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s There,s HOthin g “I LOVE the rich, deep tan that I get with

Coppertone”, says Jo Morrow. “And it keeps

@
]lke a my skin soft and smooth.”
Like other Hollywood stars, this ravishing red
,, head won't go out in the sun without Coppertone.
O ertone ta For Coppertone gives the fasiest tan possible . . .
p n with maximum sunburn protection!
Florida sun tests prove it! Coppertone’s special
sunscreen guarantees it! Shuts out rays that burn
{-,&YS and coarsen skin; lels in ultraviolet rays that

activate coloring matter deep within vour skin
. 80 it tans naturally from the inside out!

Coppertone contains no artificial tanning agent

Cﬂ-qtdrr”]n m William (‘dHHE 8 to stain your skin or clothes. No aleohol. It's
oo "9 lanolized and moisturized to prevent drying and
13 GHOSTS peeling. Stays on your skin longer, so protects

A Columbia Pictures Release even after swimming!

Tan by Coppertone , .
Swimsuit by qji‘inn;

America’s No. 1
Suntan

| 1

d
WOPPERTONE Eefongrms
5» il, Cream, Spray,
gl S o chicee

- W MAXIMUE - skin). Also Noskote.

SUNBURN PHGTECHGN —3 ' Save-buy large sizes.

Gup.nnNTEED

Another quality product See DICK CLARK un"
of Plough, Inc. Also “"American Bandstand
available in Canada. ABC Television Network

Coppertone iz a Reg. T. M. of Plough, Inc.



PLAYBILL

NOT LONG AGO, a thirty-nine-year-old air-
line executive named Leland Webb
quit his job. He had worked for the AlT-
line eleven vears, had received many
promotions and was often assured ol
what is called A Bright Future. “But,”
savs Webb, "I began to feel constantly
out of breath and suffered from a strong
desire to be sick all over my Bigelow. On
the day before my fortieth birthday, 1
told my boss I would take my birthday
off. He said no. I took my birthday olt.
Also the next day. And the next. By this
time it was a habit and I never went
back.” What he did do was pack his
bags and settle down to live modestly in
a remote Florida hamlet. Among his
luggage, he had included a small porta-
ble tvpewriter, lor he had decided to
take a plunge into a long-unrealized
dream — the writing of fiction. One ol
his shorter varns vou read last month,
the sardonic Mother's Day. For this June
issue of pLAYBOY, he has written a long,
absorbing story rich with symbol and
aglow with humanitv: The Runaways.
And, of course, runawav Leland Webb
hasn't stopped there — he promises us
much more work rom his beat-up little
portable, because he [eels that, having
abdicated from the rat race, he's never
had it so good.

The Runaways is illustrated with an
original etching by Misch Kohn, an
artist who enjoys the distinction ol hav-
ing received not one but two Guggen-
heim Fellowships, a Ford Foundation
erant, and upward ol twenty-five art
prizes and awards to date. His work has
been exhibited in the major art museums
of the United States, Europe, Japan,
[srael, India, Auswralia and New Zea-
land. This vear, thanks to the aloremen-
tioned Ford Foundation, his paintings
are being seen internationally in a one-
man traveling retrospective exhibition.

This issue introduces another new
writer to PLAYBOY: Robert Sabaroff.
Younger than Leland Webb, and possi-
bly a mite zanier, his contribution to our
pages is a bit of marzipan concerning a
late-late horror show, Ding Dong Ghoul.

Al Morgan, ol course, 15 an old pal ol
ours, the kind of hardy perennial we
fondly refer to as a rpraveov-regular.
This author of the novels A Small Suc-
cess (his latest; see Playboy Afier Houwrs
this month), The Great Man, Cast of
Characters, One Star Generval, and the
Broadway show Oh Caplarn!, has been
writing both fiction and non-hction lor
us since 1957. His oenvre for this issue
is an article he punningly calls The Bier
Barons. It's about Hollywood's mer-
chants of magnificent mausoleums and
other interment [acilities.

' here's much more in this issue, nat-
urally — like the Playmate of the Month,
the Playmate of the Year, an article on
the songs ol Cole Porter, hcuon and
humor by [amiliar [avorites Henry
Slesar and Larry Siegel, Professor Irwin
Corey's photographic and hilarious lec-
ture on Sex: s Orvigin and Application,
and a big, bright text-pictorial takeout
on a Vegas summit meeting of Sinatra-
and-cohorts — but we think vou'd preler
to discover these good things on your
own. lTurn that page!

WEBB

SABAROFF

MORGAN
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It’s great to take chances
but not on your bourbon

Walker’s DeLuxe is aged in charred-oak casks

for eight long years, twice as long as many other
bourbons. Its extra years make it extra mellow. 5 R ——
0 tonr reans o years old

By, BISTILLEN §Y
b LT Be wiion, I FRTBELA

STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY - 8 YEARS OLD - 86.8 PROOF - HIRAM WALKER & SONS INC., PEORIA, ILLINOIS



DEAR PLAYBOY

B ADDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAIZINE + 232 E. OHIO ST., CHICAGO 11, ILLINOIS

HYPOCRITICAL PLAYBOY?
PLAYBOY 15 a hypocritical magazine.
On one hand, you allow Jules Feiffer to
satirically slash the phoniness of our
society; on the other hand, you endorse
and promote much of that same phoni-
NeESS.
Arthur Jeffries
Albuquerque, New Mexico
We feel we display not hypocrisy but
15 opposite when we allow our satirists
to deflate areas of life reflected in
PLAYBOY. One J'mpmrrm.f element of
true sophistication is the ability to hon-
estly recognize some of the ridiculous
aspects of one’s own personality and to
good-naturedly poke fun at them.

KURTZMAN

I would like to compliment you on
your February issue; fine material and
presentation, particularly the piece by
Harvey Kurtzman, The Real Lady Chat-
terley — very funny, many laughs. Rob-
ert Sheckley's Meanwhile, Back at the
Bromide was also very good, as was the
Wodehouse novel.

Joe D. Wade

Houston, Texas

Your magazine is loaded from cover
to cover with top talent; however, it
was the unsurpassed satire of Harvey
Kurtzman’s that prompted me to write.
I made the mistake of reading The Real
Lady Chatterley before lunch and was
so weak and shaky [rom laughter, I
couldn’t eat. You should paste a packet
of tranquilizers 1 any future issue that
features this master satirist.

Robert ]J. Harrison
Riverdale, Michigan

The Real Lady f:hHHr'J'h'}‘ in the
February issue was a piece ol
satire. I'd ke to see more by Mr. Kurtz-
mMan in your pages.

Dick Hawkins
Syracuse, New York
And so you will.

areal

PLAYBOY ALL-STARS

Your February After Hours critique of
l]::ltn Mehegan’'s article was most timely,
accompanying, as it did, your Readers’
Jazz Poll. Maybe I, too, love jazz “not

wisely but too well,” but really — Mathis
and the Kingston Trio are jazz artists?
And Earl Bostic??? This Poll revealed a
segment ol pravsoy readership whose
existence was unknown to me. Gentle-
men, 1s PLAYBOY really as sophisticated
as 1t would have us believe?

C. A. Sloan

San Francisco, California

PLAYBOY 15 to be commended [or its
continuing efforts to revitalize the jazz
SCene.

Roger Henning
New Orleans. Louisiana

I could take exception to some ol the
Jazz Poll winners — who couldn’t? — but
I have only praise for the Poll itsell, for
the Playboy Jazz Festival, for your jazz
albums, and for your coverage ol jazz per-
sonalities such as Bird, Prez, the Lambert
trio, et al. When are you going to do
Quincy Jones and Miles Davis?

Cy Schlueter
San Diego, Calilornia

You'll find Quincy “On the Scene”

soon and a full feature on Miles in an
early tssue.

[ wish to thank you on behall of Louis
Armstrong for the honor you have be-
stowed on him as one of the winners in
PLAYBOY'S fourth annual Jazz Poll. We
look forward with pride and gratitude
to receiving the silver Playboy Jazz
Medal.

Joe Glaser, President
Associated Booking Corp.
New York, New York

Readers of pLAYBOY have indicated 1n
their Jazz Poll voting over the years that
they think they know what jazz is all
about. Analysis of trends in the voting
indicates that results of next year's Poll
will be as follows: Leader: Paul White-
man (he “invented jazz"); Trumpet:
Danny Kaye; Trombone: Russ Morgan;
Alto Sax: Earl Bostic (can’t be mp[}u-:i};
Tenor Sax: Earl Bostic (he's versatile);
Baritone Sax: Earl Bostic (who else 1s
there?); Clarinet: Ted Lewis; Piano:
Liberace; Guitar: Ricky Nelson; Bass:
Leonard Drums: Sal

Feather: Mineo:
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YOUNG MAN to make name

in summer stock

The plot is good: boy meets boss. Act I, enter our newest Cricketeer.
Lift them out of their seats with color . . . color printed on the
newest blazer going. The no-weight star of the year, Shirtweight®,
A Dacron-cotton that showers to launder, makes Act II without press-
ing. The ending, “daughter dear, this is that young man . . .”. The
Trimlines on your own shoulders, the do-it-yourself kind . . . the coat,
shorter, a modest $35. Easy-going Cricketeer Shirtweight® suits, $45.
Our stores know of this advertisement, or write

CRICKETEER

200 Fifth Avenue, New York
This is appeal #19 to the Young Man Who Wants To Make $10,000 A Year Before He's 30,

I
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®. U.S. PAT. OFFICE
PRICES SLIGHTLY HIGHER
ON THE WEST COAST

CARLLADM®

FABRICS

Miscellaneous Instrument: Lawrence
Welk (accordion): Male Vocalist: Fa-
bian; Female Vocalist: Joni James; In-
strumental Combo: Andre Kostelanetz
sextet; Vocal Group: Kingston Trio.
C. M. Weiner
Beverly Hills, California

NOMENCLATURE
I loved The Roger Price Theory of
Nomenclature in your March issue. Mr.
Price left out one important name,
though: sTEvVE. I picture a STEVE as being
good looking, loaded with personality,
having a way with women, yet very
modest.
Steve Woll
McLean, Virginia

What about bpick, the fun-loving
bachelor who is continually taken home
to dimner unannounced by Bos, the
young broker? BETSY, BOB's pregnant wile,
vaguely suspects that pick is trying to get
BOB to divorce her so that they can re-
sume the revels she is sure took place
belore she and o were married.

Dick Thomas
Bronx, New York

What kind of person is LAWRENCE?
Lawrence Chadwick
Boston, Massachusetts
If his name is also Welk, he is a bub-
ble-maker; if his name is Chadwick, you
lell us.

The Roger Price article on names was
almost painfully accurate.

Bilf Ruttenberg

Chicago, Illinois

The Price article was uncannily pre-
cise and quite hilarious. Incidentally, |
know a girl named mman FELLER. Take it
[rom me, she isn’t.

Wallace B. Blood
Oakdale, New York

Loved the Roger Price article, but was
disappointed that he neglected to ex-
pound on the name pAvE.

Dave Gosler
Kalamazoo, Michigan
Dave, meet Dave . . .

For the benefit of all the paves and
pAvips throughout the world, may I ex-
plain our personalities? We can some-
times be found on goll courses but never
break eighty, are most often seen in the
sportier cars but never the absolutely
latest model, always have the most dates
but are never talked about or openly
admired. We are never big spenders but
the drinks more often than not go on
our tab.

David L. Hawks
Lynnfeld Center, Massachusetts

The study of names (or the science of
onomatology) is considerably more seri-
ous than Mr. Roger Price’s article. I
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Vi R S HIGHLANDERS !
. : g Sevastopol, Crimea— 1855 : Despite murderous artillery fire
from the enemy’s fortress, this famous Scottish regiment
launched repeated attacks—forced the enemy to abandon
Its position,

For 117 x 147 prints of three Seaforth battles, send 25¢ and
front of any Seaforth carton to: Seaforth, P.O. Box 60, Mt.
Vernon 10, N. Y.

DEODORANT

fension
Perspiration
Odor!

(Any deodorant can stop
heat perspiration odor!)

Did you know you perspire in two different ways?

1. When you're overheated Tension perspiration causes most offensive odor. It
differs chemically from heat perspiration—quickly
2. When you're tense— activates bacteria that cause odor. Seaforth Deo-
under pressure dorant Kkills these bacteria—stops heat and tension

perspiration odor 24 hours! Get Seaforth Deodorant

’ E/ —stick, spray, roll-on.
edﬁé = AFTER-SHAVE LOTION

STILL ONLY PEODORANT

$1ﬂ

MINUTE SHAVE

MEN'S TOILETRIES
PRE-ELECTRIC SHAVE AID
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T0 PERFECT!
SOUNDCRAFT TAPE
WITH THE NEW

FREQUENCY
ADJUSTED

FA-4
FORMULATION

DESIGNED TO MEET THE UNLIMITED CHALLENGE OF
THE MOST EXCITING NEW ERA IN RECORDING HISTORY!

Only years of research...and the most mod-
ern and advanced tape manufacturing facili-
ties in the world...could have perfected this
tape! Soundcraft's new rFa-4 ForRmuLATION 1S
frequency adjusted to provide the superla-
tive sound reproduction demanded in this ex-
citing era of new discoveries and innovations
in tape recording. You'll hear “highs” as
never before...the full frequency spectrum
for perhaps the very first time!

e RN

Insist on Soundcraft Tape with the new ra-a
FormuLATION before you run another reel
through your recorder...you'll never settle
for inferior sound reproduction again!

EOlH

reeves SOUNDCRAFT coge

Great Pasture Rd., Danbury, Conn. » Chicago: 28 E. Jackson Blvd.
Los Angeles: 342 N. LaBrea e Toronto: 700 Weston Rd.

The 1'{*_.

happen to be an onomatologist. and |
refer interested rraysoy
lorthcoming issue of Names, the quarterly
publication ol the American Name So-
ciety, which carries the full text of a lec-
I disagree

readers to a

ture I delivered late last vear.
with Mr. Price on one important point.
Name-changing will not help: one must
be groen one's name, and then, {or better
must grow up with it — other-
wise 1t has no effect one wav or another.
Wilbur G. Gallney
Department ol English
University of Nebraska
Lincoln, Nebraska

0Or Walrsco,

PLAYBOY ON TV
| would like to congratulate vou on
vour hne television show. L.os .\II}_{L"[W
receives Plavboyv's Penthouse on Sunday
evenings, and the show really swings.
Keep up the good work.
|- Peter Gallo
Los Angeles, California
Just a few lines to sav that 1 saw
.-”F;n'hu_n"u Penthouse last Saturday eve-

ning and enjoyed it very much, espe-

clally the Ahmad Jamal group. Thanks.
Glenn  McCullough

Elkhart, Indiana
Is there reallv a penthouse at the

Building, or is
television

summit ol the praypBoy
the apartment used in your
show a lake?
Wilhham G. Martin
Flushing, New York
A real penthouse apartment would
present ansurmounntable technical diffi-
1V broadecasting, The ipari-
menl you see on your screen is an espe-
crally
lavge studio sound stage.

cullies for

destened sel, constructed on a

BEST POLICY

I was so struck by the apparent hon-
esty ol a local motel that [ couldn't resist
snapping the enclosed photo of its sign

* INTERCOURSE

and sending it to you. Reminds me: have
vou ever printed the Party Joke about
what motel spells backwards?
W. A. Whipple
Intercourse, Pennsvlvania
Yep. But thanks for the J.fJ.I’.lufu,.

SOVIET SWINGERS

yYou are lageing hehind events if you
think jazz in Russia remains at the same
zero point where it was for many vears.

attitude to this music is gradu-

the magic of
SARAH VAUGHAN

F

Stereo 60110

2 WTCHCRAE

Shewas the divine Sarahin “Vaughan
and Violins''; sassy in “No 'Count
Sarah’’; and now bewitching is the
word for Sarah Vaughan in her latest
“mood” album.

Listen as she sings‘“That Old Black
Magic’’; “Broken Hearted Melody’’:
“Careless”; “I've Got the World on
a String’’; 8 more spellbinders.

Monaural 20438

The New Sound of Leisure—

best

interpreted

MERCURY RECORD CORPORATION « CHICAGD, ILLINOIS

ORLD'S
; LEST

Never smokes hot. Never needs a
pipe cleaner. No soggy heel, no
bitter slug, no dry-out. Weighs 1
ounce. Interchangeable bowls of

finest imported briar. FALCON,
straight aluminum stem, gift cased,
$3.95. HUNTER by

Falcon — straight or

bent shank stem, ano-

dized black, brown,

aluminum, gift cased,

$5.00.

D.M.W., Inc., 4117 N. Kilpatrick, Chicago 41, III.
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Cousy and Gitford in the new Jantzen Beachniks

Might as well face it. These are the new raft suits
that sportsmen will be wearing in friendly waters all
over the world.

The long, long cotton surfing pants on Frank Gifford
are of Oyster Bay twill, and are knowingly designed
and impeccably tailored so that they will be proper
dress for boarding any craft of any tonnage. The piping
1s in the colors of the cotton knit shirt, which features

s PORTSWEAR

FOR

+he beachnik boat neck, today’s favorite way of push-
ing the head into view. The beachnik pants are $7.00,
the boat neck shirt 1s $5.00.

Bob Cousy wears the identical surfing pants except
that they are cut to the wave rider knee length; one
dollar less. Both lengths, as well as sportswear of all
kinds including sport shirts, walkers, swim trunks,
and cabana sets, at the better haberdashers'.

(\ Jantzen Inc., Portland &, Ore.
U ZEEvn

N

SPORTSMEN-

‘Left: Bob Cousy, Boston
Celtic, and Frank Gifiord,

~ New York Giant, 70 miles
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Bill Skowron

ACE YANKEE FIRST BASEMAN
Q

Pajamas and Boxer Shorts

... [HE “CAREFREE TRAVELLERS”
THAT NEED NO IRONING

Plane-hopping Bill Skowron lives out of a suit-
case, He travels light, smart, carefree with Reis
Vycron and cotton pajamas and boxer shorts that
dry ready-to-wear without ironing, whether
they're washed in a machine or a hotel basin.
Thanks to the Vycron in a luxury batiste fabric
(50% Vycron Polyester and 50% combed cotton),
Reis pajamas and boxer shorts feel as soft as
fine linen next to the skin, a comfort break-thru
in wash-and-wear apparel! The fabric is certified
for quality and wash-and-wear performance by
United States Testing Co. Reis Vycron and cotton
boxer shorts, $2.00. Reis Vycron and cotton
pajamas, short sleeves, short legs $5.00; long
sleeves, long legs, $8.95.

-'1'."?:-]#- -

L] J'I-
A

ABRAHAM & STRAUS - New York

BROWNING FIFTH AVENUE « New York
GIMBELS « New York

MEIER & FRANK « Portland, Ore.

FOR OTHER FINE STORES THROUGHOUT THE COUMTRY,
WRITE REIS, EMPIRE STATE BLDG., NEW YORK 1, M. Y.

PRECHSTRATION AFFLIID FOR WYCHOMN 13 THE TRADE MARE FOR BLALMIT i FOLYIITLR

FIBLE, BUAUMIT FIREES DIVISION MAKLS Tl FiRER, NOT TWl FALLIC OF CALMIWNT il

BEAUNIT MILLS, Inc., Fibers Div., 261 Fifth Ave., New York 16, N.Y.

ally melting away. Recently our fans
have had more opportunities to extend
their knowledge of jazz music. They
form a sort of community in which each
knows the taste of another: there are
trads who sniff at “modernists” and vice
versa — a fact that by no means hinders
close cooperation in getting and ex-
changing records between them. Most of
them possess tape recorders, and any
disc freshly received passes a long way
[rom hand to hand before it is added to
their collections of tape recordings.
There are guys with amazingly large col-
lections, of Benny Goodman and Glenn
Miller especially, these two being popu-
lar in both camps. Yet most of the collec-
tors tape whatever comes to their hands;
[rom Stan Kenton to Marino Marini,
pops unlortunately prevailing. The pic-
ture 1s not complete without mention-
ing the man who is extremely popular
and welcome to the fans, Willis Conover.
Until recent times the word ‘“jazz” was
not applied to any orchestra playing in
this country even if it played jazz. The
name was estrade orchestra. Now posters
in the streets announce from time to
time the performance of jazz bands
[rom Poland, Germany (recent tour ol
Max Greger's band from West Ger-
many), Rumania, etc. Bands playing at
the hotels and restaurants in Moscow
are not jazz but dance ones, though
sometimes they happen to make some
near-jazz. The National Hotel is so far
the only place where real jazz is featured.
Two combos comprising young enthusi-
asts used to play there: one in the West
Coast manner, another in more or less
New York style. The tenor man in the
latter is a very talented guy, Alexey
Zubov, following the line of Sonny
Rollins. There are other young players
blowing in modern idiom who don't

1=yt
L

E

lorm permanent groups but play gigs at
students’ galas and occasional receprions.
All ol them use records and Willis Con-
overs Jazz Hour for learning. For the
time being they mostly copy modern
greats — that 1s natural: to create one
must know what has been created belore.
but even now, when you dig them play-
ing Western standards and “modern”
versions of Russian songs, vou can detect
the elements of a style of their own evoly-
ing gradually. Last June the cats played
a Jam session with the Mitchell-Ruf
Duo from the States. (I enclose a photo



Shakespeane’s i" "
AGES OF MAN

1. Sir John reads
assages from King
ear, Hamlet, etc.

JOHN
STEINBECK

reads from his works

THE SNAKE

. JOHNNY
N e

2. Two of the Pul-
itzer Prize-winner's
more sinister stories

COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB

now makes an extraordinary offer

to those who appreciate the matchless beauty

DYLAN THOMAS

READING
A CHILO'S CHRISTMAS IN WALES

AND FIVE POEMS

3. Includes: Fern
Hill, In the White
Giant's Thigh, etc.

ALCEIN  *g
WONDERLAND e *

& &

STANLEY HOLLOWAY
JOAN GREENWOOD

ECCLESIASTES

Read by

JAMES
MASON %

4. A Mad Tea Parly,
The Pool of Tears,
Pig and Pepper, etc.

5. Mason gives an
inspired reading of
this biblical work

€ Ralthone

R N Rk

HAL HOLBROOK

in
MARE
TWAIN
TONIGHT!

6. The Raven, Eldo-
rado, Annabel Lee,
The Black Cat, etc.

J.". ..uproariously
funny . . . pungently
wise"—Time

JUDITH ANDERSON

THE
PSALMS

R THE TALE
SR OF DAVID

Qscar Wilde"s

THE PICTURE
OF DORIAN GRAY

s
.2

Read by HURD HATFIELD

8. She “breathes life
into every word"' —

9. A sensitive por-
trait of Mr. Wilde's

of the spoken word

ANY S5

OF THESE COLUMBIA AND CAEDMON 12” LONG-PLAYING
SPOKEN WORD RECORDS

FOR $ I

RETAIL VALUE UP TD $29.75
If you join the Club now and agree to purchase as few as 5
selections from the more than 150 regular high-fidelity and
stereo records to be offered during the coming 12 months

Here is an opportunity to bring the voices of great poets and
performers right into your own home — to be listened to and
enjoyed for years to come! By joining the Columbia Record
Club now, you may have ANY FIVE of these superb recordings
— up to a $29.75 retail value — for only $1.97!

We make this unique offer as a dramatic demonstration of
the money-saving advantages you will regularly experience as
a member of the Club. And through the Club’s specially pre-
pared musical program, you can acquire an outstanding rec-
ord library of the music you enjoy most . . . brilliantly repro-

duced on 12" long-playing records — in your choice of regular
high-fidelity OR stereo-fidelity!

_Read below how the Club operates — then mail the coupon,
without money, for your five spoken-word records for $1.97.

ROBERT FROST
[ reads
T i

% poetlry

TYRONE
POWER
the |
poetry >
of Byron Y

12. Witch of Coos,
The Pasture, Death
of a Hired Man, etc.

WALT WHITMAN'S
LEAVES OF GRASS

Read by ED BEGLEY

14. Begley vividly
recreates this '‘por-
trait of America"

13. Selections from
Childe Harold, Don
Juan and others

THE
BOOK
OF JOB

wilh
HERBERT
MARSHALL

and casl
15. A brilliant dram-

atization of this epic
biblical work

BORIS KARLOFF reads
RUDYARD KIPLING'S
JUST SO STORIES

' et

WILLIAM SAROYAN

reads from big works

COMMON PRAYER

OON'T GO
RWAY MAD

18
piherg

16, “'Marvelous . . .
Karloff is perfect'—
High Fidelity

I Can Hear It Now

WINSTON

CHURCHILL

17. Also excerpls
from Jim Dandy,
Rock Wagram, etc.

|

18. Mr. Churchill’s
entire career traced
through his speeches

*l can
hear it
NOW..."

1933 to
1945

20, A chronicle of
the Years of Crisis

19. The Roaring
20's, Prohibition,
The Depression, etc.

"1 can
hear it

now...”

1945 to
1949

21. The Quest for

Players Magazine memaorable character

VINCENT PRICE

reads

The Poems of Shelley
o —

. Somerset Maugham
READS FROM WIS WORKS

A NS
: The Three Fat Wemen of Anlihes

Cipels and Gigatelin
11. Maugham reads

10. Ode to the West
Wind, Adonais, To a 2 of his most urbane,
Skylark, 5 athers charming stories

TO RECEIVE 5 SPOKEN WORD RECORDS FOR
ONLY $1.97 — mail the coupon now. Be
sure to indicate which one of the Club’s
six Divisions best suits your musical taste:

If you have a regular phonograph you
enroll in any one of four Divisions:
Classical; Listening and Dancing; Broad-
way, Movies, Television and Musical
Comedies; Jazz.

If you have a stereo phonograph you
enroll in the Stereo Classical or Stereo
Popular Division.

HOW THE CLUB OPERATES: Each month the
Club's staff of music experts selects out-
standing recordings — both regular high-
fidelity and stereo-fidelity — from every
field of music. These selections are fully
described in the Club’s Music Magazine,
which you receive free each month.

You may accept the monthly selection
for your Division. .. take any of the wide
variety of other records offered in all Di-
visions . . . or take NO record in any par-
ticular month.

Your only obligation as a member is to
purchase five selections from the more
than 150 regular high-fidelity and stereo-

ALFRED DRAKE | | &Rt ircnass OSE
READS CELESTE HOLM
THE RUBAIYAT BORIS KARLOFF -+
: -i. or E;“;k!ﬂb: Ay
- A L -
P OMAR
24 & 25 Two-Record Set* 26 & 27 Two-Record Set* & o4 Ay ﬁ.f ;";

““The human side of Lincoln
— depicted with love and
tenderness' —NewYorkTimes

fidelity records to be offered during the
coming 12 months. You may discontinue
membership at any time thereafter.

The records you want are mailed and
billed at the usual list price: regular high-
fidelity records at $3.98 (Popular) and
$4.98 (Classical); stereo records at $4.98
(Popular) and $5.98 (Classical) — plus a
small mailing charge,

FREE BONUS RECORDS GIVEN REGULARLY.
If you wish to continue as a member after
purchasing five records, you will receive
a 12" regular high-fidelity or stereo-fidelity
Bonus record of your choice free for every
two selections you buy — a 50% dividend.

Since the number of spoken-word rec-

ords available for this special offer is
limited, we sincerely urge you to fill in
and mail the coupon at once.

==

*TWO-RECORD SETS: If you select one
of these two-record sets, you are en-
titled to three additional single rec-
ords — a total of five records in all.
If you select both two-record sets, you
are entitled to one additional single
record — five records in all.

COLUMBIA RECORD CLU.B Terre Haute, Indiana

& Columbia Hecords Sales Corp., 1900 & "“"Columbia.** @, wEpie,*” (i) Mareas Reg.

A distinguished cast, lead by
Michael Redgrave, re-enacts
Shakespeare's immortal play

Peace, the U.N., the

and World War || Rise of Communism

22. Drake reads Ed-
ward Fitzgerald's There Was a Crooked
famous translation Man, many others

_—___—__—___"______ﬂ

SEND NO MONEY — Mail coupon to receive five records for $1.97
COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB, Dept. 213-8

Terre Haute, Indiana

I accept yvour offer and have clrcled below the numbers of the flve
spoken-word records I wish to recelve for $1.97, plus small mailing
and handling charge. Enroll me in the following Division:

(check one box only)

O Clons IHEEUL.&E DEIIBH]FEH S STEREO DIVISIONS
' assico readway, Movies :
| | Listening & Doncing Television and x L] Stereo Classical
- (] Stereo Poepular

] Jomz Musical Comedies

23. 0ld King Cole,

I agree to purchase five selections from the more than 150 regular
high-fidelity and stereo records to be offered durlng the coming
12 months, at régular list price plus small malling and handling
charge. Thereafter, if I decide to continue my membership, I am
to receive a 12" long-playing Bonus record (regular or stereo)
of my cholce FREE for every two additional selections I purchase.

iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii

llllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

M ccssonansnsossnsassasnsnasadussannss EONE . e300 ccannnrinnnns
CIRCLE 5 NUMBERS BELOW:
1 2 3 4 5 &6 7 8 9 10 11 12 13 14

15 16 17 18 19 20 21 22 23 24&25* 26&27*

CANADA, ALASKA, HAWAII: write for special membership offer
If you want this membership credited to an established Columbia
or Epic record dealer, authorized to accept subscriptions, fill in below:
Dealer's Hame
T T A e e T (1]

Q

L_'_-_—_-——-___-'_—-

2]
©
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And Isn’t It Always?

___ Si, senores,alwaysitistime
WHITS l;"‘ forCUERVO (pronounced

coro V4= kwairvo) TEQUILA ...the
Laser + & fabulous Mexican distilled
86 1 % liquor (pronounced by
ERUOE L{"‘ epicures as unsurpassed

(' % with your favorite mix for

distinguished cocktails!)
A suggestion: a CUERVO
Tequila Margarita*
... quintessence of

| '- sophisticated
! - ' huapita]ity., |

'qumln Mmu:llih ‘I oz. Cuen
- H“ﬂ f1oX. .” 3 s )

e

of myself flanked by the duo.) That was
a great event, indeed! Both Dwike and
Willie found our fellows very good and
playing real jazz. Having come as tour-
i1sts, the duo was not supposed to give
any concerts, but did play an infor-
mal concert lor the students of a Moscow
conservatory, with Willie Ruff giving a
talk on jazz history —in Russian! Jazz
has become sort ol an international
language understandable in any coun-
try. A Russian accent is not heard in the
chord yet—but it will be. It's just a
matter ol time,

Vyacheslav A. Repnikov

Moscow, U.S.S.R.

MENCKEN, SCHMENCKEN
[ think yvour review ol the Rodgers
and Hammerstein show, The Sound of
Music, was unfair. According to H. L.
Mencken, a critic should not simply give
his own opinion.
James A. Fuller
Brookline, Massachusetts
That's all any critic can do; and we
doubt that Mencken —a very opinion-
ated man — ever said r',".'mﬂ'_‘r that.

Q.E.D.

[ liked T. K. Brown's March article,
Q.E.D., but every engineer will certainly
recognize that Brown's Theorem 1s noth-
ing more than The Universal Law ol
Cussedness, which we have known about

for many vears. 2 oE
ks Ken Kimber

Montreal, {iLlL'th'{'

['m glad someone has finally developed

a theorem to explain some of the more
mysterious facts ol life.

Gerald Worthington

Kansas City, Kansas

Over the several vears of prLAYBOY's
aifted existence, absolutely no other
publication has offered such a range ol
uplifting material on sociological sur-
vivemanship. Your latest and perhaps
greatest public service in this area is
1. K. Brown’'s electrifying theorem that
"Il something always happens, there is
a damned good reason for it.” This reve-
lation affords renewed hope to us of the
[eebly strugeling majority, who were
certain that when anything always hap-
pens there 1s a dismally poor reason lor

it, 1if any. , : :
- Fred Sharring

Chicago, Illinois

ENCHANTED EATING
The recipes in Thomas Mario’s March
article, Some Enchanted Eating, are
worth the price of the issue. It has been
many years since 1 cooked anything
more complicated than a simple steak,
and I can assure you that my steaks were
never as succulent as his Chicken Maca-
cdamia with sweet-and-sour sauce.
George H. Archer
Ottawa, Ontario

T

MANT(WBNI

s,umaf1

REMEMBER

Gigi; With These Hands; Faraway Places;
Very Precious Love; Jamaica Farewell;
Tenderly; Blue Star: When | Fall In Love;
Mo Other Love; Vaya Con Dios; Two Differ-
ent Worlds; Tonight.

Stereo: P5193 $4.98 Mono: LL3N4% $3.98

3 reasons why
you should NOT

buy this record

© You already own it

@ You hate good music
€© You don't own a phonograph

fEunlish
L pather

" after shave...

after shower...
after hours...

Zunlish Leather

the only
all-purpose

men's lotion
From $2.00 to $6.50

A0
AN
MEM COMPANY, INC.
67 lrving Place, New York
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his magazine's first excursion Into

the troubled waters of earnest edi-
torializing (The Contaminators, October
1959, a statement on radioactive fallout)
met with positive response, for the most
part, but a few readers accused us of
excess passion. There 1s a disturbing
lack ol passion in a letter also concern-
ing radioactive fallout, sent by Major-
General Herbert Loper, the
Atomic Energy Assistant to the Secre-
tary of Defense, to Senator Clinton An-
derson, the Chairman ol the Jomt Com-
mittee on Atomic Energy. It's partly the
official phrasing, ol course — “the follow:-

Special

ing is a briel status report outlining the
present programs [or analyzing and eval-
uating the radiation hazards resulting
[rom atomic detonations” — and the cas-
ual use of jargon, but, these things aside,
there 1s 1n the letter's lileless tone some-
thing we find almost sinister. “'T'he dan-
and cesium 137 has
examined,” writes the General,
“and the immediate probability of any

ger ol carbon 14

bheen

one individual being aftected 1s about one
i 500,000, The risk ol damage resulting
[rom the testing ol weapons is therelore
extremely small.” Cesium 137, as every-
one now realizes, causes grave genetic
disturbances in the reproductive system.
I'ranslating this into U.S. population
terms (just to smack home the poimnt and
not for a moment suggesting that the
|:1'nh|t't|1 stops al borders), the General
Is saying (unless our arithmetic 1s wrong:
we're figuring on an 180,000,000 popula-
tion basis) that, as a result ol current
atomic fallout, three hundred and sixty
people in this country are doomed to
have stillborn  children.
['his seems to us serious in the extreme,

deformed or

a situation about which to be legitimate-
lv alarmed and angry. Reading the stale
wordage in the General's letter, how-
cver, we couldn’t help thinking we were

e
- »

"y -
-

ey W
-—.r-l"'l'l'.""

q'l'

L

o ¥

looking into the interoffice correspond-
ence of, say, a shoe company. (Memo
from the Vice President in Charge ol
Open-toed Sandals to the Eastern Sales
Manager: “The immediate probability
of any one pair being deflective is one
in 500,000.") Discouragingly, the Gen-
eral’s thinking seems to us no better
than his prose. One sentence, in partic-
ular, depressed us more than anything
we've read in a long time: “However,
the probable casualties attributable to
[rom ll"hli”_‘__"“i
when summed up over the pnpul:uliml

I';ttIitninul:!“L‘H 'l.'u‘L‘.'lEn:r]]H
ol thousands of vears create a moral issue
that could be of propa-
ganda importance.” (1'he italics are ours,

rrJ!:.kfrfr'J:fflf:'

part of a matched set we're thinking ol
pawning in order to raise enough money
to build a radiation shelter 1in the back
vard.) Unless, again, we're misreading
the General’s letter, he seems to be say-
ing that the birth ol delformed children
is bad public relations. Faced with a
grotesque human situation, the General
sees a problem in propaganda. A moral
issue has indeed been created.

