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The Night People have even created their
own author, Frederick R. Ewing.

THE REBELLION
OF THE NIGHT PEOPLE

In the wee hours when the Day People have put their gadgets, timetables and two-tone cars

to bed, noncomformist Jean Shepherd and his legions are plotting to inherit the earth

By EDWARD LINN
PHOTOS BY ROY SCHATT

I, Libertine, the book that hit the best-seller lists before it was written, was launched from Liggett's drugstore on Times Square.




HE Underground had been alerted; the Night People

were on the prowl; the assault had been launched. A
few of the braver troops had even infiltrated Queens, a
borough from which they had long been banned by the
Mafia. Some of them carried a hanner which bore the
strange device Excelsior! All of them carried in their
hearts the ultimate aim of all Night People, individualism
trivmphant and authority confounded.

The assault, loosed by Jean Shepherd, the after-mid-
night radio philosopher who is patron saint of the Night
People, was aimed at the very vitals of the Day People—
at their confidence in and dependence upon business
routine, lists and surveys. The battle plan, simple and
malevolent, was to force the Day People to strangle them-
selves in their own red tape. The weapon was a non-
existent best-seller, I, Libertine, written by that renowned
(and equally non-existent) author, Frederick R. Ewing.

Reports began to filter back to Shepherd in General
Headquarters, a small studio in Carteret, New Jersey,
seized from New York’s independent station WOR.

From Drexel Hill, Pennsylvania: “Excelsior! The Drexel
Hill chapter reports in again, with news that the under-
ground movement is still insidiously spreading. Regarding
a certain giant literary work, it doesn’t appear to be on
the list of published books that they have at Leary’s. Are
there saboteurs everywhere?”

From Teaneck, New Jersey: “The college paper has an
ad on the last page placed by an operative. Huzzah!”

From Jacksonville, Florida: “My order in at all book-
stores in Jax for the new exotic novel I, Libertine, by
Frederick R. Ewing. Local library, inexplicably, has no
information at this time but inquiries are out.”

From Hempstead, Long Island: “I’'m ready to stand up
and be counted. I've got the Hempstead, Garden City,
Mineola, Hicksville, Levittown, East Meadow and West-
bury sections alerted. My friends and I are driving librar-
ians crazy. Anxiously awaiting further instructions.”

From Hanover, New Hampshire: “I have been author-
ized to pledge this small but fiercely loyal band of Dart-
mouth students in support of your underground move-
ment .. .” !

It was a glorious victory for mankind.

Jean Shepherd, the creator—and curator—of the Night
People, is a mild, horn-rimmed, 33-year-old Chicagoan,
who started as a disc jockey and developed into a non-
stop, free-floating talker. In a day when politicians can’t
speak for half an hour on their deepest convictions with-
out the help of ghostwriters and teleprompters, Shepherd
can go on for four-and-a-half hours, seven days a week
without notes.

And it is literate talk, witty talk, entertaining talk. It
is easily the best talk going out over the air today.

His subject matter ranges from the historical troubles
with the Mafia in Queens (there is now light but rather
futile resistance around the outskirts of Flushing) to the
scars inflicted on his psyche by the bi-sexual spelling
of his given name (like the time he found himself as-
signed to the girls’ personal hygiene class); from a re-
markable old buddy of his who could call off the make
and vintage of any refrigerator by rolling the ice cubes
over his tongue, to a favorite Swedish uncle who rode
around Chicago on tires filled with a hardy, buoyant pulp
made from old Chicago Tribune editorial pages.

Sooner or later, though, the talk gets back to the Night
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People. “There is a great body of people who flower at
night,” he may say. “Who feel night is their time. Night
is the time people truly become individuals, because all
the familiar things are dark and done, all the restrictions
on freedom are removed. Night People like the quiet
darkness; day people are terrified at suddenly becoming
individuals, they are afraid to let the mind probe into
unknown areas. Many artists work at night—it is pecul-
iarly conducive to creative work. Many of us attuned to
night are not artists, but are embattled against the official,
organized, righteous Day People who are completely
bound by their switchboards and their red tape.”
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Night People are easy to spot. They mill around aimlessly and
shift from one foot to the other without looking at each other.
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That is not to say that night people are defined by the
clock. Many people forced to work days and sleep nights
are, Shepherd insists, legitimate members of the lodge.
“Night Peopleism,” he says, “is a frame of mind, not a
time of day.”

Night Peopleism can best be defined by spelling out
what it is against. It is against turnpikes and super-
markets and the be-the-first-in-your-neighborhood men-
tality. It is against clubs and fraternities and organiza-
tions. It is against chrome and tinsel. It is against culls
and trolls because culls and trolls sound as if you should
be against them. Night People are bitierly against polls
and surveys. The time is coming, Shepherd believes, when
every citizen’s ability and popularity will be rated by
national or local surveys. (“Your Life-Trendex rating is
down, Charlie. You got a pretty fair script there, but
you've got to jazz it up and make it tighter. Pull it to-
gether. Make it sing!")

“We are against creeping slobbism,” Shepherd says,
summing it up. “The battle between the Night People and
the Day People is the battle between the egghead and the
meatball. We are completely and irrevocably against
three-tone cars with jet-sweep styling and needle-point
plastic upholstery.”

