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WE'VE JUST cOMPLETED a survey ol pravuoy's Charter Sub-
scribers, and thought you might be interested in the results.
As we suspected, the average pravsoy reader has a liude
better education, position and income than his non-reaysoy-
reading brother. Our statistical experts® insist this docsn’t
mean that reading praveoy will make you a success, how-
ever. It's just that successful men enjoy reading the maga-
zine, that's all.

The single, most significant thing about the survey was
the response to i, We sent out thousands of simple post:
card questionnaires; there was no incentive for flling them
out and returning them except an interest in the magazine.
In direct mail circles a response of 4 or 59, on this sort of a
promotion is considered very adequate. Gentry whooped it
up a couple of issues back because they came through with
an 119 return on a similar survey mailing. reavsoy’s mail-
ing brought in a response of 487, We spent a lew years in
magazine promotion before we got into publishing and
we've never heard of this kind ol response before. All we
can say is “thanks,” and we'll try to continue making prav-
noy worth such enthusiastic interest.

A majority of the Charter Subscribers turned out to be
professional men—29, are doctors (M.D. variety)—-another

* A couple of guys we picked up from Literary Digest in 1936.

200 lawyers; 114 are accountants—114 are teachers (mostly
college level)=49, ave in advertising. publishing, radio, or
TV. This survey of rravsoy's first subscribers wirned up 7
corporation presidents. 14 vice presidents, and 12 miscel
lancous exccutives. There were a psychiatrist, and 3 psy-
chologists, a fire chiel. a mortician, 3 embalmers, a reured
industrialist, a cattleman, a minister, a night club owner, the
public relations director for a pro football team, a dictician,
an mvestment broker, a museum curator. an exotic dancer,
a magician, a bank president, a supervisor ol social workers,
and a television star,

A couple of issues ago. a disgruntled reader suggested the
average age ol rravsov’s public was around 13 1o 16. 199
ol rLavnoy's Charter Subscribers are between the ages ol
18 and 25; 499, are between 25 and 35; 199 bewtween 35
and 45: 997, 45 10 55: and 49, over 55 years ol age.

rraveoy’s readers earn more than the average, 139 ol
the subscribers are in college or service with carning capacity
uncalculatable; 209, earn less than $5.000 a vear; 459 earn
between 55,000 and $10,000; 2297 earn over S10.000 a year.

rravsoy's readers have more education than the average.
59, ol pLAYBOY's Charter Subscribers had less than four years
ol high school; 199 arc high school graduates, but went no
lurther; 327, went to college. but didn't complete four yeas;
119, are college graduates,

One ol the reasons for this survey is because we plan 1o
open PLAYBOY'S pages to advertisers within a very lew issues.
We've purposely relrained from accepting any advertising
during the first year of publication? wanting to first create a
truly new and distinctive men’s magazine. Some few readers
have indicated concern, lest we turn pravsoy into a mail
order cualogue, or otherwise permit advertising to change
the contents and format of the magazine. Be reassured,
rravioy will continue to place its emphasis on sophisticared
male entertainment. Proper advertising will enhance the
magazine and make it a better buy for the well-rounded
man-about-town. And since we're being kept by a wealthy
widow and don’t need the money, the additional revenue
will go into making pravsoy bigger and better than ever
before. :

We've just received word that Leroy Neiman's illustration
for “Black Country” (Scptember issuc) and Ben Denison’s
illustration for “Fahrenheit 451" (April) have been selected
by the Chicago Art Director’s Club for their fall exhibition
ol top magazine and advertising art.

You'll be pleased to know, bridge champ Bill Rosen’s
article, “Tournament Bridge,” in the Septrember issue, didn’t
turn into any sort of a jinx. With the issue on the stands, his
team successiully defended their national titles in Washing-
wn, D. C., and will again represent the Ul S in the iner-
national bridge tournament in January.

Last month's article on hilm censorship was far more
timely than we could have anticipated. Though we placed
the emphasis on censoring the human lemale, alter Walt
Disncy's Vanishing Praivie apparently female bullalo are in
for trouble, too.

This 12th issuc [eatures two regular rravesoy [avorites,
Virgil Franklin Parwch and Erskine Caldwell. Vip oflers
some new cartoon thoughts on men and alcohol, and Cald-
well weaves an August-hot tale ol three men and @ woman.

Lovers of the open road will enjoy Jerry Warshaw's pen-
and-ink portlolio of fine autos, depicting over 50 years ol
playboy behind the wheel. T'wo television personalities have
escaped from video long enough to turn out entertaining
articles—Jim “Dr. L. Q." McClain on embarrassing radio and
TV experiences, and Roger Price on psychotes, psycho-
analysis, and such.

From the left bank ol Paris, Ernest Leogrande has sent us
“Persistent Nude,” a charming lantasy about a painter with
a problem, while Pravsoy paints a more realistic picture ol
Paris night life in its ive-page photo-feature, “Paris "Round
The World.”
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ARMIN AGAIN

The attempts to justify and glamor-
ize vour inguitous Im-.niun Are s mis-
erable as they are despicable. Shnging
mudd at me, as vou llitl i your answer
to my letter, will not do you any good.
The moral. clean hiving  people of
Amerwa know vou lor what vou are
and will not be tken in by the asper-
S0 vOLl cast upon vour ontics. [ oam
overpoved o see that My, Wesley of
Calilormia supports my stand in regard
1o vour magazine. Also. 1 am sure that
comntless others lonve written 1o vou
o back me up. You lhave relraned
Ivom printing theiv lewers and have
substituted  instead  those ol ovpical
winward souls who are devoted 1o the
filth in vour publiciion. These lros-
ated  bachelors  and  misguided
womnen are to be pited—the Devil will
live his day with them.

I urge you again to take vour mag-
azine oll the newsstands belove it is
oo late. 1 this advice is not heeded,
1 shall lave o wke distie action.
Yours lor morval reform,

Armin |, Edwards
New Hoaven, Connecticut

We thanght we gave you a prelly
farr shale the jivst tune avound. Ar-
min. We printed your entive letter
and ansicered ot ax honestly ay e
conld. We also pubilished. in a sub-
sequent issue, the one and only lelter
we recetved agreeimg with you, along
with fioe of the mare than tivo dozen
we vecesed that didn’l,

One thing puzzles us. Your fist let-
ter complained about the July issue;
this time you menteon our veply that
appeaved in the August issue and the
othey letters that appeaved in October.
If vou don't ke viaveov, why the
hell do you keepp buying it month after
manth?

When we received your fivst letter,
e ll,‘\i“l”f‘fl Yonr aere aneere, l'l."f‘
thongh e didn’t agree with  yonr

ol of wew. fell o desevoed an mir-
tne, Aftey this last nonsense, we think
vou're qust a wise guy who likes o
see s name in prind,

SEPTEMBER ISSUE
Your September issue was nof as
H!ltni as vouy other issues. In faco it
stunk. Hope you aren’t slipping.
Donald Flewher
Lubbock, Texas

BLACK COUNTRY
The Seprember reavsoy was quite

impressive throughout. 1 devoured it
on arrival. and thought Charles Beau-
mont’s “Black Countrv™ was a great
picce of work, I speak as a writer
(Saturday Evening Post, Yule Review,
London Argosy) and as an ex-jazz man
(rrumpet and wombone),  In the lat
ter capacity, 1 owas quite taken with
the story’s authentiany.

Willird Marsh

Guanajuato,  Mexico

Congratulations on  Charles  Beau-

mont’s “Black Counuy™ in the Sep-
tember issue. All the way down the
line, it's a bewter story than "Young
Man Wah A Horn™ ever could hope
to be, Vm osure it will be remembered
for many yeas.

Ray Bradbury

Los  Angeles, Calil.

Happy hello f[rom Lapan! Somebaody
has seoat e vour PLAYBOY, Srptcmlwr.
54 Surely i is wonderful! Beaumont's
story is very good.

Tetsu Yano
Kobe, Japan

s

Charles Beaumont is way at the top
ol my list of comemporary authors,

I think, w0, that Leroy Neiman's
panming captures perfectly the leeling
ol the story,

Probably as many writers have writ-
ten about music as there are msicians,
but only a very select few have cap-
tured the real Teelings amd cianions
that drive a great artist. Flere s a s
wrpiece in jaze. It lives and smrges o
a sz beat. As 1 read, I lound v Jeet
tapping the Hoor and my head nod-
ding 1o the tempo. One docs not mere-
Iv see with this story, he hears and
[eels, just as surely us il he were at

the “Tropics™ or the “Copper Club.”
This story s jaze.

Al Hatheway

Laguna Beach. Calil.

Since Als letier seas wwrttten on mu-

sic paper, we suess he knows about
music.  Author Beaumont agrees with
the yeaction to the “Black Countiy'™ il-
lustration (see below), and so does the
Chicago At Divecton’s Clule wlur've
Just selected the tlustyaiion Jor their
Jall exlibition of oulstanding maga-
zine and adverfising arl.

Words [ail. There have been bang-
up jobs and there have been bang-
up jobs. but this time the dam has
gone bust. To avoid stickiness and still
et across the extent ol my enthu-
stastn let's just say this: T have alwavs
had o vivid smagmation and 1 re-
quently amagined whag “Blick Coun-
iy would look like o its ideal pre-
senLion; et when | saw the Sl']alt'lll—
ber issue ol reavpoy, T wasn't in the
least disappointed. Far - from TE |
fowmd my Lo was not neiar-
ly vivid enough.

The llustration  is nothing  short
of perfect. Neiman gol across magni-
licently all the power and sadness and
— 1 guess dymannsm is the word — that
I trieed 1o put e the story. Spool is
exactly right. exactly. Couldn’t be bet-
ter. There's Tury and hunger and pas-
sion—cvervthing. It is the very heart
of the storv. God bless the man, |
know he must have felt the writing:
such a picture couldn’t be Ciked.

The cover—and the back  cover—
knock vou down and stomp on vou,
AMre Paul has owdone himsell. For
all mv eazerness o see my story,
stared ar the cover for several minutes
before plunging  in—and  this alone
ought to denw

strate my enthusiasm.

In [aer, it is not an overstatement
1o say that the whaole issuc s an artis-
tic schievement ol the highast sort,
It so lar omshines the other waga-
zines around that there is no compari-
son (although this s been true lor
several issues).

Il vour other veaders are a tenth as
pleased with the whole thing as I
an then you may be sure that this
isstie will become o collector’s item in
no time at all. 1 couldw’t be happier.
Bless vou all.

‘ Charles Beaumaont
No. Hollvwood, Calil.
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RIBALD CLASSICS
Ihe bovs here ar the University ol
Missouri really go lor FLaysoy, espe-
cially the Ribald Classies. I use the
Playmates of the Month o paper my
roont. You would bLe surprised how
much they liven up the plice. They
also draw quite a number ol VISILOTS.
Rodger Fgcelholl
Umiv. ol Missouri
Columbia,  Missouri

SPORTS AND SNAKES
pEAYBOY is the best men’s magazine
Pyve ever read, It rates tops with cvery-
one where 1 work, even the women,
but please keefr spoils out!
Thomas G. Donnelly
Nearny, New  Jersey

Keep the murder, violence, nd
stakes out of rraveoy and it will stay
A great magazine

R. E Hansen
Mt. Clemens, Michigan

JANE
1 really enjoved vour feature on
June, Britun's beantilul comic strip-
per. 1 hope it isn't the last we see of
her!
Chester A, Casick
Chicago, linois

Just finished reading vour Scptem-
ber issuce— Jane, Britiin's beautiful car-
toon character really has it More!

Ron Randall
Chicago, Hlinois

Let's have more of Jane, She's ter-
rilic—beats Milton Canifl's Miss Lace
by 4 mile. How about a monthly lea-
ture:

Clarence B Henley
Clicago. Hhinois
What is this, n Clicago Jane Fan
Club? 1 the little lady gets herself
into any moe inleresting  predica-
ments, we'll veport 'em.

GINA
The Seprember issue wias outstand-
ing. Let's have more ol Lollobrigica.
James E. Scheiner
Kansas  City, Missouri

LETTLZRS FAN

1 not going to start of[ with praise
for your magazine. 10s great sure, but
dozens of readers write and wll you
that cach week. Rudolph Borchert, of
Columbus, Ohio, apparently  docsn’t
care lor your Dear Playboy secion,
but new readers like o know what
old Iviends ol reavsoy think ol the
sine. And you're great to print
the complaints along with the hun-
dreds of sincere words [or o job well
done. heep up your wruly swell mag-
azine.

Mis. Robert C. Grell
Tucson, Arizona

P. S. This is a female who ‘scribed s
a il lor her hushand. This gal knows
how 10 keep her man happy.

VIRGINITY

Your article on virginity s one ol
the cleverest satires P've rewd inoa
long time. IU's so great, and so very
relreshing, to lind o magazine that,
in your own words a couple ol issues
agn, considers sex neither dirty nor
a sacred cow. More power to vou.

Where did you dig up a name like
“Frankenstein Smith''?

Charles Olson
New York, New York

When the vivginily article first came
i, we were a little dubtous about that
name oniselives, Chavley. Bul ot turned
out to be legitimale. Smith js a divect
descendant of a bastavd clald Jathered
by Dy, Frankenstein's Jamous monster.

Your September issue is the most
I don’t know who wrote the article on
virginity, but he is the maddest. 1T hat
kat has Hipped imo inlimiy. Bring
him back Irom outer space and lee
lum write some more. It isn't every
day o man cm pick up pleasurable
reading like that. It gives one o lilt
in the midst of all this worldly swrile.
I's a man’s article and  iUs preat,
Let's have some more please.

I would be unfaw wo Harey € Cros-
by, Jro il I didn'e give him a plug. o,
I i’ flip as much with “Rolov™ as
I did over “Virgmity,” but it was a
good picce ol work and 1 know there
is more madness in thar fellow than
meets the eve. Let him loose and let's
see what he can really do.

Youwr magazine is the tops in my
hook don't let it get 100 commer-
cial. Let’'s keep it the leading man's
magazine,

Timothy B, Burgess, Jr.
Washington, 1. G

I've just linished  vour  excellem
September issue — one ol the best. by
far, that you gentlemen have puat om
— andd 1 especially enjoyved your -
ticle on virgimity,

I'd like o put in rvight here that,

as a newspaper man, 1 find your taste
in matters of layout, wpe dhowe, e,
most relreshing, Good magazine  de-
sign seems to be a dving art. and
rrAvsoy is way ahead ol most ol the
publications being produced today.

I thought you might be imterested
in a couple of additional approaches
've lound wselul i liberatung sweet
voung things lrom the burden of vir-
ginity.

First, there’s the Big Brother Ap-
proach, espeaally successiul with girls
on the rehound, sull singing  the
blues over another guy. Alter you'sve
supplied a broad shoulder and a good
car, it is relatvely easy to talk the
wirl into supphving a litde something,
Lo,

Second, I've alwavs liked the News-
paper  Reporter  dpproach. This s
somewhat specialized. of course, since
it only works lor newspaper report-
ers, but I found it especially success-
ful as a struggling college journalist in
a position o assign himsell the sk
ol getting interviews with the most
charming campus coeds.

Ihe "1 just have 1o get vour lovely
«.-uh ... Liee in the school paper™
line is corny, but it works, and the
more reticent can be won over by the
serious voung reporier technique. with
an emphasis on the girl’s scholastic
achievements, important school active
ities, cte

Ol course, both of these approaches
require a littde practice and 1t would
be a pood idea w iry them out lirst
on somecone who doesn’t matter oo
much.

Duane Allen
Alesandrin, La

My technique?z Walk up and say,
“Let's.” I she says, “Yes,” you're in
— or pracucally,

(Unsigned)
Salt Lake City, Utah

Your article on virginity was enter-
taining, but vou missed the one sure-
hire wchmgue, For twenty-four years
I've been horsing around making use
ol and or indulging in the approaches
vou suggest and Tinally wound up us-
ing my own | have six (6) black
books (no. hLive black and one yed)
with  arownd  four  hundred  (100)
wames, addresses. and wlephone nume-
bers, Approsmuely 66 2300 45 de-
hiverable merchandise, with the rest
made up ol emotional. semi-nearotic
andd slow-lhire material.