A rather desperate appeal from The
Fresno Bee, Fresno, California, found
under Help Wanted, Female: “Chris-
tian girl to give 1n. Housework, or
trailer avail. for couple in exchange for
housework., AD 7-909(."

.

The Telephone Music Box, a new
leet on the market, is described as

an accessory for the telephone
which belones in every home. When the
telephone rings, and the party requested
1Is not readily available, place the re-
ceiver on this attachment and music will
plav  automatically  for the
caller. When the party lilts the receiver
to begin talking, the music stops.” A
serious omission in the descriptive copy

beogin  to

on this gadget is the nature of the music
that plays. A man calling a well-rounded
blonde would not very likely accept a
Sousa march as a reasonable substitute.
In fact, a man well-
rounded blonde will probably not ac-

who expects a

cept anything as a substitute, which seems

to leave us where we were belore the

invention of the Telephone Music Box.
.

Sign in an optometrist's window on
the Ginza, Tokyo's Broadway: EYES EX-
AMINED WHILE YOU WAIT,

L]

Opening lines ol a review, in the Uni-
versity of Oregon Emerald, ol Leonard
Wibberlev's book, The Mouse That
Roared: “It says on the cover, i bright
red letters, "The screwiest book ol the
year.” It certainly isn’t that. There 15 NO
L7 o e P

.

Ordinarily, we eschew the subject ol
dogs, cats, and the usual run ol pets that
clutter up homes and apartments, but
we recently received word ol a fascinat-
g and different kind ol
companion now available to the popu-
lace. According to a note sent us by the

[our-legeed

Department ol the Interior, it 1s possi-
ble for a chap to have a real hive buftalo
of his very own. All you need to take
possession of one ol these unique pets is
the purchase price ol S140, plus trans-
portation costs. lhe data we received
that the Government “may re-
quire the mspection of the applicant’s
facilities made.” But
fear not. Any pad will do, provided you
have an extra-large living room com-
plete with a [enced-in grass pasture and
a copious supply ol tresh drinking water.
Don’t worry about the size ol your ncw
pet.  One-year-old

Stales

hefore a sale s

buftaloes
weleh more than three or four hundred

whlrnn

|1HHIH!'-. two-year-olds rarely g0o OVer six

11
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gives you the

NG LEAN LOOK

in DARVAN

NYTRIL FIBER

automatic wash and wear blend
(70% Darvan—30% Combed Cotton)

These are the YMM slacks that sound the sea-
son's highest note! And why not? They're not
only the *“'in-est'’ slacks around...they're a real
bear for wear! Legs are tapered right down to
the shoe-tops in the traditional Long Lean Look
that's sweeping the country! The fabric? Sea-
son's newest, Darvan and cotton! Pure luxury!
Feels like plush natural fabric...with all the
advantages of automatic wash and wear. YMM
Slacks about $9.95 to $22.50 at better stores.
Or write Playboy Reader Service Dept. .... or:

YMM* SLACKS, sox 317

Div. of JAYMAR-RUBY INC., MICHIGAN CITY, IND.

*young man's mood *T. M. Reg.

hundred, and mature bulls 'El.'mi'[jr ever

Lop the H'L‘l.‘--l|'Itlllhii.lll.'|-|h‘.llllli.| mark.
There are one or two drawbacks. You
can't include a buftalo 1 any ol vour
plans for this summer because the ani-
mals are available only in the late fall
and early winter. Also: “live buffalo sales
to an individual, group or agency will be
limited to twenty animals.” Interested?
Don't contact us. Write to the Depart-
ment ol the Interior, U.S. Fish and Wild-
lile Service, Washington, D.C.
.

Still another sign seen in the rear win-
dow of a tiny foreign car: DON'T HONK.
I'Al PEDALING AS FAST AS I CAN.

.

Recounting the background of Haya
Harareet, Israeli beauty who starred in
Ben-Hur, the Chicago Tribune said,
“Part ol her schooling included a two-
vear hitch in the Israeli marines, where
she learned to strip and hre a nifle el-
[ectively.”

DINING-DRINKING

For many vears The Steering Wheel
Club, in London, and L'Action Automo-
bile, in Paris, have served as the only
public retreats lor peripatetic sports car
buffs. Now America is getting the idea.
Il you dig the racing scene and find
voursell cut off from Kindred souls, try
the [ollowing establishments: The Steering
Wheel (1552 North La Salle, Chicago).
This is basically a dram shop with the
accent  on  drinks  (Aston-Martinis,
Porsche Punch, Jaguar Juleps), pizza and
conversation, and it takes an experienced
navigational rallvist to find the place.
But it's worth the effort. The proprie-
tress, petite, twenty-seven-vear-old Carol
Clausen, will greet yvou personally and
show you to your bucket seat ft'tllli[;-p-.'l.l
with salety belt). Bench racing 5 pa,
to 2 AM. on weekdays, 5 to 3 every
Saturday. Closed Sundays. In Milwau-
kee race drivers Tom Shelbe and Fred
Rediske ofter a haven called The Grand Prix
(144 East Juneau Street). Here the con-
automobiles, but
[anaticism 1s not a requirement. Hours

Vversation centers on

are the same as The Steeving Wheel's. Los
Angeles, the sports car capital of the
L1.S., offers another Grand Prix (8204 Bev-
erlv Boulevard), this one owned and
operated by nationally [amed  drivers
Bob Drake and Mary Davis. The drinks
aAre strong,
T harsday

the food is good, and every

night racing movies are

shown. Come as earlv as 11:50 ax. and
swing till 2 i the mornming, every day
except Sunday. New York's Le Chanteclair
(18 East 49th Street) is the proneer, and
still best of breed. Most patrons are un-
aware that the semal, eentle host, Rene
Drevius, was once champion driver ol
France, or that Le Chanteclarnr 1s the

ATLANTIC Chris Connor recorded
8040 “live” at New York’s
Available

famed Village Vanguard.

monaural $3.98
and stereo $5.98

.'?.' P .jll"r"""-i- : o e M, _\ tr,__ ;‘:_';,T,-;_I T -l'. _:'I."r".';'-!
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Briefer than boxers .

. « freer than briefs

Allen-A walkers

Behold the most comfortable shorts
that ever girded a man’s mid-section!
Allen-A walkers are cut freer than
briefs for snug support without bind-
ing . . . cut briefer than boxers for free
leg action without riding up. Swim-
trunk smart, in soft. white cotton knit
with Nobelt® waistband. Try a pair.
Only $51.50, box of six $8.75.

Look for Allen-A T-shirts, ath-
letic shirts, sportswear, hosierv.

The Allen-A Co., Piqua, Ohio.



world’s fastest
natural

tan!

NEWEST DER

FWEST 45 POP RECORD

with Bobby's ‘“Moment of Love’ on the flip side!

Send 50¢ for each record,

with your name and address, to:
Tanfastic, Box 4A, Hollywood, California

(Offer expires December 31, 1960. Void where
taxed, prohibited, or otherwise restricted.)

Want a honey of a tan in a hurry?

There’s only one lotion with a tanning booster

that gives you a faster, natural tan...
and no burning or peeling.

It’s Tanfastic!

(And what better way for your playmate
to show off her Tanfastic tan than in the

swimsuit above—“Tanfastic’’ by White Stag!)

NHGTIE

time 1t!

2

L ARFEaq

creamy. white
available everywhere in
handy tubes or

plastic squeeze bottles
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Nothing tells others so much about you
... your personality... yvour tastes, as
your choilce 1n 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
1S No peer.

& subgahary of

DAYSTROM
g INCONMFORATED

Send today for your FREE Heathkit Catalog de-
scribing a complete line of easy-to-assemble,
modestly priced stereo hi-fi components, or see
your nearest authorized Heathkit dealer.

l‘---l------------ﬂ-—-————--—-

1
| HEATH COMPANY :
I Benton Harbor 38, Michigan I
] I
: Please send the latest Free Heathkit Cata- :
1 ||:Ig. I
i
I :
E ADDRESS -V Sea o e 13y :
i
1 CITY_ ZONE-__STATE — :

unofhcial meeting place of racing en-
thusiasts from all over the world. If you
want to talk cars, you're sure to find
like-minded companions of either sex; if
it's food voure alter, the cuisine offers
de luxe refueling. Pits open at noon and
close at 9:45 p.m.; roped off on Sunday.

FILMS

The Fugitive Kind, based on Tennessee
Williams® play Orpheus Descending, is
likely to be one of the really important
American films of 1960. For its acting
alone, with outstanding performances by
Anna Magnani, Marlon Brando, Joanne
Woodward, Maureen Stapleton and Vic-
tor Jory, it is worth anyone's respectful
attention. But it is also a flm which,
under Sidney Lumet’s direction, makes
Mr. Williams® points most effectively.
The scene is a small town not far from
New Orleans into which Brando hap-
pens at the age of thirty. A man who
plays the guitar and who has plaved the
gigolo, he 1s determined to “get off the
game.” Two decent older women look
alter him — Stapleton (who paints, and
1s married to the local sheriff), and
Magnani (who sings or used to, and who
now dreams ol opening a wine garden
behind the one-room department store
ol her ailing husband, Jory). Also con-
cerned for his wellare is Joanne Wood-
ward, now the disgrace of the district,
but once, in her own words, “a Christ-
bitten reformer.” The three women and
Brando have each suffered deeply due to
local provincialism; and each cares too
much for life or art or beauty or love or
sex or cignity not to have clashed head-
long with the local way of life long be-
fore the end. There’s strong medicine in
this one, and superb performances.

.

Unlortunately, Can-Can doesn’t prove
anything much except that Mr. Khrush-
chev was pretty square in being shocked
at the “lewdness” of its dancing. But
there are pleasant things to report:
Sinatra’s singing; Shirley MacLaine’s
kookie clowning; and a couple of hold-
overs Irom Gigi, Maurice Chevalier and
Louis Jourdan, almost doing repeat per-
formances; also a most appealing new-
comer, dancer Juliet Prowse. The story:
Shirley's Paris nightclub is constantly be-
ing closed for presenting the outlawed
dance. Her lawver-lover, Frank, has to
use all his powers and influence over
Chevalier, a judge, to keep another
judge, Jourdan, from either closing the
joint or moving in on Shirley. The im-
portant things ol course are the songs
and dances — particularly the Cole Por-
ter numbers borrowed rom other shows.
You can dig them all in the original-
sound-track album on Capitol SW 1301.

Robert TUHI'I}_J}.‘-M}]:]. H ln'mlm'-:.'l' POSSESS-

A bachelor's dream — a veritable

PLAYBOY'S
PARADISE!

Does your 1dea of a perfect vacation include
a tour in Europe, an exclusive island resort,
lots of sun, fun and plenty of congenial com-
panions? Then, brother, this is for you!

Fly Air France Jet non-stop to Paris.
Live it up on your own for 3 exciting days
and nights in Paris, then spend 9 fun-filled
days at the Club Meéditerranée resort on
sunny Sicily. All sports, swimming, tanning,
partying, everything! Climax your tour with
a week in Rome—Capri—Naples, sightseeing,
night-clubbing, anything vou want.

Interested? Three-week Club Méditerranée
Tour includes air fare, hotels, meals, every-
thing for only $796.60 complete. Sunday de-
partures May 29 through Oct. 9. Fly now—
pay later. For particulars write:

CLUB MEDITERRANEE TOUR

c/o University Travel, General Agents

5 Boylston St., Cambridge 38, Mass.

§909:

including
seat

rolls so smooth & easy!

It just seems to float along with its exclusive
RK Knee Action. For “on the spot” conven-
ience there is the attached folding seat as
standard equipment at no extra cost. The
handsome V.I.P. is lifetime chrome plated,
has adjustable height handle, is instant auto-
folding for snug storage, stands and rolls
easily when folded, has adjustable rubber-
padded standoff bag brackets, is fully guar-
anteed, has all the famous RK features.

See the V.I.P. and all the popular Roll King
carts at leading golf retailers.

A J INDUSTRIES CORP., Delavan, Wis.



ZIPPERS BY TALON
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What length will you go tosto k
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Whichever length you like,
you'll like the way you look

in H+/-S Shorts/

QUADS

Medium length tapered.
shorts for the guy who's
not too far out. |
Pleatless styling; |

interesting pocket
e:tensmnj
waistband with adjustable
side button ta
In washable Cords, .
Polished Catton, .
Glo-tones efe! at-
£3.95 and $4 55,

ISLANDERS

Caif-length tapered legs 1
with vented bottoms; !
great for clam-digging .
or anything else you
dig big. Rope belt;
diamond-tab belt loops.
Jaizy pockets: pleatless
front. In washable Duck,
Cord or Vanishing
Denim at $4.95.

PIPERS

Snazzy short-shorts that
set low on the hips!
Extra-slim and tapered;
smooth, pleatless

front: Continental
. - pockets: extension
- waistband with adjustable
o . »” buckle tabs. In washable
; o x \ Duck, Cords, Plaids,

Checks etc. at

S i SPORTSWEAR 5385 404 $4.5,
- Don't envy H-I1-S...wear them

If you cannot find H=1-S Sportswearat your favarite store, write to H+I-S, 230 Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N.Y.
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... USES DANDRICIDE

**TOBY SMITH hunts when
he can . .. fishes in any season . ..
and knows he must keep his equip-
ment in top condition all year
'round. He knows too, that in his
job as a sales engineer his personal
grooming must be smooth as his
trigger squeeze. In the office or on
the skeet range, Toby is always
well groomed. His hair is always
free from dandruff. Your hair, too,
will be free from dandruff if
you carefully follow Toby's good
advice and rinse your hair with

DANDRICIDE after every shampoo.®?

ANTI-DANDRUFF RINSE

DANDRICIDE guarantees
results against the tough-
est case of dandruff.
DANDRICIDE is fast, easy
to use and economical,

too . . . the large $1.00 Eﬂ?ﬂlﬂlni
bottle lasts for months. § ‘*":?:'.";':-'-""
Buy DANDRICIDEatyour §. .=~
barber shop or drug
store . . . or mail one

dollar to:

b T e

DANDRICIDE COMPANY

114 12TH STREET, BROOKLYN 15, N. Y.

ing sensitivity and savvy, has put to-
gether a feature-length film of the ereat
comic ligchts of the Silent Screen. In-
cluded are Charlie Chaplin, Buster
heaton, Laurel and Hardy, Ben Turpin,
Fatty Arbuckle, The Keystone Cops, et
hilarious al. The commentary, un-
obtrusively spoken by Dwight Weist,
joins with the nostalgic and atmospheric
nickelodeon music of Ted Royal to pro-
vide a perfect background. Youngsters
in the audience may discover they've
never laughed so hard at a movie be-
fore: the title is When Comedy Was King,
and we suspect the throne was vacated
for lack ol heirs.
.

Ingmar Bereman made A Lesson in Love
back in 1954, before any of the three
big pictures (The Seventh Seal, Wild
Strawberries or The Magician), but
don’t let that put you off. For his real
specialty, as anyvone who's seen either
Nahked Night or Smiles of a Summer
Night can tell you, is not the relations
ol man and God but of man and woman;
and there's very little but the latter in
his Lesson. The principals have back-
erounds calculated to assure one and all
that they know the score. The hero, a
eyvnecologist (Gunnar Bjornstrand), has
just survived a briel affair with one of
his younger patients when he decides to
re-woo and -win his wife (Eva Dahbeck),
a former artist’s model who has sought
solace with her lormer employer (and
lover). The story and most of the fun is
in how Gunnar goes about this, but
there’s also an abundance of laughs in
the flashbacks — particularly the brawl-
g scenes showine how he'd “won™ her
in the first place. Bergman aptly calls it
“a comedy for grownups.”

.

The story ol The Unforgiven has to do
with what happens in the Texas of the
1860s to a [amily that illegally adopted
an Indian baby who grew up to be
Audrey Hepburn. Two people know the
secret: Liallian  Gish, the woman [for
whom Audrey replaced a daughter dead
at birth; and a weird old one-eyed coot,
Joseph Wiseman, who starts trouble by
appearing on the scene to tell all the
neighbors, not excluding the tribe [rom
which she was stolen, that Audrey’s
really a Kiowa Indian. This doesn’t set
well with anyvone — the Kiowans, who
want her back; the family, who love the
oirl; or the rest ol the whites, who aren’t
about to lose their savings or their lives
in a battle to keep “a redskin™ with her
white family. Her “brother,” Burt Lan-
caster, stands by Audrey long and well
enough to become something more than
a brother by the end. It's a good yarn,
with considerable moral complexity even
for an adult Western, and it's well-
directed, -acted and -photographed. It
gives the impression of being the first

““Poeftry in
Motion”...at the

- BMC DEALER -
near you

ILLINOIS

Cordes Motor Co., Alton
Bender-Rieger, Inc., Barrington
Dliver €. Joseph, Inc., Belleville
Oliver Plymouth, Belleville
Walter Schroeder Molors, Inc., Berwyn
Rust Cadillac Co., Bloomington

Hunter Motor Co., Carbondale

Shakespeare Motors, Champaign

Lee Alan Imporis, Chicago

Delta Import Motors, Inc., Chicago

Hensen Import Motors, Chicago

Northtown Motor Co., Chicago Heights*®

Shakespeare Motors, Danville®

Midwest Ramibler Corp., Decatur

Sawyer Service Station, De Kalb

Swenson-Marusic Buick, Granite City

Hinsdale Import Motors, Hinsdale

Cope Motor Co., Jerseyville

W-G Motors, Inc., Mt. Vernen

Eagleson Olds-Cadillac Co., Olney

Character Cars, Inc., Pearia

Forest City Imported Cars, Ltd., Rockliord

Rallye Motors, Lid., Springficld

Samors Motor Co., Streator

Lake County Import Motors, Waukegan

Imperial Molors, Inc., Wilmette

INDIANA

B& B Import Car Co., Inc., East Chicago
Cloverleal Motors, Inc., Fort Wayne
Snowdon Motor Sales, Gary
Imported Cars, Inc., Indianapolis
Monarch Auto Sales, Inc., Indianapolis

Fall City Auto Imports, Inc., Jeffersonville

0. M. Foxworthy, Inc., Lalayetie

Lou's Imported Motors, Logansport

Frick Motors, Inc., Michigan Cilty

Dutch Hurst Motlors, Muncie

Hoosier International Motors, South Bend

Grieger Motor Sales, Valparaiso

Hoosier International Molors, Warsaw

1OWA

Tri-City Foreign Cars, Inc., Davenport
Goodman Motor Company, Des Moines
Johnston Import Motors, Forlt Dodge

Glover Motor Co., Ottumwa
Marken Maotor Co., Waterloo

OHIO

Lang Matoars, Inec., Cadiz
Cambridge Sport Shep, Cambridge
Charles Raymond, Inc., Cincinnati
MG Molor Sales, Ine., Cleveland

Quality Aute Sales. Inc., Cleveland

Car France, Inc., Cleveland *

Imported Motor Car Co., Coalumbus

Akran Cars, Ine., Cuvahoga Falls

Car Imporis of Daylon, Inc., Dayton

East Liverpool Central Service Co., East Liverpool

Suburbanite Motors of Qhia, Ine., Manslield

Stark Sporis Cars, Inc., Massillon

Continental Motors, Lid., Reading *

Sandusky Imported Motors, Sandusky

Jaguar-Cleveland Motors, Inc.. Cleveland Heights

Jack Hardesty, Inc., Spencerville

Foreign Cars of Toledo, Inc., Toledo

Stoddard Imported Cars, Inc., Willoughby

Red's Foreign Car Imporis, Inc., Youngstown ®

Eastway Sporis Cars, Inc., Columbus

Foreign Motors, Wilmington

WISCONSIN

Biddle Foreign Cars, Inc., Fond du Lac
Foreign Cars of Madison, Inc,, Madison
Grant Gordon, Marinette
Wisconsin Auto Sales Co., Milwaukee
Louis Auto, Inc., Milwaukee
Roewardt-Thomson, Inc., Sheboygan
Baker Pontiac, Wisconsin Rapids

*Austin Dealer Only

MIDWEST DISTRIBUTOR

{ S.H.ARNOLT, Inc.

Austin Sales Div.

415 E. Erie St.
Chicago 11, lllinois

Nuffield Sales Div.

2130 N. Lincoln Ave.
Chicago 14, lllinois
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P Oefry in MOﬁOB ! Soar into 2 new world (of your own in
the MGA 1600 There's nothing quite like the way its swift new horses level the
hills and the way it steps through tight bends with cat-like precision. And there’si
Nid a gratifying ;‘eal of solid safety when its new disc brakes take command. No
‘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.

- M

BEST KNOWN SYMBOL OF WHAT
A SPORTS CAR SHOULD BE
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-
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Free literature and overseas delivery information on request.

A proeduct of THE BRITISH lnn"run CORPORATION, I;Tll.. makers of Austin-Heoley, 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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A man gets seen in 417!

The man in 417" has a sure look about him . . . with horses, with
women, with clothes. At the races, he's a big winner in a smart new
“417" short-sleeved pullover shirt. It combines the correctness of a
button-down with the easy look of a sport-shirt front (in fact, without

the tie it is a handsome sport shirt). It's from Van Heusen's 417"
Collection of dress and leisure wear. At all better men’s shops. by VAN HEUSEN

EJ

NEW BOOKS m[ﬂ-
FROM PLAYBOY

THE PERMANENT PLAYBOY An anthology of the 49 most

provocative articles and fiction, the most amusing humor and satire from the first
six years of PLAYBOY, by such outstanding PLAYBOY writers as NELSON ALGREN,
CHARLES BEAUMONT, RAY BRADBURY, ERSKINE CALDWELL, HERBERT GOLD,
JOHN KEATS, JACK KEROUAC, SHEPHERD MEAD, BUDD SCHULBERG, H. ALLEN
SMITH, JOHN STEINBECK, P. G. WODEHOUSE, PHILIP WYLIE and many others. $5

THE PLAYBOY CARTOOH ALBUM The most audacious

collection of cartoons ever compiled. The greatest and funniest cartoons from PLAYBOY's
first half-dozen years, by such great cartoonists as JACK COLE, JACK DAVIS, JOHN
DEMPSEY, JULES FEIFFER, PHIL INTERLANDI, GARDNER REA, ARNOLD ROTH,
SHEL SILVERSTEIN, CLAUDE SMITH, TON SMITS, ERICH SOKOL, AL STINE,
R. TAYLOR, GAHAN WILSON. 650 cartoons in all, more than 60 in full color. $5

Send check or money order to:

PLAYBOY BOOKS « DEPT. 660

232 E. OHIO STREET » CHICAGO 11,

18

ILLINOIS

picture in vears that director John Hus-
ton has really cared about.

RECORDINGS

The Playboy Jazz All-Stars, Vel. 3 (PB 1054)
is probably the most impressive jazz re-
lease ol the year — and to hell with mod-
esty: we mean it. The three-LP set [ea-
tures the wailing of the winners in
PLAYBOY'S third annual Jazz Poll, and
the All-Stars’ All-Stars chosen by the
musicians themselves. Like the preceding
two rLAYBOY packages, it is issued on owm
own label through the cooperation ol
the entire recording industry, and never
belore have so many top jazz musicians
been heard on a single venture. Where
else can vyou find, for example, both the
Kkenton and Basie bands, both the Four
Freshmen and the Hi-Lo's? The frst
track on side one is a funny five-minute
intro by Mort Sahl: the closing track on
side six is Cy Coleman’s performance ol
Playboy's Theme, the music from
Playboy's Penthouse. In between is some
rich and varied jazz — chosen for the
most part by the musicians themselves
specifically  for  praveoy — including
some ol the highlichts of prLAYBOY'S
socko Jazz Festival held in Chicago last
summer. Down Beat called Ella Fitz-
gerald’s Festival perlormance “the most
clectrifying of her career,” and the high
point of that gig — an incredible romp
through How High the Moon — is in this
volume. It is probably the best Ella ever
released on record. To cite a [ew other
standouts: Miles Davis' classic Four, the
Oscar Peterson Trio's bounding The
Golden Striker, Paul Desmond’s touch-
g Swusie, Sonny Rollins' witty Rock-a-
Bye Your Baby with a Dixie Melody, ].
J. Johnson's brisk Hello, Young Lovers.
Coleman Hawkins' Festival version ol
Body and Soul and Frank Sinatra's
moody There’s No You. The three LPs
(thirtv-two tracks in all) are handsomely
boxed with a thirtyv-two-page booklet ol
[ull-color photos. biographies and disc-
ographies on all arusts. The package
awaits vou at vour [avorite record shop
or 1 prompt reply to that check or
money order (S16.50 [or stereo: S13.50
lor mono) vou dispatch to the magazine.
Come swing with us.

.

Two singers at home in bluesville turn
romantic in their latest outings. Billy
Eckstine quivers his vibrato on a dozen
standards on Once More with Feeling (Rou-
lette 25104). Backed by Billy Mav's
studio band. Eckstine slithers through
such tunes as Stormy Weather, Cotlage
for Sale, As Tine Goes By and T hat Old
Black Magmie with characteristic ease.
| here's more vibrato on That Kind of
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Woman (Roulette 52039), Joe Williams’ [ i.ﬁﬂh

current non-Basie LP. Joe delves mto
the likes of Stella by Starlight, It's Easy
to Remember, Why Can’t You Behave
and Louise — nicely framed by Jimmy
Jones' arrangements — and handles most
of the nuances astutely.

.

There's not a crowd-pleasing cliche to
be found in the playing of pianist Bill
Evans, one of the most intense voung
individualists in jazz. Although he has
recorded as a sideman with various
groups., including Miles Davis’ art-for
art's-sake crew, Evans has been cautious

in cutting on his own. Portrait in Jazz: Bill
Evans Trio (Riverside 1162), his third LP
in three years, indicates that self-disci-
pline pays off. Most of the nine-tune tour
covers familiar ground (Come Rain or
GCome Shine, What Is This Thing Called
Love?, Spring Is Here and When I Fall
in Love are included), but a sprightly

Here’s your kind of pen—
broad-shouldered. solid, com-
fortable. Writes free and easy
with an inlaid point that
can take man-sized pressure.

Evans original, Peri's Scope, and an
Evans-Davis  collaboration, Blue n . : -
Green, are investigated, too. And a Ihs- Massive capacity... fills
neyland ditty, Some Day My Prince Will Sheaffer’s exclusive Snorkel

Come, proy iddes some of the most melodic

Pen way. S models, 4 colors,
8 point styles. Sets $14.95
to $35, pens $10 to $25. For
the last word in writing, say

“PFM...Pen For Men.”

moments. Whatever the tune, it comes
up roses when Evans touches 1t. Scott
LaFaro, a superior bassist, and I*aul
Motian, a discreet drummer, are com-
patible cohorts. Like Evans, they're here
L) hl:l'f-.'.

Flla's newest, Hello Love (Verve S-6100),
picks up where Like Someone in Love
(Playboy After Hours, March 1958) lelt
off, a gentle Fitzgeraldian caressing ol
lush love ballads. I'm Through with
Love, Willow Weep for Me, Lost in a
Fog — you know the kind. There's not a
lHaw on either side. Sammy Awards (Decca
DL 78921) is a platterful ol Sammy
Davis, |r., warbling a dozen Oscar nomi-
nations from 1935 (Lovely to Look Alt,
[rom Roberta) through 1954 (The Man
That Got Away, from A Star Is Born).
I hough not one ol the tunes went on to
cop the Oscar, they form a hrst-rate
repertoire  for Sammy, whose belting
and /or soft-light stvle proves just right.
'hough it detracts not one whit lrom
the quality of the LP, Decca continues
to crank out some ol the most garish
cover art our sore eves have seen, and
thev've almost outdone themselves on
this one. No Oscar lor them, either.

Alto saxophonist Paul Desmond — &
Playboy Poll winner again this year —
rarely strays from the ught littde world
of the Dave Brubeck Quartet. But when
he does, he still sounds superb. On his
latest excursion as a leader, Paul Desmond
(Warner Bros. 1356), he’s i the elite

company ol guitarist Jim Hall, bassist ) \ |
Percy Heath and drummer Connie Kay. I n [
A 3

'here's a unity and ~.|:ir£l uncommaon Lo
PEN FOR M EN ni‘ﬁﬂ WwW. A. EHEAFFER PFEN l:n., FORT HMADISOM, 1OWA 5“[![':! Ff.HE.... « MATCO WLCARING RDE
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GET WITH IT, MAN: The neat beat look for 1960!
Lamb Knit has captured it in VERVE-plus. . . the
neatest, coolest collection of sportswear ever to .
make the scene!

NORTH BEACH (Style #220)-Tiger stripe boatneck in manly
colion knit. 2{ sleeves, Sizes: 5, M, L. Choice of Grey, Blue
or Tan stripes. $3.50 at most men's stores.

Lamb Knit Goods Co., Colon, Michigan

UNSINKABLE
FOLDING
_ BOATS

~~__ . (Made in West Germany)

R\ )

The Originator and Leader
in Folding Boats Since 1907

PADDLE + SAIL = MOTOR * WATER S5KI

These versatile boats fold up compactly—fit
easily into the trunk of your car. Stream-
lined, colorful—12-17 footers. K LEPPER
Folding Boats have:

+ Won Four World Championships
% Made Two Atlantic Crossings

Light, sturdy, precision-built framework.
Assembled in minutes. All snap-lock fittings.
Write taday for your free brochure,

KLEPPER BOATS

520 South Michigan Avenue
Chicago 5, lllinois
Phone: WE 9-2729

most record dates. The tunes (there are
just seven, so the soloists can stretch out)
run a gamut rom Greensleeves to Time
After Time. Desmond’s wispy, warm
sound dominates, but Hall frets lus-
trously, and Heath and Kay sustain sup-
port magnificently. Don’t expect [renzy
here, just discipline and devotion.
.

Through the Opera Glass: We yield to
no one in admiration of Giuseppe Verdi,
nor ol Shakespeare, nor of those great
Shakespeare-based Verdi operas, Otello
and Falstaff; but, more’s the pity, Verdi's
early Macbeth (RCA Victor LSC 6147) is
doggedly uninspired. This is a dandy
recording from the technical and per-
lorming standpoints, though: Erich
Leinsdorf wrings every drop from a
turnip of a score; the late Leonard War-
ren 1s a tower of power in the title role,
his superhuman voice coloring the pro-
duction with rich veins of mahogany;
Leonie Rysanek brings a big meaty tone
to the Lady Macbeth music. And the
libretto, despite what some snide com-
mentators have written, does not violate
Shakespeare, considering the necessary
condensation and certain obeisances to
operatic convention (full choruses ol
Witches and Murderers, for example,
and a drinking song for Lady M).
Occasionally, the music will glow with
sudden excitement (the Act 1 Finale;
Macbeth’s Dagger Soliloquy) or thicken
with appropriate and too-infrequent
foreboding (the Act III Cave Scene),
and there are one or two OK arias (Mac-
beth's Pieta, rispetto, onore being the
best, though below Verdian par). Hear-
ing this routine score — which is as primi-
tive as without that
opera’s fiery spontaneity and continuous
gush of melody — one desperately wishes
Verdi had saved this fine Shakespearean
subject unul the last part ol his life,
when he could have made it, as he made
Olello, a masterwork forged plutonically
under extreme pressure out of the igne-

Trovatore but

ous, molten magma of a mature and
battle-scarred talent. Besides lacking

plain old-fashioned Italian tunes and
guts, this operatic Macbeth lacks the
demonic wildness and goose flesh its sub-
ject cries for. In later years, Verdi could
and did unleash “night’s black agents” —
[rom the Otello score, one recalls many
supremely sinister pages: Iago’s Mephis-
Credo, the inlernal tenor-
baritone Pledge duet, the howling dark
majesty of the opening chorus, as well as
brief chilling flashes like Iago's jealousy
warning and the Moor's claiming of
magical properties for the handkerchiel.
No, Macbeth is of historical interest only.

tophelean

The quintet that Miles Davis fronted
i 1956 and 1957 was one of the most
cohesive, coolly-cooking groups he ever
had. Miles and John Coltrane formed a

BRANDY CASK

This handsome white oak brass-
hooped Brandy Cask will really add
class to your drinking. Paraffin lined
to preserve the taste of your finest
liquid refreshments, with an authen-
tic wooden spigot and personalized
brass name plate. It holds a half
gallon. Your complete satisfaction is
guaranteed. Send only $12.50 along
with name to be engraved on brass
plate to:

Bar Boutique

Dept. N9 e Box #3376
Merchandise Mart ® Chicago 54, Il

- II

PLAYBOY PLAYING CARDS

Two top quality plastic coat-
ed decks—red, black—with
the PLAYBOY rabbitin white,

packed in attractive black
and gold box.

$2.50 the set, tax included.

Send check or money order to;

PLAYBOY PRODUCTS, Dept. 128
232 East Ohio St., Chicago 11, lllinois
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llashy front line and the rhythm section
(Red Garland, piano, Paul Chambers,
bass, and Philly Joe Jones, drums) was
uniquely ferocious. On Workin® with the
Miles Davis Quintet (Prestige 7166), that
quintet ranges from a delicate It Never
Entered My Mind to a relaxed In Your
Own Sweet Way (a Dave Brubeck tune)
to an aggressively stated Bird call, Half
Nelson. Except for a Jamalish glide
through Ahmad’s Blues by Garland, this
is top-drawer Davis, which means it’s
miles ahead of most jazz releases.