The tone Shepherd takes runs somewhere between
tongue-in-cheek and kick-in-pants. Since he works
nights, when the radio executives are fast asleep (radio
executives are Day People almost by definition), he can
get away with the kind of personal criticism that would
get a dayside guy kicked off the air. Teresa Brewer, in
Shepherd’s opinion, is synonymous with everything
that's wrong with the bellowing, hog-calling music of the
day. (What records Old Shep uses are strictly jazz. At
this point it is customary for us jazz buffs—victims of
creeping clichéism all—to nod wisely and say, ‘“Very good

When Shepherd was fired from WOR, the Night People held a wake for him near the burnt-out ruins of the Wanamaker building.
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jazz, t0o.”) To Shepherd, Jinx Falkenburg symbolizes
everything that's wrong with radio: “Good old Jinx with
that gushing, breathless, awe-stricken voice of hers. You
know that crowd.” In just mentioning The Man in The
Gray Flannel Suit, he pauses long enough to say: “And
incidentally, there’s the world’s worst piece of writing.
What a nothing book that is.”

And yet, if the Night People seem to feel superior, it is
only because they know they are more vulnerable than
the Day People. For it is at night that the sense of mortal-
ity creeps over us. It is at night that a man’s horizons
are limited by a stream of light in a lonely room. It is
at night that a man is most frightened and most alone.
“It will be all right,” Shep will purr soothingly as he
comes on the air. “It will be all right now. Don’t worry,
it's all going to work out.”

The Night People know they are inept, inadequate, de-
feated. Not only are they aware that they have had their
chance and lost, they are aware that even the chance
was an illusion. “Every once in a while,” Shep warns
them, “delusions of adequacy creep up on you. Those
delusions, you've got to watch out for them. The next
thing you know, your foot’s in the quicksand again.”

In the end, they know, it always comes out wrong.

Fortunately, Old Shep is there to counsel his people
in all phases of living. There are, for instance, his 220
Magic Phrases for breaking down female resistance. They
are all neatly catalogued and pre-tested. There is a
phrase in the collection, he maintains, to deal with any
woman and any situation. Given proper timing and de-
livery, Shepherd personally guarantees their effectiveness.

Examples:

1) “I don’t know . . . there’s something about you that
makes me want to cry.”

2) “Baby, there’s something about you that’s almost
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Jean Shepherd (ngfu} and Ted Sturgeon autograph copies of I, Libertine
at drugstore author’s party. The store sold 1,000 copies then and there.

classical.” (This is particularly lethal with the obviously
non-classical women.)

Some phrases require a certain amount of spadework.
When the big rush act seems to be failing miserably, for
instance, you sit there for a moment just looking at the
girl, then you say, in a tone of rising astonishment: “You
know, I like you; I really do, I like you.” This is known
as “the disarming gambit” since it indicates that there
has been a purification of the animal instincts. “If this
line is delivered with any artistry at all,” Shepherd says,
“you can proceed almost at once to your real designs,
which are, of course, nefarious.”

Do not suppose for a moment, however, that the aid
and comfort is only moving one way. This is a cooperative
enterprise. The listeners are always phoning in, either
to plot and plan the destruction of the dayside, to offer
Shep some creative ideas of their own, or to participate

Shepherd’s radio show is so informal that his fans
even phone to chat with him while he’s on the air.

in a Night People project. Shepherd will be meandering
along, when it suddenly occurs to him that as a child he
had the ambition to be invisible. It then occurs to him
that he still has the ambition to be invisible, that every-
body has the ambition to be invisible. “Oh boy, wouldn’t
that be great!” he’ll say. “What would be the first thing
you’d do if you suddenly found yourself invisible? No,
not that! The women and children are still with us. What
would be the second thing?”

The first call comes in, and Shepherd says: “Oh, come
on, buddy, we only want clean thoughts here. Thoughts
that would fit the pages of the Readers’ Digest. How’s
that for a title, ‘The Cleanest Thought I Ever Thought’?”

Night People calling in always greet Jean with that
clear, happy cry of affirmation: “Excelsior!” Shep shouts
back the equally proud counter-cry: ‘“Seltzer bottle!”

There is a running competition (Continued on page 66)

The Night People are everywhere, working tirelessly and unobtrusively for the cause, spreading the word of victory—Excelsior!

G PACE
"oty w0t

41




0 e S

The REbe"ion Of *he Nigh* People continued from page 41

among the Night People in cartoon
ideas; particularly for no reason im-
mediately apparent, cartoons based upon
Hannibal’s march through the Alps.
Example: A procession of Hannibal’s
soldiers are marching through an Alpine
pass, helmets and shields and elephants
gleaming in the afternoon sun. Down
in the foreground, a private is saying
to a sergeant: “Gee, Sarge, this is like
something right out of Homer.”

There are non-Hannibal cartoon
ideas, too: A drunk is standing in front
of a mirror in the men’s room of the
local tavern, saying: ‘“Mirror, mirror,
on the wall, who is the fairest of us
all?”’ The drunk stares expectantly for
a while, then ‘he screams: “Charlie?
Charlie? Who in hell is Charlie?”

The program is not only co-op, it is
co-ed. Women, Shepherd sometimes be-
lieves, are the real Night People. (No,
Charlie, that isn’t what he means at all.)
Organization, business, machinery and
red tape are all creations of the mascu-
line mind. (That’s what he means,
Charlie.)

The first phone call Shep ever got was
from a woman. Her exact words were:
“I am calling on behalf of mankind.
You've got to stay on the air because
what you have is Truth.”

When Jean asked who she was, she
said, “That doesn’t matter. I'm just the
listener.”

The Listener she became. Shep didn’t
get her name, but he did get her phone
number. He calls her regularly, at some
time during the course of his program,
just to talk for a few minutes. He still
hasn’t met her, although he has learned,
through the Underground, that the Lis~
tener is Lois Nuttleton, one of the most
promising young actresses in New York.

