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| Heavenly Hitchhiker

Irish Jill-Of-All-Trades
turns hand to many
jobs on jaunt around Auld Sod

THE MOST exciting thing that ever
happened to her. according to Brigitte Cannes. was.
last year when she hitchhiked all over Ireland. |
started out with only ten dollars. and ended up with
two dollars left.” The tiny (5'2”) model worked at &
variety of jobs on her odyssey. “Everything from bar-
maid in a pub to tending geese for farmers. I'm aw
fully good at geese.” She's mighty good at posing.
too. what with her astonishing 39. and her sweetly
rounded 23 and 35. “Let's see. what else | did

please turn to g 9357
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THE
SWEDISH
WAY
OF SEX

by ADOBE JAMES
smw IS FALLING in Stockhol irling white flakes blowing in off the North
Sea and polar ice caps. The street lamps are almost oblil d. It is eight deg below
zero outside. Unimportant. You are warm . . . in bed . fortabl . and letel,

happy. ® & Jolene is tall, 510" in her bare foe’ Her hmr is blonde end :vopped shon her
face quite pretty — flawless. She has a perfectly formed 26-year-old body; her legs are long
and slender, her hips seemingly created for the bikini which she must have worn all summer
and under the sunlamp so far this winter. 8 ® Jolene inhales deeply on her cigarette as she
lies beside you. A she@ flovers her perspiring body, but the linen cannot hide that graceful
slope building up to het sts, nor can it hide the gently rolling plains leading downward
to her hidden valleys. 8 ® itis 2 a.m. In o few minutes you must leave her apartment and
trudge through snowdrifts back to your hotel. You have known Jolene exactly six hours and
thirty minutes. For the lait two hours, you have explored each other’s body. ® ® Jolene is
not a prostitute, not “*mdn hungry,” not a nymphomaniac, not a pickup, and not what is
called in the U.S. “‘a tramp.” She is a zoology instructor at the University, she is active in
politics, she is an lished ician and sculptor. But most of all, she is a product of
20 years of sexuval revolution in Sweden! , turn 1o page 39

AN EYE-OPENING

APPRAISAL OF SWEDEN ON THE

20th ANNIVERSARY OF
HER “SEXUAL REVOLUTION"
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Wi ars aco. just after Teddy Bears and
just hefore girls, my parents gave me two wonderful things
for Christmas. One was a hook by one Assen Jordanoff
entitled How 1o Fly. The other was an ingenious little toy
that had a small airplane mounted on a stick at one end.
and a control column with rudder b other. A simple
rigging of string made the airplane respond exactly to the
controls.

And what with Mr. Jordanoff's invaluable teachings
(“Push any part of the airplane down with the stick
nose. winglips. tail") 1 was soon several thousand feet
above my clod contemporaries, searching the skics over
France for the Red Baron...flying my own Spad every
inch of the way. This enthusiasm persisted for years. long
after the toy and the book had vanished. and eventually got
me in severe difficulties — at the start of our unpleasantness
with M. Hider, | enlisted in the Air For

This is not, however,  war memoir, but an even more
harrowing account of a recent brush with Flight Training.
New Style.

Two weeks ago. in response to an ad in The Los Angeles
Times that suggested I clip it and present it to a flight school
for a free ride, my wife and I found ourselves in the tarmac
(spiffy W.W.' 1 word). looking over a herd of an un-
airworthy low-winged craft, each painted the peculiar green
and amber colors of Pacific Air University. This is not the
school’s actual name. nor the plane’s for-real colors, because
I hesitate to identify them. After all, what happened was
not their fault, and the owner of Air University is a most
gracious and patient man. Besides. they re liable to sue my
ass of

ce the wind was brisk and about as bitter as the usual
California sea brecze. | tore my apprehensive guze from the
planes and went inside. It was — right out of my
childhood dreams of “Dawn P.\xrol "und “Lilac Time™
4 propellor mounted on one wall, flight charts sprawled on a
counter. uniformed bird-men typing. answering the phone.
and going for coffee. and on the low divan. a gang of Mrs
Motley's finest sat discussing their latest adventures aloft
Hangar-flying, we aces call it

A speaker on the wall crackled to life and all the types
broke off their bragging to listen. “Schmark.” it announced

“Jorgful miff biriff mnjhty sixteen and a half."

The types nodded at cach other. A lout who couldn’t
have been more than 17. suffering from terminal acne.
spoke up. “That's all for him. huh." Another nodded. They
went back to their hangar-flying.

“Let’s get up.” I said to my wife. “and go look about the
airport some.”

“Nonsense!” she told me. \|ndersundmg|\. and trotted
over 10 an elderly specimen of about 26 who took our
newspaper clipping. | pretended | wam( with her, but in
vain, for we were quickly seized. led outside. and halted
before one of those sinister low-winged rhings.

“This.” said our jovial guide — a kid of about 2 is
the Taylor-cessnaswift model 180. Popularly called the
Digger. It seats four. two by two, is radio-equipped. fully
instrumented, and is the craft in which we shall take our
introductory session.”

Where's the bathroom?"”" 1 asked h

shall now conduct a pre-flight check.” He began
thumping portions of the craft rudder. wings. elevator. To
my surprise. nothing fell off. “OK ..in we go. The lady
first. into the back seat.”

I followed my wife up onto the wing. and by a series of
un-nimble contortions, eused my bulk into the fragile
bucket on the front left. My inquisitor occupied the seat
turn 10 page 88




It already exists—
and has for many years—in the
rough and ready state of Nevada

LEGAL
PROSTITUTION
INTHE

U3.A.

by BARBARA CHRISTOPHER

Don't caLL ME madam,” the middle-aged blonde dry i+
remarked as she ushered me into her home in excluun:
Grosse Pointe, Michigan. “My hostess-with-the-mostes
days are over, and the neighbors don't know a thing abou
them,” she continued, waving a plump, manicured hand to
ward nearby baronial estates. “Ever since I married Jin
and moved into this joint, I've been as well-bred as a pedi
greed bitch and almost as snooty. That reminds me. sa
hello to Poo-Poo, the poodie here.”

Her conversation ceased when we entered a mahogan:
paneled room where a maid was busily polishing a Lou
XVI table. Quickly dismissing the servant, my hostess scat
ed me on one of the several loveseats scattered about th
room and inquired, “Now, what was it you wanted to knov
about my ‘housekeeping?

1 had come to interview the woman about her forme:
business in Nevada. That business was prostitution. Ir
Nevada, where bawdy houses are run in as businessiike .
manner as the corner grocery, prostitution is perfectly legs
and has been for most of the state’s 102 years of existencc
This situation is unique in North America and continualls
sets off a chorus of satisfied sighs and outraged scream.
which resound from the Sierra Nevadas to Capitol Hill

The woman, who suggested I call her Eve for purpose:
of the story, gave up her profitable establishment a few
years ago when she married a wealthy widower and came
to live in his impressive residence. With the marriage. she
inherited several children, the oldest of whom is now stud: -
ing abroad. The youngest was out for a riding lesson during
my visit.

Q How and when did you get started in your business®

A After high school and a look through the classified
ads, I decided it was the one 1 was equipped to handle
There's only one institution of higher learning in the whole
state, the Univensity of Nevada, 30 a ot of the natives go in
for jobs that are not taught in school. You don't need a
diploma for the one I took, and you get a lot of on-the-job
training.

1 checked into a house in an ex-mining town and stayed
long enough to learn the finer points of the trade. I was
getting pretty bugged with having to turn over the take to
the old broad who ran the place, 30 I began thinking about
opening a joint of my own. When my dad died and left me
the family home, I was in business.

Q Aren't there any regulations about starting up places
of this kind?

A Oh sure, lots of them. For one thing. the place can't
be on a main business street. For another, it can't be within
400 yards of a church or school — not that I'd particularly
care 10 get any closer than that under any circumstances.
Also it's against the law to advertise the business in &
public place, but satisfled customers are the only advertise-
ment you need, anyway.

turn to pave 41






'VADIM VIEWS FONDA

After production of her
latest film, Jane Fonda poses
on French beach

states European film producer-director,

. “'is something more than a series of pictures
snatched secretly when the person photographed isn't looking.

To me it means something serious, elaborately planned, and
carefully thought out.” So with loving care and skilled precision
here is the spectacularly beautiful Jane Fonda, shot on
Pampelonne beach and outside the latest St. Tropez nightclub,

the “Voom-Voom.” KNIGHT salutes
second-generation star.










A wild, ribald tale of the peculiar habits of
Captain Clay

s carp mEAD: “Hollis Nicky — Investigator — Real
Estate — Mortician — Church Of The Second Coming —
Little Rivers, Florida — Home of Mother Nature.”

It was 1944. Dolly and 1 were on our honeymoon. pla:
ning to winter off the beaten track on Florida's lower west
coast. We had seen him outside his office. and made in-
quiries.

“Been here all my life.” he said. “They call me ‘Hicky
Nicky." Little Rivers sure is God's own paradise.”

Chesty Hicky Nicky had black-dyed hair. a blotchy com-
plexion, moved like a dog walking upright and spoke with
a toothy, lisping-hissing animation. He wore a seersucker
suit, ventilated shoes. a loud sl bow tie and an imitation
Panama

I traveled this state nside out with my pa sellin® snake
oil Little Rivers can't beat Best shampin® and fishin® in
the whole world We eot citrus and pecan groves and
mights mice tolks Y oure in the garden spot of the Us-nited
States. and | have the place vou vwant

Hicky Nichy drove un tique Packard hearse. We fol-
lowed “Pussycat.” us he atfectionately called the hearse, to
the four-umit house on one of the rvers The pink and
cream modern stucco building was secluded among palm
and moss trees a few munutes walk from the Gulf. Dolly
liked the apartment | unpacked our car. and went with
Hicky Nicky in the hearse to his office. On the way back
he confided. “Last tenant was a4 movie star Ole rich hus-
band was a jealous soul. After | gave him my hellfire pitch
on Babylon the whore. he hired me to keep her from the
sin of adultery. One night his Cadillac wouldn't stir. He
called me to tani her 1 pitched her a sermon that had her
weepin' — an’ then whoooeee! | dicked her here in Pussy-
cat where the coffin sets.

He stopped by a shanty hoathouse on the river. A sign
waid, “Fanny Fuges Fish.” He introduced me to Fanny
a hearty, redhcaded amazon. There were children swarm-

As the hearse purred along he snickered. “Them's my
Kids. Every time Joe Fuggs sails out after fish I dick Fanny.
Fanny's powerful ke dickhin’  gonilla. Yes sirce brother.
the Good Book sars a dickin’ a day keeps the doctor away.
That's how 1 do

ND YOUR SISTER T0O0!

DOLLY PUT HER hairbrush on the window sill o air. The
next morning it was gone. I told her to forget about it and
buy a new one. She insisted upon making a big deal out of
the incident. That particular brush had the bristle that
suited her best; the handle had the right feel; a woman's
hair was her crowning glory — she was very upset — what
would men do if women had po hair? —no man could

1 spent hours scarching for the damn brush. To her the
disappearance of her brush from the window sill was & great
and significant mystery. She harped on that hairbrush uneil
the mystery was cleared up — which was a month later.

by Pietro Di Denate /run 10 page 48 v






Meet Tasha Stevens, a
lovely lass who remembers every-
thing she reads

b vou know,” asked Tasha Stevens. “that the
he one? I'm full of

fmcte like that.

and possessed of a stunning

you o that the frst Zeppelin flight was in 1900°
total recall
turn page
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Girl architect gives out with scoops about
Italy and Ethopia and cooking

That's why 1 was able to breeze through architectural school in three years.
And why I leamed calculus at the age of nine.” The astonishing Miss
Stevens also did all the interior carpentry in her posh pad, finished the fur-
niture. and painted the angular abstract she’s posing before on the preced-
ing page. “Also, Italy invaded Ethopia on October the third, 1935. But I
don’t cook worth a damn.” This struck us odd for a girl with total recall.

I please turn page






Tasha knows that Los .
Angeles was incorporated in
1850. Just ask her

Tasha explained. “Oh. I can remember recipes, ok;
IS just that T use garlic in everything. Would you
care for some garlic ice cream | whipped up last

I we asked her if she knew that the
Angel waterfall was the world's highest. “Yes,"
<aid Tasha. &
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The incredible story of
medieval Japan’s human war machines

BLOOD, ZEN AND
BUSHIDO:

THE RISE AND FALL OF THE SAMURAI

LIGHTMAN

WHe PROCESSION winds its way
through the streets of Edo (medieval
Tokyo) in a tableau of spectacular
pageantry. It is a ceremonial day in
the year 1521, and the feudal war-
an are converging upon
the cupital to pay homage to the
shogun, military  dictator of the
island empire. Behind cach lord
marches a long line of servants and
retainers.

The lords are splendid in their
sitken raiment. but their splendor is
eclipsed by the style and flair of the

. arrogant warriors in full battle
dress who swagger in their wake
bearing lances and banners and staves

with tufts of large bright
feathers. The samurai’

Among the crowds watching in
awe from the sidelines are youths of
the lower classes. their eyes ashine
with unabashed hero worship. They
imitate the dress and manners of
their idols as closely as the law per-
mits and they dream their dreams.
awahe and asleep. of someday be-
coming godlike figures like these.
the samurai.

THE WARRIOR clite that dominated

FAINTING BY GINRO PHOTO BY £D CORMACHIO

Japan for eight centuries was late in
arriving. Out of the mists of Japanese
pre-history. there hud swirled legends
of the Jomon. a Neolithic culture of
settlers who inhabited the islands
from 2500 B.C. to 250 BC. Then
came the Yayoi. who held sway for
the nent five centurics. Successive in-
vasions from the mainland brought
other tribes and cultures to the archi-
pelago. Then, in 660 A D, the sun
goddess, according to legend. gave
birth 10 a creature - half man. half
~named Jimmu Tenno, who
became the first emperor of Japan. It
was not until five centuries later,
however. that there appearcd on the
scene the unique warrior caste of the
samurat
The emergence of the samurai
warrior caste was a drama that un-
folded upon a stage set for violence.
12th Century Japan rang with the
clash of arms as two powerful pro-
vincial family clans. the Taira and the

i 3 3
Both claiming descent from the im-
perial house and. therefore. the right
to succession. they waged bloody
wars at the capital city of Kyoto in
1156 and again in 1160,

by HERB A

The Taira clique emerged victor-
ious, but while the head of that
fanuly. Lara Knomori. wallowed in
the eflete decadence of Kyoto court
the survning members of the
moto regrouped  and  tramned
secretly in the provinces. In 1IXS
they challenged the Taira and deva-
stated them in 4 series of savage en-
counters that culminated in the fa-
mous sea battle of Dan-no-ura. This
gory campaign. highly romanticized.
i immortalized in the Japanese epic.
The Hetke Story

Minamoto Yoritomo, head of the
Minamoto clan, was suspicious of the
intrigue-ridden Kyoto scene. So. in-
stead of setthng there. he set up his
own family government at the little
scaside town of  Kamukura  He
placed a new cmperor on the throne
and took unto himself the ntle of e
i-tai shogun (harharian-wubduing gen-
eralissimo). His Kamakura hakufu
(1ent goverment) spread i tentacles
The Minamoto warriors who had
won his victoy were placed in kev
ponitions throughout the land. and
the power of the shovun rapidly
eclipsed that of the imperial house

turn 1o pace 90
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INTERRUPTED
IDYLL



Wing-waggling pilot buzzes
Florida honey on sunny California lake-front

sTER. on a vacation loan from Miami to Southern
California, was luxuriating in the sunny sand of Lake Havasu (above)
when her sensuous idyll was rudely cut short by a buzzing plane.

Here I was,” she complained, “miles from nowhere, when this guy
zooms down and starts making passes over me (below). Well, I figured
that if he'd gone to all that trouble to take a look I might as well give
up. So I did. I stood and let him have a real good gander. He hung
around for a few minutes. and once he actually dipped his wheels in the
water. Then before he ran out of gas, he waggied his wings and
headed away. I tell you, Florida was never like thi turn the page




Pretty Paula Foster yearns for her mangrove
swamp where nude sunning is a private affair

What was Florida like, we wanted to know. The blonde, 37,22,36 i
beauty sighed and sank languorously into five inches of water.
little shack in a mangrove swamp that’s absolutely private. Any time

T want to go skinny-dipping, I just walk off the end of my pier and go. No
neighbors, and no nosy planes that can spot me. The trees just about

come together overhead. Boy, will I be glad to get back!" We apologized for
the enterprising aerial voyeur and wished her a happy time with her
crocks, gators, and water snakes. Then we returned the rented plane. T







In the House on Bourbon Street, Miss i
Kate’'s nice-but-naughty girls enacted . o por® i
a bizarre masquerade v

The Strange W ake
of Miss Kate

e
X




THE, LARGE, PINK, brick house stood on Bour-
1 Street, proud and magisterial, with its’royal,
rer-used, wrought iron balcony that hung delicately|
1 precipitously over the busy street.

The wide casement windows were cogered with
vy, white satin Austrian shades, throligh whith
1 lights filtered, and occasionally, on a very warm
ht, visitors to the French Quarter in New Offeans
1ld hear the music and the laughing voices caming
m the house, or from the lush, jasmine-scehted,
h-walled, garden patio in the rear. The guests
ived, always, in the most fashionable vehicles, but
ept for one day in the week, the inhabitants of
house on Bourbon Street never exited. On this
tcial day, magnificent in

I Brett Howard

urn 10 page 64






THRILLS, TRY THE

SPRING PERIA IN VERACRUZ!

RAZZLE-DAZZLE
ORGY
IN OLD MEXICO

Crazy . ..crazy. Night and day the marimbas beat out
the same steady rhythm, and at first it is cacophony but in

move fremetic until the ropic wght gives up to a gray dawn.,
and you tumble into a strange room with strange bedfellows
for an hour's sleep while the same steady Latin rhythm
1hrobs through your mind end body, and the smiling brown-
skinned girl beside you runs her finger down your bare
arm and asks, “Whar's your meme ... 7"

T sCENE TO MAKE is Veracruz, deep in the tropics of
Mexico, the .—uummgnol—.—-ne--ns.
mund Freud invented

llmmduhm&mndﬁh—ﬂ
colonial morality and lets itself go in a razzio-dazzle orgy
lasting six full days and six full nights. The resticssness of

So far the carnival is little patronized by gringos from
north of the border, but this is in the process of change. It
been “discovered.” but those who'se done the discovering
aren’t eager 10 let the word get ahout. It's tov wild a thing
10 risk having a foreign tourist clement descend and cool it

The carnival. o feria. is to Mevico what Mardi Gras is
o New Orleans. what carnial is to Rio. what fastnacht is
10 Cologne. It's the blow off of steam and inhibitions and
libido prior 10 the cooling off period of Lent. But it makes
these other festivals seem about as €xciting ds a vacation in
a mineshaft

‘With lifted eyebrows someone in Mexico City asks. “Ah.
you are going to Veracruz for the music”

“Yes, yes!

