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This facy tr wniltten from an ot
sder’s pofnt of view, as fur as that is
posible for a nudise. The prople wnd
Places are fictitions, afthongh ot e bas.
ed on the incidents as they occurved n
real dife.
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HE three men waited quictly in the
car as if from long practice. The

deputy, slumped down behind the steering
wheel, and tipped his it forward and slept
lightly.

Prower, the Donburgh Clarion-Call edi
e, weaning lus perpetual frown under gray
hair and eycbrows, looked idly out over
the Sumlay strects, where
little trafhe moved.

The |P. smoked his pipe. He smoked
slowly ax if ir sansfied him. Over the de
puty’s slanted hat, he watched the doors of
the bus station across the street, and noticed
the blurred effect his pipe smoke made as it
trailed forward to swirl out the front win-
dow.

At ten fifteen the August sun had not yet
warmed the awy enough o make the air
seem like summer. The day acted uncertain.
fkﬂh‘iuﬂ'.l"y a gray shadow moved across
like a spreadd hand and changed the scene
to dull grays.

Prosser shifted his position. He reached
for the cgarette pack in his breast pocker,
half twrned toward the LB and moved his
hat back a little with the pack—as if he
WEre RVing one ari.

"It looks like a pretty cold day, Ben”

maorming VETY

STRANGERS AT NOON

photas and story by Kit and K. Lowrence

“Not bad, Ralph—the sun is liable 1o make
up its mind." The editor clicked his lighe.
er.

“How much of a crowd can we count on
out therel" He lighted the cgarette thor-
oughly.

“Some of them come out in the winter,
Ralph, when the sun is warm. Well do
ohay.”

“¥ou know—" the editor paused, look-
ing down at his dgarcttc. “1 don’t exactly
like this job. We probably have no good
excuse to break in on these people™ He
looked ar the JP. "What do vou think,
Ben ™

Bowes removed his pipe and replaced ot
with a grin. He shrugged. “The stare kw
says, more or less, that they have no gl
to do whart they're doing. Okay, we come out
even. | have nothing in particufar against
them. I know somc of them. But the poimt
is that I can’t keep the peace in my area
because Mrs. Jasson is set against the camp.
S5a | have to report to her as a citizen of
my communigy. "

“The sheriff backed off. It's really his
job. 1 don’t know Mrs. Jasson. What's her
trouble ™

Bowes gestured with his pipe. “Dave dis
likes the old lady so much he won't even
discuss it. He made her husband, John, a
deputy because of her constant demands—
sort of out of revenge because John won't
shut her up, | guess. My cfforts are strictly
tn smoath her off, if it can be done, which
I doubr.™

“Maybe my arthriis bothers me more
than my consdence, Ben, bur | think thm

another day would do me bet—." The man
in the front seat sat up, He held up a finger.

“Gentlemen,” he sad, pushing up his hat
and :ltiih'rring a short movement toward
the bus station with his hand, “here comes
Rembrandt.” He opened the door and step-
ped out of the cir to wave his arm at the
hesitant Aigure on the curb across the street
He was seen.

The man came forward. He éarried two
black cases from siraps over his shoulder,
and the sun sparkled on the reflector of a
large camera attachment as he walked. His
shadow hurnied along with him toward the
car. It seemed as short and paunchy as the
man himself, but it did not smoke 1 cgar
with traindike puffs. It was a2 hesitating
shadow, if such a thing can be, while the
man was not.

The deputy sat back in the driver's seat
“lI hope his pictures don’t stink like 1 bet
that cigar does” He chuckled to himself.

The hurrying man with the black cises
stopped on the driver’s side of the car and
bent 2 hiude o peer in ar the deputy. He
spoke in a short puff of cigar smoke

“I'm Hanaran of the Naton's
cate”

“That don’t bother me none”™ said the
deputy. “Speak to the man in back” He
moved a Anger over his slumped shoulders.

Prosser had 2 leg out of the ear when
the photographer spoke his hine again. He
stepped out on the pavement in time to
grusp o pudgy hand as the camera man set
his black case down and shrugged the strap
from his shoulder. The other case and the
camera stayed firmly grasped as he talked,
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“You're the boss of the Clarion-Call, The
bus was late. I'm sorry to keep vou wailting.
Where can I—how about me sitting in the
back sear? | don't like car trunks for my
equipmer He picked uvp his case and
acted on his own impulse. The two cases in
first. Then Hanaran was solidly seated with
the camera on his lap.