Hurry M. Johnson
Baltimore, Maryland

Well dan't leave us holding our
breath, Harry — whal technique are
you using? We stll have a couple of
blank pages in our own book thatl
we wouldn't mind [illing.



CONTENTS FOR
THE MEN’S ENTERTAINMENT MAGAZINE

THE PERSISTENT NUDE—fiction ... ERMNEST LEOGRANDE 6
OLD TIGER

P Wy s s ROLF MALCOIM 9
—~..JERRY WARSHAW 11

THE MOTORING PLAYBOY—picterial ...

BOXING ON THE ROPES—sp JAY ARNCLD 17
RIBALD CLASSICS—fiction ..BOCCACCIC 20
BROTHER BOOZERS—pi ial VIRGIL PARTCH 22
“WAS MY FACE RED!"-—article DR. I. Q. 25
MISS NOVEMBER—ployboy's playmate of the month ... .. 26
BE AN IDEA MANl—satire ... ... SHEPHERD MEAD 28
AUGUST AFTERNOON-—fiction ... ... ... ERSKINE CALDWELL 30
PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES—h 33

THE TREATING OF MENTAL ILLNESS—humor ... ROGER FRICE 36
PARIS 'ROUND THE WORLD—pictorial VRN - |. |
THE PRIVATE LIFE OF A TURKEY —foed ... _THOMAS MARIO 45

HUGH M. HEFNER, cditor and publisher
RAY RUSNSELL, associate editor
ARTHUER PAUL, art divecton

JOSEPH PACZEK, assistant arl dirveclor

LIDON SELLERS, advevtising managey

boy is published nmnllﬂY by the HMH Publishing Co., Inc,
11 E. Superior, Chicago 11, [llincis. Pesioge must accompany all
manuscripts and drawings submitied il they ore to be refurned
and no responsibilily can be assumed for unsclicited malerials,
Entry as second-class maiier a&phcd lor al the post ollice at
Chicugo, Ilincis, Colcber 14, 1954, Contenls copyrighted 1954 by
HMH Publizshing Co., Inc. Nothing may be reprinted in whole or
in part without written permission, Printed in U.S.A. Any cimilar-
ity between people and places ls purely coincidental.
ubscriptions: In the US, its possessions, and Canoda, $13.00
{or three years; $10.00 [or two years; $6.00 lor one year, in ad-
vance. Elsewhere, $12.00 a year, in advance.
Credits: P. 9-10 UF; P. 26-27 Bernard ol Hollywood; P. 30 "Augusi
Alterncon® lrom “We Are The Living,” copyright 1933 by Erskine
Caldwell; P. 36-37 lrom “In One Heod and Cut The Other,"” copy-
right 1951 by Roger Price, published by Simon and Schusier, Incg
P. 39-40 Graphic House; P. 4243 Giophic House.

AOTAVT

vol. 1, no. 12— noverzher, 1954






‘!

/ / iction

iF BY ERNEST LEOGRANDE

THE PERSISTENT NUDE

MR AUGUSTUS was a teller in oo Wall this was a Sifuation to 'ry even ’.he most

Steet bunk and  painting was us
hobby. e had a black bowler |I|;|l
which sat on top of his head and a h- . d I h 'd d
melon like p;uu!:’h over which  he SOP isticate man-of-the-wor , an
clsped his hands when he wis think-

me. . ]

Twice a vear — spring and fall — his mr. augustus Cer"alnly wasn't tha"
paintings went on o exhibit in Miss
Charity Belle’s Tea Roome with those
ol other ol her iends.

Some Sunday evenings Miss Belle
would imvite hum o her chaste apart-
ment above the Tea Roome and they
would luve an mtellectual  conversa-
o over theiy wa and the New Eng-
Fanel Donled dimner.

Her e exhibinons had only two
requirements: no nudes and no “mod-
crn art.”

“Three eves,” she would sav scorn-
Tully. “Dud you ever see anvone with
three eves:”

“You're absolutely right,” Mr. Augus-
tus would sav. reaching for another
lump ol sugar.

Miss Belle was tall and thin with a
Laint mustache. She was not the 1vpe
L anspire romantic notons.  Besides,
My Angustus had decided long helore
thiit it was less voublesome to remiim

vertheless. in the spring, when
the trees in Wishington Square hegan
to have thew muduple births ol ender
Dands, i vague, persistent urging always
retiened o hother b, When  the
urging hecune too insistent, he would
nutke skerches ol the rees and shrubs
i the park amd throw hinsell lever-
shiv into o new Lindscape.

Fhis spring Mo Augustus wasn't
sire just what Iis nest painting was
soing 1o be. He winted it to be
startling. When the idea came 1o him,
he considered i devilishly clever.
Miss Belle lued given him a miniature
Japanese garden on his last birdhday.
(continucd on page 18)

ILLUSTRATED BY ARTHUR PAUL
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"I JUST SIT AROUND daing nath:
ing and ger nch”

I'hat's how David Connimgloan Gan
roway describes his lile, And, consid
cring the boneless wav he  shullles
around NBC and the live thousand
dollins he gers every week Tor doing
i thar soumdds Like o preuy acour-
ate wayv ol suning dthe sismon.

\ppearances. however, are qu\tll:
ially  decemving.,  Gainrowin's weekhy
check Trom NBC was at one time less
than sixteen dollars, and it wasn't ex
actly by “doing  nothing™  that  he
snuck up 1o the livegrand  bracke
The road was a little rockier than
that,

But not much, From  Schenectady,
1913, (the where and when of Old
Tiger's birth) w the Gurhaived Doy
of NBC, 1951, s been a steady, low-
Pressure suciess story.

Fresh out of Wishington Univer-
sity i 1935, he voung  Garrowas
wrote and published a sell-help book
on mispronounced words, While iy
ing 1o peddle this literary ellort 1o
book-dealers in New Yark, he was
nnpressed by the apparenthy casy lile
ol radio anmouncers in the g an
He promptly got himsell i announ
ing  aucition  at NBC along with
twentythree  ather hopeluls — and
wournd up tweny thivd i the judges
rating. But the vadio bhug D bie him,
so he ook a job as an NBC page at
S15.65 a week., along wih a voung
voice student mamed Gordon Mo Rac
Garroway  was  soon promoted 0
guide, then pmide-mrainer, and eventu
ally did some voutine announcing,. He
ambled west o KDRKA, Piteshargh.
further west to WMAQ. Clicigo, and
then the war came along. He Linded
in the navy, but stll in radio: i the
middle of the Pacilic, they handed
him a stack of records and told him
o make like a disk jockey.

The end of the war saw him back
at WAMAQ doing  routine  announ
mg amd dreamang the Al \merican
Drcam of The Big Break. It coonme
when the station decided 1o broad
cst a midnight record show. Other
announcers begeed ofl the e assign
menm beawse of the difficulty com
muting, Gaurroway was third  choree.
He lived just o few blocks Trom the
studio, so when they asked him
he would ke the job, he shragged
good-naturedly and said, “Why not”

1 hereabter, at twelve midmght, Lae
dialawisters heard a0 Haney o James
blast from WMAQ. ind the recorded
vorwe ol Ky kallen singing  11:60
PAL Then an easy-going guy address-

personality

ed them as “Funny Lookin®™ or “Old
Delicue.” mutiered  somethimg  about
this being The L1000 Club and men-
tioned that his mame was Dave Garro-
wiy, Nightowl Iisteners histened closer
aned radio history was made.

Carroway  plived  records,  gently
Datted the breere around. and creat-
ed o cory vousamdime aunosphiere that
wis casy 1o take i the wee hours.
His vocabulary was on the bizarre
side, mcluding such doubletake ad-
jectives as lissame . ganzy, incandescend,
Juhm Croshy, the radio anue, ealled
hiis way ol speaking “distracted  prose™
but Guarrowav's audience loved n

I hey liked 1o be called “Old 1iger™
ad UMy So Unfrowsy,” and  they
liked the way  Garroway  gave  the
seimp ol s own gomd asie 10 the
progam by plaving only reconds he
pensonally hiked. When o pgirl wrote
m requesting a4 Guy Lombarda plat-
i, Old Delicate himsell quately told
her, “We don’t play corn on this
hassle. homey.”

OLD TIGER

THIS BASHFUL EXTRO
VERT HAS MADE PEACE
A THRIVING CONCERN

BY ROLF MALCOLM

Coarroway  admis he  didn’t ouly
dig jazz until his Iricnd Joe Klee in-
troduced him o the musical s of
life. Klee was one ol those pure jazz
hounds wha could tell you the exact
date Barcloot McStomp's Rhyvihm Ras-
cals cut their lisst disk or the real
lowdown on why Wingy  Manone’s
maternal  mrandmother  hated  omon
soup. And it was Rlee's influence that
shaped Gurroway’s jazz tastes in the
lormative davs of The 11:60 Club,
When Klee lelt Chicago for the West
Coast. Garroway kept his - memory
alive by mixing o recording of an un-
carthly Svrian chant right in - with
his stndard  instrumental  selections,
announcing, “The vocalist on that
Last number was Joe Klee,” and ask-
g the Tolks 10 remember Joe when
placing theiv votes for best vocalist
in the Daoiwen Beat poll. As a result of
this gag, Joe Klee placed tenth in the
1916 poll—with exactly 69 votes,

Garroway also raised an unknown
sirl vocalist 1o stardom. This time it
wis no gag, The girl was Sarah Vaugh-

S
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an and Garroway admired her work
very much. Her carly wasings received
major cmphasis on The Club, her
Fame  spread  through the midwest,
and from there o both coasts.

When Savah made a pcwan:ll ap-
pearance on the stage of the Chicigo
Theatre, Dave was there o introduce
her, and it was  then fans  learned
that hehind the mild, casyv-going man-
ner s & man who cim be moved o
action when he's pushed.

During one  of Sarali’s songs, 2
wise guv in the audience who didn't
like 1the olor of her skin ossed an
oninge onta the stage. In oan anstant,
Garvoway  was  at the  microphone,
quictly bur angrily asking the elec
wictan o turn up the house lLights so
the brave num who threw oranges at
women could lind his way backstage
and have it omt with Garrowavy,  The
orange-hurler didn’t show, ol course,

,;.‘
B

Illlt o e l“;lllgl'\ woere l’lll)“‘ll
at Sarah Vaughan or at anybody else.

Garroway s alwivs ready o help
a Irviend. Another well known Cha-
cago disk jockey likes to tell this story
abowt Dave and himsell. The other
jockey  (we'll call him John Doc) had
a dovely voung ady in his apartment
one night and wias uving o score.
The champagne was [owing and so
were the honeved words, but the lady
wisn't buving anve “What we need,”
Doc vemarked. v oa littde amorons
mood music,” and he wrned on the
radio, Finding nothing  suitable on
the air. he picked up the phone, dial-
led WMAQ. and asked for Garroway.

“Lasten, Dave.” he sanl. “ve got a
doll in my room. but 'm not scoring,
I necd some romantic mood  music.
How about i7"

A few minutes Ener, Garroway an-
nounced. “U'm dedheating  this next
number o my good Iriend. John Doe.
s called e Ceat Those Scoring
Blues”  The wirl ol wourse,  was
thovoughly undone. and  Doe  insists
it wrned the rick.

Coonrowan's own sex lile s a liade
dillicult 1o pim down, He was married
and divoreed carly in his career, As
ihle bachelor, his name was
linked with the inrepressible 1allulah
Bankheusd  duving  his Chicago  days
and  with televisions Bety Furness
alter he moved 1o New York (Beny
found time bewtween opening relng
crator doors ta knit Mr. G pair ol
soks), but the best vomanue ber in
Duve’s  lile  as S10anchowr maodel
Naney  Berg, an uninhibited  beaury
with a taste for strong linguage. late
hours, and the subjear of tas essay.

Ihe way Dave and  Nanoy et
makes  an mterestng  story, Garro-
wav's 160 Club had already given

him a faiv sized reputation in the
midwest: Naney was o gorgeons, but
unknown Chicago madel. She didn't
know Okl Tiger. but she wamed to,
Saoshe remed a0 swank dparoment,
phoned o number ol
fricnds and anvited them 1o a party
in his honor. Then she phoned My,
G, told him abow the shindig and
who would be there, and  suggested
it would be rather rade il he didn't
show at an allair being held especially
for him. Gurroway showed. a oraey
time was had by all, and things have
heen preny oy with the pair ever
since (they now share the same psycho-
anlyst.)

Garroway  always enjoved  parties.
The boys around \WAAQ sull remem-
ber the tme he got sentimental about
a historic old home on  Chicago's

Near North Side. Tt belonged o a
friend of his, and was going 10 be
torn down 1o make wav lor a parking
lot. HMe felt the old place deserved
a larewell party, so at about 12:45
one morning. he wld has radio audi-
ence all about . “Come on around,
Doc.” he nvited, "N vou, oo,
Honev-Eves. And bring some records
il vou like, and if vou want anvihing
to drink, bring it And if vou want
anvthing to demk ont ol=bring that,
oo, According to one ol the maore
conservative reports, 650 Late-listeners
accepted  the mvite, From  Hlimais,
Indime, Midugan,  and  Wisconsin
came droves ol jolly Lins, incduding a
lellow who drank out of & Hower pot,
using his imdex [inger 10 plug the
hole.

Garroway spent his davhight hours
at ome or more of his various hobbies:
amateur mechanics. sem cotting, tile
setting, goll, photography. auo rac-
mg. cibinet making, star gazing, and
reading,

Fhis was Old Tiger's vealgone pe-
rioel. He dazzled the populace with
hos leopardskin jackets and pre-ke-
Frover coonskin hats, bulding quite
a4 reputation as oan o ecccentrie until
nturiey and Bigewe Levin caught ap
with lum. Under the ma ol
Levin, Gavvoway's  sartorial  splendor
becme less splendid and more saber.
Now when sponsors get ideas about
dressing him up in gionmicky clothes
for commercials, thev're squelched by
a Gl headshake amd o Lo buat
friendly “Sorrv. Doc: o funny hats.”

In April ol 1919, the  Garroway
dhiarm was subjected o the acud test
of wlevision. He was asked 1o pre-
side over a Sunday evening hour of
music, diancing and comedy, It wor-
ricd the wually unrulfled  Garroway
bease he wasn't sure his imumate ap-
proach would stand up under the hot
lishts, ¢halk marks, cables and gencral
pandemonium attendant on g rele
vision: show. He approached the pro-
jeet with wet palms and o diy throat

A cvmbal crashed i living rooms
across  the  country,  and  the TV
camera moved  slowly past an or-
chestva plaving Sentimental  Journey,
to a tall. scholnlv-looking [ellow with
hornerimmed glasses and a shy, woothy
smle. leaning unst . bare  picee
of television  equipment. What fol-
lowed made TV history.

Garveneay At Layee was an ammediate
suceess. It ot ale without a studio
audience, a Lo budger, or exhaustive
rehearsals. There were skits and songs
by a cast of talemed vonng ’u-np]c,

(continued on page 21)
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THE MﬂTﬂﬂl\ﬁ PLAYBOY

The man-aboutdown has found it Lu
CASICT 1O Bt about-town since the in-
vention of the horseless carrage. And
there is no denying, sparkimg  was
simplilied with the introduction of the
spark plug, bhecause a girl just wouldn't

behieve a horse had run om ol hav.

Here, then, is reaveoy's salute o the
automobile industry: a portlolio ol ink-
blot prints by Jerry Wanshaw depicting
the progress of playboy behind the

wheel.
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PLAYBOY

1896 FORD 1 he horseand buggy dandy took @ back seat in the romance department when
the maotoring plavboy appered on the scene in Henmry Ford's new auto buggy.

1905 MAX ELL Jack Benny had just turned 39 when John Maxwell and Ben Briscoe intro-
duced this Model L orunaboutr. Speed crazy plavboys ofwen hit 25 m. p. h.

