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Itis good to know that when you buy Booth’s High & Dry Gin in
the United States you are gelling gin made according to the same
formula as the Booth’s High & Dry purveyed in Britain. It is the
only gin distilled in U. S. A, under the supervision of famous
Bootlt’s Distilleries, Ltd., London, England. Give Booth's a try,

DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN. 90 PROOF. 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. % W.A TAYLOR & COMPANY, NEW YORK, N.Y. SOLE DISTRIBUTORS FOR THE U.S.A.

WALLACE

SUMMER 1§ SMARTLY SIGNALIZED in this
July issue of America’s loremost hivin’- -15
casy magazine: cartoonist Gahan W |1mn
|l|t:-||tl*. a set of sandy sketches which
we've titled, ipp:npllmh enough, On
the Beach with Gahan Wilson: our vari-
ous editorial service departments suggest
clectronic gadgetry for beach fun, clue
us in on the latest [ashion news in seer-
sucker, and provide recipes for a trio of
frosty summer drinks; lenslady Bunny
Yeager offers a new and appe: I|III“ idea 1n
nml female fashion, done up |r‘_~ stage/
dress-designer  Jack Hakman for this
month’s photo feature, The Nude Look.
All that glitters is not Herb Gold,
necessarily:  pravsoy  Assistant  Editor
Don Gold (no relation) ghitters, too, at
the drop of a hat or the drop ol a book.
A book that recently th'n]}]][‘d from his
numbed fingers was authored by John
O'Hara; which explains why versatile
Don — jazz buff, d.j., and one-time Man-
aging Editor of Down Beat — has writ-
ten, as his frst byvlined contribution to
our pages, not a i;lf( SLOTY but a hli-l..'illy.

GOLD l

satire of O'Hara called OQOurselves to
Know Too Well. Another writer new to
PLAYBOY 1s Jeremy Dole, young author
of this issue’s [arcical election-vear story,
Wilbur Fonts for President.

No newcomers are praysoy-lavorites
William Iversen, T. K. Brown III,
Richard Matheson and John Wallace, all
represented this month by top-drawer
writing. Iversen reverses a rather abomi-
nable old idea and comes up with the
much more sensible /I Only Want a
Sweetheart, Nol a Buddy. Brown j_;i‘c.!'\ s
a precise and penetrating portrait of that
shady lady named Luck. Matheson, hav-
ing finished writing the screenplay for
the new film version ol Poe’s The Fall of
the House of Usher, does a tlnlit;l]:h' job
of out-Poeing Poe in his story First
Anniversary (it’s his filth pLAYBOY varn).
]1!r|'ll'lI Wallace =of I Love You, Miss
Iruine memory — is back with Jiis hith
story for us, this month's leadoft, O You
New York Girls. This tale of a |1i|1 yvoung
:Inp on the loose in the big town en-
joys, by way ol illustration, a double-
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page water color by Seymour Rosolsky,
a Chicago arust in his early thirties —
just back from a Fulbrightsponsored
painting spree in Italy — whose work has
already won him over hall a dozen |||1zu
and awards, and has been exhibited in
Chicago’s Art Institute, New York's
Museum of Modern Art, plus galleries
in Los Angeles, Dewroit, and far-llung
Rome and Naples.

Bidding us catapult our minds to
regions [arther [lung than Rome o
Naples, Arthur C. Clarke captains a
Rocket to the Renaissance.

Photographers and their nubile, near-
nude models cavorted at a Hollvwoaod
PLAYBOY party under the auspices ol the
American Society ol Magazine Photogra-
phers, and it’s far from surprising that
the shutter-bugs snapped their own
shindig. The refreshing results appea
on a couple ol colorful double-page
spreads herein.

Do we hear someone asking for sull
more Teevee Jeebiesz They're here, too,
in this July rLAYBOY.
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Do girls go to your head?

Or do they just go? Well, friend — if
they vanish from the scene, better try
“Vaseline” Hair Tonic. It does some-
thing to your hair, and to women!
Even if you use water with your hair
tonic (doesn’t everybody?), you're
still way ahead of the game. You see,
waler evaporates, makes a dried out
mess of your hair. (Alcohol tonics and
hair creams evaporate, too and leave

ITSCleaAR >

a sticky residue.) But clear, clean
‘Vaseline’ Hair Tonic won’t let your
hair dry out—it replaces oil that water
removes. With *Vaseline” Hair Tonic
you can use all the water you want.
So. if you've got girls on the brain, but
not in your hair, get *Vaseline’ Hair
Tonic and keep the weekend open!

In the bottle and on your hair, the

difference is clearly there!

recow s WASELINE HAIR TONIC

I'W'-SfHNE' IS A REGISTERED TRADEMARK OF CHESEBRCUGH-POND'S INC.
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CHAPLIN
How about that? My hrst letter to
rLAYBOY and 1t isn't even about the
Plavmates! Coneratulations to Charles
Beaumont on possibly the iinest work in
his carcer. 1 reler, of course, to the
March article, Chaplin, However, even
more than to Beauwmont, congratulations
must be extended to pLAvYBOY for having
the awareness to  recoenize {.h.i!|'||'|:|'~.
gentus and the courage to commission
this article. I, unfortunately, belong to
the group 0l !}t'nl:-fl' who scarcelv know
the artist. City Lights was mvyv only
glimpse ol his genius but scenes of that
one glimpse will remain in my heart for
the rest of my life. T have wondered
lor o ]lllll:_,'. L ‘I.'u'll"- ng oneg ccime Lo
Chaplin’s defense. Now praveoy has.

Lvyle Neighbors

Moses Lake, Washington

Bravo! 1 refer to that Chaplin piece
by Beaumont. It needed to be said and
I'm glad it was reavsoy who said it.

Herman G Weinberg

New York, New York

. . . An essav worthy ol the highest
praise. An t'|1uE1I:'|tl tribute 1o one of the
most misunderstood men ol our ume.

Paul DelWit
New "il:ll-.‘._ New York

GENTLEMEN, THE PIECE ABROUT CHARLIE
CHAFPLIN WRITTEN BY CHARLES BEAUMONT
15 THE MOST SENSITIVE AND TOLERANT POR-
IRAIT OF A MAN THAT I HAVE EVER READ,
WITH THE POSSIBLE EXCEPTION OF BER-
TRAND RUSSELL ON TOM PAYNE, PLEASE EX-
FEND T0O MR, BEAUMOMT MY MOST HEART-
FELT APPLAUSE. BY ALL MEANS SEE THAT
IS 1SSUE OF PLAYROY REACHES CHARLIE
AND HIS FAMILY. MOST SIMNCERELY =

GEORGE | ESSEL
NEW YORK, NEW YORK

I was born a zeneration oo late to
enjoy Charlie Chaplin’s artstry, and I'm
alraid my image ol him, until now, was
the negative one lormed by slander.
'hanks, therefore, o Beaumont and
PLAYBOY lor erasing my prejudice.

Robert Sullivan
Stamlord, Connecticut

I'he Chaplin article written by Charles
Beaumont s a wood }anr: a wirm and
n\]||.|j,||||:|i1 recountimg ol a H.l_-_"{'Il'j..

Dore Schary
New York, New York

It's about time someone had the guts
to print the vuth about Chaplin, Many
thanks!

John C. Weiser
Salisbury, North Carolina

I found Charles Beaumont's Chaplin
very interesting indeed: a wise, balanced
and warm description of the artist and
his career. About tume, too, belore his
legend and reputation suffer completely
from his vituperative, ignorant detrac-
tors. Congratulations on pravsoy's judg-
ment and courage in publishing the
article.

Hollis Alpert
New York, New York

You '_:Hil'll,‘[] 1My ]'I'Nl!l'il with The Con-
faminators, and vou have retammed that
respect with Charles Beaumont’s mag
nificent article on Chaplin. You've said
it all.

Peggy Parkis
Hamilton, Ontario

A sympatheuc and long overdue at-
tempt to set the record straight on a
much-maligned genius.

John Wilcox
.'f'a’.rf' f-n'”n';r' Vaice
New York, New York

I hought the March pLAvBOY the other
cdav. I Charles Beaumont can do that
well on Chaplin, 1 think he ought to
keep on domg stufl Like that and leave
the werewolves alone. It's wonderful, the
way in which Beaumont makes the point
about how lucky we were that Chaplin
nuwde his movies here, that il anvone lost
anvthing when he lelt the country, it
wits us, It s, ol course, true, and nobody
l]‘l'lf”l' 1!1!'\ Jl.l\- i ' o '\;l.“i IT, :

Robert Paul Smith
Scarsdale, New York

In striking a blow for Chaplin’s
immortality while he s sull under a
cloud of misunderstunding and calumny,
My, Beauwmont has done a service to all
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/o antioduce T 39{,{ e é&?fcz’%:f volumes Q{ o
INTERNATIONAL COLLECTORS LIBRARY
we wﬂ%@d%; ﬂ%dﬁ@a .

A“v 3 OF 17 MASTERWORKS $I 89

In these authentic
Ot Ont e
Mercier Czar Alexander Ii Louis XVI Binding

period bindings
MEMBERSHIP
William Maorris
John Benson Binding Mme. de Pompadour Binding Binding 3
Grinnell, lowa Binding ﬂ

(a $10.95 value in club editions)
Binding H French Empire
I'he “protective™ picketing of Chap-

— Binding

lin hilms will no doubt continue, as well
as Philistine panning of his genius. I am
truly sorry for those persons who partici-
pate in such. I am more sorry, however,
for the millions who will never share the
experience of crying during the ending
of Gity Lights, or roaring at Chaplin’s
comic mastery i Limelight.

Charles B. Yulish

kent, Ohio

lovers of fair play and of happy, healthy
laughter.

Arthur L. Maver

New York, New York

I must
admit...

Kahlua
Ivented
me!

An article such as Charles Beaumont's
15 much needed in a national magazine
in this country at this time. Our local
exhibitor declined to show The Gold
Rush because of American Legion pres-
sure and it is in fact becoming more and
more difhcult to show Chaplin around
the country. I sincerely hope this article
15 in some way instrumental in restoring
Charlie’s popularity to the American
public.
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Please transmit to Charles Beaumont
my small mote in the avalanche ol grati-
tude he must be receiving for his own
“oift of jn}'."

R
—

h

Paul C. Woodbridge
Vienna, Virginia

l" y [/ .{_ i'l | -;.:-,'

INTERNATIONAL COLLECTORS LIBRARY
Dept. PV-7, Garden City N. Y.

Pleate enroll me as a trial member in the International Collectors Library and send
me the three volumes checked below. Bill me only $1.89 — the special trial mem-
bership introductory price for all three volumes — plus shipping. 1f 1 am not
delighted, 1 will return all three books in 7 days, my trial membership will be
cancelled, and 1 will owe nothing

Chaplin in your magazine, Larry Adles
on vour I'V show. You are becoming a
stink in the nostrils of the American

HE great private libraries of the past have bequeathed
to us rare and sumptuous volumes of exquisite, hand-
crafred design. These volumes are today priceless treasures

people. £ found only in museums and in the libraries of the 1.1.1{-11&!:'[11_.', As a member, 1 am to receive an advance description of each forthcoming
A. C. Cohn Yet — on the most limited budget, you may have thrilling selection Hn;m't'tcr.tl am m;: Uh}ii?md 0 '.I.rc-:cpi :r‘i_'p'_spm:_1ﬁanumb::1r rnf hmk:.[ and
. Tong & e . - teet ’ 2 i [ may rejece any volume either before or after receiving it. For each furure volume
Bronx, New York npm:iucfmns rUJ:I'I'I.I"I'Ii‘i'}IH‘I'ICRI by the International Col 1 30 accape. 1 will 'send you ust §3.65 plus shipping. Te is underscood that 1 may
lectors I-'E”‘"F- resign membership ar any time simply by notifying you
TRUMBO Check the Three Volumes You Want for Just $1.89

A MAGNIFICENT LIFETIME LIBRARY FOR YOUR HOME. Within the (Each Title Available Only in Binding Indicated)

CARL REINER: Writer, Director, Actor, Inventor

No question — the Black Russian (the capital cocktail) was invented
by Kahliua (the capital coffee liqueur from Mexico). Kahliia is willing
to give “them” credit for the electric light, the internal combustion
engine and the hot dog. But the wonders of the Black Russian are
ours. As in everything of greatness, simplicity is the cue. Over ice
cubes, pour 1 part of Kahliia's amber coffee warmth, 2 parts of “their”
vodka and stir. You see, it’s as simple as the wheel. For other equally
engrossing recipes, send for the rib-tickling Kahliia recipe book.
Just write: Kahliia SA,

Avenida Juan Sanchez Azcona 1447, Mexico 12, DF.
Do not write to Moscow.

Congratulations on The Oscar Syn-
drome. It is a well-written and timely
article, entirely in keeping with the high
standards ol your publication. The au-
thor could have really slammed and
damned Hollywood on a completely per-
sonal level but instead he wrote [rom a
more mature standpoint. Since reading
Mr. Trumbo's article, I have noticed
that Frank Sinatra, a performer I have
hitherto admired, has hred the excellent
writer Albert Maltz because of the
writer's political associations. Wouldn't
it be nice if we could keep politics out
ol the arts lor a change?

Arthur S. Dutch
Los Angeles, Calilornia

Congratulations to you on The Osca
Syndrome by Dalton Trumbo, with com-

exclusive, luxurious bindings of the Internarional Col-
lectors Library are the greatest works of literature—novels,
poetry, travel biography, history — some of which, extraor-
dinarily long in the original, have been abridged for mod-
ern reading. Each binding is inspired by the splendor of
the original, and is elaborately embossed in 24K gold, to
enrich your home, The paper is of special quality, and the
page rops gleam with genuine gold. Each volume has its

own attractive ribbon marker.

AVAILABLE TO MEMBERS ONLY. The Library distributes these
volumes to members only for just $3.65 each. These beauti-
ful editions are not for sale anyplace else. You will receive
an advance notice each month of the forthcoming release
If you do not want it, simply notify us and it will not be
sent; otherwise, it will come to you for only $3.65 plus
small shipping charge. You are not obligated to accept any
specific number of selections, and you may resign your trial

membership at any tume.

MAIL THE COUPON TODAY! Send for your three volumes for
free examination. If you are not overwhelmed by their
beauty and value, return them in 7 days and owe nothing.
Or, pay only $1.89 (plus shipping) for all three and

Mme. de Pompadour Binding

1 AROUND THE WORLD IN B0
DAYS — Jules Verme. The story made
into the great movie, Complete,

[] LES MISERABLES — Vicror Hugo.
Jean Valjean, hunted by the grim Javert
Abridged to 3B4 pages

[0 MADAME BOVARY — Gursiave
Flaubert. The realistic story of the moral
decay of a woman. Complete.

Williom Merris Binding

[C] ARUNDEL — Kenneth Roberts.
One of the most glorious moments in
the history of America. Complere

1 GONE WITH THE WIND — Mar-
garet Mitchell. The most popular best-
seller of our generation. Complete

[0 MOBY DICK — Herman Melville.
Caprain Abab pursues the grear whice
“Ilﬂ.tt' 1'{-‘3"’1.}}:1'.! o -i;,’ f'qu'l.

[1 THE SILVER CHALICE — Thomas
B. Costain. A young pagan slave fnds
God in Nero's Rome. Complete

Louis XVI Binding
[ JAMAICA INN — Dapbne du
Maurier. A pirl finds evil and love ar a
desolare English inn. Complete,
[ OF HUMAN BONDAGE — WW.
5. Maugham. The bonds of love and
hate berween the sexes. Complete.

Czar Alexander |1 Binding

[ THE BROTHERS KARAMAIOV -
Destoevsky, ""World's most masterful
novel''=Freud. Abridged 1o 483 pages
[ CRIME AND PUNISHMENT -
Dasteevsky. An engrossing “intellec
wal” murder. Abridged to 416 pages

[ WAR AND PEACE Tolstoy, A
pageant of love, death and human des.

tny. Abridged ro 741 pages

French Empire Binding
[ THE CRUSADES: The Flame of

Islam. — Harold Lamb,. Christian fights
Saracen for the Holy Land. Complere

Marie Antoinette Binding
[0 THE LOVE POEMS & SOMNMETS OF
SHAKESPEARE. All the Iyrics wich full

page color illustrations. Complete

Mercier Binding

[ JAME EYRE — Charlotte Bronte.
She discovers her fiance is already mar-
ried to another woman! Complete

71 THE LAST DAYS OF POMPEIl —
Bulwer-Lytton. Life and love in the
final hours of a doomed city. Complers
1 WUTHERING HEIGHTS — Emnly
Bronte. The strangest, most passionate
affair in English literature. Compiete

V. ments and analysis of the Motion Picture become a Library member. Remember — you accept only MR.
Academy Awards. An organization like the books you w.mri .1|m| vou may 1'.1:}1‘:1-] membership ar ::‘55_,; R R R R R R R A s Bram
. . ade akes ever vioil: " ] any time. So — mai * coupon Nou
53 Proof Coﬂ'ee ].].queur the Academy takes ever vigilant watch any time. So — mail the coupon nou i Ty Al W o A MR Ny T s eme s L T N e
fulness on the part of those who can
CITY . s vccnnssinssnsusinrsrnesnsbiaannman IONE, STATE.

Jules Berman & Associates, Inc., Beverly Hills, California

give it observation with perspective. This
is its only chance o [unction [ree [rom

INTERNATIONAL COLLECTORS LIBRARY
Garden City, New York

Good in [1.5.A. only. CI.I-22
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Hawaiian Playboys challenge

BACARDI

H‘% ,, _5..'._. ._‘.
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BACARDI

ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS

© BACARDI IMPORTS, INC., NY.
Rum, 80 proof

mainlanders -

“Last in
Statehood,

but first in
Bacardihood”

Last month we reported that Texas was
the home of the first Bacardi party. Men,
we goofed, The playboys in our fiftieth
state claim they first dreamed up this
delightful idea. Hats off to Hawaii!

By now you must know that a Bacardi
Party is where the guests bring Bacardi
and the host supplies the mixings—as
many as he can turn up! Like iced tea,
ginger beer, cider, cola — but vou get
the idea. | ;

So have vourself a Bacardi Party.
From Waikiki to Cape Cod, a new kind
of party for fun-loving playbovs. Just
remember—how can vou have a Bacardi
Party without Bacardi!

PR
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TRAVE LOTION

Mister...
you’re going to wear
that shave all day!

START WITH THIS NEW FORMULA BEFORE-
SHAVE LOTION . .. stop 4 o'clock stubble
trouble! Pro-Electric with ISOPHYL™ lets
you shave blade-close, all-day clean,
without “tenderizing” your face—refreshes
the Old Spice way. .60 & 1.00 no fed. 1as
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0
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THE BEFORE-SHAVE LOTION
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under the cloud of exploitation and
commercialism, However, 1 doubt il
either Mr. Trumbo or I have the neces
sary qualithcations: nevertheless 1 wel
come Mr., Trumbo's article

Kine Vido

Beverly Hills, California

K!'t'i: up the :_-"rl:! work
zine always provides things ol great
worth—the April article on taxes, The
Far OQut Films, and the Dalton Trumbo

prece were ol great imterest here.

[ he maga

George Stevens, |
Georee Stevens Productions, In
deverly Hills, Calilornia

What's wrong with rrLAvsoy? Is it he-
gimning to lollow the Communist party
line?

I'. F. Hanson
New York, New York

Your usually rosy cheeks are starting
to look red.
Hugh PP. Thompson
Indianapolis, Indiana

Please cancel my subsc ription at once
First, the hearts-and-flowers for Chaplin
then Dalton Trumbo. As an ex-FBI
agent, it becomes impossible to contimue

R. E. Chasen
Clifton, New  Jersey
reaveoy sincerely believes that ths
nation is big enough, strong enonugh and
vieht enongh o oive [ree expression Lo
|"Jrlr' peleas and Hfr' ,rr;.l';'nh ] e ry mndan
among us without fear of being lourt by
any man's individual weaknesses or Jol
lies. We believe, too, that no good wdea
Ml ””f”” fant work ol arl and no mean
,r'u_-,:[:ff talent becomes less cood, less 1m
]IIHHIrHH' or  less J'Hi'u'”.f”_l_:f”fl because ol
comes from a doubtful sowrce. You
don't have tao be a homosexual o vead
Oscar Wilde ov an alcoholic and a drug
addict 1o appreciate  the prose and
poetry of Edgeary Allan Poe. 1 s also pos
sible to recomnize the comic genius of
{ hrlfh””, read an article on the Acadenyy
lwarvids by Dalton Trumbo and enjpom
the muste of Larry Lelley wmthonl neces
sarify .«rl.fjl,l'uu'.'r'h'_-; i etther the men o
fhen I.er'J'-rmrH' Jl'!h.r."ra-u}'rr’r.rr"- of ltfe. Fo
the recorvd. of conrse, none al these men
has ever been frroven a (.ommunisi—a
matler of some importance in this coun
Iy that I,l'!ffffﬂ'l tisell on fan Iﬂ'h'lrn' anil
believing a man inmnocent until proven
__jri-'l'll'"'.'. But that's veally beside the jrornt
—for we also rll."JI."air'r.'.-:.f.f' Picasso as one
ol the waorld's grealest [ Irgr arlisis, and
Palilics

may be im portant in government, where

we hnow he's a1 Communist

national security 18 a vital consiederation,
but it has no place in art and hterature
Not if Amevica's avt and litevature, and

indeed the counir lhr'“. are (o remain

jree.

PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

In!!;lli-:ul, a clear and present danger
on the economic level, is l|I|i{'k1}' bhe-
coming more and more of a devaluating
influence on our everyday language as
well. We refer specifically to the growing
trend toward making jobs seem what
they are not by giving them pompous
titles,  Thus,
“superintendents” and
engineers”; cab drivers are ofhcally
known as “public chauffeurs” and truck
drivers want to be known as “van oper-

i;llli'[flh have become
“maintenance

ators”’; buyers have become “purchasing
agents” or even “procurement special-
ists"": ofhcial title of the man who picks
up papers in the park is “landscape en-

gineer”’; garbage collectors are “sanita-
tion engineers” and garbage cans are
“refuse disposal containers.” The Wis-
consin Restaurant Association [eels that
the term “beverage host” should replace
“hartender” because the former title
“has more dignity.” If the wtrend con-
tinues, where will it all end? Will ele-
vator operators become Ascendant and
Descendant Pilots? Will tailors shortly
be known as Stitch Engineers? Are house
painters to be called Exterior Decora-
tors? Will vou get vour haircut from a
I'ress Sculptor? Will you have your mail
delivered by a Communications Ex-
pediter, your windows washed by an
\perture  Renovator, your laundry
picked up by a Clothing Immaculator,
vour doors opened by an Entrance Tral-
fic Coordinator? Just as the dollar is
losing more and more of its value, so
are our titles lu‘tumill_r_; more and more
meaningless, which is especially ironic
when we remember that the holder of
the really top position has always had
to be satisfied with the shortest job
title: God.
L]

According to UPI, Gina Lollobrigida’s
explanation for going to Geneva and
then to Paris was: “I've got to try on

sy w -,
rm———— . L B
-

—— ¥
-

{

costumes for my new film, Go Naked in
the World?'
.

Add to the list of strippers’ monickers
that of the Coast ecdysiast, Norma Vin-
cent Peale (dig?).

L]

Last month, in reviewing the Jack
Douglas book, Never Trust a Naked
Bus Driver, we called amused attention
to the dedication: “To Barry and Ella
Fitzgerald.” A playwright pal, inspired,
has suggested a few more matings not
exactly made-in-heaven, but just the
thing if you're planning a book ol your
own and are stuck for a suitably senti-
mental dedication: Charles and Mamie
Van Doren, Debbie and Quentin Rey-
nolds, Joan and Miles Davis, Peggy and
Pinky Lee, Mae and Nathanael West,
Tony and Ma Perkins, Jane and Ber-
trand Russell, El and Juliette Greco,
Charles and Dawn Addams, Ayn and
Remington Rand, Mary and Charlie
McCarthy, Brooks and Joyce Brothers,
Barnum and Pearl Bailey, Flash and
Ruth Gordon, Buck and Ginger Rogers,
Sheilah and Billy Graham, Billy and
Tokyo Rose.

L]

The subject of deliberation of a re-
cent seven-hour session of the city coun-
cil in Lockport, New York: How to
Shorten City Council Meetings.

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

It's our notion, in this new depart-
ment, to apprise you [rom time to tme
of those acts and entertainments we
think vou should look for — or look out
for — when they're on tap at your lavor-
ite night spot. Beb Newhart — the new
comic who broke up audiences during
his stay at Mister Kelly’s in Chicago —

strikes us as a happy nominee for inaug-
ural honors. He's a thirty-year-old satirist
who dodged show biz as a full-time ven-
ture until early this year, when glowing
response to his appearance on Playboy's
Penthouse inspired him to hit the night-
club circuit. Newhart, who writes all his
own stuff, may remind some of Shelley
Berman, who also got his start at Kelly's
less than three vears ago and is now the
most successful of all the new hip school
of comics. Coming on as captain of the
atomic sub U.S.S. Codfish, Newhart lec-
tures his crew on their arrival home alter
two years of underwater endurance:
“Men, we hold the record for the most
Japanese tonnage sunk . . . unfortunately,
they were sunk in 1954." As a television
director putting the Khrushchev landing
rehearsal through its paces, an anxious
Newhart shrieks, “Somebody cue Ike.
Have somebody take the putter [rom
Ike.” But it is as a PR man, holding a
phone conversation with Abe Lincoln
just before Gettysburg, that Newhart
broke us into the smallest of pieces:

“Hi va, sweetheart. How are you, kid?
How's Gettysburg? Sort of a drag, huh?
Listen, Abe, I got the note. What's the
problem? You're thinking of shaving it
off? Ah — Abe — ah — don’t you see that's
part of the image? Right. Abe, you got
the speech? Aw, Abe, you haven't
changed the speech, have you? Abe, what
do you change the speeches for? You
what?? You typed it! Abe, how many
times have we told vou: on the backs of
envelopes. 1 understand it's harder to
read that way, Abe, but it looks like you
wrote it on the train. What else, Abe?
You changed ‘Fourscore and seven’ to
‘Eighty-seven'? Yeah but, Abe, that's sup-
posed to be a grabber, you know? Abe,
we test-marketed it, baby, and they went
out of their minds., Abe, would Marc
Antony say ‘Friends, Romans, country-
men, I've got somethin’ I wanna tell
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Select the best in popular albums from this

ANY FIVE

...if you agree to buy six additional
albums within twelve months from

THE RCA VICTOR POPULAR ALBUM CLUB

"[""II[ﬁ Popular Album Club trial mem-
bership offers you the finest stereo
or hi-i musie being recorded today

for far less money than you would

normally pay.

You save up to 40% with this intro-
ductory offer alone., After the trial
membership, if you continue, you will
save about one third of the manufac-

turer's nationally

advertised price

through the Club’s Dividend Album
Plan. This plan lets vou choose a free
rezular L.P. or stereo album (depend-
ing on which division you are in) with
every two you buy from the Club.

Every month you are offered a wide
variety of albums (up to 200 a vear).
One will be singled out as the album-
of-the-month. If vou want it, you do
nothing: it will come to you automati-
f‘ﬂ“}, 1 vou Fin‘fl‘l' an alternate — or
nothing at all — simply state vyour
wishes on a form always provided. For
rezular L.P. albums vou will pay the
nationally advertised price — usually
£3.98, at times $4.98: for stereo al-
bums vou will pay the nationally ad-
vertised price of $41.98, at times §5.98
{ plus—in all cases—a small charge for
postage and handling).

ALL ALBUMS ARE 12-INCH 335 R.P.M.
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1812
OVERTURE
and BOLERO
S
MORTON GOULD

ORCHESTRA & BAND

228. Sonic blockbuster
of the hi-fi age! Military
cannons and gong roars
plus magnificent massed
strings and hrasa,

Mus|c =

FOR RELAXATION

MELACHRIND ORCHESTRA

1. Singing strings,
sooathing moods, Auiumn
Leaves, Star Dust, [h
the Sleepy Lagoon, While
We're i'mmg. Estrellira,

RIMSKY. KORSAKDFF
SCHEHERAZADE
~ PIERRE
MONTEUX

LONDON
SYMPHONY

63. Oriental orchestral
Colorful saunis
magnilicently recorded,
Voluptuvous, melodious,
familiar themes.

]
least

LENA HORNE

HARRY ¢
BELAFONTE

100. Two super-stars
render 12 Gershwin
treasures in freah, mod.
ern manner, A curront
IJ-I.'I'-IFIE!"[.

BUB -

and o _
RAY €. %"
ON A PLATTER

229, TV.mdio comedy
stars kid TV-radio adver-
tising, giveaway and in-
terview programBs,
g ucails, ete, A howl!

music from

TPETER

GUNN _

composed and
conducted by

HENRY MANCINI

2. Hotteat album of year!
All.star modern ”rllrlllil-.

jarz — combo  and big
band—from NBC-TY
series. Fallout!, more,

THERE | BiNG
SWING IT AQAIN

VAUGHN
MONROE

69, His higeest hits re-
recorded in hi 6 :l'-lllr'.l'vr'.
I ove Sald It Again: Kiders
in the Sky; Rocing with
the Moon; Ballerina; ete,

&
~  TOUCH OF
EDDIE

' HEYWO0OD

37. Pianist"s trio plays

Summeriine, The Man |

f-ﬂl e, All of ll-“r.l. f"lrrr'._
Pennies from
Cover the Waterfront.

Jlr.-i:rrr.'_ !

The Music From =~~~
MICKEY SPILLANE'S

MIKE HAMMER

Recorded at

8. 224,
historc

Hall concert,

Another hit jaxz
album from TV! "Really
good big-band set played
with brightness and
warmth"' = igh F :1fr.r."{_;|.'.

HiFi Review,

' 0

COMCERTO ND. |
VAN CLIBURN g

&, Original soundirack B,
re ur:!:n;_- Irom HRodgers classical album by
and Hammerstein film extraordinary
hli1.. I-F'Ijl.:u'lh EH‘FJ'ani.llﬁ. who took ."u!q:-_-:'nu. I
M. Gaynor, R. Brazzi. the world by storm.