One night, The Listener mentioned
rather shyly that she had once made
up a joke—at a party seven years ago—
and that it had failed miserably. “What
breakfast cereal,” she asked, “do ghosts
eat?”

Old Shep assured her it was a great
joke. Great. And although his people
phoned in for months affer, he stead-
fastly and loyally refused to divulge
the answer. The guessing game became
so popular that Greenwich Village
comedians began to use it in their acts.
“What breakfast cereal,” they would
say, suddenly, “do ghosts eat?” Those
who  laughed in recognition labeled
themselves as Night People; those who
looked on bewildered . . . well, let’s
not talk about them.

(We'll give you the answer, though.
No, Charlie, it isn’t Ghost Toasties. It's
Shrouded Wheat.)

One night, Shep was saying that man
does not fear the great problems of the
day, as the politicians seem to think; his
fears are about the little things. Shep
said he had always had a secret fear
that some day he would find himself on
the Triborough Bridge without any
money to pay the toll. Later in the pro-
gram he got a call over a “mobile phone,”
from a guy who said he was about a
mile from the toll gate in Lincoln Tun-
nel, “I've been pondering the whole
philosophy of toll-bridgism, I deplore
it and I am not going to pay.”

The phone was kept open for about
five minutes while he drove up to the
gate. “What courage,” Shep kept saying.
“What raw courage. There aren’t many
men who’d have the guts to do this.”

There were about 15 cars ahead of the
man in the traffic line and as he moved

up, he told Shep he was getting nerv-
ous. When he reached the gate his voice
was shaking audibly but Shep could
hear him say: “I'm not going to pay.
This is a public highway and I'm sick
of paying tolls to ride public highways,
I'm never going to pay a toll again as
long as I live.”

The astonished guard said, “Aw come
on, Mac, you're holding up traffic.”

When the guy repeated that he wasn’t
going to pay, the guard had him drive
through and pull over to the side. Affer
waiting for a couple of minutes, our
man decided to start driving and see
what would happen. Nothing happened.
Contact with him was lost as he went
through the tunnel, but then his voice
came through loud, clear and exultant.
“I made it! I did it! I'm on.the ramp
leading into 42nd St. I'm passing
through the 43rd St. light and swinging
into 8th Avenue. I'm home free.”

Time was up as Shep shouted, “You
are a magnificent human being.”

One of the most successful of Shep’s
projects has been the Endowed De-
bauch. It occurred to him, as he was
rattling along one night, that we all
yearn for hellfire and damnation. The
route to heaven, he said, is paved with
the fears of our neighbor’s opinion.

“Let's admit it,” he said. “We all have
within us, lurking just beneath the sur-
face, the seeds of complete decadence.”

He proposed that all Night People
achieve a vicarious debauchery by per-
mitting one of their number to actually
experience it. In accord with standard
radio-TV  procedure for charitable
drives, he initiated a Telethon (Opera-
tion Downfall) in which the Night
People were to pledge $2.00 each, until
a sum was raised which would allow a
man to debauch himself in style. “One
among us will be selected,” he an-
nounced, ‘‘either by Australian ballot
or by lot. Within him will rest all man-
kind’s hopes, desires and dreams.” The
only stipulation was that the beneficiary
of this philanthropy had to guarantee
to completely debauch and debilitate
himself. “Can’t you see him there,” Shep
said, “standing on the fantail of the Ile
de France as it pulls away from shore,
the collar of his great-coat up around
his neck, the dancing girls on either
side of him, the champagne waiting
back in the cabin?”

Pretty soon, promised Old Shep, we'd
see pictures of him, in dark glasses,
homburg and ascot, attending the races
at Ainfree. And then later, in St. Mor-
itz, standing in aristocratic coolness, be-
tween Elsa Maxwell and Prince Rainier.
“And we’ll say, ‘Ahh, he’s one of us
...he’soneofus...”

As time passed, and the project be-
came more and more successful, Shep-
herd went on, we'd read that the de-
bauched one was being seen at some
of the best watering places on the Con-
tinent in the company of one of the
Gabor sisters. “Complete success will
be finally achieved when he refuses to
acknowledge us. We'll know we have
triumphed, for we will have created a
snob. The perfect snob. He'll have
nothing further to do with us, but we’ll
know that he is our creation. He won’t
deign to recognize our existence, but
we'll know . . . we'll know . . .”

Jean claims that $100,000 was pledged.
He is completely confident that it would
all be forthcoming upon demand.

The great triumph, of course, has
been the I, Libertine hoax. What gripes

the Night People more than anything
else is that the Day People have man-
aged to hold onto those delusions of
adequacy. Because Day People deal
with things, rather than with ideas,
they do not realize that in the end it
all goes wrong. They have an unques-
tioning faith in their systems and their
apparatus; their machines, their switch-
boards, their filing cabinets. They be-
lieve not in their own infallibility, but
in the' infallibility of the “they” who
make the rules.

Old Shep was talking about such
things one warm April morning. Most -
precious to the day mind, he said, was
the compilation; the phone book, the
surveys, the best-seller list. The beauty
of the best-seller list, he said, was that
it shielded the reader from the agonies
of independent thought by guaranteeing
him that he would like only those books
that everybody else liked.

“Let’s hit them,” he said, “at the
point where they think they’re most
impregnable! Let's create a book! They
can-argue with abstractions, they can de-
bate whether best-seller lists are good or
bad, but they can not argue with hordes
of people asking for the same book.”

If the hoax were to succeed, he
warned, there would not only have to
be a great demand, there would have
to be an absolute consistency of detail.
Everybody would have to be in agree-
ment as to title, author, plot and price.