12



1 | TNV € 1 1 The nation was arguing the merits of steam vs. internal combustion engines,
SIANL \ Vi B while many a playboy was making his own steam in Stanley’s Lunous Stecamer.

l 9] !' qrr IJ TZ BE ‘ Il [‘ .‘ rl“ By the end of World War L cars were taking on i modern look and Air Con Ps
\ : U pliavbovs were doing their ground loops around Gay Paree in the Stutz Bearcat,
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1925 FORD Henry was producing 9,000 Model I's a day in 25, and on college campuses
tioughout the country, plivboys were attempting o make it all warth while.

1932 DUESENBERG Despite the depression. plavboys who'd staved away Trom high windows on Black
Fridiy were able o enjoy the many special Jeatures ol the 1932 Dusenberg.

14



A The Sccomd World War wmporarily took the plavboy's mind ol automobiley
. : POIuriLy 100 playboy
. | | ! and such. and the designs ol 10 and "1 staved around for hall a decade.
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] gr r' ‘ ”qu‘l \I II F ‘I I{‘ In the hities. the playboy was really living again, zipping cross country at
P." l } i\ B 1.0 L) B 100-plus in lowslung foreign jobs like the Jaguar, Porsche and Austin-Healey.



“In the book, they werve like this.”
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BOXING ON
THE ROPES

THIS VEAR  FIGHIDOM staged it most
Lascinating,  Irightening  spectacle —
the speciacde ol a man beating  lus
own brauns out, Ul S, boxing may
stamd in the center ol the ring, like
a champion among sports, but il vou
look oo dosely, you'll see the champ
is almeost out on his feet.

L. S, boxing has never been more
popular. Millions of Lins tune e the
hights four nights every week on wle

viston. Coast-lo-coast. networks  carry
the cuds inmto every cormer ol the
counuy, But it s television that s

slugging the bejeerus out of boxing,
with o big assist [rom the 1BC.

The IBC. in Goe vou didn't know,
is the International Boxing Club, bet-
ter known in some quarters as (clo-
pus Incorporated.  The 1BC controls
all the important boxing in the coun-
try, beawse the 1RC all the
bouts that appear on TV,

Fo understand what's killing box-
ing. vou've wgot to list understmd
what keeps it alive. As baseball relies
on the minors, boxing needs the Tocal
fight «lubs. There was a tme in
carhier, less organized divs, when an
independent manager could  spot a
likely looking voung scrapper. bring
him up through o series of dub Tights
aromnd  the country, and il the kid
really had something, the two ol them
could take a ok ar the ude. No
more.

To begin with, most of the small
clubs are either out ol business or
going out. The fans who used 10 sup-
port them now watch boxing in the
comfort of their own homes or at the
local bar. And even if & manager could
bring up a good boy, there’s no in-

shiges

i
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TELEVISION AND THE IBC MAY PUT THE FIGHT GAME DOWN FOR THE COUNT

contive i i, beciuse nobody Lights
big-time without an OK Iromn the 1BC,
andd the IBC only savs OK o the
Lavored few,

ICs yumored that Joe Louis got a
hunk ol 1BC stock Tor selecung Ez-
zard Charles and Jersey Joe Walcott
as the contenders o Light lor his va-
aited  heavvweight ute. The  1BC
might have gone on matching and ve-
matching these two hine fellows Tor-
ever if a goy nmmed Rocky Maraama
hadn't shown up unexpectedly, B
belore The Rock could ger o sho at
the title, he had o wade i has old
manaver (@ Jellow [rom around s
home in Brockton) Tor i new one, he
new  manager’s name was Al Weill,
who just happencd to be a New Yok
watchmaker  for the  International
Boxing Club, The old manager went
o court o uy and ger his Lighter
hack. He lost,

With Raocky in the piaare, the 1BC
was able ta promote four more nitch-
es andd rematches with old Triends Fr
awd Charles and Jersey Joe.

This rematching of remarches ol re-
matches is a very popular IBC past-
e, Light heavvweights Archie Moore
and Joev Maxim have had more re-
i engagements than Unele Tom's
Cabin.

Ihe IBC could save boxing il they
wanted 1o, They could put some ol
their staggering profits hack into the
local clubs o help bring up worth-
while contenders. and they could offer
hghts on the basis of mernit rather
than moncey, But the IBC is interested
in boxing as a show, not a sport,
Thevre more comcerned with a light-
er's Niclsen Rating than Ius ability.

Chuck Davey is a near-perlea exams-
ple.

Chuck was an amatenr welterweighe
at Midhigan Stite when e was spot-
ted by IBC publicity nun, Tom Kk
Chuck was a natural: good looking, @
college kid, and a Lar boxer. We
won't sugeest that the build-up wasn't
legitimite, though there arve some who
wonder alowd about a Lighter whe
koJd all kinds of opposition while
being  readied  lor a0 champianship
match, and couldn’t punch his way
ot of a4 sogey sack alterward (or even
beat his own  sparring pavtner). At
any rate, even his most ardent sup-
porters will comcede that Davey's op-
ponents were  cirelully chosen, and
e when he linally. wound up in
the ving with champion Kid Gavilan,
it suddenly hecame horeibly apparent
thar he dudn’t belong  there at all
What followed was vers, wvery

Some  fans  point o champions
Rocky Marcumao, Bobo Olson and Kid
Gavilan, ind argue that no sport can
be in bad shape with men like them
at the wop. But they are all the pro-
ducts of local club hghis. Bobo fought
8 bouts over cight vears. most ol
them m small dubs in San Frandsco
and Honolulu, before he won the
middleweight dumpionship. kud Gav-
tan was in nearly 100 (lub fights be
fore he ok the welterweight ritle.
Rocky Marcamo, too, learned 1o fight
in the minor leagues of boxing,

Boxing was made a great sport in
this country by serappers like Jimmy
McLamnin, Tony Zale, Jack Dempsey,
Barnev Ross. Sugar Robinson, Tony
Canzoneri, Mickev  Walker. All of

(continued on page 47)

IMIessy.
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PLAYBOY

PERSISTENT NUDE (continucd from page 7)

It stood on a wble o his room,
He dedded 1o paint the garden as
an actad landscape!

He set o work immediately. First
he sketched the garden—a uny wree,
a lragile pagoda, and a ring of [lower

bushes  surrounding  a pladid  glass
|mlld.

Late Sunday alternoon—two  days
lier—as he Lnd on the green and
blue pigment o represent the  pant

ol the ree i shadow, something wok
hold ol his preoccupivd state ol mind.
It mxed white, pink, and other colors
m oa vivid combination that glowed
with  sensual yowh amd abandon,
and he dreamily ranslened the oils
to the canvas. where they ook on the
characteristics of o voung (and shape-
Iv) Temale Jeg.

Fhe leg .|I;p(-;u'cd to be a right leg.
It Lay stetched out, bent seductively
at the knee with the oot placed
Linguorously on the giass by the pond.
Whom the leg bhelonged o was a ques-
tuon since it disappearad behind o
shruby just at the point where the
thigh hegan o swell o a0 lup. A
fraction more and the result would
lave been cnasuophic

Onlv when the leg was thoronghly
painted i did Mo Augustus become
aware of what he had done. His brush
lell out of his hand as he stared ac
the leg. e dido't belong there an all
He hastily pulled the shades.

The leg staved there, 1ts owner
hidden  behind  the  white-blossomed
bush. It seemed w0 be sleeping—or
winting,

AMthough  Mr. Aogustus still was
not sure that he hidd done i, he made
no ¢flort w paint our the inuuder.
Insteadd he threw on his cost and
clapped on his hat. From the door he
ook back once more. It was impossible
o see the piaure Trom thar angle.
He locked his dom with fumbling
hands and ran to the clevator,

He went 1o a diner mstead of the
Tea Roome. e ordered scrumbled
egus and black collee. But when the
cges came, he found he had no appe-
tite.  As lor the oollee, it was loo
black amd too strong. He pur his
coat on once more and went across
the street 1o an Dl restanrant,
where he ordered a glass of sherry,
and drank it down. By the nime he
got back 1o the hotel, he fele o Lnle
tipsy and he smiled awkwardly 1o him-
sell.

He closed the door and walked over
to the cinvas, Nothing had changed.
The wee was there, the bush, the
pond, and the leg

My, Augustus thought it a good idea
to go to bed at once. The wine had
made him  hightheaded  and  besides
he fele chilled. He needed a0 good rest,
he was sure.

In the morning the alarm went ofl.

He reached, his eyes closed tightly,
and wurned ic oll. He brewed  his
morning coffee and dressed, keeping
his eves hall shut. But as he was going
out. he sneaked a peek, Something
Heshecolored pecked back at him [rom
the cainvas, He threw a eloth over it
and yan out.

It was all he could do o keep in
his excitement unul the end ol the
cay. Onee the bank dosed, he hur-
rieed through  the empiving  stieets
and into the pommed subway.

Once more in his room, he slowly
crossed 1o the canvas. The past twen-
welour hours had had all the quali-
tues ol a dream, so that when he
vaised the ddoth he was prepared for
what he saw.

The leg was gone.

He was right then. Tt had been a
combination o his imagination, the
season, and the sherry, He told him-
sell he was glul. Yet—at the botiom
ol his mind—=he el a tli\:lrpuilllllﬂ‘lll-
He wished he had painted an the leg.
He would like to have seen it once
more before he painted it o

Something hike the shatering of 2
tiny globe of gliss mmposed itell on
the room. It e agaim. It wasn't
a shatering, Tv was more a lagh.

Mr. Augustus made a slow survey-
al of the 1oom from the one spot
as il he were on oa wrntable. His
eves passed over the real miniature
wavden  gmd  then came back. He
evabbed for the tible o steady him-
sell.  There o the miniature garden
was a mintaluve leg extended  [rom
belind a miniatre shyub.

He looked back ar the picuore o
make sure. The leg was gone. He
looked back at the gavden. The leg
was there.

As he watched. 1t slowly withdrew
itsell behand the curtain of the bush
and  someone stood  up. her head
prering over the greenery. She had
long. silken blonde hair and leatures
so small e delicate he could not
make them out. She stepped  into
view.

She was little, but she was not a
child. She was about as high as his
thumb. and she had no clothes on at
all

Mr. Augustus gulped. “Who—who
are vour" he asked. “How did you
get in here?”

Again there was the tinkling sound
as the linle oeature laughed. She
was not embarrassed. She made no
attempt o hide her nakedness. In
facr. ch paraded it rather saucilv. He
saw she was phrasing words, but she
wis so small only the merest of sounds
came out. like a pen sceratching on

pardhiment,
Gingerly, he reached  over  and
picked her up. She twined herself

about his [ingers and looked up at

him, langhing again.  Mr. Augustus
droppued her on the bed as 3 he had
been wuched by a charge ol elec
ricity. For o munute she  lav still,
her breath gone. He could hear the
solt hiss as her chest contracted and
expanded.

“Oh. F'm sorry.” he said. “I'm so
sorry.” He leaned over to touch her
reassuringly. but he  gquickly  drew
back his hand when he realized there
was no plice he could wwh her
where 1t was not improper, The girl
looked up as she began w breathe
normally and once more she Luaghed.

There e never been a circume
stance like this in Mr. \ugustius” life.
He pulled o chair over o the bed
and  sat looking  down at the tiny
gt She in toen rolled over on her
stomach, cocked her chin in one hand,
and Jay looking up ar him.

Mro Augostus found it disconcert-
ing o be examined by a pixie or a
what-havevou — amd o nude, Temale
ome at that! By all nighis, he knew,
there were no such things and how.
ever this thing had managed 1o ke
hersell. from  the paintung and  put
hersell o facr didnt - matter—an
explmation  would he  unbelievable,
He omly wished she were one of two
things: Lirge enougzh w wlk . or
Fone.

Mr. Augustus fele his mind reel-
. Suddenly he grabbed her by the
ant and thrust her ino the wop
drawer of his burean among his culf
links and  handkerchiels, He  pushed
the drawer shut and tarned his back
on it. breathing unevenly,

To tell someone about the ginl or
even to show her to them was to run
the risk of being  judged  a lunatic
or causing a genceral hvsteria, There
wis no wav of gl:llill-.; ridd ol her
short of murder and thar was out of
the question. He  found it hard
C‘llltllgll o swat a ly,

Murder! Mr. Augostus whirled and
pulled open the drawer. He expected
to see the ginl's limp bady Iving on
the newspaper on the bouom of the
drawer, 5lllllm;|lc([.

She was leaning on the cufl link
box, smiling, wnd when he  looked
down, she winked at him. Then she
did a tiny bump and grind.  Mr,
Augustus closed the drawer.

He was pensive. It was obvious the
fairyv. the sprite, the whatever, wis
real. He had willed her into being.
It was up to him, therclore, w0 sce
that something was done about her.
The Metropolitan Muscum might be
interested in her or perhaps the re-
search department of one of the cty
colleges. He would have o run the
risk of consequences. I he had some-
thing rare, it was his duty to share
it

He opened the drawer and tied a
handkerchiel around the linle crea-

(continued on page 38)
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And while we've there, I don’t wanl lo calch you eyeing any of

those naked dancing girls!”
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Gianni stroked Gemmata's body and chanted the magic incantation.
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RIBALD CLASSICS

fiction

A new translation of one of the choicest stories from Boccaccio’s Decameron.

THE MAKING OF A MARE

A PENNILEss PROFEsSOR named Gianni
slept in the barn of his farmer friend,
Pietro, because he had no money to
spend on lodgings. His only possession
was an aged donkey which he rode to
school.

Gianni often yearned for worldly
things. In particular, he hungered for
a buxom, goldenskinned wench with
whom to spend his nights.

Such a wench was Pietro’s pretty
wife, Gemmata, who helped her hus-
band by pulling the plow. One day,
in the course of conversation, she re-
marked to Gianni, “You must grow
weary of sleeping in the barn every
night, with no companion but an old
donkey."”

Gianni sensed his opportunity and
quickly replied, "Oh, no, Signora. We
scholars know many magical charms,
and each night I change my donkey
into a [air and luscious damsel. Then,
alter a night of the greatese pleasure. 1
change her back into a donkey and
ride to school.”

Gemmata was lovely but stupid. She
believed his fantastic story and — as
Gianni had hoped —ran to tell her
hushband of this wonder. Pietro, as
stupid as she, also believed it

Gemmata said. “Pietro, if Gianni

could change me into a mare every
momning I could pull the plow much
more easilv. Then, at the end of the
day, he could change me back inwo a
woman.'

Pictro thought it an excellent idea,
and he went straight to Gianni. The
scholar pretended o be hesitant, re-
luctant to reveal his magical secrets,
At last, however, he said, “Very well.
Pietro, Since vou are my [riend, T will
do this thing lor you. although it is the
most dilficult magic in the world. Es-
pecially the tail — that is very hard to
manage, and very strange to see. But
come — lead me into your house and 1
will do it.”

The first thing Gianni did was order
Gemmata to strip hersell completely
naked and get down on her hands and
knees. Then he spoke solemnly to
Pietro. "My [riend,” he said, “your
eyes will behold strange things here
tonight, but whatsoever- vou may sce.
however odd it may appear, do nol
speak or the spell will be broken and
may nevermore be worked. Do you
understand"

"Yes, Gianni!" said Pictro. "Not a
word.”

The professor then touched Gen
mata’s head and chanted, “May this be
the head of the mare.” Touching her
arms, he chanted, “May these be the

forelegs of the mare.” Drawing his
hand across her ripe breasts, he
chanted, “"May this be the chest ol the
mare.” Thus he continued, touching
Gemmata’s back. her belly, her but-
tocks, her thighs.

By this time. Gianni was burning
with desire. His voice rose 1o a mighty
roar as he touched a part not of
Gemmata's body, but of his own, cry-
ing. “"May this be the tail of the mare!™
And with these words, the il was
attached.

Pietro gas with amazement and
Gemmata with delight. After a few
moments, the dull-witted hushand said,
“If T did not know you were casting a
spell, friend Gianni, I would swear you
were taking pleasure of my wile.”

