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Hospitality can be so easy




The reversible robe is snowy white terry today,
crinkly seersucker tomorrow—in striped red, blue or green.
For girls —short-sleeved, high-necked and
pearl-buttoned. Sizes 8 to 14, 8.95

For boys—shawl collar, self belt.

Sizes 4 to 12, 7.95 or 14 to 20, 10.95

Seventh Floor, lord & Taylor. Also at Manhasset, Westchester, Millburn
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE THEATRE

(E. and W. mean East and West of Broadway.)
PLAYS

Caesar aAND Creopatrae and Awntony anp CLEo-

paTRa—Final performances of Laurence Oliv-
ier’s and Vivien Leigh’s engagement in the
Shaw play and the Shakespeare tragedy.
“Caesar and Cleopatra’”: Friday evening,
April 11, “Antony and Cleopatra’: Thursday
evening, April 10, and Saturday matinée and
evening. April 12, (Ziegfeld, Sixth Ave. at
s54th St, CI 5-5z00. Evenings at #:30. Mat-
inée at z:30.)

Don Juan in HEtL—Shaw's interlude from “Man

and Superman' is as witty as anything he
ever wrote. The members of the cast, who
just sit around and read their parts, are
Charles Boyer, Agnes Moorehead, Cedric
Hardwicke, and Charles Laughton, They are
all superb. (Plymouth, asth St., W. CI 6-
g156. Nightly, except Mondays, at 2:50. Mat-
inées Saturdays and Sundays at 2:40.
Through Saturday, May 24.)

FueHt Into Eever—This play about a family
trying to get to the United States deals rather
superficially with an important theme, but
Paul Lukas and Gusti Huber help to redeem
it with cogent performances. The cast also
includes Zero Mostel, Joseph Anthony, and
Paul Mann. Elia Kazan is responsible for the
direction. (Music Box, 45th St., W. CI 6-
4636. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Mati-
nées Wednesdays and Saturdays at z:40.)

Tue Fourroster—Jessica Tandy and Hume

Cronyn acting out, with a great deal of skill,
the high spots of a fairly placid marriage. The
play, which involves only two characters, was
directed by José Ferrer. (Ethel Barrymore,
47th St., W. CI 6-0300. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Sat-
urdays at 2:40.)

Gicl—Audrey Hepburn is very fetching as a

voung Parisienne whose female relatives are
grooming her for a career as a grande cocotlie,
Anita Loos has done a workmanlike job of
adapting Colette’s novel, and Gilbert Miller
has assembled a superior cast of playvers,
among whom are Cathleen Neshitt, Michael
Evans, and Josephine Brown. (Fulton, 46th
St., W. CI 6-6380. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 2:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

Bor—The fifteen-year-old Clifford
Odets play about a violinist who is seduced
from his music by an urge to make money in
the ring. A sincere, if uneven, work, to which
John Garfield and Lee J. Cobb bring some
lively talent. The third of the ANTA produc-
tions of this season. (ANTA Playhouse, 52nd
St., W. JU z-z2660. Nightly, except Mondays,
at 8:30. Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at
2:30.)

THe Grass Harr—The meek of the earth are

driven up a tree in Truman Capote’s moral
play but they manage to hold out against the
forces of evil and to sound reasonable a good
part of the time. Cecil Beaton designed the
costumes and the sets and Virgil Thomson
wrote the score. The cast includes Mildred
Natwick, Russell Collins, Georgia Burke,
Sterling Holloway, and Alice Pearce. (Martin
Beck, 45th 5t.,, W. Cl 6-6363. Nightly, except
Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at 2:40.)

I Aw a Camera—John van Druten'’s adaptation

of Christopher Isherwond’s “The Berlin
Stories” is uneven, but it is still one of the
better plays of the season. Julie Harris scores
a personal triumph as a girl who 1s no better
than she should be. and there is commendahle
supporting work by William Prince, Marian
Winters, and Edward Andrews. (Empire,
Broadway at 4qoth 5t. PE 6-g540. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at 2:40.)

Jane—Sophisticated dialogue, of mixed quality,

by S. N. Behrman. The play is based on a
Somerset Maugham story, and stars Edna
Best and Basil Rathbone. (Coronet, 4oth St.,
W. CI 6-8B870. Nightly, except Sundays, at
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2:30. Special performance for the Equity
Welfare Fund Sunday evening, April 13.)

Mrs. MeTHine—If you're at all pragmatic, you

may find this fantasy—complete with a witch
and several hexed characters—a bit hard to
take. On the other hand, even the most vigor-
ously non-whimsical should enjoy the per-
formances of Helen Hayes and Jules Mun-
shin, and a pair of talented children, Brandon
de Wilde and Lydia Reed. The play was
written by Mary Chase and directed by Joseph
Buloff. The second in a series of subscription
productions offered this season by ANTA.
{ Morosco, 45th St., W. C] 6-6230. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at z:40; special matinée
Thursday, April 17.)