Those who do come go away bleary-¢yed and exhausted.
still pulsing with the Latin thythm that is t0 sex what gaso-
line is to fire. One young Canadian college student from
Calgary happened on to the festivities three years ago. “I've
been coming back every year since.” he reports happily. -
80 without beer and cigareties to finance the trip. My
parents think I'm safe in New Orleans for Mardi Gras.”

Things get under way quictly enough. About Wednesday
an old-fashioned country bumpkin carnival complete with

turn to paxe 56




RAQUEL WELCH, the Instant Venus

by Jack Matcha

movie and lots of publicity
g‘:llsds:em emenod.aml-bb\vnlllm

GRroWING OUT OF a humming speck on the far horizon
the sleck. high-powered speedboat flashed across the green
Mediterranean sea headed straight for some murderous off-
shore rocks.

As it bore closer to the beaches of the pri
village on Spain’s Costa del Sol. people watchi
tiny quay could pick out a beautiful girl in a bikini as daz-
zling in its brevits as in its luscious green color. Like a proud,
sensuous statute. she was perched high on the seat back.

At the last moment. with the horrified watchers gasping
in helpless fascination as the craft neared
the sharp rocks, the man at the wheel
swung it over hard. The turn was so vio-
lent the girl was nearly catapulted into
the turbulent waters. b

The engine cut and on the crucial
moment. the nose eased round. the boat

bobbed up against the inside of the rocky
inlet.

“Okay . .. this is where you get off."
the young man sighed. indicating the
white painted pedallo that had been towed
in hehind. From a gap in another forma-
tion of rocks close by came a delighted
cry: “Cut! Just great ... Il buy that!™

Director Leslie Martinson had just
bought himself the first take of Raquel
Welch's new picture. Fathom.

Raquel threw her head back and roared with laughter.
The sight of the beautiful girl laughing. her eyes full of
childlike pleasure. her long hair falling across her pretty
face. secmed 10 hypnotize the crew. Raquel Welch's laugh
is a kind of miracle, like the stunning ribbon of Victoria
Falls against sheer cliff or a brilliant sunset. None of the
many onlookers could look away.

Suddenly Raquel yelled “Wowie!" and turned to her
director, ready for the next shot. The crew seemed sur-
prised. The sca sequence had not only been long. it had been
rugged. On any other film. they would have expected a long
break while the star and her many handlers freshened her,
relaxed and caressed her ego. Not Raquel Welch. She
seemed hardly winded and was realy to go on as s00n as the

crew could catch their own breaths.
This endurance and determination to work hard. nc
matter how bone-tired she is, never fails to amaze he
associates. If her face has become as easily identified as tha
of the prime minister in most countries, it nm:h«
spends hours of her days off posing for
When she was making her first big film, Fanrastic Voﬂh
she spent five days a week working hard on the set and ther
used weekends to sit endless hours for magazine and frec
lance photographers. Raquel had learned from the old day-
when she went from door to door in Hol
Iywood trying to cop a small role, that the
most forgettable item in the industry wa«
a pretty girl. Hollywood is so full of beau
tiful girls that you are struck by an inter
esting ugly one. The prettier girls may

ion. There are just too many faces for 3
hard working casting director to remem-
ber. He forgets most of them in a week

Raque! decided a long while ago that
he wouldn't forget her, and unless he lives

crammed with ellwmp and photos every day. She is al-
ready more famous than Betty Grable or Rita Hayworth
were when they hung in G.I. barracks from Guadalcanal t©
Greenland. The only way 10 describe Raquel's trajectors

central idea. Studio chiefs predict that the same thing will
happen with her other pictures.

Certainly Fathom should be no exception. The film
adapted from a suspense novel soon to be publishe!






portrays Raquel in a new and exciting role. In One Million
B.C. she played a Stone Age sexpot and in Fantastic Voyage
she played a researcher who goes nosing around through
the insides of a scientist in a rubber suit

In Fathom. Raquel is a dental mechanic in London who
fixes teeth for a living and hates it. Whenever she isn't
poking at someone’s dentures. she dreams of her pet hobby.
sky diving. She leaps from a plane every chance she gets.
and is ranked pretty high among the jumpers. In pursuit of
her favorite sport. she goes down to Malaga on the south-
ern coast of Spain where they're holding the world sky
diving championships.

In Spain she runs into the usual gamut of unlikely
characters. First she meets an Eng-
lishman in a sports car (Richard
Briers) who takes her to a weird
Scotchman with a wooden leg and
a trailer loaded with military intelli-
gence field equipment. It develops
that the pair are looking for the
trigger device to a sunken atom
bomb. The bomb has been recov-
ered but the trigger. known as Fire
Dragon. is still missing. They need
Raquel's help to locate it.

Raquel agrees. of course. and
leaps into the garden of a couple of
other spies (Tony Franciosa and
Greta Chi). Unknown to these two
Raquel has a secret transmitter in
her helmet. The idea. of course is
1o bug the opposition. A grisly murder is thrown in for
added impact. From this point on, the glamorous dental
technician begins (0 operate as a full fiedged spy. Her next
job is to sneak aboard the yacht of an eccentric millionaire.

she tosses it in the ship's
ventilator and the yacht is convulsed with boiler and engine
room explosions.

1 this begins to make Raquel sound like a female version
of James Bond. rest assured that JB would be utterly out-
classed in any rivalry between the two. Bond may be able
1o match Fathom (the picture’s title is her first name) gim.

mick for gimmick and invention for invention, but when
Fathom strips down to her bikini no secret weapon ever
created for Bond could match her effect on the opposition

At any rate Fathom has ample scenes of Raquel in a
bathing suit as well as her sky diving togs and nobody wil
probably care too much about the plot anyway, as long as
Venus is on camera. The fact is that the plot, involving as
it does two sets of spies, each of whom tries to convince the
beautiful heroine that they are the good guys, seems even
more complicated than that of The Maltese Falcon.

But the script moves at a zippy pace, losing no opport-
unity to 3poof the more pompous of the spy operas now
deluging the screen. And it has some fascinating scenes.

Among these the sky diving se-
quences are visually the most &-
citing. They were made with the
aid of Diane Parker, the British wo-
man’s sky diving champion. Wasch-
ing the pretty 23-year-old English
girl pirouette gracefully as she sails

At one point in the complex story

Fathom escapes from the opposition

spies’ villa, slips through the gaunt-

let of the enemy and races toward the nearby town. In her
. she runs into the empty bullring.

ivid red dress sets off a huge bull on the premises
and she finds herself in a terrifying chase, her only outlets
10 safety sealed off by three enemy agents. ‘

The resulting scene, in which Raquel runs from one

ier 10 the next, blocked at one end by an enemy agent
and an enraged bull on the other, is easily one of the best in
the picture, gnawingly suspenseful. yet strangely funny

The film gave Raquel a strong dose of the rigors and
aches of doing a production under primitive conditions. An






army of 130 people. including English and Spanish tech-
nicians. worked on the film. and at times it scemed as if
the producer’s task of getting them to work in unison would
rival the monumental job of making Lawrence of Arabia

Most of the exterior scenes were shot around the fishing
village of Nerja. which is famous for its caves. A famous
music festival is held in them every vear. At night the star
and the principals would usually return exhausted to the
relative luxury of the Miramar Hotel on the shorefront at
Malaga. But sometimes Raquel was compelled by the clock
and the rigorous shooting schedule 1o seck local accom-
modations

One night Raquel had to work so late that she had no
time 1o return 1o the Miramar. The crew scouted the neigh-
borhood. which isn't exactly on the tourist track (most of
them went 1o the big. spankingly new hotels in Torre-
molinos. far down the road in the other direction). Finally
they found a rather wocbegone. ancient inn in the area and
the bone-tired star took the available room gratefully. Shoot-
ing would start at the crack of dawn and she needed sleep.

Suddenly. something moving in the center of the bed-
room arrested her drowsy eye. There on the floor of the
chamber crawled the biggest cockroach she had ever seen
in her life.

Raquel. who had just finished playing the role of a dare-
devil girl who sky dives into spy nests and jiggles explosive
carrings as she walks, was absolutely terrified. She let out a
shrill scream that could be heard down on the beach and
brought the porter running.

“The incident pointed up one thing. Contrary to most
opinions. making movies in the field isn't exactly an un-
alloyed jor. The hours are long and hard. often from the
carliest light until sundown. If it rains. as it has the habit
of doing often on the Costa del Sol. eversthing can stop for
the whole day or a couple of days and the schedule is shot
to hell

Ruaguel and her co-star Tony Franciosa were always
amused when well-meaning friends kidded them about tak-

thing to possess . .. Too many people

worship it because of its rarity .
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ing a glamorous vacation on the fashionable coast. Aside
from the fact that they never got near the luxurious hotels
and cafes and restaurants for which the Costa del Sol 11
famous. their maddening schedule left them no time for
conventional sightsecing. The stars would have loved to take
some trips 1o Gibraltar, less than a hundred miles away. or
over to Tangiers on the tip of Africa, but the tight shooting
schedule made it impossible.

Raquel. though, took it all in her stride. She obviously
loved her role since it gave her a good chance to show her
acting ability as well as her looks and shape. Despite the
rigors of the location filming. she was usually cheerful and
jumped into all her scenes with an infectious enthusiasm.

She gets along well with everyone and works harder than
anyone else. In person. her dark good looks and that mar-
velous shape look even better than her pictures. Somehow
I expected her to be taller than her five feet six inches, but
her measurements casily make her the girl whom most lonely
males would love to be marooned with on a desert isle
She weighs 118 pounds, and her dimensions are 37-22V-
3575, She has beautiful long legs which make it seem in-
credible that she was once called legs” because of
her skinny gams

When you meet her in person, you feel the strong sex
appeal at once. Although she was born in Chicago and
reared in San Diego, she could be cither Italian or Spanish
She radiates the same kind of foreign allure that comes
from Sophia Loren or Gina Lollobrigida. Like them. she
has an amazing poise that can dissolve suddenly into a
warm smile.

There is nothing aloof or Garbo-esque about her. She
gets along well with fellow actors and tells you readily that
she loves Rex Harrison. Stephen Boyd. Richard Burton.
John Huston. James Coburn and Marcello Mastroianni
Similarly. she has high praise for Sophia Loren. Deborah
Kerr. Shelley Winters, Kim Stanley, Natalie Wood, Yvette
Mimieux and Ann-Margret.

The sloc-cyed brunette has a warm spot in her heart for
Cary Grant. The veteran actor caught her one night on a
television show and was immediately taken by her talent

way. Grant called the

timing and

deft performance. Raquel. who loves to repeat the story.

was deeply moved by the generous gesture from an artist
whom she greatly admires.

She is generous in her thanks to people who have helped
her. To Saul David. producer of Fantastic Voyage for in-
stance. for giving her the role that brought her to world-
wide attention: and of course to Patrick Curtis, her friend
and personal manager. who has guided her career shrewdly
since shortly after she arrived in Hollywood.

No one knows how far she can go. but her ambition
to Hit the top and be known as a good actress — although
the praise for her beauty doesn't faze her in the least. un-
like many actresses who pout because they're touted for
their looks rather than thei ioni

“Beauty is a fabulous thing 1o possess: too many don't
have i on the set of Fathom.
many people worship it because of its rarit

There's no doubt that Raquel Welch has it. But she it
alko eager to be known as more than a pin-up girl. and
more than likely that Farhom. with its spy-spoofing and
comedy sequences. may launch her as a deft comedienne
Something that never happened to Betty Grable or Rita
Hayworth. (o)




SWEDISH WAY OF $EX, from page 9
If (as you might be inclined 1o do under similar circum-

techniques from
n-ys-u-hvmimy-m-udn ‘she has never
regretied it.
hhlﬂ'ﬂmny.ﬂl !le”hlhmﬂlp
from her shoulders warm alabaster breast.
shadows. She has fallen in love “three times.” She hopes
Mynm.mﬂwnmmh«hh

mim one of the more spectacularly successful
products of Sweden's sexual revolution.

erotica.

Tta preface explains exactly what it is all about: “This
textbook discusses some of the various ways of practicing
roup sex. Most of these games are already well-known.
but some will probably be unfamiliar to a Swedish audi-
ence. My policy. as a general rule, has been 1o deal solely
with heterosexual positions, since 1 intend to devote an-
other book 0 homosexual group activities.

“It is also my hope that this textbook will be a first step
toward a more active life. both socially and among already
established groups of good friends. Its purpose is prin-
cipally to popularize erotic group work and, by putting it
within the reach of the gencral public. make it more
democratic.” The preface ends with the admonition. “Re-
member this: a good group workout makes you live

A diagram of one of these “group activities” shows the
positions and indicated job of cach participant. lts climax
can best be described as being similar (0 a riot in a spanish-
fly factory. Taken as a whole. these Swedish “group activi-
ties™ make, by comparison. the average American wifc-
swapping party look like a joint mecting of the D.A R and
the American Bankers Association!

THERE I8, IT WOULD SEEM, something for everyone in
this modern Sweden. The homosexuals complain about
misunderstanding and persecution almost as much as they
o in the United States: yet there is no doubt whatsocver
that their lives are much easier in Sweden. Classified ad-
vertisements in various come right to the point
One newspaper has different column headings. in much the
same manner as our “Help Wanted” advertisements

One such ad read, under the heading of “Male Necded™
“I am forty-three, very masculine. and considered atirac-
tive. I am lonely because a companion of twelve years re-

moved away. | have two cars, a townhouse at Salts-
jobaden and a summer place at Visby Island. A delightfully
‘agreeable and youthful houseboy also handles the cooking
chores. I seek to contact a cultivated, sensitive man who
kikes art, music and travel. Preferably. he should be a
raduate of a university. Please write Box 322."
Another reads: “T am desolate. My friend was killed in a

‘emales more sexual freedom, and, unfortunately, this in-

v-io--—d-.-nl—l Both have vohuminous classified
and display advertisement sections. In “P~ one ad described
/turn the page



A column of puffs, praise and phooeys from
the readers of KNIGHT

~
Knight's Courier

LOSER LOVER

In kNiGHT. Vol. 5. No. 11, you had a yarn by Rick Rubin
that is the absolute end. It was “Confessions Of A Frequent
Loser™. Boy! Move over. Jack Kerouac. This guy l\bun
writes with power and a nutty kind of conviction that I love.
Let’s see more of him.

Stan Grant
Colton, Calif.
We agree. Look for more Rick Rubin in the very near
future.

HOPEFUL TRAVELER

My thanks to you for printing the article by Jobn
Brunner (KNIGHT Vol. 5, No. 11) about London's Soho.
My company is sending me to England this spring. What
they don't know is that after reading Brunner's piece, they
arc also sending me to Soho.

Anticipating
New York City. N.Y.
Dear Ant.
Go with our blessings and have fun. but read the article
carefully. There was a drend/ul b:l uhoul Amrnx‘nn tourists
getting caught in vice raids .

RACE FUN

As a sometimes reader of your magazine. | was pleased
to encounter an article in your Number 11 issue pertaining.
10 the racing driver, Stirling Moss. Having followed the
sport for many years I can truthfully say Moss was perhaps.
the best of his breed. and every word he spoke in your
magazine is utterly true. I've scen them all, from Jim
Clark. Graham Hill, back to Louis Mayer in 1928, and
Moss was undoubtedly the best. More auto articles?

George Mannering
Greyﬂom Hall. Leeds, G.B.

Thank you for your fine note about Moss. From what
little we know. we're incline to think he was the best too!
Did you know that (in his prime) he was able 1o take in all
the instruments on the dash . .. m
is... without taking his eves from the road? As to the
future, we've got a piece upcoming on the sport that we
know you'll love.

DOUBTER
In that last issue of KNIGHT (Vol. 5. No. 11) you had a

thing by fiction writer Harlan Ellison that was all about
how women ain't worth a damn no more. and that they got
all the balls today, an all. Phooy!

Sam Gorgenshen

La Porte. Minnesota
Sam. sweetie. the word is spelled "PHOOEY".

SWEDISH WAY OF SEX, from page 39
the male’s physical attributes together with a measurement
in centimetres which could allude to only one thing.

Another publication — this one a two volume travel
book — could very well be called the *“Mich Guide™ for
homosexuals. It tells them where to go for action and enter-
tainment, where to stay, where to drink. where to eat.
what to wear. and it lists various homosexual hangouts
throughout the world. Europe has one volume to itself. The
rest of the United Nations is contained in the second
volume.

(1t is interesting to note that under the chapter entitled
“North America,” San Francisco listings beat out New
York by almost a two-to-one majority. Hollywood — in
spite of all its “gay” publicity — comes in a poor seventh.)

Another best selling book in Sweden today is Dr. Lars
Ullerstam's Sexual Minorities. Now in its fifth printing, the
book calls for liberalized legislation concerning perverts. In
the introduction to the third printing. Dr. Ullerstam edi-
torializes: “The sexual liberation which has taken place in
Sweden during the course of this century has done nothing
for sexual deviates. We have given birth to a society in
which so-called healthy people are now the sexually
privileged.”

A reform program offered by Dr. Ullerstam calls for
public agencies where deviates may make sexual contacts.
free space for. classified advertisements by perverts in all
major newspapers, state run brothels, traveling brothels.
clubs for Peeping Toms and exhibitionists, free pornog-
raphy. manuals of sexual instruction for homosexuals, and

eroti who will ad-
minister 1o the needy perverls. In line with this thinking.
plans are being drawn for a public theater where mastur-
bation will be permitted.

A new magazine Expedition '66 — slanted toward Swed-
ish females — made its first appearance in Stockholm last
summer (1966). In a no-holds-barred inte
French periodical Trench Mortar (“Crapouillot™).
Estin. the editor of this new women's magazine. is quoted
as saying that her pul ion will “offer men the oppor-
wnity of asserting their own beauty and dlspllymg their
potential as erotic objects attractive to women.” Mrs. Estin
went on to comment that her magazine was ;pm. to “pro-
vide women

ion necessary for their full development in
modern society.

In other words, Expedition ‘66 plans to run photographs
of well-built, well-endowed males, without veil. loincloth.
or jockstrap. It may herald the beginning of a new industry
in Sweden — male falsies for photographs!

Someone once paraphrased an old saying of Mark
Twain's. “Everyone talks about sex. but no one does any-
thing about it.” That might be true in the United States and
other “backward™ countries, but it certainly isn't true here
in Sweden today.

The Swedes not only are talking about it, but doing it
In several different ways! Where their sexual revolution
goes from here is anybody's guess.

There is only one other question to ask: “Jolene . . you
aren't going to make me walk through those snowdrifts
back to my cold and lonely hotel room?"

Her laugh is husky, sensual. She slouches to the side of
her bed. She smiles. Outside. the snow is falling. but this
one little part of Sweden is warm.

Quite warm . . . thank you.




LEGAL PROSTITUTION, from page 13
Q How did you recruit empioyees?
A Well, they also have laws against advertising for

come tax, sales tax or inheritance tax, and very little cor-
poration tax. They have a lot of money o spead.

Q How many customers did your girs usually sccom-
modate in the course of am evening?

A That varied from practically nooe on a bad night to,
oh, I'd say up 10 30 apiecs — a0 pua inteaded — on good

regular
u.nynnop.uc&-v-y and that it's a good idea to have
 couple of oddballs in the house — you know, sadists and
masochists. You're always runsing acros customers who
have to slap a girl arousd, or be slapped around them-
selves, before they can get going.

