one dream-
bearing was more worn than the others.

Puunying or soldering, welding or
binding, my father was a fixer of ma-
chinery in basements and garages.

He could get a piece ol machinery to
work for him that would work lor no
one else; but he could not get other men
to pay him any mind ac all.

“If you're so damned smart why ain't
vou a foreman?” 1 would hear my
mother going for him when the bulb
that lit the kitchen and the lamp that
lit the door were the only hights fore-
telling the beginning of the day —and
was still going at him in the bedroom
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alter dark when supper dishes had been
put away and the gas lamp burned be-
fore the door once more.

Yer in the howrs between she paid
her lot no mind. sometimes singing to
hersell —

Take me for a joy-ride

A aivl-ride, a boy-ride

I'm as reckless as [ can be

[ don't care what becomes of me.

There were no heroes nor heroines on
my [ather's side ol the [amily, although
he had many brothers and sisters. My
mother’s family, on the other hand, con-
sistedd of nothing but heroes and hero-
mmes — ol whom the most heroic was
Uncle-Theodore-the-Great-Lakes-Sailor.

Uncle Theodore had had a fisthght
with the cook on the deck ol the steamer
Chicora that the ship's captain  had
stopped: which of the brawlers had be-
gun it he didn't care to hear, but one
would have to pack his gear and get off
the Chicora. Some captain.

Uncle Theodore packed his gear and
walked ashore at Benton Harbor alter
shaking hands with everybody but the
captait.

He should have said goodbye to the
captain, too, for the Chicora went down
with all hands on her next trip.

Down with all hands to leave not a
trace on the unshaken waters. Not an
overturned lileboat nor a sailor boy's
cap. Not a beer cork nor a clay pipe nor
a smudge of oil. Cutters scoured the
waves [or davs but found no sign. Then
the waves Lroze over, the wind blew the
memory ol their into  winter.
Spring began as though the Chicora had
never been.

But a son ol the Chicora’s hireman
buile a glass-bottomed boat in his Chi-
cago backyard, determined to find the
wreck on the lake’s shifting floor or go
down himself. Five days alter he had put
out, the glass-bottomed cralt capsized.

Down went the brave son ol the brave
hreman to join the brave crew ol the
brave ship Chicora below the cowardly
waves. Down to the uselessly shilting
sands, yet determined all the way down.
And left no more sign than his [ather
had.

My mother spoke of these upsets as
though the glass-bottomed disaster were
the greater. But my [ather insisted thao
the youth who had followed his [ather
had been simply one more glass-hot-
tomed damned fool.

“Not all the damned fools are at the
hottom of the lake,” my mother ob-
served.

Iaes

How having a relative who didn’t hap-
pen to go down with the Chicora made
anvone an authority on shipping disas-
ters my lather claimed he failed to see.

How a man could work six years for
the Yellow Cab Company and not get
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PLAYBOY

to be foreman was what my mother
[ailed to sce.

How a man could get o be a [ore-
man when he had a woman who never
let him rest was another thing my father
[ailed o see.

Il a man didn’t have a woman to in-
spire him he could never be a million-
airc was how things looked to my
mother.

If a man has to be nagged into being
a millionaire he's better off to stay poor
was my father's decision.

Some men couldn’t even be nagged
into being a foreman my mother im-
plied.

Then she might as well save her
breath, my father concluded, and threw
the cat off the davenport.

“That's right, blame everything on the
cat.”” My mother encouraged us all to
penalize the cat for our poverty.

“What good is a cat that won't hunt
mice?” my father wanted to know, with
the Saturday FEvening Blade across his
face.

“He can't hunt mice because he's han-
dicapped.” my mother explained.

“Then let him hunt a handicapped
mouse,” my father suggested.

“He can’t hunt because he can't
smell,”” my mother insisted. “When you
cut off a kitten’s whiskers he'll never
smell anything.”

“Has he tried using his noser” my
father inquired softly.

I'd snipped the brute’s whiskers off
with my sister's nail scissors. but to this
very day I cannot help but feel that the
real reason that cat never caught mice
was. purcly and simply, that it didn’t
aant to take unnecessarv chances. It
was accident-prone and it knew it. Es
pedially when I was near,

When it limped home trying to lick
red paint olt its fur, however. that was
non¢ of my doing. I simply hadn't
thought of it. The stull stuck pretey
good, especially onto the softer [ur
around its paws. Both my mother and
father agreed that nobody could have
done anvthing as idiotic as ducking a
cat into a can ol red paint except
Johnny Sheeley, but they were both
wrong.

The kid who had done it, the Kid to
watch out for, the real neighborhood nut
wasn't really Johnny Sheeley. It was
Baldy Costello.

Baldy raised hell with us littler kids.
He was really mean and really bald, too.
And really accident-prone. The T7lst
Sureet trolley, that had never run any-
one down in its life, chomped ofl two of
Baldy’s toes. The shock, it was said, was
what had caused his hair to fall out, but
I think that was only a handy excuse.
That kid never rcally wanted to have
hair.

The backs of both his hands were tat-
woed with decalcomania papers we

188 Called “cockomanies” and sometimes his

forearms, too. He shoved me off my
handmade pushmobile, raced it down to
7lst Street and left it lying in the mid-
dle of the tracks. My sister recovered it
before it got smashed but I never cared
for that pushmobile anymore.

Baldy was a thiefl and was always
caught. Whether anyone had actually
seen him take the money out of a purse
or not was not important, because he
always spent it immediately on cock-
omanies. When money was missing in
the neighborhood, Baldy was sure to
show up half an hour later covered
from forchead to forearms with red,
ereen and purple designs.

A lew yecars later he became one of
the first men o sit in Cook County's
electric chair upon conviction ol murder
and rape.

That's what I mean by accident-prone.

There was no way of prying my
mother off an idea nor an idea off my
mother. One afternoon as our winter
life was running toward spring, 1 was
busy addressing valentines to put into a
box on the teacher’s desk the following
day. She would then call out the names
of everybody's valentine in what was a
kind of runolf election to determine who
was the most popular girl and boy in
the class.

There were 48 kids in that class and
1 had 46 greetings.

“Are you sending one to Mildred
Ford?" my mother asked.

Mildred Ford was the only colored
kid in the Park Manor school at that
tme. How she got there | never was
told. It was just my luck that she should
show up for Valentine's Day.

I had no answer, so I made none.

Mildred Ford, by tacit agreement, had
been ruled off the turl,

No answer didn’t work. When I'd fin-
ished the 46th heart-shaped greeting, my
mother scooped up the bundle.

“You can't send valentines to anybody
unless you send one to everybody,” she
told me.

“Nobody sends a valentine to a nig-
ger, Ma.”

“You heard what I said.”

The situation was bewildering. Here
but a moment ago the world had con-
sisted of 47 of us to one of them, and
now 1 was being told to switch sides.
For what? Just to make it 46 to 27

The situation, as Governor Faubus ex-
pressed it on a later occasion, was un-
tenable.

“Nobody sent her any last year, Ma.”
I fell back on tradition.

“Then this is the year to begin,” she
deaided.

It wasn't, you understand, that T had
anything against that child personally.
It was just that I felt it would be better
for her il we proceeded more gradually,
in another school, on a different holiday.

I was afraid that a promotion to second-
class citizenship, if it came too suddenly,
might leave the girl unbalanced the rest
of her life. All my friends tell me 1
ought to stop putting the interests of
others above my own, but I can’t help
mysell.

The valentine that Miss Ford received
from me possessed as much wit as could
be bought for a penny at that time: It
showed a tearful puppy pleading, “Don’t
Treat Me Like a Dog, Be My Valentine”
— about as [ar as you could go and still
stay segregated in 1918,

All I could see of her, [rom where I
sat, was a pair ol nappy pigtails, cach
tied with a blue ribbon-bow, bent above
the one card she had received.

I never spoke to Mildred Ford, she
never spoke to me. She didn't thank me
for the valentine. But, as she passed me
when class let out. she gave me a glance
that plainly spoke — “You're on the
other side.”

[ had not known until that moment
that there was another side.

Out of odd lore and remnants of old
rains, memory ties rainbows of forget-
fulness about the old lost years.

Out of old rains new rainbows.

One such rainbow for me is a winter
remembrance: a day when the sun had
hidden tll dusk. Then the church across
the prairie lifted its cross like a com-
mand: daylight and doudlight broke the
sky wide, pouring an orangered light.
Triumph and doom shown down, it was
The End and The Beginning.

“Gawd’s blood is burning,” my han-
cée, Ethel, explained to me in an awed
whisper and, genuflecting, she pulled me
down beside her — “Pray” — she ordered
in a hoarse whisper.

“Why?" 1 wanted to kmow just as
hoarscly.

“So yow'll see the face of Gawd.”

“Is that the same as ‘God'?” I wanted
to know.

“Don't say ‘God,” say ‘Gawd'— or you'll
never see His face,” she warned me.

If I missed His [ace I'd catch the next
showing was my thinking.

An image of Jesus hung above the
piano in Ethel’s home, but above our
piano nobody but Uncle Harry looked
down. Yet there was a resemblance: both
had died young of a wound in the heart.
But Uncle Harry's was hidden under
the buttons of his Spanish-American
untlorm.

That uniform still hung in our closct
with a threat about it, because my
mother planned to cut it down to lit me,
to wear to school on the anniversary ol
the sinking of the battleship Maine.
That would be just about what might
be expected of a kid who had asked a
colored girl to be his sweetheart.

Ethel’s [aith in Gawd encouraged me
to wait at the window every evening to
see His colors rage the sunset sky. Yet
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I did not feel 1 had as much to do with
Him, nor He with me, as with the lamp-
lighter who came later.

Came riding a dark bike soltly: softly
as the snow came riding. God's colors
would begin to die on tree and walk and
street, when the lamplighter propped
his ladder against the night to defend
us. Touched a torch o a hlament that
came up green. Then wrned to blue
against the drifted snow.

I [ollowed him with my eyes to see a
line of light come on like tethered hre-
flies. God's colors passed but the night
flares burned steadily on.

For we are very lucky
With a lamp before the door —
And Leerie stops to light 1 —

I read in a book my sister had gotten
for me at a library —

As he lights so many more.

My memory of that Chicago winter is
made of blue-green gas llares across a
shining sheet ol ice so black and snow
so white, it was a marvel to me to recall
that under that ice sheet tomatoes lately
flowered.

St. Columbanus kids stood around the
ice pond’s rim with skates under their
arms, for an inch of water was already
spreading to the pond’s edges. When
they tested the ice it squeaked the first
squeak of spring.

In March came the true thaw, running
waters in running weather, when we

raced the sky to school and raced it home
once more. The St. Columbanus kids
began lingering on the steps ol their
church — then the Light, that had closed
cach night like a door behind their
cross, began to linger, wo. As if to see
what they would be up to next.

Then the fly-a-kite spring came on
and I fled through the ruins of Victory
Gardens pulling a great orange grin of
a kite higher than the cross of St. Colum-
banus, with Ethel screaming behind me.

When it soared so high it no longer
grinned, 1 anchored it and Ethel sent
a message up: 1 LOVE MY saviok. I don't
know what had frightened that kid so.

Yet that whole blue lorencon she

a3 in continuous touch with the
Virgin Mary, assisted by an unlikely
assortment of angels, dead uncles, saints,
martyrs, erring [riends and, ol course,
Gawd. The kite went to work [or the
Church. It became a Jesuit kite scouring
Heaven for proselytes. Ethel ran home
and came back with a cup ol holy water
to help it. I made no protest when she
sprinkled me. She was older and infi-
nitely wiser than myself.

“I'm a Catholic now,” I announced
that night at dinner.

“Eat vour soup.,”
structed me.

“Ethel baptized me.”

“That tikes a priest. Eat your soup.”

“I want o see the face ol Gawd.”

“Eat yowr soup.”

I ate the soup but brooded.

my mother in-

“ldward, I want a divorce.”

Nobody knew I was brooding until 1
looked at the bread pudding with dis-
taste. Then it was plain something had
gone wrong.

So my sister ate it for me and helped
my mother with the dishes while I sat
on, bread-puddingless, till the last dish
was stacked.

Just as Ethel burst into our Kitchen.
She was weeping with anger or disap-
pointment — “I'm running away from
home! I'm going to live with you!”

My father looked at my mother for an
explanation. My mother looked at Ethel.

Ethel’s father had died without last
rites and her mother had paid a priest
5100 to keep her late husband [rom
spending  eternity in Purgatory. The
priest, Ethel now told us between sobs.
had returned to tell the family that all
the 5100 had done was w0 get the old
man to his knees. It would take another
S100 to get him out. But Ethel's mother
had answered, “If the old man is on his
knees, let him jump the rest of the way,”
and had sent the priest on his way. The
blasphemy had provoked Ethel’s decision
to run away Irom home.

Ethel's mother opened the Kitchen
door, tossed in an armful of the girl's
clothing onto the floor —“And don’t come
home!” she announced, and slammed
the door on her pious daughter.

The cast-out girl stood silently. Then
her features began working,

“He'll never see the lace of Gawd!™
she howled her grief and love. “He'll
never see His face!™

“Then let him look at his ass,” my
father made a swilt decision.

On weckdays 1 got a penny to spend
and blew my nose into a rag. But on
Sundays I got 10 cents and a clean hand
kerchiel. Weekdays gave only the mean-
est kind of choice: that between two
yellow jawbreakers or licorice whips or
a piece of chewing wax shaped like a
wine bottle with a few drops of sugar
water inside. But Sundays oflered
choice between a chocolate or vanilla
or strawberry sundae.

Sundays were for sundaes, the very
same day that Ethel was my girl and |
was the one with the dime. Ethel owned
weekdays  because she was closer to
Gawd. But Sundays belonged to me be-
cause 1 was the one who knew the way
to the country where maraschino cherries
lived atop vanilla ice-cream cones. Where
strawberries loved whipped cream and
pincapple syrup ran down both sides of
banana splits. It was all butter-cream
frosting there, where caramels lived in
candy pans and Green River lizzed be-
side root beer. It was always root-beer
and ginger-ale time, it was always time
for lemonade there. Where walnuts
lived in butter-cream fudge and pecans
lived in chocolate. [t was the one place
where vanilla, chocolate and strawberry
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embraced. Ethel's church was St. Colum-
banus but mine was John the Greek's,
The Store Where Ice Cream Came True.

Yet even there Ethel couldn’t forget
Gawd. She was really dotty on  Jesus.
The minute John the Greek brought us
two glasses of water, that kid would
start sprinkling me. 1 didn’t mind the
wetting as the day was warm. But as she
had already used holy water on me with-
out any resule, I didn’t see how a couple
elasses of soda-fountain water would do
any good.

And as though that weren't enough
superstition for one Sunday, she would
dare me to step on a crack in the walk
all the way home. I I did. Gawd would
strike me dead, she decided.

I didn’t belicve a word of it. 1 put
both feet down fat, deliberately, on each
crack of the walk. all the way home.

Nothing happened.

“You wait and see,” she warned me.

Another Sunday, though the weather
was still cool, Ethel and her mother and
my mother and mysclf took a basket
lunch and swimming suits and went to
the Jackson Park beach.

A replica of Columbus’ flagship, the

Santa Maria, had been standing around
the Jackson Park lagoon since the
World's Fair of 1895, We twok our

lunch on the grass in view of its routing
hulk. Ethel and her mother went to the
women’s bathhouse and I went to the
men's o change into swimming suits.

My mother wasn't going swimming
hersell and she felt the weather was o
cool for swimming. I[ I wanted to go in
the water 1 would have to put the suit
on over my winter underwear.

When | came out of the bathhouse
Ethel's mother took one look and
started to laugh. Then my mother
laughed. It must have been a pitiful
sight. When Ethel began to laugh, how-
ever, 1 [elt really brought down.

In pauses in our play. after that Sun-
day, Ethel would survey me gravely —
then give me a smile of thinnest mock-
ery as she saw me once more in a swim-
ming suit drawn on over a suit ol long
underwear. Ground lost by such expe-
ricnce 1s not casily regained.

As the roll--hoop spring came on blue
as peace. By the light that now lingered,
the light that now held, I stood bowed
against the gas lamp aving warning —
“cicht-nine-ten-redlisht!”” As the roll-a-
hoop spring raced to a summer of
redlight pursuit.

A terrier got hit in the street by a car
that kept going. We heard its yelp and
wittched it diag itsell o the curb. Ethel
gave it last rites.

The next morning she sot me out ol
bed to give it a Catholic burial. And |
hadn’'t even known the brute was Chris-
tian.

We

took wrns digeing with a toy

192 shovel. When it was deep enough Ethel

began crossing hersell and T stepped
back until she should tell me to throw
in the deccased.

Johnny Sheeley came up, put his six
quarts of milk down, and took the
shovel [rom me. The grave wasn’t deep
cnough, it seemed.