The book, Shep decided, would be an
18th Century novel of English court
life, in which the hero would be out-
fitted with a 20th Century mind. He
would achieve his goals by unconscious-
ly using the advertising techniques of
our own day. “He will be the fore-
runner of modern man, the first of the
breed of sincere double-thinkers.”
(When our forefathers acted like thieves
and murderers, he explained, they
knew they were being thieves and mur-
derers. When the Duke availed himself
of his right to rape the farmer’s daugh-
ter, he did not try to convince himself
that he was doing it for her own good.)

The idea came to him at 1:30 A.m.
and he immediately requested that titles
be submitted from the floor. Calls poured
in until Shepherd called a stop at 4:00
A.M. During those two-and-a-half hours,
four lines were kept constantly busy.
The title, I, Libertine, was submitted
by a genius who, to this date, has cho-
sen to remain anonymous.

With an hour and a half of air time
left, Shepherd called for the name of
the author. The response was statistically
gratifying but artistically disappointing.
In the end, Shepherd had to make up
the name himself. Frederick R. Ewing,
he felt, not only had an official sound
about it, it had a familiar ring as well.
Ewing, he said, sketching in the back-
ground hurriedly, was an Oxford grad-
uate who had made his reputation
through a series of BBC broadcasts on
“Erotica of the 18th Century.” During
the war, he had served as a commander
on a minesweeper in the North Atlan-
tic. (“All British authors served on
minesweepers in the North Atlantic.’)
I, Libertine, it was decided, was the
first volume of a projected trilogy and
was written while Ewing was working
in the civil service in Rhodesia.

Once the demand had been created,
Shepherd assured his people, the system
would take over. After that, it wouldn’t
make the slightest difference whether
the book existed or not. It would make
the best-seller lists and be talked about,
intimately, in cocktail parties. (It is one
of Shepherd’s fancies that few people




actually read the best sellers. They
either put them on their shelves as
prestige displays or just read the re-
views and convince themselves they
have bought and read the book.)

The Underground, thus ‘exhorted,
struck quickly. WOR reaches 27 states
and a good hunk of Canada during the
early morning hours, so this was no
mere local action. One of the Night
People found himself frapped at Miami
Beach’s swank Eden Roc Hotel, an in-
violate stronghold, one would suspect,
of Day Peopleism. But when he strolled
into the hotel pool, his pulse quickened
at the sight of a huge floral display
swathed in a banner which read: “Wel-
come Frederick R. Ewing, author of I,
Libertine.”

A cell of Lafayette U. students pre-
sented Ewing with the Ronald W. Bur-
bage Award for “Outstanding contribu-
tion to English Letters” and managed
to get the distinguished subject of this
honor interviewed over the local radio
station.

The Village Voice, a Greenwich Vil-
lage weekly, printed a front-page in-
terview with Ewing. “Staying with
friends in Greenwich Village last week,
ex-Commander Frederick R. Ewing,
author of the controversial I, Libertine,
admitted that he'd been ‘scared as a
jack-rabbit’ by the fast-growing suc-
cess of his first book . . . the mustached
English author, on a six-week visit to
this country from Oxford, left for Bos-
ton Monday, but plans to be back in
New York for publicity appearances
later this month.”

A Columbia U. student submitted a
review of I, Libertine as his thesis. It
came back with a B+ crayoned atop
the title page, and beneath it the flam-
ing word Excelsior!

An unsung hero from the newspaper
cell even got I, Libertine into the Books-
-to-be-Published section of the fiercely
accurate New York Times.

It got everything, you say, except
banned in Boston? Well, it did get
banned in Boston. At least, it appeared
on the Legion of Decency’s banned list.

A Pan-American pilot asked his col-
leagues to order I, Libertine at their
various destinations. Reports were re-
ceived from Canada, Paris, Stuttgart,
Hamburg, Amsterdam and Finland.
One New York book store received 27
inquiries in a single morning.

The gears were grinding and so were
the teeth of the booksellers. For the
booksellers, finding no record of the
novel in their catalogues, had passed
the orders on to their distributors. The
distributors, finding no record of the
book in Publisher’s Weekly, made in-
quiries among the separate publishing
houses. The publishers ftold them there
was, to their knowledge, no such book.
“What do you mean there’s no such
book!” screamed the distributors. “I
haven’t got just one order for this. I've
got orders from dozens of reputable
dealers.”

Eventually, though, they had to pass
the word back to the booksellers. “What
do you mean there’'s no such book,”
roared the booksellers. “I haven’t got
just one order for I, Libertine, I've got
almost a hundred orders!”

Many booksellers had answered the
requests for the book by saying: “We're
out of stock,” or “We're just reordering,”
thereby implying that the book had once
been on their shelves. A few even said:
“I just sold my last copy this morning.”

Better still, those agents whose jobs
took them around to the literary cocktail
parfies reported overhearing bookish
types arguing the merits of I, Libertine
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tal Imperial, 34 Park Row, New York 38.

PREPARE ADVERTISING LETTERS. Mail to_our name
lists. $50_weekly possible, Adams, 11603-P Paramount;
Downey, California.
OPERATE PROFITABLE MAIL order business. Write
Walter Service, 4159-W, East 112th, Cleveland 5, Chio.
60 MONEY MAKING ideas. Catalogue Fres, Universal, Box
1076-S, Peoria, Ill. _
PLATE BABY SHOES, jewelry, gifts. Bronze, colored pearl,
Frea booklet. Brﬂﬂz&nfi! 11029 Vermont, Los Angeles 44.
FREE BOOK. GROW Mushrooms. Guaranteed Market.
Mushrooms, Dept. 411, 2954 Admiral Way, Seattle, Wash.
WEEKLY, SPARE time—easyl Home Venetian Blind
aundry, Free book. Burtt, 24348, Wichita 13, Kansas.
INSTRUCTION

U. S. CIVIL SERVICE Testsl Training until Eppcir_lted. Men-
Women, 18-55, Start high as $340.00 month, Experience often
unnecessary. Get Free 36-page book showing jobs, salaries,
requirements, sample tests, benefits. Write today: Franklin
Institute, Dept. B-36, Rochester, N.Y.