Q Nmmﬂ_shlm:-.ﬁrme

protection?
A Yes. A city patrolman useally hung around the eo-
trance.

Q Who were your customens?
A Besides the local crowd, we got a lot of tourist trade

u‘nwkdmh-ve—_.aﬁtqu-ny

.ymnny,m‘-o-muhbmhmm
lw“lllmﬂl!‘)ﬂl.dm"m-h”
i resort 10 any house of prostitution
m-._nyu..um-a-— Did you ever hear

reasons people in Nevada like having the houses, Men don't
bring home vD from them like they might from affairs with
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the girls at our places than with
breaks up homes. A lot of people
prostitution keeps down the number of
100. Another thing. having the men out
underfoot all the time gives the wives and girl friends
1 g0 out and prowl around themselves if they

i
i
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Did imt citizens ever try to have your place closed”
-lipped old biddy threatened to burn the
when 1 told her that it would be the best
my girls could get, she stalked away and
never bothered me again. | made damned sure the girls
never stole from the customers or broke any law that could
g2t us closed. Those girls had 1o learn how to get stuff from
their customers without rolling them or creating a disturb-

bol H
]
i
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The only time we were closed was during Warld War 11
about two years after I opened the place. The U.S. War

Q What did you do for the duration of the war?

A Officially, I closed the house and ran a private intro-
duction club for lonely servicemen. 1 didn't ask what they
did after 1 introduced them to the girls and collected their
fees. Girls from the other houses mostly worked the bars
and hotel lobbies or. if they were really bad off. the streets.

Q After the war when certain local politicians had
prostitution banned in their counties, was your business
affected?

A It sure was. Every time the houses were closed in one.
county, the other counties’ businesses usually doubled or
tripled. | remember there was one young district attorney
who bitterly opposed the houses — or maybe just sex in
general — who tried his best to close up the places in the
town of Searchlight. He managed to get a fow of its citizens

There was what you could call a real on-again. off-again
red light debate sbout it, and the D.A. — we called him
“Tom Sawyer — persuaded the county commissioners to re-
voke the licemees of every taxi driver caught pandering. The

pretty gloomy. He hadn't particularly
duwmmm.mu
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WWINTER HAD BECOME a dying old man. A hot late
March sun was killing him. reducing the snow on his moun-
wain ski trails to mush. saturating his falling snow with
water. Mitch. faced with the choice of heading west to
someplace like Aspen or calling it a season. was morose
But not me. Not for a minute. I'd been bouncing up and
down every mountain road in the Northeast all winter.
freezing my tail off because Mitch preferred to spend his
money on skiing instead of a new heater for his TR

Aside from learning that | could exist while heing per-
manently cold. my only accomplishments all winter had
been growing a ragged beard. twisting an ankle. convum-
ing s0 much booze and so many cigarettes that | awoke cach
morning to 4 gray burned-out empliness —- an cmplinesy
which | immediately refilled with more booze and cigarettes

~and. lastly. trying with damned little success to
the ski bunnies in five states into bed without making il
the traditional promises of love and marriage

Allin all. I'd had a bad time and 1 was ready to move on
So was Mitch — reluctantly. We were cutting out in the
morning. our destination as yet unknown. But first there
was a night ahead. and Mitch had heard of a jazz sexsi
Next to skiing. he dug good jazz as much v anything
round. 1 could take or leave the sounds. but I was alwass
willing to tag along for the booze.

The pot Mitch took me to was just like all the others
© resurrected something-or-other that was now  gold mine
“or some small town shrewdy. It was layered with the usual
ki people — boys and girls — six or seven decp cvery-
where. still in their colorful bulky sweaters. drinking and
\weating and sizing cach other up. Above their din. on
postage stamp-sized platform. five guys in striped blazers
and straw skimmers were playing bad Dixicland

h looked like he'd been knifed. “Dixieland”
Al Hintsville.” 1 said

“Let's go.” he said. “Let us exit.” Mitch spun in the
doorway. starting back toward the TR.

“As long as we're here ...

don't need . .. that." he said.

“I know. hut 1 could use . . . you know.

Mitch looked like he'd been knifed.

“Damn drunk.” he said. “Okay. Just one. You hear. Jim”*

There was one empty seat at the bar. and I let Mitch
have it. 1 100k a cheap but potent blend with my water. and
he ordered Scotch. Real class. that Mitch. He's got that un.
failing taste that only the rich and well brought up have
even when the music stinks. Standing behind him. I trned
and made my routine check of the girly present 1 was
hemmed in by a couple of cardigans and a turtlencek.
himiting my vision somewhat.

As it wrned out. though. there was no reason 1o look
heyond the lintle blonde sitting at a table no more than ten
teet away. No. you wouldn't top rhat in a dozen rooms tull
of girls. What caught my eye was that she didnt look at all
Iike a sKier. She was a girl. damn it. with lots of nicely

j00d looking in a girlish way. too. not
one bit ski bunny athletic or business officc mannish. Just
pretty
She had a friend. of course. They always do. And.
double of course. the friend was a dog. Well. not a dog.
but a plain girl who probably had been rejected by boys <o
often she had given up on herself. Occasionally, there were
compensating factors — keen minds or witty tongues or —
dream of dreams — hot little bodies. All I had to do was

sonvince Mitch of that. ‘turn the page




A PIECE OF PIE, from page 43
~|u.-tywmm¢inh“lmdbhh.
M be said. “My ears are
Fw’lmmm-dunmm-m 1said.
“Look there. Look what 1 found.”
Following my finger, Mitch found the blonde, %0, He
grinned, waved at the bartender and said, “Two more.”
“Now before you get all lathered up,” I said. “1 saw
hu frst”
grin disappeared. He turned, re-xamining the table.
Y II clml the drinks,” he said.
“Now wait,” I said. “There must be a saying . . . a book
is not known by its cover, or something like that
“Yeah. Sure. That beast with her is, underneath all that
ugliness, a delicate flower, waiting for a...a ray of sun-
shine 5o that she can unfold her petals and astound the
world with her beauty.”
“Beauty is only skin deep?” I offered.
“Crap.
“Crap.” | agreed. "Okay. So do me a favor, Mitch. I
can't go over there alone.
~Okay." he said, 3
Weaving between bodies, we approached the table. The
blonde looked up. smi
“May we ...uh... join you?" I asked.
“There don't seem o be any chairs,” she said quickly,
still smiling.
~That can be taken care of." I said. I'd already spotted
wo cmmm several tables away. | went and got them.
** 1 suid, returning.
il .as long as you have the chairs, we have the

tabl
1 sat down beside the blonde, letting Mitch struggle to
the other side of the table where her friend was. We intro-
duced ourselves. My blonde’s name was Jeanne. Jeannie, I
thought. Very right. Very small town American. Her friend
was Louise, which somehow seemed right, t00. 1 tried an
opener.
‘ou're not skiers, Right?"
“Right.” Jeanne said. Good. She picked the talk right up.
Nothing hesitant about her thus far. I pressed on.
“You just like to drink.”
“And listen 1o good music,” Mitch added, scowling.
“Don't mind him," 1 said. “He has no taste.”
Jeanne laughed. Louise fussed with her drink.
“The answer to both of you is yes,” Jeanne said. “This
is our home."
“This bar?" Mitch said.
1 kicked him under the table.
“No.” Jeanne said, enjoying it. “This town. Mercer. We
ive here.”
“Mercer?” | said.
bomnyhl.u:h-:"muu “It may be small, but
we know the score here.
Mitch seemed to wﬂ that, and I silently congratu-
hlndlny:ll 1 ordered four drinks from a passing waitress
and thought, 50 far, so very good.
“So what do ywdomrlm‘!-—.'l-nn

“You've heard of that,” Mitch sed 10 me,
';vaMvwr:-!m Jeanne weet on. “So ks
convenient. ® secretary there. So's Loulse.”
Deddy's loaded, I thought. Daddy owns « whole god-
“

damned factory.
“What do you do?" Joanne asked me.
“We...ah...we're between jobs right now.”

“OhT"

“Have been for a year now,” Mitch said.

Jeanne looked at him, then at me.

“Sort of like Kerousc . . . on the roed,” she said, tapping
8 cigarette from a pack. She put the cigarette in ber mouth,
and I stretched a lighter over to ber.

Kerouac, 1 thought. Well, she was & decade late, but in
the right ballpark. She leaned toward me to light ber
cigaretie, and | saw her bressts press against ber dress. Al
right there, t00. Yeah, Jeanne was looking better every
second.

“If | may ask,” she said, blowing smoke, her head tossed
40 one side, “what do you do for momey?™

“We steal a lot,” Mitch said.

“We got out of the army a while back,” I aaid. “I saved
some when I was in. And Mitch here sends a wire to his
Daddy when he gets low.”

“l dont know when you two are kidding and whea
you're being serious,” Louise said. She speaks, I thought.
That was somerhing.

“That's the way we like it,” Mitch said. He was studying
Louise now, wondering — 1 hoped — what she looked lke
undressed.

“Well,” Jeannc was saying, “it sounds kike a good life, but
don't you ever want 10 settle down somewhere?

“You mean, like in Mercer? Mitch asked. He said it
sarcastically, as oaly be could. Jeanne had wandered iato &
sensitive area. Mitch didn't even want 0 think about settling
down. He'd die before he'd settle down. I doa’t know wiry
he felt that way. Perhaps he'd soen t00 much respectability,
lived too much of the proper life. We'd never discussed
Mitch's world prior to the army. But it must have been bed.

going 0 get a wikd hair up his ass and botch rhis one.
But he was trying. He was on his feet. He wanted t0 go.
“This so-called music ia giviag e a headache,” be seid.

“Suit yourself. It's a long walk back to our motel.”

1 looked at Jeanne, imploriag ber, letting her know that |
didn't want it %0 end yet. Not mow. Not like this.

She looked up at Mitch, using that presty smile.

“If the noisc is all that's bothering you,” she said, “I
happen to have & very quict apartment. Why don't we all
80 there?™

She was beautiful. Beautiful.

1 was on my feet. “Fine,” I said. “Mitch?" Come on, you
bastard. Come on, come on, come on.

“The drinks are free,” Jeanne said. “You'll come, Louisc
‘Woa't you?™

Louise. Louise wasa't sure. Why should she? I thought



What was in it for her? A frantic struggle to retain her
respect on a darkened couch? She had to know Mitch didn't
really care about her. If she went, it would be because she
had decided to try one more time anyway — maybe thix
boy. O she'd be doing it for Jeanne, just like Mitch had to
o it for me. A couple of good sports. They could play gin
rummy while Jeanne and I had

“I suppose 50,” Louise said,
lexs pause.

“Good then." Jeanne said. “It's settled.

It was. Mitch gave in, begrudgingly. Outside, waiting for
Jeanne to bring her car around from the parking lot. he
waid. I that dog doesn't let me in her pants .

She's ready.” I said. “Frustration if ever I saw it."
“Balls

fter what scemed an end-

JEANNE DROVE 4 Le Mans. Too much. Cozied up next to
wer in the front seat, my hand on her thigh, ourside her
ress. it came to me that I was going to score. No question
This one was a piece of pie all the way. I began to think
bout it and I put my hand under her dress. She didn't stop
2 and 1 worked my hand upward along the warm smooth
Lin. stopping against the heat and silkiness of her pantics.

had been a long winter. I was sliding my mouth down
long her shoulder to her breasts, my eyes closed. sinking
Mo a reverie of the senses, when I heard Mitch swear. It
asn't a nice word at all.

1 heard Louise say no. then say it again. and I sat up.
sisted around and stared into the gloom of the back seat
found Mitch's dark form, shot an arm out. caught his
8 and squeezed hard.

“Ouch. You shit. What ... 7"

He pushed forward, and 1 raised my hand to the front

his shirt. grabbed and pulled him toward me.

“Treat her decent, damn it.” I said. “For once in your
¢. o an unselfish thing.”

I don't think anyone had ever said anything like that to
nch. The rest of the way to Jeanne's apartment, he didn't
+ a word or make a move.

Once we arrived at the apartment, we didn't lose much
2 with preliminaries. Jeanne turned on one light. that
the kitchenette: drinks were mixed, records dropped onto
urntable. I pulled Jeanne down into a lounge chair. leav-
4 the couch for Mitch and Louise. They still weren't talk-
& and | remember thinking. well, we're here now. so it
sn't matter what they do or don't do. At one point I saw
uise looking at me, rather sadly, and it occurred to me

droom. A piece of pie all the way.
She didn't need any instructions. She had her clothes off
mediately, coming to me before I was out of mine. She
Ped. and we sat down on the bed, our hands exploring
that first wondrous moment of discovery. Both of us
€ 0o excited to prolong it. We rolled over, and Jeanne's
ath was hot and urgent in my ear. Our bodies joined.
ked. pulsed. I siiffened, biting off a moan of pleasure
| then—t0o s0on—it was over for me.
We relaxed slowly, our cooling bodies still close. We
Yed and laughed softly. giddy with pride and pleasure.
1ad been 100 long since the last time, I thought, and al.
V% 100 infrequent and never, never like this. Before,
T¥'d been guilt afterward, o indifference, or simple tired.
/turn the page

Editor's Notebook

Wz ru0TOGRAPHS OF Jane Fonda in this issue (front and back
@wens omd pages 15-14) were taken Just Jaeckin
el = ulz-lw the direction of famed French movie-
maker Roger Vadim, who is also the star’
husband (they're ver below.) The

project was a5 s reaction
)| Publication of some photos of Miss

a court
d I copies of the
then decided to have
ime

s an cxpert at photographing
We're very happy to bring you his views of

“Precty Maggic Moncycyes” (page 6) is Harlan Ellison's most
recently written story. Over the past four years, KNIGHT has printed
mmch of Ellison's aew work. including, t pame but the most
amt_appearances, a

er.” and “Ladybug.

'Dragonslsyer,’ ug. dyk
saw publication in KNIGHT (" Maggic” included
mew short-story collection, Lote Ain't Nothing Bur Sex Misspelled,
which Simon and Schuster will bring out in hard cover. This issu¢
we'd like to bring you Ellison's comment " Maggie —
aad who Maggse really is

Joe Levine had Bown the cast of ‘The Oscar,’ which 1 had
written, to Las Vtr:, for Tony Bennett's opening at The Riviera.
Tomy was in the
had planacd th
aloag for the
sesents for me
The Amenican
1s the

i
crsttsman gocs o0 b el seve
:L..E“ ‘machine part ‘assembly line, It's neon
it. | was sitting at one of the blackjack tables in the Riviera's
casimo (through which you have to rll if you want to eat, to
room. sce a o c a lcak) when I felt a hand on my
Shouider Tt was ahout three ayem. 1 Jooked: up. Hom o dsastreny
€ight and seven, ind ssw 3 (K | had keower in LA, She smied
and st down hext to me 14 dated her scocral times’ back ‘i the
ity ‘but here she was with all that mass of goldenthiesd pited

1

#0p her bead. the fAinc body jabbed into & gown neve

come from J. C. Penncy. the smilc painted oato the face with a5
mmch care a3 the antenna-like cyelashes. Call her Shawn, it's her
mame. We talked awhile. and ‘was now das in the
chorus st the Riviera She ha the legs for it. There was a lot of
later, and after the latcr. i aione in my room. 1
coubda’t slecp She was 2 scene, all
by berself. A <h umbers on » guy's
Bend. I wanted to wnite about her. Earlier that cvening 14 heard

icrs talking to a customer sbout a chick who

evaditioner, 1 wrote 'Maggi
Los Angeics and went right.
slace.

t . 1 came.
0 the hospital. | haven't seen Shawn
the ghost of Maggie got me. How about that!"




A PIECE OF PIE, from page 45
ness, even disgust. But not with Jeanne. That chemistry had
been there, that mutual attraction, desire and compatibility.

I lighted cigaretics for both of us, and with my first in-
uk:d:m\ellekmlhmn.dmlmu
been 100 fast, too good, 100 easy. Hadn't she? But no, I

thought. Nn.wlmmmmk.ﬂldlwh-‘
soft stomach, saying, “Better pinch me.”

She did. rolling against me, laughing wickedly.

“Ouch. Not there, you dope.”

“Oh,” she said. And then: “Oh, ob.” She gave a small
shudder of . . . delight?

"hm, it wu'nod(orm: Was it for you?"

‘Wonderful.”

'Good.™
I thought there for a while in the bar we'd never ‘make

Mitch, what's with him?"
did get the best peach in the basket.”

“What's with her?"

“1 don’t know. She's not very pretty. Or ... or anything
else. | guess. I've tried 1o help, to build up her confidence.
You know. I've even gotten her a job and dates. God, the
dates. But it hasn't helped much. Right now I feel sorry
for her. but I sure wouldn't trade places with her.”

Jeanne sounded strangely distant, almost as if she was
trying to resolve something within herself. I thought of
Louise

“That's enough talk.” | said, putting out my cigarette. I
took Jeanne in my arms again, slowly stroking and kissing
her body and face until the heat rose in us, and we slid
together for a second time.

“Jim.” she said in the middle of it, “you mustn't think
I'm bad. I'm not a bad girl.”

“No.

1 want you, that's all. I want to keep you here with me.
Please stay. Jim."

“Yes ... we'll see. .. Mitch .
e  you more than Mlleh, can't I? Can Mitch do

She did. This time completely, fully, draining me, leaving
me exhausted. But happy. 1 lay quiedly. my mind full of her.

of Mercer. picturing quiet streets lined with ancient ehln.
and old rambling homes with musty unused
creaking swings on their front porches. I saw mop top hw-

“You'll see,” I said, getting into my pants, tripping 1o th.
door. But the door opened before 1 got to it. Mitch st
sithouetted, a shaft of light streaming into the be
l Mﬁn. You'd betre:

“Ia-rpuh--«o( min.o-. be said. He wasn't
amiling. He wasn't even looking at me. He was looking at
Jeanne.

“Now what the bell, Mitch? What is this?" N

“You've been had, buddy,” he said. “Your girl friend
here is pregnant. Three months gone.”

“What?"

"Ymvcuenl.-hn.pl.saup.nde.p.yd.

“No,” I said. “I don't believe you.

“mml-mmmmuu,mﬂmm
old hot pants there.”

“Get out of here!” | screamed at him.

“I'll see you downstairs,” he said. Mitch turmed, and |
watched him walk away, out through the apartment, now
blinding with light. I shoved the door shut and tursed o
Jeanne. She had sat up on the bed, a sheet wrapped around
her. Hcfcy-m'l‘teﬂldﬁmlﬂ-
frightened and confy

"l-lewaldn‘t-h-&lulh“w."lnﬂ.

She let g0 of the sheet, got off the bed, and came over &
me, pai ‘beautiful.

“m.lmlunmlhhmd.m-mm-ynal.”

“Just say yes or no. Are you

~I am. But...”

“Bitch. Rotten bitch.”

I spur away from her, leaning over to pick up the rest
of my . ihing, but she came after me, locking her arms

behind.

“I've leard enough.”

1 could feel the warm tears on my back. I broke awsy
from her, putting my shirt on.”