At his fust stroke, the shovel bent and
Johnny looked humiliated.

“Wait for me,” he asked us. We stood
around until he came back bearing a
man-sized shovel.

Johnny dug until we grew tired of
watching him and wandered off to hunt
fourleaf clovers. When we came back
he had dug himsell o his waist.

The dead terrier lay beside the milk.
Ethel threw in an extra prayer for the
dog and I practiced crossing mysell until
it was time lor lunch.

From our [ront window, I witched
Johnny on the warm noon. digging [or
his life. He had. it was plain, [orgotien
both dog and milk. dirty home and dirty
mother. In the early afternoon Ethel
came down to fetch me and we went out
to watch Johnuy for lack of anything
clse o do.

“You're going 1o catch it il vou don’t
get home.” Ethel shouted down into the
hole lrom which we could see Johnny's
sweat-tousled head. Her answer was a
shovelful of dirt from which we both
jumped back.

Johuny dug until we saw his mother
coming — somebody  had  snitched! She
was a formidable harridan who sup-
ported half a dozen sons and daughters
with her backyard dairy. doing more her-
sell than her whole brood combined.
Johnny tricd to scramble out, but
couldn’t get a hold. His mother had to
get two ol his brothers out ol bed o pull
him up.

When they got him up, without a
word they both began punching him,
while his mother slapped him with the
broad of her hand. Johnny ducked into
a running crouch and all three [ollowed,
punching and slapping, the old woman
carrying the soured milk in her lelv hand
while she slapped at his cars with her
right.

The battle went across South Park
Avenue, with Ethel and me following,
drawn by horror and joy, through a nar-
row way between the building and up
the alley between South Park and Ver-
non Avenue. when Ethel's mother and
minc both hollered us back into our own
yards. 1 don’t remember whether the
terrier ever got buried.

I know the great hole remained there
until my father hlled it with the shovel
Johnny had lefe, and Ethel and 1 had to
rewurn the shovel as some sort of punish-
ment. Nobody knew what we had to be
punished for, but my punishment was
always the same; 1 was excommunicated
from the Citholic Church. I don't see
how my flather was qualified to excom-

municate anybody, but he did it all the
siame.

This time it was mv mother who
thought the action was comical and my
[ather who went around growling that
somebody ought to have that milk-
delivery kid locked up before he started
thinking about girls.

So far as I know. Johnny never got
any ideas about girls that were any fun-
nier than anyone else's,

In the late sunflowered summer of
1918 I took my hancée to John the
Greek's confectionery on the corner ol
Vernon Avenue and 7lst Swreet. She
ordered a  strawberry  sundae and 1
ordered chocolate and  John put his
[avorite record on his mechanical piano
and sang along with the song for us —

If you don’t like your Unecle Sammy

If you don’t like the ved, white and
blue

Go back from whence you came

Whatever land its name

Don’t bite the hand thal’s feeding
}’f"l’ —

In the corn-stalked autumn of 1918 1
built a new pushmobile out ol an orange
crate and fitted it with a candle holder.
When my lather got off the 71st Street
trolley he could see me Hlickering toward
him in the dark. And held my hand all
the way home,

- - -

That was the last autumn my mother
took me to see my grandmother and
erandiather.

We walked together below the Like
Street ¢l, and a grandfatherly light came
down through the Lake Street ties.

All the way o the West Side House.

The West Side House was where my
erandfather sat sealing cigars ol his own
making with a lick of his tongue. The
band he wrapped cach cigar in said it
was a Father & Son Cigar.,

And he had promised to tell me a
secret he had not told any ol his other
grandchildren.

And the secret that 1 was never to tell
was that he, himself. personally, my oun
grandfather, had thought up the name of
the Father & Son Cigar! That he was
therclore the inventor of the Father &
Son Cigar! And that he had applied lor
4 patent on the name: FATHER & SON
CIGAR.

And that it was a good cigar.

I was proud to have the man who had
invented the Father & Son Cigar for a
egrandlather.

Then he made the wooden hall-hgure
ol a clown on his worktable blow real
smoke at me and we went upstains to
dinner.

Behind my grandfather's West Side
House stood the Sommerhaus, a hule
old-world cottage with blinds.

It was always summer in the Sommer-
haus.
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‘The old man sat at dinner with his
wile at his right hand and all his married
daughters, and all his married sons. and
his grandchildren running in and out of
the Sommerhans. He was proud that all
of his grandchildren had been born in
the States.

But I was the only one in the whole
wibe for whom hie made a wooden clown
that blew real smoke.

I was the only one the old man ever
told who thought up the name of the
Father & Son Cigar.

And that it 1 good cigar.

After dinner Uncle Bill sat at the
plaver piano and played The Faded
Coat of Blue and Aunt Toby sang the
words. Aunt Toby didu’t look exactly
faint and hungry the way it said in the
song —

He sank faint and hungry

Among the vanquished brave

And they laid him sad and lonely
In a grave unknown

O no more the bugle

Calls the lonely one

Rest, noble spirit

In thy grave unknown —

but I figured it must be because she had
just had dinner.

Then in no time at all it was time to
2o home and | walked back with my
mother below the Lake Street el

A grandfatherly light drifred like yel-
low cigar smoke between the ties and my
mother bummed cheerfully —

Take me for a joy-ride

A girlride, a boy-ride

I'm as veckless as I can be

I don’t care whal becomes of me —

all the way home.

Halloween night Ethel and 1 put on
false faces and went up and down Tlst
Street chalking windows ol laundry, un-
dertaker, delicatessen and butcher shop.
Dotty as ever, Ethel chalked a cross on
John the Greek's and 1 wrote below the
Cross — EVERYTHING INSIDE 15 A penyy! and
we both ran off screaming. On my way
home from the Park Manor School the
next noon. all the store windows had
been washed clean except John the
Greek's.

John’s window stayed chalked. On
Sunday morning police broke the lock
and found John hanging by his belt
above the candy tins. 1 don't know how
it had happened, but 1 now knew there
was something terrible afoot in  the
world, and began to skip the sidewalk
cracks just to make sure if wouldn't get
me,

I skipped the cracks with particular
care when passing the Hanged Man's
Place. Frost froze the cracks over and the
Hanged Man's windows went white.

I rubbed off the frost with my mitten
and peered in: Dust and cold had laid

194 @ gray hand across the bottles of Green

River and Coca-Cola. The great jar of
fresh strawberry syrup had fermented,
then split the bowl, bubbled over the
counter. It hung in a long frozen drip
like a suring ol raw meat.

The magic of strawberry was gone.
The magic of its smells and the magic
ol its color all hung in a freczing dust.

That night I said the German prayer
my mother had taught me out of her
own childhood:

Ich bin kiein

Mein Herz ist rein

Darf niemand 'drin wohnen

Bloss Gott und die Engel allein.

Yet somewhere between that St. Valen-
tine's Day and the Store Where Ice
Cream Came True | had realized that
where God's colors raged hehind a lifted
cross was no business of mine: that these
were for people who lived upstairs and
not for people who lived down.

o o A

My father was a working man in a day
when the working hour was from 6 anr.
to 6 p.ar. He left the house before day-
light six days a week and returned home
after dark six days a week. year in and
year out.

He worked for McCormick Reaper and
Otis Elevator and Packard and the Yel-
low Cab Company in a ume when there
wis no sick leave, no vacatons, no sen-
iority and no social security. ‘There was
nothing lor him to do but to get a hold
as a machinist and to hold as hard as he
could as long as he could.

He was a good holder but he was un-
able to keep any one job for more than
four or five years because he couldn’t
handle other men. He could handle any
picce of machinery, if left alone. But he
was as unable to give orders as he was to
take them. He was a tenacious holder,
but alter four or five years he would hit
a foreman. This would happen so blindly
that he would be as stunned by it as the
man he had hit.

When he walked into the kitchen at
noon with his tool chest under his arm
my mother knew it had happened again.
The first time this happened | was
frightened, because [ had never seen
him. during the week, in the middle of
the day. I had the feeling my mother was
going to go for him like never belore.

That was onc ume she didn’t go at
him at all.

Then for days we lived under an op-
pression of which only the tool chest in
the corner of the kitchen spoke. On the
morning I rose to find the rool chest and
the old man gone to work together, the
sense of ominousness lifted, and life be-
i once more.,

He was a fixer of machinery in basc-
ments and garages who had seen the
Elecurified Fountain in Lincoln Park.

My father was a farm youth who had

come to the city to see Liutle Egypt
dance, and had stayed on to work for
many great plants: for they offered him
twice the wages that others were getting
for doing the same work.

He liked earning twice as much as any-
body c¢ls¢ and would stay on the job
loyally until some picket would take him
aside and ask him how he would like to
have his head biown off his shoulders.

My father would say that he would
like to wait until after lunch if that
wiasn't asking too much.

He had witnessed the fight between
police and anarchists on the Black Road
near the McCormick works. He heard
Samuel Fielden speak on the Lake Front.
but his most vivid memory was of Honey:
throat Regan singing /f He Can Fight
Like He Can Love[Goodby | Geymany.

My father avoided being killed in sit-
uations simmering with violence simply
because he didn’t hear anything simmer-
ing.

- - -

The day falls with a colder light today,
between the Lake Street ties, than once
fell between the blinds of the Sommer-
haus.

It was always summer in the Sommer-
haus, the old-world house lit by a grand-
fatherly light, where grandchildren ran
in and out before dinner.

When 1 was the only one, of all those
children, to whom the old man told the
name ol the inventor of The Father &
Son Cigar.

And the farm boy from Black Oak
who worked [or McCormick Reaper and
Otis Elevator and Packard and Yellow
Cab became an old man on a West Side
bed. An old man who lay without know-
ing that his wile and son stood looking
down at him.

They saw his right hand take the fin-
gers of his left as though something had
gone wrong with the fingers, and saw he
was trying to fix the machinery of his
left hand with the machinery of his right.

They saw him pass from life into death
still trying to fix machinery.

His old woman saw him go, yet she did
not weep.

So the son knew that, for all his fixing,
the old man hadn't fixed anything aflter
all.

Now a winter of a single wind drives
snow against the blue-and-white legend
that once said LARE stReer. But the ads
that once bragged and the pigeons that
made summer strut, drunkard and lover
both alike, have passed into neon mists
adrift above the town.

Captain and crewman, all alike, are
down with all hands on the proud ship
Chicora: lost without trace i the ice of
South Haven.

Sunken without sign on the unshaken
waters.

Yet it was a good cigar.
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PLAYBOY PHILOSOPHY

in, month out — isn't the Playmate, it's
our articles on male fashion.

In truth, the vociferous critic of
PLAYBOY is apt to reveal more about him-
sell than about our magazine. There is
something wrong with an adult who is
embarrassed by pictures of pretty girls
and who becomes extremely agitated
when sex is treated with anything but
solemnity. They are frequently people
who have more than their share of mor-
bid curiosity about the reams of news
print devoted in the daily press to stories
in which there is a close association be-
tween sex and sin, vice, crime, violence
and the exposé.

During our first year of publication,
we had a Chicago police censor point to
a full color illustration of a story by
Erskine Caldwell and inform us that it
was objectionable, because the man in
the loose fitting overalls, sprawled out
on the front steps of a wooden shack,
had an erection. It was an erection that.
existed entirely in the mind of that
police censor. The artist had drawn
wrinkles in the overalls, but the diligent
censor had found an erection there.

Here's a more recent example of the
same sort of subjective criticism ol con-
tent: Most of the comment quoted at the
beginning of this editorial was concerned

(continued [rom page 170)

with concept and we will get to that in
the second hall of this statement of
pLAYBOY's philosophy. The most critical
of the group was Professor Benjamin
DeMott, however, and he concerned him-
self with both concept and content in his
article, “The Anatomy of rLAVBOY,” ac-
cusing us in his final paragraph — along
with other “girlic books” —of having
been born from “stinking seeds.” A color-
ful writer, this professor. Now let’s sce
how accurite he is. Our Party Jokes page
is enlivened each month with whimsical
sketches of a tiny female nymph we
affectionately call a Femlin. In the May
1962 issue, the first sketch shows the
little imp watching a man shave with an
electric razor; in the second sketch, the
Femlin playfully tgs at the razor’s cord,
trying to pull the plug free from the
wall socket: in the last drawing, the razor
has stopped running and the man is
scowling down at his Femlin, while she
hides the plug behind her back and
smiles impudently over her shoulder at
us. That's the way celebrated arust
LeRoy Neiman thought he'd drawn his
May Femlin illustrations. Now let Pro-
fessor DeMott describe the very same
scene, as he did in his Commentary ar-
ticle: “The white space on a page of a
recent PLAYBOY was dressed with three

“Here comes old man Simpson and his
Christmas bonuses.”

sketches of a man shaving with an elec
tric razor, in the company ol Miss
Buxom clad in black stockings and
gloves. In the first panel the girl studies
the wall plug 1o which the razor is at-
tached; the second shows her pulling the
plug from the wall — the man still shaves,
owing to the current she gencerates; in
the third, the girl holds the razor cord
in her hands and smiles down approv-
ingly as the man touches the buzzing ma-
chine to her pleased nipple.”

The professor obviously lives in a far
more sensual world than we do, for he
apparently sees sexual activity all around
him, where none exists. He was able to
supply an entire secondary story line of
his own to the illustrations, even though
the drawings themselves made his con-
clusions impossible. In the second sketch,
where he has decided the Femlin is gen-
erating electric current to run the razor,
the razor is still running, because the
plug (dearly shown in the drawing) is
not yet [ully removed from the wall
socket; in the last sketch, where the pro-
lessor describes the Femlin smiling down
approvingly “as the man touches the
buzzing machine to her pleased nipple,”
the plug is now out ol the wall and the
razor is no longer running. In none of
the skerches is the Femlin touching the
exposed end of the plug (she is always
holding the insulated cord), permitting
not the slightest possibility for the pro-
fessor's interpretation, And lastly, the
head ol the razor is not pointed in
the direction of the Femlin and is not
even touching the Femlin's breast. Pro-
{essor DeMott used this descriptive scene
to help prove the exureme sexual nature
ol reavsoy and the illusion he says we
ury to create, that all women are over-
sexed or, as he rather cudely puts it,
“wild wild wild o be snarch.™

What do vou say about a critic whose
sexual fantasics include the application
of clectric razors to girl's nipples(z!) and
who not only builds such a fantasy with-
out marterial help from the source (like
the joke about the man who saw sexual
scenes in every Rorschach inkblot and,
alter the test, asked the psychiatrist if he
could borrow the “dirty pictures” lor a
party he was having that weekend), but
who actually manages to ignore all de-
tails in the drawings that make his inter-
pretation of them quite impossiblez [t
may be reasonable to suggest that the
“stinking sceds” the good prolessor finds
in PLAVBOY are actually growing in his
mind rather than on our pages.

In the second part of “The Playboy
Philosophy,” which appears next month,
Editor-Publisher Hugh M. Hefner an-
swers the critics of rLaveoy's concepl
and discusses the Upbeal Generation,
the womanization of Amervica and owr
drift towards an asexual society.



PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

1940. Belore that I'd been working in
clubs, mainly the 18 Club on 52nd Street
in New York, a comedians’ cub where
they did nothing but rib the customers.
I didn't do jokes, I did impersonations
and impressions of anybody and cvery-
body: Humphrey Bogart, Charles Boyer,
the owners of the club, anybody that
deserved o be  impersonated.  Jack
Warner came in one night, and the
nicest guy I know, Freddie Lamb, one
of the managers, pointed me out to him.
Warner must have been loaded — he put
me under contract and 1 started out lor
the Coast. In Chicago I found out I could
change my ticket and stay overnight. I
ran into Red Skelton, Danny Thomas
and a couple other guys there and 1 did
a little gambhing, I don’t gamble often.
I have a philosophy: Why put money on
something vou {hink when money is
already something you know? But this
time it wasn't working for me, and I
lost evervthing but about six bucks. |
knew I couldn’t eat in the dining car all
the rest of the way to Hollvwood on
that, so I got olf at some clam-town
stop. bought myself a box of Baby Ruths,
and Baby Ruthed mysell all the wav o
Hollywood. I was so hungry when I got
there I would have eaten lime jello. The
pictures I made were not Award con-
tenders. I plaved sailors, gangsters, Arabs,
musicians. | had a lot of fun in those
pictures, but now that I look back on
them I realize it was a waste ol time.
IUs always a waste of time when a
comedian plays an Arab.

pLayeoy: Now that you're no lmigcr
playing Arabs, and have won a position
in Hollywood where you can write your
own ticket, why are you going back into
television?