Prosser leaned in the car window and
pointed o Ben. “Mr. Hanaran this ic Hen-
jamin Bowes, the Justice of Peaee of Haines
County.” The agar smoke through which
he spoke made his frown seemn very un-
friendly.

Hanaran responded, “Where's the sheriff
—Mr. Bowes, I'm glad w meer you” He
made an cffort to shake hands, bur the
camera blocked 1t Ben dropped his hand.
“On jobs hke this we should
shenff.”

“We'll do all nghr, Mr. Hanaran_ | repre.
sent the people of Haines County, and no
crime hacs been commined thar calls for a
highes peace officer than | Howes

seetned to reserve his smile as he spoke. “Be

have the

am.”

sides, we have a deputy with us”

But the Syndicate photographer had shife-
ed his attention. He leaned forward, very
gently, over the camera, and spoke to the
Clarion-Call editor who was intent on get-
ting his arthritis comfortably into the fron
seat.

“How far is this placc?™ he asked. His
head tipped sideways to allow the cigar
smoke a path past his car and over his
thick black hair.

“Go ahead, Jack.” The editor labored to

turn so that he faced the inquiring photo-
grapher. The deputy had already started to
shift pgears. As the car turned, a cloud of

cgar smoke folded around his face. He
coughed a grlll.

*The pictures probably do," he said. The
car whirled in 2 U turn, straining second
gear. Hanaran shifted atention again,

He leaned forward. “What'd you say.” he
asked the driver. Jack laughed low to him.
self,

“The rolling hills of Ohio. Lots of beaus-
ful Ohio air,” shifting into high.

“How far is this place?” Hanaran insist
ed.

Prosser looked pained. He wrned 1o the
windshicld and the road winding ahead.

“Relax, Hanaran,” the |.P. sounded firm.

The Nation's Syndicate photographer
reached up and wok his cigar out of his
mouth for the first ime. He sat back sullen-
lv. His voice was low at frst, and then
louder.

“Is just that | haven't got all the time
you guys might have. | like to get going.”

The low roar of the car with the air
rushing in through lowered windows an-
swered him. He looked down ar his pre
tected camera and brushed a fleck of ash
off the box.

The sun seemed to sparkle the roadside
greenery. A creck flashed brilliant light for
a moment when they erossed a short bridge
The sky began folding the clouds into greal
muasses on the horizon, Overhead it was clear

blue.
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The concrete steps of Mr. Wayer’'s Drug
Store in Hainesville, spread themselves gen-
erously in a half crcle from the wide screen
doors, and made an accommodating place
for people to sit down. They were painted
a brick red 1o mawch the old front of the
store, but wind and rain and sun had low-
ered the color quite a lot

Un this Sundsy morming the faded old
color just pleasantdy contrasted with the
paste]l blue dress of a limle girl who sat on
the far cnd of the lower step. She held a
full Sunday paper on her lap— quite a bal-
anang trick for 2 small girl—and she quiet-
ly licked a bright yellow frozen sucker while
her eyes wandered slowly around for any-
thing worth looking at. There waen't much.

The car that stopped across the wide side-
walk at the high curb, scemed about the only
thing her wandering harel eyes
could be attracted to, unless she looked at
the slowly shuffling hgure of old "Hay-
face”, the watchman from the feed store.
But he was around all the tme, and no
body ever noticed him.

The thing that really caught her eye was
the round shiny thing the pudgy litdle man
had. He stepped backwards out of the park-
ed car and pulled out two black cases, then
his box with bright things on it, and this
shiny round thing. He put the box down on
the cases very carefully.

The sidewalk then became very busy right
ncar the car. A man got out the front, and
two more came around from the street.
She knew the man with the pipe. She wav.
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ed her hand a hittle, away from the Sunday
paper, “Hello, Margaret!”
Then her tongue went back to work on the
sucker again. That box was a piciure taker,
and it seemed to her that short man muost
be a picture-taker man. She looked uwp at
him.

The men were talking. Loud words came
from the pudgy man, he waved his hands
when he talked. The words meant nothing
to Margaret. She watched cleely when be
picked up the camera and the black cases
He suddenly walked across the sidewalk
and up the steps to Mr. Wayer's store. The
other three men followed him, slower. The
screen doors waved back and forth past each
other, then slowly colsed exactly together.