Gianni. his goal achieved, stood up
and said sharply, “Did T not wam you
to be silent, Pietro? You have spoiled
everything by speaking. The spell is
broken and will never work again.
Look — your wife is still a woman.” To
Gemmata, who was still on all fours,
he said, “You may arise, Signora.”

Pietro, angry with himself {or having
broken the spell. grumbled for many
days. But Gianni and Gemmata were
well content with the outcome.
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BROTHER BOOZERS

Friend Vipper considers a few
familiar barroom faces, includ-
ing the Liquored Lothario, the
Belligerent Bartender, and the
Melancholy Morning-after.

“Careful . . . my hushand

is having me walched.”






PLAYBOY

OLD TIGER

but the distinctive tone ol the show
wis su a|'1!ic[l by the man with the
spets. The script contained notations
like “Garroway talks for five minutes.”
And Garroway would talk, extempor-
ancously, on the ruby-pﬂlishing indus-
ury of Siam or the construction of
cleven-foot poles for touching people
that you wouldn’t touch with a ten-
foot pole. Camera techniques were in-
genious and a great deal of the humor
was visual, like the camera moving
from a harmonica quartet to Garroway
munching an ear ol corn, or the time
he closed the program by saying, *This
show has come to you from Chicago
where, unlike Hollywood, one can
trust his friends,” then turned from the
camera to reveal a large knife protrud-
ing from his back.

Later, the public became [amiliar
with the uplifted palm and breathy
benediction, “Peace.” that have be-
come Garroway's sign-off trademark.

With growing national po(rularir.y,
Mr. G began to cultivate a fondness for
foreign sports cars, outhtted in true
Garroway style. He upholstered one
of his Jaguars in alligator skin, then
finished it in Nankeen cream, covered
its rocker arms with gold paint and
inlaid its trunk with mahogany. By
this time, of course, he was making
enough money to pay others to do
these things for him, and his friends
thought him a litle odd because he
did most of them himsell. But Gar-
roway didn’t look at it that way, and
explained, “A garage mechanic puts
in a hard day's work and then goes
home and turns on his TV set. 1 spend
the day in a TV studio and then go
home and work in my garage. What's
the difference?”

Garroway At Large was acclaimed by
the critics, and achieved a very special
televiewer following, but hidebound
sponsors thought the show “too un-
usual” and withdrew their support.
The program coasted along on a sus-
taining basis for a while, but finally
folded. Live television was moving to
New York, and so the man most re-
sponsible for the relaxed “Chicago
School™ of TV travelled East.

Garroway had been an important
personality in the Windy City, but he
was just another fish in the big New
York pool. NBC was planning a two-
hour morning television show 1o keep
early-risers “in touch with the world.”
This was to be accomplished through
the mediums of transoceanic telephone,
telephoto, TV walkie-talkie, teletype,
tape recorders, films and records. To
coordinate all this mechanical para-
phenalia, a human m.c. or “Communi-
cator” was needed. Garroway walked
into the thick of it. As he put it later,
“They weren't looking for a lean-
against-the-ladder, go-to-sleep-standing-
up guy like me. They wanted a guy
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(continued from page 10)

with dynamics.” But it was undynamic
Garroway who got the job.

So, in 1952, carphones strapped to
his head, portable mike slung around
his neck, he inaugurated the hodge-
podge of news, weather reports, drama,
book reviews, music and entertainment
features labelled Today. Initial reac
tions to the program were mixed: some
thought it was great, others called it
“pointless . . . pretentious.” But the
Garroway manner counteracted the

retentiousness and made the show a
avorite with public and sponsors
alike,

The onetime NBC page now lives
in a penthouse formerly occupied by
an NBC vice-presidlent and has a spa-
cious office in Radio City. But when
he first arrived from Chicago, the office
they gave him was small and gloomy,
with barely enough space for his staff.
Garroway, however, has his own off-
beat way of getting what he wants.
Warren Kiuter, his secretary at the
time, recalls how they kept moving in-

to successively larger offices, until they
finally had one that flled the bill
Only one item was lacking: suitable
chairs. The Garroway gang was doing
its best with the straight-backed wooden
variety, waiting patiently for the cush-
ioned swivel chairs that had been prom-
ised. Garroway decided to do some-
thing about it. He called one of the
NBC bigwigs and invited him in:
“Thought you might like 1o drop in
and see how we're getting along.”
When the Wheel opened the door, he
found Garroway and his crew sitting
cross-legged on the floor, calmly dis-
cussing the next day’s show. Garroway
looked up. *“Oh, hello there” he
grinned. “"Won't you join us?” Chuck-
ling in rewrospect, Kitter recalls, “We
got the chairs.”

Today has continued to grow in pop-
ularity, and Old Tiger recently added
to his chores a two-hour radio show of
records, interviews, and Garroway gab
called Sunday With Garroway.

Entertainers of the old school find
Garroway's success a rather bitter pill.

(continued on page 35)
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“WAS MY FACE RED!”

The good docter insists all these embarrassing incidents really happened on his

famous quiz show. Whether they did or not, they make very enjoyable reading.

IN THE coURsk of sixteen years of broad-
casting and telecasting questions and
answers on my quiz program, I've run
across some rather embarrassing come-
backs. Yes, my [ace has been red sev-
eral times.

There was the time in Des Moines
when 1 asked a teen-age girl [rom the
local high school to test her ability at
fast thinking by giving me a fivesecond
definition of a commonly used word
(a good party game, incidentally). But
the word [ inadvertently picked was
“conscience.” Her unhesitating reply
left litde more to be said. Without
batting a pretty eyelash she said, “Con
science . . . is the one thing that hurts
. . . when everything else . . . [ecls
good!”

In Atlanta we signed off with a red
face the night 1 asked: “Who was first
in war, first in peace, and frst in the
hearts of his countrymen?” "The lady
contestant in the balcony replied cor-
rectly, “"George Washington!™ But be-
fore 1 could say twenty-nine silver dol-
lars she added a [urther bit of in-
formation: “But Doctor, General Wash-
ington wasn't first in everything — he
married a widow!” The audience loved
it, but all I could say was, “Sorry, our
time is up. Goodnight!™

Judging by the number of times |
have been ribbed about this comeback,
the whole world must have been tuned
in the night 1 asked the sailor to name
the noisiest food of all, expecting the
answer “soup.” The audience roared
when he came up fast with “beans!”

Then there was the time in Birming-
ham when we asked the lovely Southern
belle to tell us the difference between
the masculine and feminine gender of
a Latin noun. The pretty thing was all
confused. After repeating the question
I became a little impatient. “The dif-
ference between the male and the fe-

BY JAMES “DR.
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male form of the noun, please!” She
struggled with the answer. “Doctuh,”
she drawled delightfully, “Ah know
mah professors crammed that into me
every day in biology class, and Ah've
got it right on the tip of mah tongue,
but Ah jus’ cain’t spit it out!”

Which should have served as a warn-
ing to stay away from any question that
might suggest sex. But in Rochester,
New York, 1 gooled again. A distin-
guished middle aged dowager was hor-
ribly embarrassed by my question,
“Madam, for twelve silver dollars, what
is the most sensitive organ of a man's
body? As a hint I'll tell you that this
organ is capable of tripling its size in a
matter of seconds without artificial
stimulants.” The lady turned crimson.
“l1 absolutely refuse to answerl” she
blubbered. “I've never been so humil-
iated in all my life!” I answered calmly,
“Well, I don't know what organ you
are thinking of, Madam, but the cor-
rect answer is the pupil of the eye”

*This question is extremely difficult.”
1 warned, as the announcer with the
portable microphone picked a pretty
young housewile, recently married. "It's
to test your memeory, and I'll let your
husband be the judge. But I warn you,
it's hard, so think a second before
answering. What was the first thing
you said to your husband after you
were married?”

“Oh, that isn't so hard,” she said,
smiling, but before she could give the
answer, her husband spoke up: “Pay
her off, Doc. That's what she said!”

In Minneapolis, we asked a cute
question of an attractive college girl,
“What's the one thing that rabbits have
which no other animal ever has?” We
expected the answer “baby rabbits.”
But the coed put a litle difterent twist
to it when she answered matter of
lactly, “cach other."”

At the Great Lakes Naval Academy.
back in 1943, T was conducting a quiz
show for a group of new recruits who
were taking their basic training. I
asked a timd young draltee from Ten-
nessee a question designed to make
him squirm before the laughter of his
buddies. I said, “Sailor, 1 wonder il
you can tell me the difference between
a beautiful blond and a submarinel”
He answered ruefully, “Gosh, Doc, I
ain’t never been on a submarine!™

The other night here in New York
on our new television show 1 was
really stopped. T had told the an-
nouncer in the audience to pick a
typical husband, present with his wife,
because the question was designed to
get a laugh out of how unobservant
the husband would be as o his wife’s
appearance. 1 had the husband blind-
folded and then asked him, "Now, sir,
we want you to show us how observant
you are! Will you please describe, as
best you can, the lovely lady scated at
your leftz” He wasted no ume. “Well,
she has dark hair, a short, cute haircut

. . . sort ol greenish eyes . . . she
weighs around one-twenty-five _ . . her
measurements are, uh . . ." (he thought
a moment) “36-26-34. She's wearing a
green knit dress . . . I'm not sure what
color shoes she has on, but under the
dress she’s got on a white slip and a
pair of pink lace . . .”" 1 interrupted
in what 1 considered the nick of time.

“Congratulations, sirl You are a most
observant husband and I'm sure your
wile is very proud of youl”

The man grinned.

“"Could be,” he answered as he pock-
cted his silver dollars, “but 1 hope
she isn't tuned in on this show to-

night!”
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HE VERY KEVSTONE of modern busi-

ness is the Idea. In fact, no greater
praise can be given you than to be
called An Idea Man.

You may say, “But I've never had
an idea in my life!”™ This may be true,
but do not be discouraged! Men like
vou head many of our nation’s greatest
businesses.

They have learned that Idea Pro.
duction is a liule trick that can be
mastered with very modest mental
equipment. They have acquired it over
the years. but you can pick it up in the
few short seconds it takes to read this
article.

There are several ways to produce
ideas.

1. Develop Them. It is vour [unc-
tion as a man who has both [eet on
the ground. 1o develop ideas. This
means you will take the little worthless
notions of others and add to each of
them that important fillip that makes
1t work — and that makes the idea Your
Own.

This requires Vision, but if vou are
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made ol the right stull, you should have
Vision to sparc.

The undeveloped, worthless notions
may come from any source. For ex-
ample. one of your assistants may ap-
proach vou:

“Uh. I've been working on this for
sorme time, Mr. Finch.”

“Good spirit, son.”

(Always encouvage the little people.)

“Do you think I ought to write it
out and send it along to J. B2

"Let me be the judge of that, son.
Just tell it to me in your own words.”

If you decide the notion can be
developed, be sympathetic and [atherly.

“Uh. do you thunk it will work, Mr.
Finch?"

“No. no. not as it stands, ol course
not. Worthless. But it might be de
veloped. Let me give it some thought,
when I have time. Mighty good try,
though, Good thinking!"

“Oh. thank you, sirt”

You will often find, then, that the
notion needs very little of your magic
touch to make it work. Put your stamp

. take the little worthless notions of others.

on it! Then, if you are successiul, and
il the management rewards you. don't
forget the little fellow who started you
on the notion. Send him a memo, a
nice memo. He will cherish it. Don't
be too specific. however. Sometimes
the little people are ungrateful, and
fail to realize the part you have played
in putting the thing on the rails, in
making it practical. Write something
like:

"Your thoughts on the problem T
was working on certainly helped.
Thanks so much!"

2, Call a Conference. 1[I you need
something in a hurry, call in all your
assistants, associates, or members of
your department, il you have one.
State the problem. Then tell them:

"OI course I've got the thing almost
licked, but I wanted to get some ol
your thoughts on it. Just jot down
your surface notions. Take all the time
you want. as long as you have them on
my desk by two.”

(An arbitrary time limit is a good
spur to thinking. Thinking —at least
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on this level —is best done under
forced draft.)

Each little notion will no doubt be
worthless, but by EXETCISING your own
Vision, you may be able to combine
or develop them into something that
will work, and something which, again,
will be truly Your Own.

3. Use Your Advertising Agency. 1f
vou have kepr your agency properly on
its toes you may hind it ol occasional
help in producing ideas. Agencies em-
ploy people who do nothing but sit
around and think up ideas. Use them!

Here again you will have to take
their dreamy notions and Whip Them
into Shape, stamp them with your own
brand. The agency will not mind. In
fact. the agency is used to it. They may
even try to make you think that an
idea that is wholly theirs is yours. Do
not be deceived! Fiddle with it It is
your duty to improve everything.

4. Use Your Subconscious. When all
clse fails, you may have to use your
own brain — for the original processes,
that is.

hom

‘HOW TO SUCCELD IN BUSINESS WITHOUT REALLY TRYING,®

The more you relaox . . . the better.

BE AN IDEA MAN!

it is the man with ideas who succeeds in business without really trying

Remember, your brain is like an ice-
berg. Only an insignificant part shows
above the surface. The rest is sub-
merged. This submerged part is your
subconscious mind, and wise indeed is
the businessman who makes his sub-
conscious work for him.

Simply feed the facts to your sub-
conscious and then relax. The more
you relax, the better. Forget the prob-
lem. The answer will come to you.
Sometimes it will come while you are
shaving, or while you're sinking a putt.
But it will come!

For example, let us say you have
assembled a set of facts carclully, spar-
ing no effort. Then as your high-caliber
subconscious goes to work on them,
strange things can happen.

“Oh. uh, Mr. Finch, you know all
those Rgures and things 1 spent the
last few nights geting up for you?”

“Yes, son?"

“Well, it just happened to occur to
me that a solution might be simply 1o
give the wickets a left-hand thread.”

“Amazing, isn't it! T knew it would

BY SHEPHERD MEAD

come to me!”

“Uh. beg pardon, sir?”

“Ways of the subconscious
mighty strange, aren’t they,
Thanks for reminding me."

You will have many other manifes-
tations ol the true power of your sub-
conscious, able as it is to come to in-
credible solutions and even to implant
them in other and lesser minds, It is
difficult to explain this power to others,
and many [eel it is best not to try.

“It just came to me, Mr. Biggley.
There 1 was, sitting in my office and it
just came to me.”

“Magnificent, Finch, really magnifi-
cent!”

Make it clear, however, that the Idea
Man is always working. You miy not
look as though you are working. To
the untrained -€ye you may be drinking
a Martini. or improving relations with
the secretarial staff, but the big wheels
are turning in your subconscious, the
real work is going on in the great
sunken iceberg of your mind the source
of your true power.

are
son?
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vic crover awoke with the noon-day
heat ringing in his ears. He had been
asleep for only half an hour, and he
was getting ready to turn over and go
hack 10 sleep when he opened his eyes
for a moment and saw Hubert's woolly
black head over the top of his bare
toes. He stretched his eyelids and held
them open in the glaring light as long
as he could.

Hubert was standing in the yard, at
the edge of the porch, with a pine cone
in his hand.

Vic cursed him.

The colored man once more raked the
cone over Vic’s bare toes, tickling them
on the underside, and stepped back
out of reach.

“"What do you mean by standing
there tickling me with that dad-burned
cone?” Vic shouted at Hubert. “Is that
all you can find to do? Why don't you
get out in that field and do something
to them bollweevils? They're going 1o

eat up every boll of cotton on the place

if vou don’t stop them.”

“I surcly hated to wake vou up. Mr,
Vic.” Hubert said, “but there's a white
man out here looking for something.
He won't say what he's looking for,
but he’s hanging around for it”

Vic sat up wide awake. He sat up
on the quilt and pulled on his shoes
without looking into the yard. The
white sand in the yard beat the glare
of the sun directly into his eyes and he
could see nothing beyond the edge of
the porch. Hubert threw the pine cone
under the porch and su.'pp(.'lr aside.

“He must be looking for trouble,”
Vic said. “When they come around
and don’t say anvthing, and just sit
and look. it's trouble they're looking
for.”