OnE Brigut Day—Something about a drug manu-

facturer who comes up with an adulterated
product. A play that hardly deserves the
presence of Howard Lindsay in the leading
role. (Royale, 45th 5t., W, CI 5-5760. Night-
ly at 8:40. Matinée Saturday at 2:40. Closes
Saturday, April 12.)

Paris '90—Cornelia Otis Skinner portrays four-

teen women who might have been contempo-
raries of Toulouse-Lautrec with a verve that
is sure to delight her admirers, though there
mayv be those who find this form of entertain-
ment a little special, Donald Oenslager and
Kay Swift contributed the sets and the in-
cidental musie, respectively, and they are
hoth to be complimented. (Booth, 4sth St.,
W. CI 6-5060. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30.}Matinée5 Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.

Point of No Rerurn—]. P. Marquand's novel

having to do with the irony of success has
been very intelligently adapted by Paul Os-
born, and Leland Hayward has arranged an
admirable production. Henry Fonda heads the
fine cast, which includes Leora Dana, John
Cromwell, Frank Conroy, Robert Ross, and
Colin Keith-Johnston, (Alvin, sznd S5t.,, W.
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CHANGE OF ADDRESS

It is essential that subscribers ordering a change of
address give four weeks' notice and provide their

CI 5-5226. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40.
Matir;ées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:40.

THE SHrRIKE—A tense description of a possessive

wife's efforts to hold on to her husband, even
if they drive him to barbiturates or lunacy
José Ferrer, who directed the plav, is the
unfortunate victim, and Judith Evelyn is the
unholy lady. Philip Huston, Will Kuluva,
Isabel Bonner, and Kendall Clark assist the
principals. (Cort, 48th St., E. CI 5-4280.
Nightly, except Tuesday, April 15, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.)

Venus Osserveb—An elderly duke and 2 young

woman of mysterious antecedents are the
major figures in Christopher Fry's latest
and perhaps most literary excursion into the
theatre. They are handsomelyv played by Rex
Harrison and Lilli Palmer, who have the
valuable support of John Williams, John
Merivale, Hurd Hatfield, and Claudia Mor-
gan Laurence Olivier handled the direction.
(Century, Seventh Ave. at soth St. CI #-
3121. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:35. Mat-
inées Thursdays and Saturdays at =2:35.
Through Saturday, May 31.)

Lone Runs—THE MooON Is BLUE: How a hoy gets a

girl in three acts. Donald Cook, Barhara Bel
Geddes, and Barry Nelson are still in it.
(Henry Miller, 43rd 5t., E. BR g-3970.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Thursdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) . .. sTALAG
17: Life in a German prison camp. With John
Ericson, Harold ]J. gtune, Laurence Hugo,
and Frank Maxwell. (48th Street Theatre,
g48th 5t., E. CI 5-4396. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at H:g0. Matinédes Wednesdays and
Saturdays at 2:40.)

MUSICALS

Paint Your Wason—Somnie jaunty songe and

dances help compensate for a rather di-
shevelled plot in this musical comedy about
the Gold Rush in Califernia. James Barton,
Tony Bavaar, Gemze De Lappe, and Mary
Burr keep things moving. Agnes de Mille is
responsible for the choreography, Frederick
Loewe for the music, and Alan Jay Lerner
for the book and lyrics, (Shubert, 54th 5t
W. CI 6-5990. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:30.)

PaL Joev—Vivienne Segal, appearing again in

her original role of a predatory Chicago ma-
tron, is largely responsible for the success of
the revival of this classic history of a gigolo,
which John O'Hara, Richard Rodgers, and
the late Lorenz Hart turned out in 1040.
Robert Alton's chorecgraphy is superlative,
and there are very helpful performances by
Harold ILang, Helen Gallagher, Elaine
Stritch, and Lionel Stander. (Broadhurst,
g4th St., W. CI 6-669g. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at z:30.)

Turee WIsHES FOr Jamie—A hatch of whimsey

that includes a mystical yvoung Irishman, a
fairy queen, and other such folk. Although
the music and lyrics by Ralph Blane have
their good points, and are given handsome
treatment by John Raitt and Anne Jeffreys,
the piece as a whole is too elfin for comfort.
{Mark Hellinger, Broadway at 5ist St. PL
7-7064. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdavs and Saturdays at
2:30.)

Tor Banana—Hy Kraft's book and Johnny Mer-

cer's music and lyrics belong to a different
and far more primitive schoo] than those of
such elegant works as “The King and 1" and
“Sputh Pacifie,” but this piece about an ex-
burlesque star now mixed up in television is
still awfully funny Phil Silvers is won-
derful as a man who might conceivably be
Milton Berle, and he gets much assistance
from Joey Fave, Jack Albertson, Rose Marie,
Walter Dare Wahl, and Johnny Trama.
(Winter Garden, Broadway at soth St. CI
5-4878. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.)

old as well as their new address. Please give postal

8:30. Matinées Thursdays and Saturdays at zone numbers for both addresses. Lone Runs—caLtL ME mapam: Ethel Merman, the
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exclusive glitter belts by
Ben King 24 to 30 sizes
reading top to bottom:
Gold braid, rhinestones,
crystal on rayon satin.
White, blue, black 15.00
Gold stars, metal discs
on fine gold kid 15.00
Topaz, gold beads, braid
on gold kid, gay 18.95

Sequins, Brigllt stones,

crystal on rayon satin.