THEATRE

Anthony Perkins sings, and not badly,
in Greenwillow. This is a quasi-quaintsy
folk fantasy, for which Frank Loesser
has written a nice variety ol ballads
and jaunty ditties (the original-cast al-
bum is available: RCA Victor LS50-
2001). The rest, an arch attempt at Never-
neverland which turns into Dullsville,
should be silence. At the Alvin, 250 West
52nd Street, NYC,, il you care.

.

You can safely cast your ballot for
Gore Vidal's The Best Man — a trenchant,
tough-minded and often boldly comic
expose of what goes on behind the scenes
at a political convention. Especially ex-
citing is the dramatization of the clash of
ideas and ideals between two prominent
candidates for the Presidential nomina-
tion. William Russell (Melvyn Douglas),
a former Secretary of State, is a Stevenson-
ian wit beloved by intellectuals. In pri-
vate life he loves the ladies not wisely
but too many, though in public affairs
he is a man of high moral principle.
Senator Joseph Cantwell (Frank Love-
jov), in contrast, is the somewhat Nixon-
esque family man who invented
Togetherness, but in politics he is an
unscrupulous manipulator who would
rather be forever wrong than not be
President. The race is between these two
symbols of Good and Evil in the body
politic, but the balance ol power lies
with Arthur Hockstader (Lee Tracy), a
former President and a self-styled “hick™
statesman ol the old school, reminiscent
of Truman, who loves a good hght and
roars joylully into battle with a noggin
of bourbon-and-branch-water in his
shaky fist. This 1s a comparatively simple
theme, but Vidal —who, incidentally,
had a senator as grandlather and who
has announced his own candidacy for
the House ol Representatives (Dem.,
N.Y., 29th Dist.) —has a showman's
knack lor keeping the action suspense-
ful. When will Hockstader, who “likes
to see the boys squirm,” pick his choice
for the Presidency? And later: will Rus-
sell, the victim of a vicious smear cam-
paign, sacrifice his principles and indulge

PEISY
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MOUNTAIN HIGH . ..

VALLEY LOW

TRANSISTOR PORTABLE RADIO

World‘s most complete line of Quality Transistor
Radios . . . over 20 models to choose from.

Vacation time i1s here . . . the great outdoors

are beckoning. Soon Mr. and Mrs. America will
be taking to the high roads and byways. When
you plan your vacation and holiday trips plan to
take a quality-built Toshiba transistor radio

... your constant companion for extra pleasure.
There is a Toshiba transistor radio for every
purpose . . . whether aship or ashore . . . from the
world's smallest miniature 6 and 7 transistor
models to the most powerful world-wide 9 . .. |
vou'll discover a Toshiba transistor radio at your
dealer that fits vour ' :
performance demands =1
and budget.

T
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Famous ALFRED SHAHEEN, Honolulu

" Mangie Douglas

f A
T o % i Y
dofy A R

MARGIE'S MAGIC NECKLINE

NOW IN A T}DZGU/ SM

Made of ALFRED SHAHEEN'S fabulous
fabric 50% Cotton, 50% Arnel. Designed
with figure flattering lines and magic neck-

line Black, White, Lemon. [ o5
Pink, Sky-blue, Sizes 8-18 12 posIDNT

MONOGRAMMED WITH 2 INITIALS IN ORIENTAL SCRIPT

MNo exchanges on Monogrammed Goods
Add 4% Sales Tax in California

SEND FOR MARGIE'S NEW FREE FASHION FOLIO

Mail Orders to M{ﬂ Eﬂ“ﬁ&ﬁ

854 So.Roberlson Blvd., Los Angeles, California
($10.00 deposit with all C.0.D’s) P.B.

Build the best STEREQ hi-fi
save 50% with “TI[H7L,’

Stereo Dual
Amplifier-
Preamp HFB1
Kit $69.95

e ST Wired $109.95
“Excellent’” — SATURDAY REVIEW

EICO, 33-00 N. Bivd., L.I.C. I, N.Y. PB-6

Send free catalog of tuners, amplifiers, speaker
systems; free Stereo Hi-Fi Guide: name of
nearest EICO dealer.

275 In The Wast

in a massive retaliation of mud-slinging?
The answer is a surprise ending that
metes out ironic justice and makes [or a
highly gratifying curtain., The Best Man
deserves the best, and gets it from direc-
tor Joseph Anthony and his cast. At
the Morosco, 217 West 45th Street, NYC.

BOOKS

The Kinsey Reports, you may be happy
to hear, have been dramatized, fictional-
1zed, and hopped up into a stinger ol a
novel which, for all its neat contrivances,
is a thoroughly readable and convincing
tale. The title is The
(Simon and Schuster, $4.50), by Irving
Wallace. The subject is— you guessed it —
sex and surveys. In his apologia, Wallace
goes to great lengths to assure us that his
book has nothing whatever to do with
Kinsey or his staff, that all characters are
fictional, that the story is pure invention
and nothing else. We look at an endless
parade of Simmons acrobatics over the
shoulder of Paul Radlord, heir apparent
to Dr. Chapman and dedicated student
of sexual pyrotechnics. Along with the

Chapman Report

crew, he is examining the mores and
[requencies of a group of women in a
plush Los Angeles suburb called The
Briars. There is Naomi Shields, a nympho
who turns out to be an ex-wile of one of
the examiners. There is the plain and
somewhat mousey housewile, Sarah Gold-
smith, ready for her first extramarital af-
fair. There is Teresa Harnish, who likes
to look at football players on the beach —
and hnally tackles one to her shocked
dismay. There is also Kathleen Ballard,
normal as plankton in an ocean of odd-

balls, the girl that Paul naturally yearns ‘

lor and eventually gets. Between times,
we see and hear a goodly number ol sex-
ual histories that make the Kinsey re-
ports seem as mild as a milk shake. It all
adds up to a fast-paced chronicle that
tries to prove that sex without affection
15 No Damn Good. If author Wallace had
spilled over into luridness from his taut
readable style, he would have
wrecked the mood. But he resists, He has
been able to have his cake and eat it —
combining a thoroughly respectable liter-
ary style with a ticklish subject. It's even
money that this will zip up the best-seller
list and stay there for a long visit.

and

The socially-satirical talents of Jules
Feiffer defy description and require no
introduction to rLAysoy readers, so we'll
just mention, for the record, that a new
Feitter collection — The (Mec-
Graw-Hill, $1.50) — has been
Like his first two books (Sick, Sick, Sick
and Passionella), this one is great glom-
ming even when its insight is so precise

Explainers

sprung. |

and telling as to hit traumatically home. |.

Send
for
free brochure!
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DENIM TICKING JACKET Batwing push-up
sleeves, patch pockets, full zipper front.

Black or red stripes on white.
S-M-L-XL %$17.95

BEACHCOMBER PANTS Lace-up front,
crisp topsail fabric. Black, white, red,
navy. 28-36 $13.95

HANDCRAFTED THONG SANDALS Pure
calf on hard rubber soles. Black or natural.
Even sizes 8-11 %8.95

Include 75¢ postage.

Lt

No., C.0.D.'s please,

Rick Byron Originals
368 NORTH RODEO DRIVE, BEVERLY HILLS, CALIF.

6-TRANSISTOR RADIO WITH
RADIOPHONIC SOUND

Only Viscount features both the Good Housekeeping
and National Testing Laboratory Seals, assuring you
of quality and proven performance. Luxury gift box
with earphone and radio in separate genuine Cow-
hide Cases. Colors: red and gold; black and gold.

At your dealer or write lo:

CONSOLIDATED S. M. CORP-RADIO DIV.
1115 Broadway, New York, N, Y.

if You Want to Be Fashion-First ;l':

Sace Plecled Gucluscve Sicsl :

Formal or dress wear,
there I8 nolhing on the ¢n- *
tire American market like

this maEnifleent Schiflli

lace plented shirt of  fine »*
ported fabric. This shirt *
Wils ’ilt"l.l.llq_'-l] on 1the covier

{ Enquire magagine as n *
“*Tashion NArst.'* You ocan *
Fel it only at Lew Magram, *
"Shirtmaker to the Stars,**

White, French culfs. 1314
o 1D neck. 29 to 39
sleeve. 514.95. Pure =ilk

: »

| ¥ I *

satin Continental Tle with 3£

FREE pearl type tLie tack, ¥
£3.50 ppd. Loce Hank 1o

match $1.50,. Send check M

or M.0O. Na C.0.D. *
Member Diners” Club,

Ameriean Express.

Write for froe 1':1l.|lr}1:1_
HLew Magram's Conversa-

tlon Creations  In "la'|1l|'|'l\*

Fashion.*" *
lewmagramx

BI0=Tth Awe.
Dept. UP, M. Y. 19 *

Fl A
et RN Y

Po gop pla Bos e d%n

it YR B



Of course, several of these jewels ol
Jules hrst appeared 1n our pages.

“Looking out of mv window, this glori-
ous fall morning, I knew immediately it
was [all because all the penthouses were
turning brown." Thus begins one chap-
ter of 1]:[:‘..‘|~¢. Douglas’ Never Trust a Naked
Bus Driver (Dutton, $2.50). As in his earlier
book, My Brother Was an Only Child
(Playboy After Hours, June 1959), Doug-
las goes in for peppy chapter heads:
May This House Be Free From Alex-
ander King, for instance, and Jachie
Gleason — Unite! and “Four” Is a Four-
Letter Word. Douglas fondly recalls The
Most Unforgettable Marquis I Ever Met
(De Sade), suggests a couple of kiddie
books (The Golden Book of Sex and
The Wonderful World of Narcotics),
clobbers expensive restaurants like The
Forum of the Twelve Caesars (All You
Can Eat for Two Hundred Dollars),
concocts as before a letter [rom a kid
away at camp (“Dere Mom and Dead
.. . I was wrong about what I said about
my coonseler last year. He 1s not a lagg.
But I am.”) and avers that Patrick Henry
did not say “Give me liberty or give me
death” (what he really said was “I don't
know about the rest of you guys, but
these tight colonial pants are Killing
me!”). Maybe, though, the best thing in
the book is the dedication: “To Barry
and Ella Fitzgerald.”

.

pLAYBOY-contributor Al Morgan has
heretofore clobbered the television 1in-
dustry, Tinseltown and the Pentagon in,
respectively, The Great Man, Cast of
Characters and One Star General. Now,
just at the point where you think Mor-
gan is ready to write himself out of the
country, along comes A Small Success
(Rinehart, $3.75), a bit more benign
than his earlier efforts, but filled with
the incisive, accurate and uncompromis-
ing observations that have typified his
carlier works. Basically, the book is a
fictionalized documentary about the
birth and death of a Broadway play.
You meet Laurie Kane, Hollywood star
whose mind has been fuzzied by booze,
on the comeback trail via the legit stage.
You meet director Kip Davis, who has
several smash hits to his credit as well
as the stage and personal services ol
Eleanor Weaver, the current toast ol
Broadway. Laurie fights the bottle, Kip
fichts to keep the cast in line, and
Eleanor fights pre-opening jitters. Mor-
gan, who boasts a tape-recorder mind
and an Olivett that spits lead, re-cre-
ates the back- and off-stage agonies with
a deadly, objective touch sans judging or
commenting. The author, who has lived
through the same Broadway tensions
himself, has created another portrait to
hang in his gallery ol acid etchings, and
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Hawaiian Playboys challenge
mainlanders -

"Last in
Statehood,

but first in
Bacardihood

| BACARDI |

Last month we reported that Texas was
@inﬂ{{f{;-: the home of the first Bacardi party. Men,
we goofed. The playboys in our fiftieth
PIERTO RICAN RUM state claim they first dreamed up this

_ delightful idea. Hats off to Hawaii!
e S TSRS Y X By now vou must know that a Bacardi
A LAY 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 you get
the idea.

So have yourself a Bacardi Party.
From Waikiki to Cape Cod, a new kind
of party for fun-loving playbovs. Just

© BACARDI IMPORTS, INC., NY. remember—how can you have a Bacardi
Rum, 80 proof Party without Bacardi!

ENJOYABLE ALWAYS AND ALL WAYS

POPLIN

wash and wear
clothing

Poplin puts the emphasis on
flattery. Now in a new
subtle shade of olive, as
- well as natural tan. Crisper,
neater, more wrinkle-proof,
in a new Dacron®
(polyester fiber)
:anm{l:r Cittﬂn blend. 53995

Slightly higher west of the Rockies

At the most respected
stores everywhere.

ﬁ|
Hﬁ?gl . HASPEL BROTHERS, INC.,

1run'aL‘-'I| New Orleans 11, La.
ARG )  New York: 200 Fifth Avenue

¥ *Liw Font trade mark

23



o v e o : X1 NN ﬂ;.-‘.r- p
A ..? g P + and Wy .""" 4
MALOLO® OUTRIGGER terry lined cotton batik jacket with button front. MALOLO® YANKEE ticking stripe cotton jacket with continental collar. Hand
Catalina Cut, shorter trunks with neat front zipper closing. Comes in blue, printed steamboats on pocket and trunks. Malching Catalina Cut front-zip
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( You just can’t own too many!)

MALOLO® CONTINENTAL jacket with natural linen look. Cata-
lina Cut trunks to match. Both with smart red, bronze or
olive printed foulard panels. Jacket $7.95 Trunks $4.95

BUCCANEER cotton knit shirt £4.95. Cotton pabardine deck pants with con- MALOLO® SHIPSHAPE cotton poplin. Jacket with big zipper, $8.95 3.row
tinental pockets, flying fish emblem. White, black, olive or gold $5.95. boxer trunks, £4.95. Embroidered *‘boat in bottle’” emblems. Green, bronze.
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the house the telephone rang, and for-
ever after the pony would stand in his
mind for a messenger, sent to wake and
alarm and ready him for what he had
to do that night.

He picked up the telephone on the
third ring and heard, “Hester, this is
Hester ... this is Hester,” and he knew
that she had been saying it over and
over while the telephone rang.

“Hester Drummond?"” He asked from
habit, an old joke between them. He
knew no other Hester.

“Look, Drew, can you... will you
come over?” Her voice sounded odd,
and he suddenly knew she was speaking
through clenched teeth.

“I can and I will,” he said. “Do you
want to tell me what I'm coming for?"”

Now there was a long silence. He
could hear her breathing, in and out,
quick and shallow, and he waited for
the pony to come galloping toward him
in the dark.

Her words finally came in a shrill,
raw tumble of sound. “Fritz, Fritz,” he
heard her cry, “I've killed him, he’s
lying dead in the yard, so come. Please
come. Please. Please.”

His legs and arms were suddenly
heavy. Fritz Drummond, who had been
his closest friend and Hester's husband,
had now been dead for four months.

“Hess, lie down and take it easy,” he
said. “I'll be there in twenty minutes or
less. Whatever is wrong, I'll make it all
right. I promise.”

The telephone went dead at the other
end, and he was alone in the dark living
room. Childhood images of fear, crow-
footed, batwinged and rateyed, crowded
into his mind, and out of childhood he
summoned a spell to banish them; sud-
denly he was aware that he was holding
his breath and he let it go with a long,
shuddering sigh. He put the receiver
back in the cradle and went into the
bedroom.

Nora slept on her side, one leg drawn
far up under her, and the familiar sight
made him smile. He began to dress,
quickly and skillfully from practice, in
the dark; and because the hours between
midnight and daybreak had always
seemed to belong to him, he felt an old
pleasure well up inside.

Often he had wakened after midnight
and, obeying some unexamined impulse,
had got up and driven through the
dark streets for hours. Once he had
been told that this represented a with-
drawal, perhaps even a sinister attitude
toward life, but he knew this wasn't so.
To drive through the night past the
quiet houses under the late stars, to
know that the world slept while he was
alive and awake, never failed to fill him
to the brim with an enormous tender-
ness for all living, sleeping things.

Dressed, with his shoes in his hands,
he stopped at the bedroom door and

looked back at Nora, who hadn't stirred.
No need to wake her, he thought, for
what can I say? That I love her beyond
my telling but Hester belongs to me in
a way beyond my understanding? That
dead Fritz now lies dead again in Hes-
ter's back yard? And finally, that a pony
has come running through the night
and told me that I must choose between
my wife's right and my girl’s need?

When he turned onto Canberra Road,
from where he had first heard the pony,
he thought and wondered why it made
him sad, that someone would be looking
for the pony, and when they found it,
gentle it and lead it back home. And
from the ragbag of his mind he suddenly
sorted out an old rhyme, unremembered
since kindergarten, and he recited it
aloud to the darkness rushing by.

I had a little pony,

Her name was Dapple-Gray;

I lent her to my buddy

To ride a mile away.

He whipped her, he lashed her,
He drove her through the mire;
I would not lend my pony now
For anybody’s hire.

He was quickly ashamed, aware that
he had unconsciously changed the lady
in the old rhyme to buddy, and had dis-
honored his dead friend. But why, then,
must Hester kill him four months after
his death?

“What now, Fritz?" he said aloud to
his dead friend, who still seemed close
at hand to him, “and where to? As long
as you lived, I could keep the peace. But
now, two women can whistle day or
night and I'll answer, and I see nothing
ahead but rough water.”

The image of the running, frightened
pony flled his mind. He slammed his
foot down hard on the accelerator as he
left Canberra Road for the expressway
across the city to the Lackawanna
suburb where Hester waited for him to
come and bury Fritz forever.

Andrew Garth had the reputation of
being a cautious, prudent man. He had
been known to spend a week shopping
for a pair of shoes, as much as an hour
deciding on a toothbrush. Yet, out of a
multitude of encounters, he had chosen
one man and two women, and once
chosen, he had never faltered in his
devotion.

First, in point of time, was Fritz
Andrew Garth and William Frederick
Drummond III had been friends all
their lives. They were infants, they were
children, they were boys, they were men
and business partners. When Drew had
married Nora Hoffman, Fritz had been
his best man, and Drew had always sup-
posed he would be the same for Fritz.
Instead, he gave the bride away.

“Who else can give her away?” Fritz
demanded. “Who else has she got but
your”

“You're three months older than I

am,” Drew protested, “and I'm not sure
I approve of your marrying Hess. I'll
feel like I'm giving her away to some old
lecher.”

"I gave you Nora,” Fritz said evenly.
“I'll take Hester and call it square.”

He said in jest what could not be
said in earnest. He had had three dates
with Nora Hoffman before he intro-
duced her to Drew on a double date.
The next day Drew had come to him.

“This girl last night, this Nora Hoff-
man,” he said, “what’s the score between
she and thee?”

"A draw so far,” Fritz said, and then
looked directly at Drew. He whistled
softly and said, “I hope you live happily
ever after, and I think I'll go fishing
for the rest of the day,” and got up and
walked out of the office.

Back at work the next day, Fritz' eyes
had revealed nothing. But he had given
what Drew would have fought him for,
and he must not now be cheated. The
day he announced his plans to marry
Hester, Drew went straightaway to her
apartment.

“Do you want to marry Fritz?"” he
asked.

“Well, you needn't scowl so,” Hester
said. “Fritz loves me.”

“Do you love him?"” he asked.

Always she seemed to read his
thoughts. “Fritz won't be cheated,
Drew,” she said. “I'll meet my obliga-
tions."

It was not the answer he had come
for but he knew it was all he would get.
And it seemed natural enough that he
should give her away, for he felt that
she did belong to him. His thoughts
ended there, for he knew that he either
didn’t or mustn’t belong to her.

That had been implicit from their
first meeting. Three years before, when
Nora was carrying the twins, he had sat
in the office, alone. It was early in the
morning, and Connie, the hunchbacked
newsboy, had come in with the paper.
On the way out, Connie had nearly col-
lided with a girl coming in, and she had
drawn back, frightened. Connie had
given her his sad, mocking smile, and
had gone on. The girl remained in the
doorway.

“To see a hunchback, first thing in
the morning, is supposed to be good
luck,” Drew said. “Let’s hope that Con-
nie will bring us both good luck.”

Always he carried in his mind’s eye
what Hester looked like standing in his
doorway that morning, and how she ad-
vanced into the office until she stood
directly in front of him.

"My name is Hester A. Floyd,” she
said, as though he had not spoken. “I
can type eighty words a minute. I can
take shorthand at one hundred and ten
words per minute. I am also versed in
all related forms of office work, such as

(continued on page 30)
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filing, billing and double-entry book-
keeping. Are you in need of a trained,
efficient, industrious and loyal em-
ployee?”

Her expression was a mixture of
timidity and resolution, and he sensed
that she had spent hours phrasing and
rehearsing her speech. And he knew
that she was scared to death and would
never admit it, and very close to tears,
but that no one would ever see them.
And her appearance was startling, ab-
surd and touching.

Her hair was pulled back in a severe
bun which failed in its purpose to make
her look older. There was too much
make-up on her face, and he imme-
diately knew it was her first time and
that there was no one around to tell her
better. The dress she wore neither fitted
nor suited her and was at least three
years out of style. His over-all impres-
sion was of a girl who had grown into
her older sister's clothes, or who had
outfitted herself from a missionary
barrel.

Flustered by her directness, fearful of
hurting her feelings, he said, “How old
are you? Where are you from?” And, on
sudden inspiration, “Have you run away
from home?"”

He remembered that she answered his
questions in order. “I am nineteen years
old. I came here from Worden. My
mother died when I was quite young. I
don’'t know about my father. I never
have known. Will you give me a job?”

The state orphanage was at Worden,
and he understood her clothes. “Then
you've run away from the orphanage?”

She kept her eyes on him. “Yes, sir, I
have,” she said. “But if I have a job by
the time they find me, they won’t make
me go back, now that I'm past eighteen.
Will you give me a job?"

“Honey,” he said, “if there's one
thing the firm of Garth and Drummond
don’t need, it's an employee. There's
hardly enough for Fritz and me to do.”

“Do you know, sir, where I can get a
job?"” she asked. “You're the first person
I've asked, and I must get a job this
morning. They are probably looking
for me now."”

“Now, you look here,” he said, un-
accountably angry with her, “you just
can’t go traipsing around this town, ask-
ing any and every man you see for a job.
Why, hell, there are merr I know who'd
take one look at that dumb face of yours,
and ... " he stopped and glared at her

. "well, they'd give you a job, kid, but
it might not be what you're looking
for.”

Her eyes stayed on him, her expres-
sion didn't change. “I see,” she said
calmly, so calmly that he knew she did
see, which somehow made it worse. “But
I'm not going back to Worden, no
matter what.”

She turned to go, and he stood up, his

hands and face sweating in the cool
morning air. ““Wait a minute,” he said.
She stopped at the door and turned
back.

When three-month-old Fritz was put
in the crib beside him, family legend
had it that he had clutched Fritz' finger
and wouldn’t let go. On his first sight
of Nora, there had been a stallion quick-
ening in his blood, and instant recog-
nition. He glared in anger at this
awful-looking kid, knew that she was
going to walk away, and somewhere
that morning she would find the man
who would listen, would watch and
study and calculate her cool desperation
and would find something for her to do.
So now he made his third choice.

“Fritz will shoot me,” he said, ‘‘but
you can start working for us. If you ask
me why, you're fired on the spot.” He
walked around the desk and took her
by the arm. “And now,” he said, “the
first item on the agenda is to find out
what you look like.”

When Fritz arrived, he was scrubbing
her face in the lavatory. Afterward,
Fritz watched while Drew dictated a
letter to the orphanage which Hester
wildly scribbled down, and he looked
solemnly at Drew while they listened to
the frantic pecking at the typewriter,
and the wastebasket slowly filled with
discarded sheets of paper. The letter was
brief, Drew could have typed it himself
in hfteen minutes, but when she
brought it to him an hour later, he read
it and handed it triumphantly to Fritz.

“There's not a single mistake in it,”
he pointed out.

Fritz nodded gravely. “Not a one,
father,” he agreed. “But we'd better get
in a carload of paper if we expect to
write many letters.”

And still she would not cry or beg.
“But I typed it,” she said, fiercely and
quietly. “I never typed before but I
typed it. I'm smart and I can learn.
You won’t be sorry."

At the end of the day Drew found her
a place to stay and took her down and
enrolled her in night school. When he
gave her her first pay check, he took her
down to a beauty parlor and explained
carefully to the operator just what he
expected from her.

“A million dollars of my money and
a million years of your time will never
make a pretty girl out of her,” he said.
“But she's something even rarer, a
damned handsome kid, so you do the
very best you can with that thought
in mind."

He told Nora about her and kept her
informed. One night, after he had de-
scribed a lecture he had given her on the
proper way to walk, Nora had thrust out
her underlip in the way she had when
she was thoughtful.

“Say now, you're not reading anything
into all this?"” he asked.

It was a long time before she an-
swered. “Playing God is hard work,
Drew,"” was all that she would say.

But when he stood in the anteroom
at Trinity Church, waiting with Hester
for the bridal entrance, he was heavy in
his mind. He had never touched Hester.
Because it would have been too easy, he
thought. Because not only his love but
his honor was engaged with Nora. And
yet, equally vague as it was strong, be-
cause he loved Hester, loved her so
much that giving her to Fritz seemed
too much to ask of him. Which was non-
sense, and to banish such thoughts, he
turned and smiled at Hester and made
a joke of it.

“Hess, you're too sweet to give away,”
he said. “Let’s you and I slip off some-
where and live happily ever after.”

It was the wrong thing to say, or
worse, the right thing said at the wrong
time. For Hester turned on him with
such a look of hurt and anger that he
was shamed and alarmed. The look was
brief, no one else in the room caught it,
but he was glad their summons into the
church came at that moment.

When Fritz and Hester returned from
their ten-day honeymoon, Drew and
Nora visited them, and the next week,
Fritz and Hester returned ‘the visit.
Drew thought on both occasions that the
usually taciturn Fritz was too talkative,
and Hester he could not read at all.
After they had gone he was thoughtful,
and he turned to Nora.

“Do you think Fritz and Hester are
happy?" he asked.

And Nora said, “No, not yet. But they
are going to be. Fritz doesn’t know that,
but I think Hester does. And you just
mind your own business, Mr. G., and let
Hester row her boat all by herself.”

The day after this visit, Drew watched
Fritz ride away from the office at the
day’s end on his beat-up motor scooter.
He stayed behind to finish up some work
and was there a half-hour later when the
telephone rang and Hester's tight, dis-
believing voice told him that twenty-
four days of marriage were all that
Fritz and she would have.

Fritz had stopped off for a quart of
milk and a loaf of bread a mile from
home. He had come down Leslie Road,
steering with one hand and holding the
milk and bread with the other. It was
almost dark, and although he had been
meaning to get the light fixed on the
scooter, he had not done so. As he came
around the long S curve, apparently he
saw the two cars approaching him, as
the man in the first car saw him move
well over to his side of the road.

When the lead car drew near him, the
second car picked up speed and swung
out to pass. This car was driven by a
high school senior, a nice, soft-spoken
boy. He said he saw Fritz, immediately,

(continued on page 94)
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the cars of mercedes-benz are forged from
inspired precision and calculated daring

Mercedes-Benz 300SL Roadster
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I SUSPECT THAT NO ONE MAN in the world has owned
and driven as many individual models of one make
of motorcar as has Mr. Edward Mayer of London.
Mr. Mayer has owned something over one hundred
and twenty automobiles of one make: Mercedes-
Benz. I think Mr. Mayer’s niche in the listings of
such curiosa must be secure. The Nizam of Hydera-
bad, when his holdings of two-and-a-half billion
dollars made him very possibly the richest man in
the world, owned more than fifty Rolls-Royce auto-
mobiles, but he owned them all at one time, and he
did not often drive them. Mr. Mayer has owned his
cars seriatim, and has driven all of them, and vigor-
ously. There have been men who've owned twenty
Bugattis, thirty-one Packards, twenty-six Stutzes, a
double gross of steamers, a scuderia of fifteen Bent-
leys, and so on, but only Mercedes and Mercedes-
Benz cars have, to my limited knowledge, gone over
the hundred mark in the hands of one man. Since
Mercedes cars have always been expensive, Mr.
Mayer obviously had the means to buy one hundred
and twenty of any make. One may wonder why he
chose the make he did.

To drive a Mercedes-Benz 300SL is to find part
of the answer. When this car appeared in 1952 it
stunned discerning motorists all over the world, for
it was obvious that the 300SL, fully developed,
would be as fast as some racing cars and as comfort-
able as most de luxe sedans. So it has turned out:
the present-day 300SL roadster is available with a
gearing that will produce 165 miles an hour; a com-
bination of fairly soft suspension and fat, form-fitted
leather seats makes it remarkably comfortable; and
since the oversteer tendency of the early models has
been corrected, the 300SL is a smooth and simple
car to handle in the ordinary speed ranges. Nat-
urally it has had a profound effect on design all
over the world. 'The Chevrolet Corvette, for example,
a really remarkable automobile in its own right,
found much that was exemplary in the 300SL.

One of the reasons for the enduring fascination of
Mercedes and Mercedes-Benz automobiles has been
the tendency of the company to produce automo-
biles to this Germanic conception: technically ad-
vanced, strongly built, comfortable in a settled, four-
square fashion, and, if possible, in some way better
than anything else in the world.

Another has been the pedigree of the firm, now
Daimler-Benz Aktiengesellschaft. It runs back to
Karl Benz and Gottlieb Daimler, who, if they did
not invent the automobile, certainly did develop it
and did put 1t into practical production. The frst
series-produced car in the world was a Benz “Velo"
of 1893.

Great names, great men, have much to do with
the Drang toward Mercedes-Benz. An intriguing
number of individuals legendary in the wonderful
world of the automobile have had to do with Daim-
ler-Benz: aside from Gottlieb and Paul Daimler and
Karl Benz and Eugen and Richard Benz, there were
Ferdinand Porsche, August Horch, Wilhelm May-
bach, Robert Bosch, each a giant. As for race-drivers,
the list would have to begin with Camille Jenatzy,
end with Stirling Moss, and it would include almost
every great pilote who has lived.

Other automobile manufacturers have built fast
touring cars, or luxurious cars, or economy cars, or
trucks, or racing cars, but not many have built all
five, as Daimler-Benz has, and none with such a
flair: Daimler-Benz built a truck that would do 106
miles an hour fully (continued on page 79)



article By AL MORGAN

“"SHOW ME THE MANNER in which a -

people bury their dead and I shall
measure with mathematical exact-
ness the degree of civilization at-
tained by these people.” The gent
who uttered these ringing lines was
British Prime Minister Gladstone,
and it is a crying shame that we will
never have the benefit of his mathe-
matical measurement of the level of
civilization of a certain city in the
Western portion of the United

States, in the sixth decade of the J&

Twentieth Century.

That city is Hollywood, Califor-
nia, justly famous as a world-wide
symbol of glamor and make-believe,
and now equally famous for another
major industry, the packaging and
peddling of that most unsalable of
all commodities: death.

The mortuary business has be-
come a whopping industry, ranking
just behind the making of motion
pictures and the sale of used cars.
The merchants of death — the plot
salesmen, the tombstone hustlers,

KATZMAN

out hollywood way,
the pitchmen of death

huckster a technicolored,

cinemascopic valhalla

the embalming parlor proprietors —
have turned what once was a quiet,
necessary service and a solemn re-
ligious rite into a streamlined,
klieg-lighted multi-billion-dollar in-
dustry. The hustlers of death, who
have run an embalming school
diploma, six feet of dirt plus the
ethics of a snake-oil salesman into
a bonanza, can give your old corner
undertaker cards and spades in the
business of merchandising his prod-
uct, a product described in unctu-
ous tones in Hollywood radio com-
mercials as “the one purchase we
must all make.”

The facts of death, to even the
casual tourist, are as inescapable as
the facts of life in Hollywood. Bill-
boards on all the major highways
proclaim the virtues of one or an-
other of the mortuary establish-
ments competing for the death
buck.

“We treat every woman like our
sister. Every man like our brother
or son. Female attendants!”

“Funerals on credit. As little as

(continued on page 58)
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DEAN MARTIN
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Four-fifths of the quintet that starred at the Sands while filming Frank Sinatra’s
Ocean’s Eleven: Lawford, Sinatra, Davis, Martin. Moaned the missing Joey Bishop: “The
way they got my name way down on the bottom only tall dogs will know I'm here.”

MEETING AT THE

sinatra and his buddies bust "em up in vegas

THE LOBBY WAS ROILED with cops, cables
and klieg lights. Behind the desk a har-
ried, gray-skinned man perfunctorily
took the calls: “Sands Hotel; sorry, noth-
ing at all. Try us next month.” A few
teet away the fabled casino was smoky-
hot, jangling and thick with humanity.
Outside, a neon blaze took over fer the
dying green-gold wisps of dusk, and
Director Lewis Milestone trained his
camera on the marquee billing Red
Skelton and Danny Thomas in the Copa
Room. A jostling passel of show-wise
tourists was held back by cordons of
police guards trying to explain that Red
and Danny weren't really playing the
Sands, but the sign was vital to a scene
in a Hollywood movie. It hardly mat-
tered that nobody listened, for by now
there were almost no show-biz savants
west of Hoboken who didn't know that
Frank Sinatra’s film, Ocean’s Eleven,
was being shot in Vegas, with Frank's
real-life buddies, as well as himself, in
leading roles: Dean Martin, Sammy
Davis, Jr., Joey Bishop and Peter
Lawford.

What it all amounted to was a Meet-
ing at the Summit, a gathering of the
hard-core members of a very special gang
of Hollywood rebels. Among the quali-
ties that give the group of show-biz folk
who gather around Frank Sinatra its
glamor and romance is the fact that they
not only like to play together, but also
get a giant clout out of working to-
gether. “The Clan,” as they've been
dubbed by others, possess talent, charm,
romance and a devil-may-care noncon-
formity that gives them immense popu-
lar appeal — so much so that today they
sit at the very top of the Hollywood star
system, with Sinatra king of the hill.

The point is not, however, that this
occasion saw five very big names assem-
bled. This has happened before; it hap-
pens frequently on location shootings of
big-budget films. But this particular
group, and this group alone, has co-
hesiveness in work, friendship, fun —
and a wild iconoclasm that millions envy
secretly or even unconsciously — which
makes them, in the public eye, the innest
in-group in the world.