“I didn't do this to trap you,” she said. “I really wast
mlmmwﬂmm\eumm
1 was going 10 explsin. I didn't want to scare you oft.

She was crying now, hard, standing there, her body shak-
ing. her face twisted and wet.

“Please don't go like this,” she said.

“I's 0o good this way,” I said. “T'd never be sure. It's
all ruined, all messed up.”

1 turned and left, carrying my shoes ia ooe hand, going
out into the living room. I sat down and put on my shoes
and when I looked up Louise was there.

“Jesus Christ.” I said softly. I put my head between my

“How the hell are we going to et back 1o that place 10
pick wp my TR?"

~1 don't know,” I said, noticing how cold it was again
“I don't give » shit.”



LEGAL PROSTITUTION, from page 41
light. .

For the next couple weeks, he made trips 1o sec me
almost every night. He told me about himself and his
family. and asked if I'd consider seiling the business and
marrying him. He figured I suited him in about every way
there is to be suited. | had over 75 grand in investments
and a fairly large hunk of cash, but 1 liked the idea of be-
coming a society broad. Besides, I liked the guy. I still do.

The upshot was that I thought the proposition over for
five minutes, and took him up on it before he changed his
mind. 1 s0ld the place the next day. and we shuffied off for
the marriage license singing. “Yes, we have no bordellos.
We have no bordellos today.”

@ Do your stepchildren know about your background?

A Hell no. Jim and I decided it was best not to talk
about it to them or anyone else, society's puritanical morals
being what they are. Before he brought me here. Jim took
me to his place in Los Angeles where we spent some time
cooking up a new background for me. We still spend very
little time here. It's not likely that I'd bump into anybody
who would know about me here, or who would care to
admit it if they did, but I don't like to take unnecessary
chances.

@ Do you feel that you have a good relationship with
ren?

A Definitely. They're very bright, sophisticated young
people. and I've become very fond of them. I doubt they'd
mind how I made my money, which was as honest a way as
most people make it, and I may tell them sometime. Mean-
while, 1 have been able (o talk to them about their romantic
problems in a way that most real mothers wouldn't have
known how to do. Their father and I both hope they will
all marry nice, normal, well-off mates.

Q Have you ever regretied leaving your business in
Nevada?

A No, I haven't. On the other hand, I have no regrets
about having been in it cither. I didn't have money or back-
ground as my stepchildren do, but I did have a strong
stomach and good business sense. As I said before, it was
the business I was best equipped to handle. Now that 1
don't need it anymore, I like being genteel.

Speaking of the stepchildren, one of them will be home

AS MENTIONED during the interview. one of the most
widely accepted arguments in defense of Nevada's legalized
Prostitution is that it reduces the incidence of criminal
asault against other women in the state. Nevertheless.
statistics indicate a higher of forcible rapes in
Nevada than in most of her 49 sister states. Another alleged
atribute of legal prostitution is its potential for keeping
venereal diseases to a minimum. Again, however, statistics
do not seem 10 substantiate the claim.

In an effort 1o clarify both of these discrepancies, I tele-
Fh?ned Nevada Senator Alan Bible at the Senate Office
Building in Washington. It developed that he was back
..,..,, attending to other matters. so I spoke with his ad-
Ministr assistant, Jack Carpenter.

On a defensive note, he began: “Natives are seldom in
any kimolltwbk,lndilillllmiemmmw Ne-
vada to work for six months or a year, and who are bums

in their own states. who are probably the cause of our fairly
high rate of social discases. You could compare it with
Denver's high tuberculosis rate. The reason it is high is
because 30 many people with tuberculosis go there.

While he did not choose to say any more on the subject,
he did mention that the State Legislature had passed a bill
leaving the continucd existence. or closure, of houses of
prostitution 1o the discretion of local authorities in the
various counties. His concluding remark was: “Anyone can
issuc a complaint — just one person — and the county
commission or the sheriffl must close these houses.” He did
not add that they are closed as “public nuisances” and can
be reopened as soon as the cited nuisance has been brought
under control.

1 next spoke with Tim Seward, assistant to Congressman-
at-large Walter S. Baring who was also busy with affairs
back home. Mr. Seward said that his office has no official
view on laws ining to i As to ituti
self. he said he would decline to comment, commenting:
‘Prostitution is a fact. We don't doubit it or criticize it. Be-
sides, congressmen and senators deal with other matters.
Those laws are up 1o the executive direction of the gover-

nor.

“Prostitution is regulated medically in the state, and it
(prostitution) has been practiced throughout the state for
years. Places that have been closed down and later re-
opened are operated on a tolerated basis. It is in the small
towns — towns which have little tourist trade — where the
houses are still open.”

Lest one infer that tourists are wilfully discriminated
against and must content themsclves with milder amuse-
ments afforded by the gambling casinos of Reno, Las Vegas
and Lake Tahoe. he should first be assured that this is not
the case. Then, he should be apprised of the small town
Nevadan's reliance on the houses for entertainment.

The latter was poignantly illustrated in an article which
appeared in a Beatty (Nevada) newspaper. and which was
read o me by Mr. Seward. Lamenting the closing of
Beatty's Willow Tree and Red Rooster brothels, one male
resident was quoted as saying: “This means more to us than
it would 1o people in most places. After all, we don't have
television.”

Equally plaintive protests were registered by 145 Beatty
citizens and residents, or approximately one-third the total
Population, over the closure of the houses. Among those
protesting were some of the community's leading figures,
including a number of women.

The touchiness of most Nevadans over discussing the
idiosyncrasies with outsiders was reflected in Mr. Seward's
following remarks: “The publicity we get isn't fair. It
doesn't do justice to the state, which is still Ppioneer in spirit.
Why, we produced enough silver to finance the Civil War.'
And 50 they did.

Pionecring it or not. a good amateur astrologer
might have been able to predict a gutsy nature for the
state way back in 1864. It joined the Union that year and
chose October 31, Halloween, to do it. <o

(The author states: “Sources for Nevada's prostitution
laws were obtained from the legal division of the Library of
Congress. These laws, taken from books called Nevada

utes. are available to the public and cover an extensive
time period. I found most of the laws referred to specifically
by the woman in my article in the 1963 edition.”—Editor.)
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AND YOUR SISTER TOO, from page 17

Cynthia, the leggy blonde next door, invited us for
drinks. She had a toddling son. an elderly sweet Virginian
mother and a schoolteacher sister, Elizabeth. There were
many pictures of her husband. Clay, a captain in the Air
Force. He was the model homo Americanus, from Frank
Merriwell to dashing young Douglas McArthur at West
Point.

My patriotic D.A.R. bride almost drained her kidneys
admiring the cagle of the football and battlefields. We had
missed meeting him by  few hours. He had been home on
furlough and had left carly the morning after we moved in.

Dolly studied Captain Clay's pictures. “Oh, Cynthia
dear.” she said. “Clay’s a gorgeous hunk of mat
Grant. Clark Gable and Gary Cooper rolled
lucky you are — you must be mad about him — I don't
blame yout”

1 couldn't stomach that crap. I would have liked to put
horns on the tall. handsome

Cynthia had one of those faces with a permanent ex-
pression of surprise. She talked as though she were running.
“Clay fiics the hump in India. I was pregnant. We had a
house on Miami Beach. He brought home monkeys. par-
rots. snakes and codamunda bears. My backyard was a z00.
1 poked the food into their cages with a long stick. They
were males. All the nasty things did was eat. fight, mount
cach other. and play with themselves.

“There were hurricane warnings. People boarded up their
houses and left. I was worried about Clay’s awful creatures
and stayed on. The hurricane hit and broke open the cages.

My labor pains came. I called the police. There was murder
going on in the backyard. The bears were after the mon-
keys. 1 picked up a broom and swatted the bears. The
police car barely made it. Two policemen delivered me
while the bears ate up the monkeys — nuts. guts — and
feathers!”

Cynthia wanted to know why she dreamed nightly she
was in an outhouse when from the empty scat beside her
would rear up the head of a snorting white stallion.

There was the greasy. sullen fellow who had the apart-
ment above Cynthia. He came weekends with a da
Cynthia said. “He doesn’t even say hello. He's cither wil
the mafia or the F.B.L. 1 hear her kick off her
A minute later his shoes hit the floor...ome. .. .
then the bed sounds like it has asthma. He ought to
the springs.”

She told us of a society woman she met at bndp party
“1 visited her. She said, ‘Cynthia. take a shower with me." |
told her 1 just came from the shower. “That's all n.m. she
answered. ‘Have one with me: then we'll go to bed, darling.

T didn't want another shower. Now, what did she have in

ind 7"

was scrubbing the ceiling of her car. She ex-
was driving along the highway. and picked up
ilor. He worked his hand onto my knee. I read
that when rapists are crossed they kill. Didn't say a word —
turned on the radio — Roosevelt was making & speech. He
played with himself — enormous — then he buttoned up
i 11 smoke?” I shook my head. Whea

his hat and said, “Thank you, kindly,

ma'am.” Why do men play with themseives?"

HICKY NICKY dropped by, trying to make Elizabeth. He
was full of odd knowledge: the population of Rangoon,
ian embalming methods, signs of the zodiac. We

went shrimping with him at the end of the pier. The shrimp
leaped and skimmed the water in the glare of our lights
as we netted them.

He tore off their cockrosch-like heads. slipped off their
shells and ate them raw. He considered himself a Floridian

Hicky Nicky took me to The Church Of The Second
Coming. It was a long drive inland to the pine woods and
glades of the hidden cracker world. In the moonlight the
territory reminded me of the eerie landscape of Krazy Kat
cartoons with its lumped shapes and brooding spaces.

On a clearing near a turpentine mill was the church, a
barn. About three dozen groups arrived in pick-up trucks.

_by foot and in jalopies. They were a sallow. squint-eyed.

towheaded lot seeming from another planet. But there was
something inbred and weirdly sexually appealing about the
thin, high-hipped, high-breasted, hunched, ratty-featured
girls.

ted on benches in the barn they began slowly
and innocently enough, singing “Happy Am I With My
Redeemer.” clapping and stamping.

Hicky Nicky went into his shout-preaching. He plunged
through the Bible back and forth, confusing the Testaments.
dates, characters and events. He had the Bible’s hariots ply-
ing their wares in the Garden of Eden, St. Michael at the
battle of Jericho, and Moses changing the Cana wedding
water into wine, while the crackers continuously cried.
“Hallelujah!"

Gallon tins of moonshine appeared. I joined in the pro-
digious drinking. The corn liquor had the taste of anti-
freeze. Everyone his own minister, holding incom-
prehensible dialogues with God. They shook and shimmied.
jumped, danced and rolled in the dirt. There was an un-
canny buildup of contagious rhythmic hysteria producing
the most aphrodisiacal sensations.

“The lights went out.

Hicky Nicky shouted, “Brothers and Sisters, Gee — zuz
Kee — 11 — eye — st wants us to love and dick each other
for His glory AND OUR SALVATION!™

Then began the wildest sex free-for-all. accompanied by
an orgiastic h.yu-. of pornographic words. The
possessed fathers, mothers, husbands. wives, sons, d--’l-
ters, brothers, -m relatives, friends. neighbors and
strangers, drunk, with neither ages nor identities.

My head was pounding from the moonshine. 1 was
whirled in an erotic vortex. I screamed the delighting ob-
scenities with the rest. A female form lurched against me.
1 grabbed her. She might have been one of the little pubic
girls with milky corn silk, or a sour sibylline crone. I

1 came 1o in Hicky Nicky's hearse. He had placed me in
a casket, It was dawn. | was nauseated and covered with
‘vomit.

As he drove, Hicky Nicky was whisling. “Praie the
Lord and Pass the Ammi

MY WIFE WAS a regular Medea towards other attractive
women. I suspected that her cozy patronizing of Cynthis

subcornecious connection with Captain Clay. Her
‘honey-tongued env-ly about Cynthia's star-spangied
superman bugged me. The only women I'd trust were the
unhwnmdm-du@wnymulmnmvb-l
dida’t trust myself?



Cynthia's mother, Mammaw. told Dolly the kind of crap
she loved to hear: Clay's boyhood on the adjoining planta-
tion. Black Ankie, in dear old “Virginny"; how good and
charitable young "Mars” Clay was 1o the homely “negras”
who would have laid down their lives in an instant for
him: Clay “ramrod straight™ in his Southern military school
uniform “acourtin” Cynthia; gentleman Clay the champion
athlete. Beau Brummel. ham radio operator. Rhodes

far, shi nd promising light of the State Department

gton “Dee Cee,” and Clay the spit-and-polish do-

ir Force aviator.” And my wife did think

Clay would make a stunning President in the White House.
and what the hell not!

Cynthia was notified that Clay's plane had not returned
from a mission and was presumed lost.

Dolly wept and went to church with Cynthia to pray. She
had never scen the guy. but the way she carried on one
would have thought it was | who was among the dead and
missing in a far land.

As fed up as I was with the Captain Clay business. | had
10 keep my feclings to myself and pretend sympathy as the
guy had sacrificed his life for our country. That wasn't the
blessed end. A week later news came that sounded like a
seenario for Gung Ho. Clay's plane had been shot down
behind enemy lines. He was the sole survivor. He killed a
whole Jap patrol and made his way over mountains,
through jungles and across a desert. and was being flown
back (0 the States very much decorated.

Wasn't there anything that manly charming bastard could
do wrong? Did my wife have to exult and say. “I knew God
would save Clay . . . he’s too fine to die!"

Was I going to have to wear horns on my honeymoon?

CLAY CAME BACK, but not to his family. He stayed in
Miami Beach and made it plain that he did not want to see
Cynthia.

Then to my joy I discovered that Clay wasn't perfect!
Dolly. Cynthia and Elizabeth were on the patio outside my
bedroom window. 1 had slept late. and awakened to hear
Cynthia saying to Dolly, “I've only had sex once with

Y - ..on our wedding night. We were both virgins, and
he was stoned. That's how | became pregnant. He never
came 10 bed with me since.”

Astonished, Dolly said, “Once in three years? What is he.
acentury plant?”

“Night after night I expected it. You'd think sex didn't
exist. I wouldn't dare bring up the subject. Clay is so digni-
fied. He made me feel as if my bedroom was one of his
offices in the State Department. Lord, no one has more

idious manners than Clay.”

As the conversation went on, my wife, the self-appointed
peychologist, hinted that perhaps there was something
wrong in Clay's background. or with her, that deterred
him from his sporting duty.

What crap [ heard!

romantic illusion.

-

Cynthia had checked herself for bad breath and B.O. She
had tried suggestive French pantics. Hindu lingeries, had
every facial. shampoo. perfume, lipstick and powder; at-

and wore sheer stockings and
fancy garters to bed. Nothing worked.
“There’s aftother woman—or women,” concluded Dolly.
“It's the nature of the beast.”

Cynthia didn't think so, and hesitated to tell why.
Elizabeth said eagerly, “Dolly. you'd never guess in a

T'd buy a hairbrush, use it a few times —
and never see it again. I asked myself. ‘What in heaven's
name happens to my hairbrushes? One night I would have
sworn Clay had a woman with him in his room. He was
making all the noises. | was afraid to find out. The next
morning my hairbrush was gone. I bought one of those
electric scalp massaging hairbrushes. Another night I heard
funny sounds again and thought he either had a woman or
was in distress.

1 went 1o his room and snapped on the light . .. Clay
was whanging away with my electric brush! Do all men
play with themselves”"

My Dolly was stumped and wondered how Cynthia could
ever compete with a hairbrush.

So. 1 take the trouble to go to Bergdorf's in the ice and
snow, select and buy Dolly an expensive English hairbrush
as one of her wedding gifts — drive it all the way to Florida
—and that character, not even knowing us, and leaving
early in the morning 10 go off to war, steals it from our
window sill to get his disgusting rocks!

Dazzling Captain Clay wasn't perfect!

Old Mammaw kept asking. “When is Clay coming
home?" Clay had no intentions of coming back to Little
Rivers. Dolly was positive that Clay had a mistress in

Hicky Nicky to tail

Clay and find out what he was up to.
After a week Hicky Nicky returned triumphantly. We

were having drinks on the pa

“Tracked lover-boy down like a bloodhoun'. Clay has a
hotel room but shacks up with a gash — Elai Henry —
divorced. Goes to her place at night — gets in the saddle
and rides for ole glory — clocked him — bet he rides the
range five times in a row — then goes back to his hotel
lookin' like the cat that swallowed the rat. This Elaine
Henry's got a beauty shop — but I can't figure it — an
alligator’s prettier than her. Now we'll bust in, get pictures
©of him in the saddle. and the case'll be in the slot.”

Cynthia’s eyes opened wide. She exclaimed, “Beauty
parlor! Hairbrushes! He doesn't touch the woman! He goes.
10 her apartment to have sex with the used hairbrushes that
l?; ‘b:inp him from her beauty parlor . . . that's Clay’s love
affair!™

Hicky Nicky didn't understand. 1 explained.

He peered at Cynthia and shook his head. “Ma'am,
there's somethin’ radically wrong here.” Hicky Nicky pon-
dered deeply. and finally arrived at the solution.

“You know what you need to straighten this mess out,
ma'am?”

Cynthia asked anxiously, “What, Mister Nicky, what?"

He answered emphaticall;

“You need a good dicki

Then he pointed to Elizabeth.

“An’ your sister to0!”




BIRTHnAY GIRL “I'M A TAURUS, you know,” said happy birthday g

Janice Kelly as she lounged comfortably nude on her biggest present...a white chenille bedspread. *
being a Taurus | like my comforts. Luxury, even. That's why | like to sprawl around in the all-together. It eve:
looks cozy. doesn't it?"" After experiencing severe Adam's apple trouble, our girl-interviewer asked about he
birthday party that morning. *'I got scads of the stuff | like. Toys. perfume, and sinful scanties. Want to see
Come along.”

(please come along

Janice celebrates her
natal day with a free-swinging
photo session
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What could be finer than ravishing
Miss Kelly dressed in birthday perfume?

Propped provocativels
futuristic rifle. ‘I am thy
this she pulled the trigger. We ducked,
gled. “'I got two pistols that fire corks, a ri
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MEXICO,
page 33

ferris wheel and zip rides rolls into town and sets up shop
in the Parque Zamora. a large municipal plaza. By Thurs-
day night there’s a noticeable influx of out-of-towners.
Hotels are filled. This town of 150,000 starts to bulge at
the seams. In the Plaza de Constitucion workmen are bang-
ing together a huge stage for performers.

And Thursday the musicians come to town. It's like an
arsonist berserk in a calliope parking lot. Mariachis appear
from cracks in the pavement and marimba groups mate-
realize out of thin air.

Helm Lundstrom. blond, twenty, sailor off the Swedish
motorship Noorgard. is lucky enough to hit the port this
particular week (or did his captain plan it that way?). He
sits drinking beer at the Cafe Palacio on the plaza when
the music starts. “I think,” he says, “when you get two
Mexicans together you have a mariachi

These troubadors consist of from three to eight men
armed with assorted instruments from guitars 1o violins to
trombones and trumpets, some of which they can play,
others. questionably. But they try. They're dressed i
caballero costumes of 1910 vintage, skintight trousers, short
gaudy jackets, pointy-pointy boots and wide sombreros, all
ornately embroidered. Their appearance varies from hand-
some to ludicrous, depending mainly on the size of belly
they 1ry 10 stuff into their tight pants. Their repertoire is a
standard. sentimental love dirge ling roughly to
our western cowboy ballads. Their music varies from good
10 hilarious.