“There he is. Mr. Vic,” Hubert said.
nodding his head across the yard.
“There he sits up against that water-
oak tree yonder.”

Vic looked around for Willie. Willie
was sitting on the top step at the other
end of the porch, directly in front of
the strange white man. She did not
lnok at Vic.

“You ought to have better sense than
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vic’s wife sat on that step, fooling with the stranger,

and the stranger kept fooling with that big knife

by ERSKINE CALDWELL

AUGUST AFTERNOON

“Boss,” Hubert said, shaking, “we qin’t aiming to have no trouble today, is we?”

to witke me up while 'm taking a nap.
This is no time of day to be up in the
summertime. 've got o get a linle
sleep every now and then.”

“Boss.” Hubert sud, “I wouldn't
never wake you up at all, not at any
time, but Miss Willie just sits there
high up on the steps showing her pretty
and that white man has been out there
whittling on a litde stick a long time
saving nothing. 'm scared about some-
thing happening when he whittles that
little stick clear through, and it's just
about whittled down to nothing now.
That's why 1 waked you up, Mr. Vic.
Ain't much lelt of that little whittling:
stick.”

Vic glanced again at Willie, and
from her he turned o stare at the
stranger sitting under the wateroak
tree in his front yard.

The picce of wood had heen shaved
down to paper thinness.

“Boss.” Hubert said, shilting the
weight of his bady uneasily, “we ain't
aiming to have no trouble today, is
we?”

*Which way did he come from:” Vic
asked, ignoring the question,

“I never dil see him come rom no-
where, Mr. Vic. 1 just looked up. and
there he was, sitting against that water-
ouak out yonder and whinling on that
littde stick. I reckon 1 must have been
drowsy when he came. because when |
opened my eyes, there he was.”

Vice slid down over the quilt until
his legs were hanging over the cedge ol
the porch. Perspiration began to wrickle
down his neck as soon as he sae up.

“Ask him what he's after, Hubert™

"We ain't aiming to have no wouble
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toclay, is we, Mr. Vie?"

“Ask him what he wants around here,
I said.”

Hubert went almost hall way to the
wateroak tree and stopped.

“Mr. Vic savs what can he do for
you. white-folks?”

The man said nothing. He did not
even glance up from the little stick he
was whittling.

Hubert came back to the porch, the
whites of his eyes becoming larger
with each step.

“What did he sayv?™ Vie asked him,

“He ain't said nothing yer, Mr. Vic.
He acts like he don’t hear me at all.
You'd better go talk to him, Mr. Vic.
He won't give me no auention. Ap-
pears 1o me like he's just sitting there
and looking at Miss Willic on the high
step. Maybe il you was to tell her wo
go in the house and shut the door, he
might be persuaded to give some notice
to what we say o him.”

“Ain’t no sense in sending her in
the house,” Vie said. T can make him
talk. Hand me thae stilyerd.”

“Mr. Vie, I'm trving 1o well you about
Miss Willie. Miss Willie's been sitting
there on that high step showing her
pretty and he's been looking at her a
right long time, Mr. Vic. Il you won’t
object to me saying so. Mr. Vig, |
reckon I'd tell Miss Willie 10 go sit
somewhere else, if T was you. Miss
Willie ain’t got much on today, Mr.
Vic. Just only that skimpy outside
dress, Mr. Vic. That's what I've been
trying to tell you. I walked out there
in the yard this while ago to sec what
he was looking at so much, and when 1
say Miss Willie aint got much on to-
day, I mean she's got on just only that
skimpy outside dress, Mr. Vic. You
can go look yoursell and sce if I'm
lying to you, Mr. Vic.”

“Hand me that stilyerd, T said.”

Hubert went to the end of the porch
andd brought the heavy iron cotton-
weighing steelyard o Vie. He stepped
back out of the way.

“Boss.” Hubert said. “we ain’t aiming
to have no trouble wday, is wer”

Vic was geuting ready 10 jump down
mto the yard when the man under the
wateroak reached into his pocket and
pulled out another knife. It was about
ten or cleven inches long and both
sides of the handle were covered with
hairy cowhide. There was a spring-
button in one end. The man pushed
the button with his thumb, and the
blade sprang from the case. He began
plaving with both knives, throwing
them up into the air and catching them
on the backs of his hands.

Hubert moved 1o the other side of
Vic.

“Mr. Vic.,” he said, "1 ain't intending
to mess in your business none. but it
looks to me like you got yoursell in
for a peck of trouble when you went
ofl and brought Miss Willie back here.
It looks 1o me like she's got up for a
city girl, more so than a country girl.”
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Vic cursed him.

“I'm telling you, Mr. Vie, you ought
to marry yourself a wife who hadn't
ought to sit on a high step in front of a
stranger not even when she's wearing
something more than just only a skimpy
outside dress. T walked out there and
looked at Miss Willie, and. Mr. Vic,
Miss Willie is as bare as a plucked
chicken. except for one little place I
saw.”

“Shut up,” Vic said. laying the steel-
yard down on the quilt beside him.

The man under the wateroak closed
the blade of the small knife and put
it into his pocket. The big, hairy, cow-
hide-covered knife he flipped into the
air and caught easily on the back of
his hand.

“Mr. Vic.” Hubert said, “You've been
asleep all the time and you don’t know
like I do. Miss Willie has been sitting
there on that high step showing off her
pretty a long ume now. I know, Mr.
Vic, because T went out there myself
and looked.”

Vic cursed him.

The man in the yard flipped the
knile into the air and caught it behind
his back,

“What's your name?” he asked Wil-
lie.

“"Willie,”

He flipped the knife again.

“What's yourse” she asked him, gig-
gling.

“Floyd."”

“Where are you [rom?™

“Carolina.”

He [lipped it higher than ever, catch-
ing it underhanded.

“"What are you doing in Georgia®”

“Don’t know,” he said, * Just looking
around.”

Willie gigeled, smiling at him.

Floyd got up and walked across the
yard to the steps and sat down on the
bottom one. He put his arms around
his knees and looked up at Willie.

“You're not so bad-looking,” he said.
“I've seen lots worse looking.”

"You're not so bad yoursell,” Willie
giggled, resting her arms on her knees
and looking down at him.

“How about a kiss?”

“What would it be to you?”

“Not bad. 1 reckon I've had lots
worse."”

“Well, you can't get it sitting down
there,”

Floyd climbed the steps on his hands
and feet and sat down on the next to
the op step. He leaned against Willic,
putting one arm around her waist and
the other under her knees. Willie slid
down the step beside him. Floyd pulled
her 1o him. making a sucking-sound
with his lips.

"Boss." Hubert said, his lips twitch-
ing, “we ain't aiming to have no
trouble today, is we?”

Vie cursed him.

Willie and Floyd moved down a
step without loosening their embrace.

“Who is that yellow-headed sap-

sucker, anyhow?" Vic said. “I'll be
dad-burned if he ain't got a lot of
nerve — coming here and fooling with
Willie.”

“You wouldn’t do nothing to ciuse
trouble, would you, Mr. Vic? 1 surely
don’t want to have no trouble, today,
Mr. Vic"

Vic glanced at the eleven-inch knife
Floyd had stuck into the step at his
feet. It stood on its tip twenty-two
inches high, while the sun was reflected
against the bright blade and made a
streak of light on Floyd's pant leg.

“Go over there and take that knife
away Irom him and bring it to me,”
Vic said. “Don't be scared ol him.”

"Mr. Vic, 1 surcly hate to disappoint
you, but il you want that white-folk's
knile, you'll just have to get it your
own sell. T don’t aim o have mysell
all carved up with that thing. Mr.
Vic, I surely can’t accommodate you
this time. If you want that white-folk’s
knife, you'll just be bound o get it
your own sell, Mr. Vic.”

Vic cursed him.

Hubert backed away until he was at
the end of the porch. He kept looking
behind him all the tume, IDOCI:ing 1o be
certain of the exact location of the
sycamore stump that was between him
and the pine grove on the other side
ol the cotton feld.

Vic called to Hubert and told him
to come back. Hubert came slowly
around the corner of the porch and
stood a few feet from the quik where
Vic was sitting. His lips quivered and
the whites of his eyes grew larger. Vic
motioned for him o come closer, but
he would not come an inch farther.

“How old are your" Floyd asked
Willie.

“Filteen.”

Flovd jerked the knife out of the
wood and thrust it deeper in the same
place.

“How old are youz” she asked him.

“About twenty-seven.”

“Are you married?”

“Not now,” he said. “How long have
you been?”

“About three months,” Willie said.

“How do you like i>”

“Pretuty good so [ar.”

“How about another Kiss?”

“You've just had one.”

“I'd like another one now.”

“I ought not to let you Kkiss me
again.”

“Why noe?”

“Men don't like girls who kiss oo
much.”

“I'm not that kind."”

“What kind are you?”

"I'd like o kiss you a lot.”

“But alter I let you do that, you'd
go away."

“No, I won't. I'll stay for something
clse.”

“What?"

“To get the rest of you.”

“You might hurt me.”

(rrm!f'nm:ﬂ' on page 35)
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The rape ol the Sabine women
by the Romans is a famous his-
torical incident, but our research
departiment has  uncovered a
hitherto unrevealed story.

It seems that Trebonius, the
tallest, strongest, handsomest
soldier in the Roman legions
broke into a house where he
found two luscious, sloe-eyed sis-
ters and  their  elderly nurse,
Chuckling with glee, he roared,
“Prepare thyselves for conquest,
my pretties!’

The lovely girls [ell to their
knees and pleaded with him.
“Ravish ws 1if thou wilt, o Ro-
man, but spare our [aithful old
nurse.

“Shut thy mouth,” snapped the
nurse. “"War is warl"”

Last summer a friend of ours
vacationed at a popular resort
where he met a young and charm-
ing girl. She prided herself on
being 2 good sport and dem-
onstrated this by enjoying just
about everything with our [riend

—dining, dancing, swimming,
tennis, horseback riding, motor-
ing — just about everything, in
short. except that special enjoy-
ment he was really interested in.

“Oh, come on,” he entreated,
"you're always saying what a
goad sport you are. Why draw
the line at this?” Appealing 10
her sense of good sportsmanship
finally wurned the trick, and the
last evening ol their vacation was
the most enjoyable of all,

Back on the job, our [riend
had almost forgotten the incident
when, just a week ago. the phone
r;mg.

“Do you know who this is?” a
sweet, lemimine voice asked.

He didn’t, of course.

“The givl from the lake this
summer,” she said. “The good
sport.”

She said she had something
mmportant to tell him and wanted
to meet him for a drink alter
work. Remembering the pleasant
interlude ac the end of their va-
cation, he made a date for that
very evening.

Over Manhattans, the girl con-
fided that she was in a family

way and asked him what he was
going to do about it

Our Iriend was understandably
unnerved.

“I—=1 don't know what 1 can
do,” he said, gulping down his
drink. “This summer was just
for laughs. I'm engaged 1o be
married to another girl. The
question is, what are you going
to do about it?”

“Well.” she said, almost in
tears, “I suppose 1 could kill my-
sell!™

“Gee!"” He breathed a sigh of
reliel. “You are a good sport!”

Then there was the layboy who
suddenly decided 1o li\'c a strictly
moral lile. First, he cut out
smoking. Then he cut out liquor,
Then he cut out swearing. Then
he cut out women.

Now he's cutting out paper
dolls.

Two small mice were crouched
under a table in the chorus girls’
dressing room of a big Broadway
show.

“Wow," exclaimed the Frst
mouse, “have you ever seen so
many gorgeous legs in your life?”

“Means nothing to me,” said
the second. “"I'm a titmouse,”

The Olympic swimming champ
got married to a beautiful girl
and, on their honevmoon, treated
her to an exhibition of his swim-
ming prowess. He leaped into
the hotel pool, cleaved the water
with expert strokes, and came up
on the opf)mhe side in a matter
ol scconds. His proud smile
faded slightly when his lovely
wile dived in and repeated his
fear in hall the time.

But, masking his bruised ego,
he ok her in his arms and ex-
claimed. “Darling, you're won-
derful! Why didn't you tell me
you were a swimming champion
Loos

“I'm not.” she rl:"l)lif(l, “1 was
a street-walker in Venice.”




“Now it's my turn, Mr. Bullfinch. Let me feel your wallet!”
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“It won't hure.”

“It might."

“Let's goimside for a drink and
I'll show you.”

“We'll have to go to the spring for
fresh water”

“Where's the sprin

“Just across the held i the grove™

“AIL vight,” Flovd saxd, standing up.
“Let's gol”

He bent down and pulled the knife
out ol the wood, Willie van down the
steps and across the vard, When Flovd
siw that she wias not going 1o wait lor
hine. he ran altey her, holding the
Knives in his pocker with one hand.
She led him across the cotton lield w
the spring in the pine grove, Jost be-
fore they got there, Iluu[ ciught her
by the arm and ran beside her the rest
ol the way.

Hubert sawd. his voice trem-
bling. “we ain’t aiming to have no
tronble todiav, 15 wes”

Vie cursed lum.

“Hoss,”

“I don’t want to get messed up with
a heap of wouble and mavbe ger my
belly slic open with that big  hairy
knife, 1l you ain't got objections, |
reckon Ul mosey on home now and
cut me a hule Trewood for the cook-
stove.”

“Come back here! Vie said. “Yom
stay where you are and stop making
moves to go oll”

"What is we aiming to do, M. Vie?

Vie eased  himsell ol the  porch
and  walked across the vard o the
water-oak, e looked down ar the
ground where Flovd had been sinung,
and then he looked an the porch sieps
where Willie had been. The noonday
heat beat down  through  the  thin
leaves overhead and he could feel his

mouth and throar burn with the hot
air he breathed.
“Have you got a gun, Hubere?”

“No sir, boss,” Hubert saiel.

“"Why haven’t vou:" he said. “Right
when | need a gun, vou haven’t got
it. Why don’t you keep a gun”

“Mr. Vi, I ain’t got no use lor a
gun, 1 used 1o keep one to shoot rab-
bits and squirrels with, but 1 got 10
thinking hard one dav, and 1 waded
it off the hirst chance 1 had. 1 yeckon
it was o good thing 1 raded, oo,
I 1 had kept it vou'd be asking for
it like you did just now.”

Vie went back o the pordh and pick-
cd up the steelvard and hammered the
porch with it Alter he had hic the
pm(h four or five times, he dropped
it and started our in the divection of
the spring. He walked as far as the
edge of the shade and stopped. He
stood listening [or a while.

Willic and Flovd could be
down necar the spring.  Flowd
something to Willie, and Willie |
ed loudly. There was silence aga

heard
sard

(continued from page 32)

several  minutes, and  then Willie
laughed  again. Vie could not eell

whether she was aving or Lughing.
He was getting ready to wirn and go
back o the porch when he heard her
cry out, It sounded hike a scream, but
it wis not exactly that; it sounded
like a shrick. but it wasn't that, either;
it sounded more lhike someone Liugh-
mg ad orving simultmeously moa
high pitched, exated voice.

*Where did Miss Willie come from,
Mr. Viez” Hubent .I\LL‘(I “Where did
you bring her [ron

l)m\n below here a linde way,” he
said.

Hubert listened to the sounds that
were coming lrom the pme grove.

"Boss,” he sud after a hinle while,
“it appears o me like you didn’t go
far cnough awav”

“I went [y encugh.” Vie said. "1
I had gone any farther, Ud have been
in Florda”

The wolored  man hunched  his
shoulders [orward sevaral nmes while
he smoothed the white sand with his
broad-soled  shoes.

“Mr. Vie, af I
time I'd surely
farther.” '

“"What do vou mean, the next time?”

“Lowas liguring  that mavhe  vou
wouldn’t be keeping her much longer
than now, Mr. Vic."

Vie aursed him,

Fubert riised his head several times
and attempted 1o see down into the
pincgrove over the top ol the grow-
mg cotbon,

“Shut up and mmd vour own busi-
ness” Vie s “P'm o going to keep
her till the cows come home. Where
else do vou veckon 1'd lind a beoer-
looking girl than Williez"

“Boss, 1 wasn't thinking of how
she looks—I was thinking ol how she
acts.”