OLD COINS & MONEY WANTED

AY $2,000.00—1894-S Dime. Certain—Quarters—$1,000.00.
Indianhead Cents—$80.00, 1921 Ganadi c—$200.00.
Othars $10.0 ,000.00. Complete lllustrated Guarantes
B.uyi?{q—syal!mg Catalogue, Send $1.00. Worthycoin Corpora-
tion K-296-C, Boston 8, Massachusetis.

WE PURCHASE INDIANHEAD pennies, Complete alltoin
glatalosuek 25c. Magnacoins, Box 61-JA, Whitestona &7,

ow York.

LOANS BY MAIL

BORROW $50 TO $500. Employed men and women over 25
eligible, Confidential—no co-signers—no inquiries of em-
ployers or friends. Repay in monthly Baymants to fit your
income, Supervised by S?a&e of Nebraska. Loan applications
sent free in plaim envelope. Give occupation. American Loan
Plan, City National Bldg., Dept. CD-1, Omaha, Nebraska.
BORROW BY MAIL. $100-§600. Anywhere. Air Mail
Service. Postal Finance, 200 Keeline Building, Dept. 641-A,
Omaha 2, Nebraska.

E A R ate Broker, Study at_homs, Write for Fres
Eouk lod}':a?rl.' EftApprJ\?Bd. V\?{savgr‘ School of Real Estate,

20185 Grand, Kansas City, Missouri.
MASTER WATCHMAKING AT home. Free sampie [esson.

School Dept, PC-17, 2330 Milwaukes, Chicago 47,

k, AGENTS WANTED
BIG MONEY-MAKING opl?urlunity. Exclusive line work
uniforms. Jackats, pants, shirts, coveralls. Advertising em-
broidered. Every business prospéct. Outfit Free. Master Co.,
436 Water, Ligonier, Ind.

OF INTEREST TO MEN

SURPLUS—BADGES—PRIVATE Detective, Sheriff, etc.
$2,75 each. Send for Free lllustrated Catalogue, Eords,
Dept. MC, Box 27, Cooper Station, New York 3.
INVENTIONS WANTED
INVENTIONS PROMOTED. GUARANTEED Plan, Write
for free hooklet “Your Invention,” Kessler Corporation, 121,
Fremont, Ohio.
HEALTH & MEDICAL SERVICE

SHINE CARS WITHOUT “Polish”. New Invention. Lightning
seller, Cars gleam like mirror, Samples sent on trial. Kristee
120, Akron, Ohio.

FREE BOOK—PILES, Fistula, Colon-Stomach, associated
conditions. Newest scientific g_rocaduras. Thornton Minor
Hospital, Suite C-114, Kansas City 9, Mo,

WANTED TO BUY

DIESEL INJECTOR PAF'!TS GMT1-110 Used, Barry, 7120
Carnegie, Cleveland 3, Ohio.

MISCELLANEOUS

TWINEMAKING,” $1.00. “HOW to Make Beer, Ale,”
$1,00. Eaton Publications, Box 1242-X, Sania Rosa, California,

SILVER STERLING, SCRAP_Precious Metals. Im-
ggégtg Payment. Write Mercury Refiners, Norwood, Mass.
MALE HELP WANTED

WORK AT HOME

HOMEWORK PREPARING MAIL for Stores. Creations,
Box 307, Hollywood 28, California.

EARN EXTRA MONEY selling Advertising Book Matches.
3F£e?“§angnle kit furnished. Matchcorp, Dept. PC-51, Chicago
, Illinois.

DETECTIVES
LEARN CIVIL AND Criminal_Investigation at home. Earn
Steady good pay. Inst. Applied Science, 1920 Sunnyside, Dept.
141, Chicago 40, illinois.
WHOLESALE CATALOGS

BUY WHOLESALE! DISCOUNTS to 80%.

BOOKS & PERIODICALS
FREE ILLUSTRATED HYPNOTISM Catalogua. Write
Hypnotist, 8721 Sunset, Hollywood 46W, California.
PERSONAL .

FINTERESTING MAILS”"—25¢ keeps your mail box full
three months. Bentz, (Desk-R/50), Chatawa, Mi

YOUR HANDWRITING ANALYZED free. Enclose stamp,
1GAS, Ine., Sprinafield 4, Missouri.

PATENT ATTORNEYS

¢ L Gade o Watba e e
al rasg, n 8 00is, aiches, Hol as, alo.
JFrégecaialggs. uy-Rite, Box 258-SM, Hawthorne, New
arsey.

INVENTORS WRITE PATRICK D. Beavers, Registéred
Patent Atiorney, 1092 Columbian Bldg., Washington 1, D.C.

B
2 GREAT SWISS

condition. ¥ree cleaning kit and sling ONLY

with order.

AMMO
MARTIN B. RETTING, INC.

SWISS “MOUNTAINEER SPORTER” ¢
Uged by Alpine Hunters, this fabulous rifle

ig acclaimed one of the finest ever made in BEurope,
Terrific deer rifle, Cal, .30 Swiss, 22" bbl. Excellent

$29:50

Cal, .30 Swiss Hunting ammo, 20 rds. $3.25
Cal. .30 Swiss Army ammo, 96 rds....... 9.50

HURTLRANAS | MOLTHIE Order now. Immediate delivery!