NEIL

Ta. 12 shimmering
L] .||!Il-~_ Char malne,
Kaomona, Alwavs, Memo.
ries, Fogether, Girl of My
Dfmms, Would You?

LIFE CAN T
BE MISERABLE

HOMER & JETHRO

40. Wacky banjo-pickin® #48. Hilarious musical
country comics fraciure satire, caricature plus
I||1 sOngEs, ‘F“"I miale: commenlary I.lu ||r'||H

rinl, & lLonrsome Me
1l maore

laugh-geliers,

TCHAIKOVSKY [* V-2 <

sl
RACHMANINOFF
CONCERTO No.3

VAN CLIBURN

his

1958 Larnegic
"iburn
has trivmphed again!™

Allstime best-selling

the

jrimnisl

Il'l.ll

[ e—

79, Teen.age rock-and-
roll singer-songwriler’s
hit versions of J Go lfl-'_
The Dhary, otheroriginals
—Stupid Cupid, ele.

MUSICALLY

Muorgan, Gunsmirl Suite:
.'!.'.-hl:t, r-'_lf I‘q-r.ru-. miare,

for
only

Music e 1= )

from

MR.LUCKY - *

COMPOSED AND ﬂ )
CONDUCTED By ™

HENRY MANCINI

220, qu'r-grh"ing mad-
ern-jazz album from ™ B
TV series. Composed,
1"|Jl4dh|l1-1r ]r:t' ”rnf'l.
(Peter Gunn) Maneini.,

i 7
211. Driving, frresist-
ible cha-eha rhvilims,
modern big-band sounds
golorful hi-fiallects. ldeal
for beginners or experts,

ROMPIN'
AND .
sToOMPIN® ’r‘:_

b, M
.

ik

BoB
SCOBEY'S
FRISCO BAND

209, ‘::]uu!-l:lllTlr [”:Ep-
land struts through Colo-
nel Bogey, Shake i and
Break It The Pearls, The
Chant, Fidgety Feet, ele,

T Stunning new record-
ing of the dramatie 9
section suite lrom the
award-winning TV score
by Richard Rodgers.

89, Exciting, exoltic
African rhivihms and
themes, sometimesn
blended with jazz. ""Fas-
cinating" —Fariety.

ARTHUR FIEDLER
BOSTON POPS
5
T
-

LI

54, 15 strutting marchea
by diverse COMOsers
Cofonel Bogev, 76 Trom
Kowes. March of the Tays,
.‘!u.':-ru'- f’luu”r'_ Iixie,

200, Perry™s best "lazy-
daddy”’ stvlings of Linda,
St, lowis Blues, 've Go

You Under My Skin, He-
gin the Beguine, otc,

12 Yankeeland
cha'

210.

El.'il'll'.l‘d.n‘ll ED l'.i1.'|

I"'upr! ﬂ# ff, Manhattan,
If You Knew Susie, Ciri-
biribin, Isle of Capri, ete.

CHET ATKINS'

Engre
y ‘L&

E'.:'.4"' ) TEEASVILLE
AR

212, Mr. Guitar's first
dance album, alreadv a
hest-seller! Night Train,
."llft'r'J'J Walk, Till There
WFas fl'm:, Hot T;‘.J(lll.!"t...

SHOW [v=iA

8. DBrand-new

||rr1-1ll|j:'-
tion of Kern-Hammer
alein e lassi !|1.-|ln-|||-h.'|re1
Keel, Gogi Grant and
Anne Jeffreya,

THE wiLh [V
WILD WEST

= =

A4. Fantastic sound,
rieealistie .leu-qrul-r'ri fa-=
miliar songs, virile sing-
ing. Different! Red River
¥Valley, 10 more,

ATKIHS}

e
i

in Hollywood

58. Flowing, many-
Irluul!h! gmilar l:run r|.|'1'|_|
warm strings, Fstrellita,
The Three Rells, Green-
;..!'rr'lrl, 12 in .I]I-

BERSHWIN —

Rhapsody, &'

215. Long-awaited new
Pops recordings of the
H.‘qu;'-- wiv, plus American
in Farix, Earl Wild, plano
Spectacular new sound!

o

Gilbert & Sullivan
SONG BOOK

F

THE RALPH WUNTER CHEBIR
223. Delightful choral

versions of 18 favorites.
Includes B song bhooks

1.1'i||| Iy rics “I'.'I.|I‘.1l|-r-|-
dinary"'—High Fidelity,
THE pea Vo A
AMES BROTHERS

SING FAMOUS HITS
OF FAMOUS QUARTETS

ooy
WINTERHALTER ORCH.

14. Fresh versions of
12 harmony hils: Paper
Doll, Love i & Many-
Splendored Thing, To
Each His Ohen, eile.

..
E‘{i JEANETTE

|

' FAVORITES
 IN HI-FI

9. Operetta film stars
refiake their 12 ]rjr_'b'rll
hits., Indian Love Call,
Will You ffrrrrrmﬁ-rr?‘
Rosalie, I anfing }'ru;.

26. La MacKenzie singa
12 bhallads., Hes l‘-'.-"l'f.
Ebly Tide, Too hlunp'
Moonglow, Siranger in
Paradise, Blue Tango.

65, The dancing-listen-
ing surprise packape of
"‘hlh:' ||-l".|l.|
Hguldes,

_H.url;-"-'1 aarnd |”||r||"-. elc.

the wvear
misdern sound

up-to-date list of RCA VICTOR best-sellers

EITHER STEREO
or REGULAR L.P.

BELAFONTE
My
Lord

What a
" Mornin'

with the

Harry
el ifonle i"inli, SINECrs
1l spirituals—moving,
I:r'llnr-'rL somelmes CxXU-
berantly rhythmie.

225.

STEPHEN FOSTER
SONG BODOK

222, 16 splendidly sung

Foster classics, 40.page
songhook with words and
[ IVEE T Hr'ruu.F-.—..l”rrrrtrrrr_
Old Black Joe. Sing along!

SONGS TO

WARM THE HEART

£ JIM

E \ | "REEVES

219, Varied vocal pro-
gram by -'n||n|r1.-'|u[.
star. Till the End of the
¥ r'.r.'lni'. Somedav, A .Fr.-r.-.'
Such As I, 9 others,
ARTHUR FIEDLER '+ V' oA]
BOSTON POPS ORCHESTRA

POPS STOPPERS

12. fm’nuu'r' and other
Pops Stoppers, recut
Lichistram, Ritua! Fire
p'.'u'rur, Skaters Waliz,
Espaia Rhapsody,others.

REMINISCE wiTy RS
LARRY FERRARI

= lr =

AT THE HAMMOND ORGAM

32. Liguid sounds from
Hammond oigan. Cverthe
Nainlni : Ebd Tiel e . TR
I.THI-.I.'H_ ;..‘ LI o 1-Ii|1|r|-
fi_:r-’rn' f-.r-'rl!.h::::. 7 others

" Wish you
were here

HUGO WINTERHALTER

201. Dreamy hi-f trip to

{ rovigmvel
111 .”I-

Hoar

romantic places
the WHorld. Paris
Sprivge, Un a Slon
s hina, ele,

Music
of the

Island

THE
MAUNA LOA
ISLANDERS -
204, Hawaiiin ki ! 12
wuthentically plaved all-
time Howaiinn hits : Sweer
Leilani, Thr
nw edding Song. el

I'F'i“ Lo RRLY B

MNeal Hefti

4. Best-selling albhum
by the new vocal sensa-
tion! The lady s n
..Ir'r.'."r."l. Saomeday, Il Get
By, Thou Swell, 8 more.

Time

202, Soundtrack record-
ing from late tenor's last

ilm. Come Prima, Vesii

I

fa wubba, € sole mio,

Schubert's Ave Maria.,

o)

s

favorites
for dancing

FRANKIE
CARLE

and bis rhythm

13. Dancing, listening

delight, Sunny piano-
with-rlivihim medlevs ol
fox Lrls, n_|_||:_.-|--|._ ||||r]j|..-_
by Porter, Kern, ete,

FIANO ROLL v %
DISCOVERIES

97. Cershwin plays his
W H".lr.llr.nruh in Hlue in
hi B! Also wim e [ram
Fats Waller
f‘".' '.'llllli'ﬁ .Il]'i "':lll"fl

ralls by

IMPORTANT-PLEASE NOTE |

BROTHER ~
DAVE GARDNER
REJOICE,

998. A best-seller! Hi-
larious beatnik-biblical
phrasealogy in cormpone
accenls hy l.|ul Paar TV

Euesl .1-f.n||.-j.-1.r-. i d ¥,

WITH THE NEW

GLENN MILLER

ORCHESTRA
RAY Mo H-IHLEv

213. For the first time
in hi G, the new Miller
hand ;l|.l'l.~ B original Mil
ler arrangements f|-|||'l !
new ones). Kalemazoo,

19. Lush, rhyihmie,
exolic instrumentals,
Valencia, Granada, [hels.
cadi, Come Closer to .“'l'.
The Peanut Vendor, ete.

15. Lilting versions of

Vhe Biue Danube, Aritisis
Life, Emperor Walls,
Tales from the Viennn

g onid 5, Wicner Blut.

MUSIC-FOR - -~

41. Laugh =a
Kraut-sour German band

.'-| ivE | 7) coneer! jpueces

wsecond |

L |r".'r1_ miarchies, l-u“_.u._

elc., n hl;:’l:r'nl h.

II{“!_'I:JI...ir' :-IIHII'I.;I.IIF.!“ l[lll_:-[1|.,|.'a. i.rlﬂ

records can be plaved on stereo-
phonic phonographs: in fact, they
will 2ound better than ever. How-

eYer, ‘It'l'l"ﬂpll-ﬂll[l' '|'l"l"tlrlh'- are
plaved ONLY ON
STEREOPHONIC EQUIPMENT.

llq'ﬂiﬂr:l'ul to he

e

TWILIGHT
MEMORIES

The

2721, Their 12 all-time
hits freshly recut in

hi h and steren! Twilighi

Time, Don’t Take Your
Love from Me, Jalousie

MARJORIE ===
MEINERT

B347. Orenn—with a dif-

Dazzling and
sensilive readings of 12
“"Paris"™ hits: [ Leve Paris,

Aprilin Paria, River Seinie,

ference!

MELACHRINO STRINGS
'ﬂ‘.. l'.? FIH‘II E.q\II||r|f" ."||11|

light clissfca. S ] b ¥

W arsaw Concerto,
Diane, Tenderly, oo

SNIE,

Young, Charmaine, more.

OVSKY

BOSTON POPS ORCH.

186. Kt"" lighlights Trom
IlNehaikoveky"s enchant-
ing masiorpece for ballet
land the whaole Tamilv)

Witz af the Flowers, ele,
&
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® he hil'md
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those included in this introductory ofer)

NATIONALLY ADVERTISED

PRICES TOTAL UP TO ®29.90

COLLECTOR'S ITEMS

MODERN AND VINTAGE
SWING -
(Regular L.P. Only)

JAZZ »

VOCAL

'|:||r'--1'.||:'I||1'trh'ur:ll]l.iI'.|l||l'4|1'll‘,_'llll.!lq,
However, rca VICTOR engineers
have improved the sound and sur-
faces to enhance your enjoyment.

| 1
i
11411
1‘5. II'" fIIH' .llFllHr]T-

Woonlight Serenade,
hu.‘u (LR II F) F*"r.llr!
Junction, Striag of
Pearls, Pennsyivania
0-5000, six othera,

N N

TOMMY DORSEY |

AND HIS ORCHESTRA

148. With Sinatra,
Staffard, Pied Pipers,
Berigan, Hich, Marie,
fndia, I'U
Again,

i af

Never Smile

UF.'H ."l-H.. .!. elc.

137, Presley! Hound
Dag, All Shoak Fp.
Hearibireak Horel,
fl..-_dlf “'. ( riiel ‘ll_.”.l'.
mock, Fedidy
| T .||!

LT

Hewr

I muls =% '.'_'.;'
GOLDEN RECORDS

i

124, 14 of Perry™s
million-sellera since
194, Frisavier of Love,
F'ill the End of Time,
Temptation, KRound
and Round, ele.

‘BUNNY
BERIGAN

5 )

f.': = L

and His Orchestra

135, Swing Era trum-
pet king, Classic ex.
Ir'1rir1'll VErsjans |l-‘ |r
Cam i ferd Started I|I|l|
The Prisoner s SO,
Caravan, 9 others,

183. Artie's 12 higzest

THE DUKES ===
OF DIXIELAND

— s,

AT THE JAIT BAND BALL

102. Pete Fountain,
elarinet, 12 Dixieland
clagsica in hi fi. W hen
the Sainis Come March-
ing In, Tiger Rag, ele.

.:;. ki
.‘

103, "Muted-jazz""
!rll“l|-—"|l‘: ﬂ-“fi unr [

inhibi, Ii's A Righi
with Me, All of You,
Fullaby ",Ir _|!'f1J'ul."."r::.':!'r

Lca.r.':i.:.lg the Blues ete.

—
W gy

12 Chevalier
19430-35

L ouine.

136.

Ireasures
'H':rrrll
Hfluu.'-lll-' i

Falen

tine, You

New Kind |-.l_|||l Love to
Me, My Love Parade,

.
t.aei"*,, \Y

>
THE GOLDEN AGE OF

BEMNY GOODMA

192. Uriginal hits

hits. Rerin the He- with Krupa, James.
guine, Star Duil, Berigan, Hanipion
Frenesi, Nighimare el Jing NNy MAuE,

(theme), '.f'hurllr:h.-hr.-r:_
HNancing in the [ark

Dor'i Re That Was

King Pocter Stomp el

it the manufactorer’'s uationally
usually S50 ot times 4.9 stereo versions £24.9%, at times £5,98. (A small
fend e wnd b r|:|-|||l|.'." ch Arge 18 nildded to all |-ri-'1'-.l I-Iir‘l'l'-l-t.h". I Il'l'i"r |"1I-:Ir
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PLAYBOY

Just time
for a. TREND, friend -

TREND
MILD LITTLE CIGARS

...with NEW TREND-
Air Conditioning!

Whatever the time, whatever the place—
yvou've always got time for a Trend . .
long enough for complete satisfaction,
short enough to enjoy anytime. New
Trend-Air conditioning “'breathes” just
the right amount of cool, fresh air into
the smoke stream for maximum mildness.
100 9, cigar tobaccos clear through. Enjoy
rich, mild cigar taste plus cigarette size
and convenience—try Trend, today. And
you need not inhale to enjoy them!

Humidor pack of 20 353

“‘E I:‘:'IJ'] Also enfoy new Trend
; \ .l':.l Panatelas ... 5 fnches
r! r!_,‘l.. ‘ of real smoking enjoy-
! /T ment — with new Trend-
Ir Alr conditioning.

i3 f”.lf“ pan? 5 pack—25¢c

1-.""r —
AAs

@

STEPHANO BROTHERS (Cigar Division) Phila. 7, Pa.

10 PIONEERS IN MODERN CIGARS

ya'? .. . You talked to some newspaper-
men? Abe —ah —1 wish you wouldn't
talk to newspapermen. You always put
vour foot in it. Huh? That's just what 1
mean, Abe. No, no. You were a rail
splitter, then an attorney. Abe, have you
got a pencil and paper therez Will you
take this down? ‘You can fool all of the
people some of the time, and some ol
the people all of the time, but you can’t
fool all of the people all of the time.
Well, the thing is, you keep doing it
differently, Abe. What? Saturday night? A
bridge party at the White House? Ah —
Abe, I'd love to make it, but . . . You
and — what's her name, Mary — will
home alone? Gee, that’s too bad. Listen,
Abe — why don’t you take in a play?” A
batch of Bob's skits, you should know,
are on a new LP — The Button-Down
Mind of Bob Newhart (Warner Bros.).
If Newhart isn't quite “‘the best new
comedian of the decade,” as PLAYBOY IS
misquoted in the liner notes, he is the
best comic to arrive this year and 1s
certain to be doing well in clubs across
the country the better part of the next
fourscore and seven years.

FILMS

The big comedy news for most of the
summer is I'm All Right, Jack. This British
film itself is that rare thing, a comedy
with real content and profound moral-
ity: so it is all the more thrilling to re-
[uf:rt that it is hilariously funny. lan
Carmichael plays a pleasant, wealthy,
well-educated but none too bright joker
whose main trouble in life is that he
sincerely wants to perform meaningful
work. In his quest for this he encounters
a lot of shrewdies for whom the concept
of a decent day's work is something to
fight against (Labor), and [ewer but
filthier types for whom even the peace
of the world doesn’t stand a chance
against the hope of turning a fast buck
(Management). Alone, in the middle, is
our dim-witted hero, working away lor
perhaps the ultimate agency of social
welfare and doom, something called Mis-
siles, Ltd. Through an excess ol energy
and good will, Carmichael demonstrates
to a snooping time-study monster how
fast he can work; this results in a strike
called by steward Peter Sellers, this time
out a glassv-eved, |mlhrlir-u!mu'ci Cock-
ney who loves all things Russian. The
strike spreads, finally endangering a big
arms deal cooked up by Missiles' elegant
board chairman, Dennis Price, and a
shifty-eved Arab—all in the interest of
“keeping the peace in the Middle East.”
With a big assist from the conservative
press, Carmichael becomes a national
hero. But since no one wants the strike
to continue, or to look very long or hard

Austin
Healey

“Poetry in s
Motion’'...at the

BMC DEALER
near you

ILLINODIS

Cordes Motor Co., Alton
Bender-Risger, Inc., Barringlon
Oliver C. Joseph, Inc., Belleville
Oliver Plymouth, Bellevilla
Walter Schroeder Motors, Inc,, Berwyn
Rust Cadillac Co., Bloominglon

Huntes Malar Co., Carbondale

Shakespeare Motors, Champaign

Lee Alan Imports, Chicago

Delta Imporl Motors, Inge,, Chicago

Hensen Import Motors, Chicago

Northtown Motor Co., Chicago Heights®

Shakespeare Motors, Danville®

Midwest Rambler Corp., Decatur

Sawyer Service Station, De Kalb

Swenson-Marusic Buick, Granite City

Hinsdale Impart Motors, Hinsdale

Cope Motor Co., Jerseyville

W-G Motors, Inc., Mt. Vernon

Eagleson Olds-Cadillac Co., Olney

Character Cars, Inc., Peoria

Forest City Imported Cars, Lid., Reckford

Rallye Motors, Lid., Springlield

Samors Motor Co., Streator

Lake County Import Motors, Waukegan

Imperial Motors, Inc., Wilmette

INDIANA

B & B impori Car Co., Inc., East Chicago
Cloverieal Motors, Inc., Fort Wayne
Snowdon Mator Sales, Gary
Imported Cars, Inc., Indianapolis
Monarch Auto Sales, Inc.; Indianapolis

Fall City Aito Impaorts, Inc., Jeffersonville

0. M, Foxworlhy, Inc., Lalayetie

Lou's Imparted Motors, Logansport

Frick Mators, Inc., Michigan Cily

Dutch Hurst Molors, Muncle

Hoosier International Motors, South Bend

Grieger Motor Sales, Valparaiso

Hoosier International Motors, Warsaw

1owa
Tri-City Foreign Cars, Inc., Davenporl
Goodman Motor Company, Des Moines

Johnston lmpoart Mators, Forl Dodge
Glover Motor Co., Ottumwa
Marken Motor Co., Waterloo

OHIOD

Long Malais, Ine., Cadiz
Cambridge Sport Shop, Cambridge
Charles Raymond, Inc., Cincinnati
MG Motor Sales, Inc., Cleveland

Quality Auto Sales, Inc., Cleveland

Car France, Inc., Cleveland *

Imported Motor Car Co., Columbus

Akron Cars, lne., Cuyahoga Falls

Car Imporis ol Dayton, Inc., Dayton

East Liverpool Central Service Co., East Liverpool

Suburbanite Motors of Ohio, Inc., Manslield

Stark Sports Cars, Inc., Massillon

Continental Motors, Ltd., Reading®

Sandushy Imparted Malors, Sandusky

Jaguar-Cleveland Motors, Inc., Cleveland Helghis

Jack Hardesty, Inc., Spencerville

Foreign Cars ol Teledo, Inc., Toledo

Stoddard lmported Cars, Inc., Willoughby

Red's Forelgn Car Imports, Inc., Youngstown *

Eastway Sports Cars, Inc., Columbus

Foreign Molors, Wilminglon

WISCONSIN

Biddle Forelgn Cars, Inc., Fand du Lac
Foreign Cars ol Madison, Inc., Madison
Grant Gordon, Marinetie
Wisconsin Aulo Sales Co., Milwaukee
Louwis Auto, Inc., Milwaukee
Roewardt-Thomson, Inc,, Sheboygan
Baker Pontiac, Wisconsin Rapids

*Austin Dealer Only

MIDWEST DISTRIBUTOR

Y4 S.H.ARNOLT, Inc.

Nuffield Sales Div. Austin Sales Div.
2130 N. Lincoln Ave. 415 E. Erie 5t.
Chicago 14, lllincis Chicageoe 11, lllinois

'.':,'&.'; . *{:f' X :ar

. L
-
T
‘.'

y Rk Ladve
Soarintoa mworld of your aib‘h‘iﬁa,_
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the MGA 1600". There's noihmg qurta IIkE ‘tha way its mft new horsas leval tha
hills and the way it steps through tight bends with cat-like precision. Andwﬂims_ "" -‘_"1
a gratifying feel of solid safety when its new disc brakes take cnmmadﬂld. No 4 1

A

!

~matter what you've been driving—no matter what it cost—you owe it to yourself
) to test-drive the new MGA 1600'". Call your BMC dealer and name the date
today! And...ask him to tell you about the full 12 months' factory warranty.

L

e BEST KNOWN SYMBOL OF WHAT
A SPORTS CAR SHOULD BE

Free literature and oversea§ delivery information on request.

A product of THE BRITISH MOTOR CORPORATION, LTD., makers of Austin-Healay, Austin, MG, Magnette, Morris and Riley cars.
Represented inthe United States by HAMBRO AUTOMOTIVE CORP., Dept. H, 27 W. 57th St., New York 19, N. Y.

Sold and serviced in North America by over 1,000 distributors and dealers.
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"HEATHKIT®

Nothing tells others so much about you
...your personality...yvour tastes, as
yvour choice in fine music presented in its
most natural form—STEREO. And . . . no
other stereo hi-fi components blend so
compatibly, so beautifully into your own
home as HEATHKIT. For quality . . . there
IS NO peer.

& Subiahary of

DAYSTROM
,INCONFORATED

Send today for your FREE Heothki! Catalog de-
scribing a complete line of easy-lo-ossemble,
modestly priced stereo hi-fi components, or see
your neares! authorized Heaothkit dealer.

"-'---'—-—------ﬂ-----------—‘

: HEATH COMPANY :
I Benton Harbor 38, Michigan 1
| 1
: Please send the lotest Free Heathkit Cala- :
1 leg. |
| NAME S R
|

| ADDRESS :
1

1 CITY LOMNE ___STATE :

at the moral bankruptcy its opposing
forces represent, a deal between them
is engineered and it's business as usual
again. The grim but very amusing end-
img has Carmichael inding sanctuary in
a nudist colony wellstocked with girls
well-stacked.
.

5fl||11*} Meyers, director of The f_i‘:r.'-r'f
One, and Ben Maddow, scenarist for
The Asphalt Jungle, have teamed with
Joseph Strick to make a real shocker,
The Savage Eye. It l[catures a fhine new-
comer to flms, Broadwav veteran Bar-
bara Baxley, as a divorcee-to-be sitting
out a '!l.'l'q'll" i|1 L.A. llli[il IH'I' lll'{ I'cC COIMCeESs
through. The Eye is hers, and it's pretty
jaundiced. Most of the screen time is
taken up with what she sees, and none
of it is very lovely. The horrors include
operation nose job: a hard-working
yvoung gigolo whispering with his late-
sixties date: a stripper parodying real
sex: a laith-healing factory: and a homo-
sexual drag-&-strip dance. Nothing much
matters to the heroine in this travelog-
turned-inside-out  (just the “numbing”
round of receiving alimony checks and
spending them) until an auto wreck
brings her close to death. Her recupera-
tion is accomplished by some too-facile
afhrmation on her part.

.

I Passed for White 15 a nasty bit of busi-
ness which passes itsell off as a social
document, but endorses throughout the
philosophy of “Stay in your own back
yard.” Ignore it.

BOOKS

Sterling C. Quinlan, TV exec who
last year produced a book titled The
Merger —a  behind-the-scenes business
novel — now comes along with a com-
pletely difterent, and considerably better,
effort: a robustious, sometimes rowdy,
always lusty and yeasty story centering
about an applejack-swigging picaro
aptly named Jugger (McDowell, Obolen-
sky, $3.95). Jugger is the town drunk ol
Crater Village, a bucolic community not
too far from New York City and pretty
clearly modeled on Greenwood Lake, a
lovely-to-look-upon resort community
which was the mis en scéne of the most
tamous hcuonal murder in American
literature, Dreiser's An American Trag-
edy. Quinlan’s tale is something very dif-
ferent: his concern is with the raucus fun
he extracts from the antics of the natives
in their effort to commit Jugger to the
poor farm (so he won't freeze to death
over the winter, they say, but actually
to put a stop to his cheerful and re-
morseless pilferage of whatever he needs
to keep his tattered body and wild free
soul together). All Jugger wants is to be
left alone — which is exactly what the

*
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Rlverside 2-6959

PITTSBURGH:
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LOS ANGELES:
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Yashica Y16

the amazing little camera

... that was born to go places and do
things. Makes incredibly sharp, big pic-
tures—and color slides, too. Fits pocket
or purse—fast and easy 1o use.

Only $34.95 with wrist-strap and case.
Complete Gift Kit only $46.95, includes:
camera, strap, case, flash unit, filters and
film. At your photo dealer, or write:

(i) YASHICA INC. 234 FIFTH AVE.,,N. Y. 1, N. Y.
IN CANADA: ANGLOPHOTO LTD., MONTREAL 8, P.Q.

town characters (and they are, indeed,
characters) don’t want to do — including
his mentor, Carrot Woman, who [ancies
her sexy self as Jugger's protectress. But
despite Jugger's one-man war on respect-
ability, he rises (in his own outrageous
way) to the needs of a pair of twin wails
even more outcasts than he, and achieves
a kind of cockeyed heroism alter all. It's
a shrewd guess that underneath his ebul-
lient excursion is the author’s profound
conviction that irreverent iconoclasm is
exactly what the world needs more of —
his comedic, roundabout rural route to
the statement notwithstanding.
.

British humorous-novelist Kingsley
(Lucky Jim, That Uncertain Feeling)
Amis has written a sharp though slender
survey of science-fiction called New Maps
of Hell (Harcourt, Brace, $3.95), obviously
a labor of love. Not an s-f writer himself,
Amis' bona fides are those of the ad-
dicted reader, and he assures other ad-
dicts that “whatever my shortcomings, I
am not that particularly rritating kind
of person, the intellectual who takes a
slumming holiday in order to ‘place’
some¢ ‘phenomenon’ of ‘popular cul-
ture.” " Amis compares s-f to jazz: “Both
emerged as self-contained entities some
time in the second or third decade ol
the century, and both underwent rapid
internal change around 1940. Both have
strong connections with mass culture
without being mass media in themselves.
Both are charactenistically American . . .
both have a noticeably radical tinge
. . . both have arrived at a state of anxi-
ous and largely naive sell-consciousness.”
Amis feels sI writers are unadven-
turous and even puritanical as regards
sexual themes, and would like to see sex
play a stronger role in the genre; de-
plores s-f whimsy; tells oft arty lolks who
prefer their s-f heavy on characterization,
light on gimmick, defending the “idea
as hero” school by justifying stock types:
"It is necessary that they be so. In this
type of story, which must consistently
stop a good deal short of what 15 no
more than barely possible, an added rel-
l'l'l'”li"llllil” Oor reassurance Lo Illl' ]l‘.llfi'll
can be furnished by treating character
conservatively and limiting interest in it

[the story's] whole tenor would be
set awry by the kind of specilying, dis-
tinguishing, questioning form of char-
acterization to which general fiction has
accustomed us.” Why is s-f worth a
bookful of Amis’ attention? “In the first
place, one 1s grateful for a medium in
which our society can criticize itself, and
sharply. . .. One 1s grateful that we have
a form of writing which is interested in
the [uture, which i1s ready to treat as
variables what are usually taken to be
constants, which is set on tackling those
large, general, speculative questions that
ordinary fiction so often avoids.” Amis
1s encouraged by the spread of sf in

DuBOUCHETT

(doo-boo-shay)

TRUE FRUIT FLAVORED BRANDY

Delightful after dinner...

delicious anv time!

——

BLACKBERRY
FLAVORED BRANDY

70 proof

APRICOT! { } PEACH! CHERRY !
70 proof -k 70 proof 70 proal
= . s e ==

Choose from 27 delicious

MANY, BLANC & CO,, SCHENLEY, PA. popularly priced DuBouchett Cordials

Jewel from the Orient! One of the World's Best-Built Cars!

DATSU N«

Ever fall in love with an automobile on sight? Then watch the way you'll go for this luxurious new 4-door
Bluebird. It sparkles with plenty of overseas allure, but it's unmistakably American in advanced design,
comfort, conveniences. Thanks to legendary Japanese thoroughness, each Datsun is
quality-built beyond compare. Brilliant acceleration. 38 m.p.g. $1695, p.o.e. West Coast.

While sidewalls exlra

At franchised dealers throughoul U.S.A., or wrile nearest distribulor. HAWAIL: Von Hamm-Young Co., Ltd., P.0. Box 2630,
Honolulu 3. WEST: Woolverton Motors, 5967 Lankershim Blvd., No. Hollywood, Cal. MID-SOUTH: Southern Datsun Dist. Co,,
1501 Clay St., Houston, Tex, CENTRAL & EAST: Luby Datsun Dist., Lid., 107-36 Queens Blvd., Forest Hills 75, New York City

NISSAN MOTOR COMPANY, LTD, » TOKYD, JAPAN « SINCE 1326, 13
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Famous ALFRED SHAHEEN, Honolulu

™ Mangie. LDouglas

MARGIE'S MAGIC NECKLINE
... 1N a fabulous

)  MANY-HUED

; (BMMJE’

) Exquisite
satin-finished,
all-rayon Brocade
woven in Hong Kang
exclusively for
ALFRED SHAHEEN
Olive-green,
Turquoise, Black,
With gold and varicolored

(T ' |

yood Luck™ mohl
8-18. DD9s5
4% sales tax in Califorma ol i

SEND FOR MARGIE'S NEW FREE FASHION FOLIO ﬁ
$

Mail M{f} 2}0{1{(&4 DEPT. PB o

854 So.Roberlson Bivd., Los Angeles, Calilornia
$10.00 deposit with all C.0.D's

SATIN
SHORTIE
PJ'S!