The cryptic title — Ocean’s Eleven —
derived from the quasi-comic efforts of
eleven wartime buddies, corralled by
Danny Ocean (Sinatra) to rob hive Vegas
casinos simultaneously — with military

SUMMII

article By ROBERT LEGARE



Long used to Hollywood stars shining in their bistros, blasé Las Vegans admitted
they had never seen anything like The Big Five in action. Top: the Summiteers
are joined in a vocal soiree by comedian Buddy Lester, and Sammy breaks up the
audience with, “You can get swacked just watching this show.” Above: Dean’s solo
number is interrupted by Bishop and Lawford strolling across stage in their shorts.
Dino, above, right: “Come on, folks, let's chip in and send this boy to camp.”
Right: Sammy breaks into Dean’s act to do impersonation; Dino complains,
“But | thought | was on now.” Below: general pandemonium; the shows were
great fun to watch because the performers were genuinely enjoying themselves.




Above: Dean and Frank wheel out the bottle-bedecked “breakfast” bar and choose a svitable juice while Bishop quips: “Here

they are, folks—Haig and Vague,” then Frank grabs the audience with a chorus of Come Fly with Me. Below: Sinatra talks business
with a friend on the phone while Peter Lawford, Frank’s banker Al Hart and Sammy Davis, Jr., sweat it out in the Sands’ steam
room, a daily ritual that helped them unwind after long hours before movie cameras, loosen up for night of high jinks on stage.




Above: a finger-pointing Joey Bishop suddenly discovers that Summit perform-
ance has turned into birthday celebration in his honor, as Sammy “presents”
Joey with cake, full in the face, in the best Mack Sennett tradition. Despite
assist from the rear by Dean Martin, however, more cake wound up on Sam than
on Joey. Above, right: the tireless Sinatra rehearses a number for TV spectacu-
lar he shot during the Las Vegas stint. Below: backstage, Frank mugs for the
camera of a cute chorine who appears in Sands’ show. On stage, Dean
awarded similarly attired chorus girl to Sinatra, who took her off with him, but
she returned a few moments later, followed by a disgruntled Frank who
grumbled, “Indian giver!” Sinatra beat drum advertising his restaurant, Puc-
cini‘s, and other members of show stood at attention and saluted as their Leader
marched past; other side of drum read, “Only Three Miles from Dino’s.”

precision but no bloodletting. Besides T'he Big
Five in leading roles, Richard Conte, Buddy
Lester, Henry Silva, Clem Harvey, Norman
Fell and Richard Benedict round out the un-
holy eleven. “It's an Ameérican scene,” said

+ director Milestone, “from an American story,

by George Clayton Johnson, an American
writer — but it's also like a Rene Clair comedy,
with a French twisteroo at the end.”

Best of all, the four-week Vegas location
earlier this year had given birth to a bonanza
that even Barnum could not have bought: a
stellar, spectacular nightclub act. When direc-
tor Milestone yelled “Cut and print it” for
the last time each day, his actors scurried
through the steam room and into tuxedos, as
the marquee men clambered up ladders to
post the proper line-up: Sinatra, Martin,
Davis, Lawford, Bishop — as volatile a bundle
of talents as the U.S. show scene has ever
known, or in the Sinatra vernacular: “A gas
of a cast.” All of them had meaty parts in the
picture, worked hard on scripted and directed
roles all day. By show time at the Sands they
were ready for relaxed ad-lib fun. Add the
fact that two of them (Frank and Dean) own
a chunk of the hotel itself, and it becomes
clear why every night at the Sands was like
New Year's Eve. Though they began their
stint on a “Star-light, star-bright, which star
shines tonight?"’ basis (continued on page 43)
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THE POWER OF POSITIVE PARKING

satire By RICHARD CRAVEN and RORY HARRITY

THIS COUNTRY HAS GOT ENOUGH REAL TROUBLES without having to deal
with imaginary ones. We are referring specifically to the so-called
“Parking Problem” which has been getting the big play lately, espe-
cially in the metropolitan newspapers. We have been reading that in
one major city alone over eight million dollars is collected annually on
parking violations, the reason being, of course, that most of the large
cities simply do not have enough legal curb space to accommodate the
driver and his auto. The small car trend and the increased number of
motor scooters on our streets are attributed in part to the Parking
Problem, and the urban driver is supposed to be a hunted man, park-
ing miles from his destination if he can park at all, and paying out
hundreds annually in garage fees and parking tickets.

To read these pieces and hear all the talk that's going around, you'd
think the majority of Americans were forever standing in the violator’s
line at the Court House or the Motor Vehicle Bureau, $15 in one
hand and a parking summons in the other.

The alarming part of it is, they are. The Parking Problem is the
Number One civic headache in America today.

Why this is so, frankly escapes us, because we have proved beyond
a shadow of a doubt that the Parking Problem is a myth. God knows
how it ever got started — probably a Communist scare story. In any
event, it’s spurious, yellow-journaled rot! Emerson said that “an insti-
tution is the lengthened shadow of one man.” Well, in this case it's
two men (the fearless authors of this philippic) and the institution is
to restore a measure of creativeness and sportsmanship to the Nation’s
Curb Cravers. For seven years we have parked our cars conveniently
and, hence, illegally, in the big cities of this country — from San Fran-
cisco to Chicago to New York — and we have never gotten a parking
ticket. We went inside the Parking Problem and did what a genera-
tion of mayors, city planners and traffic experts have so conspicuously
failed at: we solved it. And we believe that a country that spawned
Fulton, Edison and both Wright Brothers can come up with a citizenry
inventive enough to hoodwink a traffic cop. The following is intended
as a guide to parking violations, based on our rich experience in the
field. If you are going to be a Public Offender, be a Successful One.
The right attitude will put your car where you want it and when you
want it there, providing convenience and requiring no monetary out-
put. Somehow you gain more than these, a deep sense of personal
accomplishment.

Garages and parking lots in the conventional sense are out. They
are expensive, usually staffed by the surliest men that can be found,
and certainly unsporting. The prospective Parksman must begin by
realizing that the entire city is his garage, every available incorporated
square foot of it. No place is taboo, no violation too brazen, and the
more outrageous you can manage to be the better, as commonplace
violations are by far the most detectable. Suppose you're in a big
hurry in the downtown area and don't see anything immediately avail-
able except a bus stop. Use it, but use it properly. Most non-Parksmen
ease timidly into the rear of the bus stop, allowing plenty of room for
the bus to reach the curb beyond. All wrong. Pull well forward, mak-
ing it impossible for the approaching bus to do anything but stop in
the middle of the street. This will (1) somehow make it appear that
the bus is at fault, (2) force the bus to act as a blind to Eyes of Blue
across the street, (3) eventually cause a trafhc snarl well to the rear
that will require the attention of all policemen in the area.

The general rule of thumb is to commit the worst possible parking
crime that is open to you at the moment. You see, the mind of the
average policeman has been conditioned much in the manner of
Pavlov's dog. Give him a new situation that his reflexes cannot account
for and it will tend to have a numbing, or stunning, effect. He will
usually wander distractedly away from the scene of a flagrant mis-
demeanor shaking his head and trying to forget about the whole thing.
It's too much, it's crazy, and he doesn’'t want any part of it.

Sheer crust by itself is good; but add (continued on page 72)
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attire By ROBERT L. GREEN

making a smart sartorial splash
Jrom long island to laguna

SEA HERE

Left: the surfside smoker cupping his hands for
a light is decked out in gold and black check
one-size stretch knit trunks, with gleaming
brass buckle in front, by Brentwood, $6. His
helpful, if somewhat distracted, buddy sports a
brown and black vertical-striped nubby-knit cot-
ton pullover, with boat neck, three-quarter-
length sleeves and elasticized bottom, by
Catalina, $6. His matching knit briefs of hori-
zontal stripes have black elasticized side panels
and an inside pocket, by Catalina, $6. Above:
the stretch is the thing. Her chivalrous compan-
ion is garbed in gold and gray horizontal-striped
one-size stretch knit trunks with mid-thigh legs
and brass buckle, by Arrow, $5. Right: the shoal-
water sportsman on the left wears a blazer-
striped ribbed cotton knit beach cardigan, with
a four-button front, three-quarter-length sleeves
and elasticized bottom by Catalina, $7. His
matching trunks, horizontally striped, have
an elastic waistband and rope-tie front, by
Catalina, $6. The other guy is attired in an
olive, black and white bold striped cotton polo
shirt, with an olive knit shawl collar and short
sleeves, by Catalina, $5. His olive one-size
Helenca nylon jacquard-ribbed trunks sport
brass buckle and an inside pocket, by Bugatti, $4.




WHETHER DIGGING CLAMS OR CHICKS THIS SUMMER, you'll want more than a swim suit to make the best on-the-beach
appearance. Sun worshipers, surfboarders or sailors should prepare for their nautical exploits by selecting a versa-
tile, fashionable wardrobe. This year the emphasis is on coordinated tops and trunks; mix them or match them,
but choose them wisely. The old, overdesigned look is gone (remember the matching cabafia set?); in its place are
beachwear items of good-looking stripes, small paisley prints, and conversation prints that are nearer to a whisper
than a shout. For warmth, there’s terry cloth (even terry-lined shorts); for the Continental touch, there are smart
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Right: protection from
both wind and sun is af-
forded by this gent's
quilted cotton print
terry-lined jacket, with
large patch pockets,
oriental sleeves and
wrap-tie front, by Mc-
Gregor, $14; his dark-
green check, trim cotton
trunks have a flap pock-
et, by McGregor, $6.
Below: hooded comfort
when the wind comes
up: a blue and black
striped terry cotton pull-
over, by Bugatti, $6; his
black ribbed acetate
and nylon stretch trunks
are by Jantzen, $5.

tops with the Italian collar, slash pock-
ets and all.

On the swim-suit scene, wool knits —
“out” for almost twenty-five years — are
back in multicolored splendor. And,
unlike their predecessors of the Thirties,
they're fade-proof.

In deciding on the right length of
swim trunks, remember it’s not just your
height that should be considered; it's
the length of your legs as well; in gen-
cral, the shorter the legs, the briefer the
trunks —and vice versa. Suits range
from the American-style bikinis to the
ankle-length knits. The modified bikini
seems to be gaining in acceptance, but
don’t don one unless you can face up
to a three-way mirror. We can do with-
out bikinis for men altogether, though
we dearly love them on the ladies. And
the ankle-length styles, by us, belong in
a 1922 silent film comedy. Between
these extremes, there’s a length for you.
The low-rise and square-leg models are
seen in a slew of styles — from the boxer
to the all-knit. Tailored boxers reflect
the fastidious detail of Continental
slacks, including waistband side tabs
and slashed front pockets. You'll find
some with a special pocket — obvious or
judiciously hidden — for your car or
locker key and small change. If you're
tall and thin, you'll want to check out
the mid-thigh-length square-leg trunks.
The Jamaican length —about a ffteen-
inch inseam — and the shorter Hawaiian
style are winners, too. The newest is the
swim-walker, demonstrating the Ber-
muda influence.

Deck pants (or call them clam diggers,
if you prefer) are a surfside basic, too.
You'll ind them in three groups: belt-
less Continental models with Western
pockets; natural versions with rope belts
and hall top pockets; and a batch of
Alpine styles. They're available for you
in an array of fabrics: duck, denim,
chambray, madras, cotton and all man-
ner of blends —in checks and plaids as
well as solids. Deck pants look best
when worn with a boat-neck or short
cardigan shirt; these shirts, and a marvel-
ous assortment of jackets (including
some with hoods), are plentiful this
season. T'hey're made to match — or con-
trast nicely with — many of the swim
suits and deck pants.
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the continental way with a highly adaptable viand

Austria: Wiener Schnitzel & la Holstein Italy: Veal Cutlets Parmigiana
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food By THOMAS MARIO

VEAL HAS BEEN SYNONYMOUS with sump-
tuous supping ever since the Prodigal
Son sat down to that feast of Fatted
Calf. For veal, of course, is meat from
a calf, and a very young calf at that —
usually no older than three months. In
fact, for cooking purposes, veal and calf
mean the same thing.

When a goodly number of French,
German and Italian chefs migrated to
our shores in the recent past, proudly
carrying their choicest veal recipes with
them, American enthusiasm for cooking
calf began to look up. For it was thanks
to these missionaries that America made
two great discoveries: (1) veal is versa-
tile; (2) veal tastes great. The savor of,
say, veal parmigiana and Wiener Schnit-
zel are only two examples of how good
veal can taste, no matter how widely
separated by homeland and method of
preparation.

But veal has other remarkable attri-
butes that recommend it to the do-it-him-
self gastronome: it can be prepared in
the well-known jiffy, and it provides a
perfect medium for the experimenter
with seasoning.

Should your eye skim down a Con-
tinental menu, you're likely to find ver-
satile veal anywhere from the hors
d'oeuvres to the desserts. It's served as
cutlet, chops, roast and scaloppine, in
sautés, sauces, stews and ragouts. The
Larousse  Gastronomic  Encyclopedia
alone has more than one hundred and
forty-five listings for veal.

As hors d'oeuvres, try an unusual tid-
bit like Italian tunnied veal. Here a cut
of the leg is simmered until tender,
chilled, and then marinated in a piquant
sauce of tunafish, anchovies, lemon
juice and oil to form a combination
that brings instant peace to the stomach
while the first martini is going down.

Veal will beget the mellowest possible
gravies and sauces. When the saucier in

France: Blanquette of Veal
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a fine restaurant starts to make demi-
glaze or basic brown sauce — from which
dozens of other sauces are derived — he'll
use veal bones as the foundation. And
the juices of a veal stew will merrily
marry with cream, stock, brandy, sherry,
red and white wines, vermouth, beer
and almost any conceivable vegetable or
spice.

Mock turtle soup is another surpris-
ing variation of veal —for that rich
brown brew sees not hide nor hair of
the turtle but is made with veal stock
and pieces of calf's head. Meat isn't
often served as a dessert, but cold calf's-
foot jelly, served with port or sherry and
covered with sweet cream, is a grand old
charmer.

Veal is an exception to the rule that
good food takes time to prepare. Con-
sider the speed with which veal scalop-
pine or cutlets can be turned out. Grace
Moore’s reknowned recipe for a chafing
dish of veal sautéed with brandy and
simmered with cream takes all of seven
minutes. And Toscanini's scoring for
veal marsala requires no more time. But
since veal does warm so readily to the
occasion, take care not to overcook it.

Veal can be delicate and subtle, but
it also derives encouragement from (in-
stead of being clobbered by) spicing. It
may be accompanied by vivid garnishes
of tomato and peppers and onions,
crunchy crumb coatings, or hefty serv-
ings of pasta and cheese.

In selecting veal, look for the lightest
possible pink, a sort of faint grayish
pink which indicates that the meat is
young. Since there are always a few
butchers willing to ignore the three-
month upper-age limit to gain a few
extra pounds of flesh, avoid brick-red
veal; this darker hue indicates that the
veal has lost its youth. Such meat will
lack both the sensitive flavor of young
veal and the mature flavor of beef.
After a few surveys of the display case,
you'll be able to spot the ideal color at
a glance.

Although veal is immature meat, it
will still require tenderizing, because it
has many tough connective tissues in it.
Butchers perform this task when they
cut the so-called Italian-style veal cut-
lets. But further tenderizing usually
helps. Slap the slices of meat with the
side of a cleaver, or use a meat mallet
or meat tenderizer.

Now, with an anticipatory appetite
as a passport, let's disregard national
boundaries and examine a group of
Continental veal recipes.

VEAL SCALOPPINE WITH HAM

114 1bs. Italian-style veal cutlets,
sliced thin

salt, pepper, ground sage

flour

14 cup salad oil

8 thin slices prosciutto ham

I, cup dry white wine

I/, cup water

1 teaspoon meat extract

14 teaspoon onion salt

§ tablespoons butter

2 tablespoons minced parsley

Cut veal into eight pieces of equal
size. Pound meat with a metal meat
tenderizer, then sprinkle with salt, pep-
per and sage. Dip each piece in flour,
then pat off excess. Preheat an electric
skillet at 800°. Add the oil, and sauté
the veal until it is brown on one side
only. Remove meat from skillet; on the
browned side of each piece place a slice
of ham and fasten with diagonally in-
serted toothpicks. Return veal to skillet
and sauté the uncooked side until it is
brown. Then turn veal on the ham side,
and let it sauté about one minute more.
Remove meat from skillet, place it on
serving platter or plates and remove
toothpicks. Meat should be ham side up.
Drain fat from skillet, but let the brown
drippings remain. Add the wine, water,
meat extract, onion salt, butter and
parsley. Let the gravy boil about one
minute, then pour it over the meat.

VEAL SCALOPPINE MARSALA

Omit ham in the first recipe. Sub-
stitute dry marsala wine or dry sherry
for white wine. Don’t use sweet marsala.
Complete cooking a$ directed.

VEAL SCALOPPINE WITH MUSHROOMS

Omit ham in the first recipe. Sauté
15 1b. sliced fresh mushrooms in skillet.
Spoon mushrooms over veal before cov-
ering with gravy.

BAKED VEAL CHOPS

4 veal chops, 4 ozs. each
2 large cloves garlic
145 cup French dressing
1 teaspoon imported Dijon mustard
small onion minced
tablespoons butter
cup bread crumbs
tablespoons grated parmesan cheese

salt, pepper

Smash the cloves of garlic and com-
bine with French dressing and mustard,
mixing well. Place the veal chops in this
mixture and marinate for one hour.
While the meat is marinating, sauté the
minced onion in the butter until the
onion turns light yellow. Add the bread
crumbs and cheese to the onion, mixing
well. Sauté one or two minutes. Remove
from fire and set aside. Preheat an elec-
tric skillet at 360°. Remove chops from
the marinade. The oil clinging to the
chops will suffice, so add no fat to the
skillet. Sauté the veal until brown on
both sides. Sprinkle chops with salt and
pepper and place them in a shallow
baking pan or shallow casserole. Spread
the bread-crumb mixture on top of each
chop, then cover them with aluminum
foil. Bake in a slow oven, 325°, for one
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hour or until very tender. Serve with a
prepared sauce such as Escofher Sauce
Diable or Sauce Robert.

WIENER SCHNITZEL A LA HOLSTEIN

4 veal cutlets, 4 ozs. each, sliced thin

salt, pepper

flour

2 eggs beaten with 2 tablespoons cold

water

bread crumbs

salad oil

1 lemon

1 hard-boiled egg chopped fine

4 anchovies

capers

4 eggs

8-0z. can tomato sauce

1 tablespoon butter

Pound the cutlets with a meat tender-
izer, then sprinkle with salt and pep-
per. Dip in flour, then pat off excess. Dip
first in beaten eggs, coating thoroughly,
then in bread crumbs. Pat crumbs well
into cutlets. Chill cutlets for an hour or
so, if possible. The chilling will help
the crumb coating adhere to the meat.
In an electric skillet heated to 300°
pour salad oil to a depth of 14 in. Sauté
the cutlets until deep golden brown on
both sides. Place cutlets on a serving
platter or plate, and keep them warm.
Cut four thin slices of lemon and place
a slice at one end of each cutlet. Squeeze
the balance of the lemon juice over the
cutlets. Sprinkle the lemon with the
chopped hard-boiled egg. On each lemon
slice curl an anchovy around several
capers. Fry four eggs and place one on
each cutlet opposite the lemon. Bring
tomato sauce and butter to a boil, then
pour around the cutlets. Serve balance
of sauce in a sauceboat. (Lemon wedges,
instead of slices, are also popular.)

VEAL CUTLETS PARMIGIANA

4 veal cutlets, 4 ozs. each, sliced thin
salt, pepper
flour
2 eggs beaten with 2 tablespoons cold
water
bread crumbs
salad oil
145 lb. mozzarella cheese, bel paese
cheese or port du salut cheese
8-0z. can tomato sauce
l4 teaspoon oregano
grated parmesan cheese
paprika
Prepare the cutlets as in the recipe for
Wiener Schnitzel, sautéing them only
until light brown on both sides. Then
place them in a greased shallow baking
pan or oven-proof casserole. Slice the
mozzarella cheese; or shred the bel paese
or port du salut cheese. (The mozzarella
will be stringy after cooking; the bel
paese or port du salut will be merely
soft.) Place the cheese over the cutlets.
In a small saucepan combine the tomato
(concluded on page 89)
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MEETING AT THE SUMMIT

(they originally planned to draw straws),
they found that, as Joey Bishop put it
after opening night, they were “having
so much fun nobody wanted to get out
of the show.” Only sad-faced Joey was
guaranteed to appear, but almost any
night the twelve hundred receptive cus-
tomers were likely to catch all five for
the price normally paid for any one of
them (three-dollar minimum). From time
to time there were also unbilled bonuses
the likes of Bob Hope, Milton Berle,
Dan Dailey, Harry James, Red Skelton,
Shirley MacLaine, Danny Thomas, and
the Mexican comic Cantinflas, who was
also on Vegas location with George
Sidney's Pepe (which created such con-
fusion that the crews of the two picture
companies had to wear different-colored
caps for identification).

The Sands shows were of gasping bril-
liance, though not a snippet of them
had been rehearsed. No two perfor-
mances were alike, but each of them
broke the town’s long-standing rule that
no show run more than one hour (to get
the gamblers back into the casinos).
Average running-time at the Sands: one
and a half hours; but on salient occa-
sions — like Joey Bishop's birthday, Sena-
tor Kennedy's visit, or closing night with
Bob Hope kibitzing — the High Pashas
of the Plains spilled their low-comedy
high-jinkery far into the night.

One show started like this: “Who's
starring tonight?” asked the m.c. From
the Bronx-brass larynx of Joey Bishop
off stage came a low-keyed croak: “I
dunno. Dean Martin is drunk; Sammy
Davis hadda go to da temple; Peter
Lawford's out campaigning for his
brother-in-law."

“What's Frank doing?”

There followed a knowing snicker, and
the words: “Just say somebody — some-
body’ll go on.”

Somebody turned out to be Joey
Bishop, a super-relaxed shadow of a man
with no song-and-dance gifts at all, just
a bored look and a rapier tongue that 1s
usually clean and always deadly. “There
is a tendency on a night like this to be
a little nervous,” said Joey opening
night. “Please don't be.”

The stand-up monolog was on. “I
never drank before in my life ull I
worked with these guys. 1 was really
drunk this morning. I was walking
around with a snake in my hand trying
to kill a stick. Dean, he hasn't opened
his mouth — doesn’t want to spill any.

“You see a nice family crowd here in
Las Vegas — middle-aged men walking
along with their daughters. But there's
passion here too. A woman of eighty
walked up to me at the slot machine and
asked: ‘Do you feel hot?” ” Then Joey
admonished his noisy, dinner-show audi-
ence to “please don’t stop eating. If you

(continued from page 37)

like my act, on the way out try my jams
and jellies.”

The well-oiled sardines out front were
patently shaken. Even a waiter dropped
his tray and Joey ad-libbed: “How do
you like that, the chef hit the jackpot!™
Then with a tilt of his funny triangle
face, he bugged his beady eyes, pursed
his lips and swung back into his mono-
log. “Now that I'm working with four
stars 1 got no dressing room. I have to
change with the chorus girls —it's sort
of an honor system,” and only a fast
wink creased the skillful deadpan:
“They're very nice girls though. I just
spoke to one and she said, ‘No.’

“It's all make-believe here in Las
Vegas, including myself —an eleven-
hundred-dollar tuxedo — torn under-
wear. I don’t gamble. I lost money last
night in the stamp machine . . . Sonuva-
gun, I never saw so much wealth in my
life. I dropped a quarter in the lobby,
the bellhop picked it up for me. I hadda
give him a dollar tip.

““Have you seen the marquee? The way
they've got my name way down on the
bottom only tall dogs will know I'm
working here.”

Bishop rarely used blue material, e.g.,
“One night I was shaving and I said to
my wife, ‘Do you mean to sit there and
tell me . . ."” He netted some of his big-
gest chuckles at the expense of his co-
horts. Happily, they loved it, and so did
the audiences. “Finish eating,” Joey told
his guests, “the other guys are sensitive.
Frank Sinatra and Dean Martin are
gonna come out and tell you about some
of the good work the Mafia is doing.”
Dean came on from stage left, Frankie
from stage right, both in dinner jackets.
They stopped, looked at each other ques-
tioningly, shrugged, then exited without
a word. The audience broke up. It was,
like so many of their wildest japes,
purely a sight gag. As they went off, Joey
looked after them, “Sonuvagun,” he said
dryly, “Italian penguins.”

Or all four aces would charge on in
Indian regalia, tomahawks at the ready.

Sinatra: ‘“Summit meeting, Indian
style, with popcorn. Me big chief running
water.”

Dean: ‘““Me no take single drink all
year — just double.”

Joey: “Speak, brave."”

Frank: “Me no brave, me chicken.”

Joey: “Speak, brave chicken.”

Frank: “Must keep it clean. Otherwise
cops come, We get twenty years.”

Sammy: “You call me paleface one
more time, I club you with tomahawk.”

When the laughter subsided, Joey an-
nounced: “Now it is my pleasure to
introduce Contestant Number Two,
Sammy Davis, Jr. I don't know who
staged this show, but I don’t think it
looks right for one Jewish fellow to fol-

low another.” On came Sammy, as Joey
headed for the wings. Before the ap-
plause died down Sammy swung into
She’s Funny That Way. Through an off-
stage mike Dean Martin warned him he
was singing Frank's song: “Don’t sing
any more of The Leader's song.” But
Sammy kept it up, with Joey, off stage,
encouraging him to “Keep singing, Sam;
Dean just fell again.” Sammy struggled
manfully then with the lyrics as Dean'’s
voice again came out of the wings: “ Joey,
where’s the bathroom?” And moments
later: “There's gotta be a way outta this
room. Am I locked in? Whaddaya mean
I need a dime to get out?”

Sammy looked done in as Frank, or
“The Thin Gin" as Dino calls him, came
rattling down a narrow aisle, wearing an
oversized, misbuttoned three-quarter coat
and a baseball cap plugging Ocean’s
Eleven. "Hey,” he said, “how come
you're singing my song? You crazy or
something, singing The Leader’s song?”

But Joey rescued Sam, came on with,
“Frank, it's Sammy’s night. He can sing
any song he wants tonight. Besides, he's
halfway through; let him finish.” Frank
relented and he and Joey, arm in arm,
skipped off stage like Shirley Temple
and Bojangles in The Good Ship Lolly
Pop.

Sammy drove into Hey There and out
of a side door leading from the wings to
the Copa Room popped Dean: “Hey
there, would you hold it down, please?”
Joey (off stage) fired back: “Dean, close
the bathroom door."” He did, and for the
first time we heard from low-comic
Buddy Lester: “Hey, Dean, move over.”
Then Joey and Peter Lawford strolled
nonchalantly across stage in their tux
shirts, jackets, and their undershorts,
carrying neatly-folded pants across their
forearms like waiters’ linen.

The fun was always free-form and
zany, and turn-abouts were common.
Some nights Dean would take a crack at
singing, while Sammy heckled from the
john. Without fail, the Summiteers tried
to break one another up with off-stage
heckling and ad-libs that were often
funnier than the on-stage material.
When they succeeded, which was often,
the audience lapped it up. In fact, the
infectious happiness on stage projected
on the audience with such force that the
scene at the Sands might have seemed to
an outsider a classic demonstration of
hysteria. In such an atmosphere, every
gag, every gesture, every amble across the
stage by a star, had the whole place rock-
ing with wild glee.

Sammy introduced Peter Lawford who
lent the others, avered Davis, a dash of
“dignity.” Sammy asked, “You wanna
dance with me? Do you realize I happen
to be one of the greatest Jewish Mau
Mau dancers?"

“I'm not prejudiced,” said Peter.

(continued on page 97)
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HATS, IN THIS YEAR of Presidential politics, are most often publicized as objects for
PERKY I" THE STnAw throwing into rings, but we thought it only proper that they keep their reputation
for ornamenting ladies” heads as well. With this in mind, we accompanied delecta-
ble Chicagoan Delores Wells as she inspected several summer chapeaus, to see
which would get her straw vote, and to gift her with same. We should have known
better: complacent in the knowledge that pLAayBoy was picking up the tab, Delores
happily bought all the hats she tried on. We couldn’t complain, though, since her
next stop was a private beach where she tanned those areas of her epidermis not tan-
nable at public beaches and posed as Playmate, wearing a hat — and nothing else.
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Never underestimate the power of a woman at a hat shop: with awesome energy, our Delores spent most of a week-
end, in Chicago’s Pompian Shop, exuberantly experimenting to find out which hats would go to her head.




PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

The reason today’s girls will do things
their mothers wouldn't think of doing is
that their mothers didn't think of do-
ing them.

Ios easy to admire a good loser at a strip
poker party.
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O ur Unabashed Dictionary defines neu-
rotic as a person who worries about
things that didn’t happen in the past,
instead of worrying about something
that won't happen in the future, like
normal people.

A girl should use what Mother Nature
gave her before Father Time takes it
away.

Latest word we have from Hollywood
concerns a young producer moving into
lavish new offices who had his interior
decorator on the carpet because she'd
forgotten to include a studio couch.

The gods gave man fire, and he invented
fire engines. They gave him love, and
he invented marriage.

Some men like big girls, others like
little lasses.

Charlie entered the airlines ticket office
in a rush, but did a double-take almost
immediately: the girl behind the ticket
counter was as magnificently endowed
with feminine equipment as any girl he
could ever remember seeing. What's
more, she was clad in a gown whose div-
ing neckline barely observed the boun-
daries of decorum. And to cap matters,
she was evidently unaware of his pres-

ence, for she bent low over notations
she was making. Finally, she looked up
and saw him,
“Oh! What can I do for you, sir?”
she cried gaily, taking a deep breath.
_ Charlie heard his own breath hissing
in his ears, like steam, but tried man-
fully to master the situation. He did,
after all, need two tickets to Pittsburgh.
“—Uh—" he began, distractedl}r,
“give me two pickets to — "

Man's greatest labor-saving device is the
love of a rich woman.

Pitiable is the word for Milton, the
manufacturer. He accumulated millions
making men'’s suits, and lost it all mak-
g one skirt.

As soon as most women have a drink
or two, they start looking for a chaser.

ot

O ur Unabashed Dictionary defines tax-
payers as people who don’t have to pass
a civil service exam in order to work for
the government.

To most modern writers, sex is a novel
idea.

As Mark fixed himself a martini to
carry him through the ordeal of waiting
while Peggy got ready for their date, he
could hear her singing in the shower.

“Sorry I'm so late,” she finally called
out to him, “but I was shopping and
lost track of the time.” Clutching a
large towel about her, she edged into the
room. “Would you like to see me in my
new dress?” she asked.

Mark took appreciative note of her
newly bathed charms straining at the
confines of the barely adequate towel.

“I would like,” he said with a smile,
“nothing better.”

Before you allow yourself to fall in love
with a pair of bright eyes, make sure it's
not just the sun shining through the
back of her head.

Heard any good ones lately? Send your
favorites to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
232 E. Ohio St., Chicago 11, Ill., and
earn an easy $25.00 for each joke used.
In case of duplicates, payment goes to
Jirst received. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“Please, Jerry —not now — not here.”
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four fables of the post-bomb world

By HENRY SLESAR

MCTO R: The employment ad-

visor exchanged his professional calm for
unprofessional exasperation. ‘“There
must be something you can do, Doctor,”
he said, “a man of your educational
background. The war hasn't made sav-
ages out ot all of us. If anything, the de-
sire for teachers has increased a thou-
sand times since A-day."”

Dr. Meigham leaned back in the chair
and sighed. “You don’t understand. I
am not a teacher in the ordinary sense;
there is no longer a demand for the
subject I know best. Yes, people want
knowledge; they want to know how to
deal with this shattered world they in-
herited. They want to know how to be
masons and technicians and construc-
tion men. They want to know how to
put the cities together, and make the
machines work again, and patch up the
radiation burns and the broken bones.
They want to know how to make arti-
ficial limbs for the bomb victims, how
to train the blind to be self-sufficient,
the madmen to reason again, the de-
formed to be presentable once more.
These are the things they wish to be
taught. You know that better than 1.”

“And your specialty, Doctor? You feel
there is no longer a demand?"

Dr. Meigham laughed shortly. “I
don't feel, I know. I've tried to interest
people in it, but they turn away from
me. For twenty-five years, I have trained
my students to develop a perfect mem-
ory. I have published six books, at least
two of which have become standard
textbooks at universities, In the first
year after the armistice, I advertised an
eight-week course and received exactly
one inquiry. But this is my profession;
this 1s what I do. How can I translate
my life’s work into this new world of
horror and death?”

The Employment Advisor chewed his
lip; the question was a challenge. By
the time Dr. Meigham left, he had
found no answer. He watched the bent,
shuffling figure leave the room at the
end of the interview, and felt despair at
his own failure. But that night, rousing
suddenly from a familiar nightmare, he
lay awake in his shelter and thought of
Dr. Meigham again. By morning, he
knew the answer.

A month later, a public notice ap-
peared in the government press, and the
response was instantanéeous.

HUGO MEIGHAM, PH.D.
Announces an Accelerated 8-week Course
"HOW TO FORGET"
Enroliment begins Sept. 9.



uwnn. ‘I'll be honest with

you,"” Durrel said to his client. “If times
were any different, if A-day had never
happened, I could guarantee you a ver-
dict no worse than manslaughter. But
with things as they are — " He dropped
a weary hand on the young man’s shoul-
der. McAllister might have been a statue
for all the response he got.

“So what happens now?” he said bit-
terly. “Do they throw the book at me?”

“Try and understand the way the
court feels,” the lawyer said. “Since the
war, the population has been reduced
by ninety percent. Even worse, the fe-
male-to-male ratio is almost eight hun-
dred to one and not getting any better.”
He arched an eyebrow. “There is no
official statute regarding it, but I can
tell you this —if it was a woman you'd
killed in that brawl, the judgment
wouldn't be nearly so harsh. That's the
way the world is, son. That's what we've
come down to."”

“Then I don't have a chance? I get
the full penalty?”

“That's up to the jury, of course, but
I wanted to warn you in advance. When
you go back into that room, I want you
to be prepared for the worst.”

The door opened, and the square face
of the bailiff appeared. “Jury’s in,
McAllister. Come on."”

The lawyer shook his hand, without
speaking.

The verdict was: guilty of murder in
the first degree. Sentence was an-
nounced immediately by the judge, in
order that no time be wasted in its
execution. The following day, McAllis-
ter, his teeth clenched and his face
blanched, was married in civil ceremony
to his victim’s eighteen wives, giving
him a total of thirty-one.

“EROHANT‘ Swanson came

into the board room, sustaining an
air of executive nonchalance that even
his enemies found admirable. It was com-
mon knowledge that this was the day he
would have to answer for his failure as
President of the United Haberdashery
Corporation. But Swanson was at ease;
even if his opposition knew his attitude
to be a pose, they stirred restlessly at
his casual manner.