White, pink, black 25.00
New York Chicago Cleveland Boston White Plains Palm Beach




GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

lady ambassador to Lichtenburg. [rving Ber-
lin wrote the songs, and Richard Eastham,
Alan Hewitt, Russell Nype, and Pat Harring-
ton help out in the cast. (Imperial, 45th 5t.,
W. CO 5-2412. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Matinees Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30. Closes Saturday, May 3.) ... GuYs AND
potts: A dash of Damon Runyon, with music
and lyrics by Frank Loesser and a cast that
includes Robert Alda, Sam Levene, [sabel
Bigley, and Vivian Blaine. (46th Street The-
atre, 46th St., W. CI 6-4277. Nightly, except
Sundays. at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at 2:30.) ...TdE KiNG aAnD 11 The
Rodgers and Hammerstein view of Siam.
Gertrude Lawrence and Yul Brynner head
the cast. (St. James, g4th St., W. LA 4-4664.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:25. Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdays at z2:25.) ...
soutH paciric: Anybody here doesn’t know
about “South Pacific”'? George Britton is
playing opposite Martha Wright these days.
( Majestic, 44th St.,, W. CI 6-0730. Mondays
at 7, and Tuesdays through Saturdays at
8:25. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at z:25.)

OPENINGS

(There are often last-minute changes in dates
and curtain times, so it is a good 1dea to verify
them before starting out.)

THe Brass Rine—A play by Irving Elman, with
Sidney Blackmer, Carcl Goodner, and Doug-
las Watson. Directed by Stanley Guulr_!. a_nd
produced by Donald Wolin in association
with Donald Flamm. Opens Thursday, April
10. (Lyceum, 45th St., E. LU 2-38¢97. Night-
ly, except Sundays. at 8:40; opening-night
curtain at 8 Matinées Wednesdays and Sat-
urdays at 2:40.)

THe Chase—John Hodiak and Kim Hunter in a
play by Horton Foote. Directed by José
Ferrer and produced by him in association
with Milton Baron. Opens Tuesday, April 15.
(Playhouse, 48th St., E. CI 5-6o6o. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40; ﬂpemng—n};ght cur-
tain at 8. Matinées Thursday and Saturday
the Arst week, and Wednesdays and Satur-
days thereafter, at 2:40.)

Four Saints 1N THree Acrs—An all-Negro cast,
inchuding Inez Matthews, Edward Matthews,
and Rawn Spearman, in a revival of the Ger-
trude Stein-Virgil Thomson opera, The
fourth in a series of productions offered this
season by ANTA. Opens Wednesday, April
16, and will run through Sunday, April 27.
(Broadway Theatre, Broadway at s3rd St
Cl 7-2887. Nightly, except Monday, at 8:40;
opening-night curtain at 8. Matinées Satur-
days and f:gunda}'s at 2:40.)

MISCELLANY

Tue Circus—The original version _uf a recent
DeMille cinema spectacle. ( Madison Square
Garden. CO 5-6811. Daily at 2:15 and 8:30;
through Sunday, May 11, The doors open at
1 and 7, for those who like to roam around
among the sideshows in the basement.)

BLue Hitt Troure— Presenting Gilbert and Sulli-
van's “The Sorcerer.” For the benefit of the
Goodwill Industries of New York, Inc.
(Hunter Playhouse, Park Ave at 68th 5t
Wednesday through Friday, April 16-18, at
8:45. Special performance for ch1]dren, Sat-
urday, April 19, at z:30. For tickets, call
RH 1-8563.)

Masoue AN Lyre Lignt Opera Company—""Prin-
cess Ida.” (Brooklyn Academy of Musie, 30
Lafayette Ave. ST 3-6700. Tuesday, April
15, at 8:15.) ... 9"Cox and Box” and “The
Pirates of Penzance.” (Jan Hus House, 351
E. 74th St. TR ¢-6453. Thursday through
Saturday, April 17-19, at 8:15. Matinée Sat-
urday, April 19, at z2:15.)

VavpeviLLe— Betty Hutton, Herh Shriner. and
others, starting Saturday, April 1z. (Palace,
Broadway at 47th St. PL 7-2626. Daily at
2:40 and 8:40.)

NIGHT LIFE

(Some places at which you will find music
or other enterfainment. They are open every
evening, except as indicated.)

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING

Awmeassapor, Park Ave, at sist 5t. (PL 3-
1ov0)—Cocktails, except Sundays, in the
Romanesque rotunda of the Trianod Room,
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on the wings of William Adler’s violin. Jules
Lande's and Nino de Moraes’ bands play for
the stately gyrations of the customers at din-
ner and supper in the arena just beyond.