Sleep wonderfully!

Lovely colors, in wash:
able satin; Pink, Blue,
Gold, Red, White,
Black. Sizes: 10 1o 20.
Just 5%.95. (3-Ittr.
mona., if desired,
$1.00 add.) Satisfac-
tien guaranteed.

SCINTILLAT, f!ll! W. Balmoral, P., Chicago 40, lII.

Build the best portable . . /8

TRANSISTOR
RADIO RAS i

KIT WIRED |
$29.95 $49.95 T |

Ingladey leathereite case,
lean 3% Bailery

Easy creative
fun! American
made. 6-tran-
sistor superhet circuitry: high sensitivity &
selectivity. Push-pull audio output & & oval
speaker for big-set sweet natural sound.

l Mall eoupon for FREE calalog on STERED hi-fi o '
‘ham** gear & test instruments, KITS & Factory- &

l Wired, & name of nearest EICO dealer = I

| EICO, 2300 ¥ Bivd., L.IC 1I.N Y MR- = I

| Name o I

l Address : - I
s =1
Clty Hiate =

L-___---_-___—-—_J

more  general  magazines  “including
rLAYBOYT and devotes space to describ-
ing a representative work of pLavsoy s,
Sheckley's Love. Incorporated (now on
tap in The Permanent Playboy).

THEATRE

Bye Bye Birdie 15 a wild and kookie
musical about rock-'n"-rolling teenagers,
but it has their elders dancing in the
aisles. The titular hero of this joyous
whoopdedo is Conrad Birdie, a hulking,
played by Dick
Gautier with pelvic apologies to Elvis.
When Birdie, like Presley, is dralted in-
to the armed forces, his manager, Dick
Van Dyke, plans a final publicity cam-

hip-grinding crooner

paign to be staged in the town ol Sweet
\|I|I|l‘. Ohio. What JI:IIIIJI:'I'IH to the
sleepy town ol Sweet \pple when the
idolized sexpot steps off the train was
mide to order for the talents of Gower
Champion. Doubling as the show's direc
tor and chorcographer, Champion is at
his best when he crowds his stage with an
army ol screaming. Hipping Birdie-watch-
ers, or matches the teenage tumult with
a series ol whirlwind comic ballets [on
the I'III|{'I.'1II'I‘_'..1|1|{' Chita Rivera. Book is
by Michael Stewart. t':¢ Charles Strouse—
Lee Adams score sings nicely along the
way, and Paul Lvnde and Kay Medlord
have never been as funny before in their
ttlented hives. Gower, however, is the
real champion of the enlivening eve-
ming. At the Martin Beck, West 45th
Street, NYC.

RECORDINGS

We wager it was a wild night in Holly-
wood when Warner's recording  crew
turned on the trusey \mpex to capture
The Mary Kaye Trio on the Sunset Strip (Warner
Bros.). It's a ball. Mary Kave, her brother
Norman and anchor man Frank Ross
cavort madly, turning such standards as
How Did He Loaok? and You've Changed
imto the sort of bluish stuff the airwaves
aren’t made for, There are hard-charg
Ing excursions, too, as the trio willops
its way through Toreador and Circus.
Whether it wanders insanely o plays it
straight, this s an  auention holding
group. And Mary Kave can effortlessly
shame most of today’s sugary pop shout-
ers. Buddy Greco, who leads his hip trio
on the supperclub and lounge circuit, is
one ol the better singer-pianists on the
Jazz Iringe. In My Buddy (Epic), recorded
at Chicago’s Le Bistro, he sighs and
surges his way through eleven tunes,
lrom a pulsating Like Young to a tender
Miusty to a rousing Cheek to Cheek. The
audience digs. You will, too. The clerk

Tired of
humdrum
drinks?

if Y& drinks

mean more to
you than a ﬁ bottle

and a g3 cube of ice,
try those delicious
iIsland drinks

”Z with ﬁDagger

Jamaica Rum
The [ recipes
are on th_e

DAC

Jamaica Rum for

FLAVOR

8 YEARS OLD - g7 proof » Schieffelin & Co., N. ¥

i g S S g

Beatnik Dictionary

~ &
“SWINGIN’ SYLLABLES”

The Official Handbook

For Everyone In Orbit

Packed with words and phrases straight
from infinity. A perfect novelty gifi.

Send One Skin (1.00)

To: Kimbrough Pub. Co., Dept. P
4639 Poplaor Ave., Memphis, Tenn. !

i e e Mt#f-rﬂ-r-f'm;m;a-:m"d

FOR B/6 MEN ONLY!

SIZES 10 7o 16 - WIDTHS AAA 10 EEE
| We speciolize in large sizes only = sizes
10 10 14; widths AAA to EEE. Dress,
sport, casual and work shoes; golf
shoes; insulated hunting boats; sox:
shippers; rubbers; overshoes: shoa
frees. Also sport shirts in your
éxact, extro-long sleeve length. En
joy perfect fit in your hord-to-find
size ot emazingly low cost. Sotis
foction Guaranteed. Mail only
Write for FREE Style Book TODAY!

SEND
FOR
FREE

CATALOG

2730 Brockton, Mass.

at your record shop might have trouble
finding The Gasser (World Pacific) because
of the variety of monickers it goes under.
On the front cover: A Singer — Annie
Ross| A Swinger — Zoot Stms| A Gasser!
On the back cover: A Gasser]/ Annie
Ross| Featuring Zoot Sims and Russ
Freeman. On the spine: A Gasser. No
matter. Make him stick to his task. Annie
(sans Lambert & Hendricks) has never
sounded better to our ears, wisely chooses
a raft of not-often-heard goodies like [/
Didn't Know About You and Invitation
to the Blues. In the background wail the
gassers and swingers, and the result is
sheer ear balm.
.

The ubiquitous André Previn — equal-
ly at home on a Hollywood sound stage,
at the helm of his jazz trio or as soloist
with the New York Phil — pops up as
leader-pianist on his latest LP, Like Love
(Columbia). It’s more of the appealing
Like Young sound, with Previn’s spar-
kling piano soaring over an orchestral
base. The tunes relate to everyone's
favorite emotion and include such testi-
monials as Love Is Heve to Stay, I Love
a Piano (to each his own . ..) and I Wish
I Were in Love Again. Not to be limited
to conducting and performing, Previn
donated the title tune and Looking for
Love; jazz pianist Russ Freeman con-
tributed Nothin’ to Do with Love.

.

Guitarist Charlie Byrd, heir to Charlie
Christian’s jazz throne, is primly known
as Charles Byrd in a performance of
Four Suites by Ludovico Roncalli (Washington),
an intriguing offering of Seventeenth
Century sounds. Byrd is no Segovia, but
he plays with obvious skill and spirit.
It's comforting to know that there are
musicians who can cope with jazz and
the classics without debasing either. Byrd
lives, it seems, for just that.

Two of the sturdiest souls in jazz sound
off on Bean Bags (Atlantic)— a title, as
hippies know, that announces the com-
manding presence of Coleman (Bean)
Hawkins and Milt (Bags) Jackson. Bean's
passionate tenor and Bags' groovy vibes
weave inimitably through three stand-
ards — Close Your Eyes, Don't Take
Your Love from Me and Get Happy —
two Jackson riffs — Sandra’s Blues and
Indian Blues —and Hawkins'  Stuffy.
Thanks to an unintrusive rhythm sec-
tion (Tommy Flanagan, piano; Kenny
Burrell, guitar; Eddie Jones, bass and
Connie Kay, drums) that understates
matters, the peerless leaders can cook to
their hearts’ content. Never obscure or
ostentatious, Bean and Bags provide the
best antidote we know to the fagrantly
disordered, or rigidly mannered, sounds
of some of their contemporaries. They do
what comes naturally and they do it well.

CE YANKEE FlI-'tSI SEMAN
selects

- B,II Skq on

Boxer Shorts and Pajamas

... THE “CAREFREE TRAVELLERS"
THAT NEED NO IRONING

On-the-go Bill Skowron travels like a pro—light,
smart, carefree. His choice: Reis Vycron and cot-
ton boxer shorts and pajamas that dry in a jiffy
to ready-to-wear smoothness with no ironing. He
especially likes their soft, smooth feel next to
the skin . . . made possible by Vycron in a luxury
batiste fabric (50% Vycron Polyester and 50 %
combed cotton), a comfort break-thru in wash-
and-wear apparel! Certified for quality and wash-
and-wear performance by United States Testing
Co. Reis Vycron & cotton pajamas, short sleeves,
short legs, $5.00; long sleeves, long legs, $8.95.
Reis Vycron & cotton boxer shorts, $2.00.
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MEIER & FRANK = Portland, Ore.
POLSKY COMPANY # Akron

FOR CTHER FINE STORES THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY,
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BEAUNIT MILLS, Inc., Fibers Div., 261 Fifth Ave., New York 16, N.Y.



d (iold Spin Filter

spins and cools the smoke

Average temperature of
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is a pleasant 78 degrees
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O you New York girls, can’t you dance the polka?

= QLD SEA CHANTEY

HARLES CORDAY MIGHT NEVER HAVE BECOME A WRITER IF HIS

mother had not divorced his father. But she did and
Charles took her side because she had always flattered and
amused him; and Charles’ father shocked them both by get-
ting very very tough when it was too late to stop things.
Charles and his mother had to live on a much smaller ali-
mony than she had expected and Charles had to go to an
obscure New England junior college in his freshman year,
instead of to Yale. He had been expensively prepped and at
first he was bitter about this comedown. But he had a pleas-
antly superior nature and besides, the New England college
was coeducational.

Charles wrote his first story to impress a girl who wouldn’t
say yes and didn't want to let the matter drop, either. He
was somewhat surprised when the undergraduate magazine printed his story; he was considerably sur-
prised at the vehemence with which the girl said yes. But Charles was quick to learn. He wrote more
stories and impressed more girls who said yes. Clearly, Charles thought, women were fools for a writer;
and by the end of his second year at the college he felt that his career was established. There remained
only the problem of money.

He was saved too much concern about that. Early in the summer his mother said: “Charlie, I think
I'm going to get married again.”

“But what about your alimony?” Charles said, thinking of his share of it.

“Mr. Dolson is a millionaire,” his mother said.

‘I know these millionaires,” Charles said. “We had millionaires’ kids at school. They threw dimes
around like ten-dollar bills. One of them said his old lady made soap out of bacon fat.”

"I wish you wouldn’t imitate every uncouth writer you're reading,” his mother said. “Now listen to
me: Wouldn't you like to go to Yale, or Harvard? Or perhaps even to Oxford?”

"I want to go to New York,"” Charles said. “I want to write.”

“You do seem to have a gift for it,” his mother said. “I always wanted you to go into the world with
a good university behind you as well as a good school but the school is more important after all and
they do say that the literary cachet opens doors.”

“It opens more than doors,” Charles said.

“Charles!" his mother said. Then she began to smile dreamily and tap at her front teeth with one of
her long fingernails. “Mr. Dolson is a self-made man,” she said. “He loves to talk about how he started
his business from nothing.”

“Well, writing is a business,” Charles said. “But you don'’t start businesses from nothing any more.”

“Darling," his mother said, “we do think alike, don’t we.” She was still smiling dreamily. She was an
exceedingly attractive woman, less than twice her son’s age, and at this moment she looked like a
young girl happily making up a guest list for a party. “Well,” she said, “first I must catch my rabbit,
as the cookbook says. We're spending a month in Maine with Mr. Dolson and his sister, that much
is toward. And it's all going to be very proper and correct. You just be sure to be the kind of future
stepson Mr. Dolson would love to send to New York and I think it will arrange itself very nicely.”

Mr. Dolson’s house in Maine was damp and big and the wind blew right through it. Charles had had
hopes of, say, an acquiescent upstairs maid, but Mr. Dolson kept few servants, and they were all
elderly. The house was well away from the popular beaches and towns and it was probably all just as
well for Charles. Undistracted, he did a great deal of writing in one of the wooden towers that studded
the house. Mr. Dolson was clearly infatuated with Charles’ mother, their visit stretched to nearly two
months, and by then Charles had sold two minor pieces to two minor publications and had placed a very
serious story in a literary magazine. Mr. Dolson said he was impressed by Charles’ industry and told
Charles to call him Bill. For some reason this was embarrassing to Charles, but always after, he called
Mr. Dolson Bill.

“You're sure you want to marry him?" he said to his mother.

“Darling,” his mother said, “I was born with luxurious tastes and your father let me develop my
tastes into necessities. Life is very hard for a woman, Charles.” (continued on page 22)
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So, at the end of the summer, Charles
saw his mother into her second marriage
and left for New York. He would have
a regular remittance, Mr. Dolson said,
so long as he behaved himself and con-
tinued to show improvement. Of course,
the remittance could not go on forever,
Mr. Dolson pointed out, but he was
willing to be reasonable.

Afterward, Charles recognized Green-
wich Village as a mistake, but then, set-
tling there first certainly got any ideas
he'd had about the Village into per-
spective. And Charles always remem-
bered the Village kindly because right
at the beginning the Village reaffirmed
something for him that badly needed
reaffirming,

He could sense things becoming oper-
ative the moment he went into the sec-
ondhand bookstore. An untidy girl with
a madonna face was at the desk and she
gave Charles a look of interest as he
went in. Charles looked around until he
found some dictionaries, and he began
pulling these down and going through
them.

“Perhaps 1 can help you,” the girl
said.

“Perhaps you can,” Charles said. “I
need a good desk book of usage.”

“Usage?" the girl said. “You mean
like a do-it-yourself book?"

“No,” Charles said, "I mean some-
thing like Fowler. You know how it is,”
he said, “when you're working and you
start wondering shall I, or shall 1 not,
use the subjunctive. And things like
that.”

“Oh,” the girl said, “you must be a
writer. You've come to the right place,”
she said. “All kinds of writers come here,
All of my friends are writers. I do quite
a lot of writing myself."”

“Oh,” Charles said. Things didn't
seem operativeé any more.

“Don’t hurry away,” the girl said.
“You are a writer, aren’t you?"

“Well," Charles said, “I've really only
had a few things published.”

"A published writer!” the girl said,
and everything was operative again,
“Oh,"” she said, “that’s marvelous. What
have you done?”

“It's rather a funny coincidence,”
Charles said, “but I happened to get
one of them in the mail today.” He
took the literary magazine from the
side pocket of his raincoat.

“Isn’t this wonderful?” the girl said.
“I don't suppose you'd want to come
around to my apartment tonight and
meet everybody?”

“I like to write at night,” Charles
said. “But I'd like to come around to
your apartment too.”

Certainly the bookstore girl's friends
were an odd and raffish lot, but pres-
ently Charles, who was nursing a glass

of terrible-tasting red wine, began to
recognize a familiar pattern, the pattern
of sophomore thought. At college he had
passed through the intellectual phase
quickly. It had seemed to him that the
endless and involved discussing of life
and art was like discussing sex: it was a
postponement of reality, and probably
an avoidance of it. Charles, touching his
wine glass to his lips occasionally, was
polite and pleasant; and he sat them
all out. He sat out the young men in
blue jeans and the young men in beards
and the Harvard man and the Yale man,
who had a feeble fight and fell into the
bathtub, and the Englishman who was
slumming. Charles sat them all out and
when they were gone things became
operative very quickly indeed with the
bookstore girl. It simply went to show,
Charles thought, that women were fools
for a writer.

“Oh, you're different,” the bookstore
girl kept saying. “I've never known any-
body like you. Are you going to put us
in a story?"” she said. “"Will this inspire
you?"”

“Why," Charles said, “of course.”

“I suppose you'll have to change my
name," she said. “Please give me a beau-
tiful name and when I read it I'll know
it’s me and it will be my secret.” Then
she said: “I wish I hadn't had all those
people here tonight but I didn't know
for sure. There won't be another soul
here tomorrow night, though. Just you.”

“Tomorrow night?” Charles said.
“Oh. Well this has been very very lovely,
believe me,” he said, “but you see, a
writer really has to be an ascetic most
of the time."”

The girl was thin and dark-haired and
she looked at him with sudden dark
eyes. Then she drew a sheet up to her
chin and turned away from him. “Go
away, please,” she said.

"Oh now look,” Charles said. “I
didn’t mean to hurt your feelings."”

“Didn’t you,” the girl said.

“After all,” Charles said, “I was only
confessing a personal weakness. I can't
help it if I've only got so much cre-
ativity,” he said.

The girl turned back to him. “I sup-
pose I'm being selfish,” she said. “Cre-
ativity, that's the important thing,
isn't it."

“I have to make a lot of sacrifices for
it, Charles said.

Of course a more experienced or more
persistent girl would have topped that
line easily but Charles was learning too
and he learned a great deal that fall.
He had started visiting editors’ and
agents' offices, he met many girls and
women, and not a few passed through
Charles’ cold-water flat in the Village.
In the matter of terminating these af-
fairs Charles' instincts were sound:

sooner or later women started to make
claims and to think of perpetuity. The
trick lay in stopping things before they
reached this stage and Charles found
that if you fed a woman enough lines
she would inevitably talk herself into
an untenable position. There were, of
course, some girls who were unable to
recognize an untenable position: with
these, Charles was very helpful.

But the cold-water flat began to seem
dreary to Charles, and so did the Vil
lage. He wanted to live uptown, in the
East Fifties, which was far beyond his
means, but he might have delayed much
longer in taking a step in the direction
of the East Fifties if his mother had not
called him from Boston.

“Well, well,” Charles said, “honey-
mooner, How was the cruise?”

“It turned out to be a third-rate
Italian ship full of cockroaches and
lechers,” his mother said.

“Oh,” Charles said.

“Including your
mother said.

“As bad as that?” Charles said. He
began to feel very nervous.

“Well perhaps not,” his mother said.
“I just don't have anybody to talk to,
darling. I'm bottled up, you know? But
I just thought I'd better warn you:
Bill's beginning to mutter about your
allowance.”

“I'd better look for a job,” Charles
said.

“If you find one don’t tell Bill,” his
mother said. “At least not until you're
on your feet.”

“Why don’t you come down for a few
days, Josie,” Charles said. “Let me show
you the town. It's wonderful."”

“Don’t make me green, Charlie,” his
mother said. “It's impossible. Bill says
that after that cruise we have to econo-
mize. Economize!"

“Wait till I get a decent place and
some money of my own,” Charles said.
“I'll stand you the trip. Just don't do
anything foolish though, Josie,” he
said,

“Darling,” his mother said, “you
sound so grown-up. Of course I won't
do anything foolish. I just hope I don't
have to,learn how to make soap out of
bacon fat, that's all.”

Charles spent a day making up a
scrapbook of everything he had written
that had been printed and took it to an
employment agency. Even then he did
not fully realize that his taste in clothes
and his mannered air were much in his
favor in impressionable New York. He
was offered a choice of jobs; naturally
he first looked into one offered by a
book publisher.

When he went to be interviewed by
the publisher it seemed to him that the
whole thing was a mistake. The recep-
tion room was large and dark, almost

(continued on page 30)
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pictorial our answer to the foolish feminine fashions of the day

SINCE SOMETHING AFTER THE END OF THE SECOND GREAT WAR, we have watched with what might, at first, have been
described as disbelief, followed by concern, then absolute outrage, as the salons of Paris made ever more preposterous
pronouncements on women'’s fashions, and the women'’s fashion magazines came to heel like so many obedient
puppies, or other kept animals. First it was the “New Look,” which successfully did away with legs. After that came
the “Sack,” “Trapeze” and “Balloon,” which tried to do away with the entire female figure. And this spring, Dior
and friends showed us the shape of things to come with the “Pear,” “Pineapple” and “Milk Bottle” looks. Enough,
said we. We like our women to look like women, not odd bits of fruit or something to be left out on the back porch
with a note stuck in it. So we set our own designer to the task of creating fresh fashions that would please the men
for a change, and with our tongue thrust only the least little bit into our cheek, we proudly present PLAYBOY'S
fashions for Milady, in the “Nude Look.” Women will be pleased to learn that we've kept the lines the same — only
the materials have been changed, to reveal the woman within.
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TRAPEZE caon help a young lady get in swing of things, since men can tell that what's underneath is not a pyramid but a lissome lassie. BALLOON dress—which used to make wearer look pregnant all over—will, in pLAYBOY's version, help good-looking girl's prospects soar.




CHEMISE emphasizes that wearer is clearly member of opposite sex, will help devotees of Roaring Twenties welcome in the Sexy Sixties.

SACK dress need no longer force girl to resemble half-empty bag of oats, Advantages of our happy variation are apparent to naked eye.




A GUIDE FOR GUYS ON THE
STEERING COMMITTEE ON WHEN TO

WAVE, WAVE BACK OR WAVER

IN 1939 THERE WERE probably not a hun-
dred sports cars in the United States, so
the problem was a simple one: when
two drivers chanced to meet on the road,
they exchanged brisk waves, perhaps
accompanied by dignified bows (from
the neck only). Even ten years later, with
the sports-car count in the thousands
and rising fast, one would not, except in
Westchester County, Westport, Evans-
ton and Greater Los Angeles, expect to
meet so many sports-car brethren that
greeting them would be much of an
effort. But even then it was clear that
some kind of pecking order was needed.
Every once in a while an ugly little
impasse was noted: the driver of a
Stutz Bearcat waiting just too long be-
fore waving to a chap in an Alfa-Romeo
1750, for example.

Today, with sports cars of the high,
middle and low degree as common in
the land as the red ant, the problem is
acute. ‘Should one wave to every MG
that buzzes past? Strict adherence to this
policy, democratic and admirable as it
might be, would give one a case of pitch-
er's arm within two hours, and would
constitute a traffic hazard to boot. Of
course, one might wave only to the
drivers of one's own make of car, but
to do so would certainly indicate intel-
lectual aridity, and a tendency toward
deviation, since a primary element of
the Sports Car Ethic lays down that all
sports-car drivers owe allegiance to the
Modern Group in the fight against the
common, Big Car, Presliced White
Bread Eater, Tourist-type people.

To wave at everything, though, is not

only time-consuming and dangerous, as
above cited, but socially unthinkable: it
would break down all standards and
open the floodgates to all kinds of indis-
criminate  interpersonal  relationships.
No. Some bounds, some restraints there
must be. Do policemen smile at hood-
lums? Does an Astor slap a Glotz on the
back? By the same token, could a Fer-
rari driver wave first — or indeed at all —
to an Opel Rekord? The very thought
is absurd. On the other hand, what does
a Jaguar driver do if he's accosted, as it
were, by the owner of a Lotus Elite?

In an attempt to bring order out of
this chaos, rrLAvsoy has prepared the
accompanying chart. You will note that
a selection (rather arbitrary and incom-
plete, let us say here and now) of sports
cars has been listed from top to bottom
and from left to right in descending
order of Prestige Factor (P.F.).

To use the chart, memorize it. Or cut
it out and paste it in the corner of your
windshield. When you see another sports
car coming, read across the column un-
til you come to your car’s name. Then
read down until you come to the name
of the other fellow’s car and take the
action indicated in the area in which
the two lines cross.

Note that in passing a car of the same
make as your own, it is proper to wave
just as the other chap does — that is,
simultaneously. However, il your car
has, let us say, wire wheels with knock-
off hubs and his has bolt-on disks, you
may properly hesitate perceptibly before
waving. If the approaching car is above
yours in Status, you should wave first;
if it is below yours, wave last. If it is
well below yours, don’t wave at all.

And, finally, if you are approached by
the ultimate — a stripped, semi-wrecked
Bugatti 57SC — what you must do is
stop your car, get out, and salute.

THE

PECKING

OF SPORTS

CARS

IF YOURE IN A

satire BY RICHARD @. GOULD

AND YOU MEET A

Bugatti 57SC

Mercer Raceabout (T-head)

Blower Bentley

Duesenberg $J

Rolls-Royce P-1I Continental

Hispano-Suiza Boulogne

Ferrari 250 GT

Maserati 3500 GT

Aston Martin DB4

Mercedes-Benz 300SL

Bentley Continental

Porsche 1600 Carrera

Fiat-Abarth-Zagato

Jaguar XK 1508

Lancia GT

Morgan SS Three-Wheeler

MG TC

Mercedes-Benz 540K

Lotus Elite

Alfa-Romeo Giulietta

Austin-Healey

Auburn 13 Boat-Tail

MG A

Corvette

SAAB GT

Triumph TR3

Yolvo

Mercedes-Benz 190SL

MG TD

MG TF
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MG TD

MG TF
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dingy. Some old leather chairs and an
old leather sofa were grnupf;{l around
a fireplace. The receptionist’s desk
looked blackened with age. But the girl
behind it was fresh and pretty.

“Mr. Stagg will see you right away,”
she said to Charles. "Will you come
with me, please?"

“That would be a pleasure,” Charles
said.

Mr. Stagg's office had a worn oriental
rug on the floor and a roll-top desk.
Mr. Stagg was a big tall man, in his
forties, Charles judged. His face was
tanned and he wore a tan-colored suit
and hall-Wellington boots. He had hard
hands and a gentle Southern voice.

“This job," he said, "I've had half a
dozen bright young fellas in here ask-
ing about it. It's a job that wants the
exact right man, Mr. Corday. Let's see
if you're him."”

Charles answered Mr. Stagg's ques-
tions respectfully and concisely. Mr.
Stagg wanted to know much about
Charles’ New England family connec
tions. It seemed to Charles that the
diamonds in Mr. Stagg's cuff links were
real and it occurred to him that old
oriental rugs and roll-top desks could
be collectors’ items. There were two
silver-mounted portrait photographs on
the desk: one was of a beautiful woman
and the other was of a beautiful young
girl. They had the resemblance of sis-
ters or mother and daughter, intriguing
to Charles who was gathering his im-
pressions obliquely.

Mr. Stagg started to talk about him-
self. “I'm like the man in the art gal-
lery,” he said. “I don't know anything
about literature but I sure know what
I like. My wife, she got me started on
this business. Great one for writers, she
was." He touched the photograph of
the older woman. “Killed doing a hun-
dred and twenty in her Cadillac outside
of Fort Worth," he said, and shook his
head. *I still can't believe it.”

Charles smelled money, somewhere.
Money that had been put into the pub-
lishing business, not taken out of it. "I
need a sort of liaison man,” Mr. Stagg
was saying. “A man that'll get to know
the business, and get to know me. 1 want
my ideas to rub off onto him and I want
him to be able to put them across. T'hat
can't happen overnight, so the money’s
according.” He looked directly at
Charles and Charles nodded.

Mr. Stagg's manner shifted. "You
writing anything now, Mr. Corday?"” he
said.

Charles had decided that he wanted
in. “Well, sir,” he said, "I've got about
half of a novel done.”

“What's it about?”

“About life in a grammar school,”
Charles said.

“You'd know about that,” Mr. Stagg
said. “Where I come from,” he said, “we
size¢ up a man quick. You size up good,
Charles, real good. What do you think
of my place, here?”

“The whole thing?” Charles said.
“Why, it's very restful. Very easy. 1'd
think writers would like it. And I think
it must have cost a lot to get the effect.”

Mr. Stagg laughed and made a fist
and rapped Charles on the shoulder.
“You're a real smart one, Charles,"” he
said. “You want to work for me?” He
didn't wait for Charles to answer.
“There's a little bit of an ofhce for you
just around the corner from the recep-
tion desk. It ain’t much but it's like the
money — up to you. And the reception-
ist, she's kind of new here too, you can
have her whenever you need a girl.”

The receptionist tapped at the door
and came in, although Charles hadn't
seen Mr. Stagg press any buttons. “See
you tomorrow, Charles,” Mr. Stagg said.

Charles followed the receptionist back
through the carpeted hall, admiring her
pretty bottom and the froufrou of her
legs. “You can have her whenever you
need a girl," his employer had said, but
with the uumost seriousness; and Charles
took note. Besides, there was a more
immediate matter.

He called a girl he knew who was a
junior editor on the staff of a women's
magazine. ‘““Tom Stagge” she said.
“Everybody knows about him. I know
a lot of people who'd go into books if
he'd give them a job.”

“Well," Charles said, “why?"”

“"Because he's loaded, darling, that's
why. He's one of those oil zillionaires,
you know, rode around on one of his
longhorns with no seat to his pants un-
til he got the idea of digging holes in
the arid ancestral acres. He married a
Smith girl,"” the girl said, "since de-
ceased, but Tom Stagg is still married
to some of her aspirations.”

“Good heavens,” Charles said. “Does
everybody in the publishing business
know everything about everybody else?”

“Well,"” she said, “I'm not the only
girl in the publishing business who
knows where you've got the cutest mole,
darling.”

“Thanks for the information," Charles
said. “All of it.”

Even with his remittance still com-
ing in, Charles' salary was not enough
for a move to the East Fifuies. But a few
carefully placed gratuities bought him
a sublessee for the cold-water flat and
found him a pleasant garden apartment
uptown, below the park. He furnished
it with some good reproductions and
with such stay-a-while items as tele
vision, a bargain monaural hi-fi, a be-
ginner’s collection of erotica. This last
struck him as so ridiculous that he was

about to write it off as a mistake when
he discovered its real usefulness. A man
who displayed more than passing inter-
est in it would likely turn out to be a
clod; women who had an overt interest
in it were women to be avoided.

Charles knew something about foods
and wines and he learned more; he be-
gan entertaining in a small and select
way and he continued to exercise his
selective taste in women. It was now
winter, with days of smog and slush and
gray skies; but to Charles Corday it was
a season of brilliance and of generous
everlasting time. It was necessary to
work, of course, and it was necessary to
write because writing was the keystone
of it all. His unfinished novel had been
assigned to one of Mr. Stagg's editors.

“We'll publish it, all right,” the editor
said, “and entirely apart from your be-
ing the fair-haired boy around here. If
we didn't, somebody else would and the
Old Man would cut off our heads.” He
looked at Charles curiously. “When 1
went to school,” he said, “there were
kids like these.” He touched Charles’
script. “They belonged to another world.
They weren’t kids at all, not really.”