The Chairman began the meeting

without fanfare, and called at once for
a report from Sales. They all knew the
contents of the report; it had been cir-
culated privately to each member. In-
stead of listening to the dreary recita-
tion of losses, the board watched the
face of Swanson to see his reaction to
this public accusation of his poor man-
agement.

Finally,
speak.

“Gentlemen,” he said, without a
tremor in his voice, “as we have heard,
haberdashery sales have been crippled
badly since the war. The loss of revenue
has been no surprise to any of us, but
it is not this loss which concerns us to-
day. It is the prediction that sales will
decline even further in the future. Gen-
tlemen, I contest the prognostication of
the Sales Department; it is my conten-
tion that sales will be greater than
ever!”

The board buzzed; at the end of the
long table, someone chuckled dryly.

“I know my prediction sounds hard to
credit,” Swanson said, “and I intend to
give you a full explanation before we
leave this room today. But first, I wish
you to hear a very special report from
a very special man, Professor Ralph
Entwiller of the American Foundation
of Eugenics.”

For the first time, the pale-cheeked
man sitting in the chair of honor beside
the President rose. He nodded to the
assemblage, and began speaking in a
voice almost too low to be heard.

“Mr. Swanson asked me to speak to
you today about the future,” he said
hesitantly. “I know nothing about the
haberdashery business. My feld 1s
eugenics, and my specialty is the study
of radiation biology . . ."

“Would you be more specific?” Swan-
son said.

“Yes, of course. I deal with mutations,
gentlemen, mutations which will soon
become the norm of birth. Already, the
percentage of mutated births is close to
sixty-five, and we believe it will increase
as tume goes by."”

“I don't understand this,” the Chair-
man growled. “What does all this have
to do with us?”

Swanson smiled. ‘““Ah, but a great
deal.” He held the lapel of his jacket,
and surveyed the curious, upturned
faces around the table. “For one thing,
gentlemen, we're going to be selling
twice as many hats.”

it was Swanson's turn to

CH.EF= Mboyna, chieftain of the

Aolori tribe, showed no fear as the long-
boat approached the island. But it was
more than the obligation of his rank
which kept his face impassive; he alone
of his tribesmen had seen white men
before, when he was a child of the village
half a century ago.

As the boat landed, one of the whites,
a scholarly man with a short silver
beard, came toward him, his hand raised
in a gesture of friendship. His speech
was halting, but he spoke in the tongue
of Mboyna's fathers. “We come in
peace,” he said. “We have come a great
distance to find you. I am Morgan, and
these are my companions, Hendricks
and Carew; we are men of science.”

“Then speak!” Mboyna said in a hos-
tile growl, wishing to show no weakness
before his tribe.

“There has been a great war,” Morgan
said, looking uneasily at the warriors
who crowded about their chief. “The
white men beyond the waters have
hurled great lightning at each other.
They have poisoned the air, the sea and
the flesh of men with their weapons.
But it was our belief that there were
outposts in the world which war had
not touched with its deadly fingers.
Your island is one of these, great chief,
and we come to abide with you. But
first, there is one thing we must do, and
we beg your patience.”

From the store of supplies in their
longboat, the white men removed
strange metal boxes with tiny windows.
They advanced hesitatingly toward the
chief and his tribesmen, pointing the
curious devices in their direction. Some
of them cowered, others raised their
spears in warning. “Do not fear,”
Morgan said. “It is only a plaything of
our science. See how they make no
sound as their eyes scan you? But
watch.” The white men pointed the
boxes at themselves, and the devices
began clicking frantically.

“Great magic,” the tribesmen whis-
pered, their faces awed. “Great magic,”
Mboyna repeated reverently, bowing be-
fore the white gods and the proof of their
godhood, the clicking boxes. With def-
erence, they guided the white men to
their village, and after the appropriate
ceremony, they were beheaded, cleaned
and served at the evening meal.

For three days and nights, they cele-
brated their cleverness with dancing and
bright fires; for now, they too were gods.

The little boxes had begun to

click magically for them, also.

Y
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BIER BARO"S (continued from page 33)

$2.85 a week. Nothing down.”

“Spend Holy Week at Forest Lawn.”

“Utter-McKinley — the only funeral home in the entire world located
on internationally famous Hollywood Boulevard, near Vine."”

“Paste this number on your telephone. Service twenty-four hours a day.
One phone call does everything."

“In time of sorrow, understanding and experience are important.”

Full-page ads in newspapers announce the opening of the newest,
flashiest, smartest burial ground. Searchlights poke at the sky and door
prizes (imitation-leather wallets with the name, address and phone num-
ber of the mortuary stamped in gold) are distributed to the first five
hundred visitors. Radio commercials, practicing the soft sell, punctuate
the rock-'n"-roll recordings seventeen hours a day. Ads on the benches at
bus stops along Hollywood Boulevard tell you in detail what to do “when
sorrow comes.” ‘T'he classified phone books have pages of mortuary listings
and a growing listing for “Pet Cemeteries.” (This subsidiary branch of
the industry has become a profitable sideline. A funeral for a run-of-the-
mill pound mongrel starts at a hundred and fifty bucks but can go into
the thousands if you want refinements such as copper-lined caskets, a head-
stone carved in the image of the loved one or a chic plot close to some
canine celebrity in residence in the burial ground. One enterprising
hustler, tapping the parakeet-owning population, has specialized in
funeral services for this species of bird. His most popular item is a gold
urn for the ashes in the shape of the dear departed feathered friend that
retails for a neat $2500.) One mortuary chain, striving for what Madison
Avenue calls the corporate image, has designed all its buildings as replicas
of Mount Vernon, not forgetting, however, to floodlight the palm trees
at night. Another chain has as its identifying logo a clock with no hands.
The hands have been replaced by a swinging pendulum and the legend,
chiseled in the granite over the doorway, “It’s later than you think."”

In a town that worships success in any form, where the ridiculous is
given only a passing glance, the major figures in the mortuary industry
have become solid, respected citizens. You will find them on most civic
betterment committees, receiving honorary degrees from universities and
as guest speakers at local service club meetings. Forest Lawn, for instance,
awards an annual prize at a local university. It is, fittingly enough, called
“The Forest Lawn Award for Creative Writing."”

Occasionally, the two major industries of Hollywood, death and movies,
collaborate. The death of a famous motion picture figure starts a lot of
quiet string-pulling to land the corpse (and the subsequent international
newspaper stories) for one or another of the memorial parks. Some enter-
prising operators, planning ahead, invite motion picture figures to become
members of their board of directors, or guest speakers on special occasions,
with the understanding that, if, and when, they get first refusal on the
remains. In this caste-conscious town, a cemetery with a good share of box-
office names buried beneath its carefully manicured sod has great appeal to
the average customer. Salesmen will frequently mention in their soft sell
how close the Loved One will lie for eternity to a world-famous sex
symbol. Reflected glory has its use in Hollywood, even after death.

One of the major improvements in the whole business of burying the
dead originated in Hollywood. In the jargon of the trade it is called B.N.,
Before Need. Most residents of Hollywood have had at least five respectful
phone calls a month from an understanding, warm, friendly voice sug-
gesting that it is time to think of immortality. “How much better it is,”
intones the voice, “to pick out your final resting place now, while you are
alive. To know where you will spend eternity. To find the kind of sur-
rounding you want and deserve. How reassuring to know, and not worry
about, where you will be buried and how.” This is an excellent source
of income to unemployed actors who made a specialty of playing the
kindly judge or the understanding family physician in the boom days of
B pictures. This successful technique is important to the operators of
Hollywood's cemeteries. By California law, a cemetery pays taxes only on
unsold plots. Once a plot is sold, filled or not, it is taken off the tax rolls.

Another new source of revenue is the Funeral Insurance Plan set up by
the industry. You make regular monthly payments for your own funeral
in a sort of pay-as-you-go death plan.

In tracing the development of this concept of soft-selling death, it is
impossible to ignore the high priest of the industry, Dr. Hubert Eaton, a
bespectacled man of seventy-eight who likes to  (continued on page 90)

attire By BLAKE RUTHERFORD

tHE KNIT SHIRT, once in doubtful taste
for all save such active sports as golf,
tennis or yachting, has suavely moved
into every sphere of casual living. Worn
winningly with slacks, shorts or swim-
wear, the knits —no longer seen only
in the classic polo cut — have really come
into their own this season. Why?

Because the new knits offer a whole
caboodle of fresh style features that com-
bine the tradition and good taste of
yore with the imagination and design of
today. Take a look at collar treatments,
where the wide spread (sometimes with
a full roll) is smart and correct. Also to
be seen are basic polo collars, along
with boat necks, square necks (a varia-
tion of the boat neck), shawl collars, V-
necks, Continental collars with V-plack-
ets in front, cardigans and lacrosses
(originally inspired by a style of British
boating shirt).

Most knits can be worn either inside
or outside of your slacks, but we recom-
mend the former for a trimmer look.
Full-length knitted sleeves can be worn
down or pushed up to your elbow in the
Italian fashion. Bat-wing short sleeves
are great, too, but these look best on
taller chaps. The more familiar and
faithful raglan sleeve should remain
your choice in the shirt you use for
more active sports, since it's designed
for full freedom of movement. Available
in either a flat or ribbed knit, these
shirts incorporate all sorts of action in-
serts —in the sleeves, in vertical side
panels, under the arms and at the sides
— giving plenty of stretch and comfort,
while holding their shape.

Time was when a knit shirt, in order
to feel and look lightweight, had to be
open mesh. No more. Now, through ad-
vanced weaving processes, you can get
your breeziness in knit shirts that run
the gamut from the lushness of solid
velours to terry cloths. Cotton still domi-
nates the scene, but don't ignore the all
Orlon and various cotton synthetics.
Cotton combined with Dacron, Ban-Lon,
Acrilan, etc., is becoming increasingly
worthy of your attention.

The guy on the right owns a good
sampling of what's right in the new
knits. He's donning an Italian heather
tight-knit cotton mesh shirt with tri-
angle insert, side vents and three-button
placket, by Gino Paoli, $14. On his
bureau, from top to bottom, repose a
horizontal-striped cotton knit with la-
crosse neck and string-tie sides, by Bu-
gatty, $4. An Italian wool knit cardigan
with black piping, side buckles, back
collar button, by Prince Igor, $15. A
cotton and Dacron texture-weave beach
pullover with shawl collar, vented
sleeves, waist-level pocket, by Dee, $6.
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“That Marie and her hard sell!”




words & music by QC OLE PORTER

article sysnce ameem delightful, delovely, they take the measure of love

¢
%

THE LIGHTS GO piM. You and your date settle back, and you light a cigarette for her. The pianist begins to
work the ivory, while the drummer fills in with wire brushes; then a girl stands up in the spotlight and
sings: “In the still of the night,/As I gaze from my window ... " Your date turns to look at you, and,
before many more bars have tumbled into sound, hands in the dark begin to reach out for each other;
a romantic haze, a mist of memory bedded with desire, fills the room and settles around the boy and girl.

“Do you love me, as I love you ... ?” :

In a way, the very name Cole Porter has become a symbol of love, with all the glamor, excitement,
poignancy, heartbreak, anguish and wild joy the word connotes. And whenever anyone hears a Cole Porter
song, he is automatically transported, sometimes against his will, back to a scene and a moment that was
once meaningful, and still might be.

At Porter's command, forgotten nights come to memory again; sights, sounds and sensations spring
back into your mind. You remember the time you and a girl leaned on a piano shortly before you were
going overseas and an old Chicago trombonist played Night and Day, softly and breathily, with a beat-up
felt hat stuck over the bell of his horn. You remember a girl who made her date take her home early, so she
could sneak out the back door and wait in the shadows for you, and how she came into your arms humming

So in Love. You remember a button-cute, zippy girl from a Broadway show who jumped up at parties,
tossed her long dark hair and did a belting imitation of Ethel Merman: “You're the top, you're the
Colosseum, /You're the top, you're the Louvre Museum, /You're a melody from a symphony by Strauss,/
You're a Bendel bonnet, /A Shakespeare sonnet,/You're Mickey Mousel”

Certainly there have been other spellbinders and dazzlers in our time — George and Ira Gershwin,

Jerry Kern, Dietz and Schwartz, Vincent Youmans, Dick Rodgers and Larry Hart, Harold Arlen, ]ﬂhnn}'
Mercer, Julie Styne, Jimmy Van Heusen, Sammy Cahn — but the thing about Cole Porter that makes
you sit up is the fact that he is one of the few really top songsmiths to do a special job on both words
and music. On the whole, the music of George Gershwin is probably more inventive and more significant
in the matrix of American composition, but George needed brother Ira to turn each melody into an

unforgettable song. Larry Hart could pen an excruciatingly clever and precise lyric, but needed Dick
Rodgers to make it come to life. No one man has been able to capture the sophistication of love and
laughter as nimbly as Cole Porter, word merchant and tunesmith extraordinary, and everything he
attempted from the very first was cast in what we now recognize as a point of view that 1s his sole property:
an unlikely blending of the starry-eyed and the cynical.

Hardly a week goes by without some musician, in some part of the world, tramping into a recording
studio or standing up in front of an audience and knocking out a Cole Porter song. His tunes have been
cut by practically everybody in the business: singers (both jazz and pop), instrumentalists (both jazz and
otherwise), glee clubs, barbershop quartets and opera singers (both light and grand).

His Broadway shows — Fifty Million Frenchmen, Gay Divorce, Anything Goes, Red, Hot and Blue,
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DuBarry Was a Lady, Panama Hattie,
Silk Stockings, Can-Can, Kiss Me, Kate,
to name but a few — have never been
anything but Cole Porter shows from
start to finish, no matter who produced,
directed, did the book, choreographed,
or starred in them.

Cole Porter has been on the scene for
more than forty years, flinging his music
and lyrics into the air and letting them
hang there, now careless, then tender
and adoring, now bitter and sardonic,
now full of despair and disenchantment,
now loaded with warm smiles and hap-
piness.

He has never had time for the tran-
sient or the second rate or the feeling
that he has to make do with something
until the genuine article comes along.
His best quality is his true, well-nigh
faultless taste, exhibited in one way in
the living room of his former Hollywood
home, which was full of pieces of marble
statuary brought back from his travels,
great clusters of flowers and greenery
and chairs that once belonged to nobil-
ity around the world. Only through
Porter's innate sense of what is correct
could such a room escape the brand of
a Hearstian nightmare. It is, perhaps,
inevitable that his firsthand knowledge
of exotic places and people should turn
up in his songs, as in the seldom heard

Ours,

The white Riviera under the moon,

Ours,

A gondola gliding on a lagoon,

Ours,

A temple serene,

By the green

Arabian sea,
Or maybe you'd rather be
Going ga-ga in Gay Paree!

Porter today is as lithe and trim as a
tennis pro, and his face has a leathery
look, tanned and toughened by the
blazing suns of spas and beaches — sym-
bolic of the international-set life he has
lived — yet 1t 1s of a sensitive construc-
tion that mirrors his alternately whimsi-
cal, brooding, adventurous brain. It is
in some ways a weary and jaded face,
one that has seen an enormous lot, It
makes you think that he might have
meant himself when he wrote

I get no kick from champagne.

Mere alcohol

Doesn’t thrill me at all,

So tell me why should it be true

That I get a kick out of you?

Some get a kick from cocaine.
I'm sure that if

I had even one sniff

It would bore me terrific’lly, too,
Yet I get a kick out of you.

Parties at Cole Porter’s apartment in
the Waldorf-Astoria Towers are always
long remembered. “There 1s a great
charm and gaiety about Cole,” says a

friend, “that nobody else ever seems to
approach.” Porter has even written
songs during the height of a party. Muss
Otis Regrets was one. Porter could eas-
ily have been thinking of one of his own
exuberant, abandoned shindigs when
he wrote
Floating
On a starlit ceiling,
Doting
On the cards I'm dealing,
Gloating
Because I'm feeling

So hap-hap-happy,
I'm slap-happy!

So ring bells, sing songs,
Blow horns, beat gongs . . .
Our love never will die!

How'm I ndin’? I'm ndin’ high!

Cole Porter, it soon becomes clear, is
not just a love song writer who occasion-
ally knocks out a witty lyric; nor is he a
comedy writer who occasionally pens a
touching ballad. Instead, he i1s a master
of both schools. For the worldly sophis-
tication and inventiveness in Porter's
comedy lyrics also contribute to his love
lyrics; the daring and defiance in his
comedy are instrumental in making his
love songs distinctively and romantically
meaningful. From the burnished bulk of
Porter's wise and witty words may be
gleaned something very close to an
encyclopedia of love, for through his
songs he expresses almost every conceiv-
able condition and situation that lovers
can get into or out of, from flirtation to
consummation, from fun to profundity,
from finger-snapping elation to wrist-
slashing depression. Love that has not
yet taken hold:

You'd be so easy to love,

So easy to idolize all others above,

So worth the yearning for,

So swell to keep ev'ry home fire

burning for!

The fruitless fight against falling in love:
I iried so, not to give in . ..
I said to myself, “This affair never
will go so well!”
But why should I try to resist when,
darling, I know so well
I've got you under my skin?

For those who want to fall in love:
Why wait around,
When each age
Has a sage
Who has found
That upon this earth
Love is all that is really worth
Thinking of?

For those who are just falling in love
and mouthing goofy talk to each other:
Please be sweet, my chickadee,
And when I kiss you, just say to me,
“I’s delightful, it’s delicious, it’s
delectable,

It’s delirious, it’s dilemma, it’s de-
limit, it’s deluxe,
It's delovely!”

For those who are tenderly, romantically
in love:
Strange, dear, but true, dear,
When I'm close to you, dear,
The stars fill the sky . . .
So in love with you am I!

For those who are unabashedly, physi-
cally in love:
I love the looks of you, the lure of you,
The sweet of you, the pure of you,
The eyes, the arms, the mouth of you,
The East, West, North and the South

of you.

I'd love to gain complete control of
you,

And handle even the heart and soul
of you . . .

For those whose love is painfully in-
tense:

Just disappear,
I care for you much too much,

And when you're near,
So close to me, dear,

We touch too much!
The thrill when we meet
Is so bittersweet
That, darling, it's getling me down . ..
So on your mark,

Get set,

Get out of town!

For those whose love can conquer any
sort of problem:
Whenever skies
Look gray to me,
And trouble begins to brew . . .
Whenever the winter winds become
too sirong,
I concentrate on you.

When fortune cries,
“Nay, nay!” to me,
And people declare, “You're
through!”
Whenever the blues become my only
song,
I concentrate on you.

For shy, reluctant types, Cole Porter
suggests that love is to be enjoyed:
The most refined lady bugs do it,
When a gentleman calls . . .
Moths in your rugs do it;
What's the use of moth balls?

Locusts in trees do it, bees do it,
Even over-educated fleas do it,
Let’s do it, let’s fall in love!

The pain of parting for those deliriously
in love:
Ev'ry time we say good-bye,
I die a little.
Ev'ry time we say good-bye,
I wonder why a little . . .
Why the gods above me,
Who must be m the know,

(concluded on page 64)
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COLE DDDTED (continued from page 62)

Think so little of me
They allow you to go.

For those who would question the very
nature of love:
What is this thing called love?
This funny thing called love?

Just who can solve its mystery?
Why should it make a fool of me?

If love should die, Porter recommends
that we take it philosophically:
“It was just one of those things,
Just one of those crazy flings,
One of those bells that now and then
rings,
Just one of those things!”

And get over the hurt in a hurry:

It's the wrong time and the wrong
place,

Tho' your face is charming, il's the
wrong face,

It’s not her face, but such a charming
face

That it's all right with me.

You can’t know how happy I am that
we met,

I'm strangely attracted to you,

There’s someone I'm trying so hard
to forget.

Don’t you want to forget someone
too?

Perhaps through commercial love:
Love for sale!
Appetizing young love for sale!

If you want to buy my wares,
Follow me and climb the stairs . . .

He can even comment on the proper
weather conditions for love-making:
It's too darn hot.
It’s too darn hot.
I'd like to sup with my baby tonight,
Refill the cup with my baby tonight,
But I ain’t up to my baby, tonight,
'Cause it's too darn hot.

He describes lave for a aty:
I love Paris in the springtime,
I love Panis in the fall.
I love Paris in the winter when it
drizzles,
I love Paris in the summer when it
sizzles.

Or the awful loneliness of the big city
when your love is unrequited:
Manhattan, I'm up a tree!
The one I've most adored
Is bored
With me.
Manhattan, I'm awfully nice,
Nice people dine with me, and even
twice!

Yet the only one in the world I'm mad
about
Talks of somebody else, and walks out.

With a million neon rainbows burn-
ing below me,

And a million blazing
Taxis rasing

A roar,

Here I sit above the town,

In my pet pailletted gown,

Down in the depths on the ninetieth
floor.

Why, even the janitor’s wife

Has a perfectly good love-life,

And here am I, facing tomorrow,

Alone with my sorrow . . .

Down in the depths on the ninetieth
floor.

Fidelity in love:

If I invite
A boy some night

To dine

On my fine
Finnan haddie,

I just adore
His asking for more,

But my heart belongs to daddy.

Though other dames,
At football games,

May long

For a strong
Undergraddy,

[ never dream
Of making the team

‘Cause my heart belongs to daddy.

A turnabout on the subject of fidelity:

From Milwaukee, Mister Frilz

Often moves me to the Ritz.

Mister Fritz
is full of Schlitz

and full of play,

But I'm always true to you, darlin’,
in my fashion,

Yes, I'm always true to you, darlin’,
in my way.

Mister Harris, plutocrat,

Wants to give my cheek a pat.

If the Harris pat means a Paris hat,
Bébe!

Mais, je suts toujours fidéle, darlin’,
in my fashion,

Oui, fe suis toujours fidéle, darlin’,

in my way.

In his fashion, and in his way, Cole
Porter has left an indelible stamp on
American popular music. As Moss Hart
has said, “It is hard now to remember
the original impact of Cole Porter on
the musical theatre of the middle and
late Nineteen Twenties. He burst upon
that moribund world with the velocity of
a meteor streaking across the sky. His
words and music, had an abandon, a
stunning freshness, a dash and a lyrical
agility that were completely new to our
ears. The verve of Let’s Do It, the brisk
ardor of You Do Something to Me, the
sultry boldness of Love for Sale, the

mordant glow of What Is This Thing
Called Love? seemed to blow the winds
of a graceful and polished world across
the musty musical theatre of those days
and make the majority of songs we had
been singing sound downright provin-
cial. The great ballads — Night and Day,
Easy to Love, I Get a Kick Out of You —
and all the others that were to run riot
down the years were to come later, but
in the late Twenties we were suddenly
aware that a new musical voice of 1m-
mense vigor and freshness was making
itself heard — a forceful talent that was
racy and slashing and bold, but a talent
that had great elegance and a curious
kind of purity. One thing was certain
even then: no one could write a Cole
Porter song but Cole Porter. Each song
had a matchless design and a special
felicity of its own that stamped i1t as
immediately and uniquely his.”

In all, Cole Porter has penned the
words and music to more than five hun-
dred songs that have been heard in a
total of twenty-five musical comedies,
nine Hollywood films and several TV
spectaculars. It is to his credit that he is
the only popular song writer whose lyrics
— those to You're the Top — were used in
a Northwestern University poétry course
as an example of excellence in both
meter and rhyme.

Cole Porter today divides his time
among New York, Hollywood, Paris, Ven-
ice, Jamaica and other far-scattered
points. He never ceases to roam In
search of fresh experiences to distill
into his songs, and he has now reached
that point, which must exasperate him,
where people continually compare each
new song unfavorably with the ones
that went before. This is an endless
chain, of course, for the unfavorably
compared ones are subsequently thought
to be superior to those that follow. Some-
how, Porter manages to remain unhack-
neyed and inventive, youthful and agile
in his imagination. His songs will not
become butdated as long as there are
sophisticated lovers with ears to hear
him and voices to limn his melodies and

lyrics.
Y
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into the late-late horror show came
a dangerous but stacked intruder

fiction By ROBERT SABAROFF

A FEW DAYS AGO, BY MISTAKE, I happened to read a column by a
television critic. He was complaining that most TV shows are
Videotaped now. He missed the “little surprises” that used to crop
up in live broadcasts, the “charming touches of spontaneity.”
Well, we had a few “charming touches of spontaneity” at the
TV station where I worked. Like the time when the senator from
upstate made his speech, stood up, and smashed his head on the
mike boom. Or the night someone printed a dirty word on the
TelePrompTer, and the newscaster read it on the air.

All of this was good clean fun compared to that legendary last
showing of Ding Dong Ghoul.

I used to write the thing. It was one of those tongue-in-cheek
horror shows that were popular a while back. The show was a
mystery to me. It started because the station got stuck” with a
roomful of old Monster movies. They were too abominable to
show by themselves, so we set up a live Monster of Ceremonies
named Heinrich to clown around between film segments and
sort of kid the commercials along. He had a crypt for a set and
we wrote running bits for him that were tied in with the movie.
We played it strictly for laughs. The mystery, as far as I'm con-
cerned, was this — it figures that when you program a Grade Z
movie late at night and feature Heinrich, an absolute mess as an
actor, you expect a fiasco. It wasn’t a fiasco. It was very popular.

And it was shelved. Why did the network cancel a successful
show, you ask? Because Heinrich, the star, quit. That’s why. The
script conference at which he informed us of his plans to vacate
was a script conference to remember.

“You no good louse!” screamed Liz. Liz was the producer of
Ding Dong Ghoul. She was a tall, pneumatic brunette who didn't
look at all like a producer.

“It’s your own fault,” snapped Heinrich. “You wouldn’t give
me a contract when I wanted one, before we got popular.”

“We made you!” yelled Liz. “We built you out of a corpse, like

DING DONG GHOUL

Frankenstein!”

“You've been bleeding me. That's for sure. Ever since this
show got a rating,” he yelled back. “I got a better offer some-
where else and I'm going."”

Liz just stared at him. She turned to me. “I yank this skinny
bit player out of a burlesque house in the slums and look what
he does!” she said. Then her voice got very cold. “Heinrich . . .
I'm going to get you.”

“You better do it fast, boss. I got a train to catch after the
show. You can go look for a new spook.”

Liz suddenly became docile. It was a quick switch and it made
Heinrich nervous. She even smiled. “Gentlemen,” she croaked,
hoarse from yelling, “shall we write our last show? The movie
will be Fountain of Horror.”

I thought out loud. “Fountain , . . birdbath . . . Three Coins
in the Birdbath . .. shower ... bath ... how about if we assume
that vampires hate water? Heinrich can  (continued on page 88)
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poets nvade

tin pan alley
satire By LARRY SIEGEL

CARICATURES BY RAMUS

Ars Poetica Rock

By ARCHIBALD MACLEISH

A rockin’ song's gotta shake and swing
Like everything

Catchy
As German measles and just as scratchy

It's gotta have that big, big Beat
Make me 'n’ my baby rock down the street —

A rockin’ song should be on the ball
Not square, but hip, ya hear, ya all?

So listen, man,
And take careful stock:

A song should not crawl
But rock.

My my oh my, little mamma
My my oh my my my my.

Smoochin’-Fever
By JOHN MASEFIELD

I gotta cut out for my doll again, my doll with the big brown eyes,
And all I ask is a jumpin’ pad with swingin’' gals and guys,
And a Big Beat and a Fabe song and the whole joint a-shakin’,

And a gray mist on her gum-chewin’ face as a little smooch I'm
a-takin’, wheewl|

I gotta see my mamma again, for the call of the teenage tide
Is a wild call and a screamin’ call that shakes you up inside;
And all I ask is a windy day when autumn's leaves are a-turnin’,
So we can smooch to the fresh, clean crackle of textbooks

we're a-burnin’, wheew!

I gotta catch my chick again and make her my swingin' wife.
For the smoochin’ way and the coochin’ way is our way of life;
And all I ask is a merry yip from my teenage pup named Rover,
And a quiet drive in a hot-rod car when the long rock’s over,
Wheew! Wheew!

Oh me oh my, YEAH!



T he Teenage Waste Land The Fire and Ice Rock

By ROBERT FROST
By T. 5. ELIOT

Some say the world will end in fire, rock rock rock,

April baby, why do you treat me so gosh-darn cruel? Some say in ice, wo-wo-wo, baby.
April baby, why do you treat me so gosh-darn cruel? From what I've tasted of desire,
Your shower of rain gives me wriggles in the knees, Pretty mamma, I dig fire.
Man, I need my chick Marie or my love'll freeze. But if the world were a two-time loser,
E pluribus unum, Daddy-o. I think I know hate’s shakin' jeebies,
Aus, bei, mit, nach, So, baby, if I had to choose a
Seit, von, zu, Way to go and lose my b.b.s,
Wo ist meine Fraulein? I would break the ice with youse-a.
Oooh, Kleine, oooh! Oooh, oooh, yeah, yeah, YEAH.

Unreal city, baby, and that cold cold winter dawn.
Unreal city, baby, and that cold cold winter dawn.
In my dirty ears she whispered, “Jug Jug Jug Jug Jug Jug Jug.”
I told her I was with it, that I dug dug dug dug dug dug dug.
Ronzonit sono buoni, bambina.

Na na na na na na na na na na na

Fancy Nancy baby.
So I said to her and she said to me,

Le crayon est sur la table,

Non ou oui?
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME LITTLE DARLIN’
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME LITTLE DARLIN’
HURRY UP PLEASE ITS TIME LITTLE DARLIN’
Make my dreams come true, Ooooh!

chanson innocente to a old houn doggie
by e e cummings

you just a old houn do
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Little Okefenokee Fog At e
By CARL SANDBURG Oun COBES ,
Yo ah
Little Okefenokee fog comes us 4
on solid chick and cat feet. ol dh
It kicks up a rockin' storm Lo doggie
over our first high school dance andiwannahugandsqueezeandsmoochandkissyoutillthecowscomeh
(Man, dig THAT beat), o n

then sits back on swingin' haunches
and cuts out,
chu-wah, chu-wah, chu-wah, baby! e
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LAST YEAR'S LAST PLAYMATE LUTﬂEd out
to be that twelvemonth's favorite. Ellen
Stratton is her name, legal secretary her
vocation, and she enhanced the happy
holiday air of the December 1959
PLAYBOY by posing prettily in the cen-
terfold with a sprig of mistletoe and
little else. Since her appearance here,
Ellen has enjoyed another kind of ex-
posure: she was a TV guest on Playboy's
Penthouse, and made a nuimber of pro-
motional appearances for pLAyBoy be-
sides. But her sudden movement into
the limelight hasn't turned Ellen's head;
she’s still a secretary in the West Coast
law firm where she's worked for the last
three years, and her dream ol someday
being a lady lawyer has come one step
closer with her recent enrollment in
nighttime law courses. Should she reach
her goal, we predict that the courts she
works in will enjoy SRO attendance.
But whether or not she becomes a mod-
ern Portia, Ellen has already been tried
and judged a standout among the coun-
try’s most popular group of girls
PLAYBOY's Playmates.




legal secretary ellen stratton reviews her case
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With Ellen Stration representing you in the courtroom, could a male jury do anything but decide in your favor?
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POWER OF POSITIVE PARKING

just the right so-called “Safety Symbol”
and you've got an unbeatable combina-
tion. A Safety Symbol i1s anything in, on
or about your illegally parked car that
justifies its being there. There are two
main kinds: the first indicates that you
are parked illegally, against your will,
because of mechanical failure, and it
works like so:

The Parksman's job is to portray a
breakdown so sudden and drastic that he
has had to hustle into the first available
space (or double space) so as not to ob-
struct trafhc. Leaving your car at a forty-
five-degree angle to the curb with lighted
emergency railroad flare tied to the rear
is invariably effective, at least for the life
of the flare. Jacking up one wheel is
tricky. Many cops know about this, see
through it immediately. But two jacks on
parallel wheels — or better, on diagonal
wheels — will present a teetering, incom-
prehensible, and totally convincing scene
of chaos to all but the most sophisticated
policemen. Raising the hood is another
chestnut which must be garnished with
care. A garage repair emblem of some
sort is good; better yet, a handy collec-
tion of tangled wires, odd bits of metal,
and sledge-hammered alarm clocks placed
on the engine block. Again mystical to
the average policeman, again convincing.
The breakaway tow chain is an equip-
ment must. In this case a seemingly
stout chain is fastened to your bumper
and to the rear bumper of the nearest
available car — not only had you no in-
tention of parking where you are, but
you have been towed there. Naturally,
this chain disconnects from the “towing
car” under the slightest pressure.

If you are a young, vigorous fellow
with the proper equipment, the immo-
bility gambit can be used frequently,
and is second to none. But what about
the man who is incapable or unwilling
to spend all this time and effort? What's
he supposed to do —stand there with
egg on his face and tickets in his hand
while the auto-athletes are beating the
game? Not a bit of it. Through sheer
guile and cunning the sedentary Parks-
man will be able to park anywhere in a
city, free of charge, and he will do it by
careful, clever use of the second set of
Safety Symbols, i.e., parking illegally
because of special prerogative or justifi-
able circumstances.

Let's begin by realizing that the guy
in blue with the shiny badge who hands
out tickets, beckons imperiously, and
barks at intersections is not some kind
of demoniac mechanical man—he is a
human being. He has his hopes and
fears, his enthusiasms and emotions, just
like the rest of us. The astute and un-
scrupulous Parksman can turn this real-
ization into a series of potent Safety
Symbols. For example, most everyone

(continued from page 39)

has an inborn respect for the Men of
the Cloth, and Medical Men. Is there
any reason to suppose that the police-
man is any different? Of course not. One
Parksman, an actor, safely leaves his car
double parked on busy, midtown streets
by indicating that he is a Medical Man
on a Mission. His device is brilliant in
its simplicity. He drapes a long white
coat over the back of the front seat and
closes the door on his Little Doctor
Danny Stethoscope (available at any
high-type toy shop) so that most of it
dangles prominently on the outside.
Then, since his license plate does not
read “M.D.” he tapes a hastily scrib-
bled note on it saying “Dr. Harley Wil-
lis — Borrowed Car,” and wanders over
to his favorite bar for a Scotch. Once he
actually returned to find a policeman
waiting, dummy stethoscope in hand,
which he had obligingly pried loose
from the door.

“Thank goodness, Officer,” the actor
said, “I thought I'd lost it."” The police-
man then explained where he had found
it, they enjoyed a polite chuckle to-
gether, the actor started his ‘engine,
thanked the policeman again and re-
ceived a courteous, “You're welcome,
Doctor” in return.