TREMENDOUS

SWISS ARMY RIFLES 89

Famous
Schmidt-Rubin Rifle
(pride of the Swiss Army) has the speed
of an automatic and the reliability of o
bolt action. Hi-power 7.5 mm (30 Cal.)
Straight pull bolt action, 12 shot repeat-
ing rifle with safety, Excell. cond. sl 495

e o 3= 0
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with some heat. But there were tragic
overtones, too. One operative reported
rather sadly that he had playfully asked
an old and dearly respected friend what
he thought about I, Libertine and had
been told: “I’'d rather not voice an opin-
ion yet. I just bought it a couple of
days ago and I've barely had a chance
to glance through it.”

Creeping phonyism was being un-
covered everywhere,

The book was legitimized, as it were,
when author Ted Sturgeon—one of the
Night People—arranged for Shepherd
to lunch with Ian Ballantine of Ballan-
tine Books. Ballantine, having been
told about the demand for I, Libertine
by his salesmen, had been trying to
trace the English publishers so that he
could bid for the reprint rights. Stur-
geon, a top phantasy-fiction writer (he
won the International Award in 1954),
had frequently touted Shepherd to
Ballantine, but he gave no indication
that Shep had anything to do with good
old I, Libertine. After he had deftly
turned the conversation to the book
during lunch, Sturgeon said: “Allow
me to introduce Frederick R. Ewing.”

Upon hearing the story, Ballantine
roared. As Jean was getting up to leave,
Ballantine said, “Why not write it?”

Shep finally agreed to try, on condi-
tion that Sturgeon collaborate with him.
They wrote it in 30 days, with first one
and then the other of the authors bang-
ing away at the typewriter. What re-
sulted was not only a historical novel
of the 18th Century, but a kind of par-
ody of all historical novels. The story
was built around an actual court lady
of the period, named Elizabeth Chud-
leigh, who had achieved some renown
by appearing at a diplomatic ball in a
completely transparent gown—thereby
anticipating modern packaging methods
as surely as the double-thinking hero of
the book had anticipated modern mo-
rality.

On the backside of the paperback
version of the book is a picture which
purports ,to be that of F. R. Ewing but
is actually Jean Shepherd’s. It is a
masterful picture in that Old Shep not
only has the rumpled, scholarly, irri-
tated look of a noted English author, he
also manages to project the defeated
look of a Night People. He not only
looks, defeated, he looks—to be honest

about it—as if he lost by a TKO.

“Greeted with unprecedented acclaim
by the English press,” says the publish-
er modestly, in an outline alongside
“Ewing’s” picture, “I, Libertine is a
novel which American readers will no
doubt agree is destined to leave its
mark on English letters.”

The cover drawing looks like every
cover you've ever seen. In the fore-
ground is a brightly uniformed cav-
alier; in the background, a beautiful
woman—the neckline of her gown tee-
tering on the one-yard line.

Says the caption: “Gadzooks!” quoth
I, “but here's a saucy bawd.”

Says the blurb: “Turbulent! Turgid!
Tempestuous!”

The book, at this writing, has sold
over 200,000 copies (mostly paperback).
Ian Ballantine, no amateur at this sort
of thing, says it has the smell of a
million sales. .

The irony of it all was that just as
the coup was coming off, just as it was
being announced that I, Libertine was
going to be published, Jean Shepherd
was being fired by WOR for being non-
commercial.

With his tenure coming to an end,
Shepherd suggested that the Night
People get together somewhere for one
last “meeting.” The word is in quotes
because Night People, by their natures,
do not have meetings, so much as non-
meetings. They collect in the same
area, mill around aimlessly, seratch
themselves, shift from one foot to the
other, avoid each other’s glances and,
generally, do their utmost to convey
the impression that they all happen to
be there by coincidence or mistake. An
earlier non-meeting at Washington
Square had been a brilliant success.

It seemed to Shep that “one last piti-
ful show of non-strength and disorgan-
ization” should be asserted the night
before he went off the air.

The Night People, always ready to
associate themselves with a lost cause,
responded with some heroic suggestions
For a while, it seemed as if the non-
meeting would be held at The Plaza,
an open square which features a sta-
tue of Venus within a functioning foun-
tain. “We’ll shuffle around,” promised
Shepherd, “shifting from one foot to
the other and muttering obscene re-
marks about Venus under our breath.

$1,000.00 REWARD

. . . is offered for information leading to the
arrest of dangerous "wanted" criminals. Hear

details about the $1,000.00 reward on . . .

TRUE DETECTIVE MYSTERIES

Every Monday Evening on MUTUAL Stations

He could scarcely believe his eyes. Read "They Left Her To
Die In The Desert" in January TRUE DETECTIVE Magazine,

now at all newsstands.

Boy, won’t it be great! Won't it be
great! Maybe somebody will even dive
fully clothed into the fountain. No,
that’s too much to hope for. They don’t
make heroes like that any more.”

In the end, though, somebody pointed
out that the gaunt ruins of the old,
burnt-out Wanamaker building would
provide the perfect background to
what was, after all, a wake.

The occasion demands and the Night

People respond. Four hundred souls—
lost but immortal—showed up at Wana-
maker’s. So did Billy Maxted’s Dixie-
land band, which rushed down from
Nick’s in the Village during their inter-
mission to provide a suitable—or maybe
unsuitable—musical background.