“Perhaps they thought being Kids was
a waste of time,” Charles said.

“I see,” the editor said. He began to
look embarrassed. “Well,” he said, “I
comment on the state of contemporary
society when I say there’ll be a reader-
ship for this.”

“Charles,” Mr. Stagg said later, "1
knew that book of yours was going to be
all right. I reckon you want to get it
finished.”

“Yes sir,” Charles said. "I certainly
do."”

“So do 1. Sit down, Charles,” Mr.
Stagg said. “You're not thinking of quit-
ting your job with me on the strength
of this, are you?"

Charles didn't know what Mr. Stagg
was working up to, but he did know
that Mr. Stagg admired crisp decisions,
“No sir,” he said.

“Good,” Mr. Stagg said. “I'm mighty
glad to hear that, Charles. 1 like the way
you put my ideas across. Them editors
of mine, they pay attention to my direc-
uves, when you write them."

And they'd like to murder me, Charles
thought pleasantly.

“Now I've got a little proposition for
you on that book, Charles,” Mr. Stagg
said. “Every writer needs a little prac-
tical help.”

Money, Charles thought, at last.
Tangible money.

“What'll you take, Charles,” Mr. Stagg
said, “a ffteen-hundred-dollar advance
on your book, or banker's hours around
here?”’

Damn, Charles thought. “Banker’s
hours,” he said, crisply.

“You look a long ways ahead, don’t

(continued on page 78)

ﬂftf'.-::rn By RICHARD MATHESON

JUST BEFORE HE LEFT THE HoOUSE on Thurs-
day morning, Adeline asked him, “Do 1
still taste sour to you?"”

Norman looked at her reproachfully.

“Well, do I¢"

He slipped his arms around her waist and
nibbled at her throat.

“Tell me now,” said Adeline.

Norman looked submissive.

“Aren’t you going to let me live it down?”
he asked.

“Well, you said it, darling. And on our
first anniversary, too!”

He pressed his cheek to hers. “So I said
it, he murmured. “Can’t I be allowed a
faux pas now and then?"

“You haven't answered me."

“Do you taste sour? Of course you don't.”

He held her close and breathed the frag-
rance of her hair. “Forgiven?”

She kissed the tip of his nose and smiled
and, once more, he could only marvel at
the fortune which had bestowed on him
such a magnificent wife. Starting their sec-
ond year of marriage, they were still like
honeymooners.

Norman raised her face and kissed her.

“Be damned,” he said.

“What's wrong? Am 1 sour again?”

“No." He looked confused. “Now I can’t
taste you at all."”

“Now you can’t taste her at all,” said
Dr. Phillips.

Norman smiled. "I know it sounds ridicu-
(continued on page 66)

lous,” he said.
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three piquant potations for slaking summer thirst

FRESH
IDHEAS
HOR
FROSTY
N\ OO OI JERS

f! dventurous bibbers, or those of jaded palate
who yearn for a change from the usual hot-
weather coolers, are referred to the three
delightfully delectable quenchers shown here. Each
has vigor and novelty, each is easy to construct, and
all may be confidently predicted to wreath the sum-

mer quaffer's face in blissful smiles. Here's how:

BLACK VELVET, staunch yet immensely refresh-
ing, is compounded of equal parts of good dark stout
and champagne, poured into a pre-chilled schooner
in the order of mention of the ingredients. Heady!

AMERICANO is an odd name for a drink few Ameri-

canos are familiar with. Help rectify this error by

mixing two jiggers of sweet vermouth with one jigger

of campari, adding ice cubes and a lemon twist, filling
. up with club soda. The result is tangy yet smooth,
neither potent nor bland.

ICED IRISH COFFEE requires, merely, very strong
coffee, ice cubes, a noggin of Irish whiskey. Pour the
whiskey in a glass, add your preferred helping of
granulated sugar (or be a sophisticate and don't
sweeten at all), add ice cubes, fill with the coffee,
drink it black or top with whipped cream or — for
the sweet-toothed — ice cream.

i J-.'
-n; -
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man’s hope for cultural vitality lies beyond the earth

IN A SLOW BUT IRRESISTIBLE EXPLOSION fueled by the energies of the Renaissance, European civilization
started expanding into the unknown some four and a half centuries ago. No longer did Western man huddle
around the Mediterranean, for he had discovered a new frontier beyond the sea. We know the very day he
found it — and the day he lost it. The American frontier opened on October 12, 1492; it closed on May 10,
1869, when the last spike was driven into the transcontinental railroad.

In all the long history of man, ours 1s the first age with no new frontiers on land or sea, and many of our
troubles stem from this fact. It is true that, even now, there are vast areas of the Earth still unexploited
and even unexplored, but dealing with them will only be a mopping-up operation. Though the oceans will
keep us busy for centuries to come, the countdown started, even for them, when the bathyscape T'rieste
descended into the ultimate deep of the Marianas Trench.

There are no more undiscovered continents; set out toward any horizon, and on its other side you will

find someone already waiting to

check your visa and your vac-

R O C K ET TO cination certificate.
‘This loss of the unknown has
. been a bitter blow to all roman-
TH E article tics and adventurers. In the
RY ATIIIE. O CLAKNE words of Walter Prescott Webb,
.. the historian of the Southwest:
“The end of an age is always
| E N A I SSA N C E touched with sadness. . . . The
people are going to miss the
frontier more than words can express. For centuries they heard its call, listened to its promise, and bet their

lives and fortunes on its outcome. It calls no more . .."”

Professor Webb's lament, I am glad to say, is a few million years premature. Even while he was writing
it in the small state of Texas, only a thousand miles to his west the vapor trails above White Sands were
pointing to a frontier unimaginably vaster than any that our world has ever known — the frontier of space.

The road to the stars has been discovered none too soon. Civilization cannot exist without new frontiers;
it needs them both physically and spiritually. The physical need is obvious — new lands, new resources, new
materials. The spiritual need is less apparent, but in the long run it is more important. We do not live by
bread alone; we need adventure, variety, novelty, romance. As the psychologists have shown by their sensory
deprivation experiments, a man goes swiftly mad if he is 1solated in a silent, darkened room, cut off com-
pletely from the external world. What is true of individuals is also true of societies; they too can become
insane without sufficient stimulus.

It may seem over-optimistic to claim that man's forthcoming escape from Earth, and the crossing of inter-
planetary space, will trigger a new renaissance and break the patterns into which our society, and our arts,
must otherwise freeze. Yet this is exactly what I propose to do; first, however, it is necessary to demolish
some common misconceptions.

The space frontier is infinite, beyond all possibility of exhaustion; but the opportunity and the challenge
it presents are both totally different from any that we have met on our own world in the past. All the moons
and planets of our Solar System are strange, hostile places that may never harbor more than a few thousand
human inhabitants, who will be at least as carefully hand-picked as the population of Los Alamos. The age
of mass colonization has gone forever. Space has room for many things, but not for “your tired, your poor,
your huddled masses yearning to breathe free . . ."” Any Statue of Liberty on Martian soil will have inscribed
upon its base “Give me your nuclear physicists, your chemical engineers, your biologists and mathemati-
cians.”” The immigrants of the Twenty-first Century will have much more in common with those of the
Seventeenth Century than of the Nineteenth. For the Mayflower, it is worth remembering, was loaded to the
scuppers with eggheads.

The often-expressed idea that the planets can solve the problem of over-population is thus a complete
fallacy, Humanity is now increasing at the rate of some 100,000 souls a day, and no conceivable “space-lift"”
could make serious inroads into this appalling figure.

With present techniques, the combined military budgets of all nations might just about suffice to land
ten men on the Moon every day. Yet even if space transportation were free, instead of being fabulously
expensive, that would scarcely help matters, for there 1s not a single planet upon which men could live and
work without elaborate mechanical aids. On all of them we shall need the paraphernalia of space-suits, syn-
thetic air factories, pressure-domes, totally-enclosed hydroponic farms. One day (continued on page 38)

"[I'h}- talk of love at a time like this?!”’
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attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

IN SPAIN THEY SAY cierto tejido de lino. Persians of yesteryear dubbed it
Shirushahar, while Hindustani chaps called it Sirsakar — literally “milk
and sugar.” To the British, it’s Crimp. Fashionable American bucks
latched onto it during the early part of this century and labeled it good
old seersucker. It's been on the fashion scene — off and on — ever since.
Trouble was, in the old days, after ten minutes or so on the body during
a steamy summer'’s day, a seersucker suit or jacket made a guy look like
he had slept in his duds all night. The general attitude toward seersucker
by the well-attired man was that, if you were spending the summer in the
deep South or in the tropics, you could forego the demands of looking
well-pressed, but it had no place at posh resorts and certainly was not
considered for business wear. No more. Seersucker’s been resuscitated. Thanks to a touch
of body-giving synthetics, the lightweight cotton fabric with the built-in pucker is as
cool as it always was, and can now stand up to any sizzling situation and keep you
looking crisp from sunup through the wee hours. To make the fabric even more appeal-
ing, this year’s crop of seersucker breaks from the grandly traditional gray-and-white
vertical stripe and is available in a whopping variety of fresh patterns: plaids, printed
designs, brilliantly colored stripes and many solid colors. We're pleased to report, too,
that most all of the new seersucker suits and jackets are cut along narrow, comfortable
lines. Sure to be popular is the use of olive tones in a pin-stripe suit that includes a
good-looking reversible vest. Trousers and jacket are slim-cut and the vest adds a special
dressed-up look. Jackets can play a smart double-duty role, too: worn over a lightweight
flannel, worsted blend or seersucker solid slack, they can impart that relaxed, air-con-
ditioned feeling. As if that weren't enough to trumpet the return of seersucker, the noble
fabric is also available in a whole new range of apparel items that had never felt the
cool touch of seersucker before: sport shirts, swim trunks, hats, etc. Very new and nifty
in the summer wardrobe is the seersucker shirt, which you can get in the classic button-
down collar, It's available in a pullover model, fiy-front, in long or short sleeves. With
your necktie removed, it becomes an eye-catching sport shirt; for a more regal occasion,
an ascot changes the whole look. (Neckwear worn with these shirts should be cottons of
small neat patterns or solid knits. Silks, foulards, etc., are too rich and should not be
combined with the casual simplicity of seersucker.) A straight sport shirt in brilliant
Roman stripes shows there is no end to the color possibilities of the new seersucker. This
one — worn with or without an ascot — is perfect for casual fun in the sun. By the sea,
seersucker swim trunks — thanks to the addition of Dacron — are as fast-drying as any
trunk on the market, are less bulky and cooler against the skin than most. In making
your switch to seersucker, check out the items in the photo — every one is sensibly seer-
sucker. Top row, left to right: striped Dacron and cotton swim trunks with plain front,
extension waistband, zipper fly and elastic back inserts; fold neatly into their own back
flap pocket for traveling, by Jantzen, $8. Striped pullover shirt with buttondown collar,
three-button placket, back collar button and short sleeves, by Puritan, $5. Glen plaid
wash-and-wear sports jacket, natural shoulders, slightly cutaway three-button front,
hacking flap pockets, side vents, by H.LS., $§13. Dacron and cotton trousers, plain front,
belt loops, quarter top pockets, by Mayhoff, $11.50. Suit with reversible brass-buttoned
vest, natural shoulder, three-button jacket with flap patch pockets, center vent; trousers
are plain front with belt loops, by McGregor, $30. Bottom row, left to right: checked
wash-and-wear sports jacket, natural shoulders, slightly cutaway three-button front,
hacking flap pockets, side vents, by H.L.S., $13. Striped flat-top hat, stitched snap brim, by
Better Made, $5. Multi-striped pullover shirt with sailcloth Italian collar, by Bartlay, $10.

a fine old fabric, now in a variety of fresh patterns

* DO PP PO PO PP DO PP PO PO PO PP PE PSP PO PO GC PP P G P B S

PO Do I o e e FE b e e P G P 9 B2 49 P P G 9 S T 9 S 4> 99 S+ @

37



PLAYBOY

38

RENA'SSAN CE (continued from page 34)

our lunar and Martian colonies will be
sell-supporting, but if we are looking for
living room for our surplus population,
it would be far cheaper to find it in the
Antarctic, or even on the bottom of the
Atlantic Ocean.

No: the population battle must be
fought and won here on Earth. Some of
the obvious means — birth control, com-
pulsory abortion and infanticide — are
odious and/or contrary to the religious
convictions of large segments of Earth’s
people. Though the planets cannot save
us, this is a matter in which logic may
not count. The weight of increasing
numbers, the suffocating sense of pres-
sure as the walls of the ant heap crowd
ever closer, will help to power man's
drive into space, even if no more than a
millionth of humanity can ever go there.

Perhaps the battle is already lost, here
on this planet. As Sir George Darwin has
suggested in his depressing little book,
The Next Million Years, ours may be a
Golden Age, compared with the endless
vistas of famine and poverty that must
follow when the billions of the future
fight over Earth's waning resources. If
this is true, it is all the more vital that
we establish self-sustaining colonies on
the planets. They may have a chance of
surviving, and preserving something of
our culture, even if civilization breaks
down completely on the mother world.

Though the planets can give no phys
ical relief to the congested and im-
poverished Earth, their intellectual and
emotional contributions may be enor-
mous. The discoveries of the first expe-
ditions, the struggles of the pioneers to
establish themselves on other worlds —
these will inspire a feeling of purpose
and achievement among the stay-at-
homes. They will know, as they watch
their TV screens, that history is starting
again. The sense of wonder, which we
have almost lost, will return to life; and
so will the spirit of adventure.

It is difficult to overrate the impor-
tance of this, though it is easy to poke
fun at it by making cynical remarks
about “escapism.” Only a few people can
be pioneers or discoverers, but everyone
who is even half alive occasionally feels
the need for adventure and excitement.
It you require proof of this, look at the
countless horse-operas now galloping
across the ether. The myth of a West
that never was has been created to fill
the vacuum in our modern lives, and it
fills it well. Sooner or later, however, one
tires of myths (many of us have long
since tired of this one), and then it is
time to seek new territory. There is a
poignant symbolism in the fact that the
giant rockets now stand poised on the
edge ol the Pacific, where the covered
wagons halted only two lifetimes ago.

Already, a slow but profound reorien-

tation of our culture is under way, as
men’s thoughts become polarized toward
space. Even before the first living crea-
ture left Earth’s atmosphere, the process
had started in many segments of our
society. Space-toys for the very young
have been commonplace for years; comic
strips and movie serials such as Buck
Rogers and Flash Gordon have been
read and watched by millions; cartoons
and “Take me to your leader” jokes
have been enjoyed by vast numbers of
people. Increasing awareness of the Uni-
verse has even, alas, contributed to our
psychopathology. A fascinating parallel
could be drawn between the flying sau-
cer cults and the witchcraft mania of the
Seventeenth Century. The mentalities
involved are the same.

As the exploration of our Solar System
proceeds, human society will become
more and more permeated with the
ideas, discoveries and experiences of
astronautics. They will have their great-
est effect, of course, upon the men and
women who actually go out into space
to establish either temporary bases or
permanent colonies on the planets. Be-
cause we do not know what they will
encounter, it is scarcely profitable to
speculate about the societies that may
evolve, a hundred or a thousand years
from now, upon the Moon, Mars, Venus,
Titan and the other major solid bodies
of the Solar System. (We can write off
the giant planets, Jupiter, Saturn, Ura-
nus and Neptune, which have no stable
surfaces.) The outcome of our ventures
in space must await the verdict of his-
tory; certainly we will witness, on a scale
their author never imagined, the testing
of Toynbee's laws of “Challenge and Re-
sponse.” In this context, these words
from the abridged Study of History are
well worth pondering: “Afhliated civiliza-
tions . . . produce their most striking
early manifestations in places outside the
area occupied by the ‘parent’ civiliza-
tion. The superiority of the response
evoked by new ground is most strikingly
illustrated when the new ground has to
be reached by a sea-passage. . . . Peoples
occupying frontier positions, exposed to
constant attack, achieve a more brilliant
development than their neighbors in
more sheltered positions.”

Alter “sea” to “space” and the analogy
i1s obvious; as for the “constant attack,"
nature will provide this more compe-
tently than any merely human
adversaries. Ellsworth Huntington has
summed up the same idea in a memora-
ble phl':lﬁ{.‘, pointing out that the march
of civilization has been "coldward and
stormward.” The time has come now to
pit our skill and resolution against cli-
mates and environments more hostile
than any that this Earth can show.

As has happened so often in the past,

the challenge may be too great. We may
establish colonies on the planets, but
they may be unable to maintain them-
selves at more than a marginal level of
existence, with no energy left over to
spark any cultural achievements. History
has one parallel as striking as it is
ominous, for long ago the Polynesians
achieved a technical tour de force which
may well be compared with the conquest
of space. By establishing regular mari-
time traffic across the greatest of oceans,
writes Toynbee, they “. .. won their foot-
ing on the specks of dry land which are
scattered through the watery wilderness
of the Pacific almost as sparsely as the
stars are scattered through space.” But
the effort defeated them at last, and they
relapsed into primitive life. We might
never have known of their astonishing
achievement had they not left, on Easter
Island, a memorial that can hardly be
overlooked. There may be many Easter
Islands of space in the eons to come —
abandoned planets littered not with
monoliths but with the equally enig-
matic debris of another defeated tech-
nology.

Whatever the eventual outcome of
our exploration of space, we can be rea-
sonably certain of some immediate bene-
fits—and I am deliberately ignoring
such “practical” returns as the multi-
billion-dollar improvements in weather
forecasting and communications, which
may in themselves put space-travel on a
paying basis. The creation of wealth is
certainly not to be despised, but in the
long run the only human activities really
worth-while are the search for knowledge
and the creation of beauty. This is be-
yond argument; the only point of debate
is which comes first.

Only a small part of mankind will
ever be thrilled to discover the electron
density around the Moon. the precise
composition of the Jovian atmosphere,
or the strength of Mercury's magnetic
field. Though the existence of whole
nations may one day be determined by
such facts, and others still more esoteric,
these are matters that concern the mind,
and not the heart. Civilizations are re-
spected for their intellectual achieve-
ments; they are loved —or despised —
for their works of art. Can we even
guess, today, what art will come from
space?

Let us first consider literature, for the
trajectory of any civilization is most ac-
curately traced by its writers. To quote
again from Professor Webb's The Great
Frontier, “"We find that in general cach
nation's Golden Age coincides more or
less with that nation’s supremacy in
frontier activity. . . . It seems that as the
frontier boom got under way in any
country, the literary genius of that na-
tion was liberated . . ."

I'he writer cannot escape from his en-

(continued on page 48)
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“It seems to be working all right, Mr. Bell, but
I keep getting a busy signal.”
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“You're not taking full advantage of the medium . .

PHOTOGRAPHY BY WILLIAM CGRAIAM AND EDMUND LE JA.
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rl1 HE DELICHTS OF YACHTING ARE

too well-known to require ex-
haustive comment here, but potential
yachtsmen should be apprised that
it's possible to find a First Mate for
a trim craft who is a trim craft her-
self. Such a one is Miss July: Teddi
Smith, a nubile native of Van Nuys,
California. Weekdays she works as a
receptionist, but every weekend, she
undergoes a sea change and turns
into the sweetest of sailors, manning
a tiller with the best of them and
showing the coast line's shapeliest
pair ol sea legs in the process.




PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

W e find ourself in complete accord
with the etiquette expert who says that
only well-reared girls should wear slacks.

Some women, like prizefighters, won't
go into action until they see a ring.

a

.,?"ih

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines
strip poker as a game in which the more
you lose the more you have to show
for it.

s:.'l‘h'l‘..'h[(‘t‘ was a sprightly ninety years of
age when he married Elizabeth, who
was a resoundingly ripe eighteen-yvear-
old. As they prepared for bed on their
wedding night, he asked her:

“Tell me, sweet child, did your mother
tell you the [acts of life?"”

She blushed furiously from her hair-
line to the tips of her toes.

“No,"” she shyly murmured.

“That's a great pity,” he said, “be-
caus¢ I'm alraid I've forgotten them.”

When a girl says she’s got a boyish
figure, it's usually straight from the
shoulder.

A iriend of ours has come up with the
David and Goliath cocktail —a small
one and you're stoned.

She was sweet, she was breath-takingly
lovely, and she was alone. Most of the
men in the cocktail lounge were awed
by her beauty, but alraid to approach
her. Not so Augie. He downed his drink,
straightened his tie, and gracefully slid

onto the stool next to hers, [avoring her
with a warm smile.

“You know,” he began smoothly, “I
hate to see a young girl like you ruin
her reputation and destroy her character
by hanging around a bar. Let me take
you someplace where the atmosphere is
quict and more refined, like my apart-
ment.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines
neurotic as a woman who likes a psy-
chiatrist’s couch better than a double
bed.

Mecn vith money to burn have started
many a girl playing with fire.

A dvice to the exhausted: When wine,
women and song become too much for
you, give up singing.

It all the world loves a lover, why do
they have hotel detectives?

Pivrrr. the passionate masseur, was re-
cently fired when he rubbed a lady cus-
tomer the wrong way.

W hien Harry returned looking tanned
and rested, his secretary asked him about
his vacation.

“"Well,” he replied, “a friend of mine
invited me up to his hunting lodge —a
quict, secluded place. No night lile, no
parties, not a woman within a hundred
miles.”

“"Did you enjoy yourscll?" she asked.

“"Who went?"” he said.

Sometimes a girl can attract a man by
her mind, but more often she can attract
him by what she doesn’t mind.

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill., and
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used.
In case of rhrf;hnrh'.ﬂ, payment goes lo
first received. Jokes cannot be returned.
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RENAISSANCE (continued from page 38)

vironment, however hard he tries. (If
Lewis Carroll had lived today, he might
have given us not Alice, but Lolita.)
When the frontier is open we have
Homer and Shakespeare or — to choose
less Olympian examples nearer to our
own age — Melville, Whitman and Mark
Twain. When it is closed, the time has
come for Tennessee Williams and the
Beatniks — and for Proust, whose hori-
zon was a cork-lined room.

It is too naive to imagine that astron-
autics will restore the epic and the saga
in anything like their original forms;
space-flight will be too well documented
(Homer started off with the great advan-
tage of being untrammeled by too many
facts). But surely the discoveries and ad-
ventures, the triumphs and inevitable
tragedies that must accompany man's
drive toward the stars will one day in-
spire a new heroic literature, and bring
forth latter-day equivalents of The
Golden Fleece, Gulliver's Travels, Moby
Dick, Robinson Crusoe or The Ancient
Mariner.

The fact that the conquest of the air
has done nothing of the sort must not be
allowed to confuse the issue. It is true
that the literature of flight is very sparse
(Lindbergh and Saint-Exupéry are al-
most the only examples that come to
mind), but the reason is obvious. The
aviator spends only a few hours in his
element, and travels to places that are
already known. (In the few cases where
he flies over unexplored territory, he is
seldom able to land there.) The space-
voyager, on the other hand, may be on
his way for weeks, months or years, to
regions that no man has ever seen save
dimly through a telescope. Space-flight
has, therefore, very little in common
with aviation; it is much closer in spirit
to ocean voyaging, which has inspired so
many of our greatest works of literature.

It is perhaps too early to speculate
about the impact of space-flight on
music and the visual arts. Here again
one can only hope —and hope is cer-
tainly needed, when one looks at the
canvases upon which the contemporary
painters all too accurately express their
psyches. The prospect for modern music
is a little more favorable; now that
electronic computers have been taught
to compose it, we may confidently expect
that before long some of them will learn
to enjoy it, thus saving us the trouble.

Maybe these ancient art-forms have
come to the end of the line, and the
still unimaginable experiences that
await us beyond the atmosphere will
inspire new forms of expression. The
low or non-existent gravity, for example,
will certainly give rise to a strange,

other-worldly architecture, fragile and
delicate as a dream. And what, I won-
der, will Swan Lake be like on Mars,

when the dancers have only a third of
their terrestrial weight—or on the
Moon, where they will have merely a
sixth?

The complete absence of gravity —a
sensation which no human being has ever
experienced since the beginning of the
world, yet which is mysteriously familiar
in dreams — will have a profound im-
pact upon every type of human activity,
It will make possible a whole constella-
tion of new sports and games, and trans-
form many existing ones.

All our esthetic ideas and standards
are derived from the natural world
around us, and it may well turn out that
many of them are peculiar to Earth.
No other planet has blue skies and seas,
green grass, hills softly rounded by
erosion, rivers and waterfalls, a single
brilliant moon. Nowhere in space will
we rest our eyes upon the familiar shapes
of trees and plants, or any of the animals
who share our world. Whatever life we
meet will be as strange and alien as
the nightmare creatures of the ocean
abyss, or of the insect empire whose
horrors are normally hidden from us by
their microscopic scale. It is even pos-
sible that the physical environments of
the other planets may turn out to be
unbearably hideous; it is equally pos-
sible that they will lead us to new and
more universal ideas of beauty, less lim-
ited by our Earth-bound upbringing.

The existence of extraterrestrial life
is, of course, the greatest of the many
unknowns awaiting us on the planets.
We are now fairly certain that there is
some form of vegetation on Mars; the
seasonal color changes, coupled with re-
cent spectroscopic evidence, give this a
high degree of probability. As Mars is
an old and perhaps dying world, the
struggle for existence may have led to
some weird results. We had better be
careful when we land.

Where there is vegetation, there may
be higher forms of life; given sufficient
time, nature explores all possibilities.
Mars has had plenty of time, so those
parasites on the vegetable kingdom
known as animals may have evolved
there. They will be very peculiar ani-
mals, for they will have no lungs. There
is not much purpose in breathing when
the atmosphere is practically devoid of
OXYygen.

Beyond this, biological speculation is
not only pointless but distinctly unwise,
since we will know the truth within
another ten or twenty years — and per-
haps much sooner. The time is fast ap-
proaching when we will discover, once
and for all, whether the Martians exist.

Contact with a contemporary non-
human civilization will be the most ex-
citing thing that has ever happened to

our race; the possibilities for good and
evil are endless. Within a decade or so,
some of the classic themes of science-
fiction may enter the realm of practical
politics. It is much more likely, however,
that if Mars ever has produced intel-
ligent life, we have missed it by geo-
logical ages. Since all the planets have
been in existence for at least five billion
years, the probability of cultures flourish-
ing on two of them simultaneously must
be extremely small.

Yet the impact of even an extinct civ-
ilization could be overwhelming; the
European Renaissance, remember, was
triggered by the rediscovery of a culture
that flourished more than a thousand
years earlier. When our archaeologists
reach Mars, they may find waiting for
them a heritage as great as that which
we owe to Greece and Rome. The Chi-
nese scholar Hu Shih has remarked:
“Contact with strange civilizations brings
new standards of value, with which the
native culture is re-examined and re-
evaluated, and conscious reformation
and regeneration are the natural out-
come.” Hu Shih was speaking of the Chi-
nese literary renaissance, circa 1915. Per-
haps these words may apply to a
terrestrial renaissance, a century hence,

We should not, however, pin too much
hope on Mars, or upon any of the
worlds of our Solar System. If intelligent
life exists elsewhere in the Universe, we
may have to seek it upon the planets of
other suns. They are separated from us
by a gulf millions — repeat, millions — of
times greater than that dividing us from
our next-door neighbors Mars and Venus.
Until a few years ago, even the most
optimistic scientists thought it impossible
that we could ever span this frightful
abyss, which light itself takes years to
cross at a tireless 670,000,000 miles an
hour. Yet now, by one of the most
extraordinary and unexpected break-
throughs in the history of technology,
there is a good chance that we may
contact intelligence outside our Solar
System before we discover the humblest
mosses or lichens inside it,

This break-through has been in elec-
tronics. It now appears that by far the
greater part of our exploration of space
will be by radio. It can put us in touch
with worlds that we can never visit —
even with worlds that have long since
ceased to exist. The radio telescope, and
not the rocket, may be the instrument
that first establishes contact with intell-
gence beyond the Earth.

Even a decade ago, this idea would
have seemed absurd. But now we have
receivers of such sensitivity, and anten-
nas of such enormous size, that we can
hope to pick up radio signals from the
nearer stars —if there is anyone out
there to send them. The search for such
signals began early in 1960 at the Na.

(continued on page 83)
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“And please let Mr. Folger be as rich as I think he is.”’
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WILBUR FONTS FOR PRESIDENT

ﬁctzlon By JEREMY DOLE

THREE . . . TWO . . . ONE . . . ZERO! I arose from my swivel chair like an Atlas
missile and exploded with a glad cry of joy. It was five o'clock at last, the
magic hour that marked the beginning of my vacation from Era, a news
magazine noted principally for its emaciated pay checks.

I was already on my way to the door when it flew open, and there was
Eddie, showing a mouthful of festive teeth.

“Let's go, dad,” he cried, and forked his fingers in a Churchillian V.
“I have nothing to offer you but vodka, whiskey, Scotch and gin."”

“The only thing we have to fear is beer itself,” I replied, after only
twenty seconds’ thought, and we were on our merry way.

Eddie was my French-Canadian roommate and, when sober,

Era's top camera. We had decided to take our vacations to-
gether that spring, exploring the asphalt jungle of New York,
visiting the head waiters of upper Fifth Avenue and, in par-
ticular, examining the tribal customs of two comely natives of
the Copacabana whom we hoped would -prove as friendly as
their gymnastic dancing promised.

We were cruising down the hall toward the elevator when it
happened. The door to the Managing Editor's office sucked open and
the M.E. himself, Fighting Bob Maxfield, appeared. He impaled us with
his stiletto eyes and murmured, “I wonder if I might see you fellows for
a minute."”

It was like Eisenhower asking the caddie if he might please have the
putter. We straggled into the office known affectionately as Stalag 17 and
stood uneasily while he ignited a cigar.

Fighting Bob was a little man with a flip-top temper and a tongue as
soothing as a guillotine. He massaged his stomach thoughtfully for a
moment and then smiled.

“Guys,” he began, “you've been doing absolutely top-hole work lately.

a congressman at large in gamy gay paree
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I don't want you to think it's gone
unappreciated. Jack —" he punched me
sincerely on the shoulder — “Jack boy,
I liked the way you handled Miss Solid
Fuel Propellant in your last interview.”