“She acts that way  beciuse  she
ain't old enough to know who to ool
with. She'll carch on in tme.”

wis vou, the next
go that far, maybe

Hubert followed Vie across  the
yard. While Vie went towands the
porch.  Hubert stopped  and - leaned

against the water ouk where he could
almost see over the conon lield o
the pine grove. Vie went up on the
porch and stretched out on the quilt
He wok ofl hus shoes and [ung them
aside.

“I surcly God knowed something
was going to happen when he whinled
that stick down to nothing.” Hubert
was saving  to himscll. "White-folks
take o long time to whittle a liule
picce of wood. but when they whitle
it down o nothing, thevre going 10
be up and doing belore the time
ain’t long.”

Presenty  Vie sat upright on the
quilt.

“Listen here, Hubert—"

“Yos, sir, boss.”

"You Lu*p vour cve on that stl
verd so o will sty |u.,]n where it s
now, and when llu‘, come back up the
path, vou wake me up in a hurry.”

"Yes, sir, boss”™ Hubert said. “Are
you aiming to take a livde nap now:"

“Yeso T oame And il vou den’t wake
me up when they come back, 'l
break vour neck for you when 1 do
witke up”

Vie lay down again on the quilt

and tomed over on his side o shuat
out the blinding ghve ol the carly

alernoon sun that was relleced upon
the porch from the havd white sind
in the vard.

Hubert seratched his head and sat
down agiwinst the water oak  Lacing
the path from ihe spring. He could
hear Vie snoring on the pordh above
the sounds that Gune at imtervals from
the pme grove aooss the lield. He
sat staring down the path, diowsy,
singing under his breath, Te was a long
tume unul sundown.

a
OLD TIGER

(continued from page 24)

The guy just wanders around and
seems to say the Divst thing that pops
inta his head. Watching Iull! you get
the ides he doesn't caire one wayv or
the other if he has an audience or
not. He's just taking it casy. doing
what he wants o be doing, and il a
lew million people happen o be look-
g at him. Ok, Il they're not,
OK Lo, He  doesnt sell. he
docs’t push, he docsnt hustle. Even
his most ardent admirers would prob-
ablv admit that Garroway  cmnot
tuly be ailled a wlented man, un-
less the ability to make people like
him can be considered o wlent. He
can't sing (even Godlrey does  tha,
after a Lshion), he can’t act, he's not
particulrly handsome,  he  doesn’t
play @ musical instroment or jugsle
or do cnd ks, He doesn’t even
crauck the vsual kind ol jokes. What
the  hell, wonder  his  envious ol
leagnes, has this man got? The Chiis-
tan Science Maonitor has done the
most accurate jnln ol pin pointing the
Garroway secret. “He s a sivhist.” they
sav: “His stvle is caleulated unpreten-
tiousness,”

Others have had more  dilficulty
pigean-holing  the Garroway  person-
aliv—have, in Lact, offered diametrical-
Iy opposite descriptions. Trme NMag-
azine has called hom an extrovert;
Newsweek, an introvert.

We offer the suggestion that he is
a shrewd but bashful exwoovert. and
wish him a Liberal share ol his favorite
commodity, peace.
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FIGURL 1 Couch side elevation)

IREATING a person for a mental aber-
ration in this day and age is like giv-
ing a drowning man artificial respira-
tion without taking him out of the

lake. Things have become too con-
fused. Treatment s not my answer.
(I have receved several badly  writ-

ten leters Irom a Dr. Gl Gassoway
demanding thar 1 state thar treatmment
is Jus answer. | have no intention ol
complying with this imbecilic request. )

\lthough the whole idea of attempt-
ing w patch a personality once it has
broken down is [utile, some of the de
vices mentioned i the [ollowing pages
mav lhave value as temporary exped-
jents in so Lar as they keep the patien
in a luncuonal siate long enough fos
him 1o attack the real cause of lus
trouble — lus environment,

PSYCHOANALYSIS

This is a method of treating the
milder newrosis by letting the patient
talk abowt himsell until he becomes
so bored he lorgets what was originally
wrong with him.®  Psvohoanalysis has
aumed wide public acceptince, owing
to the remendous volume ol publiciry
i has received via movies, periodicals,
and ofl-color ancadotes.

In spite of — perhaps bease of —
the wide acceprance of this method, it
Ias many dewractors and has at times
been the basis of bitter argument in
psvchological  circles. However,  the
American  Psvochiatric \ssociation  re-
cently caome out strongly in favor ol
psvihoanalysis, recommending it un
equivacally, in a twenty-one-page an-
nouncement that thev released to the

*The use of the masculine gender in
referving lo the “fatient” is jor pur
proses of hitevary simplicity and has no
significance. Posttively, Do not look
for any. Please.
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AIR VENT

BY ROGER PRICE

cxplaining the price method

of psychoanalvsis, with help-

ful diagrams by the author.

FIGURE I Plan ol Iy, Dorsea's ollice

press, Dhis statcment anpartally exion-
med the merits of psychoanalysis lrom
every possible angle and  gave two
principal yeasons for the Association’s
favorable awitude:

1. It costs twenty dollios an hour.

2.0 Jasts hrom  eight months to
en )’t'&tl\.
THE TPRICE METHOD T —1HOW 1T WORKS
Fhere are several approaches o

psychoanalysis. 1 shall take up here an
approach that 1 odevised mysell and
that Lk ol Lalse modesty has prompt-
ed me o mame the “Prce Method”
About thas method. the eminent au-
thority. J. Lavlor Dorsey. M. D has
sinuel. Surefire! A arackerjck
svstenm. Results gotten first time. Just
what the public hus been waiting for”

The “Prce Method™ has one tremen-
dous advintage from the stndpoint ol
the  would-be  psychoanalyse Te re-
quires no diploma.

Becanse ol this advantage, o lew
Medical Examining Boards here and
there have refused o legalize s use.
However, it has been recognized by
many  progressive  communities and
may salely be practiced in Tierr del
Fuegn: Mingo County, Texas: and in
Gatoome Provinee,  Southern Rho-
desian

\t the present time. the “Price
Method™ is actually bemg used by only
one doctor, my maternal unele, | Tay-
lor Dorsev. ol (For reasons of
security [ Tavlor Dorsey’s]. 1 can-
not give his professional address)

1 will outline brielly here the mech-
anics of the “Price Method,” as prac-
ticed by Dr. Dorsey.

The “Price Method™ yequires litele
cquipment. A couch a desk. a chair,
a padd of notepaper. and o good Lowyer.

The most importane item is the

couch (Figare 1)

Fhe wnn purnwred here is the most
up to-ciite model and is on sale
metropolitan areas  at prolabitive
prices. 1 you wish o avoid a Loge in-
il mvestment i equipment g sitis-
Ercrory couch mav be secured in a more
cconomical way by stealing one.

When o new patient consults Dr.
Dorsey. the procedure is as lollows,
Aier a prelminoy examination of

the  patient’s Hl'n'-llil}. Social  \-
wdes, Narital Status, and Suie Pock-
cts, Do Dorsey tells him to go howe

and write o complete history of  his
own lile. putiing m every detail, no
matter how cmbarrassing or libelous,
The patient does this and returns in
a few davs with the history. D, Dor-
sev then reads the patients history,
corrects the granmen as best he am,
clunges a few names around, and sub-
mnts it to True Stovy Magazine ®

He then amanges lor the patient
o come o his oflice at speailied times
during the week and lie on the couch
ane wlk. While the panent s alk-
mgz. D Dorsey sits in the easy duar
with his notepaper. The proper plac
myg of the chan in relation o the
couch v ol utmost importance (Fig-
ure 1),

You will notice that the chair is
placed behind the couch, so that the
patient cannot see the analvst. There
is a reason for this. This s so that
once the patient begins wlking, Dr.
Dorseyv can sneak out the door, tele-
phone friends. and ke care of cus-
tomers i his haberdashery  down-

*If you make a sale. veserve motion-
picture vights for yourself. Get il in
writing. Don’t trust magazine editors.

stns,© ,

When  about  [ifty  minutes  have
gone by, Do Dorsey sneaks back in,
stops the patent rom tdking, and
sends him home. I it isn’t possible o
stop the patient Irom tilking. Dy, Dor-
sey sends hum home, anvway, with a
note to the bus driver |'ai|1lu-d 1 his
Lapel.

In the event that the panent should
disconver that Dr. Dorsey has left the
room while he is wlking, the proce-
dure s as fallows, Dy, Dorsev enters
aned Tineds the patiemt standing up,
looking nervously about the office. He
crosses rapidiv o chair, sits down. and
boegine scowling at his  notepaper.,

vartent: Doctor: o . . Doctor Dor-
SeVE

Dr. D: (Busy with notes) Mmm . . .

mm . . . ommm , ., Oh, what was
thin?

rarext: Doctor, where have you
beens:

. D: ... Been: ., .

parient: 1 olooked around while I

was talking, and vou weren’t in the
YOOI

Dr. D: Umm . . . verv imteresting:
vou looked around and imagined I
wasnt in the room!

ratiext: But Doctor . . .

Dr. D: (In a sootling tone) Now,
now. now. now . ., let’s not give in
so easily o

This particular device is Dr. Dor-

*See Sigmund Frewd. The Use of the
Tennis Shoe in Psvchoanalvsis  (1930).
**Tlus dinlogue is copyrighted. Ama-
teny theatrical groups ave warned not
to attempt ta present it without pay-
ing  me  rvovalties.  Especially  high-
school grou s

(continued on page 16)
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PERSISTENT NUDE (continued from page 18)

ture in i bulky, trailing sarong. She

resisted him and wied o pull the gar-
ment oll as soon as he had linished.
She was still wrestling with it when
he brought her a peanut butter jar
Lied with a muxture of sugar and water
and placed it in [ront of her.

He slowly closed the drawer, leav-
ing a small opening for air. His own
supper was a pranut butter sandwich,
and a cup ol wa. drunk reflectively.
Immediately  alterwand  he fell inmo
bed and slept as il he were drugged
until the alamm awakened him in the
morning.

He pecked ar once into the drawer.,
The viny girl was asleep, She also was
undressed  again. Part ol the sugar
amd water appeared o be gone. He
wished he could stav and uy 1o alk
to her. perhaps picce out some ol
what she was saving, but he felt it
would be unwise not o B0 o work
as usual, Sulll it might be disastrous
il anvone should  discover her. He
checked o make stre and  satisfied
himselfl she could not ger out of the
drawer. Then he dressed. locked s
door  carclully, put the “"Do  Not
Disturb™ sign on i, and went to
work.

During the day he decided that per-
haps he should wait a bit before he
told anyone about her—she might go
away.

And when he closed the door be-
hind him thit evening and opened
the dresser dvawer, she was gone. He
felt a suange disappointment.

Someone chuckled. The nude girl
stepped out [rom behind  a framed
photograph ol Miss  Belle, on las
dresser top. Thumbsize the day be-
fore, she was now as Ing as his en-
tive hand. This discovery caused Mr.
Augustus o shake his head  wwice
back and forth quickly. When he fo-
cused  his eves again, she was sl
there —and nearly eight inches higher.

“Surprise!’ she  excaimed in a
squenky voice.

Mr. Augustus pasped and  wrned
Miss Belle's picture to the wall.

“You didn’t even think 1T was real
at first, did you® she gigoled. “But
you thought about me and created
me and—here 1 am!™ The littde pixie
ook up the handkerchiel Mr. Augus-
wis had carefully wrapped around her
the night before and began o do
a naughty rhumba across the dresser
top.

“Stop  that!™  Mr.  Augustus  ex-
claimed. “Stop it this instant and put
some clothes on.”

“Is that all vou ever think ol” she
complained, “rlothes?  Pool for vour
clothes!™ She threw the handkerchiel
in his lace,

Mr. Augustus choked, fighting the
handkerchiel, which had knocked his
glasses askew.
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“Be reasonable, Daddy,” she plead-
ed. “T'm o nymph from a sylvan grove,
and nmymphs don’t wear clothes.” Her
voice was like a saatchy  children’s
record. “And il vou'll keep on be-
lieving in me and just let me stick
around, you wont be sorry.” She
threw her arms up over her  head.
*Case 'm going 1o grow—and grow
—amd grow!"”

It was evening and at the hotel
desk the night derk was engrossed
in a scencediction magazine.  He
jumped when he looked up and saw
AMr. Augustus peering down at ham
[rom over the switchboard.

“What  are  vou  reading,
man:" Mr. Augusins asked,

The dak deared his throat, “It's
a story about a scentist,” he said,
“who poes o the other side ol the
moon., Amd he hinds o bunch ol Lile
people living there—people no bigger'n
your hand. Crazy, huh:"

Mr. Augusins Laughed  awkwardly.
“No bigger than my hand? hnagine!
As smaldl as a hand. How absmd!™ He
continued the uneasy laugh as he dis-
appearcd up the stairs.

The "Do Nat Disturb” sign was
still on the door.

The linle aeature jumped off the
bed, when he entered. She was now
just all enough o g ac his belt

“Did vou bring i7" she asked,
excitedly,

“Here” He pulled a brown pack-
age from his coat and lifted a boulde
from it. 1 can assure you, [ felt
quite daring buving it.”

“I ecan live on mr.” the lovely pixie
said, laughing, "but every now and
then, [ appreciate a liude nip!”

She looked disturbingly like a small
child — a distractingly proportioned,
voluptmous child. 1o be sure, bur a
t.'hil:{. nevertheless, Mo Augustus was
no Jonger [nightened, however. He
was now anticipating her full growth
with some pleasure. As he poured
out the sherry, he tried to estimate
how long it would wike her.

*The maid cime by again today,”
she said, leaning against Mr. Augus-
tus as she empricd her drink. *1 heard
her in the hall, Sawd something about
people who live in pigsties, but |
Just kept quict and she didn’t come
in.”

Mr. Augustus  looked  about  the
room, at the painting exactly as he
had abandoned it a few short davs
before, at the unmade bed, the dust
on the tibletop. "It does need tidy-
ing a bit,” he said. “You're big enough
now, while I'm at the office. vou . . "

“Na, no, no!” she stamped her [oot
“I'm no housemaid! Here,” she held
out her empty glass, “give me another
drink.”

A twrrible thought ¢ame o him

young

suddenly.
won't you:”

“"Oh yes,” she langhed, and winked
at him. “When I'm just the nght
size!”

Mr. Augustus knew he wis going to
blush, so he wrned away. o the
closer. He brought out his bathrobe
and handed it o her. “Please put this
on.” he said. “You'll catch eold stand-
g about like that”

“All right,” she said. “Just so
vou'll stop nagging. But I'm not vscd
to clothes, | told vou. You've got the
craziest ideas about nvmphs”  She
hiccuped.

“That's enough now.” Mr. Augus-
s cantioned. 71 don’t want you get-
ting tipsy on me.”

“"Oh. don't be an old killjoy,” she
said, filling another glass.

Mr. Auvgustus settded  reflectively
in his easy chaor. This was no child,
he mused. She might be hatle more
than three fect wll, bur she thoughe
like a woman and she was buile Like
a woman. No one had ever accused
him ol being a roud belore. but he
had 1o admit this lovely oeature was
bringing out lLuent possibilities in
him.

But he wondered. since she had heen
created our of his own imagination,
would he actually be able w ... And
there was the problem of where 10
keep her. The maid couldn’t be kept
out forever. He thought he might
install her in an apartment nearby
and tell people she was his young
nicce from Minnesota. No one would
suspect him of a lie like thar,

His thoughts were interrupted by
a gigele lvom the other side of the
oom. The girl's long hair hung over
one eye, the bathrobe had gotten all
twisted around her, and the sherry
bottle was empuy.

“Wish I was big enough right now,”
she sawd. And as he looked at her,
she passed out.