BiLtmore, Madison Ave. at 43rd St. (MU 7-
so00)—Michael Kent's solemn guartet ap-
pears “under the clock” at cocktail time, and
at dinnertime in the Madison Room (which
is closed Sundays). No dancing anywhere,
and not a peep out of the gang on the Day
of Rest

CarLton House, Madison Ave. at 61st S5t. (TE
8-3000)—A certain amount of the spirit of
the beloved Ritz's Oval Room lives on in
Emery Deutsch’s orchestra, now billeted in
the restaurant here, where it makes nostalgic
dinner music every day but Sunday. No
dancing.

Goci's Larug, 45 E. 38th St. (EL 5-6374)—
Ted Straeter, the epitome of the well-dressed
musician, is master of the revels in this ele-
gant conservatory. His men open fire at nine,
and a rumba band comes on duty at eight-
thirty. In the pretty little Plush Room,
George Feyer's piano music starts at eight.
Closed Mondays.

E. Morocco, 154 E. 54th St. (EL 5-8760)—
Vanity Fair, enacted by an all-star cast, some
of which has been flown in from the Coast.
Chauncey Gray's orchestra and Chiquito's
rumba band for dancing.

MNew Yorker, Eighth Ave. at 34th St. (LO 3-
1000)—The Terrace Room, much less blowy
than the Rockefeller Center rink, offers an
exhibition of ice skating involving some very
pretty girls and absclutely no accidental
spills. The Adrian Rollini Trio plays from
nine to ten, and there's a dance band the rest
of the time. Closed Sundays.

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at 615t 5t. (TE 8-8cco)—
Yma Sumac, this time sticking close to her
weird and wonderful native Peruvian high-
land music, shows off a voice that's literally
out of this world. Mario and Floria, bal-
letomanes, provide some preliminary pranc-
ings. They're all in the Cotillion Room,
where Stanley Melba's orchestra and Chico-
Relli's rumba band do the dance music. On
Sundays, there's only a dinner show. Closed
Mondays. . . . 9 Every night, except Monday,
in the Café Pierre, dancing from cocktails
through supper to Stanley Worth's quartet.
Rino Senteri, a persuasive strolling minstrel,
sings every evening but Sunday.

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at 58th St (PL g-3000)—
Evelyn Knight looks and sounds so good that
it's a pity not all her lyrics are wholly worthy
of her. Hoctor and Byrd’'s dances are young
and violently energetic. The scene is the
Persian Room, where the bands of Dick La
Salle and Mark Monte also perform. On
Thursday, April 17, Mimi Benzell, who's
operatic, and Alan and Blanche Lund, who're
gymnastic, take over. Closed Sundays....
€ The Rendez-Vous Room, a reminder of the

days when life was more Old Worldly, is full
of Maximillian Bergere’s and Nicolas Mat-
they's dance music after eight-thirty....
g The Palm Court has Leo LeFleur's music
during the cocktail hour. No dancing.

Roosevett, Madison Ave. at 45th S5t (MU é6-
gzoo)—Freddy Martin's large orchestra
plays for dinner and supper dancing in the
Grill. Closed Sundays.

St. Reess, Fifth Ave. at 55th St. (PL 3-4500)—
The Maisonette, almost the last of the great
Fifth Avenue town houses, still carries on in
all its glory. The dance bands of Horace
Diaz and Milt Shaw tinkle away through the
evening, and Fernanda Montel, a dressy
Parisienne, sings at dinner and supper. Closed
Sundays. :

Savor-PLaza, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (EL s-
2600 )—Every afternoon and evening, lrving
Conn's orchestra supplies the clientele of the
Café Lounge with music to dance to.

SHerry-NetHertAnD, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (EL
5-28p0)—The small Carnaval Room, neat but
not gaudy, offers Emil Coleman’s band most
of the evening and (through Tuesday, April
15) hallads by James Symington, a healthy,
uncomplicated representative of the jeunesse
dorée. Closed Sundays.

StatLer, Seventh Ave. at 33rd 5t (PE &-
s000)—Woody Herman’s orchesrra, the pet
of innumerable small fry, plays in the Cafeé
Rouge during dinner and supper. Closcd
Sundays.

Stork Crus, 3 E. 53rd St. (PL 3-1940)—An
unofficial annex of the Junior League, with
a rather later curfew and a large visitors’
gallery. An orchestra and a rumba band play
for dancing in one of the alcoves.

VersaiLLes, 151 E. soth St. (PL 8-0310)—The
twice-a-night musical comedy that seems to
have settled down here for good is still heing
done with great enthusiasm and charm by a
happy little family of youngsters. among them
Bill Norvas, the Upstarts, Beverlee Dennis,
and two pleasing ballet dancers named Chuck
Brunner and Betty Lorraine. Carmen Torres
gets into the act with some very large Spanish
arias, and Emile Petti's and Panchito’s bands
play for dancing.