“So did she,” 1 said, but my heart
wasn't in it.

“And Eddie, your pix encourage a
refreshment of faith in the art of news
photography. In these days of —"

“Bob,” Eddie interrupted. “our vaca
tion started three minutes ago. We'd
like to help vou out with whatever you
want, but at this very moment two post-
graduate nymphets are crying piteously
for food and drink. Sorry, but that’s the
way the mop flops.”

“Yes," 1 added, enlarging upon this
theme, “that's the way the snowball
splatters.”

Fighting Bob pressed his hand to the
place where his heart would be if he had
one. “Please, fellows,” he said. “I was
only thinking of vour best interests. I
was under the illusion that you might
like an all-expense-paid trip to Paris.
Obviously 1 was wrong. Go, play footsie
with your female girls. 1 guess 1'll just
have to find someone else.” He faced
the window, a tragic silhouette against
the Bloody Mary wash of sunset.

Eddie and I studied each other. “All
expenses paid,” Eddie murmured, as in
a benediction.

“Perhaps, Bob, we spoke hastily,” 1
said, speaking hastily. “What's the
pitch?"

“This,” said Fighting Bob, twirling
from the window and putting all his
marked cards upon the table. "The
Old Man —" he pointed upward with
his cigar toward the cloud-washed suite
where the Editor in Chief resided in
Olympian splendor — “is a close friend
of one Congressman Wilbur T. Fonts.
The Congressman has decided to take a
fast trip to Europe. He wants to take
with him one bright young man to han
dle public relations — setting up press
conferences, that sort of thing — and one
bright young photographer to record the
visit for posterity.

“I realize this isn't your usual line of
work. But since you two are — you will
pardon the expression — hors de combat
for the next lortmight, you have been
recommended for the job.”

“Sounds great to me,” said Eddie.
“Isn’t this Fonts the one who plays the
fiddle during election campaigns? The
guy they call Weepin® Wilbur?”

“The very same. How about you,
Jack?"

“You bet, coach,” I said. “When do
we suit up?”

“Congressman Fonts is waiting for
you in his suite at the Waldorf. He'll
set it up in type for you. Of course,” he
added, hooding his eves like a cobra, "1t
goes without saying that if the Con-
gressman isn't completely satisfied with

your work the Old Man will be very,
very annoyed. . ."”

“That's all right,” 1 said with a hollow
laugh. "“"T'here’s always a market for pen-
cils on Madison Avenue at this time of
year."”

“That's very clever,” said Fighting
Bob, chuckling with the lovable warmth
of the Marquis de Sade. “"Have a fun
trip, hear?”’

e L

The portal to the congressional cham-
bers was opened by a cadaverous young
man outfitted in Shroud Gray. “1 am
(Inngr('um;m Fonts' p{:l'iun:ll secretary,’’
he intoned. “Who are you?"

“Relatives of the deceased,” 1 told
him. “I hope that he died well and
truly.”

“Congressman,” he shouted at his left
shoulder, “your public relations people
are here."” He gave us a look that would
have chilled Sergeant Preston in his
prime and added, “Kindly follow me."”

We walked into a living room the size
of a private airfield. Congressman Fonts
stood before the vast fireplace, jiggling
up and down like a man mixing martinis
in his stomach. “"Come in!" he com-
manded. “'Sit down! Timothy, bring
these lads a drink!”

He was short and swarthy and stark
naked save for his shorts, and he had a
little black mustache which he licked
like an ice-cream cone when excited.
“Fonts is the name,” he told us brusquely.
“Wilbur T. Fonts. And I'll tell you
straight off, I like you. You're folks.
Praise be to God I've never lost my con-
tacts with the grass roots.”

He began to pace back and forth in
the heather of a thick rug. “Understand
this,” he said. “I do not actively seek
the highest office in our land. But =" he
pointed at Eddie accusingly — “if destiny
has singled me out to carry the frightful
burdens of the Presidency, I will not
play the coward and step aside. I shall
not shirk a public mandate. I want that
perfectly clear.”

He stalked to the mantelpiece and
hefted an ancient fiddle. “You see this
old cat gut? I reckon I've played it every
campaign I've ever been in. Weepin’
Wilbur, they call me. The Bow Jester.
Plain as an old shoe, if you want to know
the truth. But I'm going to level with
vou boys. This old fiddle just isn't enough
any more. A man's got to grow with the
times."”

“Yes sir,’” said Eddie. “We were won-
dering if vou'd explain to us about this
trip to Paris —"

“Exactly!” he cried. “Now you take
your Kennedy, your Nixon, your Sy-
mington. What, I ask, have they got I
don't? Eh? I'll tell you. Just one lousy
thing. They got international stature.
You see what I mean?”

Eddie went skindiving in his Scotch.
“Not exactly,” he said, as he came

up for air. .

“T'heir public image is associated with
world problems,” explained the Con-
gressman, bobbing up and down impn-
tiently. “They have rubbed elbows with
what's-his-name, this Khrushchev. 1
mean who needs fiddles? No sir, these
days you've got to put on your walking
shoes and gol”

“In other words,” I said slowly, “vou
want us to help you achieve interna-
tional stature —"

He closed his eyes and beamed at the
ceiling. “"Congressman Fonts hailed by
De Gaulle,” he murmured. “Fonts in
two-hour session with NATO leaders.
Adenauver calls Fonts champion of
peace.” He executed a neat pas de deux
and headed for the bar. “Do you get
the big picture?” he cried excitedly.

“1 think so,” 1 said. My picture was a
picture of Paris.

“Fine!" boomed the Congressman. “I
like men with vision. Especially those
who understand news media. You be at
Idlewild at eight tomorrow morning.”

Timothy, the secretary, showed us to
the door.

“Eight o'clock,” he said ominously,
“does not mean eight-oh-five.”

“1 will add that to my collection of
immortal sayings,” 1 promised.

That evening Eddie and I furthered
our research in the care and feeding of
chorus girls. We found them grateful,
and generous to a fault.

We trickled aboard the 707 just min-
utes before she leapt yowling toward the
east. Congressman Fonts greeted us with
a limp flexing of his brow. He looked
gray as Eighth Avenue snow.

“Morning,” 1 said thickly.

“Stop pestering me,” said Congress
man Fonts. “Go to sleep.”

So I crawled into my seat and went to
sleep, and when I opened my eyes again
the lovely avenues of Paris were pin-
wheeling beneath our port wing and all
our hangovers were lost somewhere at
sea.

I poked Eddie awake and he blinked
for a moment at the band-aid runways of
Orly. “Say,” he said, “I forgot to ask
you. You know anything at all about
public relations?”

“Not a thing,” I said. “All I know
is that Weepin' Wilbur better come out
of this trip smelling like a rose, or our
names will be ground up and sold for
fertilizer.”

Being in the entourage of a Con-
gressman has definite advantages when
landing in a foreign airfeld. We were
passed through Customs like hot crois-
sants and in a matter of moments were
being whisked through velvet dusk
toward our hotel. Congressman Fonts
popped his head in and out the windows
of our taxi like a little boy. “"There's
nothing like geography,” he told us

(continued on page 62)

ORNETTE COLEMAN:
beyond the dreams of adolphe

JAZZ AND SYMPHONY TITAN LEONARD
Bernstein flipped over the sounds com-
ing from the strange-looking plastic
instrument, leaped onto the bandstand
of New York's Five Spot to better dig
them, then invited their creator to
Carnegie Hall. That creator was Or-
nette Coleman, thirty, gentle and retir-
ing as a Trappist, who has but one
seemingly simple goal: to successfully
emulate the warmth and fluidity of the
human voice on his alto sax. Shelly
Manne says Coleman's already achieved
it: “Sounds like someone crying or laugh-
ing when he plays.” Others have said:
“Coleman is making a unique and
valuable contribution to ‘tomorrow’s’
music” (Nat Hentoff); “the only really
new thing in jazz since the innovations
[of Bird and Diz] in the mid-Forties”

EARL BLACKWELL:
who’s who and where

WHAT'S BRIGITTE BARDOT'S HOME ADDRESS?
This burning question can be answered
by leafing to page 52 of the new 864
page, five-pound, $26 Celebrity Register,
a brisk though bulky book that provides
lively biographies, photos and inside
information on 2240 famous and in-
famous, national and international fig-
ures — from Hank Aaron to Vera Zorina.
The key force in conceiving and as-
sembling Celebrity Register (upper-crust
expert Cleveland Amory served as edi-
tor-in-chief) was publisher Earl Black-
well, a dapper forty-seven-year-old bach-
elor who has constructed a formidable
$500,000-a-year empire — Celebrity Serv-
ice — out of an energetic interest in the
doings of the well-to-do and do-it-wells.
With the aid of a harried staff, packed
file cabinets and a battery of phones in
New York, Hollywood, London, Paris
and Rome, Blackwell keeps his subscrip-
tion-only clients (radio-TV execs, col
umnists and the like) posted on the
doings of more than 100,000 big names.
He does so in his Celebrity Bulletin, a
collection of one-liners on big-doers
issued five days a week; his Social Calen-
dar, a monthly listing of important
openings and parties; his Theatrical
Calendar, a weekly dopesheet on New
York stage happenings, and his annual
Contact Book, which is just that. Black-
well spends much of his time meeting,
escorting, dining with and informally
interviewing members of the news-mak-
ing set, loves every minute of it, hopes
to revise and issue Celebrity Register
each year “if everybody is as celebrity-
struck as I am.” It looks like they are.

(pianist John Lewis); “wild sounds that
Adolphe Sax never dreamed of” (Whit-
ney Balliett); and — representing the
opposition — “‘structureless, meandering”
(John §. Wilson). Coleman’s recent suc-
cess comes after several shapeless years
in L.A., was precipitated by a couple of
far-out, talked-about LPs (Tomorrow Is
the Question, The Shape of Jazz to
Come). Why, ask some, is Coleman pre-
occupied with this human voice kick?
Shyly, haltingly, he tries to tell you:
“Music is—is for our feelings.” Con-
troversial Coleman has had his plastic
sax smashed by a New Orleans audience
that didn’t cotton to his sounds. Of that
odd sax, he explains: “I needed a new
horn and couldn’t afford a brass one.
Better a cheap horn than an old horn
that leaks, y'’know? But after living with
this plastic one here, it's begun to take on
my emotions. The tone seems breathier
than brass, but I like it. More human."”
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“Great Jupiter — twould seem to be a perfect
XXXVIXXIV-XXXIV!

[ ONLY WANT A SWEETHEART, NOT A BUDDY

“woMEN,"” said Goethe, “are silver dishes
into which we put golden apples.”

This remark, dropped casually at din.
ner, somewhere between the schnitzel
and the strudel, on the night of Oc-
tober 22, 1828, may well be the most
important the great philosopher-poet
ever made. Fruit-filled as the image is, it
speaks to us. It communicates a message
for our times.

Though some may argue that women
are golden dishes into which we put
silver apples, or tin dishes into which we
put brass persimmons or little lead
kmmlu:ﬂs, the fact remains that Wom-
an's historic function is to be a “dish" —
a function which she has frequently lost
sight of during the past hundred-odd
years. Having won the right to vote,
smoke and wear short hair, she has all
too often come to conceive of herself not
as a dish, but as an apple — a buddy, pal,
chum, colleague and somewhat chesty
bowling companion.

Endowed by nature with certain de-
lighl{ully obvious sexual characteristics,
she has steadfastly refused to let them
stand in the way of her ambition to
either ride to hounds or run for office.

Nowhere is this lamentable determi-
nation to overcome her own charms
more apparent than in that evolutionary
sport, the Outdoor Girl. No longer con-
tent to sit on the sidelines and look
fetchingly feminine with parasol and
fan, she bounds down the fairways of
masculine friendship swinging a set of
registered clubs. As eager to share a duck
blind as a divan, she brings to both a
hail-fellow-well-met spirit that smacks as
much of Abercrombie & Fitch as it does
of Aphrodite and Eros. Suntanned, com-
petent, frank and knowing, she ap-
prﬂa{:ht:.s love as if it were a tennis match,
and uses her come-hither look mainly to
lure her male opponent closer to the net,
in order to slam a return shot past his
ear to the baseline.

But if the Outdoor, neo-tomboy type
imagines that she can win her varsity W
for Woman by playing a clean, hard
game and holding up her end of the
canoe on a six-mile portage, the fault is
not hers alone. Behind every girl's down-
fall lies a man, and there has always
been a muscle-bound minority of
thwarted scoutmasters who will stop at
nothing in their lust for heterosexual

article By WILLIAM IVERSEN

athletics and mixed camping. These
fresh-air fends lurk everywhere, and
many an innocent, gaily attractive young
maiden has been lured down the prim-
rose path only to discover that it leads
to the locker room, the showers or a
weekend of moose hunting.

Clad in a bulky woolen shirt, bowed
by the weight of some wanton deceiver's
rucksack, she soon finds herself strug-
gling to keep afloat in a foldboat, an-
other fair victim of the sleeping-bag
syndrome — that dread antisocial dis-
ease characterized by itchy long under-
wear, damp socks and a strong smell of
citronella. Lying awake at night on her
zippered pallet of mildewed kapok and
sharp rocks, her femininity lost and her
maidenhood still intact, she wonders per-
haps — all too late — if there might not

be a better way to strain a ligament and
earn an aching back. As, indeed, there is.

It is comforting to think that some of
these poor, wayward creatures might be
redeemed, might repent of their virtuous
outdoor ways and be restored to society.
But experience would seem to prove
otherwise. Though the indoor man may
be moved to pity the fallen female, and
seek to woo her gently back to the urban
hearthside, statistics indicate that the
rehabilitation rate is alarmingly low.
Soak her in bubble bath, repair her sun-
bleached coiffure, and dress her as
smartly as you will — it is only a matter

of time before she learns to adapt her
former depravity to the more subtle
playgrounds of the Great Indoors. To
all outward appearances a dish, she still
aspires to be an apple — an intellectual
chum.

Having visited a few art galleries, the-
atres and offbeat eateries, and done her
homework in psychoanalysis, politics,
cinema and jazz, she perches on the edge
of ottoman or chair, waiting to snatch
the conversational ball and make a
touchdown with her vocal cords. Viva-
ciously retrieving the first fumble, she
displays such a razzle-dazzle of opinion
and wit that the male line crumbles,
and only a seasoned tailback would at-
tempt a forward pass.

Inevitably, some heroic penthouse
tackle will volunteer to take her home.
More hip to her hips than her hipness,
he may even get himself invited up to
her apartment, where she may decide to
bestow upon him her greatest treasure —
the key to her confidence. Over a friend-
ly nightcap, her conversation will grow
more and more revealing, until at last,
clad only in the thinnest fabric of ideas,
she seduces him into holding her opin-
ions and permits him to probe the soft
contours of her eager little mind.

In order to even broach the subject of
amour, he will first ind it necessary to
get her attention (which may take weeks),
and then proceed indirectly by way of
the frontal lobes. If all goes well, and he
plays his cards right, this may eventually
turn the trick. But it seems a hell of a
long way to go, just to dispose of a few
golden apples.

Fortunately, however, all the feminine
dishes have not been cracked in the proc-
ess of being removed from the barrel of
Victorian gentility and placed in the free-
and-easy atmosphere of office, bachelor
apartment and coeducational saloon. A
sufficient number have survived to at
least form a starter set for the light
housekeeping of romantic amour, and
to ensure that all our golden apples
need not be assigned to bags.

To be sure, the all-girl girl is some-
thing of an anomaly in this day and age,
a delectable throwback. During a pe-
riod of almost universal education in the
science and mechanics of sex, she per-
sists in practicing the arts and keeping

(concluded on page 75)

a lament for the passing of an american institution: the all-girl girl

o7



pictorial

PHOTOGRAPHERS
hollywood’s shutter set tosses its own style playboy party & MODELS B.A.LL

ONE OF THE PERKIEST proofs of pLAYBOY'S
popularity is the growing number of
Playboy Parties held by universities,
country clubs and other assorted groups
across the country, using the magazine's
trademark and tenor as their theme.
(The demand for decorations has
prompted PLAYBOY to produce a party
kit that it makes available for such
shindigs.) Often the affairs are formal,
but when the American Society of Maga-
zine Photographers — Hollywood  divi-
sion — decided to throw a pLAYBOY bash,
it turned out to be informal in the ex-
treme. About the only thing not on dis-
play was inhibition, and as decorum gave
way to delightfully decorative and mostly
undecorated dolls, the professional pho-
tographers took up the tools of their
trade and covered their own affair. We
were naturally flattered by this tribute
to PLAYBOY as the ne plus ultra of mar-
kets for the camera chaps who like to
lens lovelies, and thought you might en-
joy a sampling of their pictures.

Top left: lensmen Earl Leaf and Dave Sutton chivalrously
help Colette Berne into tight britches before the party. Top
right: an unblushing bride adjusts her garter in the dress-
ing room. Above: a pair of ASMP members ignore girl in
girdle to concentrate on others less conventionally covered.

Above left: the Greek god Pan dances with a coquettishly

costumed milkmaid, seems ready to give up Olympus in favor _ 4o

of the rural life. Above right: covered more by paint than y ' . Left: festivities in full swing. Above:
anything else, two revelers strike a colorful pose. Prizes " , - in contrast to formal costumes around

went to costume showing most originality, and showing most, her, a near-nude girl arrives at party.




Above: the light fantastic is tripped by fantastic June Wilkinson and partner
tucked tightly into Turkish towels. After watching June gyrate her 43-26-36
about the hall, ogling onlookers enthusiastically agreed that her embarrass-
ment of riches makes Brigitte in her terry cloth look, by comparison, boyish.

Above: Playmate Lari Laine poses prettily with a suave, long-eared companion.
g0 Photographers successfully snared six real-life pLavsoy Playmates for the party.

Left center: Playmate Marguerite Em-
pey is attentive to beachcomber part-
ner, while Playmate Cheryl Kubert
(back to camera) and red-bearded
escort enjoy dance. Left: cheeky in
her cunning cat costume, model
Sandy Silver’s bottom was covered
only by penciled cat scratches. Be-
low: beneath giant Playmate display,
Earl Leaf amuses his fellows with a
parody titled How to Become a Play-
mate, aided by a cooperative model.
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FGHTS FOR PRES'BE"‘I (continued from page 52)

gleefully. “I don't give a damn what
anybody says." Even Timothy seemed
pleased by the sights and sounds of that
great city mellowing in the night.

Our suite was something by DeMille
out of Louis XIV, Huge pillowed bed-
rooms opened on a gilded living room,
and a platoon of French-type waiters
hovered outside the door, ready to sprint
in on the slightest pretext to spirit away
the Congressman's bulky tips.

The Congressman decided to put off
affairs of state until the next day. “Jack,"”
he said, “tomorrow you can start lining
up interviews and the press conferences.
Right now I want to get out and meet
the people. The common touch, know
what I mean?"

“You bet, Congressman. You want
Eddie to bring his camera?"

“Hell, no. How about you, Timothy?
You with us or agin’' us?"

Timothy's nostrils flared eloquently.
“I'm afraid not, sir,”” he said. "How-
ever, if I might make a suggestion . . ."”
He tugged a notebook from a vest
pocket — “knowing the Congressman's
interest in music and folk dancing, might
I suggest Le Cave, 41 Place Pigalle?”

The Congressman lapped at his mus-
tache. “Absolutely,” he exclaimed. “"What
are we doing here squatting like a bunch
of fire hydrants? Let's get this 1li'l ol’
show on the road!"

The Place Pigalle that night was
something to stir the hackles of Post-
master General Summerfield. It was
Times Square in pajamas. Reveling
bands of servicemen and tourists caroled
through the rues, and a dozen pleasure
palaces advertised their raisons d’étre
with posters that made Marilyn Monroe
look like a campfire girl. It was, in a
word, Bardotsville.

The Congressman put his hands on
his hips and breathed deeply, like an old
fire horse at a three-alarm conflagration.
“This is it, fellows,” he told us happily.
“This is the grass roots.”

We found Timothy's cabaret without
much trouble. It was a tiny little place,
tucked below the sidewalk, filled with
hibernating hoods and gloriously im-
modest gals. We were seated at a table
slightly larger than a martini glass, and
a watch-charm Dillinger approached to
take our order. It developed that he
could speak no English, but Eddie had
not wasted all of his youth in Montreal.
He ordered with fluent gusto and soon
refreshments were being served.

“This is a pretty lively place,” Eddie
remarked. “How do you suppose friend
Timothy ever got the word on a joint
such as this?"

“Timothy is a very talented boy,”
chuckled the Congressman. "He knows
that I am at home in smoke-filled
rooms."

Eddie opened his mouth to reply,
but no words came forth. I turned to see
what he was staring at and that is when
I saw Rita for the first time. She had
materialized out of the Gauloise mists
and stood swaying above us like one of
my adolescent dreams, She was very
beautiful and very red-headed and her
emerald gown had obviously not been
Sanforized.

She trained licorice eyes on the Con-
gressman and husked, “May a friend of
America join the friends of France?"

The Congressman vaulted to his feet.
“Oui!" he cried, thereby exhausting his
entire French vocabulary. “But how did
you know we're from the States?"

She slinked into her chair so prettily
that I wanted to ask her to do it again.
“But you are too modest!" she smiled.
“Has any intelligent Frenchman not
heard of Congressman Fonts?"

“By Godfrey!” he beamed. "I guess
you're right, at that!" He hailed our
waiter with a fingersnap that would
have done credit to Maurice Chevalier.
“What's your pleasure, my dear?”

“I have champagne tastes,” she said
with a dehydrating glance. “Both in
drink and men. You may call me Rita."”
The Congressman bleated softly. It was
the sound of unconditional surrender.

Well, it was a fine evening, with much
merry chatter and strolling Pagliacci ac-
cordionists, and jugglers of torches fresh
from Ed Sullivan, and lighthearted
dancing girls who sowed the stage with
their tiny garments, but along about
three A.m. Eddie and 1 were both keen
for a breath of fresh air. I said as much
to the Congressman.

“Not me,” he said. He patted Rita's
hand, and then added in a rare flight of
poetic fancy, “Why, I'm as happy as a
dead pig in the sunshine. I'll see you
guys later on at the hotel.”

Eddie and 1 elbowed our way through
the smoke and mounted to the sidewalk,
where we took great gulps of dank
Pigalle air. Even at that hour gay car-
nival throngs still clotted the streets.
“God, what a burg,” Eddie grinned.
“Come on, peerless leader, the night is
still young. Let's let tomorrow take care
of itself.”

“It is tomorrow, pal,” I said, but we
straggled across the street to examine the
international stature of one Lola La
Rue, the Girl with the Metronome Hips.

The pattern for the next ten days had
been set. Congressman Fonts proved to
be a man of tremendous stamina. Each
night he popped his homburg on his
head and set sail for Le Cave, where he
frolicked in a sea of champagne that
would have drowned a man half his age.
Each afternoon at two or so he heaved
himself from his bed and bounded into

the living room, exhausted and blissful.

“The little people, Jack!" he cried one
day. “Understand them and you under-
stand the country. Why, I have a whole
new outlook on the surplus wheat prob-
lem.”

“Yes sir,” 1 replied, anointing my
head with ice cubes.

“Well, what have you got lined up
for today? Any interviews or TV shows?"

“Nothing yet, Congressman. But I'm
sure working on it."

“I'm giving you full responsibility,
you know. I've got other things on my
mind. As a matter of fact,” he added,
smiling dreamily up at the chandelier,
“I think I'm falling in love.”

I had enough problems without worry-
ing about the Congressman's love life.
The truth of the matter was that my
public relations efforts in his behalf had
drawn a big fat zilch. The French public
information people told me that visit-
ing statesmen in Paris were a centime
a dozen and that Fonts, while undoubt-
edly a chic type, was just not good copy.
Every publication from Paris Match to
Le Figaro greeted my announcement of
his availability for interviews with an
eloquent Gallic shrug. The TV biggies
yawned.

Eddie did manage to get a couple of
shots of the Congressman mulling world
problems over a breakfast of bacon and
benedictine, but this was clearly not
enough. I had the uneasy feeling that if
we didn't come up with something juicy,
the resemblance between the Congress-
man and Little Mary Sunshine would
come to a quick and violent end.

Then one day he did not come home.
Eddie and I didn't discover his absence
until well into the afternoon of the
night before, when a bed check revealed
unsullied sheets and no Congressman.

“We never should have left him,” Ed-
die moaned. “Maybe he got rolled. May-
be he got mugged. Maybe ——"

“Let’s give it another hour,"” I said. "If
he doesn’t show we'll notify the police."”

Timothy was sitting at a corner table,
ruffling through papers. He looked up
and said, “I wouldn't work myself into
such a fuss if I were you. The Congress-
man can take care of himself. Besides,"
he added slyly, “if the police come, can
reporters be far behind? You might
finally accomplish something in the way
of publicity, of course, but it just might

prove embarrassing. . ."

“He's right,” said Eddie. “Maybe the
old boy's just snoozing one off some-
where."

“OK,"” I muttered. “You don't have to
shout.”

We spent our usual feckless afternoon
swallowing aspirin and trying to con-
jure up an idea that would heap favor-
able publicity on our candidate. It was,
to coin a poem, no go. Then shortly

(continued on page 76)
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““HOW LONG HAVE YOU BEEN in Vexville,
Pennsylvania, honey?" Karen Green-
grass asked, smiling warmly.

“I've been in Vexville for fifty-seven
years,” Roger Padam replied, tapping
the top of his desk with the index finger
of his left hand.

Roger Padam was born in Vexville,
Pennsylvania, in 1903. His father, Jona-
than Padam, had come to Vexville from
Budapest in 1873. In Budapest, the
Padam family had included Roger’s
father, his mother Clara, his father's
grandparents, Minnizia and Elias
Padam, his father's brother (or Roger's
uncle) Zeb and his father's two sisters,
Zenia (Zeb's twin) and Greta. Zeb owned
the largest flax-flicking factory in all of
Europe. In 1872, he sold out and made
the move to America. In 1922, his son
Roger met Minnie Klinkle. Minnie's

father, Stanley Klinkle, was born in
Cracow, Poland, in 1855. He married
Selma Nordka in 1870, when both were
fifteen, and sailed to America in the
hold of a merchant ship. Minnie, their
only child, was born in 1904. Roger
Padam and Minnie Klinkle were mar-
ried during a warm (mid-seventies)
Philadelphia weekend in 1925, two
months after their first embrace. They
settled in Vexville. Roger, with the aid
of the $400 weekly stipend sent to him
by his father, who had built an empire
in Newark, New Jersey, created a vast
flax-flicking corporate realm in Vexville.

“That’'s a long time to be in this
town,"” Karen said.

“It's not so long,” Roger said. “It's a
fine old town and it's been very good
to Minnie and me. Minnie was saying
just yesterday that this is a fine old
town and I can't say she's wrong. It's
been good to us. We have many friends
here and when I stroll to the post office
each day to chat with Marvin Moritat-
sky I know that I'm passing through
the town in which I'll die. But even
then I'll go knowing that I spent many
happy years here with Minnie and all
the wonderful townspeople.”

Karen paused. She thought about this
fascinating man. She thought about
Vexville — new to her after three years
in New York. She doubted that she
could love this town, but she knew she
could love this man.

Karen Greengrass was twenty-two.
Her father, Ezra, had been a pawn-
broker in Butte, Montana, for twenty-
four years. Her mother, Gilda, had been
her father's wife for twenty-three of
those years. They were pleasant beings,
but their life wasn't Karen's kind of
life. Her brother, Kahil, had gone to
Iran when he was thirteen; she hadn't
seen him since. Her two sisters, Emma
and Pernita, had married (at the ages
of seventeen and twenty-one, respec-
tively) and had moved from Butte (to
Cedar Falls, Iowa, and Norman, Okla-
homa, respectively). Karen sensed the
need to make her own way and had
taken a train (actually a series of trains)
East. She hoped to get a job ficking
flax at the Padam Works in Vexville.
But she hadn't anticipated this inter-
view with Roger Padam.

Padam, she observed, was six feet, one
inch tall. He weighed 170 pounds. His
hair was dark brown, as were his eyes.
He wore brown high-top shoes, purple
stockings, and a green tweed suit with
matching vest. His tie was solid mauve;
his shirt was yellow. He had a mole on
the back of his left hand.

“What's Minnie like?" she asked.

“Kind of roly-poly you might say, but
all sweet inside,” Roger replied, eying
Karen's properly bulging blouse.

“Prettier than I am?" Karen asked,
sliding her chair closer to his desk.

“No, I suppose not,” Roger replied,
“but she's a fine person.”

“I think you're fascinating,” she said.

“Thank you,” Roger said, gripping
the knot of his mauve tie,

“Kiss me,” Karen urged, rising from
her chair and moving around Roger's
desk.

“No,” Roger answered. “This is a
business interview. I believe in under-
standing my employces. No more than
that.”

“I want you, Roger Padam. I've come
all the way from Butte for you,” she
said.

“My mother is dead. You could be a
mother to me, if you wish, but no more
than that,” he murmured.

“I want you,” Karen sighed.

“You can't have me — Minnie has
me,” he insisted.

“You're a louse in a lousy town,” she
cried. “You show off your big factory and
you talk about your Minnie and you. . ."

Roger Padam glared at her attractive
form and remembered an evening in
Philadelphia in 1929,

“Come on, Rog old boy, come on.
We'll drop in at Mamie’s for a few hours
and you'll have something to take back
to Vexville with you. Minnie won't
know about it. It'll be something you'll
remember for years,” Alvin Cornmead
had said. Alvin had attended Haver-
sham University, too, from 1920 to 1925,
and somehow they had managed to
maintain contact after graduation.
Alvin was a big city attorney, a member
of the firm of Cornmead, Medyville,
Grogan and Marx (on Broad Street).

“I really don't want to,"” Roger had
implored.

But he did.

When he stood before the choice
young girl, he felt weak.

“I don't want to,” he had said to her,

“You're a louse from a lousy town,”
she had said, seizing her clothes and
rushing from the room.

Roger remembered. He looked at
Karen Greengrass and realized that it
wasn't too late to correct past error.

“‘Maybe just this once,” he whispered.

“Maybe just this once what?" Karen
asked, gazing out the open window
overlooking the vast Padam Works.

“Maybe,” Roger mumbled, advancing.

They met at the side of his desk. He
clasped Karen to him, kissed her and
guided her across the room.