GLEASON: Simple. [ like the action. It's
too big an industry for me to sit around
and watch it go by. and I'm 100 big :
ham. Besides, it's part of my business.
I'm not just one kind of entertainer,
pLaYBoy: With a weekly scries, aren't
you concerned about overexposure:
GLEASON: I've been exposed as much as
anybody ¢lse, and I'm sull breathing,
Being exposed doesn’t worry me as much
as nol bheing exposed: that’s why I came
back. 1 never lorget that T started with
nothing and I can wind up with noth-
ing. See this lighter and this cigarctte
case I carry? Solid gold. But they're not
monogrammed. You can't hock  stuff
that's monogrammed.

PLAYBOY: Might it not be better for you
if vou did only one show a month, or
biz shows on an irregular schedule?
GLEASON: You can’t do that. You can't
build an audience that way. It’s a habit
an audience gets o, watching vou
every week, If you're on once a month
vou have to have a big publicity cam-
paign o get people aware that you're

(continued from page 66)

coming back on. Networks arent inter-
ested in specials anymore. You'll sce
very few this season. They can’t gauge
vittings on single shows, they don't know
whait they draw, and therefore they can't
sell them to advertisers. Besides, can you
imagine people sitting around for [our
weeks waiting to see The Great Gleason?
pLAYBOY: What do you think ol adver-
tisers. sponsors, and the Madison Avenue
mind in general?

GLEASON: | never had much formal educa-
tion — a couple weeks at Bushwick High
in Brooklyn and a few more at John
Adams. And because I lacked formal
education, I used to worry about going
up against the Madison Avenue crowd.
Then T remembered how it was in
Brooklyn. When I was hanging around
i front of poolrooms and drugstores,
cigarcttes were a luxury. Guys were al-
wiys grubbing them from you, and you
had to be ready for them. What vou did,
vou bought a pack and put 19 in your
pocket and kept one in the pack, so
when a guy wied o bum one you'd
say, “Last one.” Then you'd try to bum
one from him. Well, what I found out
wis that whether you're dealing with
kids in Brooklyn or Yale men on Madi-
son Avenuc, whether you're doing it in
lront ol a poolroom or in 21, you oughta
always have just one cigarette in the
pack.

pLaYBOY: Does this mean you have to be
prepared for some horse trading when
vou do business with Madison Avenue?
GLEASON: I'm saving vou can't leave your
brains on the bedside wable. I've been
lucky in that I've always had good peo-
ple negotiaung for me. 1 haven’t had to
do too much mysell. One time I remem-
ber we were negotiating the contract for
The Honeymooners. | think it amounted
to something like S17.000,000 for three
vears. That sounded like a dream to me,
so I [ell asleep. 1 wasn't being disrespect-
ful, I was slecpy. That's like the time I
sent a CBS vice-president out 1o get me
a boule of red wine. It wasn't that 1
wanted him to be my flunky. He just
didn’t scem to be doing anything at the
moment, and 1 was thirsty. He enjoved
the wine, too, by the way., But I'll ell
you one thing about Madison Avenue
and network guys. Their word is solid
gold. It might be tough to get their
word, but once they give it they stick to
it. I'll have o admit that their language
is prewy funny sometimes. An agency
friend of mine gave me a new one the
other day. In a mecting, his boss said,
"Don't let's issue them uniforms until
we're sure they're on our team.” You
got to [all down when you hear that Kind
ol language. People have a lot of [un
at the expense ol those Madison Avenue
bovs, but vou shouldn’t underestimate
their intelligence, Theyre smart, you

got to hand them that. But mavbe
they're not as smart as I am in onc arca:
comedy. If they were, they'd be doing it
PLAYBOY: Have they ever tried to inter-
fere with vour ideas?
GLEASON: They've wried sometimes. They
would make suggestions, ask why 1
didn’t do a particular scene this way or
that way. But I never ook their advice
because 1 knew what I was doing and
they didn’t. If they didn’t think I knew
what I was doing, why would they have
hired me? You get used to their trying
to interfere. It's only human for them
to wry. Early this year when we were
putting together our first show, we
thought of an idea and one of the writ-
ers said, “They won't let us do that.” 1
said, “Fine. That'll give us our first
chance to fight with them and we'll get
that over with.” I've never come to the
point of walking out because of inter-
ference. You resolve these  things.
They'll let you win one or two fights
. . . but you gotia win them. You gotta
be right. And I always was. Once you
establish that, they don't question you.
The greatest example 1s The Honey-
mooners. They said it would be inferior
on film. They didn't realize that two-
thirds of the nation never saw it any
way bul on film — inferior film, Kine-
scope, because of the change in time
from East to West. They argued against
film, but I went ahead and did it on
film, and it's in its ninth time around in
syndication. I think that’s a pretty good
record of knowing what I'm doing.
PLAYBOY: You'r¢ returning to a much
maligned medium. Do you feel that the
criticism is justified?
cleason: | don’t think there’s much
wrong with it. 1 think it's a great me-
dium and that it's progressing [faster
than any other entertainment medium
ever progressed. 1 think children are
much smarter because of it, they have a
ereater  scope  of intelligence, wider
vocabularies than they might have with-
out it. The only thing wrong with TV
15 the viewers. They don't economize on
their watching, You can't do that with
any medium. If they would view it a little
less they would appreciate what they sec
a litdle more. I don't sce that Pay TV
is gaing to improve it much except to
enable people to select what they think
they want to see. The way it is now,
they get it all for nothing and they
don't know when o quit. If they're
paying maybe they’ll be more selective.
But the same things will be on it ex
cept a few things that aren’t on now —
plays, operas, big fights. Maybe they'll
ler vou see the big hights for nothing.
payeoy: It has often been that
network  television, a mass  medium,
places inhibitions on creative Ireedom.
Wouldn't you have more scope to do
what you want, say, on Broadwav?
GLEASON: | was on Broadway in Take Me
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Along, and 1T never had a worse time in
my life.

PLAYBOY: But wasn’t that because of vour
much publicized {eud with David Mer-
rick, the producer?

GLEASON: I don't know any David Mer-
nck. the producer. i

PLAYBOY: Well, would vou ever perform
again in a musical or a Broadway plav
for a David Merrick, il vou knew such
a producer?

GLEASON: | never performed for him, 1
worked for the audience. No. 1 wouldn’t
do it again. Nor for anvbodv else. It’s
too dull. I was in it 15 months. and that's
a long time. They just recently offered
me a show and said they'd run only five
days a week if I'd do it. That would
make theatrical history. 1 turned it
down. It was a good idea, too — a musi-
cal version of Born Yesterday.

playsoY: OI all the things vou do
prolessionally — comedy, dramatic acting,
song-writing, conducting — which gives
vou the most satisfaction?

GLEASON: Just perlorming. And creating.
Most of the things I do are my own
creation. The TV show, although it's
written by writers, is a creation ol mine.
PLAYBOY: Are the comic characters you've
created — Regeie Van Gleason, the Poor
Soul, Ralph Kramden —in
autobiographical?

GLEASON: No, they aren’t any Jekvlls or
Hydes. They all were created with malice
alorethoughu.

pLaveoy: What about The Honeymoon-
ers? Did you ever know a couple like
that?

GLEASON: Evervbody knows a couple like
that. That's why the show lasted so long.
PLaYBOY: What is vour actual technique
ol creation on a show like The Honey-
mooners: Do you sit at the typewriter?
GLEASON: No, when [ write I sit with a
pencil and pad. I put down some ideas
and I tell the writers, “If any of these hit
you, fine.” We might go from one idea
to something a million miles away. If
none ol the ideas hit them, we try some-
thing else. We discuss them and they vo
away and write them, and I either like
what they do or don’t, and they fx them
or whatever, and then we got a scene.

A0y SCHSC

Same way with my music. I can't read
music. I play a little rumpet, some one-
hand piano, and boutled-in-bond drums.
I get the ideas and discuss them with
darrangers, and they give me what I want
to hear on paper, the way I've heard it
in my head.

pLaYBOY: How do you account for the
fact that you never learned to play the
piano with two hands?

GLEASON: | nced one free 1o hold a glass.
Hell, I'm glad I'm not a real musician.
No real musician would do what I do
m music. My theories aren’t musically
sound, they say, but theyre sound pub-
lic theories. For example, a Dixieland
band with strings behind it — what real
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musician in his right mind would think
of doing that? Or a choir of trumpets?
Or 32 mandolins? We had a hell of a
time getting those mandolin players. It
turned out that every mandolin player
was an Italian barber, and for two days
while we were making that record you
couldn't get a haircut in the Bronx,
Manhattan, Brooklyn, or Queens. Also,
I had the first big vocal group that made
noises like musical instruments. It was
a riot. Everybody’s copied it since.
PLAYBOY: Time described your music as
suggesting “Log Cabin syrup poured
over slowly turning pizza.” What do you
say to that?

GLeason: A hell of a lot of people scem
to like Log Cabin syrup poured over
slowly turning pizza.

PLAYBOY: Onc of your [ormer associates
says that your income from records alone
is over S100,000 a year. Is this true?
GLEASON: That must be his cut.

PLAYBOY: Do you rcally think, as you
have been quored as saying, that the
$100,000 a year CBS pays you to stay off
other networks is “peanuts’?

GLEASON: I never said it was peanuts. I
said it was just enough to keep me ex-
clusive, and just enough to make me
aggravated that I wasn’t on regular,
piayeoy: How much do you earn in a
year?

GLEASON: I really don’t know. Five dollars
more or less than the bills. Everybody’s
happy.

pLayeoy: How much do you spend in a
week?

GLEASON: T never keep account. Hon-
estly. T do overtip. One night in El
Morocco 1 asked a waiter how much
was the most he ever got and he said
5100. I gave him $200. Then 1 asked him
who gave him the $100. He said, “You
did, Mr. Gleason.” Who else but The
Greatest? But I don’t know why any-
body would earn a lot of money except
to spend it. My family's taken care of, 1
got no one dependent on me, so other
than admiring a savings account I don’t
know what the hell else I could do with
my moncy. People have the strange idea
that I throw money away, simply be-
cause I spend it quickly. They think 1
don’t know the value of money. It
might be that the reason I spend it is
because 1 do know its value. You can’t
sit on it, wear it, make a house with it.
You surc can’t kiss it. What else can you
do but spend it?

pLAYBOY: On what do you spend most?
GLEASON: My home. The only thing that
made it so expensive was not that there
is anything garish in it, but that the
materials used are so unusual. Marble
came from Italy. Special wood was used,
the Kkind they build ships out of. And
the workmanship cost a lot.

pLaveoy: How would you describe the
decor?

GLEASON: Gleason Contemporary. I de-
signed most of it myself. It’s the most

zip up...
and ski

SKi WEAR

at fine stores everywhere
Write for free catalogue

408 South Huntington Ave. Boston 30, Mass.

IRISH

Authentic Clan
designs and
colourings

-
Kennedy
McGregor
Royal Stewart
Anderson
.. Black Watch
See Buchanan

Bet

SATISFACTION
GUARANTEED

_ Select Clan design, semi $14 (Post Prepaid) to
lilex imports, dept. D
Line-Lexington, Pa. (Request FREE Colour Brochure)

pipe tobacco

a unique blend with no amﬁcml Aavoring
— with a delicious flavor which is both un-
usual and distinctive — cured in pure honey
and rum.
Postpaid — 8 oz 16 ox.
check quantity $3.25 $6.00
$end Chark i Mensy Order— Conn. Bmidenlt sdd 3% sales tax

baded cwed  THE OWL SHOP

268 COLLEGE ST, NEW HAVEN, CONN.
SEND FOR FREE JLLUSTRATED CATALOG!
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For Her Christmas “Knight”

This luxuriously soft and lightweight Sir
Jac is the perfect gift for every sweet-
heart’s Christmas “‘Knight."” Laminated
orlon and wool knit in the popular alpaca
stitch. New winged front styling. Sizes
46-46. Ask for Sir Jac Style 6850 at your
favorite store . . . and watch your “Knight"
glow with joy, come Christmas!

STAHL-URBAN C€O., DEPT. P, BROOKHAVEN, MISS.

=
= (CHANCE

. YOUR WATCH BAND!

Replace your watch band with
a fresh, stylishly correct Brite
watch Band. Now in popular
Military Stripes and Weaves
plus Metal Expansion in yel-
low or white, leather inlay.
From $1.00 to $5.98 at stores
everywhere.

AMERICAN
2" LAsTS

e,

FOR MEN WHO KNOW STYLE
The new — the different — | =2007 Jaunty
imported footwear, in a hand-| semi-bootin
some variety for street, dress, smooth calf
casual wear. Sizes 5 to 13; A with hand
to EEE. From $12.95 to $159.55. stitching.

832 Freight St.

Brockton, Mass.
MPORTS

WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG TODAY!

T/éganzg

comfortable place I've ever been in, and
I've devoted most of my lile to being
comfortable.

PLAYBOY: Is it truc that there is a $38,000
Rolls-Royce in your garage?

GLEASON: No, not anymore. I gave it
away to a charity. Anyone can get a
Rolls. Few can give one away. Besides,
the ashtrays were [ull.

prayeoY: What do you do with your spare
time?

GLEASON: I have no spare time. I'm either
working or I'm playing golf. Oh, I might
drop into Toots’ place to kill a couple
hours every once in a while. But, you
know, talking to Toots is hard work, too,
the way he goes.

PLAYBOY: How's vour goll game?
GLEASON: I've shot scrawch, but not re-
cently. The thing 1 like about golf is
you can’t lick it. I had a hole-in-one
some time ago. It cost me $380 in buving
drinks. I yelled so loud they came from
miles around. But I don't get as much
time for goil as I'd like. When I'm not
working or on the green, I'm studying.
pLaysoy: We understand you have a huge
library of books on psvchic phenomena,
ESP, UFO, and the occult sciences.
GLEASON: [ think I've got aboutr 12,000
hooks on those subjects. When I was a
kid I studied the lives of the saints.
They had some peculiar manifestations
and experiences and I wondered il that
could happen to ordinary people. From
there I got into psychology and then
paranormal psychology and then supra-
normal psychology, and that led to medi-
cine and biochemistry, and that’s how it
came about,

pLAYBOY: Do vou believe in ESP?
GLEASON: Oh. sure. And precognition, I
believe in. But 1 would like to have
somebody show me a ghost. I've seen
some real spooky people in my time, but
I've never scen a ghost and I've never
heard of anybody who's really been able
10 prove they saw one. Everybody makes
the same mistake about this. They think
the study of psychic phenomena has to do
with death, or the lear of it. That's as
ridiculous as saying a doctor studies
medicine because he's alraid of discase.
The study of ESP and related subjects is
a legitimate swdy. It's recognized as
stuch today.

pLaYBOY: Do you believe in life after
death?

GLEASON: Of course.

PLAYBOY: Reincarnation?

GLEASON: If pLAYBOY comes back as Beller
Homes and Gardens, then 'll believe in
it. Why don’t you ask me what I think
ol PLAYBOY.

pLayeoy: All right, what de you think of
PLAYBOY?

GLEASON: As long as the epidermis ol any
girl is attractive, you will prosper. How-
ever, il your girls put on clothes and my
ego goes into hibernation, we're both

cooked.
(Y ]

Hollywood Xmas Duet

~

REVERSIBLE ROBE
For Him and Her
BY BILL PARRY

One size fits all
men and women!

$1695 postpald

Luxurious rayon and
silk shantung® . . .
lined in flaming
red cotton — it's
smart on either
side. Black/red
or Navy/red.
Snugly belted;
2 big pockets.
Perfect pift
for lounging
or loafing.

F

$3 deposit
on C.O.D.’s

(Add 4% Sales
Tax in Calif.)

*00C% rayon,
10775 silk

ORDER FROM

Mattsons’ of Hollywood cest s

6501 Hollywood Blvd. Hollywood 28, California

A Font [
TOPS ON EVERY
BOY'S CHRISTMAS LIST
Real racing type cars, powered by real 12-wolt D.C.
motors. Individual rheostat trols, big 20™ x
two-lane over-and-under track layout. Complete with
pack, ready to go, just $29.95. Other sets from

T
19.95 to $39.95, at toy and hobby stores, Cars and
accessories available separately.

Send 25¢ for 2 FULL COLOR CATALOGS
of Race Cars and Train Sets

Penn Line Mfg. Co., Boyertown, Penna.
MAKERS OF FAMOUS PENN LINE HO TRAIN SETS

R

7
COTR-

N .
HERCULES???
Your name, or his, in raised let-
1ers on the base of this persocnal-
ized Terrastone Hercules. Looks
and feels like a genuine carving
from Roman times. Height — 17
inches, width 12 inches, base 8
inches, weight approximately 10
pounds. Price $19.95. Shipped
with nlabaster white finish,
freight collect. English antique
bronze, add S3.00. Money re-
funded if mot satisfactory. Ohio
Residents add 3% sales tax.