Watoore-Astoria, Park Ave. at 40th St. (EL 5-
jooo)—Kyle MacDonnell, one of the air
waves' favorite songhirds, provides a buoyant
sound track, and Peggy Ryan and Ray Mec-
Donald provide some frisky dance routines
in the Empire Room at dinner and supper.
On Wednesday, April 16, Dorothy Shay, who
takes a ladvhike interest in mountain music,
becomes the floor show. Nat Brandwynne's
orchestra and Mischa Borr's hand are in at-
tendance. Sundays, no show, but Mr. Borr's
band plavs until twelve....% The Peacock
Lounge has Michael Zarin's orchestra for
dancing from seven to one, and until ten-
thirty on Easter.

Note—The Rainbow Room, an outsize airport
and bar, affords cocktails to modest music
from four-thirty to nine every evening except
Sunday. The best seats are up near the win-
dows, The address is 30 Rockefeller Plaza,
the telephone CI 6-5800.

SMALL AND CHEERFUL
(No dancing, unless noted.)

Le cog rouee, 65 E. 56th St. (PL 3-8887):
Eddie Davis, whose band has launched a
thousand débutantes, holds forth here
after eight-thirty. Closed Sundays....tonm's
caprice, 112 E. 52nd St. (PL 3-6z55): A
handsome restaurant that serves as a music
box for Louis Hawkins, Alabama’s good-will
ambassador, who dishes up piano and small
talk from six to nine and again from
eleven until all hours. Around nine, Herman
Arminski, whose piano runs to Debussy and
Chopin, checks in, Jo Hurt shows up Thurs-
days, Fridays, and Saturdays after the thea-
tre to contribute her houseparty glamour and
lyrics to the fun. Closed Sundays. ... saR-
serry RooM, 10 E. sznd St. (PL 3-5800):
Ralph Strain’s pensive but modern piano
decorates this hall of mirrors from ten to
one, except Sundavs. ...umne clue, 70 E,
ssth St. (PL 3-0425): A determined throw-
back to the social habits and concepts of the
Noble Experiment. Except Sundayvs, at din-
ner and supper, Cy Walter plays piano elo-
quent enough for the laymen and tricky
enough for the technicians. . . . BEAU BRUMMEL,
65 E. 54th 5t. (PL s5-17¢02): A pleasant ex-
ample of the trend toward cocktails, dinner,
and supper to mood piano music. The tunes
are supplied by Lynn Mullinax. the viands hy
Daniel, the restaurateur and caterer. Closed
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l WANT A DRESS

AS PERSUASIVE
AS MY PERFUME"”

MRS. PHILIP POOL, distinguished in New York
society for her slim grace and superb clothes, considers
perfume almost as essential as the air she breathes. Her
favorite is DANGER by Ciro—a scent so beloved, she
asked a famous designer to interpret its delectably

daring mood in a momentous evening dress.

(DANGER does something almost
hypnotic to the woman who wears it.
She finds herself saying and doing
unexpected, delightful things. She

feels exciting. And sheis.)

DANGER (the perfume) imprisoned DANGER (the dress) gets design-
in its lovely Ciro bottle, a perma- er Ceil Chapman’s final inspec-
nent fixture on Mrs, Pool’s dress.- tion. She says: “One whifl of
ing table. She =ays : “Danger has Danger inspired me!” She

a fine, reckless quality. 1 espe- used dramatic horsehair
cially love wearing it at night.” lace forthe “Danger’ dress.

DANGER (dual role). Wearing both
the perfume and the dress, this is the way
Mrs. Pool will look on the night of
April 15th at society’s celebrated
Ciro Ball for the New York Infirmary.
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Sundays. ... ARMANDO'S, 54 E. s55th St (PL
3-0760): A table-hopping academy of long
standing in the cemmunity. Piano and violin
after nine-thirty, and conversation at all
hours. Closed Sundays. ... ceLeste, 28 W.
s6th 5t. (JU 6-go63): Jim Mahoney gets off
a choice selection of eating music at his piano
after nine. Closed Mondays....LA ZAMBRA,
127 W. 52nd 5t. (CI 7-0131): Vicente Gomez,
a prominent exponent of the Andalusian (or
non-electric) guitar, is the beguiling host
of this Spanish restaurant. Closed Mondays.
. .. DRAKE ROoOM, 71 E. 56th St. (PL 5-0600):
Addison Bailey is at the piano during dinner
and suppef, except Sundays, when Harold
Cooke 1s on deck. .. . L cHico, 80 Grove St
at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646): Latin-Ameri-
can jollity, accompanied by plenty of heel
kicking and clicking. Customers can dance,
too. Closed Mondays....Nmwo, 1o E, gz2nd
St. (PL 3-g9014): In the bar, Harry Meyer-
owitz provides cocktail piano and Rudy Tim-
field provides dinner and supper piano. Closed
Sundays. ... Hame, 227 W. 46th St. (JU
6-1978): Hillel and Aviva, doing a definitive
treatise on Israeli folk music. Dancing.
Closed Mondays,

BIG AND BRASSY
(Dancing, unless otherwise noted.)

coracaeaNa, 10 E, 6oth St. (PL 8-1060): John-
ny Ray, pulling out all the stops and most of
his hair as he sings a set of lyrics that must
have been found in one of Eddie Guest's
trunks. There’s also Betty and Jane Kean,
two rough-and-ready but very pretty co-
mediennes. ... LA VIE EN rosE, 123 E. 5ath St,
(MU 8-8B420): As boisterous as Madizon
Square Garden on hockey nights, but still
there’s Dorothy Dandridge, a willowy vet
bouncy twype, who chants her come-hither
chansons as if she meant them, and Robert
<lary, a pint-size Parisian who gives a brand-
new and hilarious twist to some Gallic ballads
by singing them in his own version of frac-
tured French, A new show arrives Monday,
April 14.