Representing yourself as a member of
the clergy is perhaps more difficult, since
it requires a certain amount of taste on
the part of the Parksman. However, a
neatly folded cassock in the back seat, or
a Roman collar discreetly draped over
the rear-view mirror will elicit profound
respect from traffic cops, especially re-
ligious ones. Appropriate accompanying
notes are left to the reader’s discretion,
in the faith of his choice.

Another type of Safety Symbol de-
rives from the well-kknown fact that
many cops are a hell of a lot fonder of
animals than of people. Animals don’t
talk back or hold up drug stores and,
most important, they don’t drive cars.
Leave a note on your windshield saying
that you have taken your little boy to
the doctor’s and the policeman will snarl
and attach a note of his own — but leave
a note saying that you are rushing Rover
to the vet's and he will leave you alone.
“Anybody who doesn’t love dogs is a
rat,” is imbedded somewhere deep in
his subconscious, whereas he can prob-
ably think of a half-dozen kids that
drive him up the wall. In fact, one of
the best and surest Safety Symbols is a
simple printed sign placed on the inside
of the windshield, reading: “A.s.P.C.A.
VOLUNTEER EMERGENCY."” The passing cop
will 1magine helpless creatures in all
sorts of desperate situations: cats in rain-
spouts, puppies in coal chutes, and tired
pelicans on church steeples. He will see
you risking your neck to save these un-
fortunates and shake his head with re-

spect and admiration.

There is a strange camaraderie among
the functionaries of big cities. It cannot
be pinned down, exactly, but it is there.
The Sanitation Worker, high on his
truck, waves to the passing Postman, or
you see an empty Patrol Car standing
outside a firehouse. These men may be
wearing different uniforms, but they are
marching in the same ranks — they are
On The Team.

So is the Parksman.

A powerful set of Safety Symbols is
designed to show the passing policeman
that you are on his side — show him, in
fact, that you are out to get violators of
all sorts as much as he is. Again, large
printed signs are the medium. Since
signs of this sort are never used by off-
cial departments that the cop knows
about, they must be completely unfa-
miliar areas of inspection. Yet they must
be convincing enough so that he will
not bother to check, or meaningless
enough so that he will not know whom
to check with. Such “official” Safety Sym-
bols as PARKING METER REPAIR, LEAKAGE
SQUAD, BUS CLEARANCE SQUAD, TAXI ME-
DALLION INSPECTOR, TRAFFIC SURVEY COUNT,
and WHITE LINE MAINTENANCE, have just
the right tone of sententious vagary, and
should be regularly alternated with other
Safety Symbols. (Warning: don't try to
represent yourself as a fellow cop. Police-
men are a fiercely competitive, backbit-
ing lot, love nothing more than catching
each other.)

‘The last Safety Symbol we're going to
mention is the most risky and daring of
the lot. For this reason, again and again
the seasoned Parksman attempts it, stim-
ulated and fired by the very danger of
the thing he does. He is like a matador
working terribly close to the horns. Its
name: The Famous Athlete Variation,
and its success depends on whether or
not the cop that comes along is a sports
fan. Simply leave a note under the wind-
shield wiper saying something like this:

“Officer — having lunch with Casey,
back in an hour. Mickey Mantle.”

If he is a real fan, he will actually
feel privileged that Mr. Mantle has
parked illegally on his beat, steal the
autograph for his kids and hurry away.
The danger is, of course, that he will
hang around to catch a glimpse of the
famous sports figure, and if you don't
look like Mickey Mantle, this can be
tricky.

A word of caution: don’t overplay
your hand. Safety Symbols are for use,
not misuse. If, for example, you open
your hood, jack up a wheel, tie a rail-
road flare to your bumper, strew medical
equipment all over the front seat and
exhibit a printed sign saying, “SUBWAY
MOTOR MAINTENANCE,” the thing simply
will not go over. The cop will think you
are trying to make a fool of him and he

(concluded on page 101)
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(continued from page 32)

loaded; and a Mercedes-Benz economy
car really s economical. It will run
nicely on furnace oil at ten cents or so
a gallon. (But Uncle Sugar will hit you
if you're caught!) A Mercedes-Benz lux-
ury car is massive with glassy-polished
wood and thick leather, and there may
be four radio speakers in it, one in each
corner, front and rear. Mercedes-Benz
gran turismo cars have been the peers
of anything on the road, from the days
of the fabled SS and SSK cars to the
present. As for racing cars, brutal 1s
the word.

A Benz-powered automobile won an
American race sixty-five years ago, from
Chicago to Waukegan and back, running
ninety-two miles in nine hours and thirty
minutes for a prize of $500, the first of
eighty-four American races, Indianapolis
included, won between 1895 and 1937;
and three Mercedes-Benz 220SE sedans
won the 1960 Monte Carlo Rally. In
both cases the cars were privately en-
tered, not factory-sponsored, but in the
years between these two events the works
competition department has repeatedly
unleashed virtually unbeatable automo-
biles on a regular and predictable cycle:
development and test, competition, re-
tirement from racing, development and
test, and so on. At the moment, the
cycle is in the retirement phase, and
while the best information available
would seem to indicate that no racing is
planned for the immediate future, no
one quite believes it, and if a Mercedes-
Benz gas-turbine racing car were to ap-
pear in the next two or three years, few
among the cognoscenti would profess
surprise. In the infant days of the auto-
mobile, racing constituted the best ad-
vErtisiug; unlike most other manufac-
turers, Daimler-Benz executives have
never abandoned this principle and only
recently modified it. Comparatively
small expenditure for conventional ad-
vertising has been the rule. They have
some reason to think they have been
right, since the company is, in propor-
tion to its invested capital, one of the
great money-makers in the world. Ameri-
can manufacturers returned to the race-
publicity idea a few years ago and found
that it worked very well indeed. They
abandoned it under fear of legislative
interference with the horsepower race,
but there are many indications at the
moment that they would like to go back.

The essence of appeal in race-pub-
licity advertising was best stated by
James Thurber. There is a little Walter
Mitty in every man. Driving, say, a
Volkswagen or a Jeep down to the drug-
store, it is possible to imagine oneself
running into Le Thillois corner in the
French Grand Prix, Hat out in hfth gear
in a Ferrari, 180 miles an hour — but

it's easier if one’s driving a car that can
race or is, at least, related to a racing
car. And it really doesn’t matter whether
one has actually raced or not: the non-
driver may dream of winning a novice
race at Lime Rock, while the competitor
may see himself winning the champion-
ship of the world, everything technically
correct and in glorious Vista-Vision.

To provide the biggest possible clien-
tele with the best possible dream-foun-
dations, Daimler-Benz, many decades
ago, applied intellection to the then-
random sport of motor-racing. The
French G.P. of 1914, run that year on
Bastille Day, offers a clear example. His-
torically, the accepted mode had been
for a manufacturer to make a team of
three or four cars, hire some good driv-
ers, provide mechanics and spare parts
in numbers that seemed by rule of
thumb to be adequate, and hope for the
best. This was the way it was done by
“practical, hard-headed” men. The Ger-
mans, correctly concluding that the prac-
tical, hard-headed men of the world
have nearly always succeeded in lousing
up everything they've touched, from
government to gumdrops, elected to
apply Prussian precision to the problem.

Some three months before July 14, a
crew of Germans appeared at the circuit
near Lyons. There were seven drivers,
seven cars, a squad of mechanics and a
manager. The manager was the one
carrying the whistle. Promptly at five
every morning the whistle sounded.
The drivers proceeded to their cars by
the numbers. The cars were ready be-
cause the whistle had been blown earlier
for the mechanics. The cars dispersed, in
no haphazard fashion, to various points
on the twenty-three-mile course where,
for the next six hours, they attacked
assigned problems: maximum speed in
such-and-such a straightaway, shift point
in this approach, cutoff and braking
point in another, optimum speed in that
bend, und so weiter. At eleven o'clock
the whistle blew again and everybody
formed on the hotel dining room. At
two o'clock, out again, until seven in
the evening. Everything was noted,
evaluated, put on paper, reduced to
formulae. After a few weeks of this, the
party left. In a month it was back again,
for more practice, but with different
cars. They were shorter, they had dif-
ferent gear-ratios, and other, unspecified
things had been done to them. On the
eve of the race, one of the French manu-
facturers, Louis Delage, said that he
considered the odds against the Germans
to be about twenty-five to one. It would
have been a good bet: the Mercedes cars
came in frst, second and third.

The founders of the line, Karl Benz
and Gottlieb Daimler, were not much
enamored of racing, which is hardly
surprising. When they began to be con-

(continued on page 78)

man at his leisure

THE COLONY, in New York, greets
its guests with a stunning cosmopoli-
tan-carnival decor. As soon as you en-
ter the fashionable restaurant, you can
sense its zestful tempo. The Tent
Room, to your left, is a candy-striped
paradise, a festive realm of bar and
tables, vividly gift-wrapped in a can-
opy and wallpaper of bold stripes. Art-
ist LeRoy Neiman, whose painting of
the Tent Room captures its brilliance,
recalls that “loyal Colonists hug the
bar at most hours, many reluctant to
break off conversation with senior bar-
tender Mario. The atmosphere is con-
vivial and inviting; it's a bright pepper-
mintish spot to drink and lunch.” If
it's dinner you're after —a relaxing,
rewarding prelude to an evening in
Manhattan —exit the Tent Room
(after toasting Mario’s art) and slip
through the tall glass door into the
main dining room. The chandeliers and
mirrored walls here lend an incom-
parable glitter to the room, and a casual
glance reveals the presence of custom-
crafted champagne buckets and giant
hand-carved pepper mills — Colony
trademarks., The pace is less vigorous
than in the bright Tent Room, but
warm spirits prevail. The cuisine is su-
perior and the superb wine and liqueur
list will gratify the most exacting taste.
The hors d'oeuvre selection includes
Paté Maison, Poire Avocado Colony,
Imported Fresh Caviar de Beluga and
Foie Gras de Strasbourg. The Potage
assortment includes a splendid Scotch
Broth au Barley and La Soupe a 1'Oi-
gnon Gratinée. Among the entrees are
such Spécialités de la Maison as Sole
Anglaise Paiva, Cote de Veau Aplatie
and Poulet Grille Diable. The Broccolis
Hollandaise or the Carottes Vichy are
ideal complements, as is the Romaine
Salade. Colony desserts are lovely to
look at and delightful to consume;
cases in point are the Beignets Soufflés
with Sauce Sabayon, the Poire Sicil-
ienne or the artistically formed Petits
Fours. The service — from that initial
pre-prandial cocktail to the final mel-
low liqueur —is unobtrusive and in-
imitably efficient. The waiters and
captains are wholly in command, subtle
in motion and knowledgeable in culi-
nary conference preparatory to selecting
one’s repast. In Tent Room gaiety or
dining room splendor, the Colony is a
judicious blend of elegance, comfort,
fun and sophistication.
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Ribald Classic

A new transcription
from the folklore
of Old Spain

THE BILUEK SCEPTRE

ONCE THERE WAS A KING who vowed he
would marry none but the cleverest
woman in the realm. He looked far and
wide and found none so wise and had
all but given up when he saw a beauti-
ful girl watering flowers on a balcony.
He drew rein on his horse and said:

“Let the beautiful lady who waters

the rose
Say how many petals it has, if she
knows.”

The girl, whose name was Mariquilla,
not to be bested by a man even though
he be the king, replied:

“Wielder of pen and writer with

ink,
How many stars in the sky, do you
think?”

That night the king thought about
Mariquilla and knew that life would be
empty without her, but he saw that she
would not have him, king or not, unless
he could get the better of her. The next
day, therefore, he dressed as an old
woman out to sell lace and he knocked
at her door. Mariquilla let him in and
fell in love with the finest piece of lace
he had. “What is it worth?" she asked.

Said the disguised king: “I will not
sell 1t for gold, but because you are so
sweet, my dear, you may have it for a
kiss."” And Mariquilla, seeing no harm in
kissing the cheek of an old woman,

kissed the king and took the lace.

The next day when he rode by, the
king looked up at Mariquilla on her bal-
cony and spelled her a different riddle:

“What, lady fair, of the lace-seller’s

Riss?
Was it unpleasant, or was it like
bliss?”

Mariquilla, realizing all, blushed and
ran from the balcony and into the house
and did not come out again no matter
how many times the king rode by. At
length he was reported ill and within
the week it was proclaimed that all the
local physicians had failed to cure him
and that he needed the attentions of
foreign doctors. Mariquilla dressed as a
Greek physician and went to the palace
to offer her services. When she was clos-
eted with the king in his bedroom, she
made him undress and she gave him a
very thorough examination as a good
doctor should. She soon perceived what
the royal ailment was, and she said:

“Sire, are you not sick with longing
for some damsel hereabouts?"

“I am,” said the monarch. “I am in
love with a damsel who waters roses on a
balcony not far from here. Is there no
remedy for my trouble?”

Mariquilla told him that there was.
And with blue dye she painted the royal
sceptre — among commoners it has less

noble names — and promised him com-
plete cure from this treatment if he
would add to it exercise and mild food.

The very next day the king felt able
to ride forth, and as usual he took the
road past Mariquilla’s balcony. There
he saw her watering her flowers. He
spoke first, repeating an earlier question:

“What, lady fair, of the lace-seller’s

kiss?
Was it unpleasant, or was it like
bliss?”

Mariquilla said:

“The king has a crown; a sceptre,

too.
One is bright gold, and the other
bright blue.”

The king then knew that he had found
the cleverest girl in the realm, but so
that she would not think that he had
been entirely stupid, he told her to read
what was inscribed inside the bracelet
he then gave her. Mariquilla read:

“A doctor so clever and bold has no

choice |
But to marry her patient and
silence his voice.”

In that very moment an understand-
ing was reached, and the king and Mari-
quilla were wed and lived happily ever
after.

— Transcribed by J. A. Gato



“We decided to skip the talent routine this year and
concentrate on the fundamentals.”
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cerned with automobiles, the problem
was not how fast they'd go, but rather,
if they would go at all. To achieve six
city blocks without a breakdown was an
occasion that called for sending some-
body to the cellar for a bottle of the
good stuff. After all, Karl Benz had built
his first automobile without ever having
secen one. A moment's thought is re-
quired for appreciation of this fact. It's
as if you were to undertake the con-
struction of a bathysphere. The bathy-
sphere might be easier. You may have
seen pictures and technical descriptions
of bathyspheres, while it's unlikely that
Benz had been similarly informed re-
garding the work of men who had pre-
ceded him, Siegfried Marcus' 1877 car,
for example. Nevertheless, the 1885 Benz
car was so sound in concept that it laid
down the pattern that would be fol-
lowed in many millions of motorcars: it
had a water-cooled engine, electrical
ignition, a differential on the rear
wheels. In the same year, Gottlieb Daim-
ler, working independently, produced
his first engine, a one-cylinder model.

Messrs. Daimler and Benz were in-
ventors and manufacturers, but Mer-
cedes was a lady: Mercedes Jellinek,
She was the daughter of Emile Jellinek,
a wealthy man who was the son of a
Hungarian rabbi. Jellinek was Austro-
Hungarian consul in Nice in 1900 and,
in common with most monied men of
the day, an amateur motorist. He was
interested in Daimler cars, then being
built at Cannstatt, and he persuaded
Wilhelm Maybach, Daimler's chief en-
gineer, later famous for the Maybach
engines which powered World War I
Zeppelins, to design a fast sporting car,
He had already bought and sold thirty-
tour Daimlers, and if the new one were
made he would undertake to buy thirty-
six —an enormous order for the day.
There were two other conditions: he
wanted exclusive rights for France,
Austro-Hungary, Belgium and America,
and he wanted the car named for his
daughter, Mercedes. It was done. In
point of fact, until 1920, the Mercedes
car carried the two accents (Mercédes)
used in her name. Jellinek may have
had a practical purpose in asking for
the name change: Daimler had a Teu-
tonic ring to French ears, and the War
of 1870 was still remembered. He was
much devoted to his daughter, so much
so that when he raced, he used her name
as a nomme de course, and later in life
he changed his legal surname to Jellinek-
Mercedes. Jellinek made a great deal of
money out of the Mercedes company,
although he was of course no longer
concerned with it when the merger with
Benz came in 1926,

The car Jellinek brought into being
was another monument of an auto-

(continued from page 74)

mobile. It revolutionized the concept of
the “horseless carriage.” It had a
pressed-steel frame, a honeycomb radi-
ator, mechanical valves, a variable-speed
engine (most previous engines ran at
one constant speed) and a “gate” or
“H"” gearbox instead of the standard
“progressive” box in which first could
not be reached from fourth without go-
ing through third and second. The 1885
Benz car had stated the form of the
automobile, and the 1901 Jellinek-May-
bach-Daimler car confirmed and refined
it. The design features of the car were
copied far and wide. It was the best
automobile in the world in 1901, the
first of what David Scott-Moncrieff, a
Briton who is a world authority on the
make, has called four Mercedes “world-
beaters,” the other three being the
chain-driven 90-horsepower cars, the SSK
and the 300SL.

The 90-horsepower car was introduced
in 1913 and the chassis price was $5750
in Europe. It ran a big, slow-turning
engine (1350 revolutions per minute at
85 mph). It was chain-driven. The 90-
horsepower car set new standards for
acceleration, ease of handling and longey-
ity, and it remained until the begin-
ning of the First World War one of the
most desirable motorcars on the market,
It had been designed to accept any kind
of body, and in consequence was seen in
every form, from open two-seater to
limousine.

The Daimler and Benz and Mercedes
cars of the pre-Kaiser War era were
splendid motor-carriages, no doubt, and
to have seen them running wild in races
along the rutted pikes of the day, their
thick-necked, ox-legged drivers fighting
the brutal steering gear, navigating
through the dust clouds by watching the
treetops bordering the road, must have
made a sight to stir the soul. (Some-
times, to be sure, the trees ran straight
when the road curved, but this was held
to be a normal hazard.) Their drivers
were swashbucklers who now and then re-
freshed themselves by upending a pint
of red champagne during a pit stop
without fear that some busybody would
turn them in for it, and they built per-
sonal attachments for their cars that are
rare today. The great Camille Jenatzy,
a hawk-beaked, red-headed wild man,
insisted that he would die in a Mercedes,
and maintained it even after he'd retired
from racing. He came to his end as the
result of a hunting accident. In extremis,
he was rushed to a hospital by auto-
mobile, but expired en route. The car,
sure enough, was a Mercedes.

These Edwardian giants are so remote
from us in time, however, that few can
remember them, and the tangible legend
of the Mercedes-Benz really begins in the
late 1920s with the coming of the SS and

SSK models. Really one must approach
the legends of the S cars with careful
coldness, because hysteria is contagious,
and hysteria is not too strong a word to
use in assaying the values placed on
them by owners and authorities both at
the time they were built and currently.

T'o go into the intricacies of pedigree
complicated by German nomenclature
would result in everyone's falling off the
sled here in the first turn, so we'll say
only that the SS (Super Sport) was
called the 38/250 SS and was preceded
by the 33/180 K and the 36/220 S. The
SS made the scene first in the Irish
Tourist Trophy race of 1929 and was
shown at the Motor Show in London
the same year. Driven in the T.T.
by Rudolf Caracciola, the greatest
Mercedes-Benz team-driver of his time,
the car beat three of the best British
contemporaries, 414-liter supercharged
Bentleys. With four-passenger open
bodywork the car was about 16 feet in
length overall and it would do about
115 miles an hour. The six-cylinder en-
gine was big—7 liters, or 420 cubic
inches — and was equipped with a super-
charger. This supercharger, which also
appeared on the 36/220 S cars, was the
foundation of many weird and wonderful
Mercedes-Benz legends. It was a Roots-
type, named for a couple of Cornersville,
Indiana, boys who invented it in 1866 as
a pump, and it ran only on demand.
Most superchargers, or blowers, are per-
manently geared to the engine they
serve. The Mercedes type was not. It
came in only when the accelerator pedal
was pushed through a stop. For technical
reasons it had then to blow through the
carburetor, rather than suck from it, and
the din of the air-column blasting
through the carburetor’s inner mysteries
was startling and siren-like. People
who've never driven a blown Mercedes
are likely to rant on about the explosive
acceleration it produced, its appalling
effect on the fellow you were passing,
and so on. It was not all that violent,
and a well-driven SS would go from 0
to 60 mph in about eighteen seconds,
fast for its day, to be sure, but a 220SE
Mercedes-Benz of 1960, a touring car
pure and simple, will do it in 12.2. The
SS blower was a “sprint” type, which
meant that it was to be used for from
ten to twenty seconds at a time only,
and not while running fast, and only
with a fifty-fifty mixture of gasoline and
benzol in the tank.

The S cars were lean and mean-look-
ing. They were long and narrow. On
many models the distance from radiator
to windshield equaled that from wind-
shield to spare tire. To a degree that
perhaps no other motorcar ever has, they
exuded virility. They handled very well
indeed, despite their awesome length.
The driver was placed well aft, where

(continued on page 85 )



satire

SEX: ITS ORIGIN
& APPLICATION

an informative lecture by
professor wrwin corey,
the world’s foremost authority

PROFESSOR IRWIN COREY, the most distinguished obscurantist
ol our time, has been called many things, including the
following by kenneth I'ynan: “A cultural clown, a parody
of literacy, a travesty ol all that our civilization holds dear,
and one of the funniest grotesques in America. He is Chap-
lin's tramp with a college education.” Corev has been in
nightclub, theatre and television residence as “the world’s
foremost authority™ since 1943, dispensing oratory on the
Periclean permmeter and conducting seminars on contems-
porary calamities, convulsing the country with his trade-
marks — authoritatively-bellowed sophistry and  shabby
earb, enlivened by an incredibly mobile face. He has
brightened night spots (once spent filty-hve weeks at New
York's Blue Angel), Broadway (New Faces of 1943, Fla-
hooley, Happy as Larry, Myrs. McThing) and 1V (the
Steve Allen and Jack Paar shows, Playboy's Penthouse,
Sergeant Bilko). In the accompanving lecture, the good
- prolessor once again demonstrates his knack ol getung to
: the heart of all that matters, on a subject that matters to all.
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“Scientists tell us there are
two great life urges: sex and . .

“Most people think that
. . I forget the other one.” sex developed gradually.” “No, no, no, NO!”




g,

g 5l

“Sex .-’u:-'grm with «a e’mug.’” “It started in 473 B.C. — £ when a young Roman
on 1T uesday, .-fj.u‘h" Lf SR named Sextus Corey
“Hark! I think I hear “Ah. there you are, “Must vou —

one now.”’ you little rascal!” in front of all these people?”




. discovered that by SHAYCEREERE “Wihach naturally brings
rubbing the pollen of (wo us to the amoeba.”
flowers m;_:r‘ffsﬂ, he golL — v

“Egad! He's tearing off a piece
“Stop a minute — of Mhimself! He's splitting right
I'm talking to you!” down the nmaddle. The result —" “— two amoebas!”
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—and I seldom refuse.” “Withal, there is something
to be said for chastity — "

i

“I have often been asked —”

Q.: “Can you recommend any books
on sex education for children?”

AND NOW, THE PROFESSOR WILL ANSWER
SOME QUESTIONS FROM THE AUDIENCE.
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A.: “Yes, indeed. ‘The Sexual
Urge from Six to Ten’ and ‘T he
80 Sexual Urge from Ten to Midmight. ™



“—if used sparingly.” “So let us enjoy the Sex Act —" “— before Congress
repeals it.”

Q.: “Do you think that there should
be sex before the wedding?” Q.: “What about sexual posttions?

T

PHOTOGRAPHY BY IDA BERMAN

A.: “No — A.: “Sorry —no positions available at this time.
not if it delays the ceremony.” All jobs filled.”
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% (continued from page 46)

sauce and oregano. Bring to a boil, and
pour over the cutlets. Sprinkle the cut-
lets heavily with grated parmesan cheese,
then with paprika and salad oil. Bake in
a moderate oven, 3507, twenty to twenty-
five minutes or until parmesan cheese
turns brown.

BLANQUETTE OF VEAL

(Blanquette of veal is a classic French
stew. In the traditional recipe the veal
is merely boiled until tender. In other
French kitchens, however, and in this
recipe, the veal is sautéed before it's
simmered. During the sautéing the juices
that collect in the pot give the blan-
quette its rich silken favor.)

2 1bs. boneless shoulder of veal cut
into l-in. cubes
ablespoons butter
tablespoons flour
I_'Illil'l'[ walter
envelopes instant chicken houillon
14 teaspoon prepared chopped bou-

quet garni
salt, white pepper
I 1b. fresh button mushrooms
3 medium-size carrots, cut diagonally

into 14-in.-thick slices
8-0z. can small boiled onions, drained
2 tablespoons minced parsley

Co = 2 MO

2 eoo volks beaten

I cup light sweet cream

In a deep stew pot or Dutch oven melt
the butter over a slow Hame. Add the
meat. Sauté slowly, stirring [requently,
keeping the pot covered, until meat
loses red color. Do not brown meat. Stir
in the flour. Add water and chicken
bouillon. Add the bouquet garni, 14
teaspoon salt and 14 teaspoon white
pepper. Bring liquid to a boil. Reduce
flame and simmer until veal is almost
tender, about 1 to 114 hours. Add the
mushrooms and carrots. Cook untl car-
rots and meat are tender. Add the
onions and parsley. In a small bowl
combine ege volks and cream, beating
well. To the egg-volk mixture add
slowly about 14 cup hot gravy, stirring
well. Slowly pour this egg-volk—gravy
mixture into the pot, stirring constantly.
Heat slowly, stull strring constantly,
about two or three minutes longer. Do
not permit the gravy to boil, or it will
curdle. Remove [rom Hame and add salt
and pepper to taste. If stew must be re-
heated, use a double boiler.

VEAL CAKES WITH WHITE WINE

1 1Ib. boneless shoulder of veal
2 14-in.-thick slices stale French bread
Y

4 cup dry white wine

1 small onion

14 green pepper

I teaspoon salt

14 teaspoon pepper

L4 teaspoon ground sage

1 beaten egg

flour

3 tablespoons salad oil

1034-0z. can beel-flavor

aravy

8-0z. can tomato sauce

14 teaspoon Worcestershire sauce

I cup water

Soak the bread in the wine until wine
is absorbed. Put the veal. bread, onion
and green pepper through a meat
grinder twice, using the fine blade. Com-
bine the ground meat with the salt, pep-
per, sage and egg. Mix well. Shape the
meat into eight flat cakes. Meat mixture
will be soft; handle gently. Dip the
cakes in Hour. Pour the o1l into an elec-
tric skillet heated to 3607, Brown the
cakes well on both sides. Remove cakes
from pan. Drain [at from skillet, but let
drippings remain. Return meat cakes to
pan. Add the mushroom gravy, tomato
sauce, Worcestershire sauce and water.
Bring to a boil. Reduce heat to 2850°.
Simmer twenty minutes, Be sure to make
enough. These cakes taste so good vou'll
want to eat them and have them too.

mushroom

or almost everyon
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STATUS and SPEED

he could receive early warning of incipi-
ent skid. The SS models steered nicely
but the brakes were chancy. Like the
300SL. in its day, the SS stunned even
knowledgeable beholders. Alter having
driven one for the first time, in 1929, the
editor of the British periodical Motor
Sport was moved to say, “Words fail me —
this is the most amazing motorcar it has
ever been my fortune to drive.” Some
current authorities take a more balanced
view, arguing that razor-sharp factory
tuning was needed to get superlative
performance from an SS, and that legend
arew about the car mostly because 1t was
scarce and expensive. (Only one hun-
dred and fourteen SS cars were built
and forty survive.)

The SSK was an even rarer beast, only
thirty-three built, of which fourteen still
live: ten in the United States, three in
Britain, one in South America. The SSK
was so called for the word kurz or short.
The wheel base was 1 foot, 534 inches
shorter than the 8§, or 9 [eet, 814 inches.
It was lighter in chassis, more powerful
in engine: 225 horsepower with the
blower going. It handled better, par-
ticularly in corners, and would do 120
miles an hour in an era when an ordi-
nary, off-the-peg store-bought car that
would run 75 was a hot number indeed.

(continued from page 78)

The S cars reached their pinnacle in
the SSKL, which was a Super-Sport-Kurz
Leicht, or light. To achieve this light
ness, the designer, Hans Nibel, had pro-
vided for, among other things, the drill-
ing of many holes in the chassis. Every
hole had of course been shrewdly cal-
culated, but even so, a broadside view
of an SSKL was enough to give the
neophyte driver pause: saucer-sized per-
forations ran the length of the exposed
side-rails, and indeed everything that
was big enough to accept a drill seemed
to have known one. The car had a
fussy, high-compression engine and the
biggest of the three catalogued super-
chargers, delivering air compressed to
12 pounds to the square inch. This
blower was known in England as the
“elephant blower” in delerence to its
size, and the term became one ol the
great clichés of the day. People who
didn't know a supercharger [rom a
lemon-squeezer would knowingly reler
to any sports M-B as having “the ele-
phant blower, you know, old boy.”

The SSKL produced 300 horsepower
with the elephant pufhng, certainly a
startling figure for a production sports
car. To evaluate the car by U.S. stand-
ards, it must be compared with a 1960
Chrysler 300F, which can be had with

400 horsepower. A 300F will certainly
do 140 nmules an hour and no doubt
would equal the 147 which was the
noted top speed of an SSKL. running
with a standard body. Similarly shroud-
ed, a 300F Chrysler would probably do
the 156 reached by a streamlined SSKL,
but the SSKL did it twentyv-nine vears
ago, in 1931. The really astonishing lact
in the SSKL's career was its success when
run acainst full Grand Prix racing cars.
It won the Hill Climb championship of
Europe in 1931 and the Mille Miglia of
the same vear. Fewer than ten SSKLs
were built, and Scott-Moncrieft knows of
the existence ol only one, In a museum
in Dresden.

The S cars were available until 1934,
and in 1933 the company’'s sports-car
program was overlapped with the ntro-
duction of a softer fast touring car, the
500K (500 for 5 liters of engine, K lor
Kompressor, or supercharger). The
500K was not as well known or as much
admired as its successor, the 510K ol
1937. The 510K was lusted alter by
many as the last decade ol peace be-
tween the wars ran out, and it 1s lusted
after by many today. A 510K is a big
automobile, its wheel base nearly 11
feet, its weight nearly three tons. Driv-
ing all this mass 15 an eght-cvlinder
supercharged engine of 5.4 liters. A
540K in perfect tune will do 106 miles

swimwear is Irimwear by

Also Boy-Sired, Boy-Priced. Made in Canada, too, McGregor-Doniger Inc. N. Y. 19, N. Y.
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FHU\FE IT . with a handsome, raised, three dimen-
sional family crest in full color, framed and ready to dis-
play in den or on mantle. Also description of name and
crest printed on simulated parchment suitable for fram-
ing. Both 9% x 12", Wonderful as a personalized gift or

present. Send check or money order
with your name PRINTED »sereessee T O 25 pro.

ALSO . . . Fraternity, Sorority, College or University
plaques and Seals in three dimensions and in full color
along with printed historic information $655
on simulated parchment for framing. .. FPPD.

Over 400 names on file. Other names being researched.
Delivery within 6 weeks or money refunded. Satisfaction
guaranteed.

HERALDRY CORPORATION
Dept. P, 360 Main St.E., Rochester 4, N. Y.

3 0z.Shortie
PJ's!

Nylon Sheer.
Smartly tailored
style. In black or
white. Sizes: 10
to 20. Just $7.50
ppd. Add $1.00
for 3-Ittr. mono-
gram, if desired.
[Same style for
men, foo—same
price.)
Scintilladn

1209 Balmoral, P.
Chicago 40, lllinois

"OUT OF CONTROL

SKI WITH MURRAY ROMAN"

i5 @ ski humor record that gets the party off the ground.
Recorded at Aspen, Colo., **Out of Control with Murray
Roman'' will hand you more thrills than the downhill run
and more laughs than the fireside gathering at day's end.
A “must"” for serious or casual skiers; even for those
who don't ski at all. A collector's item. Limited pressing.
Send check for $4.95, ppd.: Ski Recordings, Imc., 11 S.
La Salle St., l'.:hic:gn 3, I
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an hour with the blower going. It has
independent suspension on all four
wheels, i1s marvelously comlfortable,
steers heavily and has a slow, 1rritating
gearbox. It wusually carries and
heavy but somehow lithe-looking coach-
work, chromed outside exhaust pipes.
New, it was a S14,000 motorcar and it
looked it. A 580K, designed to do 140
miles an hour, was cut off by World War
II, but an even bigger model, the 770K
Grosser Mercedes, was made 1n small
number. Grosser was the word for the
770Ks: they were huge, nearly 20 feet
long. A 770K was the carriage of choice
for top-ranking Nazi nabobs, and some
had them armor-plated. Goering had a
convertible and Hitler's tourer [Lun‘.mul
a little platform under the front seat on
which he could stand to peer out at the
hetling throngs.

But these cars were toys, compared
with the racing models of the 1930s,
the lithe, big-wheeled W25s and WI125s.
Laurence Pomeroy, the most eminent
authority writing on the subject in the
English language today, has stated his
considered belief that with the WI125
the piston engine reached a peak ol
development it will probably never
come to again. The WI25 eight-cylinder
engine of 5.6 liters (a shade bigger than
the Rambler V-8's) developed 646 horse-
power. The car weighed less than an or-
dinary two-seater sports car and would
do 200 miles an hour. The level of skill
required to use this fantastic power on
a two-lane road-racing circuit was so

low

high (the engine would spin the rear

wheels on dry concrete at 150 miles an
hour in fop gear!) that there were never
at any one time as many as a dozen men
in the world who could achieve it, and
only one, Caracciola, could be said to
have wholly mastered the car. The W125
was succeeded by the rtwelve-cylinder
W163, a very slightly slower 468-horse-
power car better .uLlptt;d Lo twisty cir-
cuits, and these two automobiles, to-
gether with the German Auto-Union
cars, completely dominated pre-World
War II racing. That was in fact their
purpose: both firms were partially sub-
sidized by the German government in
recognition of the potential propaganda
value of their performance against
French, British and Italian competitors.