Suddenly the screens sprang apart. The
little girl Tet her tongue hang in mid-air near
the sucker, in surprise, when the picture-
taker man scemed to burst out of the doors,
hurrying down the steps as if in anger. He
carried nothing but a wildly burning agar
in his set lips. He looked like a train puff
ing smoke as he hurried off down the street.
Then she took another lick.

Inside Wayer's place, at the soda foun-
tmin, the deputy idly draped himself half on
a stool and half on the counter. A smile
scemed about to break out on his face as
he looked at the others. The editor’s sour
expression amused him. Most of life amus-
cd him,

"Mu}'ibt we should hold a gun over that
there camera, |.P.," he said. Ben almost grin.
ned around his pipe. He sat down., Mr.
Wayer waited patiently behind the counter.
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“Sandwiches and coffee;, Phil," the J.P.
said o Wayer. “If that's okay, Ralph?"
Prosser nodded. He wok a siol next to
Bowes,

“l guess it was a mistake, reminding him
that beer isn’t considered 2 Sunday drink
around here” The editor lcaned his clbows
on the marble top. “And why did | mention
that nudists don't carry beer into camp at
anytime, cven inside themselves? He was
right at thar™

“Sore,” the deputy szid “"He zin't no
nudise.™

“Ralph, I think you're on the side of the
nodists™ Ben mimed his head o the editor.
“It looks like we have the wrong attitude
toward people—Hanaran thinks they have
to be wrong, because there’s no story other-
wise.” He dragged on his pipe.

“All T know, Ben, is what you told me,
and what [ read in a couple of their maga-
zines. And I'm sorry | mentioned this o the
Nation's Syndicate editor on the phone. We
would have done better without this wild
cameraman,” he sighed.

“Chins vp, gents,” said the deputy. “Here
comes the gravy.” He sat around almast
suddenly as Mr. Wayer began putting food
on the counter,

The [.P. put his pipe down.

“After we eat we have to pick up Jasson
at his farm—and wlk to his wile, [ suppose.
Then 1 puess we go in and look over the
fence where the complaint says that her two
boys are being wrongly influenced by nak-
ed people running around without decent
shame—you know, I've heard this so often

I have the words down by heart.”

They began eanng, clicking spoons, stir-
ring coffee. They failed 10 notice the swing-
ing screen doors moving in slowly, steadily,
until between them a head, a working pink
tongue and, hnally, a complete litde girl
in a blue dress appeared. Secretly she ad.
vanced into the store—minus her Sunday
paper, lying unguarded on the steps—and
stood looking at the bright and wonderful
device placed carcfully on top of the black
cascs, just under the perfume, talcom pow-
der, and hair net counter behind the three
men.

The ice cream sucker was all gone al-
though her tongue didnt seem to realize
it. She moved up almost to the bright re.
flector, holding the sucker stick upright in
her hand, her tongue just sbout deciding
to have a dry tste.

Then her left arm moved and a criminal
finger began to raisc slowly toward the
fascination. Like a bee to the flower, she”
streiched out her arm and placed a sticky
hnger on the polished chrome. Like all sticky
fingers on little girls, it made a lovely mark
as she tried to shde over the gloss,

The deputy turned on his stool. He hesic
tated only a second because he was an un-
usual deputy, well trained in obscrvanon.
He went forward and stooped down next to
Margaret just as a storm cloud began to
come through the screen doors. A black
frown formed on Hanaran's face above the
cigar. He ground his cigar to the left as
he saw the deputy lift the criminal finger

{Continued to page 22)
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reading or limited persomal expenience,
| much the same,

that all nudist resorts aire

yving aire due for o surprise, for this story s
ibout the one Californim camip that 15 set apart

from all others, People namurally i1r-_:'r'r {3

wtend the resort that offers the nmust in per-
onal appenl, and if you prefer active desert
whventure, rather than the ‘social’ aspects of

nudism, Sunset Runcho iy the place for you.

by Martin Collier
Illustrations by the Author

Bl aeres of wild rock and sage and cactus
country arc cncompassed within the borders
uf the r.trnlfl,
area (2
iween the towns of Perris and Hemer, Calif.

located in the Jumiper Flats

ue misnomer) abour half way

OF course, the usual facilities you would
CXpoct at any l'ILllIi:.l.‘. resort are I‘Iu;ni\]wa!--
‘\-'-lili'lllllﬂg._ vislle E,.'|.|Ei1 LArDecues, .|::|_| ;|!| ".E||.'
].I'.'.Ili}' convention or :-l,u";t,l| LCCASTOTY .|I-|,|:|r‘|_
and ineidentally, on a grand scale. But tha
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: story of Sonsct.