SUPPER CLUBS
(No dancing, unless noted.)

BLUE ANGEL, 152 E. 55th St (PL 3-5008): In the
back room, two imports quite new to this part
of the world—Les Freéres Jacques, four
Frenchmen in odd costumes, who sing even
odder Parisian waits; and Queenie Leonard,
a London lady not all of whose numor has
withstood the perils of a transatlantic voy-
age. Anita Ellis, the incumbent nightingale,
1s merely from nearby Hollywood, In
between, the subtle Ellis Larkin Tric and
Stuart Ross’s piano. .. .9 In the lounge, Bart
Howard plays romantic piano at dinner, ex-
cept Tuesdays, After two every night but
Saturday, Portia Nelson sings with stars in
her eves, and Billy Roy does joyful tricks
with his piano. .. . LE RusaN sLEu, 4 E. s6th St,
(PL 3-6426): The Three Riffs have turned
Bab balladry into a minor art. Patricia
Bright, a rather rampant humorist, speaks in
a high, clear voice, and Ellen Hanley sings
in a beautiful one. Julius Monk is, of course,
the ringmaster. Finally, the modern chamber
music of the Norman Paris Trio. Closed Sun-
days. . .. VILLAGE YANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave.
S.; at 1rth St. (CH 2-0355): Oscar Brand
and Phil Raiguel dish up some roguish folk
songs; Gloria Warner is a run-of-the-mine
sopranc. On Friday, April 11, Canada Lee
will start doing dramatic readings and
scenes from plays he's appeared in.
Clarence Williams® trio, which has Karl
Lynch on guitar, plays cool, cool dance
music. Closed Mondays. . . . ONE FIFTH AVENUE,
Fifth Ave. at 8th St. (SP 7-7000): Except
Sundays, Louise Howard, a merry minx, is at
large on her old stamping ground. Except
Mondays, Mitchell Gregg chucks in some bal-
lads. Double piano by Bob Downey and Harold
Fonville, and solo piano by Hazel Webster.
Ancient movies Sunday nights; amateur
nights Mondays. . .. BYLINE rRooM, 137 E. 52nd
St. (PL 3-2759): Except Sundays, Mahel
Mercer outlines, in a number of well-chosen
words, the intricacies of the world’s oldest
emotion. Sam Hamilton is at the piano. This
takes place upstairs above the Show Spot, a
Mermaid Tavern where (except Mondays)
Sylvia Syms sings an ingenious parody of a
tenor-saxophone obbligato to the music of
Ronnie Selby’s group. . . . BON so1r, 40 W. 8th
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St. (OR 4-0531): A monster benefit that goes
on every ﬂig?lt but Monday. Left to right, the
players are Mae Barnes and her bull-in-a-
china-shop way with a song; the comic Kirk-
wood and Goodman, two fine, upstanding imps
of Satan; Jimmie Daniels and Norene Tate,
whose ballads are more romantic; the Three
Flames, whose music, especially when Tiger
Haines sings it, is unmitigated nonsense, and
Garland Wilson and his Left Bank piano.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC
(No dancing, unless noted.)