The Daimler-Benz factories were vir-
tually laid fat on the ground by World
War II bombing, but many of the firm’s
most talented employees survived, and
production was soon put in train. Small
passenger cars were produced (Mercedes-
Benz had made small rear-engined cars
and small diesels in the 1930s). Rudolf
Uhlenhaut, in charge ol and
development ol racing cars, and Allred
Neubauer, in charge ol racing proper,
ran three WI163 cars in the Argentine
Grand Prix of 1951. They hnished sec-
ond and third. Mercedes-Benz passenger
cars began to run in rallies. The 3005L

research
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Like having an expert at your elbow. Listen
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underwater breathing apparatus). :
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appeared in 1952 and ran second and
fourth in the Mille Miglia. Three were
entered at Le Mans in that vear. With
the twenty-four-hour race almost over
they were running second and third to
Pierre Levegh's Talbot, but Levegh,
who had insisted on driving the entire
stretch  unrelieved, was grogev  with
fatigcue and made an error in judgment
that blew up his overstressed engine.
The 300SLs, running steadily and con-
servatively, took the hrst two places.
They won the Mexican Road Race that
vear, too. In 1954 a new Grand Prix car
was unvetled, the WI196. It developed
300 horsepower and weighed only 1540
pounds, or considerably less than an
MG. It won first and second places in
the 1954 French Grand Prix, its first
appearance.

In 1955 Mercedes-Benz won literally
everything: the Grand Prix champion-
ship, the sports-car championship, the
touring-car championship. Juan Manuel
IFangio, to reure hve times champion of
the world, was now driving [or Mer-
cedes-Benz, and so was Stirling Moss,
the sccond Englishman in history to
have a place on the team (Richard Sea-
man was the first, in the 1950s). It was
in 1955 that Pierre Levegh, driving a
Mercedes at Le Mans, lost control,
kniled mto the crowd and killed more
than cighty people. (He had been given
a place on the team primarily as a pub-
lic relations gesture in recognition of
his heroic singlehanded effort ol the
vear belore. Nevertheless, he was a
thoroughly competent driver.) And it was
imm 1955 that Surling Moss, with Denis
Jenkinson sitting beside him and read-
ing the road to him off a 17-loot-long
strip ol paper, won the Mille Miglia in
a 300SLR —a 214-liter G.P. car modi-
hed for two passengers and road use.
He drove lor ten hours, seven minutes
and forty-eight seconds over open high-
way at an average speed of 97.9 mph —
which meant that he was doing 170 mph
wherever he possibly could, and run-
ning 125-150 through towns and cities!

Allved Neubauer, who hadn’t driven
a racing car lor decades, had an mmpor-
tant role in Moss™ Mille Miglia victory,
as he had in every race Mercedes-Benz
had won since the First World War.
Nceubauer, a corpulent, bearlike man,
was obsessed by attention to minutiae.
When tire experts were seen taking the
temperature ol the road surface belore
a race, they were doing it because Neu-
bauer had asked them to; when Mer-
cedes-Benz drivers and  technicians ap-
peared on the Mille Miglia course two
months before a race to run thousands
ol miles in practice in three dilferent
models of cars, Neubauer was in charge.
He loathed emergency, but when it
struck, he was ready, and if a cotter pin
was needed, or a spare engine, it was at
hand because Neubauer had seen to it.

His power was absolute and his orders
unquestioned. He controlled the cars
rigidly from the pits during a race, mov-
ing one¢ up, dropping another back,
changing drivers according to an over-
all strategic scheme. Instant punishment
awaited a driver who [lagrantly dis-
obeved him, although one first-line
driver of the 1930s, Manfred von
Brauchitsch, did occasionally defy him
and get away with it —but he was a
Prussian and an aristocrat and for all his
ferocity Neubauer, who was not of noble
stock, couldn’t quite get over that hump.
Retired from racing now, like the
company itself, Neubauer's reputation
is secure: of all those who have followed
his peculiarly demanding profession, he
was the best. So is Uhlenhaut the best:
an engineer who drives so well that he
can extend any car, even a WI63, to
its limit, and thus know, as a man ol
lesser ability could never hope to know,
exactly wherein it might be Hawed.
Every sport is to its devotees the sport
of kings. If you think curling, essen-
tially the business of sliding granite
rocks on an ice rink, is an unexciting
endeavor, vou haven't talked with many
curlers; badminton isn't an old ladies’

“You're sick.

came to anyone who's ever marveled at
the [erocity with which the experts play
it. Still, even healthy skepticism must
concede that automobile-racing is de-
manding of man and machine. Mer-
cedes-Benz racing engines were tested by
being run Hat-out for forty-eight con-
secutive hours, and a driver like Stirling
Moss has vision so acute that he has,
while motoring at 160 miles an hour,
identified by name another driver so
[ar in the distance that his co-driver
couldn’t be sure whether he saw an
automobile or a horse in the road. The
Daimler-Benz  Aktiengesellschalt  can
properly say that it knows more about
automobile racing than any other or-
ganization in the world, and every Mer-
cedes-Benz driver, whether he's running
a 190 diesel, a 220 sedan, a big 300D
voiture de grande luxe, a 190SL or 300SL
sports car, is really entitled to think that
his car has in it at least a few of the
steel genes of its ancestors, all the way
from Karl Benz' buggvlike 1885 car to
the rocketing J00SLR which so bemused
Denis  Jenkinson, when, in the 1955
Mille Miglia, he noticed that he and
Moss were briskly passing a low-flying
airplane!
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DING DONG GHOUL

have a lady vampire in a prop coffin in
the crypt and the show’ll be about how
he tries to force her to take a bath.”

“Who'll play the vampire?” asked
Heinrich. “It's been a one-man show
and I'm not about to ring in a partner
on the last one.”

“We can fake her,” Liz said. “She’ll
be in the coffin the whole time, anyway.”
She turned her beautiful eyes to me
again. “Write it,” she snapped, and
thus was conceived a horror.

SAl T

Our director was Screaming Smith.
He was called that because he had no
faith in the intercom headphones that
cameramen and stage managers wear, so
he used to scream his directions 1nto
the intercom and hurt everyone's ears.

“Don’t shout tonight,” said the audio
man. “I turned up the volume of the
intercom and you don’'t have to shout
tonight.”

“Thank you,” said Screaming Smith.

“STAND BY ON THE SET . .."

“Please. A little softer . . . please!”
said Camera One.

“SPIN THE THEME . . . STEADY
CAMERA TWO ... WERE ON ...
CUE HEINRICH!”

“Good evening,” said Heinrich to the
city. “I see you've decided to return to
my little heh heh apartment for a heh
heh final visit. Heh heh. This is our
last show, you know. I guarantee you'll
be completely nauseated. Tonight 1
have a pretty little vampire in the
coffin and 1 have to give her a bath.
Vampires just hate water, you know.
First, though, we're going to have an-
other of those little home movies I know
you love so much. Heh heh . . "

That was a cue. “ROLL THE COM-
MERCIAL FILM . . ."” shriecked Smith.

The audio man held his ears. “It's no
use i he said,

The stage manager darted into the
set, quickly checked the props, and
lifted the lid of the balsa-and-cardboard
cofin to make sure the shower spray
we'd rigged in there was working. He
sort of froze when he looked inside.
Then he turned to the camera like it
was a firing squad. He just stood there
while the commercial film ticked away
its final frames.

“WE'RE ON! GET OUT! GET
OUT!” cried Smith. “WHAT'S HE
DOING!? WHAT'S HE DOING!?"

“We can hear you, Mr. Smith,” said
the audio man and Camera Two iIn
unison.

“GET THAT
THERE!"

One of the cameramen picked up the
stage manager's headphone cord and
yanked on it. It worked. The director
spoke very calmly and softly to the stage
manager. “Now what did you go and
do that for?"

While Heinrich

IDIOT OUT OF

started, the stage

(continued from page 65)

manager answered the question. In fact,
he babbled hysterically into the inter-
com. Smith lifted his eyes to heaven and
started to pray. Then the stage manager
lay down on the studio floor and began
to giggle vacantly. Some of it went on
the air.

I was standing behind Smith in the
control room. “What is it?" I asked.

Smith began. “He said . . .” then he
cleared his throat, “he said Liz is in the
coffin.”

“Alive?” For a second I was afraid
Heinrich might have murdered her.

“Yes. Alive.” He looked at me in a
pleading sort of way. “She’s naked,” he
added. Then his eyes popped open and
he turned to the crew. "DON"T ANY-
BODY LET HER GET UP!" “What if

she gets up!?” he said to me. “I'm
ruined. Network might be watching.
She won't get up, though. Will she

get up?

I comforted him in spite of my own
sudden urge to get drunk. “She won't
get up. She can’'t get up. She can't.
She's just trying to shake him, probably,
because they had a fight and it’s the
last show. She won't get up. She
wouldn’t. I'm sure. Almost.”

Meanwhile, Heinrich was wondering
why the cameramen were staring at him
and why the stage manager was hysteri-
cal. Then came the moment of truth.
He opened the cofin to start the bath

bit, and he saw her. He looked in,
looked up, smiled, looked in again,
choked, and shrieked, “MY GODI

SHE'S NAKED!”

“He's gone too [far,” thought the
sponsor’'s men, agency men, director,
program coordinator, cameramen, boom
operator, audio engineer, video engi-
neer, lighting engineer, VIPs, VEEPs,
mothers, stagehands and the editor of
TV-Guidebook.

I was sweating. I looked down at the
studio floor through the control-room
window, and I could see the stage man-
ager still in hysterics. Camera One had
the shakes because he'd have to explain
it to his wile and she never did trust
show people anyway. Camera Two was
nonchalant. Camera Two was always
nonchalant. He didn’t even smile when
the senator got knocked out by the mike
boom. Sidney, the boom operator, was
a dirty old man, and as he kept edging
over on the boom platform to get a bet-
ter look, the mike kept dropping into
the picture. Through i1t all, Heinrich
plodded on, probably by reflex.

When the live segment ended and
we went into the movie, all hell broke
loose. Heinrich screamed that if Liz got
on the air that way he'd kill her, me, the
director and himself. He said he'd kill
the stage manager anyway. Smith threat-
ened to cut us off the air but Liz re-
minded him that she was the producer
and he was a lackey and she'd fire him

if he did. Heinrich tried to cover her
with a prop blanket, but she threw it
at him.

“You're insane!” he screamed, and
they were back on the air.

Surprisingly, once he got over the
initial shock he handled himself pretty
well. He even started to enjoy it. As
he said afterward, “It suddenly hit me
that I had her over a barrel.”

When Liz realized that her attempt
to give him a nervous breakdown was
failing, she got frightened. As the mess
unfolded, we in the control room all
agreed that we'd underestimated Hein-
rich. Maybe independence had made a
man of him.

It turned into a game. While she was
trying to fluster him into helplessness
he was trying to make her show herself.
Heinrich winked at the audience and
said, “I've got to get her out of there
somehow. Vampires get very dirty, you
know.” Then he went to the lab table
that was in the set and got things to
torment her with. He poured potions
on her, dumped prop worms (live) on
her, and even got the pet mouse (also
live) and let it loose in the cofin. That
almost did 1t, too.

In answer, she made angry gestures
at him and mouthed curse words. If she
hadn't been careful to stay well in the
bottom of the coffin, out of sight of
the cameras, it would have been very
bad.

From what I heard afterward, the au-
dience sensed what was happening. It
spread from house to house by tele-
phone, and pretty soon the whole city
was ogling Ding Dong Ghoul. The
studio phones didn’t stop ringing.

“Maybe you'd better cut them off,"”
I said to Screaming Smith. “You never
know what might happen.”

“Me cut them off?”" he said. “I'm just
a lackey. The producer said so. Leave
me alone. I'm going to cry, soon, I
think. I hope she does get up.” The
poor guy.

(The program coordinator came over
in his pajamas and asked a stagehand
if it was true. The stagehand said yes
it was true and the program coordinator
turned red and yelled, “I'll have her
head!!!” It got on the air.)

“SHUT HIM UP!" roared Smith just
as the audio man opened the sound-
proof door to go to the Men's Room,
letting Smith get on the air, too.

It was a stalemate for a while. Then
Heinrich got fed up with the whole
thing and said to the audience, *This
is the most stubborn vampire I've ever
seen. She's actually growing roots in
there. Il you'll excuse me for a moment
you can watch a commercial while 1 go
in there and try to pry her loose.” With
that he climbed into the coffin. 1 guess
he figured the director would take the
cue and roll a commercial ilm.

“ROLL THE COMMERCIAL
FILM,” howled Smith.



“WHA'T FILM!?" yelled back Master
Control over the squawk box.

What happened was that the film man
got cornered by the program coordina-
tor who was conducting an inquiry, and
the man who pushes the buttons that
make things happen was on the phone
explaining to his mother that there
really wasn’t a naked woman running
around the building.

S0, Hemrich got into the cothn, think-
mg he was off the air, and started to
tickle Liz. Liz strugegled and fought
and kicked, and the cofin shook and
awlul sounds came out. (“I was just
tickling her,”” he said afterward.
“Really.”)

[ turned away from the monitor and
looked at Smith. I felt sorry for the poor
guy. He looked so sad and alone. Then
the Special Phone in the control room
started to ring. That was the phone that
almost never rings, except in
war, and things like that.

“Hello,” 1 said.

“Washington calling,” said a voice.

[ froze. 1 looked at Smith. He didn't
look like he'd be able to hold the phone.
I wanted to run away but duty called.
“Put them on,” I said.

It was, naturally, the F.C.C. They
wanted to know what was going on.

case ol

Even worse, they were watching the
show on their special monitors.

[ was proud of myself. I sounded very
calm. "
I said

I admit it's a bit suggestive, sir,”
“but you see, there
really isn't anvone in the coffin.” I was

suavely,

doing a good job —the right tone ol
dignity in my voice, the proper note ol
imjured nonchalance.

“Isn’t anyone in the coffin,” the voice
echoed.

“No, sir. Just Heinrich, ol course.”

" Just Hemnrich.

Nobody else.”
“Not a soul, sir.”

“1 see. You're quite sure.”
“Quite sure, sir. I can imagine what
you thought, ol course, but —— "

He mterrupted me: “I wonder il you 'd
do me a service.” It was not a (question.

“Certamly, sir,” 1 said.

‘It won’'t inconvenience vou?”

“Not at all, sir. Anything. Name it.'

“A simple littde thing, really. Just
look lor a will
kind, at vour monitor screen.”

moment, il you be so

Well . . . Liz was a great trouper. She
had done and was still doing a fine job
ol staving well within the cofhn even
while struggling and Kicking. But, as
I've pointed out, prop coffins are made
ol balsa wood and cardboard. A coffin,
like any other box, has four sides, not
counting the top and bottom. What |
ask mysell to this day is: why did it
have to be the side [acing the camera
that, under the onslaught of Liz" flailing
limbs, collapsed slowly, majestically and

completely outward?
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be called *“The Builder” but is fre-
quently referred to, irreverently, as
“The Digger,” and his creation, Forest
Lawn. In Dr. Eaton and Forest Lawn
we have the dream, the plan and the
[ulfillment. He is the elder statesman of
the eternity hustling dodge and his cre-
ation 15 the General Motors of the
Memorial Parks.

Forest Lawn itself dates back to the
arly days of Hollvwood. When Eaton,
who had just gone broke operating a
silver mine in Nevada, arrived on the
scene, 1t was  just another run-down
cemetery. In the forty-three years he has
been its guiding spirit, he has turned it
imto a model (or a horrible example, de-
pending on yvour point of view) of its
kind.

Let's take a close look at this Para-
disc of Burying Grounds., with its nine
hundred employees, its staff of cosmeti-
cians who are better at gilding the lily
than anyone who ever turned out the
cooky-cutter glamor queens at the major
stucdios. In the process, you may get a
oreater insight into the revolution that
has taken place in the old-fashioned,
[rock-coated, serious business of burving
the dead.

At Forest Lawn, beauty i1s a key word.
It is a marketable image. The illusion
15 built that the Loved Ones go directly
[rom the chic slumber room to l{lt,‘t'nil}'.
and must look the part.

Naturally, with this emphasis on
beauty, one ol the most important art-
ists 1s the cosmetician. And the word
artist is not used Mippantly. In a land
where violent death is Irequent enough
to  become commonplace, the Forest
Lawn cosmeticians are masters at what
1s rather pleasantly described as “recon-
struction work.” Many famous plastic
surgeons  have spent many  profitable
hours 1 the white-tiled workrooms of
Forest Lawn, picking up pointers. Cos-
metictans at Forest Lawn are also at the
service of the Loved One's relatives and
will spend pauent hours discussing the
exact dimensions of a smile or the exact
angle the head is to be tilted. On par-
ticularly difhcult cases they will work
[rom a color photograph in a strange
example ol art imitating art.

Another specialist will discuss  the
problem of props. A pipe in the hand of
a male Loved One i1s considered ideal.
Tovys are available to be clutched i the
hand of a child. Special prop requests
are considered and discussed. A
who loved horses may seem undressed,
cven in death, without a riding crop
clutched in his hand. Forest Lawn wel-
comes this Kind of creauve thinking on
the part of its customers, and no sug-
cestion for a prop is summarily dis-

missedd as long as it is not obscene or, in
their words, undignified. There is also
a large choice of leave-taking clothes

(continued from page 58)

available in the Forest Lawn wardrobe,
clothes that run the gamut from shrouds
to tails. Again the choice is limited only
by the imagination of the relative. Bury-
ing a railroad tyvcoon in an engineer's
overalls 1s considered colorful and ap-
propriate.
s e e

Physically, Forest Lawn is overpower-
ing. More than eighty miles of pipes are
used to water and drain its three hun-
dred acres. There are more than 100,000
shrubs and an uncounted number of
evergreens (no leal shall fall at Forest
Lawn to remind anyone ol death, even
in the plant world). Hidden behind the
shrubbery are loudspeakers that play re-
corded birdcalls and music (Indian Love
Call and Ah, Sweet Mystery of Life are
the two top tunes on the Forest Lawn
Hit Parade). There are eight miles of
winding roads and twentv-eight separate
buildings with 370 stained-glass win-
dows. There are no headstones and no
crosses visible. Graves are marked by Hat
plaques.

There are separate areas called Even-
tide, Babvland (shaped, in Forest Lawn’s
words, ke a mother’s heart), Lullaby-
land (every Christmas, small decorated
trees and tovs are placed on each grave),
Graceland, Inspiration Slope, Slumber
Point, Sweet Memories, Vesper Land
and Dawn of Tomorrow. Obviously the
namers ol housing developments could
take a couple ol lessons Irom the Forest
Lawn phrase-makers. Dr. Eaton has gone
in for architectural reconstructions in a
big way. The three churches within the
agcographic limits of his Memorial Park
are not just churches, they are replicas
ol historical buildings. There 1s, [or in-
stance, a reconstruction ol the church in
Stoke Poges, England, where Thomas
Gray wrote his famous Elegy. There is
another that is a replica ol the Wee Kirk
in the Heather, and the third resembles
the parish church in Rottingdean, Eng-
land, where Rudyard Kipling worshiped.

These transplanted churches are not
only available for funeral and memorial
services, but, for some inexplicable rea-
son, a good percentage ol the citizens ol
Hollywood baptize their children and
sanctily their marriage vows inside the
iron gates ol a cemetery. The statistically
minded might want to know that, to
date, more than 43,000 weddings have
taken place in these three churches.

Forest Lawn has one section set aside
[or the VIP trade, the Garden ol Mem-
ories, which the trade magazine Ameri-
can Gemetery describes as “a room with
the lawn for a carpet and the sky for a
Owners of memorials 1 this
arca are given Golden Kevs to open the
bronze gates that keep the casual tourists
and gawkers out. Jean Harlow is buried
here in a 525,000 mortuary chamber pur-

ceiling.

chased by William Powell, who was to
have been her fourth husband. Miss
Harlow’s tomb has been closed to the
public. Too many of the worshiping pil-
grims came to say a praver and wound
up chipping hunks of marble off the
tomb as souvenirs. The Garden ol Mem-
ories also contains the mortal remains ol
such names as Florenz Ziegleld, Tom
Mix (his horse, Tony, is buried in an
equally posh Hollywood cemetery spe-
cializing in four-footed celebrities), John
Gilbert, Joe Penner, Irving Thalberg,
Marie Dressler, Carole Lombard, King
Gillette (the inventor ol the safety
razor), Theodore Dreiser, Atwater kent,
Aimee Semple McPherson and Carrie
Jacobs Bond.

Lon Chaney is buried beneath an un-
marked marble plaque, the anonymity
being explained this wayv: "“Mr. Chaney
was a rather retiring person who valued
privacy.” Despite that, Forest Lawn
salesmen drop his name into a sales
pitch that suggests that what's good
cnough for the top stars of Hollywood is
certainly good enough for your old dead
Uncle Charley. The celebrities buried in
Forest Lawn also contribute to the pub-
lic acceptance of it as an institution with
that clusive something Hollywood calls
“class.” Evelyn Waugh, who wrote a
scathing satirical novel on Forest Lawn
called The Loved One (the press agent
who showed him around was fired on
publication day) summed it up this way:
“At Forest Lawn, the body does not
decay. It lives on, more chic in death
than ever before.”

Available in the more classy category
are such -refinements as a ventilating
system and arrangements to have tape-
recorded music plaved to the Loved One
for all eternity. For the shoot-the-works,
vou-only-die-once crowd, the tab can
crowd a million dollars, as was the case
with the Irving Thalbere Mausoleum.

Unul 1958, Forest Lawn was a restrict-
cd cemetery. Its [acilities and services
were available only to Caucasians. By
dint ol a California State Law, passed in
1958, this kind ol posthumous segrega-
ton became illegal. Forest Lawn now
accepts Negroes and orientals, and to
date there has been no evidence of any
old-time resident of a Forest Lawn plot
turning over in his earthquake-prool,
copper-insulated grave.

Dr. Hubert Eaton, the guiding spirit
behind  this  Technicolored  Valhalla,
looks at first glance like the last man
in the world you would cast for the role
he has been plaving so successfully, Phys-
ically, he would not be out ol place
leading the pep songs at any Rotary
Club meeting in the country, or as a
member of Dale Carnegie’s faculty. Re-
neath the benign, slightly cornball exte-
rior is a shrewd mind, cold-blooded de-
termination and what one Hollywood
critic described as “the divine gall of



“Ladies, do you have the leisure time lo do those
.fh.'fngx you 1'{?3:?1)‘ want to do?”
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the successful card shark.” As befits a
leader of industry, he is a man of awe-
some nfluence. To wit: the Eaton home
used to be just across the geographic
boundary line of Beverly Hills, a much-
sought-after address to the status seeker
in Hollywood. Dr. Eaton is now, how-
ever, legally a resident of that prestig-
1ous community without having moved
a stick of furniture. A zoning change
happened to take place that annexed
the block he lived on and made it part
of Greater Beverly Hills. On one occa-
sion his influence extended as far as
Europe. During a vacation trip, the
Eatons turned up in Rome to look over
some local works of art with an eye
toward taking a few of them back to
Forest Lawn. (The Eatons collect statu-
ary and other works of art the way most
tourists collect match covers or picture
postcards.) They lusted after Michel-
angelo’s mammoth masterpieces Dauvid
and Moses displayed at St. Peter's in
Chains, but they realized they were be-
vond the reach of even a mortuary mil-
lionaire. They decided to settle for
replicas. Not copies. Replicas. In order
to cast these, it was necessarv to move
in a pack of experts to measure and
survey in preparation for making the
necessary molds. That meant that Rome's
lamous Church of St. Peter's in Chains
would have to be closed for a day. Ea-
ton’s agents admit to spreading a little
money around Rome on cocktail parties
and to making several contributions to
worthy causes. Whether this was elfec-
tive or not (it had alwavs worked back
home), the fact is that for the first time
m history, the church was closed lor a
day so that the casts could be made. The

Dauvid statue (with fig leal added) is on
display in a section ol Forest Lawn
called —no surprise — the Court of
David. The Moses statue is displayed in
an area called the Cathedral Corridor in
the Memorial Terrace, and Dr. Eaton
uses either replica as a backdrop when
he poses for official press pictures.

Dr. Eaton's influence even extends to
the press ol Los Angeles, and he is fre-
quently identified in photos as “Great
Humanitartan™ or “Great Benelactor.”
One exception to the Kid-glove handling
of Eaton and Forest Lawn occurred
when showman Earl Carroll was killed
i a plane crash. With him at the time
was a voung ladv named Bervl Wallace,
described in newspaper accounts of the
crash as “his closest [riend.” Carroll’s
will made provisions for his burial at
Forest Lawn and contained a request
that a marble monument for himself
and Miss Wallace be erected over his
grave at a cost of $50,000. Dr. Eaton and
his staff looked through their available
stock of marble memorials in the ware-
house and came up with something they
considered appropriate. A rumor got
out that the statue had precious little
clothes on it. One newspaper gossiped
that Miss Wallace hersell had posed for
the statue Eaton had chosen and blue-
noses screamed about nude women
being put above a tomb in a memorial
park. One enterprising photographer
sneaked into the tomb (it had been
closed on Dr. Eaton’s orders, like a
Garbo set) and took a flashlight photo
of the statue. Dr. Eaton cried dirty pool.
He claimed that the wings and drapes
of the gown on the statue had been re-
moved by retouching the photo. Finally,

a press conference was held and the
statue was shown for the first time. It
was a five-foot bronze sculpture of a fe-
male angel wearing a flowing gown and
a pair of elongated wings. It was the
work of Alexander Weinman, and since
it had been executed in 1915, before
Miss Wallace was born, the rumors
about its model died down. Dr. Eaton,
as an example of his vision, said he had
purchased it in 1916 and kept it for
just such an occasion as this. Evervone
agreed that it was more artistic than vul-
oar, and the Earl Carroll incident was
closed.

The incident did, however, focus the
spotlight on the one gimmick that lifted
Forest Lawn head and halo above its
competitors. It was a sure-hre gimmick
in a town that genuflects in the presence
of anything that is said to be Art or
Culture. Dr. Eaton loaded Forest Lawn
with more works of art than the Louvre
(more, not better). His globe-trotting
vacations and the art savvy of his Mills
College wife fulfill the dual purpose ol
adding culture to his business enterprise
and supplying him with still another
source of revenue. Dr. and Mirs. Eaton
return from Europe loaded down with
works of art. They buy them in whole-
sale lots, by the ton. Each new acquisi-
tion is placed around the park (with a
little sign that says, “This statue may be
purchased as a private memorial and
moved to another location in Forest
Lawn”), the way merchandise is put on
display in a department store. The me-
morial shopper has his choice ol nudes,
angels and pieces of sculpture glorilving
motherhood, marriage, old age, togeth-
erness, innocence, cleanliness and joy.
In Madison Avenue parlance, when the
Eatons put them on display they are
“sustaining” memorials. When they're
sold and moved to another location,
they're “sponsored.”

The sale of these artifacts is just so
much gravy to the basic purpose behind
the culture gimmick. Like that guy with
the tailgate truck selling snake oil, a
businessman has to get within lapel-
erabbing distance of his customers. Dr.
Faton has latched onto art and culture
as his equivalent of the hula-dancing
oirl on the truck who attracts the cus-
tomers within earshot ol the commercial.
His competitors have tried to chhmb onto
the bandwagon (it is not uncommon Lo
have an art show in a mortuary slumber
room or to invite a local chamber-music
group to give 1ts concerts m the oak-
paneled reception room ol most any
funeral parlor), but Forest Lawn and
Dr. Eaton are miles ahead ol their com-
petitors in this race for wedding culture
and commerce. His two biggest coups
that have turned Forest Lawn into a
tourist attraction second only to Disney-
land grew out of his art-scavenging trips
to Europe. There, he found the last sur-
viving member of a family of stained-



olass-window artists, Rose Moretti. He
commissioned her to make a thirty-foot
by filteen-foot replica in stained glass ol
Da Vinci's Last Supper. It took five years
to complete and the process was not
without its dramatic moments. The hg-
ure of Judas cracked five times and Miss
Moretti had to start all over. After the
fifth crack, Miss Moretti, taking this as
a sign from a [orce more powerful even
than Dr. Eaton, thought of abandoning
the whole project. After much persua-
sion by cable she agreed to make one
more try. This time, Judas staved in one
piece and today, The Last Supper, by
Moretti, out of Da Vinci, backed with
tape-recorded music and narration, IS
unveiled every hour on the hour in the
Memorial Terrace. The performance 1s
free. However, a goodly number ol the
tourists stop in the curio shop on their
way out and carry away a souvenir ol
their visit. The curio shop does a helty
business in what carnival men call
“slum.” Some of the top-selling items
include: money clips, cocktail napkins,
jigsaw puzzles, charm bracelets, plastic
wallets, cuff links, perfume and powder
jackknives, demitasse  spoons,
crayon coloring books lor children, and
cups and saucers, all, ol course, with the
Forest Lawn name on them. Dinner-
ware, with selected color scenes ol Forest
Lawn baked into it, i1s also available.
The newest item is a plastic walnut
shell The
shell opens and inside are a series of
color slides ol Forest Lawn. The legend
on the cover says, “Forest Lawn in a
Nut Shell.”

The current most popular attraction

SCILS,

with hinges on one end.

at Forest Lawn 1s a huge pamtng ol
the Crucihixion that hnally lound 1ts
way to Memorial Park after the Kind of
chase sequence m which Allfred Hitch-
cock specializes. It all began when the
Eatons heard tantalizing rumors of a
huge religious painting by a certain Jan
Styka. It had been painted at the sug-
cgestion of Paderewski and at one time
had hung 1 one ol the Czar's palaces
i Russia. Eaton discovered that Styka
had brought it to America for the Loui-
Exposition in 1904,
There was no building large enough to

siana  Purchase
house it there, and lurther inquiry dis-
closed that Stvka had returned to his
native Poland without the picture. It
was presumed that he had sold 1t, but
the trail ended m New York in 1905,
Acting on the assumption that a paint-
ing as wide as a twenty-story building
forever,
Eaton conunued the search. He stalked
the picture lor hive years, hiring people
to follow the trail through Customs
declaration, bills of lading, warehouse
receipts, freight manifests, and finally

1s high can’t remain hidden

found 1t in the warchouse ol the Chi-
cago Civic Opera Company, wrapped
around a telephone pole and hidden

behind the discarded scenery of a for-
gotten opera production. After paying
the tabs it had accumulated since 1904,
he had it crated and shipped to Los
Angeles to allow his Board of Regents
and the Forest Lawn Directors to inspect
it. The only building large enough to
display it in was the Shrine Auditorium.
It was rented [or the day. But even the
largest stage in Los Angeles was not
wide enough for it. It extended around
the sides of the auditorium when it was
displayed for the Forest Lawn brass.

Jan Styka’s painting was a smash.

The Board of Regents and the Direc-
tors ol Forest Lawn gave Eaton the go-
ahead to build an appropriate shrine to
house it. The Hall of the Crucifixion
(which cost a million-and-a-half dollars
to build) was opened in 1951, and since
then the painting has played to [full
houses seven times a day. Frequently the
line waiting outside for admission resem:-
bles the line outside Radio City Music
Hall on Christmas week, with Brigitte
Bardot on the screen and God on the
stage. Once inside the Hall of the Cru-
cifixion (fifteen hundred seats), the spec-
tator discovers that it is wider than it is
long. The lights dim, the inevitable
recorded chorus begins singing and a
deep-throated announcer intones the
story ol the painting as the huge cur-
tains roll open and reveal the giant
canvas. An tlluminated arrow points out
salient features as the recorded lecture
proceeds. There is a
charge.

Dr. Eaton and Forest Lawn have re-
cently received the final accolade, a
reverent, cenullecting book called First
Step Up Toward Heaven. Written by
one ol the all-uume great sob sisters ol
journalism, Adela Rogers St. John, it
contains the kind of gushing, purple
prose that went out of style when Mary
Pickford finally cut off her curls and
ended an era. Miss St. John has written
a volume that in its own quiet way has
the importance of Memn Kampf. Just as
Hitler's volume served as a blueprint
for future dictators, First Step Up To-
ward Heaven ofters the world the step-
by-step, inside story of how it all hap-
pened. The merchant princes of death
have found, in Miss St. John, their Bos-
well. She is an apt choice.

I the old Hollywood, the movie capi-
tal of the world, is disappearing (and
one survey trip through the idle sound
stages confirms it), a new Hollywood is
growing up in its place. The land that

small admission

has spawned many a [antastic, cynical,
cold-blooded enterprise in its gaudy his-
tory is well on its way to becoming
identified to future generations as the
natural habitat ol commercialized, gim-
micked death, what one leader of the
corpse brigade aptly calls “the pack-
aging ol immortality.”
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THIRST EXTINGUISHER

Guaranteed to extinguish blaz-
ing thirsts. A novel reproduction
of a fire extinguisher — bright,
chrome finished metal. Size:
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(continued from page 30)
and meant to slam on the brakes. But in
his sudden fright, he jammed the ac-
celerator to the floor board, dragging
Fritz and motor scooter on a crazy,
twisting run down the road until the
car ran into a ditch and the motor
stalled.

After the funeral, Drew drove Hester
home. He brought with him the only
sovereign specific he knew, a bottle of
whiskey. He sat with her until he finally
knocked her out. He put her to bed and
spent the rest of the night on the sofa.

The next morning, she seemed quiet
and composed, and talked sensibly
about her going back to work. They

both understood that she would not
come back to work for Drew.

Two weeks later she did go to work,
and for a few weeks seemed to be feeling
her way into her new situation. Drew
had gone to see her every day the first
week alter Fritz' death, and then, as she
seemed to be doing so well, but mainly
because she opened his own wound by
reminding him that Fritz was dead, he
cut his visits to once a week.

Hester had received ten thousand dol-
lars [rom Fritz' insurance policy. One
day she drove a fire-engine-red Thun-
derbird home. The next day she had
temper tantrum where she worked, and
quit. She spent the rest ol the day on a
wild shopping spree. And a week or so
after that Drew had taken some business
associates out to the Green Onion and
the embarrassed owner had taken him
to one side.

“Drew, Fritz' wife was in here last
night,” the owner said. “She was loaded,
and with Danny Chapman. You don’t
know him but he’s no cood. Will you
tell her that Fritz was my [riend, and if
she wants to go to hell, then do it some-
where else, not in my barz?”

So Drew knew that Hester was still in
mourning. And he reflected that there
was no little book with a bright cover
entitled How to Pick Up the Pieces
After Your Husband Dies. But he went
over and talked to her, long and ear-
nest, about her behavior. She listened
very meekly, and then she said some-
thing that disturbed him more than
anger or tears would have done.

“You know, Drew," she said, ‘I wake
up and I look around my room at the
bed and the vanity, and out the win-
dow and see the plum tree and the sun-
licht on the window sill, and I get so
Drew, I get so scared.”
unreal?” he

scared,

“Because 1t
asked.

She shook her “Oh no,” she
“Because it seems so real, you just
don't know how very real it all seems.”