It was a simple matter to edge her
out the window.

“It's not a lousy town,” he said, light-
ing a moderately expensive cigar. "It’s
home for Minnie and me."
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“I don’t trust this, Mr. Sween —
it’s altogether too simple!”
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%M (continued from page 31)

“Well, it's unique, I'll give it that,”
said Phillips.

“More than you think,” added Nor-
man, his smile grown. a trifle labored.

“How so?"

“I have no trouble tasting anything
else.”

Dr. Phillips peered at him awhile be-
fore he spoke. “Can you smell her?” he
asked then.

“Yes."

“You're sure.”

“Yes. What's that got to do with ——"
Norman stopped. “You mean that the
senses of taste and smell go together,”
he said.

Phillips nodded. “If you can smell her,
you should be able to taste her.”

“I suppose,” said Norman, “but I
can’t.”

Dr. Phillips grunted wryly. “Quite a
poser.”

“No ideas?” asked Norman.

“Not offhand,” said Phillips, “though
I suspect it's allergy of some kind."”

Norman looked disturbed.

“I hope 1 find out soon,” he said.

Adeline looked up from her stirring
as he came into the kitchen. “What did
Dr. Phillips say?”

“That I'm allergic to you."”

“He didn't say that,” she scolded.

“Sure he did,”

“Be serious now.”

“He said I have to take some allergy
tests.”

“He doesn’t think it's anything to
worry about, does he?” asked Adeline.

“No."

“Oh, good.” She looked relieved.

“Good, nothing,”-he grumbled. “The
taste of you is one of the few pleasures
I have in life.”

“You stop that.” She removed his
hands and went on stirring. Norman slid
his arms around her and rubbed his nose
on the back of her neck. “Wisht I could
taste you,” he said. "I like your flavor."”

She reached up and caressed his cheek.
“I love you,” she said.

Norman twitched and made a startled
noise.

“What's wrong?" she asked.

He sniffed. “What's that?"” He looked
around the kitchen. “Is the garbage
out?” he asked.

She answered quietly. "'Yes, Norman.”

“Well, something sure as hell smells
awful in here. Maybe —" He broke
off, seeing the expression on her face.
She pressed her lips together and, sud-
denly, it dawned on him. “"Honey, you
don't think I'm saying ——"

“Well, aren’t you?" Her voice was faint
and trembling.

“Adeline, come on.”

“First, 1 taste sour. Now —'

He stopped her with a lingering kiss.

“l1 love you,” he said, “understand? I
love you. Do you think I'd try to hurt
you?"

She shivered in his arms. “You do hurt
me," she whispered.

He held her close and stroked her hair.
He kissed her gently on the lips, the
cheeks, the eyes. He told her again and
again how much he loved her.

He tried to ignore the smell.

Instantly, his eyes were open and he
was listening. He stared up sightlessly
into the darkness,. Why had he waked
up? He turned his head and reached
across the mattress. As he touched her,
Adeline stirred a little in her sleep.

Norman twisted over on his side and
wriggled close to her. He pressed against
the yielding warmth of her body, his
hand slipping languidly across her hip.
He lay his cheek against her back and
started drifting downward into sleep
again.

Suddenly, his eyes flared open. Aghast,
he put his nostrils to her skin and sniffed.
An icy barb of dread hooked at his
brain; my God, what's wrong? He
sniffed again, harder. Adeline mumbled
indistinctly and he stopped. He lay
against her, motionless, trying not to
panic.

If his senses of taste and smell were
atrophying, he could understand, ac-
cept. They weren't, though. Even as he
lay there, he could taste the acrid flavor
of the coftee that he'd drunk that night.
He could smell the faint odor of mashed-
out cigarettes in the ashtray on his bed-
side table. With the least effort, he could
smell the wool of the blanket over them.

Then why? She was the most impor-
tant thing in his life. It was torture to
him that, in bits and pieces, she was fad-
ing from his senses.

It had been a favorite restaurant
since their days of courtship. They liked
the food, the tranquil atmosphere, the
small ensemble which played for dining
and for dancing. Searching in his mind,
Norman had chosen it as the place where
they could best discuss this problem.
Already, he was sorry that he had. There
was no atmosphere that could relieve
the tension he was feeling; and express-
ing.

“What else can it be?” he asked, un-
happily. “It's nothing physical.” He
pushed aside his untouched supper. “It’s
got to be my mind."”

“But why, Norman?"

“If I only knew,” he answered.

She put her hand on his. “Please don't
worry,” she said.

“How can I help it?"” he asked. “It's
a nightmare. I've lost part of you, Ade-
line."

“Darling, don't,” she begged, "I can't

bear to see you unhappy.”

“I am unhappy,” he said. He rubbed
a finger on the tablecloth. “And I've just
about made up my mind to see an ana-
lyst.” He looked up. “It's got to be my
mind,” he repeated. “And — damnit! —
I resent it. I want to root it out.”

He forced a smile, seeing the fear in
her eyes.

“Oh, the hell with it,” he said. “I'll
go to an analyst; he'll fix me up. Come
on, let's dance.”

She managed to return his smile,

“Lady, you're just plain gorgeous,”
he told her as they came together on the
dance floor.

“Oh, I love you so," she whispered.

It was in the middle of their dance
that the feel of her began to change.
Norman held her tightly, his cheek
forced close to hers so that she wouldn't
see the sickened expression on his face.

“And now it's gone?” finished Dr.
Bernstrom.

Norman expelled a bumst of smoke
and jabbed out his cigarette on the ash.
tray. “Correct,” he said, angrily.

“When?"

“This morning,” answered Norman,
The skin grew taut across his cheeks
“No taste. No smell.” He shuddered
fitfully. “And now no sense of touch.”

His voice broke. ‘“What's wrong?" he
pleaded. “What kind of breakdown is
this?”

“Not an incomprehensible one," said
Bernstrom.

Norman looked at him anxiously.
“What then?” he asked. “Remember
what I said; it has to do only with my
wife. Outside of her —"

“I understand,” said Bernstrom.

“Then what 1is 112"

“You've heard of hysterical blindness.”

“Yes."

“Hysterical deafness.”

“Yes, but —"

“Is there any reason, then, there
couldn’t be a hysterical restraint of the
other senses as well?”

“All right, but why?"

Dr. Bernstrom smiled.

“That, 1 presume,” he said, “is why
you came to see me."”

Sooner or later, the notion had to
come. No amount of love could stay it.
It came now as he sat alone in the liv-
ing room, staring at the blur of letters
on a newspaper page.

Look at the facts. Last Wednesday
night, he'd kissed her and, frowning,
said, “You taste sour, honey.” She'd
tightened, drawn away, At the time, he'd
taken her reaction at its obvious value:
she felt insulted. Now, he tried to sum-
mon up a detailed memory of her be-
havior afterward.

Because, on Thursday morning, he'd

(concluded on page 85)

IT 1s TO BE sUPPOSED that you are an in-
telligent, educated, sensible man. As
such, you are not likely to forearm your-
self for a game of chance or skill with
a magic lodestone, a good-luck amulet,
lucky-lucky powder, fast luck drops (to
be surreptitiously added to your drink
when things are going bad), a four-leaf
clover, or the foot of a rabbit —all of
which, in case you haven't been keeping
up with the ads in the pulps, can be
bought for good U.S. currency (no
checks, please). You know the difference
between the fun of hollering at the dice
and actually believing that you can in-
fluence how they fall. You apply body
English to that bowling ball without
really expecting it to change its course.
You don't put any stock in these devices;
in fact, you are pretty sophisticated and
realistic about the whole question of
luck and how it can be influenced.

But let’s look a bit further. Have you
ever, in a poker game, changed your
seat or the deck in order to improve
your hands? Have you ever bet on a
horse because of its name? Have you
ever, in roulette, bet on red because
black had shown six times running?
Have you ever called for a fresh pair of
dice in a crap game? Have you ever felt
a faint qualm when you broke a pocket
mirror? Have you ever, God forbid, like
a fellow we know, walked around a
leaning ladder instead of under it with
the apologetic remark, “I'm not super-
stitious, of course, but it's so little trou-
ble"? If any of the answers was Yes, it
is quite probable that you, too, harbor
certain ancient and deeply ingrained
misconceptions about luck.

You are, let us say, in a game of draw
poker. You are a good poker player; yet

Fy

article By T. K. BROWN 111

things are going against you. You
haven't won a pot in three hours. Your
pat straight is beaten by the jerk who
draws two cards to fill a flush (one
chance in twenty-four); your three-of-a-
kind doesn’t improve on the draw and
is beaten by the two-pairs hand that
draws one to make a full house (one
chance in twelve); your four-flushes,
which ought to hit about twice every
eleven draws, haven't come home a sin-
gle time.

You are having a run of bad luck.

The question is, what do you do about
it? It is the question that makes the sub-
ject of luck so fascinating to the student
of human behavior. There are several
things you can do:

1. Keep on playing the best you know
how, convinced that the past fall of the
cards can have no influence on the
future.

2. Keep on playing because it's time
for the cards to change.

8. Quit playing because you realize
that your bad luck has affected your
judgment and play for the worse,

4. Quit playing because the cards are
against you tonight.

5. Quit playing because you suspect
that the game is crooked. :

6. Call for a new deck, take three
turns around your chair, change seats,
play a hand standing up, or otherwise
seek to outfox or ingratiate yourself
with the Goddess of Chance.

The odd numbers above designate
rational responses to the problem.
Were they yours? The even numbers,
sad to say, introduce the typical motiva-
tion and behavior of the man whose
luck has been bad. Were they yours?
Let us hope not. But since they are so
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typical, and so fraught with error, let's
take a closer look at them.

It's time for the cards to change. How
reasonable this sounds! The law of aver-
ages has been grossly infringed by that
bad run — it has to get back on an even
keel with a corresponding good run, or
else it can't average out, the way it has
to. This stands to reason.

In roulette (and other games of pure
chance) this theory has a name. It is
called the Maturity of the Chances. If
black has won six, seven, eight times in
a row, the chance that red will come
next time is much better than even,
since the law of averages implies that
the chances for red have now “matured,”
and must start coming in. Similarly in
poker: if you have lost a lot of hands
that you should have won, the time has
come for you to start hitting,

The main trouble with this theory is
that it is wrong. The little ball on the
roulette wheel has no memory of what
it has just done. It has about an even
chance of falling to either red or black
on the next roll, and it has just as much
chance to continue the run on black as
to break it off. It feels no compulsion
to get in there and save the reputation
of the law of averages.

This law of averages is the popular
name given to a theorem propounded
by the Swiss mathematician Bernoulli.
In simplified form the theorem states
that, if there is a certain probability
that an event will take place (say, a fifty-
fifty chance that a flipped coin will come
down heads), then, if the trials are
repeated indefinitely, the event (heads)
will occur the expected number of
times. Note where it says in the small
print: repeated indefinitely. The law of
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averages deals with vast numbers of
trials; it is not going to help you out
in the next half hout. There is no time
of which it can be said that it's time for
the cards to change. Forget about the
law of averages: it is never going to do
you any good.

The cards are against you tonight.
This point of view, the very opposite of
the one just dealt with, also seems to
offer a sound basis for decision-making.
After all, what are you to think if, again
and again, when you have every expecta-
tion of winning, the cards give the pot
to somebody else? They're against you
and that's all there is to it. Every time
you give them another chance to do the
decent or probable thing they yank the
rug out from under you. The only sensi-
ble thing you can db is get out of the
game before you get hurt any worse. It
stands to reason.

This fallacy is essentially the same
as the one above., It assumes that the
cards know what they are doing. Above,
they knew they were acting wrong and
would soon reform; in this case they are
determined to keep on being naughty.
Therefore, on the next hand you do not
have your usual expectation of success:
you have less.

This sort of thinking derives directly
from the “belief” in luck, about which
we shall have more to say. The point
to make now is that the mathematical
probabilities in a series of independent
events (such as poker hands, spins of
the roulette wheel, draws at blackjack,
throws of the dice) cannot possibly be
affected by what has happened before.
If things have gone for you or against
you in the past, it is perfectly correct to
say that you have had good luck or bad
luck. But — and listen carefully, because
this truth is worth its weight in your
gold — to act as if you will be lucky or
unlucky is sheer superstition. In fact, the
word “superstition” is the operative
word here. And now, at last, we are
about to get into the realm where it is
sovereign.

Call for a new deck, circumambulate
the chair, etc. Here we approach one of
the crossroads in man's perilous hike
toward his present précarious eminence.
His main instrument of survival has
been his rational brain. Ever since he
got up on two feet and began to think,
his struggle has been to see the physical
universe in the right perspective; and
his chief problem has been that of every
animal, his tendency to regard himself
as the most important thing in the
world. Gradually he has begun to over-
come this tendency. In the last few hun-
dred years he has succeeded pretty well
in formulating — and putting to his use
— the rules by which the physical world
operates. He has evolved the scientific
view of things, according to which mat.

ter obeys laws that are proof against
manipulation to give any man an ad-
vantage or disadvantage.

The intelligent modern man does not
question this. On going out to his car
in the morning, he does not say to him-
self, “I don't think it will start this
morning — I spilled the salt at breakfast
and neglected to throw a pinch over my
shoulder.” If the car should not start, he
does not walk around it three times to
make it behave better; he looks for the
cause under the hood, or calls a taxi.
And yet, observe his behavior when he
becomes involved in a game of which
chance is an element. An ancient
memory, an atavistic impulse, takes
over. His clear intelligence becomes
willing to accept the notion that a
mysterious force called luck has attached
itself to him, or to the inanimate objects
with which he plays. He does not be-
lieve in haunted houses, but he may
very well believe that he or his adversary
is haunted by a spirit called good luck
or bad luck. And — what is more extraor-
dinary — this spirit or force can be con-
trolled and influenced by the proper
application of techniques.

But this is manifestly impossible. Luck
is that which happens by chance. The
element of the unforeseen, the haphaz-
ard, and the uncontrollable is an essen-
tial part of the meaning of the word.
By its very definition, luck is something
that cannot habitually attach itself to a
particular person.

What conclusions can we draw from
this analysis so far? Several —even
though we shall confine ourselves to
games that involve betting,

1. There is no such thing as a lucky
or unlucky gambler. Chance may favor
him for a day, or a week, or even (most
improbable) a year. But if he wins over
the long run he is not lucky. He is
skillful.

2. In games of pure chance, there is no
such thing as a valid hunch. However
strongly you may feel that a certain
event will occur, you are kidding your-
self.

3. There is no such thing as being
“hot.” There is only the fact of having
been hot —at one or another time, or
so far. What has happened in the past
offers no likelihood that it will continue.

4, There is nothing you can do to
change your luck. If you are deeply de-
bauched by superstition, the fact of your
observing some ritual may so far restore
your confidence as to make you play
better. In this case you have improved
your skill, not your luck.

Luck, in short, has an utterly negligi-
ble influence on success. In games, as
in life, the elements that make a differ-
ence are probability and skill. They are
closely related. Because of the general
misuse of the word luck, and the mis-
conceptions regarding it, we want to

examine these two elements in some
detail.

Probability informs all our lives. The
wildest improbabilities happen to us
every moment of every day. The very
fact that you are you, and not any one
of a million other possible persons, de-
pended on the highly improbable union
of a particular sperm with a particular
ovum. Now, in that poker game we men-
tioned above, you are dealt a hand con-
sisting of QW, 104k, 9%, 3¢, 24.
There was just one chance in 2,598,960
that you should get those five cards.
How utterly improbable that you should
have done sol

Quite true. But you are perfectly justi-
fied in asking, “So what? Who needs a
hand like that?” Probabilities, or im-
probabilities, though our lives are full
of them, are of absolutely no interest un-
less some significance is attached to them.
If you have anted two dollars for the
privilege of getting this stinker, you are
not a bit awed by how unlikely it was
that you should have got it. Probability
would begin to take on some meaning if
four of the cards had been hearts and
you had to calculate whether it was
worth your while to draw to the four-
flush.

We can gain our best insight into the
relation between probability and luck if
we look at it in connection with the
games of pure chance (e.g., craps, rou-
lette, chuck-a-luck, slot machines). These
games are usually played in a gambling
establishment, which prescribes the pay-
offs for all bets. Built into these prescrip-
tions is the house percentage, or cut. It
should not come as a surprise to you that
gambling places, since they are not non-
profit organizations, stay in business by
rewarding your wins at less than the
true odds.

At the crap table, let us say, you wish
to bet that the shooter will roll a seven
on his first roll. There are six ways he
can do this: 6-1, 5-2, 4-3, 3-4, 2.5, 1-6.
There are thirty-six possible rolls of two
dice. Thus he has one chance in six of
rolling the number you want. The prob-
ability that he will do so is one/six; or,
stated differently, the chance that he
will fail is five to one.

If you bet one dollar on this proposi-
tion, the correct odds demand that you
should get five dollars for winning. Over
the long run you will lose one dollar five
times for every time that you win five
dollars, and you will break even. But the
house doesn’t offer five to one on this
bet; it offers four to one. This means
that you will lose five dollars for every
four dollars that you take in. You will
lose one dollar for every six bets that
you make. That is, the house percentage
is 16.67.

Betting under these circumstances is
called bucking the odds. You have no

(continued on page 70)
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other choice in a gambling house: you
are always bucking the odds, and in the
long run you are going to lose. It is your
privilege to call your losing bad luck if
you wish, but it is precisely what proba-
bility tells you to expect. It is, from an-
other point of view, the price you pay
for the entertainment you get from gam-
bling. But if your purpose in gambling
in such places is to win, you are exhibit-
ing a lack of skill in not taking the
probabilities into account.

In the games of skill (e.g., poker,
bridge, backgammon) a knowledge of
probabilities is absolutely essential, as it
is in the vaster game of life. But here
skill and chance (luck) are intermingled,
and it is not always easy to separate the
two.

Let's take an instance from a game of
golf. Sixth hole, 165 yards over a water
hazard. Player A addresses his ball with
an imprecation and a five iron. He
shanks it: the ball loops off to the right,
hits a tree, ricochets into the pond but
lands on the one projecting rock, bounces
up onto the green, and trickles into the
cup. A hole in one!

“You lucky bastard!" Player B ex-
claims.

“What do you mean, ‘lucky'?" rejoins
Player A. "This is a game of skill, isn't
it? I was trying to get my ball into that
hole with as few strokes as possible,
wasn’t I? Well, that's what I did. Where
do you get that ‘luck’ stuff?”

They can argue about this forever.
The consensus will be that Player A
was indeed an extremely lucky bastard.
(There will be another school that ar-
gues how unlucky he was, since he must
now stand drinks for everyone in the
clubhouse. But this introduces an ex-
traneous consideration.) He was, to be
sure, engaged in a game of skill. How-
ever, he evinced a lack of skill when he
shanked his ball. From that moment
chance took over and did a thorough-
going job of conferring luck.

Another example. Mortal A is a Mexi-
can peasant, born in a mud-floored hut
in the mountains, condemned by his
circumstances to illiteracy and lifelong
poverty. Mortil B, American tourist,
drives up to the village in his T-bird
on a sightseeing tour. He was born in
a big house in Scarsdale; his parents
gave him every advantage, put him
through college, placed him in the fam-
ily brokerage business. Now he earns
$50,000 a year.

“These primitive people have a hap-
piness and a simple joy of life that we
have lost,”” he says to his well-groomed
female companion,

“|Cabrdn suertudo!” says the Mexican,
enviously. “Lucky devill”

Again, the concept of luck is being
correctly applied. Mortal B is unques-

tionably luckier, at least in material
things, than Mortal A. His advantages
are due primarily to the accident of
birth, not to superior skill. Similarly, the
pretty girl is, in one respect, luckier than
the plain, the athlete than the weakling,
the talented than the imbecile. Life
deals out such inequalities, and luck
may be the only word for them.

Case three. Stockbroker X, with ex-
tensive holdings in many securities, sells
every last one of them in the week end-
ing October 28, 1929. On October 29 the
Crash finds him comfortably counting
his money while his colleagues on Wall
Street shout "“You lucky bastard!” as
they plummet past his window. They
cannot pause to argue the matter, but
Mr. X is not lucky, in the correct use of
the word. Here, as in the hole-in-one
case, there is a mixture of luck and skill,
but the preponderance is on the other
side. Mr. X was lucky not to have waited
a week longer, but it was skill that dic-
tated his significant act of getting out
at about that time, while his friends
were blithely riding the gravy train to
its destination.

Probability and skill being the factors
that mainly count in one's gaming and
one’s day-to-day encounters with life,
what is the explanation for the wide-
spread and often vehement belief in the
existence and pervasive power of luck?
What are the psychological sources of
this rational disorder? —and that is as
good a name for it as any.

They are manifold and complex, but
perhaps we can suggest a few avenues
of approach.

Its most immediate emotional source
lies in the stress that attends the ex-
posure to any situation in which chance
plays a large part. In such a situation
the human being feels himself vulnera-
ble to powers that, because he has no
command over them, are the more
mysterious and dangerous. He loses his
detachment. His rational control, shaky
at best, yields to the primitive voice that
tells him he can regain the upper hand.

This motivation shows up vividly in
warfare, when men will commit the most
irrational acts to gain the illusion that
they have reduced chance to their serv-
ice. The story is told of the British sea-
man at Trafalgar who, when a cannon-
ball passed through the side of his ship,
at once put his head through the hole,
explaining that this was the safest spot
on the vessel because of the unlikelihood
that two shots should land in exactly the
same place. In World War I, soldiers
leapt into new shell holes for the same
reason. (Shell B, of course, does not
know where shell A landed, and may
land there just as well as anywhere else;
but, just for kicks, ask yourself whether

you wouldn’t feel safer in a nice new
hole instead of a beat-up old one. And
then ask yourself why.)

A second source of the belief in luck
is not so much emotional as it is a flaw
in the reasoning process itself. Even per-
sons highly trained in scientific thinking
are prone to this error when chance en-
ters their lives. It is the error of forget-
ting that there is only one set of natural
laws, that things work in only one way.
If the laws can be set aside in response
to special pleas, or if they habitually
favor one person over another, then the
whole reasoning of science is wrong
from top to bottom and our image of
an orderly world is nonsense.

Another factor that contributes to the
belief in luck is something we will call
the subconscious selection of evidence.
It works like so: Suppose you have a
bias toward believing some particular
thing — that Friday the thirteenth, for
example, is an unlucky day. Any mis-
fortune, big or little, that befalls you on
a Friday the thirteenth will impress it-
self indelibly on your memory and will
serve to “prove” that your theory is cor-
rect. Quite subconsciously you will for-
get whatever good things have happened
to you on that day; and you will cer-
tainly not go to the trouble of compiling
accurate statistics for the amount of
good or bad fortune you have had on
other days of the month, which would
show that Friday the thirteenth is a day
just like any other. You want to believe
in its maleficence and, by a careful
process of selection, you will gather the
“evidence” to “prove” it.

Having made this point, we will now
admit that Friday the thirteenth may
indeed be an unlucky day for you. For
there is another process at work in this
matter of luck: the self-fulfilling expec-
tation. If you are really convinced that
a certain day means bad luck, you are
subconsciously predisposed to create
that bad luck for yourself on that day.
You are more accident prone; you are
more likely to commit errors in judg-
ment. Without conscious volition you
will make the day unlucky. Similarly, if
you believe that good luck comes in
streaks, you will, on the day that gets
off to a good start, create more so-called
good luck for yourself. Your mental tone
will be better; you will attack life, or a
game, with more confidence that you
will succeed.

The same process is at work, of course,
whenever you are under heavy psy-
chological pressure. If you are up against
a man in a business deal who has a repu-
tation for being fantastically lucky in
the way things turn out for him, subcon-
sciously you expect him to get the better
of you, and you are at precisely the sort
of disadvantage that can result in your

(concluded on page 74)

STILL MORE TEEVEE JEEBIES

do-it-yourself subtitles for the midnight mouvies

“And all the guys at the office were helling it was s X e

ufu; to be a boy or a ;___;H'!.’"

i
=

“No kidding, Ernie —vyou grab my knee once more
and I'm going to pruu'h you 1;5:’11 in the mouth.”

humor By SHEL SILVERSTEIN

THE MOsT ropULAR humor [eature ever
printed in rravsoy: that was vour
verdict on Teevee Jeebies and More
Teevee Jeebies, seen here in July 1959
and January ol this vear, respectively.
For those of vou who have just tuned in,
the idea was, and is, to make TV's con-
tinual showine of the same ancient hlins
more bearable by turning the sound
down and making up vour own dialog
for the actions that it across your
screen. Let logic so hang, let imagina-
just as we've done in our

Lion run riot
captions lor these TV cinema scenes.

“You know what I dig about you. Mom? You're
u*u’hu:_; to try and undevstand the Beat Genervation!!”
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“Just scream, why don’t you, and get it “We'll do it this way, fellows — each of you pick a “Did you ever see an old lady bounce like that before?!” “You stupid sonofabitch, it’s my heart!”
out of your system.” number between one and ten . . .”

“No, Mama, no — the guys with the stars are the bad “Well, just as I'm drviving the getaway car up “Would you mind leaning forward just a bit?” “OK, OK, |.B. —you want me to wear Im Leapgue
guys — the guys with the mustaches are the good guys!” to the bank, I pass this sign that says, 'En- clothes, I'll wear Ivy League clothes.

list Now— Excitement —Security— Travel—" and

I figure, what the hell, so —"
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“I don’t give a damn if it is your ball — O'Brien is “It is not my tmagination, officer — I tell you, there are “Say that again!” “And this fellow is willing to pay us plenty of money

5 - T . ry = e . . By o B . 1] ¥ s ’j"
coming in to pitch! Peeping Toms in the neighborhood! for our story. What do you say, Lolita
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SHOES FOR MEN

A really new shape in shoes — "'l
Diamante”, Styled in rich black or geolden
tan supple kidskin, it's only one of the
many better-looking, better-feeling styles at
your local Thomas dealer now. About $10.95.

For name of neorest dealer,
write THOMAS SHOE, DIV, F., BRILLIANT BROS. CO.,
190 LINCOLN ST., BOSTON 11, MASS,

/ WHAT'S
YOURS?

Subtly styled silver
servers silently signal
/ size of shot. For ploy-
boys who are near-
sighled or hard-of-
hearing. 1-finger, 4.95;
2-finger, 5.75; Both,
9.75.

fine. postage, taxes)

Grimmicks ‘0’ Gradgets

811 E. Las Olas Bivd. »

JOIN CARIBBEAN CRUISE

10 DAYS "Polynesia’’
OF

ADVENTURE
FROM

$175

Sails—Bimini, Berry
Islands, Nassau, Ha-
vana, Abaco, Cay
Sal, Grand Bahamas,
Sailing, fishing and
skindiving.

Fort Lauderdale, Fla.

150 Fr. Schooner
WINDJAMMER CRUISES INC,

P.O. BOX 1051-P
MIAMI BEACH 3%, FLA.

MIAM| BEACH
PHONE JE 2-3407

LUCK
(continued from page 70)

enhancing his reputation at your ex-
pense.

The beliel in bad luck often derives
from what might be called pressure
failure. If we are engaged in a game
at stakes much higher than we can
afford, and need desperately to win, our
skill is going to be affected adversely by
our anxietv. We shall be particularly
sensitive to the loss that we shall proba-
bly suffer, and will blame it bitterly on
bad luck of the worst sort., Our emo-
tional involvement will conceal from us
the extent to which our misfortune re-
sulted from a [ailure of skill because of
pressure.

Finally, the belief in luck can have its
source in defensive rationalization.
Good luck, in a great many cases, is
simply the good things that happen to
a person we don't like. We are unwilling
to admit that he earned his good fortune
through skill. It is painful to say, "He
certainly showed how capable he is
when he pulled that one off.” How much
more gratifving it is to attribute his suc-
cess to the blind operation of chance!
In the same wayv, our own lack of suc-
cess 1s much more digestible 1f we blame
it on bad luck rather than on some fault
in ourselves. In either case we are ration-
alizing what happened as a means of
defending our self-esteem.

As a general rule it will be found, on
objective examination, that the person
with a reputation for being lucky is the
person who has at his command the
skills that enable him to make the most
of the situations that come his way. It is
this fact that Napoleon had in mind
when he wrote, “Chance remains always
a mystery to mediocre spirits and be-
comes a reality to superior men.” The
mediocre spirit, the poor unlucky fel-
low, the schlub, the guv for whom every-
thing goes wrong, is very likely to be the
self-defeater, the injustice-collector, the
man who subconsciously wishes to do
himsell harm because he hates himsell.
Such a man, of course, is particularly
prone to discover the source of his mis-
fortune in the malevolent machinations
of chance.

Aside [rom the gross inequalities ol
opportunity that are an inevitable part
of life, a man makes his own luck. His
attitude toward it will be a very per-
sonal thing. If he has been successful,
whether in games or in the larger arena
of life, he will be less likely to say
much about luck, and will probably have
very little belief in it. Skill, alertness,
insight, intelligence — these are the
qualities to which he will attribute his
well-being. If he has been unsuccessful,
luck will in all likelihood loom large in
himsell. Bad luck, of

his picture ol
course,

SURPRISE!

That no other game can match!

Progress, and how! No ace of trump or

*

new game, No sir! No sir!
supreme, and they are abundant. Wham!

Wham! They win tricks. But! How clever!

It takes two cards to consummate a “Sur-
prise,” identical twin cards played in sue-
cession J,'n!.' two consecutive ]}lu}l'r-», Wham!
It’s unpredictable.

Talk about fun, it's frenzy with cards for
three to six players. How about your or-
der, Sir?

Surprise Game,
necessary Suit Jokers and Super Aces,

clever rules, innovations, gift box, com-
plete, only $2.00 each, or 3 for $5.50, all
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SLAM BANG
EXCITEMENT

‘wild”

card is lm-': in Ihh phenomenal
A “Surprise” is

They fracture evervthing in their [mth,

Wham!

You just can’t miss! Nobody,
but nobody, has requested a refund. See?

108 high-guality Surprise
Playing Cards featuring special, exclus ve,

postpaid. A buy! Kindly remit to:

NEW INVENTIONS CO.
2341 W. SCHOOL ST., CHICAGO 18, ILL.