Even while they serenade, a marimba group sets up on
the sidewalk a few feet away. Two men on the marimba,
two on drums. They wait till the mariachis have finished a
number. then swing loudly into one of their own, hammers
flailing the sticks. The music is loud, Latin, with that under-
lying steady heavy beat that starts feet tapping and bodies
moving. reminiscent of primitive rites in a jungle clearing.

Long before midnight the dancing has started on the
sidewalks, in the streets. Traffic cannot move. Barefoot
cight-year-olds and black-shawled old women sell huge bags
of confetti and streams and masks. An Indian group, brown
bodies glistening beneath abbreviated, brightly feathered
native costumes, acts out a ritual dance on the sidewalk to
the heavy throb of their own bongo drums. The crowd
throws pesos, centavos, moves on.

A dark-eyed girl laughingly pulls Helm into a conga line
that is weaving through the crowds, and presently he's lost

in the pounding beat of the dance, a long way from Stock-
holm. The music ends, but almost immediately another
marimba starts up and he's dragged back into the line.

to reform again farther down the Calle Miguel Lerdo.
Someone in his group has collared a table at the Bar

Chicote beneath the staid od Hotel Colonial. Helm buy, ,
vaat basket of large, freshly boiled shrimp from a wander
ing vendor, and cold Mexican beer appears. Everyone dig
in, laughing and talking. trying to be heard above the din
of the mariachis and marimbas.

ALTHOUGH VERACRUZ DURING feria is a swinger's paradise
its history is as mean and tough as a skid row bartenders.
It got started early, for when Cortez arrived in 1519 he
found the Aztecs sacrificing human victims on the small of.
shore island now called Isla de los Sacrificios. The Spaa-
iards weren't long getting mlalhelwm'ol things, however

ortress

They set up in busincas for themaelves, practicing liberalty
m(enlyﬂnlhelwa.llnﬂu- but upon their own social

well.
m'ol‘l.&nllllnﬂtuhll.mll-lllheﬂdoll
long curving pier. In its dank dungeons prisoners fived i
incredible fiith and underwent exquisitely devised tortures.
Nop-rlollholnuomywlp-md The jailers polished

pirates

bearded, swashbuckling pre-vintage Hell's Angels 100k the
Rich Town of the True Cross at face value and periodically
robbed, and ransacked it. Being the main port for
shipment of gold, silver and other wealth stolen from the
Aztecs, the hauls were frequently worth the risk of Sea
Juan de Ulua's smelly suites. One famous raid netted the
pirates some four million pesos, the equivalent today of
about ten million dollars.

A real early day loser, every now and then the town got
it from foreign powers, 100. During Mexico's war for inde-
pendence, the Spanish, with a churlish meanness of spirit.
leveled it with naval bombardment after being driven out.
In 1832 and 1861 the French bombarded the town snd
hmwmusmwkupmumn
shelling and occupying it during the Mexican War sed
again in 1914, Occupying troops, being what they ars, may
explain the diversity of racial mixture of the descendants.
“The more visible scars still remain on the massive walls of
old San Juan de Ulua.

nn-mwnnv-uupaa-vdydmn.rm.n'-p-»
hnplbuu\ncuhd(upeﬂ:mnpnlof

the gaiety continues at a high piech
mm.ndd.y.mm.mnmummw
nine a.m. Where the streets once ran with blood, they sow
run with coofetti and brightly colored streamers, which
enterprising youngsters are out early bagging for resals

The parade inches along with stops and starts, trying
worm its way throagh the crowds maseed in the plazs sad



“The hoo-ha Saturday is only the midpoint in the carnival.
The action continues to mount at a frenzied pace until
fireworks,

The influx of people into the city is 30 great that accom-
modatiohs are The alternative is sleeping in the
streets of more popular, on the miles of warm sandy Gulf
beach. It ls quite common for mixed groups of youths to
share the same hotel room e masse. Frequently they are
cquaintances of only a few hours. Nobody, including the

palme.
Whether this carefree attitude is a throwback to Mexico's
primitive Indian heritage or a subconscious reaction 0 its
mer

ing is certain: the steady pounding of the marimbas
mmmmhmb«nﬂmm:‘mnwm

contributes significantly to the delinquency which attracts
young bucks from Calgary to Stockholm.

which ia & prime producer of the best mary-j
hemisphere. While it is illegal, it is not very illegal, and a

little discreet inquiry can turn up a supply. Or probably

Helm's newly found friends will have some. But in the

meantime beer, rum and tequila provide for the most press-

ing inbibitory needs and flows in ever increasingly torrents

from the bary and cafes as the feria wends its way through

the wild, tropical nights.

It takes a strong will to resist the conga lines and the
080 dancing that break out spontaneously in the strects
and on the cafe table tops. But who comes to Veracruz to
resiat? The madness is contagious. Strangers are swept up
in it and foreigners get the go-native compulsion with flerce

once the rhythm starts getting to them.

Periodically from one of the cantinas a fight will erupt
and burst into the street. A circle forms but the antagonists
are too drunk on pulque to do one another much harm.
There is pleading and tears from their women. and the
combatants allow themselves to be pulled apart. They dis-
appear into the crowd, supported and propelled by their
women, before the police can arrive. The crowd hoots and
jeers with disappointment. Tomorrow the two. confronted
with monumental hangovers. will have conveniently for-
gotten the blow to their manhood and their mangled pride.

On the cross streets between the Avenida Independencia
and Cinco de Mayo, temporary cating stalls are packed
together tighter than guzzlers at a bar selling ten cent beer.
Eating in restaurants or hotels is for the rich or the old. A
taco at this stand, some shrimp at that, an car of fresh
roasting corn at another. Tortillas are cooked on improvised
tins over flaming braziers. and every female who can slap
out a tortilla is in business for herself.

im and his group buy a kilo of delicious roasted pork
Boat and a stack of fifty or so tortillas, saturate each
with chopped onions and salsa piquante. The salsa is like
drowning in liquid fire, bringing tears to Helm's eyes and
mppm( his breath. Mexicans find this outrageously funny.
but someone is kind enough to shove a cold beer into the
victim's hand, which douses the fire a little. The meal is
topped with slices of rich fresh papaya or pineapple or
some other exotic tropical fruit.

Around and through the Parque Zamora, adjacent to the

rides and pitched tents, vendors have set up booths tightly

.. packed on both side of the walks. Only a narrow alley is

left for the thousands who promenade and gawk and some-
times even buy. Once in the teeming mass it is impossible to
change direction or escape until you reach an exit at the
end of the block.
Andmhtr:ul.hedlpuvﬁullm If it i

The ferla whirls on with its colored lights and costumes
and music and dancing until Tuesday, when the participants
mndyh&wﬁvnuhm n the six days they've

their

muumm— For thise tough enough to stay
the course, the scars on the peyche are permanent. 3






REMEMBER THOSE good old Army days—those glorious fifteen
and twenty milers and bivouacking under the stars? Ren‘hember the
tangy smell of GI bacon wafting through the morning air, and the
scant wash water rationed in your helmet before mess call? Remember
the nasty sergeant who insisted you be clean shaven at all times,
whether in the field or not? And remember the stupid jerk who forgot
to get any after shave lotion at the PX before you fell out for the
march? @ Maybe he was you — the guy with a face that looked like a
dyspeptic bit of parboiled rhubarb and the temperament to match —
the guy who felt like his head had just been dunked into a bowl of
alum and then run over an emery wheel. Brother, was he glad to
get back to the barracks. get a decent shave and then pour on the
fu-fu juice. It might have stung hell out of him, but—oh, lawd, lawd—
was it worth the initial smart. @ Well, next time you get caught with
that smarting. chafed. chapped, nasty feeling that a shave without

THE SAGA OF THE BRISKER WHISKER

lotion brings on, remember that bivouac and the fact that marching
and sore feet had a lot to do with shaving comfort. For if it hadn't
been for corns, calluses, and bunions, we might all still be parts of
one gigantic facial sting. If not, we'd all be running around with foot
long beards cringing in terror at the very thought of shaving them. m
Certainly Man as a group has been shaving off and on since the
beginning of time, and we know that a lot of sweet smelling stuff has
been put on faces — both male and female — since the dawn of
history. but most of these compounds were nothing more than cos-
metics. They were made and sold and used to make the wearer smell
and look good. not to stop that nasty after shaving feeling. @ When
one stops to think about it — as he should every morning as he takes
razor in hand — it's surprising and embarrassing to consider just
how long mankind had to wait for a bright young fellow who was
destined to start up on the way to a genuine after shave lotion. He
wasn’t even born until the middle of the19th century! @ In the small
town of Vegesack. Germany. on July 13, 1856, a child was born
who was to i the private ip between men and
their razor blades. Carried to America by his parents, this boy grew
up to become a gangling youth completely unafraid of hard work
and pretty damned original in his business thinking. He began his
career working in a New York market, then hired on as a surveyor
for the Hoboken Swamps, where he received the blessing in disguise
of a stiff case of malaria which caused him to quit. m After re-
cuperating, he was lucky enough to find a more healthy, and far
more interesting. means of employment as a delivery and cleanup
boy in a New York drugstore. But that wasn't enough. After a hard
day’s work in the shop, he trotted off to night school, and in February
of 1875, he received his diploma from the New York College
of Pharmacy. @ Like thousands of other smart kids, then and
now, he stepped into the sunshine realizing that the world might
very well be his oyster, but opening the shell was no easy
by JAMES BELLAUGH turn the page

A BRIEF HISTORY OF MANKIND'S STRUGGLE TO EASE THAT AFTER SHAVE STING
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task. Undaunted. he took Fate by the hand and hired on
to another drugstore, this time in New Jerscy. as a clerk
and glorified errand boy.

He worked hard, saved his moncy and played the
Horatio Alger bit until finally. in May. three years after
his graduation. he was able 1o buy his own drugstore right
in the center of downtown Newark. New Jersey.

Gerhard Mennen. at the age of 22. was in business for
himself. He was a registered pharmacist, owned his own shop
and wanted to make it a success. Besides that. he had a
“bug." He was fascinated by feet and determined 10 come
up with a product that would sooth all their hurt, fatigue,
sweat and irritation plus eliminate all their corns, calluses
and bunions. I's a lucky thing. 100, because. if Mennen
hadn't heen interested in feet and hadn't been the shrewd
businessman he was regarding the results, we'd all still be
suffering after our morning shaves.

In 1878, any druggist who wanted to could put out his
own product and. as long as it was more or less pure and
performed more or less as advertised. could sell it anywhere
he liked. In the fall of that year. drugstores all over Newark
bhegan to sell a product called Mennen's Sure Corn Killer,
and people all over town got used to seeing Gerhard and his
hired banjo player in a horse-drawn wagon putting on an
whvertining campaign the likes of which few of them had
ever witnessed

The results were that Sure Corn Killer sold to a point
where. had he wanted to. Mennen could have stopped
crersthing and waited for a comfortable retirement. But
the kid was 3 hustler. With the corn remedy doing well on
s own. he turned his thoughts 10 something else that might
need soothing. He started wondering about the most un-
comfortable thing in the world and about who suffered
mont from it. Diseases were out because he wasn't a doctor.
and the manufacture of medicines was out 100, because he
iRt want to buck the big pharmaceutical houses. He had
1 confine his thinking 1o the simplest of medications.

He probably laid awake nights thinking of every itch.
scratch. rush and annoyance known 1o Man and then, one
bright morning. undoubtedly screamed. “Babies!” Obvious-
Iv. the most uncomfortable people in the entire world were
the bahies who suffered from every kind of itching. chafing.
rash and chap known to Man. Also, babies were very
advertisers. After all. what mother wanted her little darling
w sutfer”

It didn't take Mennen long to market a soothing powder
designed to case the pain and annoyance of prickly heat and
diaper rash, It was a simple mixture of ground talc and
horacic acid with a dash of oil of roses added for that
aromatic touch. The whole thing together was labeled Men-
nen’s Borated Talcum Infant Powder and. even though de-
sgned and marketed exclusively for diaper rash. was
destined to flip the entire shaving world. Not that infants
of the 1880°s actually shaved, but their daddies did. and
they were quick to discover that, if the baby powder re-
lieved the kids' rash and prickly feeling below the waist, it
might also ease their own discomfort above the neck.

In going over his sales figures one day. Mennen dis-
covered that a large quantity of his soalled infant powder
was being sold to local barber shops, and that was the pre-
cisc moment when Ole Debil Sex entered the business.
Mennen was no dummy. He made certain minor modifica-
tions in his powder, repackaged it accordingly and started
10 sell it with sex in mind.

The result was Mennen's Talcum Fay Men which can.
on the market during the carly days p{ the 20th cemu
Believe it or not. this was the first product marketed specit
cally 10 ease the nasties a razor can do to face.

THAT MIGHT HAVE been the end of the thing if Gerha:
hadn't had a son who also grew up. who also shaved an.
who. fortunately, had enough handy cash 10 run off on
Caribbean cruise just before the first World War. Also,
might be added that young Bill Mennen had enough fore

t and imagination to pick up a couple tubes of a unique
shaving soap he found on the way

Originally soap for shaving had just been a cake of amy
old thing slugged into a mug and swished into a lather by »
wet brush. This had been followed by shaving sticks and
soap powders which also went into the same mug. But
what Mennen found was a shaving cream in a collapsible
tin tube. He also knew that, even though the idea might be
known and popular in the Caribbean, it was virtually un.
heard of in the United States.

After a little fiddling in his lab. Bill Mennen stepped
forth and uttered a high pitched, “Eureka!" Subsequently
he began to market a compound called Mennen's Lather
Shave Cream. which sold 5o well that almost all previous
shaving soaps were driven completely off the market.

Still. despite the storming of his brain, the only answer to
the problem seemed (0 be the new cream that softened the
beard and the old talcum powder that gave the skin an
artificial and short-lived well-being afterwards. This frus-
trating situation lasted until some time after the Great War
When one of Mennen's salesmen happened 1o sigp into the
washroom of a Pullman car and noticed a very uniquc
thing.

The place recked of perfume! All the guys who had been
in there previously had been dashing a dab or two of the
sweet smelling stuff on their faces after shaving. With this
knowledge that men weren't adverse to sneaking a bit of
women’s perfume in order to smell good. 100, Mennen west
to work again and came out of his lab with an aromatic
product designed especially to be used after shaving. It was
a creamy lotion that formed a protective film over wnder
skin.

Sales were fantastic. but still the product wasn't exsclly
what shavers needed. The sting was still there. More M
work was needed. One improvement was an addition of &
dash of menthol to the old shaving cream to give it a cosl
feeling on the face. In 1928, Mennen's Menthol Ice Shavieg
Cream was introduced, and finally in 1931 a bright gress
liquid roared onto the market announcing that at last Mes
had triumphed over razor burn and climinated the agonish
of after shave sting. That liquid was called Mennea's -%
Bracer.

The rest is history. The Mennen company is &
million dollar firm. and shaving members of the public
its products regularly and with satisfaction. But never
that Bill and Gerhard Mennen were the only guys i
in the shaving business or the only smart businessmen ob
to spot a very human need and satisfy the public desire
accordingly.

ONE FINE JUNE day in 1937, a fellow by the name of
William Lightfoot Schultz packed five pieces of cardboard
into his briefcase and left New York for a cross country
jaunt. A few days later, he returned with a potential fifty

/turn 1o page 6°



CASH ON THE LINE
Ted was arguing with his sister
d 1o loan him
another twenty bucks. “I don't see
why not.” he complained. “You've got
something steady coming in from
very thing that’s keeping me broke!

ANYTHING YOU CAN DO
| CAN DO BETTER
Jimmie and Judy were standing
around the dance floor at the Whisky-
on Hollywood's Sunset
Strip. “Can you do it?” asked Jimmie
watching the gyrating bodies
replied Judy, “but
not standing up!”

LITTLE PITCHERS

At the PTA meeting, a young fath-
er turned when he felt a light fem-
inine touch on his muscular arm, and
found an embarrassed, but pretty
schoolteacher, stammering, “I'm sor-
ry. I thought you were the father of
two of my children.”
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grand and, before the end of that year, had raked in an-
other 80,000 bucks. By the time Hitler walked into Poland,
Schultz was worth over three million clams — and fragrant
clams they were, indecd!

What Schultz had done with his cardboards was begin &
billion dollar industry which Menncn had only hinted at

it had ever had before, yet all he had actuaily done to
achicve this goal was design several packages 10 hoid what
amounted to a new li i

biggest selling line of shaving accessories on the market.

Schultz had made an important breakthrough in an in-
dustry that had previously been controlled by Mennen and
a few brands of French lilac water plus local Witch Hazel
and an odd bottle of Bay Rum. The impact of his virile
carton designs was fantastic when you consider that today
the average American male uses more bracers, lotions.
scents and other cosmetic products while shaving than
women with all their reputations for fine aroma. The total
amount spent each year on just after shave lotion alone
(that does not include any cologne. deodorant or hair
tonic) is larger than the total spent on perfume and 60% as
large as the amount women spend for their own toilet
waters and colognes!

As with any breakthrough, there are the leaders and then
the followers. And if Mennen and Schultz were the leaders,
their followers are legion 10 the point where, nowadays, the
average man could drown himself a thousand times over in
shaving products.

There are pre-shave concoctions for both electric razors
and bladed devices. There are lathers that can be brushed
on, sprayed on or rubbed on. There are creams that can be
smeared on or. if you like, rolled on. Afterwards you can
use any number of powders or lotions 1o relieve irritation
caused by the actual act of shaving. There's indoor lotion,
outdoor lotion. the essence of gun stocks and tweed, the
aroma of salty seas and. if you really want it, you can even
use products with such odiferous titles as Russian Leather
or Brut

These products are a long way from Meanen's original
powder. They come with antiseptic bacteriolocide and (get
this)  trichloromonofiuoromethan. They have weather
guards and water guards. They're packed in leather, brass.
even in miniature cannon. There are lotions 0 in wine
baskets. soaps sold in coffee mugs and hundreds of other
gimmicks to make you buy. And, when you do buy. you
can pick up just the product you want anywhere from »
dime store to a supermarket.

But what is all this stuff? What makes it smell the way
it does and do what it does do?

Naturally. none of the manufacturers will reveal the indi-
vidual formula that makes his product distinct and different.
The odors are anything from the very secret and tightly
guarded #450 put out by Elizabeth Arden in the Arden
for Men line to plain old banana oil.

But, when you plunk down your money for a bottle of
can of something 1o spread or smear on your face after
hacking off the bristle, what you actually get is one of two
things: alcoholic lotion or non-alcobotic lotion. If you really

want 10 be fancy you can call the former the “hydro.