But the [ury passed; one day she was
running wild and the next dav she drove
the Thunderbird down and sold it. She

SCCIMS SO

head.
said.

gave her clothes to the Salvation Armn
and began wearing plain skirts and
blouses. She left off lipstick and rouge
and returned to wearing her hair
combed back into a bun. And she
bought a dog, a long, lean tall beauty ol
a Doberman pinscher, who growled
deep in his throat whenever he saw
Drew,

“That dog doesn’t like me,” Drew
said, “and I damned well don't like
him.”

“Oh, you two
mously,”

should get on fa-
Hester said. “You both have
my best interests at heart.”

Drew vaguely comprehended the car
and the clothes, the drinking, and even
Danny Chapman. After all, he thought,
to roar down the road in a red Thunder-
bird is sailing into the wind. But now
she stayed at home, refusing to move to
an apartment or to share her house with
another woman or a married couple, as
he suggested. And her attitude toward
the dog bafiled him: in the middle of a
caress she would strike it savagely. And
most curious of all, she gave it no name.

The growing remoteness in her face
and her abstracted conversation dis-
turbed him more and more on each visit.
There was something he must do for
her, he was the only one who could, he
felt, but what?

“T'he first time I saw Hester,” he said
to Nora, “she was headed straight for an
open manhole. And I didn’t save her to
set up light housekeeping for a damned
black hound.”

Nora’s answer had been
oracular. "Then save her again,” she
said. “Save her as many times as you
litke. As many times as she needs. But
don’t lose yourself doing it.”

L] L L

cryputic,

These thoughts were thick and [ester-
ing in his mind as he turned the last
corner and saw the lights. Every light
was on, and in the surrounding dark-
ness, the house lay drowned in light.
T'he blaze of brilliance was more terri-
ble than a scream. He parked his car
and stood outside the light, clenching
and unclenching his fists, his lips mov-
ing in dread.

Fritz forgive me, Nora forgive me, he
thought, and marched into the light.

At the door he called her, and re-
ceiving no answer, he pushed the door
open and walked He moved toward
the rear of the house, his heels making
a small sound on the bare parts of the
tile floor. From the entrance into the
dining room he saw her, and stopped
stock still.

“Hester,” he said, “I'm here now."

She was standing on the side porch,
erect, with her hands straight down at
her sides. As he drew up behind her,
she made no move, as though she had
elected to be unaware of him. He put
his hands on her shoulders and turned



her slowly to face him.

His hands went up and cupped her
face and, twining his fingers into her
hair, he tilted her face up to him. She
looked up at him, dull-eyed and unsee-
ing, and he leaned forward and kissed
both her eyes. Then he placed his fore-
head against hers and held it there, and
as he did so, he was aware that it was a
gesture he made to his daughters when
they were hurt or grieving.

“You are loved, Hester, you are
loved,” he said. He had known he was
going to say it, but the inexorable truth
in the sound of the words nevertheless
took him by surprise.

She made a small effort to start away
from him, but he held her, and a long
shudder went through her. He held her
until she quieted, and when he let her
oo, she stood before him, submissive as
a child waiting for punishment or for-
i'_]'rl'l.'L'.'llf_':'iS.

For the first time he saw the hammer
in her hand. He reached out and took
it from her, gently disengaging it [rom
her unwilling fingers. She turned away
from him, making a confused, violent
gesture toward the back vard. He walked
past her to the door leading to the yard.

The dog lay in a patch of darkness at
the loot ol the steps. Standing on the
top ol the back steps, he knew that it
was dead. He thought sadly that it
finally had a name. Fritz lay cold in
Dunhill Cemetery and he lay at the
[oot ol the steps. And now he must be
buried a second time, and then stay
dead forever, so that Hester might live.
Again his thoughts seemed to shame him
and dishonor Fritz, but what else could
have made the pony run through the
night?

He spoke, quietly, over his shoulder.
“Do you have a shovel?” The words rang
loud and silly, and slightly obscene.

“I think there’s one in the utility
room,” she said. Her words were spoken
as though her tongue moved carefully
through some old, forgotten language.

When he returned to the back yard
with the shovel, she was sitting on the
back steps. He surveyed the yard and
decided on a spot in a far corner of the
vard where there were no trees. He
walked off a rough estimate of the size
ol the grave needed, and began to dig.

Fritz’ house lay on the outer edge of
Lackawanna, the nearest house was
three blocks away, and he felt that he
and Hester were alone on an island of
light in a world of darkness.

Alter a few minutes' steady digging,
he removed his shirt. He stopped think-
img and began to lose himself in the
steady rhythm of shoveling dirt. When

finished he came back to the steps,
minded to ask Hester for something
that belonged to Fritz, a shirt, a robe,
anything, but instead he bent and
wrapped the dog in his own shirt, and
carried it to the grave. He dropped the

hammer in beside it, and after he had
covered the grave, he walked back and
forth, patting the dirt down with his
feet.

He washed off the shovel and put it
away. Now we begin, he thought, and
we make no mistakes. He returned to
the steps.

“Is there any beer, Hess?"
and when she nodded, “Go fetch me a
beer, Hess, and come sit with me."

While she was gone he bruised his
mind with a sudden vision of Nora,
quietly sleeping. Bitterly he thought,
have caught my pony, gentled its trem-
bling into quietness, and having come
this far, there must be no lack of love.
By some hell-sent chance he loved two
women and there was nothing he could
do about that. But his sense ol honor
was troubled, and a feeling of hideous
error sickened imside him.

Fritz, he thought, I only intend a
kindness in the dark. And if I lay cold
in a Dunhill grave, and Nora were lost,
would you go find her and bring her
back? But Fritz was dead, there was no
answer, and he was alone.

They sat on the steps while he drank
the cold beer and lelt the tredness slip
away. From time to time he put the beer
can down and ran his fingers through
her hair or squeezed her shoulder. He
spoke only once, to say, “Hess, we've
run a long way, but there's no more
running now.”

He tilted the beer can and drank the
last swallow.
to her feet. “Let's go inside,”
“before vou catch a chill.”

She went quickly into the house and
he turned off the lights as he f[ollowed.
He caught up with her as she gained the
center of the living room. He took her
to him and kissed her with the unhur-
ried seriousness of a man giving artificial
respiration. When he released her, he
held her face again between his hands
and repeated, “"You are loved, Hess, you
are loved,” and she broke away [rom
him and went down the hall.

He caught up with her in the hall and
put his arm around her and they went
in the bedroom together. Before he
reached for the light switch, he took one
more look at her, a look which she re-
turned steadily and then she turned her
back on him.

In the darkness again, hope for her,
dread for himsell, raged in his mind. If
this be the right true end of love, he
thought, why is there no fury in the
blood, no pawing at the ground? And il
I love this girl, why am I afraid, not for
her, but for me? And last of all, who
gallops through the night, Hester or I?

He reached for her in the dark, and
when he touched her, she spoke, saving
one word only, but he could not catch
the word. In a cruel mix ol bursting
love and a lather of terror, he undressed
her quickly and led her to the bed. He
sank down beside her to perform his

he asked,

he said,

He stood up and drew her
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last sad task to ransom her from the
dead.

And she spoke again, first in fierce
whispers, then in a wordless babble, and
then she turned her face into the pil-
low. But out of the babble had come
the word she had spoken, not once but
several tmes, and he had to know that
word, and he took the pillow away from
her, and when she spoke again, he heard
it clearly and he cried out like a blind
man suddenly vouchsaled the light.

“Fritz, Fritz, Fritz, Fritz,”” she cried.

As she had cried out over the tele-
phone. “Fritz, Fritz,”" she had cried,
“I've killed him.” And he had misun-
derstood her meaning, as perhaps she
had misunderstood. Fritz lay dead in
Dunhill Cemetery, and Andrew Garth
was buried in the back vard.

He understood, and did not under-
stand, he knew and did not know, but
his [ears lay buried, and his true pur-
pose came to him. He did not move
[rom where he was. Slowly he caressed
her until she was at peace with her
body, and then he dressed her in the
dark, as one dresses a child. He got up
and put on his clothes. He came back
to the bed and sat down on the edee.
He lighted a cigarette and waited,
thoughtless as an  amoeba. Alter a
while, she reached for it, and he knew
that he could open whatever door she
still kept closed to him.

“Why, Hess?” he asked, and both
knew he meant, "Why did I have to
die?”

“I called vou Fritz,” she said. She
sadd it like the girl who had said, “Will
vou give me a job.” She [ell silent and
he waited.

“You hung the moon,” she said.
“You pushed the stars around. You had
no right to do that, and then to give
me away like I was property.”

“You did belong to me,” he said.

“Like property,” she said. “On my
wedding night 1 called vour name, and
I hurt Fritz so badly, and then he was
dead, not before 1 knew that I loved
him, but before I could tell him. before
I could show him. But not vou. You
were stll here, sull looking at me as
though I sull belonged to you. Like
property.”

“And the dog?" he asked, for he knew
thev could talk about anvthing.

She made a  sudden whimpering
sound, and then calmed hersell. “He
was beautiful, brave and noble,” she
said. “He would follow me to see that
I came to no harm. At night he slept
just outside my bedroom window. No
matter what the weather.” She fell silent
again, and he waited.

“At night,” she said, “I put on one of
Fritz' shirts. It does no goad but I do it,
And tonmight I went out on the back
steps and vou, no, not you, the dog
came up and tried to push me back in
the house, as if 1 belonged to him, and
I struck him, and he caught Fritz' shirt
in his mouth and he tore it, and 1
couldn’t stand it, and it happened.”

She cried then. He made no move
and let her cry hersell out. “I killed
him,” she said. “And lor the first time I
felt free of vou, and I wanted to run
and tell Fritz that I belonged to no one
but him, but I knew also that he was
dead, 1 never really knew that belore,
and I called vour number.”

“And now it's all over,” he said.

Her voice was harsh. “No, 1 killed
him,” she said. “I killed him and until
the dav I die I'll hive with that, and
every day I'll be sorry.”

She cried and then she slept. He sat
and watched her propped against the
pillow sleeping until the davlight began
to march across the room. He knew it

“Oh-oh! I don't like the looks of that!”

was time he left. He got up and, bend-
ing over, he kissed her, both her closed
eves, and then placed his lorehead
against hers. When he straightened up
he saw that she was awake.

He was vaguely grateful that she
made no move to get up. “What will
you do now, Hess?" he asked.

“Today I'm going to leave this house,”
she said. “And tomorrow I may go to
some other town. But leaving this house
1s all I've got on my mind.”

“Then I won't see you again?” he
asked.

“Neither you nor Fritz,” she said. She
smiled at him, but he couldn’t read the
smile. “Chunk me a cigarette and go
home to Nora, where you belong,” she
said.

L ] w -

It was broad daylight when he got
home. Nora was in the kitchen when he
came in the house. He straddled a chair
and watched her make the coffee. She
smiled at him but didn’t speak; it was
their custom. When the coffee was made,
she poured two cups and brought them
to the table. She sat down across [rom
him, and after a while she put her hand
on the table, He reached out and cov-
ered her hand with his, as he did every
morning. They sat in silence until the
first cup of coffee was drunk, and she
got up and poured another.

“Where is your shirt, feller?” she
asked.

“A pony got loose last night, and 1
went out looking for him,” he said, “and
I guess 1 lost it somewhere along the

w:t}'."
“Lost the pony or the shirt?” she
asked.

“No, 1 caught the pony,” he said. She
fixed her patient, curious gaze on him,

“Why didn't you bring the pony
home?"” she asked.

He smiled. “Now what would we do
with a pony?” he asked. He reached
out and covered her hand again.

In a moment he would begin with
the hools sounding wav over on Can-
berra Road and he would tell the story,
and when he finished they would sit in
the kitchen and drink coffee until the
girls woke up and the world became
daily again,

But for now he sat, thinking of Hes-
ter, seeing her moving about her house,
making ready to leave it. He wished her
well, and as he did so he was caught up
in a vision ol the pony again. It was
running across an open field in bright
sunshine, and he saw it slow down,
then stop and begin to crop grass, moy-
ing slowly across the field. And while he
watched, butterflies danced between the
pony and the sun, and he saw that the
pony was making its way toward a group
of horses standing [ar off in a semicircle,
waiting for the pony to join them.
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“Broad.”

“Crazy for me ...

“She’s nuts!”

“She's funny that way."

“She’s queer,” cracked Joey, and so it
went. Frank, whose vagrant curl of yes-
teryear has long been exchanged for a
wavy hair piece, sull saushed his rapt
[ans with renderings of There’s No
You and his salty, souped-up version of
Road to Mandalay (“There’s a Chinese

L]

broad awaiting by thal pagoda . . .”);
but on Talk to Me, they had at him
again: “For Chrissakes, somebody out

there talk to him.” Dean’s voice Hoated
out of the amplifier: “Hey, Joey, have I
been on vet? I thought it was my night.”

Then Dean Martin was introduced —
as Contestant Number Five. Before Dean
could sing, Joey and Frank rolled out a
well-stocked portable bar. “Breakfast,”
mumbled Dean. ““T'hey asked me if I'd
oo on last and like a schnook I said 1
don’t care, I'll go on last.” Finally Martin
found center stage, the band whammed
into an intro and he scowled, turned,
swung on conductor Antonio Morelli:
“T'hat’s Sinatra’s music. Play my music.
Start where 1t says, ‘and he staggers in."’
In his own slushy, Seconal style, Dean
sung special lyrics to The Party’s Ouver
and Almost Like Being in Love (“My
yellow may show up, I even may throw
up, il's almost like being in love™), then
stepped up to the “breakfast”™ bar, emp-
tied a bottle of bourbon over a lonely ice
cube lying on the bottom ol a vast ice
bucket. “Let’s drink up and be some-
bodv,” suggested Sinatra. But Dean had
a better 1dea. "Let’s drink up and be
(Despite  Dean’s

everybody.” on-stage

penchant lor the sauce, he 1s actually a
lichter drinker than many ol his [riends,
olften hlls his glass with Coke, tea or
apple ader.) The party got

wilder,

Sinatra went off, returned beating a bass
drum reading: “Eat at Puccimi™ (his
Beverly Hills beanery); Dean turned
Frank and the drum around so the skin
read: “Only three miles from Dino's"”
(Marun’s rival Sunset Strip spot). All
saluted The Leader as the band played
Kwai march music. “Were you in the
servicer”’ Dean asked Joey. “No,” said
Joey, “I just love a parade.”

With studied sloppiness, Dean Martin
mumbled through his “newest album —
Ballads for B-Girls.”
“Waon't you tell her please, to go home
and shave.” And “I'm dancing with tears

Sample lyrics:

in my eyes, ‘cause the givl in my arms is
And
than to shack up with a minor.” Sammy
cuddled up to Dean, rasped: "I wish
vou'd come back to me, ‘cause I'm lone-
some.” Joey spotted them, said: "“"Well,

a boy.” “Nothing could be [iner

[ guess they got "em 1n every race.” Dean
tried vainly to keep on warbling: “You
made me love you, you woke me up to
do it . .." But Frank walked across the
dark stage brandishing a flashhght and
“Sonuvagun lost another
broad!” Sammy latched onto Frank’'s
arm and Joey added: “Congratulations,
Frank, vou found a nice Jewish girl.
Said Frank:
“1 told her I was a doctor.” Somebody
asked Joey: “You got a fairy godmotherz”
Joey: “No, but we got an uncle we keep

Joey cried:

How did vou manage 12"

a close eye on.”

It was still Dean's turn but the others
continued to make it dithcult for him,.
Finally, he let out an exasperated, I
oot the [unniest feeling 1 haven't been
on yet.” The band drowned him out
with a crescendo ol tympani and trum-
pets signifying he'd had it.

But Dean managed to announce that
since he was still “on,” he'd do a lew

songs by Rodgers and Hart — “Rov Rog-
ers and William S. Hart.” He sang, “You
made her say ‘uncle’ in my ante-vroom,”
mufled the lines, stopped, Inukt_'d heav-
enward with arms outstretched and
pleaded: “Don’t just look down — help
me!” Sinatra asked: " Just what you doin’
out here, Dean?”

“Singin’.”

Frank handed Joey a fin: I lost an-
other goddamn bet.”

Sinatra introduced his pale-faced pian-
ist, Bill Miller, as “Suntan Charley.
Bill's been with me six We've
drunk about a hundred and fiftv bar-
rels ol whiskey together — hot damn,
bov.” And Dean introduced his accom-
panist: “Not only is he a fine pianist
and scholar, but he's been a Communist

VOCAls.

lor six years.”

Ocean’s Eleven Director Milestone was
introduced and Joey said: “That bow
you took 1s bigger than the part 1 have
in the picture.” Or Senator Kennedy was
given a standing ovation and Dean Mar-
tin asked: “"What was the last name?”
Or 1t might have been the night Danny
Thomas was in the audience and Joey
cracked: "You had so much faith in your
nose. You wouldn’t have it operated on.
So now they're filming the Durante story
and who's got the lead? Dean Martin.”
Or perhaps 1t was Milton Berle who
took the stage and told Bishop: “You
were great and no wonder, it's my ma-
terial.” Squelched Joey: “Timing and
delivery — that's the difference.” Berle
wrapped the mike cord around Joey's
neck and stalked oft. (Said Milton later:
“I've seen a lot of wild nights, but this
was the greatest night I've ever seen in
show business.”)

Or the might of Joey's birthday: A
big cake and tableload ol gilts were
wheeled in and The Big Four sang
Happy HHHHJ’H}' to l]n}t'}, who read the
icing on the cake: “ ‘Happy Birthday
[rom Ocean's Eleven'"” then wondered
aloud, "Does this mean my part’s going
to be cut?”’ He opened a huge box and
turned to Frank: “I wanna thank vyou
lor the lountam pen.”

Dean Marun squirted pop on his col-
leagues; Sammy Davis pushed the cake
mmto Joey's face in a Mack Sennett finish.
Joey braved as he wiped ofl the mess:
“You're all so smart. It's not even my
birthday,” then turned to his
handed audience:

SOTC-
“I'm not 1n this show.
I just couldn’t get a reservation.” Sinatra
leaped into Martin's arms and all lell to
the Hoor 1n a hl':ll:-. Sammy brought
down the curtain with:
night we might start a race riot.”

“1 omorrow

L L] L

The Sands stand was only one more
graphic example ol the stunning power,
talent and close camaraderie ol that mid-
century phenomenon sometimes called
The Clan — a name that Frank digs not
at all. As he explains: * "The Clan’ is a
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higment of someone’s imagination. Nat-
urally, people in Hollywood socialize
with [riends as they do in any commu-
nity, but we do not gather together in
childish fraternities, as some people
would like to think. Life magazine
coined the phrase “The Clan’ in an arti-
cle, and it stuck. There is no such entity
as "T'he Clan' and there never has been.
[ am fortunate to have many friends and
many circles of friends, but I do not
1ssue membership cards.”

Whatever the clique i1s called, it is
controlled by Francis Albert Sinatra,
whose cold-water-Hat-to-Coldwater Can-
von saga is one of the best-chronicled in
show-business history. Its benchmarks are
by now globally known: the status sym-
bols (like Dual-Ghias, owned by Sinatra
and Lawford); the coined lingo (clvde,
bird, charley, ring-a-ding, used by al-
most the entire group); the fugitive fun:
the compulsive, even belligerent disasso-
ciation from reality; the late poker
cames and the private screenings in
Frank's Japanese lair; the flyers into re-
lated ventures (Frank is now in the the-
atrical agency business, and handles,
through his right-hand man Hank
Sanicola, the affairs of Dean NMartin,
Sammy Davis, Tony Bennett, Mort Sahl,
Zsa Zsa Gabor, et al.): the chartering ol
buses with bars, or twin-engine planes
to see a buddy through an opening night
or an nprl‘:lﬁrm: a seemingly colossal
arrogance matched only by truly spon-
taneous generosity. They can spend loot
like oil magnates. They like you, they
say it with Thunderbirds. They are
supremely free of the rules and almost
never earthbound — even for Louella
Parsons. They make records, movies, 1V
shows together —and each studio be-
comes a sort of emotional bathhouse
when they are around. They hark to the
wee-hour calls of their Leader, also
known as The General, The Dago or
The Pope, who no longer draws just
locust swarms of pubescent girls but
idolaters of all ages; and Frank responds.
“lI don't mind being accused of loving
women,” Frank says. “Just never accuse
me of hating one.”

They are what they do, this group of
[riends. And Frank more than any ol
them keeps creditably busy at doing.
("I don’t want to have time to think.”)
They observe a conspiracy of silence
about one another, keved to Frank's de-
[ensible edict: “An entertainer has a
right to his privacy that is as inviolate
as any other person’s.” When Sammy
Davis, Jr., broke the rule and discussed
Frank openly with d.j.-interviewer Jack
ILicen last year, he lost his assignment in
Sinatra’s Never So Few and the part was
rewritten for Steve McQueen. Today,
IFrank and Sammy are pals again, and
they speak warmly of each other. Says
Sam: “He's my ideal because he has in
his lifetime, without any teachers, ac-

complished lots of things 1 want to
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Earl Bostic—Gerry Mulli-
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accomplish. I dig him so much. He's
pertinent! He connects with you here"” —
and he points to his heart. Frank says of
Sam: "l would never want to follow him
on stage.”

New pal Joey feels that Frank is a
genius and “'I like to be around a genius
once in a while." What holds the group
together? Says Joey: “Respect for each
other.” And Shirley MacLaine, who with
Frank’s [riends George Raft, Red Skel-
ton and Tony Curtis i1s doing a cameo
in Ocean'’s Eleven, is today's Den Mother,
the successor to Lauren Bacall, who so
wittily mama-ed Bogart’s Rat Pack, the
egroup of Hollywood nonconformists out
of which the present gang grew. Says
Shirl: I guess I'm a sell-imposed fringe
member of The Clan. 1 never get over
the fact that I'm sitting there with
Frank Sinatra and Dean Martin — he's
the funniest man in the whole universe,
and Frank’s the most talented.”

Dean Martin, known variously as
Dino, Dago, The Jolly Neapolitan and
The Admiral, is indeed the [unniest of
the lot. When in Vegas a reporter asked
him how he stood up under the strain
of acting all day, singing and clowning
at night, gambling till dawn and taking
care of a wile and seven kids, Dean said:
“I do get some rest. Luckily, I faint a
lot.”

With characteristic understatement,
Dean says: “We have a group that's a
little different. We don’t bull each other.
We're actually just real, no pretense, say
what vou want, no airs.” And Peter
Lawlord, who, with his millionaire wile
Pat Kennedy, are loyal pals, adds:
“There i1s one thing that is not stood for
by any of the group — no phony crap.
The girls in The Clan have the respect
of the guys like Frank and Dean and
mysell because they're kind of one of
the guys.” Judy Garland is also held in
high esteem. Frank likes her because,
outside of all that talent — a prerequisite
of membership — “she's got a sadness
about her.” And Judy says of Frank: “I
always think of him as my child.” To his
precursor Bogart, Frank was both *“an
iron man’ and “a kind of Don Quixote,
tilting at windmills.”

But for all the tight-lipped together-
ness and windmills and forays into all
the chimerical areas of existence, the
meeting of The Clan, The Big Five, The
Gang, or call them what you will, was a
scene Las Vegas will never forget. The
Summiteers turned away as many cus-
tomers as they drew (some thirtv-four
thousand) and tripled business — even
though Dean and Frank liked to sit in
as part-time dealers at the Sands’ gaming
tables and let the suckers win.

Says Frank: “I'm night people is what
I am.” Most people also think he is as
rare as a Dual-Ghia — and uncommonly

ring-a-ding.



POWER OF POSITIVE PARKING

will give you a ticket. He may even put
vou in Bellevue.

Every organization is bound to attract
a few crackpots. A Parksman Emeritus
we know is an unfortunate case in point.
In the early days, innovation and daring
were his constant companions in the
earth-bound Space Race. He was the
first to use abandoned horse stalls for
parking places, and still stands as the
only theatregoer in history to park back-
stage during a performance. He crossed
the line between imagination and lunacy
when, attempting camouflage, he bought
a gray car and painted a curb on it
However, he did come up with a work-
able concept: one of the best ways to
saleguard your car against tickets and
summonses is to hide it. At first glance
this seems impossible in the city without
resorting to a garage. Butl what about
the public parks? Find a luxurious clump
of shrubs and trees, reasonably near an
exit, to park your car;

“A violet by a mossy stone

Hall hidden from the eye! —"
To make it wholly hidden, add conceal-
ing boughs and foliage as the season
dictates. At this writing, there are at least
twelve autos known to be salely bivou-
acked in Central Park in New York City.

As evervone knows, parking meters
are popping up all over large cities like
poison ivy spots on the “let’s-take-a-walk-
in-the-woods" set at college dances. And
like this poison ivy, the parking meters
can show up in the most embarrassing
and improbable places — like where you
want to park, for instance. Actually put-
ting money in the thing violates the first
requisite of the Parksman, which is: com-
pletely unrestricted, absolutely free city
parking. (Incidentally, there's one ex-
ception to this which we'll discuss in a
moment.) Still, if your meter barks out
“expired” to the passing gumshoe you're
bound to catch a ticket. A Southern
friend of ours figured the way around
this impasse, which he calls the "Ku
Klux Klan Ruse.” By means ol a canvas
bag and some stout string, securely hood
the meter. The cop naturally can't see
if 1t’s expired or not, he can’t remove
the hood to find out without a great
deal of effort, he doesn’t know if he
ought to remove the hood in the frst
place, and since 1t 1s much easier for him
to give vou the benefit of the doubt
(tickets must be painstakingly printed
out in duplicate) he will go on about
his business. Leaving the hood in place,
even when vou depart, will save the
spot for next day, as hooded meters
mean strictly No Parking Allowed to
the average city driver.

One thing about a city like New York
1s that everybody is always leaving it,
for vacations, weekends, and frequently
business or pleasure trips of longer dura-
tion. To the prospective Parksman trav-

(continued from page 72)

eler, this presents a therny problem:
what to do with his car if, say, he is
going to be out of town for two months.
Parking as he has been, free and easy,
anywhere in the city, he is certainly not
going to break down now and garage it.
He has his pride. However, none ol his
usual devices can possibly be relied upon
for this length of time. Operating out-
side the law, he must find a comfortable
temporary home for his iron buddy, far
from the madding cop’s ignoble strife.
How? By charging, full tlt, into the
camp of the enemy — by parking in a
Tow-away Zone.

Here's how it works: suppose the
Parksman is going to Europe for the
summer. He throws his bags in the back
seat and drives out to Idlewild Interna-
tional Airport on Long Island, about
forty-five minutes from where he lives in
the East Fifties. He stops directly in
front of the Pan American loading and
unloading area, plainly marked “Posi-
tively No Standing — Tow-away Zone."”
Quickly he unloads his bags, puts the
car in neutral and closes the door.

An hour later he is zooming over the
Atlantic, a glass of champagne balanced
between his fingers. The second steward-
ess is very attractive. The skirt of her
uniform is tight, very tight. He thinks
of this for a moment and then he thinks,
with not a little nostalgia, of his parked
partner in crime. lhe tow-away-truck
boys have got it by now, he supposes.
It's on the long haul back to the cty,
where it will be safely impounded at
the police open-air lot at 125th Sureet,
Manhattan, about ten minutes’ drive
from his apartment. Rookie policemen
will unwittingly care lor 1t. In shiltng it
about they will run the motor from time
to time, thus :n'ui{ling the dead batteries
and rusty plugs ol long, immobile stor-

. E"'"'f-l--r{.. H il — i “'-L."

age. It will be ready to roll when he
returns to pick it up. And the costz Our
aerial Parksman allows himself a quiet
chuckle at this. The ticket, plus the
towing charge, plus the weekly police
impounding rate will, over a period ol
two months, actually amount to less than
if he had left it in a midtown garage. This,
then, is the one exception to the requisite
of “absolutely free parking.” The Parks-
man only pays the cops when they give
him a better deal than anyone else.

Now if you think we have been kid-
ding, if you have any doubts about the
validity and positive constructive value
of these secrets of city parking, listen to
this: .

Police Commissioners ol major metro-
politan cities, here is our card. We are
throwing our gauntlet down and our
hat in the ring. We have parked illegally
on vour streets for seven vears, and we
challenge vou to produce one single
recorded parking violation against us.

Those are strong words. We realize
that as soon as they are read by the
authorities the jig will be up for us.
Our cars will be like hunted animals,
driven remorselessly from one end ol
the country to the other, desperately
hiding out in abandoned warehouses,
dingy dock areas, or parked furtively on
obscure side streets — kind of mechanical
public enemies number one. But it will
be worth it if, once and for all, we have
dispelled this senseless Parking Problem
myvth. It simply doesn’t exist for the bold,
inventive driver. Keep telling yoursell
that, over and over; it's all in your imagi-
nation. And pretty soon, if vou are a
reasonably balanced person, it will dis-
appear as mysteriously as it came.

Gentle reader, if by any chance you
should still get a ticket, please mail it to
us. We won't pay it, we'll frame it.
We've never had one before.
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Write to Janet Pilgrim for the
answers to your shopping
questions. She will provide you
with the name of a retail store
in or near your city where you
can buy anyv of the specialized
items advertised or editorially
featured in rLAYBOY. For
example, where-to-buy
information is available for the
merchandise of the advertisers
in this issue listed below.

Beaunit MU, .o v iennaiainensnesbsens 8

Catalma Sportawear. .. .oveverinnsssns 24
Cricketesr Sulls. ... s st eenns 4
HArDa]l Clothes . oo sah san i aie e ars 23
LS. BPOrIaWear. o ivsanaaanesssse D
Jantzen SpPOrtSwWeRr. ..vevevrevnesssans 7
MeGregor SWIMWEAT ..o v essssss . 54-8
1 L b L e R B e 17
Reeves Sounderalt Tapes. . ........... O
2] VLTV LT 50 B Pl e R e LY 10
d ] T T T g R e e e B
Yan Heusen Shirts. ....cco0senssss09s 18
g R T e e e e e 12

Use these lines for information about other
featured merchandise,

Miss Pilgrim will be happy to
answer any of vour other
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in PLAYBOY, please specify

page number and issue of the
magazine as well as a brief
description of the items
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ASSERT YOUR PATRICIAN TASTE by spend-
immg a Roman holiday enhanced by the
imternational flavor of the summer
Olympic Games, set for the city ol the
seven hills from August 25 through
September 11. In Rome, you can do as
the knowing Americans do: alter an
afternoon at the games, sample Allfredo’s
fettuccine or the cappuccino at Donney's
on the Via Veneto. Try for one of the
top-floor front rooms at the Hassler for
the best panoramic view ol the old red
roofs and three ol those seven hills. Tf
vou wish, vou can make it to the Giochi
Olimpici, with confirmed hotel reserva-
tions and tickets to key events prear-
ranged for vou, on a thirty-nine-day tour
that covers European sights [or S1300,
imcluding air fare [rom New York.

Summer’s the time, too, to sit 1In on a
string ol other European events. The
[estive Palio horse race around the town
square in Siena and the Night Festival
on Venice's Grand Canal are more mar-
vels on the ltalian scene. A sojourn in
Salzburg, Austria, allows you Lo join in
heurigen singing to welcome the new
wine at Grinzing wine gardens; top that
off with a nighttime tour of the city's
little Tanz bars.

While you're on the Continent, don't
miss the French-style bullfights at Bay-
onne or Dax i August. There's no gore
or soring. I'he hrst trick 15 to make the
beast charge; the second is to pluck a
ribbon from between his horns or off his
back as he bounds by. Since as many as
filty stalwarts may be in the ring simul-
taneously, competing lor the premium
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ribbons, and since the bull's horns are
padded, the whole thing usually winds
up resembling a Keystone Cops epic.

There are stateside dates galore 1n
August, too. Shakespeare [anatics can
motor to festivals at Stratford, Connecti-
cut, and Stratford, Ontario. There's the
old Skowhegan Fair in Maine and the
lobster-eating marathon at the Rockland
L.obster Festival.

Don’t lorget: a visit to the Maine
coast i1sn't a visit at all without a coastal
run along the islanded shore in one of
the natve boats. Unless you're out for a
day’s charter-fishing party in luxurious
prir:ltj.', vou'll be better off taking some
of the special cruises, such as the one
that pauses for the Wednesday-evening
lobster cookouts at Christmas Cove, or
aboard the Magnum, which glides [rom
Boothbay Harbor to Pemaquid Beach
for a few lazy hours on the sand. There
are rough-it windjammer cruises that
make week-long runs from Camden
down the coast, stopping at 1solated lit-
tle coves for a swim and at resort har-
bors for night play.

On the other side of the world, the
cleaming South Seas are ready to be
relished. If you can spare six weeks, sail
i Auvgust from the West Coast, to
Australia and New Zealand via Tahiu,
and return by way ol Fiji, Samoa and
Hawaii. The round-trip [are to Australia
15 5957.50.

For further information on any of the
above, write to Playboy Reader Service,
232 E. Ohio Street. Chicago 11, Illinois.

NEXT MONTH:

‘0 YOU NEW YORK GIRLS""—A NEW STORY BY THE AUTHOR OF
“l LOVE YOU, MISS IRVINE,”” JOHN WALLACE

THE NUDE LOOK—-TRANSPARENTLY CLEAR DRESS DESIGNS

LUCK-—PORTRAIT OF A SHADY LADY BY T. K. BROWN Iil

HOLLYWOOD PARTY-PHOTOGRAPHERS & MODELS HAVE A BALL

PLUS -MATHESON, IVERSEN, SILVERSTEIN, GAHAN WILSON



= e o e —

BO OTH S é{qé &ary G

35 SHILLINGS
and Y PENCE

in LONDON

4/5 quart—80 proof

501

atl currant rate of exchange

in NEW YORK

4/5 quart—90 proof

(Price elsewheare higher or lower
depending on local taxes, etc.)

Bottled fyy The Distillers Co L84

HMH&D

a‘hﬂhﬂ 1l

Itis good to know that when you buy Booth's High & Dry Gin in
the United States you are getting 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
Jooth’s Distilleries, Ltd., London, England. Give Booth's a try.

[_’,()(')THS GIN

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.



d (old Spin Filter

spins and cools the smoke

Average temperature of
Old Gold Spin Filter smoke
is a pleasant 78 degrees

AND the cooler the smoke
.. the better the taste!
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. the best taste yet In a fl ter 01garette

FIRST WITH THE FINEST CIGARETTES—THROUGH LORILLARD RESEARCH
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TWO HUNDRED YEARS OF TOBACCO EXPERIENCE
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