Meet at our famous
piano bar
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DE 7-9313

4

STEAHK ROOM
THE “EYE-OF-THE-BEEF" aad CHARCOAL BROILED STEAKS 3

BELDEN-STRATFORD HOTEL
HM N. Linzaln Park Wesl. Reservalions: Dlversey 8-6610
CHICAGO \&\
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‘E’l}'ﬂff “GOURMET DINING' in the
FABULOUS NEW -~

S——=—&picure Room
\

Pf““n.u STAR

FLOOR SHOW
Continuous
Entertainment
and Dancing

Enjoyed Since The Days of
‘"Diamond Jim'" Brady .
No Cover or Minimum Charge

CLUB ALABAM 747 K. RUSH St. Chicage

DO YOU ""KNOW' EUROPE?
You will with the revised and expanded '60-'61 Edi
tion of Chop Talk “Europe-Ho!" The connoisseur’s
localized guide to Wining and Dining on the Con-
tinent compiled by professional gourmets and
restaurateurs.

LONDON CHOP HOUSE  $300
Dept. P, 155 W. CONGRESS F—F-r
DETROIT 26, MICHIGAN e

DASHING CONTINENTAL

FLIGHT BAG

IMPORTED WATER BUFFALO LEATHER

TREMENDOQUS
CAPACITY!

VERY
COMPACT!

21" LONG
8" WIDE

122" HIGH $4000int1udu postage
Weighs about 4 Lbs. and Fed. Excise Tax.
Magnificent bag is all-leather from tough, durable
water buffalo hide imported from India. Lined with
sheep's leather. Two outside utility pockets great for
cameras, film, cigareties—items you want fast, with-
out having to open bag. Strong snap locks, zipper lock.
Extra long, strong handles. Sturdy wrap-around strap.

Appropriate for travel everywhere, bag's dashing Con-
tinental design is popular with foreign correspondents,
sportsmen, world travelers, as well as everyday folk
who want the finest in luggage.

Amazing capacity. Holds full week's wardrobe includ-
ing extra suit, shirts, shoes, robe, haberdashery, etc,

. . without l:rusmm.,1 Suanle leather conforms to
:h:q:u:- of what you pack in bag. Truly tops, made for
years of distinctive service. Leather is rich walnut
brown with dark brown piping. Makes an impressive
gift. Limited quantity available—send $40 today to:

Leather by Kramer

Dept. P-1, 376 Milford
BROOKLYN B8, NEW YORK

Est, 1033

SPORTS CAR,

CONVERTIBLE,
ALL CAR OWNERS

L,
WHITE GLOVE
World's First and Only ALL-PURPOSE
INTERIOR-EXTERIOR CAR CLEANER
will keep your car "SHOWROOM-NEW"

INSIDE AND OUT—will give you
exclusive TOTAL CLEANING
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soap, solvent, detergent on

(LBl the market today!

* Just Spray On, Wipe off
TRt ¢ Unbreakable Plastic Bottle

INSTANTLY CLEANS AND RESTORES:
* Convertible Tops « Convertible Plastic Rear
Windows = Plastic, Leather, Vinyl, Upholstery
* Exterior Finith » White Walls = Removes Rus!
and Stains from Chrome + (Boat Owners: Cleans
Fiberglass Hulls in minutes without scratching)

100% safe « Mon-irritating « Clean smelling

A little goes a long way even longer on YW's and
MG‘:} Order todayl Big 3 month supply enly
$2.00. Send check or M.O. and we'll mail postpaid|

WHITE GLOVE «» 2501 So. State St. « Chicago, Il

“IRISH LANDOWNER

own Real Estate in the

_— 1' F Cork, Ireland

Mow . . . you can actually own your B of ithe u-...u Sod and Iuw an
impressive legal document, suilable for framing. to prove i "Th &
grand thing 1o be Irinh, and grander still when Irivh land ix yours 1o pass
on to your heirs forever. A bit of Ireland s the ideal gili for an Irmh
fricnd (amatcur or professional), as well. You, or anyone you choose,
zan be an Irivh landowner by sending name, address and only 51,95 1o

HOUSE OF SHANNON + P.O. Box Mo 400, Mew York 10, Hew York

SWEETHEART

(continued from page 57)
alive the humanities.

No weather-beaten safari sidekick
mixed-doubles partner is she. Her play-
clothes are sheer whimsies, her seams are
always straight, and her goal the highest
and best — to cheer the victor, comlort
the vanquished, and to give to both
their just desserts.

Preferring to be a prize rather than
to win one, her competition is confined
to her own sex. More concerned with
privileges than rights, she has never per-
mitted a few belated civil liberties to
transform her into a Susan B. Anthony
Memorial Shrew. A true daughter ol
Eve, her capacity for apples is infinite.
Her interests are your interests, and her
conversation is always provocative in
precisely the right way. Though she will
never be a buddy, she will always be a
sweetheart, a bewitching companion in
arms.

Admittedly, such a woman is danger-
ous — as fraught with perils as she is
loaded with appeal. For all her sculp-
tured beauty and high-fred gloss, the
feminine dish may yet contain a rose-
covered-cottage design and a border of
wedding bells. But in plaving the golden-
apple game, who wants safety?

As Goethe himsell must have realized,
the danger is hall the fun. Old Johann
was a dhh collector from way back, and
Wollgang was his middle name. The
Eleventh Edition of the Encyclopaedia
Britannica — hardly a scandal sheet —
lists no less than 11 major passions in
Goethe's life, commencing with one
Gretchen at the age of 15, and ending
with “a young girl, Ulrike von Levetzow,
whom he met at Marienbad” when he
wias 735.

His most enduring attachment was to
Christiane Vulpius, who “gave him
quietly, unobtrusively, without making
demands on him, the comforts of a
home.” When she presented him with a
son in 1789, Goethe briefly considered
“legalizing his relations with Christiane,
but this intention was not realized un-
til 1806, when the invasion of Weimar
by the French made him fear for both
life and property.”

That it took an entire army to force
Goethe into marriage is strictly beside
the point. The point is that even though
he took a wife, he never saddled himself
with a buddy-bride or a girl-about-
Weimar chum. Right up until the very
end, he always had a place to put his
golden apples. Which is one thing that
helped make the man so great.

Turning from Goethe’s biography to
his own thumb-worn address book, small
if our present-day philosopher-
poet might not be moved to exclaim:
‘Comfort me with dishes, for 1 am sick

ol :lp])]th!"
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SLIDE VIEWERS?

LOOK
FOR THIS

Sée Your Slides

at their Finest

«..at drug, photo, department
stores—wherever color film is sold,

$1 to $6°5

Portland Oregon

SATIN BEDSHEETS

Superb satin, woven
exclusively for us. Ex-
otic shades: Blue,
White, Pink, Geld,
Black, Red or Tur-
quoise. Guaranteed
Washable.
By mail or phone
LOngbeach 1-4540.
SCINTILLA®,
1209 W. Balmaral, P.,
Chicago 40, 111,

Dbl. Bad, 2 shaats, 2 eabdd.......cci00annccncass $18.595
Twin Bed, 2 sheets, 2 cases......covovvennannonss 18.95
King Bed, 2 sheels, 2 o388, ......000000i0s . 27.95
3 IIr. MoOnbE. O BREAE. . o ovvcesasiosinssnanninsss -

New “Mechanical Educator”

IMPROVE MEMORY

Learn faster than ever with new deviee effective

Prepaoid.

for

learning languages, speech, tables, facts, formulae, ete.

DORMIPHONE MEMORY B

_

TRAINER

® Speeds up learning

® Ajds concentration {\
* Provides entertainment

The Memory Tralner 5‘“-

reconds, Instantly plays *
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ing. entertalnment — [Jsed stantly and reused repeat-

by educators. psychologists, edly.
students of all ages. Write TODAY for FREE Folder

I'—-'---1—*-------------------——.

MODERNOPHONE, INC. Circle 7-0830 |
238-070 Radis City, New Yerk 0, N Y. ]
Gentlemen: Please send me your FREE Booklet. I am i
Iinterested in learning more about the I_;I-urn|.l|:|-|.r|n.-
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FU'TS Fon P.ES'"E'T (continued from page 62)

after six Timothy sheathed his pen and
nearly fractured his jaw with the first
smile 1 had ever seen him attempt. Un-
used cheek muscles shivered under the
strain.

“By the way,” he said, “if vou gentle-
men don’t mind. 1T thought we could
switch on the TV in a few minutes.
Might catch
y'know."

something  interesting,

A certain cat-who-has-just-lunched-on-
prime-canary quality in his voice made
me reach for the Tribune. There, in the
television schedule, I found it, a French
version of Face the Nation. At six-thirty,
t]ll' Iiil]'ﬂ.'r .'”I“l'lllli.('["l]. H | H[l.l"!:l]'l-'ﬂ',' ;_"“f_“'\[.
Wilbur T. Fonts, would make an ap-
pearance on the show to answer ques-
tions posed by a panel of reporters. Top-
ics to be discussed included the Algerian
question and the role of France in
NATO.

“I don’t believe it,” T said in slack-
jawed wonder. “Timothy, how in the
world did — Why, Eddie and I haven't
even gotten a nibble . . ."

Timothy gave us an enigmatic little
wink. “I have a lew connections in high
places,” he said. "It wasn't too diff-
cult, actually.”

Eddie fondled the paper thoughtfully.
‘A reprieve [rom the governor,” he
murmured. “Look, let's run over to the
sticlio and take some pictures. We'll
never have a chance like this again.”

“Right,” 1 said, reaching for my hat.
“Are you coming, Timothy?”

“No,” said Timothy in his best casket
baritone, 'l don’t like those nasty little
cabs. I'll watch the fun from right here.”

Luckily the studio was [airly close at
hand and our taxi driver, crazed by the
prospect of a thousand-franc tip, sped
us there through scenes ol carnage that
made Ben Hur look hike an amateur. We
disembarked shortly before air time,
paidd our ransom to the cabby and
sprinted into the building. A succulent

receptionist gave us directions, and with
a llourish of credentials we gained ad-
mittance to the right studio.

We entered upon a scene ol monu-
mental chaos. Television studios in gen-
eral are not noted as sanctuaries of
calm: il the studio is French the inherent
confusion is multiplied by ten. Lights
lashed off and on, the stage crew as-
sailed one another with operatic insults,
and the director screamed at the elec-
tricians. A violinist and a horn man dis-
puted sharps and Hats. Behind a desk in
a pool ol hight the four members ol the
panel breathed dragon-clouds ol smoke
and spat msults at the moderator, who
had made a temple of his hands and was
gazing prayerfully toward the ceiling.

By the clock the show was to go on in
two minutes, and Congressman Fonts
was nowhere to be seen.

“We better ask John Daly there for
permission to shoot during the show,”
said Eddie. “Frankly, 1 got sort ol a
sinking sensation. Where do you sup-
pose Weepin® Wilbur is?”

We threaded our way to the modera-
tor's table. I tapped him on the shoulder,
and he looked up at me as though I were
Marshal Dillon and he the man who
had maimed Chester. “Do you speak
English?” 1 asked.

“Yes,” he said nervously. “1 am going
to interpret for the Congressman during
the show.” He rolled his eves wildly
toward the clock and added, “We have
only the one minute. You must forgive
me. I am always very agitated belore a
show. All the great ones are. Take Ca-
ruso, for example —"

“Where's the Congressman?”
manded.

He shrugged. “He might perhaps be

I de-

in that dressing room. I you see him tell
him we are on the air in a matter ol
scconds. Do vou have a cigarette?”

We dashed through a crescendo ol con-

“Watch it, Mr. Carruthers, we're rolling . . .

3

fusion o the dressing room. Eddie
knocked and drew open the door, and
we were looking into the leopard eyes
ol Rita, the svelte pelt from Le Cave.
Beside her stood two squat Bolsheviks,
as darkly bewhiskered as the Smith
Brothers. On a chair in the center ol
the room was Conegressman Fonts.

He blinked up at us and mumbled,
“Welcome aboard, troops! Grab vour-
sell 1i'l snort an’ join the party!™ A glass
slipped from his hand and splintered on
the floor. He was patently potted.

“What have you done to the poor
guy?” 1 shouted in rhetorical panic.
“You know he can’t go on like this!”

Rita showed her pink gums. “Let us
just say that his diet has been largely
liquid,” she replied sweetly. “It should
be an interesting hall hour, don’t vou
think?"”

[t didn't require an IBM brain to
put two and two together. “You and
Timothy,” I summarized quickly. “You
planned the whole thing to give the
U.S. a black eye. It's a Commie¢ curve
ball —"

“I'm sorry to interrupt vour feeble
metaphors,” Rita said, “but we do have
a prior engagement. By the arm, Boris.”

Boris dropped his Neanderthal jaw
long enough to remark, “Try to stop an’
I keel vou both dead,” and then wgged
the Congressman to his feet. The four
of them proceeded out the door while
Eddie and 1 gaped in horror. Unless
we did something in a very large hurry
a crocked Congressman Fonts was going
to go staggering into ten million French
living rooms.

“Good-bye, job with pay check,” I
mumbled feverishlv. “Two brilhiant ca-
reers shot down in Hames. At least
Weepin® Wilbur has got his fiddle. We
don't even —"

“That’s it!" Eddie velped. He leapt
into the air like a Hushed quail, and
then plunged out of the dressing room,

A pall of silence had descended in the
studio. All chaos and homicidal disputes
were stilled by that old equalizer, ox 1hi
AIR, or its French equivalent. While an
announcer simpered sonnets ol praise
above a tube of toothpaste, the Congress-
man sloshed into his appointed seat and
waved cheerily to the panel. They glared
at him with smoking nostrils and twitch-
ing pencils, vivisectionists all with tools
[reshly honed. Rita and her pink pals
withdrew to the shadows, smacking their
lips in anticipation.

I watched numbly while Eddie ran
toward the cameras, slipping through
cables and crew with the nimbleness ol
Crazy Legs Hirsch, Without breaking
stride he plucked violin and bow [rom a
startled musician and  leapt into  the
arena of light. Boris took a step for-
ward, but Rita leashed him with her
hand. Eddie was standing poised behind

the. Congressman when the announcer
swept his commercial to a rhapsodic con-
clusion.

Fddie whispered something to the
moderator, who paled and interred his
head in his hands. An alert camera dol-
lied in with predatory instinct. Eddie
spread his lips and began to speak.

Since my French is rusty enough to
give a man lockjaw, I could not then
catch the gist of his remarks. But Eddie
translated for me later. In his thick
Montreal argot he spoke to the French
public as follows: “Patriots of France!
Our distinguished guest was asked to
talk to you this evening on matters of
great political import. But —on a soft
spring night, when lovers gather like
chestnut blossoms in the Bois de Bo-
logne, can we dwell for long on dusty
affairs of state? The Congressman Fonts
says no!

“Not ten minutes ago he told me that
he had become intoxicated with the
charm and beauty of your capital, Let us
forget Algiers and disarmament and tar-
iffs, he said. Let me communicate with
these people with the language I know
best — the universal language ol music!

“Ladies and gentlemen ol France — 1
present to you the Congressman Fonts
with his international violin!™ Dripping
with perspiration, Eddie wheeled and
handed the instrument to the Congress-
man, who sat slumped in happy oblivion.
“Voters!" Eddie whispered fiercely in
his ear. “Election rally!™

A dim light of recognition flickered
in Congressman Fonts' eyes. He nodded
and smiled benignly at the cameras and
then, while I promised God never to cut
chapel again, he tucked that fiddle under
his several chins and sailed [ull-steam
into Twrkey in the Straw.

The rest, of course, is political history.
For a [ull half hour our convivial Con-
gressman  sawed away, tackling every-
thing [rom Red River Valley to La Vie
en Rose. The panelists were enthralled.
They applauded each number, and ar-
gued savagely among themselves over
what selection he should play next. I
don’t think the Congressman really knew
where he was, but it didn’t matter. He
had his fiddle under his chin, and 1l
there was one activity he liked better
than talking, it was making cornpone
music in front of the voting public. He
never even opened his mouth.

What matter if the moment we went
off the air he suddenly sprang to his
feet and roared, “Hey, gotta go! Be late
for that li'l ol’ TV show!™ The point
is that the studio switchboard was soon
twinkling with calls [rom all over
France. Who was this saint, this politi-
cian who kept his mouth shut? Never
had a hall hour gone so quickly. Why,
the man seemed almost drunk with emo-
tion. He was an artiste, a genius with a

soul clear as cognac.

For the next hour Eddie and 1 alter-
nately fed the Congressman great steam-
ing cups of coffee and pumped each
other’s hands, happy to be still num-
bered among the working classes. And
when the Congressman regained his per-
spective. we explained what had  hap-
pened. He sat blinking for a while, and
then asked quictly, “Where's Ritaz"

Rita and her bearded bully boys, we
said, had departed the scene during the
third chorus of The Blue Tail Fly.

The Congressman sighed. “Boys,” he
said, “let me give you a word of advice.
Never, never trust a red-headed Com-
munist.”

We were not too surprised to find on
our return to the hotel that Timothy had
also disappeared. It seemed more than
likely that he, Rita and friends had all
received an impromptu armed escort to
the deep-freeze country. Nice tries don't
count there,

If you follow the newspapers at all
you will remember that [or the next two
days Congressman Fonts was a Parisian
celebrity. It was all I could do to handle
the avalanche ol interview requests, and
Eddie soon developed a cramp in his
snapping finger. The Congressman was
asked to play the Marseillaise in the
Chamber ol Deputies. Two movie offers
were made. No one was at all surprised
when he was summoned to play a com-
mand performance for General De
Gaulle.

In fact, the only sour notes, aside [rom
a few Congressional clinkers, came from
the Communist press which shouted
something about a red herring. Fortu-
nately no one paid any attention to
them, or to the slightly damp origins
ol the Congressman's sudden [ame.

With the instinct of an old pro he
left them shouting for more. We planed
out on schedule and, rocked in the cra-
dle of the jetstream, snoored all the
happy way back to Idlewild.

“You know, [ellows,” the Congressman
mused as we walked into the terminal,
“1 never did get to talk o anvone about
the Algerian problem or this — whadya-
callit — this NATO thing. Do you think
anvone noticed:?”

Eddie paused by a newsstand and held
up a copy ol the Daily News. FONTS
FIDDLES WHILE REDS BURN, the
headlines bellowed. “1 don’t think so,”
he said thoughtfully,

“By Godfrey,” murmured Congress-
man Fonts, lizhting a [resh cigar. “In-
ternational stature at last.”

“Come on, Congressman, we'll buy
yvou a drink,” I said, pointing to the
bar.

The Congressman hesitated. “No, you
o ahead without me,” he grinned.
“Personally, I never touch the stuff."”

So Eddie and | went i and touched

the stufl,
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vou, Charles?” Mr. Stagg said.

It was a tume to be absolutely Irank.
“Yes sir,” Charles said, “I do. But I want
to finish my book too. I really want to
be a writer."

“You are, Charles,” Mr. Stage said.
“You are.” Then he said: “I'm going to
load vou with work in this banker's-
hours setup. You better have a nicer
olhce and you better have a [ull-time
girl. That Miss Chatsworth, she's just
about right for vou."

Virginia Chatsworth was the recep-
tionist who doubled as Charles’ stenog-
rapher. “I'll raise her flteen,” Mr. Stagg
saidd, “and I'll let you break the good
news to her.”

Carelully evaluated, the whole thing
was good news to Charles, too. But the
best part of it was wrecked when his
mother called him a few days later,
“Charlie.” she said, “I've got to tell
Bill about your job. He's going to New
York, something about business, and
I've talked him into taking me. But he
would have found out anvway. I think
yvou'd better pretend you haven't had
your job very long.”

“All right,” Charles said. “I don't
think I want to meet your plane. I'd
rather see you alone first.”

“It's a train, darling, and 1 under-
stand your feelings perfectly. Can 1 meet
vou at your ofhice? And will you make
me laugh, darling?”

Certainly Charles had much affection
[or his mother, but they had never been
sentimental other and
Charles was surprised at his upsurge of
ilial warmth when  Miss Chatsworth
brought his mother into his ofhce.
“Darling,” his mother said, “vou look
so handsome, Charlie. You look just
like your father, damn him,”

“"Well,” Charles said, “you're more
beautiful than ever. 1 was afraid vou'd
turned into a crone.” I

“It would take more than Bill Dolson
to do that. And by the way, vour allow-
ance is cut off dear, I'm sorry, and let’s
please not even talk about it right now.”
She looked around Charles” office. *“My,"
she said. “How dignified. And how rich.
\ndd what a pretty preay lictle girl
attend vour wants and needs. What's her
mane:"”

“Temptation,”

“"Darling,”

about each

Charles said. “I think.”
his mother said, “I don't
know what to do with a subtlety any
more.”

“"Well,” Charles said, “Mr. Stagg is a
very chivalrous man. He'd cut off his
right arm rather than put it around the
wiist of a defenseless maiden, And I've
an adea he wants to be damn sure I'm
ol the same persuasion. Hence the de-
lectable Virginia Chatsworth.”

“Virgimia Chatsworth, how nice,” his
mother said. Then she said: "1 think
she's in love with you.”

“Now Josie,” Charles said. “Behave
voursell. I've just explained to you that
I can’t afford to get involved with the
female help here.”

“"Well you can someday,” his mother
said. "It seems to me that vou've a fu-
ture with this Mr. Stage il he's testing
vou so carefully.”

“It's the present that counts,” Charles
said. “'1 have a damn good job here and
I want to keep it until I'm established
as aowriter,”

“Darling,” his mother said, “don't be
short-sighted, not when he has all that
money!”

“He's not a philanthropic institution,
Josie,” Charles said.

“I should hope not!™ his mother said.
Then she began to smile her dreamy
smile and wp at her ront teeth. "You
said he has a daughter,” she said.

Charles laughed. “What a plotter vou
are, Josie,” he said. "I've never even
seen the girl. But vou should hear him
talk  about her. She is  beautiful,
thoughtful, Kkind, witty, marvelous, a
nonpareil, in fact. And she lives a care-
fully supervised life. No lortune hunt-
er's going to get her, no sir. Tom Stagg
will sce to it personally that the right
man marries s daunghter,”

“He tells you all this?”
mother said.

“He tells me all kinds of things,”
Charles said. “1I'm his boy Friday. It's
my job to understand him.”

“"He must be a remarkable man)/
Charles’ mother said.

“You should meet him,” Charles said.
“Say,” he said, “there’s no reason why
you shouldn’t. Would you like to?”

“It's about time vou thought of it,
darling,” his mother said. “I'm only
dying ol curiosity.”

Alterward Charles saw that there was
nothing lortuitous about that day. It
was inevitable that his mother should
be curious about Mr. Stagg, it was in-
evitable that Mr, Stagg should buy them

lunch: and it was also inevitable that
Mr. Stage should use the occasion to
introduce his daughter. Her
Beth-Anne and she was waiting in a
black  limousine outside ol the res
Laurant.

They were all events that were simply
waiting to happen, but at the time
Charles’ mind was split between won-
dering how he was going to get along

Charles’

me was

without Bill Dolson’s allowance and an
acknowledgment ol his mother's right-
ness in the surroundings ol that expen-
sive restaurant. Mr. Stage couldn’t read
the French menu and he didn’t pretend
trying. His conversation with the som-
melier was intelligent but not knowl-
edgeable. But he tasted with apprecia-
tion and he commanded superh service:
and Charles, mulling his own problems,
observed that Mr. Stage had the rare

gift of conveyving the grace of good serv-
ice to the women at his table. Charles
had never seen his mother happier.

After lunch they strolled in Beekman
Place, Mr. Stage and his mother walk-
ing ahead. “"Didn’t vou like vour lunch?”
Beth-Anne Stage said to Charles.

“What?” Charles said. “Oh, ves. It
wias wonderful. I don’t olten get to
places like that.”

“"You shoudn’'t worry when vou're
eating,” Beth-Anne said. “Mv,” she said,
“but your mother is beautiful.”

“"Well,” Charles said, “as vour [ather
pointed out when he introduced us, I'm
not the only one with a beauty in the
family.”

Beth-Anne laughed. “I'll accept that,
Irom vou,” she said. “Most men would
flatter me if I looked like a toad. you
know."™

“1 suppose so,”
be tough.”

“"Don’t be nasty,” Beth-Anne said. "1
think 1 like you.” She put her hand on
his arm and Charles noticed, ahead ol
them, that Mr. Stagg had his mother’s
¢lbow cupped in his hand. “And you'll
probably want to marry me,” Beth-Anne
was saving, “like all the rest of them.”
She glanced up at him and smiled with
a kind of teasing maliciousness. “Would
vou like to marry me, Charles Corday?"

“"Why ves,” Charles said. “I think
we've been engaged much too long,
don’t vou?"

“What are you two laughing at?” Mr.
Stage said. He and Charles’ mother had
stopped and the black limousine had
mystertously appeared.

“I might ask vou the same question,
sir,” Charles said.

Mr. Stagg looked out over the East
River. “Isn't it fine to be alive,” he said.
“And a beautiful woman makes the
whole thing make sense, don't you agree,
Charlesz”

The chauffeur had opened the door
of the car and Mr, Stagg said: “Let me
take vou to vour hotel, Mrs. Dolson.”

For the first time that day Charles saw
his mother at a loss, and it came to him
that  Bill  Dolson  had undoubtedly
booked into a commercial hotel. “Why,"
she said, “thank vou. But I'd really like
to ger out at Filth or Madison and
window-shop.”

Charles said. "It must

“Whatever vou say, ma'am,” Mr.
Stagg said, “You stay with your mother
awhile, Charles,” he said. "And don't
hurry back.”

Charles went in and out of several
specialty shops  with his mother. She
looked at things and kept turning them
over and pushing them about in an
irritable way.
you, Josie?"

“What's the matter with
Charles said. I thought
vou had a good time."”

“1 did and that's what's the matter
with me,” his mother said. She looked
at the imported blouse that was being

modeled for her. "Oh.,” she said. “il

only I could spend and spend and spend.
Why don’t vou run back to vour ofthee,
darling,” she said. “I'll get over this.
And don’t forget, vou're having dinner
with Bill and me tonight.”

Dinner that night turned out o be
at Bill Dolson’s third-rate hotel. Bill
Dolson had made some money that dav.
He drank a lot of old fashioneds and
cot himsell into an expansive moaod.
‘Let’s do the town, eh Charlie-bov?™ he
said. “You know any good nightclubsz”

Charles named a few and Bill Dolson
scemed to get soberer, “Now Charlie,”
he said, I didn’t make any million dol-
lars todav, vou know.”

“Well,” Charles said,
ask a taxi driver.”

“OK.,” Bill Dolson said.
little thing, Charlie-boy.”

“No,”” Charles said, "I think vou'd
better do it, Bill.”

Charles” mother shuddered when they
went into the place and Charles patted
her hand. “He has an instinct for these
dives,” she whispered to Charles. “An
absolute instinct. Can yvou imagine him
in Paris?™

It was not an evening that Charles
cared to remember, but one incident
staved in his mind. A cigarette girl
stopped at their table. She was nearly
naked in a tatey costume, and she looked
down at Charles with tired eves. “Feet
hurt, honey?” Charles said.

“"God ves,” the girl said.

Charles ook a five out of his hillfold
and dropped it into her tray and turned
his palm against her gesture ol making
change. “You must of had a hght with
vour girliriend.” the cigarette girl said,
“but thanks anyway.” She moved to
Bill Dolson.

Bill Dolson had been  watching
Charles with amazement. “"Well,” he
sid to the cigarette girl, “1 think our
voung friend here has bought me a
pack, too, at least.” One ol his hands
hovered over the wray. Charles didn't
sce the other hand but he saw the
cigarctte girl start suddenlv. “He didn't
buy you that, mister,”” she said. "You
want something else for [ree? Like a
[ree ride out on vour ass?”

“Now girlie,” Bill Dolson said. **
oet above voursell.”

Charles’

“you can always

“You do that

Don't

mother was looking some-
where else and smiling brightly, but the
rims ol her nostrils had tarned white.

At the station the next dav he had a
few moments alone with his mother.
“Well.,” she said. I certainly made mvy
bed, didn't 17 And don't start telling
me not to do anvthing loolish, dear.
I'm not that foolish. Darling,” she said,
“vou know [ didn’t try to sell vou to
vour Mr. Stagg vesterday, don't vou?®”

YOI course,” Charles said. “"You didn't
need to. Josie. You just made vour own
marvelous impression, as il vou didn't
know.”

“Darling, I love bald flattery. 1 hope

it doesn't mean I'm getting old. Well
anvway dear, I'm worried about vou
and I'll certainly send you any loose
monev | can scrape up, but il I did
make this impression on Mr. Stagg
couldn’t you just go and ask him for a
raises”

“No." Charles said. 1 don’t think 1t
would be wise at all to let Mr. Stagg
know I have any concern about small
monev."”

But Charles was deeply concerned.
His standard of living was about to be
forced down. Walking
his apartment he thought of a tele-
vision producer he had met and enter-
tained once or twice. Charles decided
to call him.

“Remember when vou told me to stop
wasting my tme on serious writing and
make some real money in televisionz”
he sand.

“Yeah,” the producer said. “And re-
member vou said vou'd have to be
starving before you'd think of writing
such crapz”

“Well,” Charles said,

“Charlie,” the producer said,
better soak up some ol these adult
Westerns, but not too manv. And go
down to the Fortv-second Street librar
and get voursell a working knowledge
of sodbusters, diamond hitches, the
Lincoln County War, the Chisolm Trail.
Then let’s see what kind of a script
vou can do.”

It was the beginning ol a period ol
very hard work. And Charles could not
be single-minded about it. He wanted
the prestige of a published novel, and
he wanted a legitimate advance, and he
set aside a period each day to continue
writing the novel. Mr. Stagg had much
for him to do. Charles stopped enter-
taining and sacrificed sleep. He became
celibate, His nerves started to jump.

“Charles,” Mr. Stage said, “your
mother is about the most charming and
beautiful woman I've ever met.”

And I wish you'd met her a vear ago,
Charles thought. *Yes, sir,” he said, and
laughed. I agree with vou completely.”
He might not have said anv more, but
he'd been up nearly all night with his
television script. “'She’s also one ol the
bravest women | know,” he said.

“Call me Tom, Charles,” Mr. Stagg
said. “And what's that about vyour
mother?"”