The following evening he was late
gewting home. He had been walking
dreamily  about  the neighborhood,
considering  places where a nvinph
might be properly kept. wondering
about the problem of clothes, and
generally  conmtemplating some of the
more pleasant aspects of the situation,

When he opened the door, he re-
ceived a rather severe shock. His
charming nvmph was a fullsize wo-
man,  completely  and  unmistkably
developed.

“Daddy!™  she cried. “I  thought
vou'd never get here. Look! Look!
I'm all grown up.”

Look he did and grown she was.
Her voice was sultry and mature,
“Mama's been so lonesome all day,”
she pouted.

“Yes,” he said, wrving to gather his
wits as he made sure the door was

(continued on puge 14)

“You will stop growing,




PARIS

the spell of

GAY PAREE
is everywhere

AT¥OM 3HL ANNOUY.

PARI!S IN NEW YOCRK

France holds o stomge Liscoimauon for the rest
ol the cvalived western world, Some ol us may
think the Frendh are politically eccentric, and
may get peeved at what some ol their designers
are uving o do o Temale Tashions, huat most
of us are in love with the conntry and consudes
Paris the most exotic. yomantic ity on carth

Not evervone who dreams ol s can 2o
there, but Lovtumaeely lor the others, the city often
docs some visitmg ol its own. New Yorkers aain
enjov a spectacular French revae at the Lalin
Quarter with all the ghuer and ziods ol the
smartest Paris night spot.




PARIS IN LONDON

The English dont have to swim the  in the very heart ol London, with as
channel Tor a show with continental  much nudity on the stage as in the
avew —a Falies Bergeve Reone thrives  dressing room.
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PARIS IN CHICAGO

The Silver Frolies offers “Paris in

Chicago.” with their beautilul. over-
thressed Mamselles  Pavisienne {ea-

twred in the production numbers,
and  equally  beautiful, very un-
dressed  dancers in the specialty
numbers.
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PARIS IN PARIS

I'here s, ol course, nothimyg guite
like the real thing—and the night
spots ol Paris wsell are jost a hide
more  labulous,  exoavagant  and
exciting  than  their  counterparts
round  the world.
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PERSISTENT NUDE (continued jrom page 38)

cosed, "1 didn't  expec—that s,
you've grown so guicklv="

“Yes, ves—isn't it wonderful!™

“Yes, ves—uh. couldn’t vou—couldn’t
you put the bathrobe on agaim. It's
getting hot in here—uh, cold in here
—uh="" He realized. quite suddenly,
that he was not nearly as prepated for
this event as he had expeacd o be.
Change the subject. he thought, Must
chang: the subject. “yve been look-
ing lor a place lor vou to stay—"

“Bue 1 think this place s adorable”
She plumped  henself down on his
bed. "Gor a dgarer®”

“But nymphs don’t smoke, do they?”
ll(’ asketd.

“Who knows®" she sail. " Anvway.
I'd like o oy, Anvthing’s worth try-
ing once. don’'t vou think”

“1 think.,” he said. wrving 0 get
some  detcrmination  into lus voice,
“we will have o ger vou some dothes
and then we will Juive 1o lind a
plive for you to stay.”

“But 1 want to stay with you” she
insisted. “und who needs clothes:”

“I'm sure that's all very well in
your svlvan grove. but in our society
things are dillerent. and we . .. "

“Oh. ler's not alk any more.” She
moved  towards him from the bed.
“Pve waited days for this moment ..
Her arms went about his neck.

Mi. Augustus had also been con-
templavmyg this moment for days, but
he sull was lllllll’(‘l);lr('ll for it

“Kiss me,” she said. “Ir will he just

the way vou imagined it when you
creaed  me”

“Wait,” he gasped, trying to pull
free. “Want a munute—"

She kissed ham hatly.

“Stop it,” he  pamed,  struggling.
“Stop it vou—witch!”

Ihe girl stillened. She backed away,
her hands on her hips. “Now  look,
Daddy,” she said, “mv being here was
vour e You'd beter sttt loosening
up and enjoving it or youw'll be sorry.”

“Notmy adea at all” Mo Augustus
saic, now  thoroughly  Hustered, A
slip of the brush.”

“Why vou boldlaced liar” The girl
arabbed his painting and waved it at
him. “You philanderer.”

“Be carelul of that,™ Mr.
sancl,

She threw the painting to the Hoor
and jumped on i

“Oh sand My, Augustus, "Oh, O

Augustus

“Now  that were rd of  that
thing . . . 7 She advanced on lam
i,

“You must go.” Mro Nugustus said,
“Nou must.” She kept advancing, “Tll
call someone” he said. She stopped.
“I'll have vou put out. You're only
my ingination vway.”

“Sothat’s the way it is.” She stamped
her foot, "Well go ahead and  call
then, You'll regret it—see il you
don't!”

His lund ouched the doorknol be-
hind him. He Hung the door open
andd ran. Before it shimmed shut again,

he heard her shout, “You'll vegret it!"

The derk was reading o comie book,
He sumted when he looked up into
Mr. Augustusy’ Hushed, panicky Lace.

“There's a naked woman oy
room and she won't get out,” he
gaspedl

“Whin="

“Yes, ves. She's blonde, and she's
naked. and she's been there lor davs,
Oh, please come and pur her oot”

The derk let himsell be tugeed 10
Mr. Augustus’ room two [lights up.

Mr. Augustus threw open e door,
“Look.” he ored  drmatcally, not
looking himsell.

“Well, 'l be damned!™ the clerk
said softlv. He began o lngh, a nice
soft chuckle thar gradmed o a
vulgar howl, which resounded through
the hall as he walked bk into the
hallway and inta the elevator.

“Oh” he called back. “so that's it
That's why vou wouldn't let the maid
in. Oh, vou dog, vou. What will the

management  say:" And he  disap-
peared.
“No.o watit. You musm’'t=" \Mr. Au-

sustus slowly tmmed his eves o his
room. It was empty. Then he saw the
south wall.

There. above his bed. where it
had previously been bare and white,
was a lifesize mural of a voluptuous
nude.  And  some ek had been
worked with the paints thar gave @
mischievous pinie look 1o the eves

“Two dozen, please —and stop calling me “madam’!”
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A FEW TIMELY TIPS ON CUTTING UP THE BARNYARD CUT-UP

THE BIG TURREY pAY at the end ol
the month reminds us that some of
these gay buds are the most outstand-
ing two-legged  philanderers in the
workl. Flunters report on the polvg:
mous activities observed amongst
turkevs during the March and April
mating months.  Strangely, the most
sought alter mates in the tarkey world
are not voung phabovs but old gob-
blers — pn s who've been around
Loy yeurs and who, because of their
experience, ciase submissive hens to
flock 1o them in droves.

A\ male gobbler docsn’t want solt
lights lor his amour. He prefers bright
sunlight.  From his roost on a tree or
lence. he begins his noisy gil-obble-
obblemng love wall. When a female
shows, he spreads his tal feathers in
a magnilicent fan, throws out his :'hnt.
and siruts about the area, mostly
circless This sore ol nonsense tpp.u’-
ently makes a big hit with lemale -
kews, and eve ntually vigorous old toms
collect harems covering two or three
muiles,

At the sime tme, vounger birds can
screech their lool heads off without
being noticed. In time, some of them
will learn the subtle art ol turkey love
and they, oo, will acquire harems,
Some never do make out. however,
and these sad birds bhecome thin and
tough while lorlornly looking for a
little female companionship.

Polvgamy is the rule with domestic

flocks. oo,  Female wirkevs become
upset when oo many males  are
around.  Turkey growers will 1ell vou

that one tom to ey cry en hens canses
undue disturbance during the nuting
season. One wom to every lilteen le-
males not only makes lor o more con-
tented [lock but also lor greaer ler-
tility.

In other Lo,

ways, the wrkey is

a zav bird.  Some have been known
to enjoy racing, drinking, movies, and
adventure.

Racing tkevs nsed to be quite a
sport.  In the I80s. a Lamous bird
mamed Mad Billy beat all other entries
six vears mmoa row on g Connectient
turkey k. He linally lost the sev-
enth vear o Long Johnny, his owner
revred him, and he was guest ol honor
at a delicious roust turkev dinner.

Drinking turkeys are common in
Central Amierica. The birds are given
rum or whiskev just belore they are
sent o the block for Iwhr.lrlmg Li-
quor relaxes them and s supposed to
make them more tender. Normally
a lew jigzers of ram will get the turkey
sullicienmly blotto.  One lrlik\ tom re-
quired a Lull Tilth of Scotch, however.
It became a problem of drinking him
under the table belore serving him on
top ol iL

The turkey world has its movie
stars, oo, Though never as Limous as
Pathe’s crowing  rooster, Mr. Joseph
C. Shaw ol Loy Angeles owned a bird
that carncd 515 a0 day lor plaving in
barnvard scenes Tor the movies,

And don’t let anvone tell vou the
turkey doesn’t love travel and adven-
ture.  In the 18505, American Clipper
Ships curied them on long vovages
as good luck mascots,

The wurkey is a [ull-blooded Ameri
can.  Ancient Peruvian writings  dee
scribe the gorgeous turkeys owned by
the emperor. It was against the law
lor common people 1o cat turkey.

Belore the new world was discover
cd. the Towl was unknown in Furope,
The Livst explorers brought wild tur-
kevs back with them, and Furopeans
soon domesticated the bird,  As early
as 1550, Chatles IX of France cele-
brated o teast with @ huge turkey din-
ner.  Englishmen also started to breed

and raise turkevs on farms.  In Tace,
the linst domestic turkeys in America
were brought [rom the old world 10
the new, where the original scitlers
were stll munching on tough wild
turkev taken [rom the woods.

Ben Franklin suggested the wrkey
should be our national bhird instead of
the cagle.  Franklin might have had
an casier time naking his poing it he
had lived in 1954, which will see sixty-
one million turkeys produced on US,
farms.  Even a man with Ben's imagi-
mation might have had dilliculty pie-
turing the mrkey taken [rom the grass

(contimued on page 18)
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PLAYBOY

MENTAL ILLNESS (oniinuca jrom page 51

sey's own contribution to the “I'nice
Method,” and he assures me that i has
worked perfeady every ume he has had
o use it

So much {or the mechanics of the
visit. These visits are repeated undil
the patient s (a) cured o (L) runs oot
ol money.

ENAMPLES OF ANALYSIS

Oceasionally, Do Dorsey will stay
right in the wom with the patient
(when business is slow i the haber-
dashieryy and nekes notes ol s k.
The ];;uiuu'\ talk s what s l.il_lctl
Free Associntion. Lhis means he just
lies there and says whatever happens
o come into his mind. Although this
sort ol thing will appear o have no
significance 1o the yvman, the rained
“Price Method” analyst cn [requently
get  valuable mformation reganding
the hisic case of the patients disorder
by studyving  his scetingly  random
thoughts,

Here are a few examples, taken from
Dr. Dorsevs files, that illusuate this
wehmigue. Fust, we have the trms-
cription of the paticnt’s Free-Associa-
tive monologue, followed by the doc-
tor’s analvsis,

CAsE NusBer: 67-155-8¢

The paviext: A large jovial man of
43, hapmly mavvied jor 19 years. em-
ploxed by an advertising agency, Com-
plained of vestlessness and tnability to
concentrate on work.

FrANSCRIPTION: . . . Sure is hot today

.« had a great dav an the ollice < ..
gave Dick Davis o hot foot .~ . hacha
..o Davis has cute seeretary . wore
Jow cut dress . - . built like @ million
dollars | . - have to deposit chedk - L
like bank . . . cote girl in Livst cage

wears lowcut dresses buile

like o million dolls . . L saw gl on
Madison Avenue . .. stopped o look
in window . stopped  beside her,
followed her twelve blocks, wanted 1o
give her linde pinch . . wore very
low-cut dress . built hike a willion

daollirs . . . [ollowed tall blonde ., .
wore highneck dress ... probably [ri-
gud o . L hell with her . crowded

drvgstore for lunch . . . shore bruaneue
<o cowore tight sweater ... buile like a
million dellis - . . ot nasiv when |
gave hey litdde pinch .. hell with her
< .rvadde subway One Hundred Twen
v lilth Suoeet and back . . . no luck
. .oosaw redhead  on Forvvfourth
Sweet .o, 0f gained a0 few pounds
would be butlt hike a nullion dollars
v . . [ollowed her in newsreel theater
. ooosar down besiede . wave litde

pinch Csurprised such linde theater
hadd such big ushers - .. hell with them
«oowent 1o oflice | new elevator

oprrator o . |-I||mp .o loose uniform

FIGURE 111 Walter

©ooco0
—J

FIGURE IV Television Set

FIGURE V

Patient® Receiving Shock

Treatment

*Fictitious wwmleer nwsed to conceal
fratient’s veal number.
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*Fictitous drmwing used lo ronceal
real drawmg of patient.

.. .ocouldn’t fool me . . . was built

ke a oullion dollos o . clevator
aowded . . save her e lutle
pinches o . rodde down and up azain

- mave her six pmches . overoon-

fident . . . gave her two more hide
pinches . . . 1 was only one el in
car .. .oshe got suspraous . - hell with
her . .. owent o ollice ., o conlercmee
with J. P . . . his seoretary wenning
low-cut dress . . . buile like a million

dollars . . .

ANALYSIS 1y DR, bDowsev: lis man
spends too much time thinking about
maoney.

CASE NUMBER: 339720

THE PATINT: A small man of 51,
Employed as clief accountant by do-
mestic vermoutl distributing company,
very hapjnly marvied for ten months
to wife, 3 years old. Complutned of
headaches and spots before exyes.

TRANSCRIPTION: . . . Sure is hot oday
v« - wonder what we'll have [or din-
ner . . . LEthel fised orcamed mush-
rooms agaun last might . . three
months now  I've had nothing  but
cremmed mshrooms . . . Ethel likes
to hix them . . . wonder if Ethel’s cou-
sin Charley dvopped by wday . ..
nie he cm come over i alternoons
to keep her company . . . mice lellow,
her cousin Clindey . o L lunny L L,
1 never even knew Ethel had a cou-
sin until thar alternoon 1 came home
carly Irom work smd happened 1o meet
him . .. nice fellow . oo very fond of

me, o . .. goes out i the woods and
looks Tor mushrooms . . . amd he
doesn’t even ke them himsell . . .

Ethel hasn't caten any of the oeamed
mushrooms lor the past week, oither
.o bu 1 opretend 1 like them becanse
she and Cousm Charley sure enjoy
wiatching me eat them . . . thevive
been tasting strange the  past week
. . . mushrooms tasted strange  this
morning at breakfast .. bur T hare o
complain . . . Fihel is so proud of her
cvemmed mushrooms . . . anvway . ..
anvway . . . awwwwk . . . (choking
sounds) . .. Doc. could T have a zlass
ol ... (choking sounds) . . . Awwwkk-
kwwkkwwwkkk!

ANALYSIS BY DR. DORSEY: Rigor mor-
lis.

case xvaser: 8101165

Tue vaviest: A than, worried look-
”'q mnan N’If’f !”'Hﬂl‘lullrf\d neviious
twitch. Indetevminate age. JHaiw pre-
maturely gvay. Wearing blue swil, no
shirt, and a vasher of bacon on top
of his head. Walked on all fours. Com-
[laiued of unnatural fears,

TRANSCRIFITONS . Sure s cold
today . . . [ don't like cold because
they like cold . . . those spiss who
follow me and send atomic vvs from
their eveballs . . . they want to force

me to tell ... but 1 won't . .. won't,
won't, 'l kill them all . ha-ha-ha-
ha ... Pl kill evervone ., . . no, they'll

Kill me . .. L can’t escape . .. oat lun h



T dliszuised mvsell by stulfing mashed
potIoes inomy ears ... but they sull
TecoRnIe me . they keep anvone
from giving me a job . . . theyvive stol-
en all my money .. . 1 don't have a
cent lelt . .. Hm? What's that. Doc-
tor? . .. N it's e, 1 odon’t have a
cent ... D dont know how Ul be able
o pay you lor—

ANALYSIS BY DR, poksey:
gerver. Treatment disconlinued.