EDDIE coNpoN's, 47 W. zrd St. (GR 5-8630):
The anvil chorus here 1s made up of Wild Bill
Davison (who will be replaced on Monday,
April 14, by Johnny Windhurst), Cutty Cut-
snall, Edmond Hall, Bob Casey, Gene Schroe-
der, and even Mr. Condon. Ralph Sutton plays
hurry-up piano while they're outside cooling
off. Tuesday nights, when other sharpshooters
drop in, are often complete bedlam. Closed
Sundays. ... THE emeers, 161 E. s4th St (PL
g-3228): A well-appointed temple of the
muses, wherein Joe Bushkin's quartet and
Eddie Heywood's trio should again be chort-
ling away after nine, except Sundays, which
are devoted to Jimmy McPartland and his
Dixieland group of volunteer firemen....
Nick's, Seventh Ave. 5. at roth 5t. (CH =2-
6683): Phil Napoleon’s band is in possession
of these premises. Sunday afternoon is jam-
session time, Closed Mondays. ... JiMMmy
rRYAN'S, 53 W. s2nd St. (EL 5-g600): Jimmy
Archey's band, which has Henry Goodwin,
Pops Foster, Dick Wellstood, and Tommy
Benford in it, caroms noise off these old
walls with the greatest of ease. Don Fryve is
at the piano between sets. On Monday, April
14, Wilbur de Paris, accompanied by Sidney
de Paris, Omer Simeon, and Freddy Moore,
will displace the Archey band. Jam sessions
Monday nights; closed Sundays. ... MERMAID
rooM, Park Sheraton, Seventh Ave. at ssth
St. (CI 7-8000): Starting Monday, April 14,
the revolving centerpiece of the bar will be
occupled from eight-thirty until two (except
Sundays) by the trio of Barbara Carroll,
easily the most decorative member of the
progressivespiano set. ... LE DOWNEEAT, 263 W,
s4th St. (CI 5-9265): You wouldn’t live here
if they gave you the place, but it's fun to visit
this bop foundry, where Billy Taylor, Jo
Jones, Terry Gibbs, Buck Clayton, Oscar
Pettiford, and Zoot Sims conduct some in-
teresting experiments in cacophony. Jam ses-
sions Mondays, when this gang is off....
CHILDS ParRaAMOUNT, Broadway at 44th St. (CH
4-0440): Jazz has come home to roost again
here. Max Kaminsky is the ringleader of a
small group (including Charlie Queener
on piano and Ray Diehl on trombone) that
operates Tuesdays through Thursdays until
twelve-thirty, “ridays until one-thirty, and
Saturdays until two-thirty. Sundays, from
3 to 6 P.ot., Mr, K. conducts a Dixieland ses-
sion. Dancing. ... THe aeert, 130 E. 56th St.
(EL 5-1931): After nine-thirty, except Mon-
days, Hamish Menzies sings, to his own
piano, some Scotch songs considerably more
worldly than Bobby Burns'....sTurvesant

casINO, 140 Second Ave., at gth St. (GR 3-
5280): Those weekend barrelhouse festivals
are still on. Friday and Saturday, April
11-12, the tumult will be provided by some
All-America jazzmen; to wit (if they all show
up), Wild Bill Davison, Jimmy McPartland,

Oran Page, Lou McGarity, Bud Freeman,
Bob Wilber, George Wettling, and Ray Mec-
Kinley. ... centraL pLAZA, 111 Second Ave.,
at 6th St. (AL 4-0800): Friday and Saturday
evenings, April 11-12, and Sunday, April 13,
at 3, there should be whoop-de-do by Conrad
Janis's band, Big Chief Russell Moore, Red
Allen, Buster Bailey, Willie the Lion Smith,
Sol Yaged, and (on Saturday) Billy Butter-
field, Dancing.

ART

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
weekdays from around 1o to between 5 and 6.)

GALLERIES

Arro—Abstractions, sombre in color and euri-
ously Gothic in their suggestion; through
April 12. (Viviano, 42 E. 57th St.)

ALexanper ALrerr—First one-man showing by an
artist with a feeling for landscape painting
that is occasionally obscured by uncertainties
of style; through April 1z. (Argent, 42 W.
s7th 5t. Weekdays, 11 to 6.)

JoHN TavLor Arms—DMore than a hundred etch-
ings, principally on architectural subjects:
through June 14. (New York Public Library,
Fifth Ave. at 42nd St. Weekdays, ¢ to 10;
Sundays, 1 to 10.)

Harowp BaumeacH—Sunny, more or less Expres-
sionist small landscapes and other subjects:
through April z3. (Contemporary Arts, 106
E. 57th St. Weekdays, 10 to 6; Sundays, 2:30
to 5:30; Monday evenings, 8:30 to 11.)

CHessmMen—A large, varied, and highly interest-
ing collection, ranging from around zoco
B.C. to the present, and containing some ex-
quisitely handsome examples; through May
15. (Carlebach, 937 Third Ave., at 56th St.)

CHinese Arr—Ceremonial vessels, fipurines, and
other objects of art, from the Late Eastern
Chou period (650-220 B.C.); through May 7.
(China House, 125 E. 65th St.)

Wittiam Conepon—Large and attractive ah-
stract pamntings of Italy, somewhat over-
loaded with atmosphere; through April 1g.
(Parsons, 15 E. 57th St.)

Marina Nufiez peL Prapo—Sculptures, perhaps a
trifle too swirlingly patterned, but quite be-
guiling, Most of the subjects are Bolivian
Indian types. Through April 12. ( Associated
American Artists, 711 Fifth Ave. at szth
5t.)

DevELOPMENT OF A Painting—An instructive little
show, featuring a painting apiece by Em-
len Etting, Doris Rosenthal, Henry Koerner,
and others, together with their preliminary
sketches; through April 26. (Midtown, 17
E. s557th St.)

Fantasy, Reaumy, Imeressionism—An agreeable
group of paintings, from the fifteenth-cen-
tury Flemish to the nineteenth-century
French, mainly stressing the changes in ap-
proach through the centuries; through May
31. (Nicholson, 6¢ E. 57th 5t.)

LvoneL FeiniNngER—A small but very thorough-
going retrospective, tracing his development
from 1009 to the present: through April 1z,
(Curt Valentin, 32 E. 57th St.)

James Foseuren—Paintings, including some por-
traits, by a newcomer of considerable ability
and rather Murilloesque in style; through
April 19. (Durlacher, 11 E. g57th St.)