Don't forget Dod — the boss — or our leader, etc

TOWN & COUNTRY DISTRIBUTORS
226 MAIN STREET
MILFORD, OHIO

Pamper your playmate with this elegant gold-plated
safety pin, so ideal to decorate her blouse or sweater,
We experlly engrave her 2 or 3 letter monogram.
2 in. long. Full price §1.00 each. Money back if not
delighted. We ship in 2 days. Mail erder direct toc
ELGIN ENGRAVING CO.
614 SOUTH ST.. DUKDEE 17, ILLINDIS




WHY MARRY?

(continued from page 142)
panionship you crave.
THE JOYS OF CHILDREN

Children are certainly a great joy. This
is particularly true of other people’s
children.

To enjoy them [ully, encourage broth-
ers, sisters, or close friends to marry and
procreate. It is the uncle or rwrusted
friend who sees children at their best.
They will be clean, well-dressed, well-
behaved, and with their company man-
ners.

A gilt or two may spoil them a little,
but will go a long way toward making
the nonfather loved and admired. Romp
with them freely. It will do you no harm
if the children are well-trained, and will
be appreciated by the youngsters.

Grandchildren are best. To the grand-
father go all the advantages of having
children without any of the drawbacks.

How to have grandchildren without
ecoing through the occasionally messy
process of having children first is a task
we have thrown to our researchers.

SELF-DUPLICATION

You probably feel. as so many men
do, that your own qualities are unique
and wonderful, and that there should
be some way ol making more of you.
There is.

If you can get used to children, and
have enough of them, vou may hind one
who recaptures some ol your points.

Though there are other ways of having
children, marriage is the only one that is
socially acceptable. Get maried and be-
fore you know it the little ones will be
on their way.

LONCER LIFE

Any set of life insurance figures will
show you that married men live longer
than unmarried ones. This is true.

What it means is that the men who
choose to marry are the longerlived
tvpes, paradoxically enough the less ad-
venturous and more sedentary. This is
because of the popular misconception
that married life is quicter and more
settled.

Gerting married will not actually
make you live longer. It will shorten
your life. But once again, I many
cases it is worth it.

SEX

The man who marries for sex alone
will surely regret it

If you are one of this stripe, you have
no need for marriage, since you will
have few sauples against taking ad-
vantage ol unmarried girls, and will hnd
far more sex outside ol wedlock than
within it.

Our instruction is not for your breed,
nor will you be welcome in our discus-
sion groups.

CHOOSE YOUR OWN REASON

Have you found a reason that suits
you?

If you are decent and honorable, you
may be swayed by the fact that getting
married is the right thing to do. This
alone will be enough for many of vou.

Whatever the reason. if your choice
is marriage, do not enter it blindly, The
pitfalls are many, the margin for error
small. Study cavelully the chapters that
follow.

NEXT MONTH: “How 10 SELECT
THE FIRST WIFE"

PLAYBOY PUNCH BOWL

(continued from page 101)

throw, you. Any punch made with a
fruit liqueur or swecet fruit juice must be
accented with something tart — freshly
squeezed lemon or lime, for example
— a rule that was noted even in Addi-
son’s day when he described, in The
Spectator, a sign near Charing Cross
showing two angels hovering over a
punch bowl and squeezing the juice of
lemons into it

Over the centuries, every conceivable
vessel — from  baptismal  fonts w0 old
skulls set in silver, rom leather tankards
to golden bowls — has been used for
wassiilry. While the punch thae fills the
bowl packs a wallop. the cheer that flows
from it is always mellowing. Set up a
bountifully brimming punch bowl in a
one-room studio or a banquet hall, and
even the most irascible bar bear is filled
with convivial memories of six-foot logs
glowing near fireside utensils, and groan-
ing boards wreathed with holly. Cer-
tainly, nothing welds together old cliques
and new comrades as permanently as
amiable 1mbibing of the punch bowl’s
contents.

Punch-bowl preparation is a pre-party
ritual, Several howrs before the first
guest arrives, you pour the potables into
the bowl to let them marry. If it's a
cold punch, a block ol ice (cubes dis-
solve much too quickly) is added early
enough to chill the punch, but close
enough to party time to avoid over-
dilution. Should you add champagne or
sparkling water, these go in at the last
minute to keep their sprightdy sparkle.
As the “feast of reason and the flow
of soul” mounts, drinkers return for

their own refills, so the logistical prob-
lem of replenishing glasses never be-
comes pressing. [F there's a large crowd
milling about a small punch bowl, it's
a simple matter to keep a reserve of the
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THE PLAYBOY SKI SWEATER

Even if you don't know the difference between a slalom and a schuss, you'll appreciate

the calculated comfort, special styling and smart good looks of the new Playboy Ski Sweater.
Made of 1009, virgin worsted wool, the Playboy Ski Sweater features the fashionable crew neck
and raglan sleeves, with the renowned PLAYBOY rabbit putting in an interwoven appearance.
Sweater is available, for both playboys and playmates, in white on cardinal,

white on black and black on white. Please indicate size with order.

Playboy Ski Sweater, $20 ppd. (Sizes: 36-38-40-42-44-46)
Playmate Ski Sweater, $18 ppd. (Sizes: 32-34-36-38-40)

Shall we enclose a gift card in your name?
Send check or money order to:
PLAYBOY PROOUCTS

232 East Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois

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

give her

PLAYMATE PERFUME

 bringout
the playmate in her..

o,
'PLAYBOY's ver mnécqnt' -sation.
$15 the halt _i@d

By mail, pystpald
guarant or |
Shall we&nplose
in your name?
Send check or rnogey,urdel lu
FI.MBUY PRUD[II:'I'S

232 East Ohio St.

Chicago 11, Illmuis

Playboy Club keyhulde:s may charge
by enclosing key number with order.

mixture in the refrigerator.

Each of the following libations, espe-
cially designed to fll any punch-bowl
bill — hot, cold, traditional or adventure-
some — will take care of approximately
24 six-ounce punch cups.

PLAYBOY BOURBON PUNCH

I quart plus 10 ozs. 86-prool bourbon

7 0zs. orgeat

7 ozs. créme de cassis

1 pint plus 5 ozs. lemon juice

I quart plus 1 pint sparkling water

24 large fresh strawberries

In a punch bowl combine bourbon,
orgeat, creme de cassis and lemon juice.
Stir until syrups are well blended with
other ingredicnts. Place block of ice in
bowl. Just before serving add sparkling
water. Float srawberries on punch.

PLAYBOY WASSAIL BOWL

2 filths very dry sherry

20 whole allspice

20 whole cloves

10 picces stick cinnamon

2 tablespoons prepared grated orange

peel

114 cups sugar

12 egas

12 ors. cognac

3 warm baked apples

If you own the normalsize mixing
bowl attached to an electric mixer, you
maty have to make this formula in two
batches to accommodate the quantities.
Put sherry, allspice, cloves, cinnamon
and orange peel in a saucepan or pot
over a moderate [lame. Simmer, don't
boil, 10 munutes. Put eges in mixing
bowl. Mix at high speed until egos are
thick and lemon colored. SIO\\]) add
sugar, while continuing to mix. Pour
sherry mixture slowly into eggs, stirving
constantly. Add cognac. Pour punch into
punch bowl previously rinsed in hot
water. Cut apples into eighths. Add o
bowl. Stir punch with ladle occasionally,
as liquid bottom and foamy top tend
o scparate.

B & B PUNCH

2 fifths brandy

6 ozs. benedictine

1 pint plus 8 ozs. lemon juice

145 cup sagar

1 quart plus 8 ozs. sparkling water

12 thin slices lemon

12 thin slices seedless orange

Combine brandy, benedictine, lemon
juice and sugar in punch bowl. Stir well
until sugar is dissolved. Place block of
ice in bowl. Just before serving, add
sparkling water. Float lemon and orange
slices on punch.

VENEZUELAN RUM PUNCH

This rich, spicy punch must be cooked
the day before the party. As it chills in
the refrigerator, it becomes somewhat



TRY HOLIDAY IN NEW PACK FREE

Let The House of Edgeworth send you free
{[ous' first pack of Holiday Pipe Mixture.

as handy built-in foil pouch to safeguard
the Holiday blend of five custom-selected
tobaccos, with the famous aroma men
relish and women welcome, too. For free
pack, send name and address to Haliday,
Dept. G-14, P.0O. Box 6-S, Richmond, Va.
Offer limited to U.S.A.

THE HOUSE OF EDGEWORTH
Larus & Brother Company. Inc. * Richmond, Vieginia
Fine Tobacco Products Since 1877

’ Write for brochure,
INOX CORPORATION
Forest Hills 75, N.Y.

BEST IN SIGHT-—for your four seasons in the
sun. Distinctive styling and fine quality are
combined in these American Optical sunglasses.
“True-Color’ lens is a restful grey that lets you
see all colors in their natural values. The frome
is 1/10 12 knrat gold filled; and a lu.\unouz. top
groin saddle leather case is included. ive Or
wear—an ideal gift. Only $12.95 post pm(f
PILOTS SUPPLY COMPANY
P.O. BOX 666, Imperial 18, Pa. [Add 50¢ for oirmail)
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MENS JEWELRY

AND GIFTS
AT POPULAR PRICES

REGAL JEWELRY C0., 366 FIFTH A'IE.. NY.

thick. and is thinned to serving consist-
ency just before ladling. Little black
specks from the vanilla beans are proper
in this drink. To make it biting cold,
the filled punch bowl as well as punch
cups should be stored in the refrigerator
until serving ume.
1 ffth light rum
4 ozs. dark Jamaica rum
2 whole vanilla beans
1 quart plus 1 pint milk
8 ege yolks, well beaten
114 cups sugar
1, cup cornmeal
12 pieces stick cinnamon
I pint milk
1 pint light cream
Cut vanilla beans in half lengthwise.
Cut crosswise into l-in. pieces. Put the
1 quart plus 1 pint milk, epe yolks, sugar
and cornmeal into top part ol double
boiler over simmering water. Add vanilla
beans and stick cinnamon. Cook, stirring
constantly, until mixture thickens, about
10 to 12 minutes. Remove [rom fire, Add
both kinds of rum. Chill in refrigerator
overnight. Add 1 pint milk and 1 pint
cream. The drink may be served strained
or unstrained.
PINK LIME PUNCH
1 quart plus 1 pint vodka
1 pint cherry liqueur
I pint lime juice
1% (up sugar
20-oz. jar ved pitted brandied cherries
I quart plus 8 ozs. carbonated water
24 thin slices lime
In punch bowl combine vodka, cherry
liqueur, lime juice and sugar. Stir well
until sugar is dissolved. Place block of
ice in bowl. Add cherries together with
their juice. Just before serving pour car-
bonated water into bowl. Float lime
slices on top.
GIN CURACAO PUNCH
1 quart gin
4 ors. curacao
I tablespoon orange bitters
4 ors. kirsch
I quart plus 1 pint orange juice
14 cup sugar
I quart sparkling water
12 thin slices seedless orange
I-Ib. pkg. [rozen melon balls, thawed
and drained
In punch bowl combine gin, curagao,
orange bitters, kirsch, orange juice and
sugar. Stir well until sugar dissolves.
Place block of ice in bowl. Add sparkling
water just belore serving. Float orange
slices and melon balls on punch.
Once you've prepared the potation to
make the “Howing cups run swiltly
round,” as Richard Lovelace wrote, all
that remains is the enticing task of keep-
ing pace with your guests in partaking
ol the pleasures of the punch bowl.

She’ll dream of you

in your Barletta shoes

. Daytime, nighttime, anytime...
your Barletta shoes are perfect for
the occasion. Hand made in Italy of
superb leathers on American lasts.
$27.95 to $135 at fine stores
everywhere. (And the only Italian
you need to know is Bar-let'ta.)

é Chicago 6, lilinais
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are grimlets... more than toys.

idy

Snide ideas of the lnner You.

Ids of grown-up girls and boys.

Ears to tell your troubles to.
Freudian friends to share psychoses.
Safety valves for your neuroses.
Effigies to stick with pins.
Fellow rogues who love your sins.
Zany widgets made of fur...
Perfect gifts for Him or Her.

$] 95 each or

$Iﬂ for clan '@
of six

© Snid, 1960

SNIDS, P. 0 BOX 32, Sousalito, California
Enclosed is $ for

—_Black Sids ($1.95 each)

—White Lyds ($1.95 each)

_.Clan of 6 colors ($10.00)
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C | Y S

e e L L ONE/RREEST A T E S

203



PLAYBOY

[:HRISTMAS DINNER FI.AMBE (continued from page 90)

1/ teaspoon tarragon

14 cup cognac

2 tablespoons minced parsley

Salt. pepper. cayenne pepper

Remove meat from lobster shells. Cut
into 14 in. thick pieces. Drain tomatoes.
Chop meat coarsely. Set aside. Melt but-
ter in pan over direct flame. Add shal-
lots. garlic and tarragon. Siuté until
shallots just begin to turn vellow. They
should not brown. Add lobster. Sauté
about five minutes. stirring [requently,
only until lobster is heated through.
Don’t overcook. Add cognac. Set it
aflame. When flames subside, add parsley
and tomatoes. Simmer about five min-
utes fonger. Add salt, pepper and cay-
enne to taste. Serve with curried nice
from recipe following. The magnihicence
of lobster sugwests the finest of Moselles,
Bernkasteler Doktor.

CURRIED RICE

1 cup long grain rice

2 cups water

2 teaspoons curry powder

1 teaspoon onion salt

I teaspoon salad oil

14 cup heavy cream

Bring water to a rapid boil. Stir in
curry powder. onion salt and oil. Add
rice. Stir very well. Cover pot. Cook
over lowest possible Mlame. without stir-
ring. until rice is tender, about 20 min-
utes. Add cream, bring cream up to boil.
Fiuff with long kitchen lork.

CHICKEN AND CEPES WITH ARMAGNAC

% whole breasts ol chicken
10-0z. can French cepes
.

3 tablespoons buuer
14 cup Armagnac

1 pint heavy cream

2 wablespoons minced chives

Salt, pepper, monosodium glutamate

4 slices toast

Boil chicken untl tender. Cool. Re-
move skin and bones. Cut meat into
Ewrge dice. Drain cepes. Cut into 14 in.
thick slices. Melt butter over low flame.
Add chicken and cepes. Sauté about five
minutes. Add Armagnac to pan. When
hot, sct ablaze. When flames subside, add
cream and chives. Simmer five to eight
minutes. Add salt, pepper and monoso-
dium glutamate to taste. Spoon chicken
on toast. Fill champagne glasses with the
best 1955 brut you can find.

BEEF AXND KIDNEYS WITH CHAMPAGKE

Ab. shell steak. boneless
veal kidneys, about 6 oz. each
tablespoons butter
tablespoon flour
tablespoons salad oil

14 cup very finely minced onion

1 teaspoon very finely minced garlic

15 teaspoon ground fennel

Salt, freshly ground black pepper

14 cup bourbon

1 piut champagne

2 teaspoons meat extract

Remove any fat from steak. Cut steak
into rectangular pieces about 1 in. long
and 14 . thick. Remove outer mem-
brane. if any. [rom Kidneys. Cut each
kidney in half lengthwise. Cut out fat.
Cut each piece ol kidney crosswise into
14 in. thick slices. Set aside 1 tablespoon
butter, in a small container. with the
flour. When butter is soft, but not melt-
ing, mix it with the flour, forming a
smooth paste. Heat oil and remaining 2
tablespoons butter in a pan over a direct
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flame. Add steak, kidneys. onion. garlic
and fennel. Sauté, stirring [requently,
until meat browns. Sprinkle generously
with salt and pepper. Continue to sauté
until liquid at pan bottom evaporates.
Add bourbon. Set ablaze. Add cham-
pagne. Cook until champagne is reduced
to approximately hall a pint. Add meat
extract. Stir well. Add flour-butter paste.
Cook, stirring constantly, until gravy
thickens. Correct seisoning to taste. Rec
ommended burgundy: Clos de Vougeot.

MUSHROOMS AND PEAS WITH RUM

1% 1b. mushrooms
10-0z. package [rozen peas
2 tablespoons butter
2 tablespoons finely minced shallots
or onions
1 teaspoon dried mint leaves
1145 oz. Hght rum
5 oz. dark Jamaica rum
Salt. pepper, monosodium glutamate
Cook peas. following directions on
package. Drain. Set aside. Wash mush-
rooms. Cut into slices 14 in. thick. Melt
butter in pan. Add mushrooms, shallots
and mint leaves. Sauté until mushrooms
are tender and no more liquid remains
in pan. Add both kinds of rum and set
ablaze. When flames subside, add peas.
Stir well. Cook until peas are heated
through. Season with salt, pepper and
monosodium  glutamate.