Last year in the United States, 2.500,000.000 dollars were:
spent for beauty and cosmetic products. Of this total, 808
-fwnmlyh-hm(ﬂnydh--‘
ously used by men) and 20% for obviously male commeies.
And we're not the only people buying — in France slome,
30.000.000 francs were spent for men's cosmetics just last

scrape of a razor blade.
And if they get rid of the chafe, they feel good. If ey
think thoughts, and thinking good
thoughts, any Boy Scout knows, makes for top drawet
uﬁ:n.u-‘lwﬂehl-y-ﬂllubﬁy.hl'ﬁa‘
be more logical? ¢
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than the season’s crop of debutantes,
or any of the patrician, white-faced,
black-haired daughters of the Creole
aristocrats. for they were the girls
who occupied the House on Bour-
bon Street

They were demimondaines,
fectly trained by one of the most
famous Madams in the world to de-
light and please the richest men in
New Orleans — men of the world of
finance, the world of art, the world
of politics — men, naturally, of so-
cial register status. For Miss Kate
catered only to the sons, and the
friends of the sons. of the men who
had frequented the House on Bour-
bon when it had been owned and
operated by her mother, and before
her mother by Miss Kate's grand-
mother in the days prior 1o the Civil
War. during an era in New
when the residents
Napoleon's coming and |
midst and were prepared 10 offer the
Emperor and his Court a life of
pomp and ceremony equally as
sumptuous as the one he had been
obliged to leave hehind him.

There were seven beauties, led by
Miss Kate. something of a beauty
herself: a petite red-head with &
gallant air and a neat Irish wit, a
young Madam of impeccable man-
ners and exquisite taste. And, un-
fortunately. the possessor of an in-
credibly romantic heart.

She had never known any other
home than the House on Bourbon
Street — except for the years spent
as a child boarding in France in a
very exclusive convent. Like her
mother before her. she had inherited
the House and its responsil X
closed her eyes to the reality of the
House's activities and accepted the
scene as a fantasy in which she en-
acted the role of hostess 10 an eternal
party. Hostess and Mother Confessor
to the girls. who, on the day of
shopping sat around her, giggting and
talking very much like any other
group of young ladies — except, pos-

sibly, that they might have been
better mannered, for they were never
guilty of flirting, even mildly, nor of
nb of s o g ey
had imbibed. In their weekly public
appearance, the group Indicated to all
that the wages of sin were highly
profitable, and the life of the sinner
delightfully pleasant.

They were seven: Madeline, tall,
blonde, with a throaty voice that
emitted words in the most proper
British accent, clipped and final,
causing her to be known as Lady
Madeline. Georgette, Paris-born, she
of the round face, the round body,
and the round, enormous brown
eyes that were limpid pools of empti-
mess. Lita, flery, témpestuous — a
Spanish beauty whose speech ro-
sounded to the click of a castanet,

Tt is of Virginia and her untimely

ise that we write for history t0
read and study, for it was this event
which altered — at

figure
the stage of the Opera House and was

formally introduced to him by e
most renowned author of the day,
and he hed deserted his theatrical
career and assumed the role of Mim
Kate's business manager and cos-
fdante. His suave manner and clo-
gant drem, not 10 mention his cu-
tured, sonorous voice, lent gremt
dignity 10 the catablishment. Beuieh,
the cook, whose cuisine was far
superior 1o the finest food served ia
the most famous restaurants. Ro-
dondo, the butier, a man of huge
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come to New Orleans, and jest
come to Miss Kate's she

it

and
man in de whole state
. An’ one man fo' sho'
ain't nevah put his foot inside

iy
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Bourton Street. examined Virginia
warm the heart to the
fovely Virgi

. g and singing songs 10
the little blonde image of herself.
~Off 1o London, we shall go, we
shall go, my Fair Lady..."

Little Dorothea adored her, and
she touched Virginia's pit
Dresden doll face. much in the man-
ner a child would touch her favorite
doll. saying. “Pitty lady...pitty,
pitty lad;

And if the child loved her, Virginia
lived only for the love of the child.

For Miss Kate knew, and ali of the
occupants of the House on Bourbon
Street knew, that Virginia had been
born with a heart that was limited
like an electric toy scheduled for a
short course.

When Dr. Leroy. who tended the
ills of the occupants of the House on
Bourbton Street. examined Virginia
upon her admission, he confided to
Miss Kate the story of brevity that
his stethoscope had recorded. Conse-
quently. it came as no surprise when
Virginia was transferred from the
Blue room to the guest room in Miss
Kate's own private apartment, hij
on the third floor of the house, away

H
H
&

showering her affections on
and the dear girls in the House.

Virginia's proudest moment came
when she learned that Dorothea had
been legally adopted by the Colonel
and his wife, and was indeed the
heiress to the Colonel's huge fortune.
The second moment of tri

clusive Miss Haden's School for
‘oung Ladies.
Witching Dorothea's chubby little

mﬂlﬂm:-ﬁtyd
“frere-Jacques” under of
C«icyIa lqviid-'--y:wm
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and
on 10 the Colonel where we was

ne and manner, had it not
been for the
the veins of Mis
Kate.

small fry, Bouncy, to mail Virginia’s
weekly letters home to her mother.
Miss Kate, as a good Madam shouid,
knew the contents of these letters.
They told the lic. They told of her fife
as a teacher in Miss Haden's School

for Young Ladies; of Miss Kate. the
headmistress. of Georgetie, the Pari-
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‘blinked but stared back.
. no smoking of any
moved uneasily.

And no, absolutely no, mischiev-
ous hands — if you can't keep them
to yourselves, knit or crochet, but no
reaching into strange pocketbooks or
wallets. In short, no clouding. abso-
lutely

The eyes of the culprits who de-
on their shopping excursions
w0 kift, casually and innocently,
tempting gadgets. and to sometimes
take a token greenback from a well
inebriated client, were cast downward
in shame. They had underestimated
She knew everything.
“This is your big moment to do a
generous thing for another human be-
ing. To show that you are really
Iadies — my own girls.
Al rouge. both lip and cheek, mas-

. simple braids or a
eck, were the instructions given to

fnsy M
And that night, Miss Kate awoke
with her brightest idea. She aroused
and instructed him to go to
Miss Haden's School and remove the
Wrilliant brass plaque from the door
and place it on the bare door of the
House of Bourbon Street.

The following day. the body of
Virginia, beautiful and serene in the
pure white casket, lay in state in the
@ace festive drawing room. The girls,
sorubbed and plain, sat primly in a

SEX CRIMES AGAINST CHILDREN
a parents guide against child molesters

INCLUDES

J. EDGAR
HOOVER’S
“HOW SAFE I8

YOLR

YOUNGSTER?™

iS¢

This Book Is A Must For Every Parent,
Teacher, Clergyman!

Author Cy Rice gives us the first important book cver written
about a subject cloaked in secrecy and fear — child molestation’
It is the first practical guide in protecting children against a con-
stant danger that can lurk anywhere. and strike at anytime. In
1966 over 120,000 cases of sexual assault against children were
reported. but authorities agree that countless thousands of cases
g0 unreported because stricken familics fear involvement with
lurid details, publicity and notoricty. The author presents four-
teen representative cases of molestation. revealing some of the
horrifying statistics and detail and. most shocking of all. the fact
that every one could have been avoided. Don't miss this enlight-
ening book that affects every child in America!

n 10 for a com
adufts only, California residents. plesse add 4% tax)
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were suggestions of Virginia's golden
taffy curla. She, t00, was frail, and
an inoer sweetness ifluminated her
small being.

“My baby,” she said simply as she

There was not a dry eye in the
house as Dr. Carleton Cavendish in-
toned a few words of praise, and the
music of Cokie Joe played ever 30

softly. as softly as the angels pluck
their heavenly harps.

take it right back."

“Oh don't bother, Officer Riley.”
said Miss Kate. standing in the
shadows 5o he could not clearly see
her sirange outfit. “I'll have Rodondo
return the plaque. You know what we
have to endure during Carnival. You
just be on your way. I'll have the
nameplate properly shined and Miss
Haden will never know it happened.
Trust me.”

The officer left obligingly, whis-
tling as he sauntered down the street,
having been given a quick gulp of
Bushmill's behind Miss Kate's back.
Ah. begorra. they were fine people in
that house!

Another  interruption  occurred
when two gentiemen callers became
somewhat obstreperous, irate at the
cold refusal of Rodondo to aliow
them inside the house. Why. they
were regular customers. the Carnival
was beginning. they were sober and
in perfect form . .. what the hell!
Again Kate intervened and
them by saying she was re-decorating
for a great party. They would be
her special guests. Shaking their
heads. but ily satisfled with
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Miss Kate's strange explanation and
funny “get-up” (maybe she was
really older than they thought!) they
wandered off to greener fields.

“Fathers.” said Miss Kate, wearily.
“Fathers impatient. anxious to enroll
their daughters in our school. After
. we are the finest finishing school
in the South.”
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shopping. I've got so little time be-

She winked.
The girls and Miss Kate stood
. Their their die-
3 great masquerade

partics: she would appease the girk  good hamor filkcred again into
and the customers of the Howe o suslfy room. The gits were splendid,
Bourbon Street. This would Fine_brandy eveni
night of nights! handkerchiefs for Madeline; French
was in the ceater of the  perfume and make-up for Georgette
room, doing y H pipe for Lavinia and




nice supply of hashish to fill it with; a
mammoth jug of Chianti for Rosina,
in addition to an alluring black lace
nightgown; a gold mesh bag for
Gerta. long gold earrings for Lita;
grey suede gloves for Mr. Cavendish,
and a silver headed cane; and for
Cotie Joc 8 surgical |m with a gleam-
ing new. unused &

“My boy's pmg o be a
vou kno e winked mischicv.
ously again. It nzmad they were to
note. 10 be a habit with her.

To Rodondo, Missy-Mat and Beu-
lah. she distributed munificent funds,
and to the house, in memory of Vir-
ginia, she presented a damask ban-
quet cloth apd matching napkins with
inserts of Irish lace medal
use on special occasions, in memory,
aho. o of this day. |

n she took the bewildered Miss

Knu “hands in hers and kissed her
heeks, and said, as she

iamond and pearl

“You didn't fail,

my dear.”
‘And then she addressed the baffled

wroup.
“Nor did any of you. I knew. For
years I had suspected, but I knew
from the moment I set my foot in-
side the door. You see, I would only
have made Virginia unhappy if I had
ever told her my suspicions. So I
100. played the game.
She bogan puliing on her white b
gloves, and then she
D uhe. Ty handorehoet o
her modest black bag. and when she

“If you wonder how 1 knew
you see, Virginia's father, Mr. Biggs.
married me out of just such a house
as this almost 25 years ago today.”
e was a lost stilless for a

second ...and then Miss Kate be-
£an (0 laugh . . . and then to cry. The
two women embraced each other,
and the girls, with abandon, caught
Virginia's mother in a dance of joy
and undmundi..,.

She departed amidst tears and
|.u.nm e ith Miss Kate's prom-
e 1o write every week — just as
Virginia had done.

That night was the most festive in
the history of the House on Bourbon

rect. The girls were never more
beautiful, nor Miss Kate more ra
ant. At midnight the bugles blew and
the sirens screeched throughout the
ity and Comus, with his magnifi-
cent court, walked through the door
f the House on Bourbon Street.

Hail, Rex!™

Crlasses were lifted in the toast, and

wnother Mardi Gras was under way.
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His daughter had predicted that
Daddy would die ... How could he
possibly escape his fate?

# owep A LOT to Paul Shannon. It was Shannon, the
eminent psychologist, who introduced me to Ardis, my
wife. And it was Paul, a pioneer in the vaguely charted
wilderness of Extra Sensory Perception by virtue of a
seminar in the field at Duke University, who first dis-
covered that our little Shirley was gifted with occult

— or cursed. Ardis and I were not sure at first. The
child was only two when Paul deduced she was tuned in to
forces beyond comprehension.

Paul had been formally engaged to Ardis before I met
her, and they had broken up, she told me, because of his
preoccupation and dedication to his work. Despite the fact
he was the prototype of every scientist the movies and TV

N have foisted on us — myopic, frail, retiring — I was jealous
of him for a long time. He was a man, wasn't he?

That was enough to incite me. I mistrusted every man
with whom Ardis came in contact, or ever had. It must
have been my own insecurity and neurosis that drove me
to the depths of hell whenever I envisioned Ardis in the
embrace of another man. I called it love, but Ardis re-
ferred to it as my “sickness.”

I tried in every conceivable way to get her to admit to
intimacy with him during their courtship. but she never
would. T harangued the poor girl to the brink of madness
before we were married, questioning her about her rela-
tionship with Paul.

“All right, Al" she screamed at me toward the end of
my insane campaign to break her defenses down. “Do you
want me to lie, and say we were lovers? I'll say it if it will
make you happy. But, damn it, it'll be a lie!"

Finally convinced, I swore to refer to Paul in that vein
no more, and we were married. Having come to a decision
with myself 10 believe Ardis, I later welcomed Paul into
our home. He was like one of the family; Shirley called
him “Uncle Paul.” I was glad, eventually, that I had ac-

/turn 10 page 97
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catory for her entire life: snuffed out
in a rease fire in the last trailer
somewhere in Arizona, thank God no

Los Angeles topless joint.
ought 1o be some remorse in there
Somewhere. for a Mommy gone
where all good grease victims go.
Look around, you'll find it.)

Maggie.

Genetic freak. Mommy's Chero-
kee uptilted eye shape, and Polack
quickscrewing Daddy withoutaname's
blue as innocence col

Bluc-cyed Maggie, dyed blonde,
allathat face, allathat leg. fifty bucks
a night can get it and it sounds like
ir's having a climasx.

Trish innocent blue-eyed innocent
French-legged innocent Maggie. Po-
lack. Cherokee. Irish. All woman and
roing on the market for this month's
rent on the stucco pad, eighty bucks
worth of groceries, a couple months’
worth for a Musang. three appoint-
ments with the specialist in Beverly
Hills about that shortness of breath
after a night on the watusi.

Maggie, Maggie, Maggie, pretty
Magsie Moneyeyes, who came from
Tucson and irailers and rheumatic

ver and a surge 1o live that was all
kaledorcopi frenty of clawing scrab-
If it took laying
on ones back and making sounds
like a panther in the desert, then one
did ir. because nothing. ing

as bad as being dirt-poor, itchy-
Tkinned, soiled-underwear, seupl-oed,
hairy and ashamed lousy with the no-
gots. Nothing!

Maggie. Hooker. Hustler. Grabber.
Swinger. If there's a buck in it, there's
rhythm and the onomatopoeia is Mag-
#ie Maggie Maggie.

She who puts out.
whatever that might be.

Maggie was dating Nuncio. He
was Sicilian. He had dark eyes and
an alligator-grain wallet with slip-in
pockets for credit cards. He was a
spender, a sport, a high-roller. They
went 10 Vegas.

Maggie and the Sicilian. Her blue
ees and his slip-in pockets. But
mostly her blue eyes.

For a price,

THE SPINNING REELS behind the
three long glass windows blurred,
and Kostner knew there wasn't a
chance. Two thousand dollar jackpot.
Round and round, whirring. Three
bells or two bells and a jackpot bar,
get 18; three plums or two plums and
a jackpot bar, get 14; three oranges
or two oranges and a jac—

Ten. five, two bucks for a single
Cmrn cluster in first position. Some-
thin I'm drowning . . . some-
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And the gong began clanging over-
head.

ad.

The Slot Machine Floor Manager
nodded once to the Pit Boss, who
pursed his lips and started toward the
seedy looking man still standing with
his hand on the slot’s handle.

The token payment—twenty silver
dollars—lay untouched in the payoff
trough. The balance of the jackpot—
one thousand nine hundred and eighty
dollars—would be paid manually by
the Casino Cashier. And Kostner
stood. dumbly. as the three blue eyes
stared up at him.

There was a moment of idiotic
disorientation. as Kostner stared back
at the three blue cyes: a moment in
which the slot machine’s mechanisms
registered 1o themselves: and the gong
clanged furiously.

All through the hotel's casino peo-
ple turned from their games to stare.
At the roulette tables the white-on-
white plavers from K.C. and Cleve-
land pulled their watery eyes away
from the clattering ball, and stared
down the line for a second, at the
ratty looking guy in front of the slot
machine. From where they sat, they
could not tell it was a two grand pot,
and their rheumy eyes went back in-
to billows of cigar smoke, and that
little ball.

The blackjack hustlers turned mo-
mentarily. screwing around in their
seats. and smiled. They were closer
10 the slot players in temperament,
but they knew the slots were a dodge
1o keep old ladies busy, while the
players worked toward their endless
twenty-ones.

And the old dealer, who could no
longer cut it at the fast-action boards,

who had been put out to pasture by
a grateful management, standing at
the Wheel of Fortune near the en-
trance to the Casino, even he paused
in his zombie-murmuring (~Annnn-
other winner onna Wheel of For-
chun!™) to no one at all, and looked

Casino, chips chittering. people
bling, dealers calling plays, it had all
gone, and he was imbedded in silence.
Tied to that someone eclse, out
through

there somewhere, those three
blue eyes.
Then in an instant, it had passed,

against the slot machine.

“You all right, fellsh?"
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played, but what that Sicilian De
Sade wanted 10 do was outright vom-
!

She mearly fainted when he sug-
gested it. Her heart—which the Bev-
erly Hills specialist had said she should
not rax. vhmﬂ‘lhﬂlk-lly

“You pigl" she sct
dirty ugly pig you,

She had bounded out of the bed and
started 10 throw on clothes. She didn't
even bother with a brassiere, pulling
the poorboy sweater on over her
‘breasts, still crimson with the touches
and love-bites Nuncio had showered

on them.
"l sar up in the bed, a pathetic
looking little man, gray hair at the
temples and o hair at all on 105, and
Mis eyes were moist. He was porcine,
was indeed the swine she called him,
but he was helpless before her. He
was in love with his hooker, with the
tart that he was supporting. It had

pretty good. But this Maggie. she tied
him in knots. He had suggested ..
that, what they should do together
because he was o consumed with
h(r But she was furious with him. It
wasn't that bizarre an idea!
“Gimme a chanc’ta ralk rya honey

... Maggie .

“You filthy pig. Nuncio! Give me
zome monev. 'm going down | o the
Casino, and 1 don't want to
ithy pig face for the rest of the day,

remember 1}

ind ove o 5 gone in his wallet and
pants. and taken eight hundred and
sixteen dollars, while he watched. He
was helpless before her. She was
something stolen from a world he
knew only as “class” and she could
do what she wanted with him.
Genetic freak Maggie, blue-cyed

ing yuais

sons well. She was the very model of
S etaes broad.

“Not for the rest of the day, do
You understand?" she snapped at him,
and went downstairs, furious, to fret
and gamble and wonder about noth-
ing but years of herself.

Men stared after her as she walked.
She carried herself like a challenge,
the way a squire carri nnant,
the way a prize bitch carried herself
in the judge’s ring. Born 10 the biue.

e wonders of mimicry and desire.
mnm had no lust for gambling,
none whatever. She merely wanted 1o
taste the fury of her relationship with
the swine Sicilian, her need for solid-

arity in a life built on the edge of the
ilde area, the senselessness of being
re in Las Vegas when she could be
s Beversy Hills, She grew ame
grier and more ill at the thought of

times a day. But it was different with
him. He knew she resented his smell;
he had the soft odor of wet fur some-
times, and she had told him about it.
Now he bathed constantly. and hated
He was a foreigner 1o the bath.
His life had been marked by various
kinds of filths, and baths for him now
were more of an obscenity than dirt
could ever have been. For her. bath-
ing was different. It was a necessity.
She had 10 keep the patina of the
world off her. had to remain clean
and smooth and white. A presenta-
tion, not an object of flesh and hair.
A chromium instrument, something
never pitted by rust and corrosion.