15 qust the begnming of ¢

The very basis on which the camp 15 op
erated lends itself to being a ‘different’ type
of resort, Your yearly membership of 65
enaliles you to lease a plot of desert land,
about 50 feet square, upon which to erect
a cabin or park your trailer. This means that
shortly after joaining Sunset, you will have
home ‘away  from
viou can live the nudist life ainid desert beauty

crealed o ne’, where



that = ever changing. There s no club
howse, as such, and therefore few all-mem-
ber getaogethers or socials; rather the mem-
bers entertain in  thar own comfortable
homes. So you see it is much like aty life,
in one respect, except thar of course you live
in the nude, with the open desert and rocky
hills beckoning just outside your window.
Like to hunt? Jack rabbits and quail are
casy to find. Are you a ‘rock hound'? You'll
find formations and samples of more dif
ferent rock types and strata in the arca than
you dreamed cxisted. Like to hike? BO acres
takes a long time to cover! Are wou the
swim ‘n’ sit ‘n’ sun type? That pool mea-
sures 25x5() feet, and it's deep enough for

8

Bob and Tyne Telfer and Diablo.

fancy diving.

Next to the pool is a metal roofed shelter
—ihat desert sun forees the summer mercury
over 100 degrees without half trving. You
can swim, just sit, play volleyball, or pause
by the snack shop, all within an area of 3200
sqquare feet. So you can readily see that Sun-
set Rancho offers something of interest no
matter what your inclination.

To receive a folder containing detailed
information about the ranch, and {if your
letter proves you to be the type who would
fit into the active membership) a map direct.
ing vou to the resort, write to Bob and Tyne
lelfer, at Box 2753, Terminal Annex, Los
Angeles 54, California. Among the

facts

stated in the folder, you will find a pleasant
surprise in the matter of socalled rules and

regulations. This subject has long been a
pet peve of Bob Tefler, and after sudying
the rules of most of the western camps be.
fore staring Sunser, Bob determined that
his place would be run with a minimum of
red tape. The tole rule governing “behavior®
of camp members is this—"Don’t do anything
for which you would be asked to apologize.”

If you have read this far and have not
decided to visit Sunset Rancho, then you
had might as well stay pale and lmpid with.
in your patio. But if you are typically Amer-
ican, and nudist munded, then Sunser is
waiting!
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ALL THIS | AND OIL TOO

Photos by Eddie Goodmen




At left. portable drilling rig is set up for geclogy tests. Herb, Evelyn, Aline
and Domna. with true nudist hospitality, carry a lunch to the drillers.

Qﬂ? the nme that the Sanantans elub
was organized, director Herb pro-
mised the members that all income of the
club would be used for the development and
improvement of the park’s faclitics near
5an Antonio. In the beginning it was
thought that Sanantans could only be just
another struggling nudist dub entirely de
pendent upon the membership fees, and do-
nations for any improvements that were
made.

Now we are hoping that all this will be
changed. Onl has been discovered in the area
and Sanantans nudist park is surrounded by
six producing oil wells. We are under con
trzct, along with our neighbors with an in-
dependent oil driller for a well o be drilled
starting no later than December 15, right on
Sanantans property. We are keeping our
fingers crossed, but there is a possibility that
we may have more income to put in to the
development of our park than any club has
ever had. At least the geologists believe
that we arc sitting right on top of the il
poal.

The day the geology test was made was

a red-letter day in our history. Evelyn West
flew in from New Orleans to take part in
the dniling ceremonics.  Aline ok a day
off from work and her daughwer Donna 2
day off from school. With Eddie Goodman
3 local United Press photographer, was a
Movietone News cameraman and both ook
prcrores of the cvent

Along with the oilmen there was a locl
Justice of the Peace, the Chief Constable and
2 Deputy Sheriff at the park w assist us in
keeping out the oil scous who seemed de.
termined to crash the party. Only one proved
to be real persistent, and had w be Jed away
by the police officer.

We, of the Sanantans, know thar oil, like
gold, is where you find it, and the geology
tests look mighty good. However, there will
hzve to be 2 year or so of development be
fore we can be certain of the results. At any
rate, any and all revenues realized from the
oil lease will be considered as club income
and will be used to develop the park. A
check of the map of the present six producing
wells in the vicinity all located within three
miles of the park places us right in the mid-

Official Journal of the American Sunbathing Association

dle of the pool.