SOUFFLE OMELET GRAND MARNIER
1 eoes i

3 tablespoons English cream filling
L5 teaspoon vanilla extract

3 oz. Grand Marnier

14 teaspoon salt

14 cup sifted conlectioners’ sugar

(English cream filling is the custard
mixture sometimes used for flling c¢clairs
or cream pulfs. Vanilla pudding may be
used instead.) Pre-heat oven at 350°.
Separate egg yolks from whites. Mix
volks with English cream hlling, vanilla
and 1 tablespoon Grand Marnier. Put
whites and salt in the bowl of electric
mixer. Mix at high speed until whites
are stifl. Slowly add confectioners’ sugar
while continuing to beat at high speed.
Slowly fold volks into whites, using a
down, over, up stroke with mixing
spoon. Don't stir. Butter bottom and
sides of an oval shallow casserole or au
eratin dish. Sprinkle with sugar. Turn
omelet into casserole, shaping it into
a long oval. Bake 20 minutes or untl
golden brown. Heat balance ol Grand
AMitrnier. Pour on top of omelet. Set
ablaze. Serve at once. Individual por-
tions may be sprinkled with additional
sugar il desired.

And now there’s nothing left to do
but bask in the warm alterglow of your
flambé feast, with the ruby ember of
your post-prandial panatela and the cu-
phoric crackling of a roaring hearth as
reminders of the Yuletide's incandescent

dining delights.




NONE BUT THE BRAVE (continued from page 146)

and offered it to her.

“Surprise,” she said. “I've stopped
again.”

“Oh, no!”

“This time for good.”

“Want to bet? Say, SI4,000 just to
make it interesting?”

“How much is that in actual money?”
she asked.

“Get this.,” he said. He put the ciga-
rette into his mouth. She reached for
a match. “Uhuh,” he admonished.
“Watch.” He got out a paperbook ol
matches, and, using his one hand. bent
a match, flicked it with his thumb, lit it,
and carried the flame to his cigarette.
He bounced his eyebrows. “Not bad,
ehz”

“Why, it's like being out with a con-
jurer!” she said, impressed.

They talked. She insisted upon
knowing cvery detail of what had hap-
pened. Roger was less than eager to
dwell on it, but she was hungry to know.
She drew him out, skilllully. with a string
of questions, until she was updated. in-
cluding his talk with Colonel Hauge.

Roger said. “Now about you.”

“I'm afraid I'm still cutting those lood
shorts.” (She was a film editor, working
in the Films Division of The Ministry
of Information.) “And I'm going potty!
Theyre all the same! T stare into that
editola and it's like having the same
dream again and again.”

“Tough.”

She squinted at him. “Are you pulling
my legs” she inquired. T can’t tell with-
out my specs on and I've no intention of
putting them on.”

“No. honest.”

“Well. then. I've written to Mr. Bed-
dington and he’s going 1o see me on
Thursday. I have it all planned. T mean
to burst into tears.”

“That ought to do it.”

“So when I come to see you next Sun-
day. I'll be able to —" She stopped.
“Roger,” she asked, quietly, “will you
be here next Sunday:”

“According o Colonel Hauge, yes.”

“Oh. thank God.” she murmured. “Oh,
thank You, God.” She began to cry.

“Hey, baby! Hey!™ He leaned over
and wied o kiss her. “Hey.” he whis-
pored. “vou've got me mixed up — I'm
not Mr. Beddington!™

She laughed and cried as she said,
“I'm sorry. Oh, I am a bloody fool. It
was just — it was the not knowing and

“I know, Pam. Take it easy.”

In the bus to town, they held hands
and did not speak. reveling in their
closcness. and in their shared joy of be-
ing together whatever the circumstances.

The inn was crowded with Sunday
diners, and they waited in the bar for a
table, drinking Pimm’s Cups.

“Darling,” she said. “Practically speak-

ing. what do you think is going to hap-
penz"

“I wied to find out,” he answered.
“But it’s all a little on the vague side.
Sooner or later, though, I'm bound to
be Zled.”

“What does that mean:™

“Sent home.”

“Why Zled’? Is that what you said?”

“Zone ol the Interior.”

“Oh, I see. Z1.¢

“Then I go to some rehabilitation
bash and get issued a flipper and learn
to use it and that’s that.”

“What about me:”

“I've been thinking about thar, Pam.”

There was a pause.

“And what have you decidedz” she
asked.

“To ask lor a two-week pass so I can
come up to London and be with vou
and see if we can decide something to-
gether.”

“I don't need two weeks. Or two min-
utes.”

“You do, baby.”

“No. But wouldn’t it be grand il [/
could get a leave at the same time, and
we could go somewhere? Do vou know
Clovelly:"

“No.”

“It’s heaven. On the west coast —a
fishing village — and old. Hardly any
cars — donkey carts, mostly — and  the
most exquisite lobster —oh, I forgot —
vou hate lobster.”

“That’s all right. I'll eat the donkeys.

“Listen.” she said. “We're going! 1
won't ask for a leave — they might say
no. I'll be ill.”

"

“This is patriotic?"” he said.

“Yes.”

“How do vou figure:”

“Something to do with winning the
peace.”

“And Anglo-American relations.”

“Quite.”

Thev ordered another drink.

“And Roger.”

“Babez”

“When are we going to be married?”

He shook out another cigarette and
this time, preoccupied, allowed her to
light it for him.

“You sure you want to?” he asked.

“It's all T want.”

“Even with me like this?”’

“Please don’t be silly.”

“We have to think it out, baby. It
isn‘t the same. I may not be able to —~

“But didn't Colonel What's-his-name
say ——32"

“He might've been giving me the ol
ramrod.”

“No matter. When I get 1o be the fst
greatest lady flm director in history vou
won't have to do anything but count
our money.”

“If you knew my arithmetic —"" He
stopped.

“When, Roj?” she urged. “When ae
wer'’

The hostess came over.

“I have vour table now. Thank vou
for waiting.”

They followed her into the dining
room. and were seated at a table in the
corner. The hostess gave them menus
and moved ofl. Thev looked at cach
other. The question was still in her eyes.

“Preuy damn soon!” he replied.

She tried to speak, but could not. All
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her energy was being spent in holding
back tears.

Roger felt giddy.

Finally, she managed:
you. I accept.”

The following day, alter his two-week
pass had been approved, he made a
formal inquiry about marriage regula-
tions. He was given permit forms to fill
out, and some for Pamela. The martter
was in hand.

“Yes. Thank

- - -

Clovelly was all she had promised.
With each quiet, remote day, Roger felt
stronger and more certain of his deci-
sion. He sent postcards home and one
morning, while Pamcla was washing her
hair, he went to the post ofhice and sent
one o Marion. He wrote:

Dear,

Here for short rest and holiday
and [eeling well. Should have news
ol plans soon. All love.

R.

He sweated and shivered as he wrote it.

That alternoon. Pamela casually sug-
gested a swim. Roger looked at her, un-
believingly. Had his problem slipped her
mind? He heard himself agreeing.

The moment before his first dive from
the boat, he said, *This is a damn fool
thing 1o do.” He went over. For half a
minute, he struggled in the water, off-
balance, while Pamela watched him, her
face splotched Dby apprehension. He
turned over and foated on his back,
smiling, Ten minutes later, he had
found a way. She joined him in the
water and they played porpoises.

After that, they swam daily. On the
day belore their last, he shpped while
climbing back into the boat. and gashed
his stump on the oarlock. They hurried
back to the inn. Pamela went o the
chemist’s lor iodine and bandages. She
retwrned to find him in a rage. It was
his first accident in the new situation
and it had unnerved him. She dressed
the wound, but suggested sending for
the local doctor.

“No!" he said, sharply.

“But why not, darling?”

“Because no! I'm not going to have
some old limey sawbones messing around
with my arm. My arm!™ he repeated with
a mad laugh.

“I1U's stopped blecding.”

“I'll be back at the hospital day after
tomorrow, so what the hell.”

“Please, darling.”

“Please, what?”

“Accidents happen.”

“Especially to me. They're going to
happen 1o me from now on. All the
time.”

“Why do you say that®”

“I'm going to take a walk.”

“Wouldn’t it be beuter to rest awhile?”

“No, it wouldn't.”

He walked off his unreasoning tension
and retrned to the inn, contrite.

“Don't think about it,” she said.

“Baby, you think vou're going to be
able to put up with me?”

“Well,” she said, smiling, “I'm going
to have a jolly good go!™

Early the following weck, the cut in-
fected, and his orders for departure
were delayed. He was running a tempera-
ture and was confined to bed. With
empty time before him, he decided at
last to write a letter to Marion.

He asked the Red Cross girl to buy
him some stationery and a fountiin pen.

“Isn't that rather exwuavagant?” she
asked. “"We can supply all that™

“1 know,” he said. “But I want plain
paper and my own pen. I've got my
reasons.”

“Suit yourself, my boy,” she said, and
went off on the errand.

Dear Marion,

Well, I'm still here in the hospi-
tal, but feeling OK. I would have
been out a week ago and on my

aty to the States except lor a stupid

piece of carclessness that caused a

little complication. Nothing bad.

Marion, I should have written
you scriously about our situation
long before this, and I ask you to
forgive me Dbecause I had other
problems to face, too. It is just this.
In view of what has happened, I
think that we would be well advised
to call off our arrangement. There
is no reason why you should be sad-
dled with a cripple and at this point
I do not even know what [ am going
to be able 1o manage 0 —

He stopped writing and reread what
he had written thus far. It seemed awful,
Worse, it seemed cowardly. What would
all those [riends think, the ones who
were trying to get him a medalz Well,
he thought, there are kinds and kinds
of courage and just now he wished he
had the kind that would make it possible
to deal with this situation. He threw
away what he had written, thought for
a while, and began again.

Dear Marion,

This is one hell of a hard letter
to write. And I only hope as I begin
it that it won't turn out to be an
impossible one to write.

K Maybe it would be best to start

with the end and work backwards.

The point is, 1 feel we must break

ol our engagement.

As to the reasons— there is a
saying by somebody, T think it was
Mark Twain — “When in doubt,
tell the vuth.” (How [ am so erudite
is that this is the quotation Miss
O'Neill wrote in my autogriaph book
when I was graduated from B.H.S.!

It would be casy to give you a lot
of cock-and-bull about how why
should vou be saddled with less than
a [ull man, ewc.. but this would not
be true and you are one wonderful

girl and have been a great friend o
me and so vou deserve the wruth
cven though it may be painful o
us both for the time being. So here
goes.

A liule over a year ago. at an
alfair at The English-Speaking
Union, I met a girl, an English girl
named Pamela Relph —

He stopped again, stared at the name
he had written. and began to rercad the
letter. Long before he came to the last
part, he knew that it would not do and
so destroved it

He put away his writing materials. and
made plans to write the letter after sup-
per. This. he argued. would give him
time to think it out properly.

After supper. he began again, this
ume with confidence.

Dear Mviend Marion,

He caumpled the sheet and began
agil]ll.

Dearest Iriend Marion,

I think we must call it off be-
tween us. There are several reasons
for this. which I will tell you when
I sce you which I hope will be soon.
Try to understand. It is all [or the
best. I know this sounds blunt. but
it is not a question of making a de-
cision. Of course, you may be re-
Lieved for all I know. I sure hope so.
It is not my fault and God knows
not yours — it is just the way things
happen in times like these. 1 shall
always think of you fondly and hope
you can find it in your hearnt to do
the same. I will sce you as soon as [
get back. 1 know that we must re-
main friends always. After all this
time, it is hard to imagine my life
without vou in it

Please give my best regards to
your mother and to Bud (I am
bringing him quite a souvemr).

That is all for today. I'll write
again soon. In fact, tomorrow.

Sincerely,
Roger

He reread the letter several times.
Each time it seemed better o him, and
admirably straightforward. He addressed
an envelope, lolded the letter into it
stimped it and had it censored blind
after explaining, “I'd apprediate it il
vou didn't read this one, Captain. It's
really personal.” He scaled it and put it
into his pocket but did not mail it. Not
yet. he thought. Tomorrow.

But tomorrow enveloped him in new
excitement.

It began shortly after breaklast. Colo-
nel Hauge came into the ward and went
directly to Roger's bed. Roger saw him
coming and wondered what was up. The
Colonel held out his hand. He scemed
flushed. Roger took his hand.

“Congratulations, son. Your folks’ll be
damned proud of you. All of us are.”

“What="

“If you ask me¢, the medics never have
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got their share of Congressionals. This
is a start, anvhow.”

“Coloncel, I don't know anything about
any of this.”

The Colonel
thought you did.”

Her o

“Well, then.” The Colonel smiled. 1
have the honor to mnform you, Sergeant
Ballas, that you've won — been awarded
the Congressional Medal of Honor.”

“FThe —?2" He could not go on.

He and the Colonel shook. hands
again. The Colonel spoke.

I understand the investiture'll be on
the 18th. You got a nice, clean uni-
form?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Good.”

Thus began a day filled with hand-
shakes and backslaps, wires and cables,
newspaper photographers and  Signal
Corps photographers, and the crew [rom
the Armed Forees Network with their
portable tape recorder.

Colonel Hauge sent Roger a box ol
cig;lrs, which he distributed to his ward-
mates.

A cable [rom his parents aurived in
the late alternoon; and in the evening,
one from Marion. It read: THRILLED
THRILLED THRILLED BUT FRANTIC NO WORD
FOR TWELVE DAYS ANXIOUS WORRIED TROU-
BLED BEG YOU CABLE AND WRITE AT ONCE
LOVE YOU LOVE YOU LOVE YOU MARION.

He replied by cable, saying: LETTER
ON WAY LOVE ROGER.

He thought about his letter to her
again and decided to wait until morn-
ing before posting it. It might have to
be revised, in view of this development.
How? Why?

He did not sleep that night. A litde
after three, the night nurse stopped by
his bed.

“All right*” she whispered.

“Fine, thanks.”

“Want a sleeperz”

“No. Rather be up.”

“Wonderful news. Three cheers.”

“Thank you."”

She left him to his whirling thoughts.

In the morning, he received permis
sion to get up and dress. He went for a
long walk in the ficlds nearby. He talked
to himself, softly. He sat down in the
grass, lay back. turned over, and pressed
his forehead into the wmrl. He rolled
onto his back again, looking at the swift-
moving clouds.

“Got to,” he said. “Got to."”

When he returned to the hospital,
Pamela was there waiting for him. She
wore a new [rock, new hat, new every-
thing, it secemed. She looked ravishing.

“Darling!” she exclaimed, as they em-
braced. “Isn’t it something? I'm so very
——. When do you actually —2"

“Eighteenth, I think.”

“Very well, then,” she said pulling
away and straightening his tie. “"We'll

looked surprised. “1
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change the arrangements. Instead of the
15th. we'll make our event the 19th. The
day after.”

“Why?™

“Seems properer somechow. Listen to
me! More proper, I mean.”

“You sound real experienced in this
wedding bash.”

“1 do?”

“Never mind. Anything you say."”

“I'm coming to the —vou know, the
ceremony or whatever it's called.”

“Thank you.”

“Will it be General Eisenhower, do
vou supposc?”

“I'll insist on it.”

EI00.8

“Drink? Teaz"”

“One of each. please.”

“luto town.”

“Have you a pass?

“You forget who I am, lady. I'm a
hero. T don’t need a pass.”

They spent the rest of the day in town.
Late in the alternoon, he put her on
the London train.

“Sunday,” she said.

“I'll be here.”

They kissed goodbye.

He walked back to the hospital and
noted that he was breaking into periodic
sweats again. An aleohol rub. he pre-
scribed in his mand. Yes, he thought, as
soon as I've mailed this letter. At the
A.P.O. he swopped. waited about for a
while, turned, and made for the lounge.
He sat at a writing desk and thought.
He got our the letter, read i, and lic a
match to it.

He wrote another.

Dearest Marion.

Pleasce Torgive the delay. The fact
is. I have not been feeling too well.

I went down to that place called

Clovelly with a friend ol mine

(hope you got my postcard from

there) and all went well unul 1,

like a jerk, put a slice in my shoul-

der. It inlected (damned rusty oar-
lock) so there I was back in bed for

a4 week, OK now. Waiting lor orders.

Should be soon.

Then there was all the excite-
ment about the Big Deal. Thank
you for your cable and for all the
leters, I oreasure them and can't
wll you how much they mean to
me.

About the honor. It certainly was
a surprise to me. I am grateful but
bewtween ourselves, do not feel 1 rate
it. However, that is not lor me to
decide.

I miss you terribly and worry
about how my condition 1s going to
affect us, I pray that you will be
frank with me. Anyhow, we'll be
able to wlk it over soon. However
soon it is won’t be soon enough for
me, sweetheart.

Give my love to your mother and

tell Bud I've got a pretty spectacu-
lar souvenir for him.
And you — I love you with all my
heart and hope vou do me.
As ever,
Roger

He had the letter censored, and posted.

He walked slowly to the ward, un-
dressed, went out to the shower room,
and gave himsell an alcohol rub.