The beauty of a non-communicative,
disorganized, non-meeting—from the
Night People's point of view—is that

it completely baffles and frustratesthat

ultimate in organizations, the police.
The cops say, “All right, you guys,
break it.up,” but there is really nothing
to break up. There is no gathering, no
meeting. There is only a vague collec-
tion of 400 passive people milling
around, shifting from foot to foot, tak-
ing up space.

The police of the 8th Precinet, who
had been breaking up rock-and-roll
meetings all week, didn't know quite
what to make of the Night People. When
they stopped one of them to try to find
out what it was all about, their answer
would be a grunt, a shrug or a smile,
‘When they tried to keep them moving
along, they only succeeded in moving
them from one side of the street to the
other. The cops finally got in the spirit
of it, though. “This,” one of them said,
“is like trying to shoo away a bunch of
friendly puppy dogs.”

At length, the word was passed that
if the Night People would gather in an
empty parking lot around the corner,
they would be left to shuffle and sham-
ble to their hearts’ content. It was a
big cinder lot enclosed by a wire fence.
As a lady reporter covering the affair
for Life observed,
escape the eerie feeling that all the
Night People had been put in a cage,
so that they could be gazed upon briefly

it was difficult to

by the Day People and then forgotten.

When Jean Shepherd, who is not the
most punctual man who ever lived,
finally arrived he was moved to make a
short speech, a lamentable violation of
the spirit of a non-meeting.

The farewell gathering was prema-
ture. Embarrassingly premature. The
station had badly underestimated the
number—and certainly the loyalty—of
Shepherd’s people. The combination of
the Wanamaker publicity and the flood
of protests that descended upon WOR
caused the station to put Shep right back
on the air.
up in anger was a kind of victory in it-
self. Night People are the kind that
write nasty letters, but never have the
courage to mail them. We know that
crowd all right.

Shepherd came back on the air and
began to discuss the possibility of hold-
ing an author’s party to launch I, Liber-
tine in a manner befitting its shabby
lineage. It goes almost without saying
that the usual cocktail party—with its
inevitable cargo of dainty hors d’oeuvres
and phony intellectuals—was dismissed
out of hand. The book’s pedigree was
such, Shepherd decided, that it could
only be launched from Liggett’s drug-
store at 42nd and Broadway. Refresh-
ments would be cherry Cokes and stale
tunafish sandwiches.

There was hardly time for the plan
to jell, though, for Shepherd’s second

That the Night People rose |




tour of duty at WOR lasted only four
days, barely enough time for Old Shep to
get the frog out of his throat. One of the
Night People greased the chutes by
phoning in to protest that the newspaper
stories about the non-meeting had all
said Shepherd had been fired because
he couldn’t sell soap. “In the first place,”
the caller said, “you didn’ have a soap
sponsor. In the second place, I bitterly
resent the implication that Night People
don’t use soap.”

The cause of pure research, it was
obvious, demanded that Shep deliver a
soap commercial so that the powers of
his soap-salesmanship could—once and
for all—be measured and recorded. Sub-
sequent callers suggested that Sweet-
heart Soap, a company which does rela-
tively little advertising, would provide
a valid test.

Jean debated a full half-hour before
he decided to go ahead with the free
commercial. He might have debated
even longer if he had known that a
WOR vice-president was sitting up mon-
itoring him in order, apparently, to find

out what all the commotion was about.

As soon as Shep went into the Sweet-
heart commercial, the v.p. phoned the
engineer and ordered him to throw the
switch. Shep was cut off “amidword.”

But, at this stage of the game, Shep
was being watched, not only by his
management, but by the newspapers.
The circumstances of the firing were too
good to pass unmarked.

“He Sells Wrong Soap — Station
Foams,” headlined the N. Y. Post. -

“Shepherd in Soup over Soap as WOR
Fires Him All Over Again,” said Variety.

The Night People, the smell of past
victories still in their nostrils, bombarded
the station again. Two girls had to be
assigned the exclusive task of placating
the indignant callers and sorting the in-
dignant mail. One guy threatened to
boycott all firms which did not sponsor
Jean Shepherd. He had already started
—on a preliminary basis—with General
Motors and Standard Oil.

At this point, sponsors started to make
their appearance, but while WOR now
had sponsors for Shepherd, it didn’t
have Shepherd. Jean, having been
slapped across the teeth, assumed that
his contract was at an end. The sta-
tion tried to get him at his home in New
Jersey, but Jean had moved into New
York. Spot announcements were made
over WOR, advising him that he had a
soap sponsor and a program anytime he
wanted to come in and pick them up.
Big block advertisements were placed
in the papers. (Fittingly enough, the
original ad went out with his name mis-
spelled.)

Meanwhile, the plans for the pre-pub-
lication author’s party had proceeded
apace. A week after Shep had been
cut off the air, advertisements—placed
by Ballantine Books—informed the
Night People that the momentous event
was going to take place.

Before he showed up at Liggett’s, Shep
finally walked into WOR’s Broadway
offices and signed up for a 9:00 p.v.-1:00
A.M. Sunday show. Hadn’t he heard
the urgent announcements that had been
going out over the air all week, he was
asked?

Men wait their entire lives in vain for
straight lines like that.

“You don’t think I listen to this sta-
tion,” Shepherd told them.

Don’t ever let anyone tell you that
there is not a tide in the affairs of men.

The night at Liggett’'s was a great
artistic success. The management roped
off the bock section and fountain for the
exclusive use of the Night People. Book-

lovers came from as far away as Pitts-
burgh. Close to a thousand copies of
I, Libertine were sold.