When she was touched by them,
by any one of them. by the men, by
all the Nuncios, they left little pit
holes of bloody rust on her white,
permanent flesh, cobwebs, sooty
stains. She had 10 bathe. Often.

e strolled down between the ta-
bles and the slots. carrying eight hun-
dred and sixteen doliars. Eight one
hundred dollar bills and sixteen dol-
lars in ones.

At the change booth she got cart-
wheels for the sisteen onet. The
Chief waited. baby. Sh
played it 10 ul[unnlc the Sici
Told her 1o play the nickel siots. e
quarter or dime slots, but she always
infuriated him by blowing fifty or a
hundred dollars in ten minutes, one
coin after another, in the big Chief.

She faced the machine squarely,
and put in the first silver dollar. She

the handle that swine Nuncio.
Another dollar, pulled the handle how
long does this go on? The reels cy-
cled and spun and whirled and
whipped in a blurringspinning metal-
humming overandoverandover as
Maggie blue-eyed Maggie hated and
hated and thought of hate and all the
days and nights of swine behind her
and ahead of her and if only she had
all the money in this room in this
Casino in this hotel in this town right

she would be free free free and all
the world would never touch her body
again the swine would mever
her white flesh again and lhen sud-
denly as dollarafterdoliarafterdoliar
went aroundaroundaround hummm-
ing in reels of cherries and bells and
bars and plums and oranges there
/turn the page
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Struck dead.
Liar. All the lies that were her life.
Dead on a floor.




off, and twice . .. well,

know,
I'm sure you'll understand. 1 & wy
was doing it with a boomerang
Kostner raised an eyebrow.
uh, yeah,

a woman
SAbics beiched a fragment

oy gong went insane again.
The Floor Ma came over
and said. very softly, “Mr. Kostner,
itn "k. I- Ibo‘ll 'n minutes to
pull ¢ ne and check it out.

took it into_the repair room at the

rear of the Casino.
While they waited, the Floor Man-
ager mpld Kostner with stories of
had intricate

come eq
drills in Ihelr ha
pped into the tiny drilied holes.
And he kept 1aying he knew Kostaer
understa

i

But Kostner kn:‘t the Floor Man-

“"7.
he repairmen

He returned and played again.
And again. And again. They put a

/e continued 1o stare up at him.
‘°"=' was '“"'h'l Maggic and

Flndly. the Casino decided to
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BACKYARD BEAUTY

Bonnie Springs, Los Angeles sunbather, beats the free-
way traffic and strips in the shadow of city hall

our “Love on a Roof! " for all of lov Bonnie Springs.
For with her. it's “Bare in a Backyard.” “What's with this Malibu, anyway
kids the bounteously endowed charmer. don’t have to drive 30 miles for my
sunworshipping. 1 just do a slow strip as I go out the back door, and there 1

nd there she ix, indeed . . . all 38.24.32 of her, Anyone for the vacant
house next door?

&







High on city hill, Bonnie lives the happy bare bachelor-girl lif:

Bonnie is singularly lucky for a city-dweller, in that her hous
sets on a hilltop lot. *I could throw on orgy up here without dis
turbing anybody,” she says. * "Course the yard is pretty scraggly
Maybe my lawnmower needs sharpeiiing.” She tested a blade wit
her bare toes. “Sharp as a cardboard rowboat.” Then after model
ing a belt for us, and sketching a girl she flopped down on a coz
sofa. We poured a drink. “Bottoms up,” she toasted. T
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MONEYEYES, from page 77

slot machine company in downtown
Vegas, and while they were checking
it they asked Kostner 1o come to the
‘main office of the hotel.

The owner was there. His face
scemed faintly familiar to Kostner.
Hld he seen it on television? The

?

e Kostner, my name is Jules
Hartshorn.”
“I'm pleased to
“Quite a unng ol Tuck you're
out there.”

s hen a long time coming.”
You realize this sort of luck i
unbelievable.”

“I'm compelled to believe it, Mr.
rishorn.”

ha

Hai
“Um. As am 1. It's happening to
. But we's

ing is
your naivete in believing 1 ould
take your word for it. I'm perfectly
happy to nod politely and say of
course you aren't . But no
one can win thirty-cight thousand
dollars on nineteen straight jackpots
Off one slot machine: it doesn't even
have mathematical odds against its
happening. Mr. Kostner. It's on a
cosmic scale of improbability with
three dark planets crashing into our
sun within the next twenty minutes.
It's on a par with the Pentagon, Pek-
ing and the Kremlin all three push-
ing the red button at the same micro-
second. Its an impossibility, Mr.
mpossibility that's hap-

y.
lo. not really. I can use the

“For what, exactly. Mr. Kostner?"
“I hadn't thought about it, really.”
“I see. Well. Mr. Kostner, let’s
1 can't stop you

playing. and if you continue
to win, I'll be required to pay off.
And no stubble-chinned thugy will

aiting in an -ney 10 jackroll you
2rd ke the money. The checks will
all be honored. The best I can hope
for, Mr Kostner, is the attendant

I'm losing. if you conti
you've been, but it will help. Every
high-roller in town likes to rub up
next to luck. All I ask is that you
cooperate a little.”

“The least I can do. considering
our generosity.”

T attempt at humor.”

“I'm sorry. What is it you'd like
me 1o do?'

“Get about ten hours skee

“While you pull the slot -m have
it worked over_thotoughly”

i 'wanted 1o keep winning, that
might be a pretty stupid move on my
b You might change the hicka-

nside 0 1 couldn't win if |
Pt back every dollar of that thirty-
cight

“We're licenaed by the state of
Nevada, Mr. Kostner.”

“1 come from a good family. too,
and take a look at me. I'm a bum
with thirty-eight thousand dollars in
my

“Nothing will be done 10 that siot
machine, Kostner.

of speaking, Tn point of fact. 1 hav
en't the faintest idea what you're
talking about.”

“I'm sure you haven't.”
reading The

. I'm merely

mny. Mr. Hartshorn, I've been
three days without any sleep. Ten
hours will do me a world of good.”
“I'l have the desk clerk find you
a quiet room on the 1op floor. And

“Think nothing of it."
'Im afraid that will be impos-

sibl
A ot of impossible things are
happening lately.”
e urned to go. as Hartshorn li




All he could thi lbﬂlm\he

Hartshorn _smiled an enigmatic

blue eyes deep ax
the past, misted with a ﬁl‘ scinsillo-

tion like lavender spiderwebs; tamt
body that was the only body woman
Aed ever had, from the very first.
M.uka-u 10 him,

. I've been traveling a long

"IVL‘ are you?' Kostner asked,
. He was standing on a

was it only around him? She was ex-
quisite, and he saw her clearly, or
was it through a mist? Her voice was
deep and resonant, or was it light and
warm s _night-blooming _jasmine?
1 love you. I've

“You have blue eyes.”
Yea. With love.

“You're very beautiful.”

Thank you. Wirh Somaie amise.

ment.

"lul why me? Why let it llappzn
1o me? Are you the girl who .
you the one that was sick . . . the one
who — "

I'm Maggie. And you, I picked
you, because you need me. You've
needed someone for a long long time.

Then it unrolled for Kostner. The
past unrolled and he saw who he
was. He saw himself alone. Always
alone. As achild, born to kind and
warm parents who hadn’t the vag-
west notion of who he was, what he
wanted 10 be, where his talents lay.
So he had run off, when he was in his
teens, and alone always alone on the
road. For years and months and days
and hours, with no one. Casual
friendships, based on food, or sex, or
artificial similarities. But no one to

he could cleave, and cling.

and belong. It was that way till Susie,
@nd with her he had found light. He
had discovered the scents and aromas
©of & spring that was eternally one day
away. He had laughed, really
and kmown with her it
wouH-lhubelﬂliﬂll S0 he had
all of himself into her, giv-

ing her everything; all hi is

s,
and he had known for the first time
what it was 10 have a place 1o live,
10 have a home in someone's heart.
It was all the silly and gentle things
he laughed at in other people, but for
Aim it was breathing deeply of won-

He hed stayed with her for a long
time, and had supported her, sup-
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MONEYEYES, from pave &3
him av a stop-gap. as a bill-payer |
her wandering terror came home 1.
nest. Then she had asked him 1.
leave. Broke. and tapped out in all
the silent inner ways a man can he
drained, he had left. without even o
fight. for all the ficht had heen
steamed out of him. He left.and wan
dered West, and finally came 10 Las
Vegar. where he had hit bottom
And found Maggie. in a dream. with
blue eves. he had found Maggie

1 want you 10 belong to me. I love
you. Her truth was vibrant in Kos
ner's mind. She was his, at last some-
one who was special. was his

“Can I trust you? I've never been
able 10 trust anyone hefore. Women.
never. But I need someone. | really
need someone.”

It's me. always. Forever. You can
trust me.

And she came 10 him. fully. Her
body was a declaration of truth and
trust such as no other Kostner had

“Yes. I can trust you, I want you
I'm yours” he whispered 1o her.
when they side-by-side

a
dream nowhere of mist and sound-

ing for wires, for ..nn for spoons or
boomera: Nothi
Now l\: ‘walked ‘"II’II to the

uudymg the man’s weary brown eyes.
le.

“I am. a Kostoer tried a
amile. which didn't work. “I had a
funny dream

“Oh7"

“Yeah . .. about a girl ... " He let
it die off.

Hartshorn's smile was understand-
ing. Pitying. empathic. and under-
standing. “There are lots of girls in
this town. You shouldn’t have an)
trouble finding one with your win-



" Kostner nodded, and slipped b
first silver dollar into the slot.
pulled the handle. The reels .pun
%ith a ferocity Kostner had T
heard before and nly n.
went whipping slantwise as he felt a
wrenching of pure flame in his stom-
ach, as his head was snapped on
its spindly neck, as he lining behind
his eyes was burned out. There was

winds that tore
i 2. And 1 keening whine ol
wail

a voice
em away from there in. blinding
iy

.gur! Free! Heaven or hell it

The Chief was pulled. Bad luck.
Too many gamblers resented its very
presence in the Casino. So it was
pulled. And returned to the com-
pany, with explicit instructions it was
10 be melied down to slag. And not

urnace,
remark on 1} heﬁnﬂluﬂythchbl
had clocked.

“Look at. that, ain’t that weird,”
said the ladle foreman to his bucket
man. He pointed to the three glass
windows.

“Never saw jackpot bars like that
before,” the bucket man agreed.
“Three eyes. Must be an old ma-
chine.”

“Yeah, some of these old games
#0 way back,” the foreman said,
hoisting the slor machine onio. the

onevyor track leading to the slag
Teonace

“Three eyes, huh. How about that.
Three brown eyes,” and he threw the
knife-switch that sent the Chief down
the track, 1o puddle, in the roaring
inferno of the furnace.

Three brown eyes.

Three brown eyes that looked very
very weary. That looked very very
rapped. That looked very very be-
raved. Some of these old games go
~uy hack.
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Armorous Escapades During Second Afghan War!

‘This book, Venus In India, is the most important discovery of erotic
memoirs since My Secret Life and Frank Harris. The original 1895
edition is extinct. The text is taken from a rare 1928 Paris reprint.
The author, an English gentleman, an officer in Her Majesty’s mili-
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he shows us the other side of the coin with a very un-Victorian de-
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PUNCHING UP THE NEWS



The TREND N TV news broad-
casting. over recent years, 10 news
“teams” has had one interesting side
effect. Following the pattern of the
prototypal Huntley-Brinkley Report,
more and more stations have striven
for contrast in their news team, one
man providing straight reportage while
his partner interjects the light touch.

The hangup is, of course, that tele-
vision is a branch of show business,
and even TV newscasters cannot re-
main entirely aloof from egotism.
Sooner or later, it seems to me, the
straight man in one of those teams is
going 1o grow resentful. Why should
his partner grab all the yocks? Why
should he never be quoted in Earl
Wilson; paraphrased by Milton Berle?
Why shouldn’ t he be known as “the

a rudumenury sense of humor?
knows how to get laughs, by God.
“Ha, by God, will show ‘e
"And what ensues may well prove
w0 be the most memorable newscast
in television history:

VOICE:
It's seven o'clock and nmg for the
Cranshaw-Dinkle Rq
(CARL CRANSHAW, THE ‘STRAIGHT
MAN," APPEARS ON THE SCREEN. HIS
‘-A LITTLE LOOSE, AND HIS FACE
BUT OTHERWISE HE AP-

’nﬁ NORMAL.)

CARL.

¥) This is Carl Cranshaw in

York ...

VID DINKLE, CUSTOMARILY THE

i ST OF THE PAIR, APPEARS
SMILING A BIT SMUGLY. THEREAFTER
THE CAMERA CUTS BACK AND FORTH
PETWEEN THEM.)

DAvVID
And this is David Dinkle in Washing-
ton ... Well, the Potomac was sim-
mering tonight with rumors of an im-
i .In a way, it was
; everyone was talk-
ing about it, but 10 one was doing

. uymm, Carl .

(HAND ON RIBS, SOMEWMAT LIKE
TACK E. LEONARD) Say, folks: Speak-
'ng of weather, it was 30 cold in New
York today, I saw a member of the
Flks Club’ outside whose rtooth was
“hattering . . ; How do you like them
«pples, David .

DAVID

(0BVIOUSLY A LITTLE DISTURBED) Er
_very sardonic. Carl...Specula-
tion in the Capital ran high that the
bill might still be killed in committce
course, you know what they
say about death and tax cuts . heh-

heh-heh . . . Carl .

CARL
(NOW WEARING A STRAW BOATER)
(ROGUISHLY) My wife says we should
pay our taxes with a smile . .. but
the Government insists on cash’ ( DOES
HAT TRICK, FLIPPING HAT OFF HIS

HEAD, DOWN ARM, INTO HIS HAND)
llmﬂdmp&dm( _and back to
ou,
DAVID

(MORE AND MORE DISTURBED) Thank
you, Carl ... I know you're just be-
ing satirical ... On the serious side.
one of the leading manufacturers of
dietetic foods came under fire today
from the Federal Food and Drug Ad-

ministration . . . For the time being,
it would appear that lhe fat is in the
fire . . . heh-heh .

CARL

(NOW WEARING A MICKEY MOUSE
HAT AND A TRICK BOW TIE THAT WILL
SPIN ON CUE) Seriously, folks . .. my
mother-in-law is so fat they have to
butter the sides of Yankee Stadium
10 get her in ... (MAKES BOwW TIE
SPIN) . .. Better get off the stove, Da-
vid . .. you're 100 old to ride the
range. ..

DAVID
(A LITTLE DESPERATE) Yes . .. v
I certainly do enjoy your sense
irony, Carl. .. The C.LA. today .
nounced a plan to work closely wi. .
the F.B.I. in screening applicants for
intelligence work . 'y may not
be able to shut the window on espion-
age completely, but at least they're
putting up screens . . . (LAUGH IS
PORCED) heh-heh-heh ... Carl...?

CARL
(NOW WEARING A BEANY WITH A PRO-
PELLER, AND A FALSE NOSE/MUS-
TACHE) Last week my brother-in-law
fell through a screen and strained
himself . . . (PULLS NOISE-MAKER
FROM BEHIND DESK AND SPINS IT VIO-
LENTLY) ... Speaking of intelligence,
I\el 30 dumb he thinks a “counter-
spy” is a floor-walker . . . (LIFTS
OTHER HAND FROM BEMIND DESK TO
POINT AT DAVID—IS WEARING LARGE
RUBBER “HAND") Let's give David a
great big hand. folks .

DAVID
(HORROR-STRICKEN - RUSHES ON 10
NEXT ITEM WIHOUT COMMENT) Fr

. Agriculture Secretary Orville
Freeman announced that farm ubsi-
dies reached a new high during the
three month period just ended
which proves .. er  which only
(S GUANCING NER-
VOUSLY AT HIS MONITOR SET S 11
ANTICIPATING CARL'S NENT APEEAR
ANCE ON THE SCKEIN) b, which

ah ... (VOICE HREARS NIRVOUS-
1Y) (‘ulpy Carl v

CARL
(NOW WEARING v REATLE WiG AN
OUTSIZE FALSE FARS PIUS §\KGH
DARK, BOBBY (1 \RK SPECIACIEN

PAINTED ON) I'm all cars, bubie’ Did
you hear about the calt who walked

up 1o the silo. and said: "l my read
der in dere? (RULIS oUT KGww K
FBRONX (MEER™ MARER AND HLOWS

IT) A farmer i just like 4 prrate, it
you have 1o puy a huccancer for corn

L APRODUCES RED RUBKER Gt N
AND SHOOTS FING-PONG LT O
€AMERA) Head for the round house
David . . . they'll never corner vou
there!! (SLIDE WHISTIE SoUSD 11
FECT—CUSTARD PIE HITS HIN SOUARE -
LY IN THE FACE)

DAVID
(BARELY aUDIBLE) My God. Well
that's all the news tomght . Dasid
Dinkle in Washington . . good mght
Carl . .. (RURIES FACE IN 1ANDA)

CARL
(NOW WEARING CLOWN HAT \ND
MAKEUP — SPOTS ON (HEFRS AND

CHIN, PLUS BIG MOUTH—HUGE 1 \NI
CIGAR—BALLOONS ON 4 STRING) Curl
Cranshaw in New York Wt

one last bulletin here, David
IDENTIFIED HAND COMES ON € \M1 KRy

FROM SIDE. HANDING HIM KULLL 1IN )
Red China has just bombed Los An-
les . . . (INTO CAMERY) And sy

folks, thanks for letting us come into
your living rooms if we've given
you a few smiles. a few chuckles . .
helped you forget your heartaches
and your worries for a time . . . it's
made our job worthwhile . . . And
that's why I say: (SINGING) Good-
night, David ... goodnight. David
(BLOWING Kiss) Bless you all! (GRAS
SELTZER BOTTLE AND SPRAYS 11 A1
CAMERA, CONTINUING UNTIL ... )

FADEOUT



SEXOLOGY OF THE ANCIENTS | ruout eamms, irom e 1
««. Forberg’s Famous Study of Classical Erotology!

DE FIG
VENERIS

and the prop roared into life. Any
one shooting craps in the forwar
vicinity would have been instanth
minced.

As the plane rolied slowly forwarc
the man said, “You're in control
Taxi it.”