He rewurned to the ward and got into
bed to wait for supper. He was shiver-
ing. He stopped it by relaxing.

He thought: Awlul, awful. Shabby.
How could vou?z To Marion of all peo-
ple. All she's done for you. Been to you.
Couldn’t do anything else. Not now.
Not today. Maybe tomorrow. The hell

“My heavens, do you realize there
three more parties till Christmas?”

you say. Well, sometime. Just not now.
After the 19th. Alter I've dehinitely done
it I'll tell her. No. vou won’t. I will.
Anvhow, what's the difference? She'll
fimd out. She's bound to. Sometime.
Somehow.

His thoughts began to taunt him.
What a hero! Brave. What a man of
courage! What kind of courage? The
Congressional Medal of Honor.

“I'll never wear it!"" he said aloud. not
to himself, but to the world. “I'll never
put it on. I swear to God!™

The nurse was at his side, bending
over him, smoothing his brow, and
whispering, “All right, Sergeant. Sshh.
All right. Everything is all right.”

He started shivering again.

are only
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HOW TO SUCCEED

(continued from page 98)
a token salary — probably a couple of
hundred,” he had said vaguely. This
sounded reasonable, since T had received
one hundred a week with George White's
Scandals 30 yecars belore.

When I learned about the $87.50 I
smoldered awhile and then on August
16 wrote Newborn to wry to get 5150
weekly to au least defray the cost of the
apartment. It seemed only fair for the
producers to cover some ol my outof-
pocket expenses. If the show folded
qlli('k]}', 1 would wind up way in the
red on the venture.

Next day, August 17, during a re-
hearsal break, Abe Newborn suggested
we duck out lor some refreshments.
assumed he had gotten my letter about
salary and wanted to discuss it.

We settled down at a table in the
Hotel Edison Green Room and Newborn
let me have it.

“They want you out ol the show,” he
said evenly.

If he had suddenly hit me in the face
with a wet towel or his hist I could not
have been more surprised. Of course, 1
thought that I had misunderstood him.

“That’s it, Rudy,” he repeated. “They
want you out.”

“Well, if that isn’t a crock,” I thought
to myself. “But why —I haven't made a
pass at any ol the producers’ wives. 1
haven’t tried to rape a chorus girl or set
fire to the theater.”

Newborn  continued.  ““They  don’t
think you're right for the part. You are
not projecting.”

“Well, I'll be a son ol a bitch!™ 1 ex-
ploded. “I have been begging Burrows
and the producers to give me some indi-
cation as to how the part should be
played. All they say is the character
should be virile, Virile! Goddamnit, a
director is supposed to direct and Bur-
rows has been wishy-washy in telling me
exactly what he wants in J. B. Biggley.
I don’t think they know what in hell
they want in Bigegley.”

“Don’t feel o bad,” Abe said. “Re-
member, Rudy, we have a pay-or-play
contract. Now, technically, they will have
to pay you full salary by contract for
57 weeks, 1t comes to about 80, 90 thou-
sand. They told me they'd settle with
you, iree and clear, for 10 thousand. If
you demand the full payment you can’t
work at anything for 57 weeks.”

“Nuts! 1 want the full 57 weeks! 1'll
take it and sit on my ass. The hell with
them.™

Most performers gladly take a seutle-
ment because it permits them to con-
tinue working at other things. And, too,
if the show lolds in a few weeks or
months they are still way ahead of the
salary they would have gotten. But I
knew this one was going to be a hit and
I wanted to be in it
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“Tell you what you do. Abe,” 1 sug-
gested. “Go back 1o the boys and ask
them if T can continue for two or three
days. Maybe we can remedy whatever
seems to be wrong.”

Newborn returned shortly with the
reply. “If they give you the extra days
and you still don’t suit them. there'll be
no 37 weeks’ pay. That's the deal.”™

“If that's the way they feel, the hell
with it. T'll leave. but they're going to
pav off in full. Why should I suffer the
humiliation of getting fired and have
them pay off at hall-price?™

“That's what Ernic Martin has in
mind.” Newborn said. “He says when
he makes a bad bargain, he pays off. It's
as il he were at the race track.”

I wasn’t going to give up that easily.
Ay pride was cut to the quick. I don’t
take this type of thing lying down. [
went back to see Burrows and Feuer at
the rehearsal hall to find out exactly
what their objections were.

“Frankly, Rudy, we're afraid vyou
won't be heard,” Burrows explained.
“The 46th Street Theater scats about
1500 people and we don’t think your
voice will carry.”

“That’s nonsense! For years 1 worked
to an audience of 5000 at the Para-
mount!"

“But this is quite different from a
stage show. It's a different type of pro-
duction altogether.”

There was no use arguing the point,
cven though many of the things I had
done at the Paramount were quite com-
parable to this script. Moreover, both
Feuer and Burvows knew of special mi-
crophones used by performers in Broad-
way productions when further amplifica-
tion of the wvoice was necessary. And
theve’d be microphones in the jootlights
for cveryone!

“Do me one [avor,” I said. “Let’s go
over to the Lunt-Fontanne Theater and
ler me read a few lines with one of the
cast. I want to prove something to you.”

So Feuer, Burrows and I took Virginia
Martin, the girl who plays my red-haired
inamorata in the show, and proceeded to
the Lunt-Fontanne, which, incidentally,
is owned by Messrs. Feuer and Martin.
I read one of the scenes and Feuer came
up Irom the auditorium and said that he
thought I would be all right.

Not so Burrows. He kept reminding
me of the pressures and difhculties of the
out-ol-town wuyout in Philadelphia: he
felt 1 might not be able o take the
physical punishment. Whence came this
sudden great compassion for my feeble-
ness, decrepitude and sentlity I can
never lathom: nevertheless, he seemed
certain I would never be able to make it
The matter of my continued employ-
ment was left up in the air and I was
told to go home. They would give me
their decision the following noon.

While we were reading the lines, I did
not notice a figure scated in the very last
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row of the theater. I learned about this
much, much later. It was Abe Newborn
giving my performance and vocal pro-
jection the acid test by listening from
the farthest reach of the house. After I
left, he bent the boys’ ears until 8:30
that evening, and finally convinced them
that I should stay. But Feuer admits that
the prospect ol having to pay me 80, 90
thousand dollars was the clincher that
finally kept me in.

The next day at noon the phone rang,
It was Newborn. “They've decided to let
you stay,” he said. “Perhaps this hap-
pens for the best.”

This last remark infuriated me some-
how. How could an insult, a cut, a hu-
miliation like this be for the best? Of
course, from then on it was a wonder I
could do the goddamn part at all.

I reported for rehearsal as if nothing
had happened. with one slight but 1m-
portant difference. As 1 have said. [rom
the time Cy Feuer had first sketched the
plot line for me that day in California,
I had been begeing lor direction as to
how the character of Bigeley should be
portraved. On this particular rehearsal
day I substtuted a pince-nez for the
regular “templed” glasses I had been
wearing for the part. 1 “plaved” to the
pince-nez, I guess ... and it is quiu: pos-
sible that the substitution contributed
a little something toward the characteri-
zation for those jerks who couldn’t vis-
ualize it otherwise.

Speaking of this pince-nez, 1 had
planned a bit of business with it. In the
Heart of Gold number in Succeed, the
redhead hits a high note that rattles the
woodwork. It is really overpowering and
overpoweringly [unny as well, I was go-
ing to rig a thread to the pince-nez and
when she hit this note T would have the
glasses pop right off my nose.

During one of the last rehearsals in
Philly, Bob Fosse, who was staging the
musical numbers, had an idea. “Rudy,
when she hits that note can you fix it so
vour glasses [all oflz™

“You son ol a hitch,” 1 laughed. “1 was
saving that as a surprise for opening
night!”

Av any rate, the bit is in the show now
and never fmls to bring down the house.

The night before we were to leave for
the Philly tryout run late in August, we
had our first complete run-through — no
stopping, no coaching, no whistles (Fosse
always blows a goddamn whistle to stop
a number lor corrections), with just a
piano in the pit, no m;lkcup or scenery,
and no amplifications of our voices at all
before a small, invited audience. 1
romped through my role just as T had
done it all through the rehearsal grind.

In the first act I have several moments
olfstage and, as [ sat there in the dark.
several singers and dancers approached
me saying, “You are wonderful — gread!”

912 It was the manna of vindication.

Once during a rchearsal. Larry Kasha,
who is Feuer and Martin's casting direc-
tor, had quictly remarked to me, rather
ayptically, “I want you to be good.
I have a great stake in this thing.” [
couldn’t understand what the hell he
meant. I later learned he had originally
sugeested me for the part ol Biggley. He
must have been rather apprehensive the
last few swrile-torn days, to say the least.
At intermission that night of the first
run-through, he passed by me, saying,
“I love you!”

Somie of those who had wanted to cru-
cify me a few short days before were
most effusive in their praise. Abe Bur-
rows, with whom I had done about a
hundred radio shows years before, ap-
proiached me after the performance, say-
ing, most solicitously, “May I help vou
out to your cab — take care of yourself —
drive carefully down to Philadelphia —"

. - -

I have since learned that firings like
this are common. But usually the victim
is a newcomer. I had Frank Loesser
problems from the outset. A few days
before the New York rehearsals began
he phoned me to drop by his office to
go over the wnes. His hall-humorous
parting words were, “1 am going to put
you on the rack.”

This annoved me faindy and T imme-
diately called Abe Burrows whom 1 felt
I knew well enough to use as a confidant.
“Now look here, Abe,” 1 said. “If T am
woing to have a lot of headaches with
Loesser about my singing I'd rather bow
out right now. Who needs that aap?
I'd much prefer to get the hell back to
Calilornia.”

“Now. now, Rudy,” Abe replied. *“Just
citlm down. IUCIl be all right.”

That fust day Loesser’s ofhee became a
conservatory of music with him uacting as
voice prolessor.

“Rudy. you're singing incorrectly,” he
said. “You're closing on your conso-
nants.”

“Maybe you're right, Frank,” 1 said.
“Fortunately. I've managed to squeak by
with this handicap for about 33 vears,
I guess its a little late in life to acquire

™
a new technigue.” T had been wined and
dined by composers as great or greater
than Loesser to persuade me to intro-
duce their tnes.

He gave me dises on which he had
recorded the three songs I was to do in
Succeed. | ook them o Bermuda for
study. Two ol the songs, Grand Old Ivy
and Heart of Gold, were what Tin-pan
Alley would eall corny — they verged on
the old-fashioned Gay Nineties style in
both melody and lyrics. As a college
marching song, Old Ivy never would
have taken any prizes, but because of
my association with the Maine Stein
Song. the former opus acquires a certain
nostalgic cachet when performed in the
show. Heart of Gold has an old-uime
quality reminiscent ol A Bird in a

Gilded Cage or You Made Me What 1
Am Today, I Hope You're Satisfied, but
the way Virginia Martin and I do it on
the stage gives it, in my opinion. a plus
not inherent in the number itself. In
fact, most song pluggers I know would
characterize both songs as dogs. The
third number, 4 Secretary Is Not a Toy,
I thought was very bad — quite rangy
and not very tuneful although the lyric
was extremely witty.

Three davs before the firing I was
ordered into Loesser’s small office off the
rchearsal hall next to the Edison Hotel
where the maestro again instructed me
on the proper interpretation of the
songs. The [act that T had chosen thou-
sands of songs over a period of three
decades and given them a style that was
studied by Sinatra and others, meant
nothing to Loesser.

As we discussed the rendition of the
numbers [ began to realize that Loesser
regarded them as true works of art and.
as befits masterpicces, proper perform-
ances could only come [rom considerable
rehearsal on my part. If there is one
thing that heats up my blood it is when
someone Lrics o make a big thing out
ol nothing. And here is where the com-
poser’s feathers got rufiled.

“Frank, don’t vou realize that these
are extremely simple songs?” 1 said po-
litely and candidly. “I can do them
about as well the first time as I can the
thousandth.”

“Understand one thing,” he replied.
“I've got a great deal of money in this
show. I don’t intend to have it yruined by
vour not performing the songs properly.™

I should have reahzed that the dictates
of a dircctor-producer-songwriter in the
lIegitimate and motion-picture fields are
rarely questioned or contradicted. Loes-
ser probably had never had anyone
speak as Irankly and critically about his
songs as I had. So he was boiling.

He was not the only one building up
a head of steam — T felt I was being sold
short on the wtnes given me as I listened
to those given the other members of the
cast. It seemed to me every other num-
ber in the show consisted of melodies a
singer dreams of having, they were so
desivable, while the tunes T was assigned
1 would never even have programed on
one ol my broadeasts.

At any rate, after T had gone through
Heart of Gold several times with Miss
Mantin, I felt T was singing it as well as
I cever could, and [ said so. I supposc
Loesser expected me to stay in the stuffy
little rehearsal room doing the song over
and over the way the boys and girls in
the cast had to do with their material.
It 1s quite possible that my frank and
practical attitude rankled Loesser.

On the evening of August 16, the
night before the firing, just before we
were dismissed from rehearsal, Abe Bui-
rows began to criticize me quite angrily,
particularly about my love scenes with
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Miss Martin. No indication had been
given me in the script and for the pre-
vious eight or nine days I had been read-
ing the amorous lines quite straight with
all the sincerity at my command. Bur-
rows was not able to put into words ex
actly what he wanted, but 1 gathered he
was seeking more of a tongue-in-check
flavor.

There were only Burrows, his secretary
and, I believe, Miss Martin in the room
when Abe suddenly jumped on me
about my theatrics. 1 thought I
known him long enough (since the 1940
Sealtest days) to voice an honest differ-
ence of opinion in something [ had to
do in the show. I realize now that he
was quite possibly angered at my refusal
to accept abjectly his direction. I had
torn it with another of the bosses.

The [ollowing morning, August 17,
bloomed clear and hot and I guess I
should have sensed that something was
in the air. Bob Fosse had just been

had

brought into the show, being touted to
us as a magician with his chorecography

and the staging of songs. When I was
ordered into Room 2 to find the entire
group of big brass scated there like Su-

preme Court judges to watch me go into
a rendition of Secretary, 1 knew that
something was up.

This number was originally intended
for Paul Reed who has a strong, trained
voice (the type of voice used in musical
comedies to  sing  things like Stout-
Hearvted Men), a voice that indicated he
had hair on his chest. Actually, T had
never felt that Seeretary needed delivery
by a trained voice, as it was & sexy lvric
and a trite melody best suited to a
natural-voice singer such as 1 am. Fosse
had devised some movements for me as [
sang the number with all the male sing-
ers in back of me. We were ordercd to
go through it two or three times and I
did it as well as 1 can do that type of
number, giving it all the animation and
voice 1 could muster. Perhaps 1 should
have been aware that they were not
pleased with my rendition, but I hankly
felt that I did a good job of it and was
not looking for any on-the-table criticism
of my method of delivery. Evidently it
was the straw that broke the
back, because a few minutes later the
agent, Abe Newborn, walked in
asked me to go down to the Edison,

camel's

and

where he gave me the bad news.

One of the cast later on explained 1o
me that probably the reason 1 was asked
to leave was that all of our brass were
running scared. Remember if you will
(something that I did not know at the
time) that Feuer and Marun had had a
$100,000 flop in a show which they had
written together, Feuer had directed and
I understand it was a very miserable
production called Whoop-up. I'd as-
sumed that they'd had nothing but suc-
cessive hits and 1 did not know that
their last show had been a complete
bust. Loesser had just had a very bad
flop in a show called Greenwillow in
which he'd attempted to have Anthony
Perkins sing songs I understand were too
much for him to handle. That was at
least a 5200000 loss for Loesser. Abe
Burrows had had an expensive disaster
in First Impressions which he had written
and directed. Another show, The Golden
Fleecing, was a very so-so production.
Fosse had been thrown out ol a musical
which had also collapsed to the mne ol
S500,000. The lact that they were all
runming scared still did not justify in
my mind their making me the whipping




boy. In rehearsal 1 was doing my lines in
the same manner that I am doing them
today — but men’s egos bruise easily and
it is my honest belief that my standing
up to Loesser and Burrows was a signal
for the lynching. Burrows, at Ieast, was
honest enough to say, “All right. We
were stupid. So let's forget about it.”
- - -

At any rate, we left New York for the
tryout in the City of Brotherly Love. I
the hours hours ol re-
hearsal where they wasted even more
tme than they had in that lousy New
York rehemrsal hall, with endless changes
amdd changes ol changes. No mauer. On
opening night with microphones in the
Tootlights lor evervone, the applause for
all of us rocked the theater and my
strong suspicions that a hit was brewing
were thunderously confirmed.