The risk he was running did not-escape
Old Shep. “Before becoming a moving
force,” he said, “I was a free man. I
made it my business to miss appoint-
ments faithfully, refused to consult a
physician when a headache persisted,
and smoked cornsilk. Since becoming an
author, I've been on'time for three ap-
pointments in a row, and—I don’t know
quite how to say this—the other day I
saw a sign that said THINK! And do
you know what I did? I THOUGHT! In
capital letters, too.”

Those were the great days for the
Night People, comparable—in their own
way—to the glory that was Greece and
the grandeur that was Rome. In times
to come, when all the battles have been
fought, a couple of graying old veterans

will nudge each other, like a couple of
veterans from Hannibal’s march through
the Alps, and say: “You remember those
days at Wanamaker’s and Liggett's?
You had to be there to know how it
was. DBoy, wasn’'t it great! Wasn't it
great! These kids today . . . they just
don’t make herces like that any more.”

By now, you should know whether
you're a Night People or a Day People.
If you're a Day People, you have been
forewarned that there is a vast under-
ground plotting ceaselessly to confound
you. Or, worse than that, to convert
you.

So, watch out. Watch out for artists
and writers. Be alert to the subtle pro-
paganda of cartoons, pictures, stories
and articles. Watch out, particularly,
for magazine feature writers. They're an
especially treacherous lot.

EXCELSIOR! * THE END
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why not use-your spare-time to prepare NOW, at
home, for a challenging outdoor job? It's easy, fun
enjoyable as reading your favorite sports maga-

helped many others. Now, let Jim Allison and Home
Study Educators show you the way, tool

the neally dmpovtant things w Lo

ing, farming, military service, com-
mon skills — all help to get most out-
door jobs. Positions open to men 17 to
45, most states.

HEALTHFUL WORK. The sense of well-
being you enjoy on vacations and out-
ings may be vours all rh,e time, Say
goodbye to "city tensions” and a hum-
drum job. Live better, longer . . . raise
your family in health and hap]:n.ness.

raises. Work

cost housin

sored, but dedicated to helping conservati

the following positions:
s Y’ GAME WARDEN. R OTY I LT
wildlife, apprehend law |
-, breakers . . . supervise refuges, %
feeding stations, make game
counts, el Start ol up o $3410
~ ayear, Prepare NOW, ol home! o
AP NI Humt and get

coyoles, wolves, elc.—earmn up % 1
to $150 bounly per predator,
plus salary. $750 monthly pos-
sible. Here, it's hunting “know > o b
how'' thal counts. L 2

—at home!

Pileet P )4(5(4“. one of our personal counselors, who'll work
hard for you if you're seriously interested in career conservation.
Jim's a well-known outdoor writer. He lives on a Wyommg ranch,
spends his time writing various wildlife departments .
men like yourself locate rewarding wildlife positions. 1f you live only
for those glorious days afield; if you believe in conservation; then 4

zines. Opportunities have never been greater — |
almost regardless of your age or education. We've |

wmmm«&gmmwo&

KO SPECIAL TRAINING REQUIRED. Hunt- G0O0D PAY, SECURITY. Start at up to
53000 yearly enjcy fair p]az regular

toward
$10,000 position. Benefit from low
, retirement income,
many other advantages!

PRESTIGE. Command the respect of &
others! Your uniform symbolizes the
vigilance needed to conserve Amer-
ica’s precious natural resources!

Make the “great outdoors” your business! With states spending more conserva-
tion funds than ever, career opportunities are booming' ‘We are not govt, span-
d men prepare for and locate

Wuh amid lowering
fimber, crystal clear mountain
sireams,  Profect frees ogainsi
fire, insects, diseoses...super-
vise potrols.

: earn $300 per month, Prepare

now=of heme!

paid for i1l Contrel mi. liens m ‘Kpolg:r:: I'II’:fll
stock lakes, shreams ., . .
growih recerds, efe. Starl ol up
to $300 per month, eamn about
$700 a: foromen, Prepare now &

PRIVATE FISHERIES, GAME FARMS. J-NTSH )

employees are urgently needed ol private
gome farms, preserves, frout pools, ete. Above
averege salarics. Prepare now—ol home!

AIR MAII. THIS COUPON NOW!

HDME STUDY EDUCATORS Dept.MG-1
1028 §. La Brea, Los Angeles 19, Cal. i
b Opportunity” book- |
-Job Charl" de!ml: ~
1)

This CONSERVATIONIS
can help YOU become

FISH HATCHERY MAN -

¥
{ OR SECURE EMPLOYMENT WITH A P
) FUR, FISH OR FORESTRY COMPANY!.

helpmg

Join these Men whom b
ﬁ 2 Jim Allison helped! A

“Tremendously helpful. | am now

employed by U. S. Depl. of Agri-
culture, Forest Service.”

Jdess Snyder, Ohlo

| have secured a job as a Foreman

with the Conservation Dept. | am

assigned to the Game Dwmon -
Thanks for everything."

6000 to

Britten Giaham, Mich.

"Thanks for assistance in attaining
a better position with the Game
Commission . .. was given a promo-
tion, a raise, and supervision of
5 men.” €. G., Meb.

Game Warden &
"l have never read or seen any-
thing thal gives a man such a won-
derful background on jeb opporiu-
nities in this field. . . should prove
of great value tu anyone wanting

lan outdoor job)."
1, F, C,, Game Warden, Minn,

Tt

Beginners often

keep 4 -
alorful and revealin
coss booklet, Explains all job-
getting facts plus how to get
free “Selact a Job Chart’”
Lefs you match your back-
arcund, sducation, interests,
etc. against many fascinating
sutdeor job opportunities.

FREE INFORMATION
MAIL TODAY!

ZOME_ STATE.
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69

DD