There was nothing like the truth,
Charles decided, especially when you
found voursell blurung things. “Well,
“she made a terrible mus-
Dolson. And she has 1o

dACTOss town Lo

“I'm starving.”
“vou'd

sir,” he said,
take in Mr.
live with it.”

“Charles.” Mr., Stage said, T want
vou to call me Tom. What kind ol a
mistake, Charles?”

“Tom.” Charles said. “it's an unpleas-
ant word, but Mr. Dolson has wurned
out to be a lecher.” And hang on to

yoursell about the miser part, Charles
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advised himself: millionaires are sensi-
tive.

Tom Stagg's face reddened a little.
“I hate a skirt-chaser,” he said, “just as
much as you do, Charles.”

Charles went back to his office. “Miss
Chatsworth,” he said, “vou are the most
beautiful and charming girl I have ever
known."

“Why——""she said, and her eyes
opened and her lips trembled. “Why,
Mr. Corday. I never knew you even
noticed me!”

Charles sat at his desk. “Get me some
aspirin, Miss Chatsworth,” he said, "and
get thee to a nunnery.”

Charles sent the producer his script
and went to see him a few days later.
The producer seemed to be having a
quarrel in his office with a stunning
brunette girl, and he seemed glad to
have Charles interrupt.

“l haven’t a thing for vou, Lorene,”
the producer was saying. “Why don’t
you let me call you."”

The brunette’s eyes were flaming and
her mouth was set; but the producer’s
secretary was holding the door open.
The brunette turned to go, her look sof-
tened somewhat as she faced Charles, and
then she swept out.

“Actresses,” the producer said, “if you
could call that one an actress. 1 don't
know how they leak through casting and
get up here, but they do.” He took
Charles’ script from his blotter. “This
isn't bad, Charlie,” he said. “Can you
do a dozen or twenty more?"

“A dozen or twenty!" Charles said.

“Well I want a package, Charlie. All
right, do three or four more and I'll
put you in touch with somebody who'll
show you how to whip them into shape.
And try to get you some money too.
You've got some real nice touches,
Charles, but you have things to learn
yet.”

The brunette named Lorene was still
in the reception room when Charles
went out. “Did he throw you out too?”
she said.

“What?" Charles said. “Oh no. T was
just showing him a sample.”

“So was 1,” Lorene said. “They'll al-
ways take a [ree sample.”

Charles looked at Lorene and then
at his watch. “"Care to have lunch with
me?”" he said.

“Lunch!” Lorene said in a horrified
way.

“All right,” Charles said. “Dinner,
then.” Dimly, Charles had the thought
that she was not his cup of tea at all.
But Charles was tired beyond good
judgment, and his celibacy was crowd-
ing him.

In the morning Charles said: “Good
morning, Lorene. You're as smooth as
cream, Lorene.”

“For God's sake,” she said. “It's the
middle of the night.”

“Up and at 'em,” Charles said, forcing

himself to briskness. “You like coffee, 1
trust. A little juice and coffee before you
start your daily rounds?”

“Charlie,” Lorene said, “let me stay
with you."”

“Lorene,” Charles said, “it was nice
knowing you."”

She got up and stretched, smiling.
There was no doubt about her figure,
it was terrific, and Charles felt really
grateful to her: he felt like a human
being again this morning. But the line
had to be drawn, especially when they
started talking like that.

Lorene was still smiling. She padded
the length of the room, opened the
French windows, and went into the gar-
den. Charles pulled on a dressing gown
and rushed after her. “What in the hell
is the idea,” he said, pulling her back
inside. “Going out there in your pelt
Do you want the cops around here?”

She twined herself around him and
Charles began to hold her in a different
way. At once she slipped away from him
and ran back to the French windows.
Charles knew better than to chase her.
“You win,” he said, "temporarily. Just
don’t be here when I come back.”

That morning Tom Stagg said,
“Charles, I've got a problem I want you
to help me on. This time it’s a personal
one."”

“Yes, sir,” Charles said. “Sure, Tom."

“It's Beth-Anne. 1 can’t keep these
voung fellows away from her completely.
She's over eighteen. But there's a lot
of snakes, as I told you belore. Trouble
is, we don’t belong up here. Any man
got serious about her I could get a line
on him, sure. But by then it could be
too late.”

“Why not send her to Switzerland for
a year,” Charles said.

“Charles, she's all I've got now,” Tom
Stagg said. "l wish you'd take her out
a little. She likes you, you know. And
some of these Ivy boys that come slob-
bering around — I guess you'd. know
some of their families, the good ones
that is.”

“1 certainly know some of them,"”
Charles said.

“Well T wish vou'd take Beth-Anne
to tea at the Plaza this afternoon.”

It was a command, of course, but
Charles could not truthfully say that
he resented it. The idea of squiring
Beth-Anne, and the hands-off implica-
tion, were subtly exciting, a refinement
of his relationship with Virginia Chats-
worth. More than a few girls had been
invited to Charles” apartment by reason
of Miss Chatsworth's aphrodisiac effect
on him.

At noon Miss Chatsworth said: A
lady wants to talk to you, Mr. Corday,
but she won't give her name.”

“Charlie,” Lorene said, "would vou
like me to cook your dinner?”

“No,” Charles said. Once or twice be-
fore he had let girls linger in the apart-
ment, but he had never liked doing it

“I thought I told you to get out of
there,” he said.

“Charlie,” she said, “I haven't any-
where to go to. I'll make it worth your
while, honest. I'm better than I was last
night.”

After all, the day was hall over.
Charles thought of her figure, and her
ardor. “All right,” he said, “and there’s
one condition. Don’t you ever call me
at the office here again.”

Two weeks later Lorene said: “Now.
Aren't I a good housckeeper?”

“Yes,” Charles said. He did not stop
Lyping.

“And good for other things:”
bent over him.

Charles pulled the sheet out of his
machine. The type and a lot of other
black specks were dancing in [ront of
his eyes and a nervous tic was having a
life of its own in the muscles of his back.
He had taken Beth-Anne to the Plaza,
he had taken her to Rumpelmaver’s, he
had given her Sunday lunch on the ter-
race at the zoo, he had taken her to
Chinatown and to Eddie Condon’s. He
had taken Lorene to the Stork Club and
Sardi’s and he knew he wouldn’t be
welcomed back, not with her. Lorene
wanted to be seen but she wanted some-
thing else even more badly.

“A woublemaker from away back,”
the television producer said, alter
Charles had contrived to bring up her
name. “She'd rather bitch things up
than eat, that one. Nobody in the busi-
ness'll touch her. Say, this is really a
nice tense buildup. You're coming along,
Charles. You're not ready, but you're
coming.”

“Yes,” Charles said now to Lorene,
“you're good for other things, too, and
this can’t go on. You aren’t even look-
ing for a job. I'll give you enough to
keep you in the Barbizon for a month,
and let’s say good-bye.”

“The Barbizon,” she said.

“Anywhere,” Charles said.

Her eyes began to glitter and Charles
knew that she was beginning to work
herself up to another one of those scenes
she had used to keep herself in the
apartment. She could scream and throw
things and she could tear her clothes
and run screaming out of the apartment.
She had tried all of these things and
Charles had had a final warning [rom
the building agents. Charles Corday was
in a classic trap and he was beginning
to understand why men  murdered
Womern.

Suddenly Lorene said: “I love you.
Why can't we get married?”

“"Because 1 don't want to get married.
[ don’t want to marry you and I don't
want to marry anybody else.”

“Oh yes you do. You want to marry
that pie-faced rich girl you've been tak-
ing to those so-nice places.”

“"How do you know about any rich
girl?” Charles put his hands to his head.
He was picking up her lines like a fool.

Lorene

“Because I watch-you; that's- why: I
know- where you go and everything.”
Lorene smiled. 1 like doing that better
than I like looking for work.”

“Well it won't pay as well,” Charles
saicl.

“Won't it. Your steplather is a mil-
lionaire.”

“You do research as well as spying,”
Charles said.

“I think I may telephone him some
time,” Lorene said. “"They won't like 1t
in Boston, what you're doing with me.”

Charles began to laugh. He did not
know it at the time, but it was a bad
mistake. “You may get a surprise if you
send that news to Boston.” he said.

“Darling,” Lorene said. “It's only be-
cause I love you.”

“All right,” Charles said.

“Charles,” Tom Stagg said, "I guess
you know what this is all about, hey
son?”’

“Tom,” Charles said, “don’t make me
ruess.”

“Charles, would you say Beth-Anne's
in love with you?”

“1 don't know,” Charles said. “I cer-
tainly haven’t promoted anything there,
Tom.”

“I know vou haven’t, son. You're too
decent. Charles,” Tom Stagg said, “1 just
want vou to know I'd be mighty glad
to have vou lor a son-in-law. That's what
it’'s all about, Charles. That's what it's
been all about for a long time now.”

Mr. Stagg's secretary knocked. ““There’s
a lady on the telephone for Mr. Corday.
Miss Chatsworth put her through to
me because she said it was urgent and
personal.”

“Your mother?” Tom Stage said, look-
ing grave. “Take it outside il you like,
Charles.”

“Charlie,” Lorene said, “I've been
thinking. Maybe they don’t care in Bos-
ton il I talk, but your boss wouldn’t like
it il he heard about you and 1. Would
he, Charlie,”

“I'll have to give you a decision on
that later,” Charles said.

“It has to be a lot more than any
month at the Barbizon, Charlie. Lots
and lots more.”

“I'll give it very serious consideration,”
Charles said. “God,” he said, when he
had hung up.

“Not bad news, Charles,” Tom Stagg
satd. His door had been open,

“A woman writer,”” Charles said.
“Persistent, and a pest.”

“Oh, one ol those. I don’t know why
I thought it was vour mother. 1 think
about her, Charles. It's sad. Well,” Tom
Stagg said, “we were talking about
Beth-Anne.”

“Tom,” Charles said, “I'm greatly
honored. My realest concern is Beth-
Anne’s age. She’s awlully young [or mar-
riage.”

“You want to marry her, don't you?"

Tom-Stagg-satek-

“Certainly,”” Charles  said, “even
though it was beyondbmy wildest dreams,
Tom. She's adorable.”

“Well dont worry about her age,
then., And Charles. Ask my girl out there
for your new pay check. 1 think you'll
like it

Bought and paid for, Charles thought,
hack in his own office. He looked at the
pay check. It was tremendous. He looked
at his bank statement and then went to
his apartment.

“Lorene,” he said, “1I'm going to give
vou a thousand dollars, and that’s the
end.”

She looked at him carclully. “No.”
she said.

“Listen,” Charles said.

“That’s a lot more than a month at
the Barbizon,” she said. “And why aren’t
vou getting right to work on yvour tele-
vision script, the way you usually do?
Something good happened to you today,
that’s why.”

“How much do vou want?z” Charles
saidl.

“Five thousand.,” she said.

“Why don’t you ask for fifty thou-
sand?” Charles said. “Your chances ol
getting it are the same.”

Ihe nexe day Miss Chatsworth said:
“That same lady is calling you again,
Mr. Corday.”

“Tell her I'm not here,” Charles said.

He watched-Virginta-Chatsworthrspeak
into her telephone, then turn white,
then hang up. “I've never heard a wo-
man say things like that belore m my
life, she said. Then she said: “Mu.
Corday, is she trying to make trouble
[or youz”

Charles looked into Miss Chatsworth’s
guileless eyes, and read the concern in
her face. “Yes.” he said, “and she's going
to take it to Mr. Stage if I don’t buy
her off soon.”

“Well 1T know it isn’t vour [aule, Mr.
Corday. It couldn’t be. I'll do my best
to keep her from getting through to
Mr. Stage.”

“Virginia,” Charles said. “Someday 1
hope to be able to reward you, ade-
quately.”

The telephone rang again. “No,” Miss
Chatsworth said, “he isn't.”

“I'l talk to her,” Charles sawd. He
waited until the secretary had closed the
door behind her, then he said: “All
right. Lorene. I'm going to try to get
it for yvou [rom my steplather and |
can’t do it all in one day, so behave
yoursell.”

“Charlie,” Lorence said, “1 hope you
mean it. Why can't we get married,

Charliez You'll have all of his money
someday.”
"He's going to live forever,” Charles
said. “Don’t vou want yours right now?”
“Yes,” Lorene said.
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Charles called his mother in Boston.
“Listen,” he said, “to a long long story,”
and he told her evervthing,

“Well,"” his mother said, “congratula-
tions on the Beth-Anne part. I don't
sce Bill buying you out of this other,
though."

“Even if he sees what I lose?”

“Well he won't be losing anything,
dear.”

“I might as well sign on a freighter,”
Charles said.

“Don’t be silly,” his mother said. “Let
me think for a minute.” She began to
laugh. “Is this Lorene good-looking?"

“Terrific,” Charles said. “But in a
cheap sort of way. I promise you, Josie,
I never would have looked at her twice
if 1 hadn't been so damn ured and —
well.”

His mother laughed again. “I think
I'm going to tell Bill that you called to
invite us to New York. You had such a
wonderful time with him last time you
want to do the town again.”

“I see,” Charles said. “1 mean, 1
don't.”

“Promise your Lorene anything, dear,”
his mother said. “It can’'t do any harm
even though I can’'t promise you any-
thing except that I'll be down. And Bill
is restless. I'm sure he’'ll come too.”

His mother met Charles in his office.
“Darling,” she said, “vou look terrible.”

“It’s like living on the edge of a damn
cliff,” Charles said. “And Tom Kkeeps
telling me to go away and have a rest.”

His mother sat in one ol Charles’
chairs. “1 think yvou'd better take us all
to dinner tonight,” she said. “And tell
this Lorene to be very nice to Bill. Tell
her that's where the money’s coming
[rom but say he thinks it's for her stage
training or whatever.”

“Do I see the plot?” Charles said. He
began to laugh. "Josie,” he said, “I
think I'm catching up with you.”

“Let's catch our rabbit first,”” his
mother said. “Our rabbits, 1 mean.”

Charles reserved a table at a place
where there was dancang. He encour-
aged Bill Dolson to drink and he en-
couraged him to dance with Lorene.
After a while Bill Dolson didn’t need
any encouragement at all. Going back
to the hotel in a taxi, Bill Dolson did
something that made Lorene gasp, and
then gigegle; and he said something pri-
vately to her when Charles was handing
his mother out of the taxi.

“You did quite well tonight,” Charles
said to Lorene when they were alone.
“I think he'll part with your five
thousand.”

“Oh shut up,” Lorene said.

In the morning Charles talked for a
while with his mother on the telephone
and then went in to see Tom Stagg.
“Tom,” he said, "I hate to bother vou
about a |]l’i‘-“l'li|l matter, but my mother
needs help.”

“She can sure count on it from me,”

Tom Stagg said.

“It’s my stepfather,” Charles said. “He
and my mother are in town and there’s
this girl he's been playing around with
and, well, my mother can’t stand it any
more. I was wondering if vour lawvers
could put me on to a reliable detective
agency.”

“I can't sav I'm sorry to hear this,
Charles,” Tom Stagg said. “That snake
has it coming to him. Call my lawyers
and use my name.”

Charles met the detective in a quiet
cocktail lounge. “I'm pretty sure they'll
try to get together tonight,” he said,
“and at this address.” He gave the de-
tective the address of his apartment.
“But they could go someplace else so
don't lose them once we all get to-
oether.”

“There’ll be three of us,” the detec-
tive said. “I gather that expense is no
object.”

“That's right,” Charles said, “but no
cure, no pay. I want them absolutely
flagrante delicto.”

“We call it something else,” the de-
tective said, laughing. “Very rude. But
our photographer never misses. Don't
WOITY.

But Charles did worry. Fortunately
Bill Dolson wanted them all to have
dinner together again, so Charles didn’t
have to risk the possible obviousness ol
making another invitation himsell. The
rest of it could look thin, if inspected.

He arrived at the dinner party late.
“Mr. Stage's been holding me up,” he
said. “He's making me take a train
tonight for Baltimore. Some writer |
have to talk to.”

“Oh darling,” his mother said. “No!”

“That’s tough, Charlie,” Bill Dolson
said. “Real tough.”

“I wanted to be with vou as long as 1
could,” Charles said, “so I rushed home
and packed my bags and left them at
the office. There’s some stuff there I have
to take, too.”

“Lorene,” Bill Dolson said, “let's
dance.”

Charles’ mother broke a stick ol cel-
ery and then began to giggle. “I'm
going to get hysterical,” she said. ““What
shall I sue for, darling, alimony or a
property settlement?”

“Property settlement,” Charles said,
“and stop it. These rabbits aren’t caught
yet. Look at the way he's holding her.”

“Look at the way she’s holding him.
Aren't we wicked?”

“This is survival,” Charles said.

At eleven o'clock Charles stood up.,
“Don’t let me break up the party,” he
said.

“Not a chance, boy,” Bill Dolson
said,

“I hate to say good-bye to you,” his
mother said. “Why don’t I go to the
station with vou.”

“Stay and have fun,” Charles said.

“I'm starting to get a headache from

the smoke,” his mother said. “1 want to
go to the station with vou and then
right back to the hotel. T feel as though
I could sleep for a year.”

“Well,” Charles said, “in that case——"

Outside, his mother clutched his arm
suddenly, “Has she got a key?" she said.

“Key?"" Charles said. “Oh, to my apart-
ment. You don’t know Lorene very well,
darling. She lifted my spare and had a
duplicate made long ago.” He put a
bill into the doorman’s hand and the
doorman whistled at a taxi. “So now
all we have to do is go to my ofhce,
and wait. Are you nervous?”

“I could scream,” his mother said.

“Well I've got some Scotch there,”
Charles said.

- - L]

That fall Tom Stage said: “Charles,
how'd you like me for a steplather?”

“Why,"” Charles said, “I can’t think of
anything better.” He put out his hand.
“I can’t say I haven't seen this mming,"
he said.

“We're going to go to Paris,” Tom
Stagg said. “London, Paris, Vienna,
Rome. Mavbe across to Rio.”

“She'll love that,” Charles said.

“So will 1. Let's sit down, Charles.
Your novel’s doing well. Making the
salesmen cuss, but I told them to push
ot

“I can stand the salesmen’s displeas-
ure,” Charles said. “And I've got an-
other one going.”

“Good, good.” Tom Stage began to
look around the office in an embar-
rassed way. “I know how important your
writing is to vou, Charles,” he said, “but
I can’t just throw this business away.
Think you could handle it and your
writing too?”

*Yes,” Charles said.

“I hoped you'd say that.” Tom Stagg
stood up. “Move into my oflice any
time,” he said. “It's vours now. I'm go-
ing to have lunch with vour mother, and
vou're not invited.” He laughed and
then paused in the doorway. “By the
way,” he said, “vour mother thinks
Beth-Anne should go to Switzerland,
same as vou.”

“She’s too young to be rushed,”
Charles said. “We have to be [air to her,
even though she doesn’t like it.”

“Nobody could be fairer than you,
Charles,” Tom Stagg said.

Charles washed his hands and then
went back to his office for his hat, “I'l
be back about three,” he said to Miss
Chatsworth.

Miss Chatsworth turned her beautiful
[ace up to him. “Yes, Mr. Corday,” she
said.

“Virginia,” Charles said, “it won't be
long now.”

“What won't, Mr. Corday?”

“You'll see, Virginia,” Charles said.

"You'll see."”

RENAISSANCE

(continued from page 48)
tional Radio Astronomy Observatory,
Green Bank, West Virginia, and many
other observatories will follow suit when
they have built the necessary equipment.
This is perhaps the most momentous
quest upon which men have ever em-
barked: sooner or later, it will be suc-
cessful.

From the background of cosmic noise,
the hiss and crackle of exploding stars
and colliding galaxies, we will someday
filter out the faint, rhythmic pulses that
are the voice of intelligence. At first we
will know only (only!) that there are
other minds than ours in the Universe;
later we will learn to interpret these
signals. Some of them, it is fair to as-
sume, will carry images — the equivalent
of picture-telegraphy, or even television.
It will be [airly easy to deduce the cod-
ing and reconstruct these mmages. One
day, perhaps not far in the future, some
cathode-ray screen will show pictures
from another world.

Let me repeat that this is no [antasy.
At this very moment millions of dollars’
worth of electronic equipment are en-
gaged upon the search. It may not be
successful until the radio astronomers
can get into orbit, where they can build
antennas miles across and can shield
them from the incessant din ol Earth.
We may have to wait ten — or a hundred
— years for the first results; no matter.
The point I wish to make is that even
if we can never leave our Solar System
in a physical sense, we may yet learn
something about the civilizations circling
other stars — and they may learn about
us. For as soon as we detect messages
from space, we will attempt to answer
them.

There are fascinating and endless
grounds for speculation here; let us con-
sider just a few of the possibilities. (And
in a universe of a hundred thousand mil-
lion suns, almost any possibility is a
certainty — somewhere, sometime.) We
have known radio for barely a lifetime,
and TV for an even shorter period: all
our technigues of electronic communica-
tion must be incredibly primitve. Yet
even now, if put to it, we could send
our culture pulsing across the light-
years. Perhaps our TV has already been
picked up by Outsiders: in which case
they have received examples of our cul-
ture at its lowest, instead of at its highest
and best.

Music, painting, sculpture, even archi-
tecture present no problems, since they
involve easily transmitted patterns. Liter-
ature raises much greater difficulues; it
could be transmitted, but could it be
communicated, even il it were preceded
by the most elaborate radio equivalent
ol the Rosetta Stone?

But something must be lost in any
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contact between cultures; what is gained
is far more important. In the ages to
come we may lock minds with many
strange  beings, and study with incre-
dulity, delight or horror, civilizations
that may be older than our Earth. Some
of them will have ceased to exist during
the centuries that their signals have
been crossing space. The radio astron-
omers will thus be the true interplane-
tary archaeologists, reading inscriptions
and examining works of art whose cre-
ators passed away before the building
of the pyramids, Even this is a modest
estimate; a radio wave arriving now
from a star at the heart of the Milky
Way (the stellar whirlpool in whose
lonely outer reaches our sun gyrates)
must have started its journey around
25,000 n.c. When Tovnbee defined ren-
aissances as “contacts between civiliza-
tions in time” he could hardly have
guessed that this phrase might one day
have an astronomical application.

Radio-prehistory — electronic  archae-
ology — may have consequences at least
as great as the classical studies of the
past. The races whose messages we in-
terpret and whose images we reconstruct
will obviously be of a very high order,
amd the impact ol their art and tech-
nology upon our own culture will be
enormous. The rediscovery ol Greek and
Latin literature in the Fifteenth Cen-
tury, the avalanche of knowledge when
the Manhattan Project was revealed, the
glories uncovered at the opening of
Tutankhamen’'s tomb, the excavation of
Troy, the publication of the Principia
and The Origin of Species — these wide-
ly dissimilar examples may hint at the
stimulus and excitement that may come
when we have learned to interpret the
messages that for ages have fallen upon
the heedless Earth. Not all of these
messages — not . many,  perhaps — will
bring us comfort. The prool, which is
now only a matter of time, that this
young species of ours 1s low in the scale
ol cosmic intelligence, will be a shatter-
ing blow to our pride. Few ol our cur-
rent religions can be expected to survive
it, contrary to the optimistic forecasts
[rom certain quarters.

L] L] -

The examples 1 have given, and the
possibilities 1 have outlined, should be
enough to prove that there is rather
more to space-exploration than shooting
mice into orbit, or taking photos of
the far side of the Moon. These are
merely the trivial preliminaries to the
age ol discovery that is now about to
dawn. Though that age will provide the
necessary ingredients for a renaissance,
we cannot be sure that one will follow.
The present situation has no exact par-
allel in the history of mankind; the past
can provide hints, but no firm guidance.
To hnd anything comparable with our

forthcoming ventures into space, we
must go back far beyond Columbus, far
beyond Odysseus — [ar, indeed, beyond
the hirst ape man. We must contemplate
the moment, now irrevocably lost in the
mists of time, when the ancestor of all
of us came crawling out of the sea.

For this is where life began, and where
most of this planet’s life remains to
this day, trapped in a meaningless cycle
ol birth and death. Only the creatures
who dared the hostile, alien land were
able to develop intelligence; now, that
intelligence is about to face a still greater
challenge. It may even be that this beau-
tiful Earth of ours is no more than a
briel resting place between the sea of
salt where we were born, and the sea of
stars on which we must now venture
forth.

There are, of course, many who would
deny this, with varying degrees ol in-
dignation or even [ear. Consider the
following extract from Lewis Mumford's
The Transformation of Man: *Post-his-
toric man’s starvation of lifle would reach
its culminating point in interplanetary
travel. . . . Under such conditions, life
would again narrow down to the physi-
ological functions ol breathing, cating,
and excretion. . . . By comparison, the
Egyptian cult of the dead was overflow-
ing with vitality; from a mummy in his
tomh one can still gather more of the
attributes of a full human being than
from a spaceman.”

I am afraid that Professor Mumlford’s
view of space-travel is slightly myopic,
and conditioned by the present primitive
state of the art. But when he also writes:
“No one can pretend . . . that existence
on a space satellite or on the barren face
of the Moon would bear any resemblance
to human life” he may well be express.
ing a truth he had not intended.
“Existence on dry land,” the more con-
servative fish may have said to their am-
]'.-hihinm relatives, a billion years ago,
“will bear no resemblance to piscatorial
life. We will stay where we are.”

They did. They are sull hsh,

It can hardly be denied that Professor
Mumlord’s view is held, consciously or
otherwise, by a very large number of
Americans, particularly those older and
more influential ones who determine
policy. This prompts certain somber con-
clusions, which are reinforced by the
successes of theé Russian space  effort.
Perhaps the United States has already
sullered that lailure of nerve which is
one ol the first signs that a civilization
has contracted out from the luture.

Anvone sufficiently cynical, and suff-
ciently - well-informed,  could  produce
ample evidence ol this [rom the record
of the United States' space program. The
rivalry between the various services is
notorious, and the full intastic story
of the Pentagon’s dealings with the Army
Ballistic Missile Agency (which was re-

luctantly permitted to launch the first
American satellite) is almost a textbook
example ol the saying “Whom the gods
would destroy, they first make mad.”
There is no indication that, in this case,
the gods had to exert themselves unduly.

The whole structure of American so-
ciety may well be unfitted for the eflort
that the conquest of space demands. No
nation can afford to divert its ablest
men into such essentially non-creative,
and occasionally parasitic, occupations as
law, advertising and banking. (Some ol
my best friends are — or were — Liwyers,
ad-men and bankers: but truth must
out.) Nor can it afford to squander in-
definitely the technical man power it
does possess. Not long ago Life maga-
zine published a photograph that was
a horrifving social document; it showed
seven thousand engineers massed behind
the car that their combined efforts, plus
several hundred million dollars, had just
produced. The time may well come when
the United States, if it wishes to stay
in space, will have to consider freezing
automobile design lor a few vears — or
better still, reverting to the last models
that were any good. which some author-
ities date around 1954.

It does not necessarily follow that the
Soviet Union can do much better: if it
expects to master space by its own efforts,
it will soon find that it has bitten off
more than it can chew. The combined
resources of mankind are inadequate for
the task, and alwavs will be. We may
regard with some amusement the Rus-
sians’ attempts to “go it alone.” and
should be patient with their quaint old-
fashioned Hag-waving as thev plant the
hammer and sickle on the Moon. All
such furries of patriotism will be neces-
sarily short-lived. The Russians them-
selves destroyed the concept ol nation-
ality when they sent Sputnik 1 Hashing
across a hundred frontiers. But because
this is perfectly obvious, it will be some
little time before evervone sees it, and
all governments realize that the only
runner in the much-vaunted space race
1S — man.

Despite the perils and problems ol
our times, we should be glad that we
are living in this age. Every civilization
is like a surf-rider, carried forward on
the crest of a wave. The wave bearing
us has scarcely started its run: those who
thought 1t was already slackening spoke
centuries oo soon. We are poised now,
in the precarious but exhilarating bal-
ance that is the essence ol real living,
the antithesis ol mere existence. Behind
us roars the reel we have already passed;
beneath us the great wave, as vet barely
flecked with foam, humps its back sull
higher [rom the sea.

And ahead . . . ? We cannot tell; we
are too Lar out to see the unknown land
It 15 enough o nide the wave.

%%ﬁw (continued from page 66)

been unable to taste her at all.

Norman glanced guiltily toward the
kitchen where Adeline was cleaning up.
Except for the sound of her occasional
[ootsteps, the house was silent.

Look at the facts, his mind persisted.
He leaned back in the chair and started
Lo review them.

Next, on Saturday, had come that
dankly fetid stench. Granted, she should
feel resentment if he'd accused her of
being its source. But he hadn't; he was
sure of it. He'd looked around the Kitch-
en, asked her if she'd put the garbage
out. Yet, instantly, she'd assumed that
he was talking about her.

And, that night, when he'd waked up,
he couldn’t smell her.

Norman closed his eyes. His mind must
really be in trouble if he could justify
such thoughts. He loved Adeline: needed
her. How could he allow himsell to be-
licve that she was, in any way, respon-
sible for what had happened?

Then, in the restaurant, his mind
went on, unbidden, while they were
dancing, she'd, suddenly, felt cold to
him. She'd, suddenly, felt — he could not
evade the word — pulpy.

And, then, this morning ——

Norman flung aside the paper. Stop
it! Trembling, he stared across the room
with angry, frightened eyes. It's me, he
told himsell; me! He wasn't going to let
his mind destroy the most beautiful thing
in his lile. He wasn't going to let —

It was as il he'd turned to stone, lips
parted, eyes widened, blank. Then,
slowly — so slowly that he heard the deli-
cate crackling of bones in his neck — he
turned to look toward the kitchen. Ade-
line was moving around.

Only it wasn't [ootsteps he heard.

He was barely conscious of his body
as he stood. Compelled, he drifted [rom
the living room and across the dining
alcove, slippers noiseless on the carpet-
ing. He stopped outside the Kkitchen
door, his lace a mask of something like
revulsion as he listened to the sounds
she made in moving.

Silence  then. Bracing himself, he
pushed open the door. Adeline was
standing at the opened refrigerator. She
turned and smiled.

“I was just about to bring you ——
She stopped and looked at him uncer-
tainly. “Norman?" she said.

He couldn’ speak. He stood frozen in
the doorway, staring at her.

“Normun, what is it?” she asked.

He shivered violently.

Adeline put down the dish of choco-
late pudding and hurried toward him.
He couldn’t help hi