The rest is theawical history — we
caime to  Broadway became  the
“hardest-ticket” auraction since My Fair

survived and

:ll][{

Lady. The critics unanimously saluted
the production and 1 must blushingly
admit that my own flat-
tering. The New York reviewers appan-

notices were

ently didn’t agree with the boys running

the show. I sometimes imagine a little
tableau that goes as lollows:

A well-wisher approaches one of the
Succeed and burbles, “What a
stroke of brilliant offbeat casting — how
on carth did you ever think of Rudy
Vallee for the pare?”

brass

The brass assumes an all- knowing look
of gentus, thoughtfully taps the tips of his
fingers together. and modestly says, “Well,
you know, an awlul lot of thought and
care go into a nujor production —-"

End of tableau.

The most unhappy aspect of this
whole undertaking is the fact that T was
denied the opportunity to imvest in
Succeed. It would have been the first
time in my life 0 make some casy
money. | have made a lot of money in
my time, but it was always very soguy
with blood. sweat and tears. The lact
that Ernie Martin refused my offer of
money to back the show (probably he-
cause he was thinking of firing me — why
do FPallee any favors?) has cost me the
privilege of capitalizing on my inherent
sense of what will be successful!

It is ironic to note that the much-con-
tested udbit, A Secrctary Is Not a Toy,

wits no longer my number when the
show came to Broadway. Aflter all the
[uror it had caused! When | would do
it in rehearsal, I would take slizght
liberties with the beat in certain places
and this distressed Loesser immensely.
He wanted it done in sirict three-quarter
time, hitting every note over the head.
As the pressures mounted concerning my
performance, I said to my wife, “If he'd
ounly let me do it lightly and brightly, |
think the bad melody would be less
noticeable. It will scem more cute and
clever. That's the way 1 thiuk it should
be done lor best effect.”

Alter several attempts to have other
members of the cast have a go at it, Sec-
retary was eliminated altogether.

Suddenly it reappeared in the show
one day in Philadelphia, this time as a
song-and-dance number with the boys
and girls popping in and out ol doors,
moving swiltly about the stage, into and
out of the wings— lightly and brightly
so the melody is hardly noticeable. In
such a guise the number always gets a
[air hand.

Once in a while Old Man Vallee does

call a shot!
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WINTER IN THIS LATITUDE

(conlinued [rom page 86)

“No
hed.”

The invitation had been lor dinner,
but since Norman refused to leave his
post, Connic was {orced to change it to
Tater in the evening. When the Pervises
arrived they all gathered in the bedroom
andl sat talking of general things, skirting
the fact that Norman was in bed. After
a while Connie and Angela withdrew
to the living room. Connie could hear the
conversition rom the bedroom and she
waited for some sort ol argument or
discussion about Norman's prolonged
stay in bed.

“1 don’t zet it, old buddy.” she heard
Pervis say finally. "It doesn’t seem like
vou to take to your bed like this. What's
wrong with you, anyway:"

“Nothing's wrong with me,” Norman
saiel. “T just [eel like staying in bed for a
while. Haven't you ever felt like staying
in bed:"”

“Oh sure, 1 suppose I have. When the
world has gotten to be too much of a
I've felt like climbing into bed
and pulling the covers up over my head.
But | dido't do it. 1 get nervous even
staving in bed when I'msick. Why, when
I was in that Army hospital for two weeks
I nearly went off my rocker.”

;S Norman said, “T'll just stay in

hassle,

“Well, I like being in bed,” Norman
said. I like to think about things.”

“Yeah, but I mean, what are you plan-
ning to do? You aren’t planning on stay-
ing in bed for the rest of your life, arc
}'()ll.‘

“1 don’t know. I haven't thought about
it much.”

“Well then, what the hell are you
thinking about?”
“Oh, nothing much, really. Nothing

terribly important. Just things.”

‘Goddamn it, Norman, you're running
away [rom life. That's what vou're doing.
Running away. You're a quitter.”

“All right. So wharz"”

“Well, Christ, don’t you want o get
out there and hght="”

“Not particularly.”

“Well, what are you going to do? Just
let Connie support vou? I mean, what are
you going o do?”

But Lary's voice trailed oft, and Not-
man did not even bother to answer.
Connie could tell from the tone ol
Larry's voice that he was confused and
disgusted by Norman's attitude and lack
ol response.

“He's returning to the womb, that's
what he's doing,” Angela whispered 1o
Connie. “I've read about cases like this.”

“All right, so I'm returning to the

womb,” Norman said from the next
room. ~“So whatz"
“It isn’'t any of my business,” Angela

said., “Forget 1 said it.”
“But the thing is, why are you all so
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concerned:” Norman said. “If I'm re-
turning o the womb what difference
does it make?"”

“Well, you might think of Connie,”
Larry said.

“Oh, 1 don't mind,” Conni¢
“That is, of course I mind, but for Nor-
man's sake, not mine. It isn't hurting
me."”

Angela and Larry stayed [or anothe
hour, but the conversation drifted away
from Norman’s problem and they talked
ol the mternational situation and busi-
ness and gossiped about mutual [riends.
When they lelt, Connie felt a sense ol
strain, not a coldness but an inability and
an unwillingness to be exposed to Nor
man’s betraval of some sort of lusic rule
of life.

That night alter making love and be-
lore sleep Norman complained about the
bandage over his eves. Connie lelt a
quick surge ol hope, but he continued
that he would appreciate it il she would
shop around and find him one of those
black sleeping masks that people wore to
keep the light out of their eyes. Some
thing that covered a minimum ol space,
he said. like two eve patches rather than
one large shield.

She wondered for a while what would
become ol them, but her last thoughts
before sleep were about how much more
vigorous a lover Norman had become
now that he only lay in bed all day with
nothing to do. In the two weeks since
they had been sleeping together again
they had made love every night instead
of the usual every other or every third
night, and several times he had made
love to her in the morning as well. In
addition, he had become inventive and
sensuous again, as he had been when
they were hirst married.

said.

In the daytime Norman lay in bed and
thought and dreamed and listened o the
sounds of the apartment house and the
street. He tried listening o the radio,
but the populir music jarred his cars,
and even the city’s one good music sta-
tion was unsuitable, for just as he was
beginning to lose himsel in the music a
commercial announcement would bring
him back to reality. When it rained, as it
did almost every day through December,
he liked to listen o the rain on some
solid surface. He wished for a metal rool,
but discovered that il one of the bed-
room windows wis opened a crack at the
bottom, the patier of the rain on the sill
made a pleasantly monotonous back
ground sound.

He began to worry occasionally about
the future. It came to him one day with
quick clarity that he did not want to re-
wirn 1o his job, or lor that matter o any
similar job. He thought of his old work
as paper shuffling and office politicking,
But he had no other skill, could not
think of what else he might do to earn
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“Yowre right, Helen — it is Phil Gronquist.”



his living. It was easier to shove the
problem into one of the back compart-
ments of his mind and darken the screen
for a Film Clip or two.

His thoughts were often of sex. He
constructed  elaborate sexual [antasies.
Several umes he dreamed ol laree older
women who dominated him. forcing him
to perform sexual services for them. But
other times he was the ageressor, com-
mitting nearrape on small. defenseless
young girls. He did not take either type
of fantasy scriously. realizing that they
were merely entertainments of a long
idleness, and the pressure never built up.
since he was making love o his wife so
much more lrequently than before.

For a briel period he concerned him-
self with dreams of glory. He was the
leader of a partisan band in a conquered
country, doomed to defeat but continu-
ing the fight. Or he was a singularly
brave individual soldier. He was a fur
trapper, striding West toward the fron-
tier. But these visions soon paled, and he
went through a period of halfhearted
analysis, attempting to understand and
interpret his dreams, waking and sleep-
ing, and his retreat to bed.

At night he slept on the other side of
the bed now, that is to say, on his wile's
left. Previously she had slept on his left,
himsell on the side toward the bedside
table and alarm clock. But since she was
the one now who went daily to work,
they changed sides. At first his dreams
were confused, he fele that he was in a
strange bed and in his sleep. reaching
out for Connie, he found only the wall.
Several times he dreamed that he was
the woman amd Connie the man. He
tried to lead Connie into being the sex-
ual aggressor a few times. but though she
went through the motions she was basi-
cally passive and he had to lead her by
indirection,

Late in December sounds began to
bother him: the harsh noises of the
street, trucks rumbling by, screeching
voices and radios playing in other apart-
ments, children screaming, brakes squeal-
ing, the city's roar. The sounds made him
nervous  and  particalarly  loud  ones
caused him physical pain.

I'm rewrcating further, he thought. Into
the womb. He asked Connie to buy him
a set ol earplugs.

- - -

With the request lor carplugs, Connie’s
fears forced themselves to the surface.
She was unwilling to think of the counrse
of Norman’s malady, but it seemed she
could not stop hersell. He's becoming a
vegetible, she thought. A woman can't
love a vegetable. But in fact her love for
him grew. Nightly she delighted in bath-
ing him and applying talc o prevent
bedsores. But | don’t really have a hus
band anymore, she thought, not in any
vue sense. Still, he needed her and at
the same tume fulfilled her needs lor love

and affection and someone to take care
of. And he would listen to her in the
evenings instead of retreating into the
work he had brought from the office.

But she was aware that the earplugs,
which she bought the next day and he
began using in the dayume when she was
not there, were a dehinite sign of deterio-
ration. At Christmastime she made an
cliort to reawaken his interest. She de-
scribed the color and activity of the cen-
ter ol the city. She erected mud decorated
a tree and tried to induce him to remove
his blindfold and look at it. She cooked
and baked and did everything she could
think of to interest him in the real world,
but though he listened to everything she
said, he would not get up and look.

In Januwary he began to wear the ear-
plugs even when she was in the apart-
ment. At first he would simply lorget to
remove them, but soon he began o pre-
tend that she was not there talking to
him at all, and to insure his aloneness by
rolling on his side, facing the wall, and
burrowing his head under a pillow.

“You can’t do this, honey,” she said one
evening when he was not wearing the
earplugs. “You're letting yoursell with-
draw further and lurther.”

“It isn‘t important.” he said. 1 just
[eel like doing it. Don’'t worry about it,
Connie. When [ feel like getting up
again I'll get up again.”

“But you can’'t do this. Youwve . . .
youre .. ."

“Returning to the womb?” he said.

“Well, Angie says . . .”

“Yeah, 1 know. Hey, listen, I'm Kind of
tived. I think 1'll get some sleep now.
We'll talk about it later.”

“But Norman, you've slept all day.”

But he was already burrowing under
the pillow, he would not listen to her.
The next day she called the doctor, an
act that she had been putting olf ever
since he first took to his bed.

She arranged the appointment so that
she could be off work when the doctor
came. He was their regular doctor, Con-
nie’s Lumily doctor, an older man with
salt-and-pepper gray hair and a licte
pencil-line mustache. He had  always
seemed to Connie to have a great fund of
understanding and philosophy.

“Now this isn't really in my line,” he
wld Connie. “You should really consult
a  psychiatrist about this. Though of
course a psychiatist might overlook the
physical causes in Gvor of the mental.
Metabolic rate and that sort ol thing.”

“I know, I know,” Connie said. “But
I just can’t bring mysell to call a psychia-
trist. It isn't as though he were violent.
He just won't get up.”

The doctor talked to Norman for
nearly an hour, and Norman removed
his earplugs and listened politely. The
doctor tried to deseribe to Norman what
was happening to him, and then at-

tempted to persuade Norman to talk
about his problems. He even had Connie
leave the room so that Norman could
speak more [reely, but Norman denied
that he had any serious problems.

“I just feel like staying in bed.” he
saicd. “And I feel like keeping my eves
covered. The light bothers my eyes. Be-
sides, when I pretend that I'm blind all
ol my other senses seem to get sharper.”

“Yes, yes, | understand all that,” the
doctor said. "We all feel unable to cope
with a world as complex as this oc-
casionally. We [eel deleated by the dif-
ficulty ol interpersonal relations, like
with your wile, and the impossibility ol
defving the vast forces in soaety that
nunipulate us. But you can’t give way to
this fecling. You have o fight 1"

“Why do I have 1o fight it?” Norman
said. “I'm not doing anvbody any harm.”

“Well, you've got 1o think of Connie.”

“She's happy. She's happier than she
was belore.”

“Well, perhaps she seems that way. But
deep underneath, I'm sure .. "

“Ask her, il you don't believe she's
happy. I she isn't she can go away. We
were getting a divorce belore this started,
anyway.”

“Yes, but you've got to think of the
future, Norman.”

“Why?"

“Well, just because. You can’t escape
it. Why, dealing with the fuwure is what
differentiates human beings from the
lower animals.”

“I thought it was being able to read
and write. Or the thumb.”

“Well, ves, certainly those thingsare im-
portant, too. But, my boy, the [uture . ..”

“To hell with the [uture. The future
can take care of itsell.” He put the ear-
plugs one at a tume back into his ears
and rolled over toward the wall, and the
HETVICW Wils over.

- - -

The rains of late autumn ended and
there was snow on the ground, Norman
could no longer hear, but he could feel
the ditfevence in the aiv, crisp and vi-
brant instead of limp and moist. He
liked a window open so that he could
know that it was cold out and that he
was snug and wirm under the electric
blanket. He cherished the electric blan-
ket, so light and cozyv. He would wrn it
up to high and rouast for a while and
then trn it entirely ofl and feel the heat
leave, untl he was beginning o shiver.
Then he would turn it on again and
bask in the warmth.

I I'm returning to the womb I ought
to go the whole route, he thought.
Though he did not believe that he was.
Returring to the womb seemed a catchy
ploase that someone had invented for
a magazine advertisement. He wanted
no cramped wet eell. He was content in
his warm dry bed. He was resting,
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The snow melted and the rain re-
turned and Norman became impatient
for the process to complete itsclf. So,
while he still enjoyed odors, he had
Connie buy him a pair of swimmer's
nose plugs. The speed-up process scemed
a good joke somehow, as though he had
defeated someone. It was February and
he was way ahead of them and he lay in
bed smiling at his private joke.

He no longer got out of bed much.
Connie left a bedpan and a bottle next
to the bed. He learned to control him-
self so that he did not have to defecate
all day, but he urinated whenever he
felt like it. He discontinued cating
lunch, too. Connie fed him in the morn-
ing and again when she returned in the
evening, and between those times he
simply lay and thought and dreamed.
With practice his dream life had become
incredibly rich. He willed or planned
nothing, only received the images as
they occurred, and his subconscious out-
did itsell in creating extravagant pro-
ductions. He was seldom the hero but

only an observer. Nor did he want to
control the stories and be the hero. He
realized that his own mind was creating
the stories, but it was doing so in such
an indirect way that he never had the
feeling ol authorship.

Hurrying the process still further, he
ordered Connie to cook him only bland
foods, o leave out salt and pepper and
spices. Boiled eggs were too flavorful,
meat too juicy. He ate bland things,
tasteless and smooth, and he knew that
he was nearing some kind of goal. He
believed himself happy.

- - -

Connie, too, was happy, and felt
guilty about it. Her mother came to visit
her olten now, and sometimes stayed
overnight on the couch. They had long
talks. Her mother was disgusted with
Norman, labeling him selfish, and there-
fore was disgusted with Connie [or stand-
ing for his foolishness.

“Listen, Connic's mother
said, “‘just stop waiting on him hand and

sweelie,”

“So now it'll be Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen,
Comet, Cupid, Donner and Venison.”

foot. You'll see how fast he'll get out of
bed when he gets hungry.”

“But, Mom, I don't want him to suf-
fer,” Connie said.

“It's for his own good. Why do you
stay with him, anyway?"

“Because 1 love him. He’s my hus-
band.”

“He's no husband. He's no man at all.
He's a puddle of flesh, that's all. Does
he make love to you anymore?”

“Yes, he does. He’s just running away
from the world, Mom. There were too
many problems so he ran away, like a
little boy. 1 have to understand him.”

“I don't see why you should. Let him
understand himsell. You aren’t getting
any younger. If I were you I'd go find
mysell another man.™

But they did not always argue. Much
of the time they simply sat and talked
about the occurrences of the day, and
gradually fell back into the mother-and-
daughter relationship of belore Connie’s
marriage.

“Norman, Mom's here,” Connie would
shout, forcing her voice through the
earplugs.

“Hello, Mother,” Norman would say,
smiling good humoredly. But he never
offered more than a casual “How are
you?” and he never removed the ear-
plugs to hear what Connie's mother had
to say.

Angela and Larry Pervis still visited
occasionally, but after a quick duty visit
into the bedroom they sat with Connie
in the living room and talked. They
were still her [riends, but it was increas-
ingly awkward, three an unwieldy num-
Once they invited Connie over
and when she arrived she [ound that
they had invited a bachelor [riend to
make a foursome. She sulfered through
the evening, not quite sure that the idea
of an affair with a strange man did not
attract her and angry with hersell for
her near-weakness, and the next day she
bitterly accused Angela over the tele-
phone of trying to destroy her loyalty
to Norman. But the storm blew over and
they still visited her, though it was clear
that they had decided that Norman's ac-
tions were sheer weakness. They did not
try again to introduce her to a man.