Regardless of whether we strike oil or not,
the members of Sanantans are not going to
sit around and wait for the oil, we have gone
right ahead readying the park for a grand
reopening this spring.  Perhaps reopening is
rof cxactly the correct term because the
amp will not be closed, but we do plan a
spring party at which we will dedicate the
improved swimming pool. This dedication
will be open to the public and we will wear
clothes, of course, for the onc day. Our
photographer, movietone news and plenty of
reporters will be invited.

Our publicity man, Eddie Goodman, photo-
grapher for United Press, is not a nudist him-
self, however, he is doing more to make the
city of San Antonio nudist minded than any-
one we know. To have a non-nudist who is
anxious to campaign the nudist cause, is
often a great advantage.

Along with the oil project and the swim-
nung pool there are other important improve-
mients being made by the Sanantans.

Lovely rock wall terraces are under con-
struction. Our hillside is rapidly becoming
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Croodman

Sanontans make a ceremony of the lease signing.

4 very picturcsque spot with the continued
cliert of our many fme members who just
won't stand sull. A new $0x60 foor club
house has been planned for 1957, and @l or
no oil, with the cooperation of our members
the dream will come true, and by that tme
we expeet our park to be rated second 1w
none:  There arc no obstacles that have
proved insurmountable 1n the development of
Sanantans park.  Improvements are often
planned for as long as three years in advance,
and just as often are completed abead of
schedule.

Our house commuittee 15 headed by Aline,
who greets all newcomers with that “down

12

east smile” that is so heart-warming to the
newecomer. Aline and her husband are from
the Mew England states, and Bud 15 a
brother to the director of Cedar Waters club,
in New Hampshire. Bud drives a bus all
day so its just like him to wke 4 postman's
holiday by running the tractor at camp on
Sunday, and that meets with the approval of
everyone, because there are sull tons and
tons of dirt to be moved.

Carl is the chairman of the Park Improve-
ment Comminee and his skill with the trowel
bas almeost reached professional staras. Many
of our rock walls arc o result of his cfforts
Carl is now building a very nice home on

the grounds and looks forward to the tme
when he will be able to live at the park per-
manenty.

Gf'm‘g'r is another house builder. His home
is bang construcied with concrere blocks,
and from the blue prinis we are sure that it
will be a eredit to the landscape at the park.
George & retired and the park has become
hiz permanent home.

Director Herb 15 well known and  weell
liked throughout the nudist world. He re-
tired from his job as an army cook in 1916,
bur waitching him cook Sunday dinner at
camp one wouldn't believe it Tt is expected
that the club’ will be tumed over to a man-
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Other oil scouts wanted to “crash the parly”.

aper about May lst, when Herh will retire
.l]:illlrl I a W :"'I-G'.l.‘th! rest _Hhi |-1,r:";l .-:Ii\. own
house at camp.

Samantans park i3 locatcd on the San An-

14 acres. It

temio river and covers roughly

sits in a vale completely secluded from the
ostside world, and gives the feeling thar
cvilization isx far, far away. Terraced walks
and flower beds are being worked on con
stantly so that each visit brings o new threill
of accomplishment. From the high poins
in the camp grounds one can look out over
miles of woodland which has never been
tauched by saw or an ax

When cach nudist weekend comes to a

of the American Slmbafhfng Association

cloge and it is tme to go back o the world
af honking horns and necon lights, we re
Iectantly leave this paradise world, our hearts
flled with thoughts of wonderful friends
and with plans for the next weeckend ar
camp. This is nudismi under the Texas sun
at its very best.

Ever Read SUNTAN?
Neatest little nudist
magatine you ever saw,
Each issue complete in itsell.
Four difierant dopies
(back issues) 51.00
SUNTAN
Box 5803, Philadelphia 19, Pa.

Good mian

nedisl comps, B nwedisd corteoms, ond samples of
nudisd prodect, senl by first clom meil, vnder plsin
sealed cover. Bush moms, cddres B §1 tedar b, ..

Send 25c fo Box 5003, Spokane,
Wash, lor a sample copy of North-
west Sunbathing News, a mimeo
publication which gives the wery
latesl inlormation. Ollicial Journal
of the Northwest ASA district.
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. do in winter?”
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y other pursuitls
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