THERAPY  (OCCH PATIONAL)

If a patient can be induced to learn
and practice some simple mechanical
skill, he will sometimes torget his orig-
imal worries and conlusions and  be
fooled o tinking he s actually cop-
ing with life. (Ma!) In the spring of
1945 3 man named Walter was recom-
mended w me by iends (my [riends).
He was suflering rom schizophrenia,
nervousness, and  osmosis. ostadied
this subject careflully, He was a man
of unususl appearance. (See Figure
111.)

As vou will notice, the subject had
an eve condition.

Ihe eve comdition was not part of
his psychosis, but was cansed by the
fact that he owned fivo television sets.

I realized that 1 must lose no time
in gettmg Walter's mind  occupied.
Thinking of his interest in televi-
sion. | set him o work in mv work-
shop. and in a few weeks he had
mvented  a revolutionary new  ype
of wlevision ser.

he television set has a0 sereen just
one inch high, but twenivawo inches
long. (See Figure 1V))

It is for people who squint.

I personally think this set has mar-
velous commercial possibilities. RCA
does not agree. Neither does Phaleo,
(Some of those corporations that think
thev are so smart should have their
heads eximined. oo, il vou ask me.)
Nevertheless, Walter agreed with me,
and he soon became so mvelved
plins o marker his inventon  that
within two months his general mental
condition rose twelve per cent and his
osmosis disappearved entirely.
TREATMENT

malin-

SHOCK
Recommended Tor advanced cases.
This methad requires a great deal of
complicned  equipment,  which  you
use o pass ten thousind volts of elec-
triciy (shightly - higher west ol the
Rockies) through the patients body.
The equipment may cither be pur-
chised or constructed at home with an
A G Gilbert Number 3 Ereaor Sel.
(See Figure V)

This weatment. of course, cannot
be used on every Tom. Dick, or Harry
who comes along. When using  this
technique you must be careful o
choose patients who have long oes.
Also make sure that the parient is
not DC, or you will end up with blow-
ing out a fuse (or patient).

Incidenually, if it should become

necessary, it is possible to drop slices
of bread down the subject’s shirt and
make toast.

WATER TREATMEN]

Phis treatment consists of  plung-
g a pavent vapidly i aliernate
tubs of hot amd cold water. It s re-
commended for diny patients,

HYPNOTHERAPY

Several months ago I had a marked
success with o bysterical woman pa-
ticut by placing her under a strong
Light unul she calmed down somewhi,
and then speaking o her quietly as
lollows: “You should have a new
Buick. \ Buick s a fine car, You
should set a new Buick.”

This s what s known as
suggestion.”

It s highly recommended by Adler,
Jung. and General Motors,

CONCLUSION

These are merely a lew of the ac
cepred  methods of  weating mental
disorders. There is not oo much lit-
erature avatlable on this subject (for-
tunately), although in 1932 my Grand-
[ather Tooten began work on a twelve-
volume anthology that would correlate
all of the known Lacts inta one defin-
itive wreatise. Bur he couldn’t get a
ribbon for his wpewriter, so he quit
and started raising rabbits instead.

So much [or treatments, We are

“auto-

now prepared to ke up the stady of
Avendism.
I am. amvway,

In his important series of sci-
entilic  articles  lor  riavsoy,
Mr. Price las discussed  Your
Mind  and  How N Works
(March), Testing Your Pevson
abity (June), and The Treating
of Mental Hiness  (November).
Next month, he will explun
Advordism,  his own  optinnstic
philosophy  designed 10 save
madern man from himsell.  We
ol reaveoy leel that this new
philosophy is only shightly less
mportant and  world  shaking
than Darwin's Theory of Eoolu
fean . Einstein's  Unipied  Field
Theory, and Dior's Plan  [or
Reducing the Bth Rate. We
know that  the  publishing  of
Price’s theories on dvosdism will
be an occarrence ol some impor-
tance i scentilic circles, as we
have  already  received  several
threateming Jetters and  abusive
phone calls from various scien-
tists g scientilic organizations.

BOX'NG (continued [rom page 17)

them came up the hard way, thro
the dubs. takimg hive. sixo ten vears
to develop o iompionship abilay,

We were talking o a voung colored
fighter the other  day—twentvseven,
nurned, with twa children. He has
fought  wwentvseven  times and  has
beaten some ol the best men i s
weight.

“I can’e get a light” he savs matier-
of-lactlv. 71 want w hlight 1 cn beat
those guvs. You talk about a hungry
fighter . .. 1 got two kids o lewd.

“My manager phones all over the
country. Mlways it's the same. The
club lighis are  gone exeept in a
couple ol dities. You sk for @ spot on
a television card, it's alwavs, "Well,
vou haven't got aomme” or, "We'll see
what we can do. but o doesn’t look

good.’
“I never have trouble getting a Tight
after 1 lose. It's when | win they

won't go near me.”

This bov won't get lights for wo
reasons: 1) He's a fishter's lighter—
thar is, he is very good ar making
aother  lighters  look  bad.  Managers
uving 10 build up their own  bovs
don’t like w risk deflation ar the
hands of a dever boxer. 2.y His man-
ager is an  independent  operator—

IBC docsn’'e own any part of his con-
tract.

Wihat lappens nextz It isn't very
dillicult o predict. The  present
dimps who sull are good  drawing
cards, will keep on fighting lor vears,
With the dubs gone, it will become
mereasigly dillwcule o lind  wordh-
while competition lor them. The sort
ol matching and rematching and  re-
renatching  thar has already starred
will becmne morve and more conmmon.
Felevision boxing will begin looking
like wrestling, and the viewers will
go back o the “speaaculars™ and old
English  movies. When  the  muings
drop, sponsors will st selling their
beer and vazor blades with some other
kind ol show. and boxing will slip to
a thivdrate sport like soccer or motor-
cycle hillclimbing.

Theve is always  the chance, of
comrse, that some line legiskiaor who
enjovs boxing may suggest o law or
two o curth IBCS monopolistic en-
dencies and give the sport back 1o the
independent promoters. But until this
happens. vou're going to he sceing
beter lights ar a hockey game than

in the ring.
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PLAYBOY

TURKINY
range to be raiscd in conlinement,
treatcd with ultrasviolet rvs and fed
pe ulullm o stimulate growth. In
Ben's time. a lull grown t.url.u weigh-
ed .:]apm\nn.ncl\ cighteen ]mullds.
Today, you can buy a lmuln- giant that
weighs Tory.

Whatever the size of the bird, o tar-
key dinner must be prepared before it
can be enjoved. and a4 man’s part in
the preparation comes when it's time
Lo carve.

Unlortunately, many a sophisticated
fellow has stood at the hohday table,
smiling confidently with carving kmife
in . only to discover a lm\ mo-
ments later that vou can’t carve a
turkey unless vou have o turkey. The
amateur carver hinds. when he  at-
tempts to shice the first delicious mor-
sel. that even a dead bird can ke
\nm;., s ta speak, The wrkey begins
moving as saon as he wries o shice it.

The carver may then recall that he
is supposed 1o lirst insert the Guving
fork into the carcass to keep the wur-
kev in place.  He awries this, but the
gobbler continues 1o slip about the
latter. The carver Irowns, lowers
Lis head, and tackles the problem in
carnest.  He jabs his fork violently
into the wurkey and the wrkey shdes
ofl the platter onto the hostess” table
cloth, or mavbe her Lap,

Ouickly the carver ries to vecover
his (umble.  The mob on the side-
lines are shouting and jumping, and
when he Tinally does get the bird back
into place, his shine frome s covered
with turkey Lt and his neckuie has.
somchow, become cauehe in the cord
used to tie up the bird belore roast
ing.

At this point, the Guver may 1y a
Party Joke or two. or mumble some-
thing about chicken amd how easv it
is to hack apart in a couple ol strokes.

Bur the dillerence between chicken
and turkey s, alter alll immcasurable.
It is the diflerence between a luscions
Latin bosom and o higure suited 1o
the new Dior Look.  Even the name
ol ouwr most popular turkey s volup-
tuous: the Broad Breasted Bronze. |he

chicken is mee amd inollensive: the
trkey  is rich  with breath  taking
curves. Il you are served a small por-

tion ol chicken, vou excuse 1, under-
standing that the chicken is a natorally
Limuted bird. But when the roast war-
key is brought on. with its herb stull-
i and brown gibler gravy, it is a
prear mound of jov. A chicken leg is
disposcd ol quickly: the leg ol @ tar-
kev, however, is a real event.  Like
a conductor raising his baton. vou lifr
the dramstick in a broad gesture of
dedight, then munch awav lor all to
Lehold.

Furkey tacklers who set out to carve
the bird would be wise w0 take a tip
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(continued from page

13)

or two Irom the professional cook,
who never approaches o wrkey unless
it is resting on a wooden  carving
board. The board should be dry and
Iree Irom grease. Carving boards suit-
able lor home use are available at
houschold stores,  Oune tvpe ol board
is cquipped with chromium spikes 1o
keep the bird from leaving the roost

Scecondly, the professional ook s
cquipped with o knile that s alwavs
ruzor sharp.  He uses the knife steel
frequently during carving operations,
Thirdly. he keeps a dean Kitchen towel
within reach o wipe the hands or
the knile handle when cither become
slippery. Fourthly, a wurkey, he knows,
should never be carved until it has
been our ol the oven at least thiney
minutes.  This permits the inner cook-
ing to subside; the meat sets, making
for easier carving into  clean, neat
slices.

Here are the principal steps in carv-
ing a turkey:

1. Holding the drumstick i one hand
and the cuaving knile in the other, cut
down 1o separate the dramstick and
thigh [rom the body ol the turkey.
Let the knile hug the side of the body
as it moves downward. It may be ne-
cessary to twist  the drumstick  and
thigh shightlv to sever them lrom the
body.

2. Cut between the drumstick and
thigh. Use the knile tip to probe be-
tween the leg and thigh joint,  Again,
twist the two parts il necessary o sep-
arate them,

3. Cut the drumstick in relatively
thick slices about 1) to 14 inch thick.
Twurn the drumstick around as i s
being sliced.  Or pass the drumstick
wholc if someone clhimors sulliciently
for it.  Cut the thigh in slices of the
same  thickness, cutting around  the
thigh bone when you come to it.

4 Cut oll the wing at the
which connects it to the body.

Holding the bird with the fork
inseried in breast bone or keel bone
(the very top ol the breast) stare out-
ting the breast meat downward in
Shtl."i about 15 inch thick or less. Cat
parallel slucs. using o long sawing
motion with the knile.  Avoid cutting
slices that are too large in diameter
or o thick. Four thin slices taste bet-
ter than two thick slices.  Be sure sery-
ing plates or plater are nearby so that
the meat can be transferred casily from
the carving board.

While the turkey is setting and dur-
ing the carving process, the meat nat-
urally cools.  Be sure that the serving
plines are warm, that the dressing is
steaming, s that the gravy poured
over the turkey is bubbling hot.

For turkey parties. it is now pmsible
to buy the bivd roasted and ready lor
carving  at a slighe additional  cost,

joint

Some dealers, in Lact, will provide vou
with a turkey already carved. or the
wurkey carved with the meat put back
on the Irame, looking just as the -
key does when o is taken from the
oven.
TURKEY SANDWICHES

For Luge groups, sandwiches should
be prepared beforchand and stored i
the refrigenmor unul  serving  nme,
Place the sandwiches on the plater in
which they are to be served and cover
them with a dampened cloth, wowel
or napkin.

The butter bor turkey  sandwiches
should be lelt @ room  temperature
until it s solt enough o spread but

is not melting.  1The butter may be
made more tstelul by adding horse-

radish or worcestershire sauce to it
belove spreading. 1o cach hall-cup
ol butter add 2 weaspoons of drained
horseradish or 15 waspoon worcester-
shire sauce.

Never use bread that is more than
a dav old. 1 vou're using rve bread,
be sure it is the sour-type ryve, thinly
sliced, Spread one shice of bread with
butter 1o the very edge. Drape the
turkey over the bread, having it some-
what thicker in the middle than at the
vdge  Place the top slice on the tur-
key.  Press lirmlv. Cut the sandwicl
diagonally.  Arrange the two halves
so that the cut side shows,

Along with vour cold turkey sand-
wiches serve garlic lavored dill pickles,
a big bowl of ceamy cole shiw, and
huge vipe olives. Open dry light brer
as soon as the sandwiches are passed,

TURKEY CLUB SANDWICHES

Use three shices ol buttered  toast
per person. Between the lirst two
slices ol wast place shiced turkey mweat,
lettuee and mavonmaise. On wop of
the second picce ol woast place 1wo
slices ol crisp grilled bacon and thin
shices ol 1onuo. Add the wop slice
ol toast. Fasten with toothpicks if
the structure seems wobblv,  Deliver,
along with the club sandwiches, a man-
size platter of French Inied potatoes.
Serve hot, [reshly brewed colfee at
once and at frequent antervals there-
alter.

GRILLED SMOKFD TURKEY
SANDWICHES
Smoked turkey as a prepared r
duct that can be purchased in delica-
tessens, sliced by the pound. 11 you
like line hickory  ham, vou'll love
smoked wrkey. It should be sliced
paper thin.  Like ham and cheese,
smoked wurkey and cheese are natural
wrtners.  Between  slices of  white
wead place sliced cheddar cheese and
sliced simoked trkey. Buter the out-
side ol the sandwich gencrously with
softened butter. Place the sandwich
on the gnll and close 1. Serve at once
with shoe sting potitocs and mixed

ale and stout.



it’s here...

THE BEST FROM PLAYBOY

all your fovorite features from the first yeor
of PLAYBOY-—the best cortoons, stories, humor,
articles, and jokes—together in one handsome,
hord-tover volume as o permanent source of
sophisticated, maosculine entertainment. you'll

want! o copy for your own library, ond severel
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for your friends.

X

ot your fovorite bookseller or ordor direct from:
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Frany Alvchuler
Chorles Baoument
Leor Ballin
Bernord of Hollywood
Roy Brodbury
Erslane Coldwell
Milten Carift
Cloude

Jock Cole

John Collier
Julien Dedmor
Ben Denivor
Andre de Dienes
Drober

Jomes Mortgomery Flagy

John Held, Jr.

Bob Hope

William Bradfard Huie
Losry Kloin

Thomes Maorie

W. Someriet Mougham
Shepherd Meod

Arv Milles

Lersy Neiman

Virgil Pertch

Roger Price

Gardner Ree
Robert C. Ruark
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Ciry Zome State___
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Plears sond PLAYBOY gift subiariptions to:
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YOUR NAME - —
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| Plesse send me @ yeor of PLAYROY ot theso speciol rotes
. New subscription . Renewal
Total number of subscriptions $ sncloved
Enter additional subscriptions on a separcte shee! of poper. Send

to PLAYBOY, 11 E. Superior, Chitage 11, llingis.



The Holiday Scason is just around the corner —the merry time for remembering
friends. For the men on your Christmas list—the men who enjoy truly masculine
entertoinment, served up with humor, sophistication, and spice —there is, of
course, no finer gift than a subscription to PLAYBOY.

PLAYBOY mokes a far better office gift than the usual fifth of bourbon, it is
perfect for the brother, son, or boyfriend away in service, great for the father
who is still young-in-heart. For a subscription to PLAYBOY is reclly twelve gifts
in one —a full year of very spekial enjoyment.

The big Holiday Issue will arrive just before Christmas, along with o hand-
some, hand-inscribed card announcing your gift.

Toke care of the men on your list by entering gift subscriptions to PLAYBOY
today. And while you're at it, enter one for yourself, too.

3 813 1 = $6

yeor
gifts grft

HOLIDAY GIFT RATES
2 i $10 | B v $4

gifts gift

next month

PLAYBOY'S FIRST ANNIVERSARY ISSUE

Including the piclure-story of
Playboy's Playmate of the month.




An Earthy tale by Erskine Caldwell Page 30

Cartoons by Vip Page 22

Humor by Roger Price Page 36

Embarrassing TV boners by Dr. 1.Q.

Page 25
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