Connie thought about calling a psy-
chiatrist to sece Norman, but she could
not bring hersell to do it. At work she
was quict and solemn now, but increas-
ingly efficient, and she received a pro-
motion and raise the first of March. She
told Norman about it and he smiled his
approval, but she could see that he was
not really very interested.

She toyed with the idea ol doing as

ber.

her mother had suggested, making him
shift for himscll. Not lor her own sake,
she assured herself, but for his. Finally
one Friday evening she did not fix him
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W% AN IMPORTANT MAN

deserves an important gift . . .
Rough Rider sport coats and slacks
in newer, darker tones and imported
luxury-touch fabrics. Action-tailored
to fit better . . . look better . . . wear
better. A sure success!

Regli Reder

Nopo, Caolifornio
AT FINE STORES EVERYWHERE

dinner. She sat lonely and sad over her
own dinner, tasting each morsel as
though to make up for Norman's lack
ol it, feeling all of the pain of separation
that she had fele when he left her. By
bedtime he had said nothing. She
climbed into bed beside him, waiting for
him to mention food, but he did not.
By Sunday afternoon when he had still
not mentioned being hungry she could
stand it no longer. She cooked him an
enormous meal, some of which he ate.
But he made no comment one way or
the other about the day and a half of
abstinence.

The lollowing Wednesday he told her
that he did not want her to sleep with
him any longer. It disturbed him, he
said; the touch of her flesh through his
pajamas was like sandpaper. He wanted
to cut oft the list contact, the sense of
touch. He said it quite unseliconsciously,
as though clinically describing someone
clse's case. She cried, but he was firm,
and she moved into the living room to
sleep on the couch. He would not even
let her bathe and powder him anymore.
She waited for him to change his mind,
hoping each evening that he would re-
lent, but each time she asked he re-
mained firm.

- - -

Now he lay in the bed and tried to
seal off the last sensations from hands
and face and feet. He cultivated bore-
dom with sensation and even boredom
with the Film Clips of his mind, willing
a white screen ol blankness before his
inner eye. He saw himself as on the last
stage of a dangerous journey. He was
entering unexplored country and won-
dered what he would find. Life was
placid, life was clean, life had no con-
tent. Am 1 happy? he asked himsell.
Well, am | sad? Am I in pain? The an-
swer was no to all three questions.

It was March and then it was the first
of April. He counted his heartbeats and
at 100 he fell asleep. He no longer tried
to analyze his dreams. Sometimes he lis-
tened to and counted his own breathing,
but that he found painful. When he con-
centrated  on  breathing he held  his
breath too long and his chest hurt.

I'll get up when I feel like getting up,
he told himself. But when he did finally
get up it was not because he wanted to.

The weather had turned hot and Con-
nie had begun to open the windows. It
was an unseasonable early warm spell.
He asked her to Keep the windows
closed, but after a day of that he found
himsell sweaty and uncomlfortable and
had to allow her to open them.

He lay on his bed in only his pa-
jamas without a sheet, and a vagrant
spring brecze came in the window and
teased his skin. He could not keep his
mind from it, the wind blowing the hair
on top of his feet, the hair of his head,

caressing his face. He willed his mind to
deep calmness but the breeze was not to
be ignored. He became angry with it

For the first time in nearly two months
he got out of bed and started toward the
offending window. His legs would hardly
hold him and he had forgotten the
exact location of the furniture. He stum-
bled on unresponsive legs and fell to the
floor, his forehead striking the chair.
Growing angrier, he pulled himself to
his feet and lurched toward the window,
and this time he struck his shin against
the table. Reaching out to keep himself
from falling, his hand found only air,
and then the glass of the window, but
by then he was falling and his hand
smashed the glass. Pain sliced across his
arm and he felt warm blood run down
toward his fingers.

Now he was {urious. He tore the mask
from his face and looked down at his
arm to find a long clean slash angling
across the back of it. Blood was dripping
on the rug and on his pajamas and the
window was broken so that he would
not be able to close out the breeze no
matter how he tried. His legs would not
support him and his eyes were stabbing
centers of pain from the unaccustomed
light, the colors so vivid that they
shocked him. The blue of sky, the char
treuse and blue-green and green-black
of trees and bushes and grass, the whites
and reds and yellows. He could not
breathe properly, so he tore out the
plugs that held his nostrils closed and
then, as an afterthought, yanked out the
carplugs.

It suddenly occurred to him, amid the
welter ol pains and sensations, harsh
sounds and too-bright light and strong
odors and feclings all over his body, that
he should give Connie a baby. She de-
served a baby. And it might be a boy:
that would be interesting. Thinking
about having a baby and making love to
Connie, he discovered that he had an
erection. “Oh, Jesus Christ,” he said,
aloud.

He wrapped a T-shirt around his
forcarm to stop the bleeding. Then,
steadying himself by the bureau, he be-
gan a fust tentative and creaky deep
knee bend. What was to stop him lrom
finding any kind of job he wanted:
Pumping gas or driving a Cat or even
learning o be a carpenter?

And whun Connie returned from work
she found him sitting in the living room
reading a wecek-old sport section and
drinking a highball, a crude thick band-
age covering his arm from elbow o
wrist. She did not quite know what o
say or do, or even to think, she was
happy and at the same time sad with
loss, so she stood in the doorway and
cried, the mascara-dark tears running
down her face, until Norman told her wo
shut up and start cooking his dinner.




A. ADAM - yellow or while — $27.95 B. HELENA - yellow or white
marcasile neck chain-lapel watch, hand-carved ivory rosebud — $22.95
C. KATRINA — scarab-style coverlid watch, ,
cultured pearls and cameo — $29.95 D. CARINA — custom-designed yel-
low or white cuff bracelet watch — $20.05 E. GF R - tailored cocktail
walch, all yellow, white with simulated sapphires — $20.95 . RHETT

Florentine cufflinks, yellow - simulated rubies: white - simulated sap-
phires — $24.95. As adjustable ring watch — ROSITA — 52295 G. AR-
MANDA — unique turn-aboul, Florentined, all yellow, whi simulated
sapphires §27.95 H. STEPHANIE cameo coverlid neck chain-lapel
walch, cultured pearls, genuine amethysts, simulated sto $24.95
1. BENTON - yellow Florentined-roinbow dial; white Florentined-linen-
type dial — $27.95 ]. ALTHEA - yellow or white, simulated stones —

ornate simulated ston

NA DeEs it BETTER

OU WANT

!

527.95 K. MANIKIN — adjustable ring watch, yellow Florentined, large
simulated sapphire or topaz — $22.95. As cufflinks — ESQUIRE — $24.95
L. FANTASIA — cuff bracelet watch, white or yellow satin fini

French marcasile mock initials — $29.95 M. BRUCE — yellow hite
Florentined — $27.95 N. DEREK — waler-resistant [as long as crystal,
crown and back are intact) engine-turned yellow calendar watch—$24.95
All prices plus Federal Tax

The new Medana collection of irresistible watch styles for all occasions
is available at fine stores everywhere. For the store nearest you, wrile:

ROAMER-MEDANA WATCH CORPORATION PB
16 East 40th Street, New York 16, N. Y.

Medana is a product of the Roamer Watch Company of Soleure, Switzerland, one of the world's largest walch corporations, established 1888,




NO~| HAVEN'T PUT ANYTHING ¥
ON YET, RALPHIE

PLAYBOY

: 'l BE €
R RIGHT OVER €

rij“ TO HELP! &

WE'LL PUT @8
EVERYTHING €
on TO-, &N
GETHER." gt &

BY H. KURTZMAM AND W, ELDER

., '{‘

"'ur APPROACH OF THE YULETIDE IS
PRECEDED BY WAVFS OF ACTIVITY AS,

IN PREPARATION FOR HOLIDAY DRESS, THE
WORKADAY VECTMENTS ARE BOLDLY STRIPPED
FROM STREETS, SHOPS, WHOLE COMMUNITIES,
AND LITTLE ANNIE FANNY -

O

YOU'RE SWEET, RALPHIE, BUT

[ YOU'RE. SO SWEET TO COME HELP ME WITH MY
PARCELS, RALPHIE. I'M WAITING FOR THEM TO WRAP THE

WITH MY

: HELP, THE LISTEN~ FIRST | HAVE TO h CUTEST LITTLE TOY | BOUGHT FOR MY NEPHEW -
49 TREE WiLL T SHOP, WHY DON'T YOU MEET et e Ty ey
BE TRIMMED S ME AT THE VASTLY GEE, ANNIE= | 3 A

DEPARTMENT STORE TOY
COUNTER IN AN HOUR--

SURE APPRECIATE
YOUR ASKING ME

#"OH YEAH—YOU GET HUSTLED
INTO THE BUSTLE AT THE

LOVE CHRISTMAS
SHOPPING WITH g
ITS HUSTLE AND ¢
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(—NOW DON'T YOU LOVE HOW EVERYTHING IS DECORATED |

AF ALL SO CHRISTMAS-Y 2:-00H— LOOK AT THE GORGEOUS

T e e
-~ YEAH — GLORIOUS SPECIAL ¥

ONE-DOLLAR PR

— THE same B geas ForR a K.

OLD STUFF WRAPPED I JINGLE HAND-oUT!
BELLS! - NUDES AND MISTLETOE!  EVERYBODY

WHAT |
LIKE ABOUT
THESE CHRISTMAS
PARTIES IS HOW
THE EMPLOYEES
CAN REALLY RUB
ELBOWS WITH

—DOUBLE YOUR
PLEASURE
DOUBLE YOUR FUN -

—COMMERCIALISM! g WANTING INSTEAD

OF GINING -

ALL THIS A
CHRISTMAS
PARTY!WHAT
lcaL it 1s
La DOLCE
VITAT

NOW, RALPHIE - YOU CHEER UP! ~-WE RAN
| PROMISED TO DROP 1IN ON IToOUT TO &
THE OFFICE PARTY AT THE SCARSDALE

J. WALTER HUCKSTER AD AGENCY -
AND | DON'T WANT GLOOMY GUS

IT LOOKS LIKE SO

RAN IT
ouT TO
PECOS TO
SEE WHO'D
GET A
SUBSIDY -

A MUST PLAY
BECAUSE IT'Sw
WELL~SORT OF
A TRAINING
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) | AS | WAS SAYING,
. BENTON BATTBARTON, 1 S SAYING, MISTER PLEASE, ¥ J. WALTER, | CAN
ACCOUNT EXECUTIVE = | WAS JUST TELLING RALPHIE 48 BATTBARTON, FOR “BABY! JOOUBLE OUR BILLING
HOW WONDERFUL IT IS AT THESE OFFICE . A SLIGHTLY BETTER B IF YOU'LL MAKE ME
. PARTIES WHERE YOU RUB ELBOWS WITH & CONTRACT, I'LL SHOOT HEAD OF MEDIA-
THE BOSSES AND EVERYONE 1S EQUAL. b /

b
XY

5 W

REMEMBER, MEN - SPEAKING OFF THE J NOW
TOP OF MY HEAD, I'D SAY THERE'LL BE 4 I'VE
, BIGGER. BONUSES NEXT YEAR IF
§ OUR TEAM BRINGS THE WINSOM
ACIGARETTE ACCOUNT OVER THE GOAL LINE.

BOURBON, WE'LL
GO OVER TO
YOUR PLACE
AND REALLY

1. LL TELL YOU WHAT ¥ THE SHOPPERS LEAPIN' LIZARDS,

W FUN! HAH

¥ NESS, YOU CAN'T T'THEY REﬁ: \LLY WANT!- THE EMPLOYEES ALL WANT BARGAINS! 7 RALPHIEw-

' GRUDGE PEOPLE A\ WANT LESS WORK AND BIGGER Sl THE STORES WANT LET'S GO

N waNTING A J( BONUSES ! THE EMPLOYERS WANT 4 : MONEY! SANTA WANTS TRIM THE
MORE SALES - SMALLER SALARIES! .- TREES

226



- ,_.:..‘ ---,_.._-I*_".“; -.:g\‘.l . WA
R, = TEENE .

"\~ COMPASSION FOR OUR FELLOW-MAN!-. JOY TO
THE WORLD!- PEACE ON EARTH!THAT’S WHAT THE
SPIRIT OF CHRISTMAS IS SUPPOSED TO BE ALL ABOUT
NOT JUST WANTING!

NOW YOU SET THOSE THINGS RIGHT )
DOWN WHILE | CHANGE INTO SOME- {3
THING MORE COMFORTABLE. -t

THERE, NOW~ | FEEL SO MUCH
BETTER. SHALL WE GET RIGHT
TO WORK ON THE TREE?

RALPHIES WANTING!

NOW GET

RALPHIE! \Q!ANTi Ng

STOP, RALPHIE! {0
«LEAPIN' LIZARDS! [

OR WOULD YOU
LIKE A DRINK FIRST,
RALPHIE—

BUT ALL EVERYBODY EVER THINKS ABOUT IS
THEMSELVES - NEVER A THOUGHT OF GIVING UP
ANYTHING FOR OTHERS-- ALWAYS WANTING

WHAT A RELIEF!- 1’'D LIKE TO GET

THE TREE TRIMMED BEFORE MY

ROOMMATE, RUTHIE, COMES HOME,
WON'T SHE BE SURPRISED!

~
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers to your shopping
questions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where vou
can buy any of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
- featured i.n PLI.:YBDY. Eﬂr
example, where-to-buy y
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers PLAYB OY S GA LA H O Ll DAY I SS U E
in this issue listed below.

Abelard-Schumnn Book: KLH Phonugraphs . .

Arlstocrat o Lane Chests - .

Avantl Cors S La Salle Wotches.

Hallston Socks - Levi's Sportswear

Bentiey Light Lindy Pens . . .

BMC Cars G Medico Pipes

Rurlington Zephyr Socks. 191

Crosco Sportswesr. ... . .44

Dodge Cars

Dopp Kits ...

Duncan ¥o-Yio rince Garduer Card Ca:
! Hoamer-Medana Watche

Holbros Watches . H a-Lighter . -
HIS Weathereoat . .. Winthrop =
Honda Motereyel @ .. 4 Walverine H
Interw fock . ... o0 YMM Slacks .
: Zodine Watches

Use these lines for information about other featured nwer-
chandise.

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to

_ answer any of your other
questions on fashion, travel, food
and drink, hi-fi, etc. If your
question involves items you saw
in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a brief
description of the items

when you write.

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Ill.

USE CONVENRIENT GIFT SUBSCRIPTION
ENVELOPE PAGE 67

SEND i COMING /EARLYIN 13632,
PLAYBOY
EVERY
MONTH

0O 3 yrs. for $14 (Save $10.00)
D 1yr. for $6  (Save $2.00)
[0 payment enclosed [ bill later

TO:
name

mEhes

city zone state

Mail to PLAYBOY
232 E. Ohio Street, Chicago 11, Illinois
120
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Give Canadian Club

The world’s most wanted
gift whisky comes
dressed in its holiday
best—at no extra charge!

What makes giving a bottle of Canadian Club an
" even bigger gift?
‘ The fact that those you give it to were hoping all
{ along to get it! For Canadian Club is the world’s
most wanted gift whisky.

How do we know? People have told us. On the rec-
ord. And its popularity is so richly deserved. No
other whisky in the world tastes quite like it.

No other whisky in the world is so welcome —
whether your gift is a fifth or a quart or a case. And
in many states, you can buy Canadian Club in the
spectacular gallon bottle!

In any bottle, Canadian Club is a pleasure to give
and to get. .

The
World's
Most
Wanted
Gift
Whisky

6 YEARS OLD. IMPORTED IN BOTTLE FROM CAKADA BY HIRAM WALKER IMPORTERS, INC., DETRDIT. MICH. 86.8 PROOF. BLENDED CANADIAN WHISKY.,




THE DEPENDABLES ARE HERE!

PARDON US WHILE WE SLIP INTO

SOMETHING COMFORTABLE

| The something comfortable in this case is @ 1963 Dodge """t nex Puce ok s oooce
! Polara 4-door hardtop. It's not the clinging sort of comfort-
able, either. More like housecoat comfortable. Lots of room R

to move around in. See how the roof sweeps straight back instead of _
I“[ 1933 rounding off. That means plenty of headroom for passengers, front and %
rear. Seats are sofa-soft and chair-high. Comfort for everyone aboard. All ATANDANDSUT DCDGL
24 Dodge models offer this kind of comfort at a variety of prices, all low. And x
n“nuE there's a variety of engines. For economy—a 225 cubic inch Six. Forg ﬂ
action—a stable full of V8 horsepower. Try them out at your Dodge Dealer. B ottt —Comer S00K. GRDEe |

A FULL LINE OF CARS IN THE LOW-PRICE FIELD ! I
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