My feet fumbled forward am

FIRST FULLY | C47 parked oearby )
CORRECT AND | coner ooy i ot v
NEXPURGATED :7‘:"":.%‘: m%‘;::ﬁ
TRANSLATION - | tse

»
INTO ENGLISH _ | w7 b,

He cracked the throttle open agait

and we along the taxiway

past rows of spectators. none o
whom looked at me in my daring
Quickly we were at the end of the

Reveals Ancient Greek & Roman Devotion to Eros! runway and as we pulled 0 a hat
(the brakes are at the tippytop of
De Figuris Veneris was first published in 1824 in Latin and Greek. the rudder pedals), our man yunkec
Friedrich Karl Forberg. a German scholar with an interest in sexology, a mike from its awkward location
combed the classical authors for their descriptions of sexual phenom- the upper left of my head. W
ena. He gathered these together and classified them sccording to this is Digger $ for takeof.”
subject (copulation. pedication, fellatio, etc.) and discussed them in “Scarksh,” came the reply. “Barf-
an objective manner. This—many years before Krafft Ebing and fly skrunsh miggle.”
Havelock Ellis! This remarkable work suffered many mistakes and “Roger.” He swung the planc
obscure allusions in the one English translation from which all others about pointing down the runway. As
stem — the 1884 edition published by Viscount Julian Smithson. Now we picked up speed. I speculated oa
Holloway House and Milton Van Sickle have corrected the many o total -?:amly to "“*.Lm of
mistakes. converted untranslated passages into English (pwmly tower. Idly, I noticed the instruc-
in Latin or Greek because of content), and rendered this 150-year-old :""_h'{_:k in "-’:‘}-:‘"‘ﬁ ';;
b speed i
masterpiece of erutology compiee and comprehena e for the mod- s e e 1 Ly

45 miles per hour. Assen Jordan-
off had cbviously lett's tew hings
out of his book. e pi o
DN » At sixty or so, U lane sort
BOOKSELLERS lifted off on its own, and I eased

g back gently. I was flying! Look out.
'

“Take it out over the ocean and
level off at 4,000 feet," the instructor
murm:

There ensued several minutes ul
divided my attention between the




narrow crack of sky ahead of me
and the bewildering array of instru-
ments on the dash. At last I located
one which seemed It was
round and had a slow stunty big
hand and a revolving skinny_liie
hand. Obviously the altim

Here continued my onglnal hatred
of this brand of airplane. The engine
cowling. the high instrument dash,
the metal canopy above conspired to
reduce forward visibility to such a
uny area that | could have flown
ght up someones tailpipe before
noticing them was there any
Toaking down. The leading edge of
the wings cffectively prevented that.
We might just as well have been in-
ude of a cow.

Where had the FAA been when
this craft was licensed? Can all fene

M;

something some get used to. for this
i an enormously popular training
ship.

When the hig stunty hand reached
4 and the skinny hand reached 0, T
decided we were at 4,000 feet. Gent-
Iv. I pushed the wheel forward and

ip
it. at least. For the first time, 1 no-
tced | h«a 4 back muscle spasm
from trying 10 rise up out of the
wat and pecr forward.

“Turn right.” I was told.

Gently. gently. I tested out the
wheel. and lo. the damned thing ac-
tally turned easily to the right

“Mr. Ashby." said the imstructor.
“vou fly an airplane very well.”

I 'was bloating with pride when my
wife leaned over from the back and
said. “Well, lookie who's flying this
planet”

1 100k a moment out to inform
her coldly that | had taken the ac-
cursed thing across the runway, up
into the air. and made that last per-
fect turn she'd just experienced.

“Hey. fellow. you're still turning.”
said the instructor. “I want you to fly
1n over the Santa Monica mountains.
And keep an eye open. Well be
crossing a fiight path for incoming
Jets.”

After a sweaty eternity, as the
sagged peaks of the coastal range
snailed along beneath. my man took
the mike again and said, “Van Nuys
tower. this is Digger § incoming.”

Schmurf. Garft kadzinkle.”

“Roget, Van Nuys. Jhank you.”

“For what?" I pleadet

“He told us to come in on run-
vay number wo.

" Far below, just over one of

the busy freeways. the roughly X-
shaped pattern of the field took
shape. 1 prepared to relinquish the
controls.

“You will now lose three thousand
feet of altitude while executing u
180 degree turn to the left

So I fought the damn thing down.
made a couple of 90 degree turns.
and somehow ended up with the run-
way vaguely before us

The landing. however, was some-
thing else.

1 recall the nose refusing to go
down. I recall the instructor shout-
ing. grabbing the controls. and 1
shall never forget the thwacking.
banging boom as we hit and skidded
horribly down Van Nuys runway
number two. Just as we were about
10 become fresh out of pavement. the
man applied brakes with savage feet
and wrested the ship afl the pave-
ment onto the — tarm

And we still had to gel back to
Santa Monica

1 was puffing fervently on a cigar-
ette. pondering how to put it to my
wife that wouldn't it be fun to walk
from the airport and find a bus line
somewhere, when I was ordered back
into Digger 5. This time into the back
seat.

And who do you think took the
plane off? Perfectly?
fe!

And who do you think sat strain-
ing in the hack seat. biting the up-
holstery heneath his behind into tiny
tabric washers’

But I dudn’t seream once.

And that. friends. is how they lure
vou into taking flight training these
days. Once back at the field. now
confronting the head of Pacific Air
Unisensity. | hedged out by repeated-
Iy muttering things about * . . have

1o talk with my manager ... scc to
readjusting my budget .. let vou
w soon ..

These days there is much angry
talk among the swinging. beat. pot-
headed, LS Ding. frugging younger
generation about people over 40 be-
ing locked into a special kind of
stuffy conditioning. and that they are
in a frozen “hag” I take this to
mean that they do not trust us —
nor do they admire our adaptability.

Well 10 hell with them! I no longer
trust 22-year-olds — especially flight
instructors.

And as for adaptability, Well. just
this morning I spotted a Volkswagen
with a cut down body in this used
car lot. and if I decide not to hecome
a private pilot I shall soon be the
proud owner of the raciest, meanest
looking VW in Los Angeles.

Curses on you, Red Baron. Get off
my freeway! o

“I'm going 1o hate myself in the morning. In fact we have four more

hours hefore I start 1o hate myself so ler's make the most of it.
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with it, the cult of the semurei.

The code of bushido was severe
and explicit. It was based on the prin-
ciple of undying loyalty to the sko-
&un and to one’s immedi overlord.
The samurel was obliged to obey his
lord implicitly and to avenge with his
own life the death of the lord. Busk-
ido demanded “indomi

eliteconnotation as Yoritomo's re-

tainers were encouraged to :y-l of

themselves as supermen. They identi-

fied with an image of towering war-

like virility, just as have, in other
ilizations, the Sacred Band of

Thebes, the Nazi SS and the Ameri-

ar.
With the samurai it evolved into &

complex mystique encompassing the

mental, n.e physical and the lpﬂllll

The unquestioned god-head

-mml was the shogun (dnnn: by

deity, “Wh
sword losc its spirit?” wu—.. this,
Yoritomo proclaimed that the semu-
rai essence was a “cult of the sword

-old temple
inally been erected in a distant spot.
nuu-.nu-:eudnyb“

Zen, imported from China by way

of Korea, became the official faith,

IT MAY SEEM surprising that Ze
known as a philosophy of compas.
-o-.ll\ot:ydhavcbunmopted-.

more careful study reveals why Zen
was 0 perfectly tailored to their
spiritual needs, and why, paradoxi-
uny served 10 activate their fight.
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motto: “The sword is the soul of the

samurai.” F , the long
sword was employed to fight the
lord's battles; the short sword was

1o commit suicide if the warrior
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ill men, Their ‘moment, in
‘hich they emerged almost as demi-

gods, was yet to come. It arrived on

the current of an ill wind which, ia

a seemingly miraculous way, became

“divine.”

After Yoritomo died in 1199, the
ukurashogunate under

——
Hojo fami

mainland, the M

people from the steppes of central
Asia, had conq

Eastern world, sweeping like a yellow
tide under the fierce

Genghis Khan. Kublai Kahn, his

grandson, had completed the con-
quest by subjugating China and Ko-

. Marco Polo, had assured
him that these islands were rich in

Kahn sent emissaries to Japan de-
manding surrender, but the Japanese
expressed their deflance by executing
his emissaries. The Mongols prompt-

tigers, but their individual sword-
flailing tactics were no match for the
longbows and mass formation strat-
egy of the Mongols. Just as they
were about 0 be annihilated, a vio-
lent storm arose that destroyed most
of the Mongol fleet and sent the
survivors scurrying back to the main-

The Japanese realized they could
enjoy but a temporary respite, how-
ever, and they hastened to build their
defenses against the return of the
Mongols. The entire bakufu from
Kamakura pitched in to maintain a
constant alert and build a great stone
wall around Hakata Bay.

In 1281, seven years after their
vasion, the
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Ppersonally "
o tiims ava
send $1.00 to
CATHY ARNOLD
PO. Box 35416
Los Angeles, Calif.
35 dept. x.12

iy
|




“mum 2
mmmwwmwmﬁm mnm,.m “ _. g
i IR WE i i i i
! HEH R :mmmw& gt Hit rr.#.
m mm%ummmmwwmz*mmm Mc m mm w h ' mmmnmmmmﬁf. n..a it muwu
il i mm.xmmm_ i J:: ik
i %x il A i .w.“,;__mﬁ it
,mm pEuRgy -
m&mmmmm.mﬁm wmmmmmmm#rw = m mdmuh .w »Mw m:m_m mw mnm
FEm Ut ﬁmmm. wmwwmmm ..MW&WWMM%WM mmmmm mw m*muw:w
jt m:um_ yepas nw : m.a mMmm I mm_J mmm*w 1 mmmm m w
<l il [ 1 e ,Emmh [t
it | s il il g [l
um wrwmm mém,mmmmmmmmwwm mmwmm%fwmmmm 1felss ﬂm»mm wmmm
I R mm&mmm%mmm WW%
$23:f M.mmm-Tmmmmmmmmmwmw“%mwm



-:
547 Tanusai mw :m
i e B B i, i
; fww:ww M.mmmmwmmwmm, i M" mh wm wwﬂ
il R Al
,wmmﬂwmmmwmwmw i m.m.mmmmwmmmwu% i
25 mm.mu.n.. mm.m.mﬂ.m .Muummu & -3
i At 1 | E Hh
SPELPTLROALEET 2 &f »u
i Wl
mm _wwwmmmw%%mmmm% mmmmmmm,mm i m u._
dipliit il sl
w :m il i Jmm R G B
saitsthit Hihshitiatiie s
mm~ mnu -a : ] Mmu AMMmMmm .mmm m w&m mm m m mmm mm
T R RS
i i m:zz THRHE m m_vm i
u sz wmﬂ Tmmum.m.mmﬁw%d mm“mm mu RiHHH
il s mm; mmm ,mm;:mmm mmm A
wm mmmum_wm W:M e HHLES



OPINION by Goorge E. Nollister

- AMERIGAN
GUN LAWS
COULDN’T
BE WORSE

fmcn\nmcom‘ in every city, an argumen .
ing abowt controlling guns that has divided families
Mh-mumumm.-uumu\ kidnapy
in national scope. Wyﬂ:ﬁ.ﬂbnuwrolump
legielation, and for g0od resson, is the youthful New Eng
ltand Senator, Edward M. Kennedy.

“Every two minutes in this country, someone is killed
beaten, wounded or maimed with » firearm.” he toid »
*Mw_ly."llilm"hw“lam
child. madman, drug addict, or misguided individual o
purchase a rific or shotgun through the mail, with no ques-

-4ioms asked, for less than the cost of a pair of shoes.”

The Senstor knows of what he speaks.
As recently as January 30, 1965, a fftcen-year-oid Baki-
boy

on 2

Only a month lster, fae reversed the locales when s
California student shot his biology teacher. The P-38 he
wsed arrived by mail from a store close 10 the mation’s cap-
ital, in Alexandria, Virginia.

“Those who betieve gun laws are all right as is can laugh
at several other incidents that have occurred ia recent times.

gun. Mail order Srms did a landelide business during recest
racial tensions in Mississippi. The FBI seized four Rusiea
Tokarev semi-automatic rifies ia ome lown there in st

matic firearms near Corpus Christi, Texss. They had beea

tipped off by an uaknown citisen who hed reported » plet
inst Prosident Johneon.

o men there's the incideat whereby the United Naioss

n who Federal gun

vehemantly oppose tightening :
i citios and states shewdd do their own
laws loudly cleim thet /twrn the paze
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GUN LAWS, from page 94

policing. They want the nation's government to keep hands
oﬂ.nmtymdmmol,ummw
mention, the arms traffic through the mails.

During 1963 and 1964, almost two and one half million
firearms were imported into the United States from coun-
tries like Germany, France and Italy. This dossn't include
the tens of thousands of ordnance-type firearma includi

ceived weapons in a recent three year period from just rwo
mail order firms. By something other than coincidence, one
thousand of these people had criminal recorda!

BEHIND THESE NUMBERS is & remarkable lack of effective
legal controls over the purchase and possession of guns. The
Federal law only curbs some dealings such as interstate sale
of machine guns and silencers, but regulation has mostly
been left 1o the cities and states, few of which have any
stringent laws. Until New Jersey recently enacted a new gun
statute. no state — and only Philadelphia among cities —
required police permits for buying, keeping or using guns,
or even for roaming the main drag with a shotgun.

Those who still insist we don't need stronger controis
might well listen to the FBI, which reports that $7% of
the 9850 killings in the U.S. last year were committed with
firearms, and that 52 of the 53 policemen killed on duty
were gunshot victims. In Dallas, Texas, where fircarms laws
are almost nonexistent—as throughout Texas as s whole—
72% of all homicides last vear were committed with guns
versus35% in New York City, where the tough fHty-year-
old Sullivan Law requires police permits for even possessing
such weapons.

Phoenix, Arizona, does little better than Dallas. In 1963,
66% of its killings were done with guns, while cities with
purposeful laws showed their citizens to be a lot safer. In
that same year. Chicago rated 45%. Los Angeles 46% and
Philadelphia had a low 36% rate.

“Those who claim that the availability of firearms is not
a factor in murders in this country are not facing reality,”
says J. Edgar Hoover of the FBI, and the recent slaughter
in Austin, Texas, backs his knowledgeable statement.

There, a university student calmly went from store to
store buying guns and ammunition, “to shoot pigs.” he told
an inquiring salesman. After he had collected a 6mm Rem-
ington bolt-action rifle with a four power Leupold tele-
scopic sight (with which even an amateur gunner can con-
sistently plug a six-inch circle from 300 yards), a 3Smm
Remington rifle, a 9mm Luger pistol, a Galesi-Brescia pis-
tol and a .357 Smith & Wesson Magnum revolver, he pur-
posefully set off 10 send as many people 0 their graves a
possible.

High atop the observation deck of the 307-foot tower on
the University of Texas campus, he methodically started
shooting everyone in sight. Not only were pamers-by below
subjected 10 his marine-trained accuracy, but casual strol-
lers three blocks away were abo felled before he was finally
stopped. In all, he accounted for 44 casualties—13 dead

and 31 wounded, including an unborn infant.

Incensed after Presidont Kennedy's assassination, coe-
gressmen and senators wrote more than twenty bills and

introduced them into the 89th Congrems, all intending
wmrﬁ.u-munmru-mmu.:

controversy between sportsmen and
politicians than the bill introduced ticut's
by Connecticut’s Senator

In substance, the senator's bill would severely limit mau

mwhm—muomom
bers lobby vigorously and effectively against most gun con-
trol legisiation.

In April, 1965, the Arizona Game Protective Asociation

of “masufacturer.” In the Dodd bifl, manufacturers would
‘have to pay an annual fee of $500 as a control messure.
“This would be unfair to local ‘custom’ reloaders whe
special in custom loads,” howled the AGPA, but it failed tc
mention that hunters would still be able to buy ammuaition
from established outiets and that custom losders repre-

strations of sportumen’s skills. And law abiding citicens
could still defend their domaine against burglars.

However, teenagens could ol wampum for
wospors. Pranksters could noi pelt structures with shelb.
And the mentally unbalanced could nof riddie Presidents
with rifles. ¢
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cepted him, because the more I saw of him and Ardis to-

tacles.
‘pe:dhnhnlﬂlbWHoﬂ‘hllhuvhuLﬂl
was a dreamer — except when it came 10 his subject.

over and Killed by the milk truck today . . -
“Please, Paul, we felt bad enough about Tiger, but what
do you mean ... you can't mean Shirley has some hidden

“Please, Ardis,” Paul said, hokding up a hand o silence
her. “Let me g0 0n. I stood outide Shirley's bedroom last
sight, cavesdropping on her peayers. The fact that she talks

glancing ¢ Ardis, saw her face grow white.
“Its a coincidence,” she breathed, sagging into a chair

weakly.
Paul looked serious. “T'm afraid not. However, we'll
«check it out, by all of us listening to her prayers every

mearly a year had gone by with no more evidence of any-
thing mystic about the child's psyche, Ardis and I were
ready 10 concede it had been a freak concurrence. The cat

had just happened to got struck down the day after her in-
famslle fight of imagination.

miles away from our home, confirmed Shirley's deadly per-
ception. Dad had run a red light, crashed broadside into a
moving van, and was dead on arrival at the hospital.
But now Paul was ecstatic about his discovery to the
. ” L

*...and God bless Daddy, Mommy and Uncle Paul . . .
oodbye, Daddy dear . .. "
Ardis fell to the floor in a dead faint.

THE NEXT DAY, I didn't try to run. There is no hiding
place from the thing that was coming after me. I remem-
bered reading in O"Hara's Appointment In Samarra about
the servant, who, having been jostled by Death in the
marketplace, a horse, and fled to Samarra,
Death, explaining to someone why she jostled him and
stared at him with what he took for menace, said: “It was
not a threatening look I gave him. It was one of surprise
that he was here. I had an appointment with him tonight in
Samarra.”

I had a rendezvous with Death. I didn't know how it
would come to me, in what guise, but I could already feel
the chill of it in my bones as I went about my work care-
fully in the office. I had driven down slowly. I had walked
upstairs, avoiding the elevator. I ordered my lunch, afraid
10 go out.

Yet I knew everything I was doing to fend Death off was
wasted motion.

lylmindndmmn.lvm«n.willllmwwonld
stand up, signed it. I left my car downtown, took a cab
hﬂlt."h'y.ldon‘llm'_lhldl‘iﬂdmyul(lolhﬂfm
this was my last day on earth.

. Alﬁllﬂnuﬂnhm.wﬂlpdimnmylm.lhlk-
ing i &s tears cascaded down her cheeks.

“Plosse, baby,” I implored, “tell me. Tell daddy what's
happenod?™ A horrid ir-
happens thought shot through my beain. “Shir.
“My God, All Ob, my dear, sweet Jesun .. . they
mmm-m...ha...hm“umg



Heavenly Hitchhik

trom page 4

Dublin darlin’ stalks film career
Hollywood after thousand mile t
around her native Ireland

Oh yes! Once | helped a pair of van men m
a piano.” Brigitte got down on the sha
floor of her apartment to illustrate. "It
a spinet like this one. but monstrously
and heavy. and these two men were SO °
that | just pitched in and lent a hand. T
treated me to lunch that day.” The imj
Irish immigrant is. quite frankly. desirou:
getting into pictures. And somehow. loo
at her as she posed against a bar. and in
sun of her patio, it seemed very posst
Probable. even. J
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