AnTonio FrascoMi—A new set of handsome
large woodcuts and drawings, many of them
delicately Japanese in influence; through
April zo. (Weyhe, 704 Lexington Ave., at
6ist St.)

Grour SHows—At the powntowwn, 32 E. gist
St.: Paintings and other works by Julian
Levi, John Marin, William Zorach, and oth-
ers, in this gallery’s annual spring showing:
through April 19....cRrRAND CENTRAL, 15 Van-
derbilt Ave., at 43rd St.: A loan exhibition
of seventeen portraits, the work of Robert
Brackman, John Koch, and Eugene Speicher,
among others, for the benefit of the New
York Heart Association; through April 22,

Avcust Macke—First exhibition of anv size in
this country of paintings by a contemporary
of Klee, Kandinsky, and the early German
modernists; through April 17. (Fine Arts
Associates, 51 E. 57th St.)

FLercHEr MaRTIN—New paintings, in which the
subject is subordinated to a kind of semi-
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abstract, kaleidoscopic pattern in a frequently
highly effective fashion; through April 10,
( Associated American Artists, 711 Fifth
Ave,, at scth St.)

Roeerr MortHerRweLL—Paintings, drawings, and
collages, done with this artist’s gift for con-
veying a sensze of the monumental; through
gpril 109. (Kootz, 600 Madison Ave., at syth

t.)

MNamionaL Acapemy of Desien, Fifth Ave. at &oth
St.—The hundred-and-twenty-seventh annual
of oils, sculpture, and black-and-whites, rath-
er stodgily conservative, as usual, but with—
also as usual—a fair scattering of lively

things in it; through April 13. (Daily, 1 to
5.)

MaturaL Painters—Works by Grandma Moses,
Abraham Levin, Streeter Blair, and other
modern primitives; through April zo. (5t
Etienne, 46 W. s7th 5t.)

ELizaBeTH Otps—Paintings of life in the Indian
hill villages of Mexico, done with great sen-
sitivity and charm; through April 12.
(A.C.A., 63 E. s7th 5t.)

Rovauvtt—>Sixty-three original gonaches, painted
some twenty yvears ago for a book, “Le Cirque
de I'Etoile Filante,” and now exhibited for
the first time; through May 3. (Wildenstein,
10 E. 64th 5t.)

Hersert Ryman—Clowns and other phenomena
of the circus, achieved with great spirit and
spontaneity; through April 12, (Ferargil, 63
E. 57th 5t.)

Davip SMith—A double showing of new abstract
sculptures, about evenly divided between the
Willard and Kleemann Galleries and con-
taining some really impressive pieces; through
April 26. (Willard, 32 E. s7th St.; and Klee-
mann, 65 E. s7th 5t.)

ELizaseTH SparHawk-JoNes—(Curiously tense, epi-
sodic paintings, managing to mingle fantasy
with a kind of eerie, menacing gquality;
through April 19. (Rehn, 683 Fifth Ave., at
s4th St.)

Tarascan Scurprures—A well-rounded showing
of primitive sculptures, mainly in baked clay,
from this little-known, pre-Columbian era;
through April 26. (Janis, 15 E. 57th St.)

TwenTietH-Century Brimish—Oils and water col-
ors by a variety of artists, ranging from
Augustus John and Walter Sickert to Graham
Sutherland, Paul Nash, and Henry Moore;
through April 18. (American British Art
Gallery, 12z E. 55th St.)

Vacray Vyriacii—Rocky Mountain scenes in oil
and gouache, painted during 1951 and 1952;
through April 12, (Feigl, 601 Madison Ave,,
at 57th St.)

Ben WiLson—Paintings, semi-abstract in style
and representing a curious but occasionally
quite effective mixture of the grotesque and
the sombre; through April 12, (Salpeter, 42
W. s7th St. Weekdays, 11 to 6.)

IN 24 TIME ZONES...
IN A HUNDRED LANGUAGES...

ONE NAME SYMBOLIZES
PRECISION TIMEKEEPING

Held in supreme trust throughout the world, one watch

— Omega —sets the standard of precision from Bombay W cone oF This wEe:'s}qumm?s—Aé t]ﬁ:- e
; : . ; cenicHt, 65 E. 57th 5t Jose de Rivera;

to Bangor, from Rome to Rio. In 1952, for the fourth through April 26.... Faiep, 4o E. 68th St
successive time, Omega has been chosen official timepiece e f-t‘?au?;“i thif:ﬁ%;tﬁnls EED-E?‘"":;];**&S?}-?;
i : i Robert aurent; through May 3. ... MILCH,

of the Olympic Games. Each vear brings fresh laurels to SUE v e Ioo Mhhort Dikoh e
Omega—the one watch the whole world knows and admires. 26....passepoir, 121 E. s7th St: B. J. O.

Nordfeldt; through April 26....9Group
shows at the perLs, 32 E. 58th St.; through
May 10. rosensere, 16 E. s7th St.; through

Illustrated: THE OMEGA SEAMASTER May 3.

Water, shock and dust resistant, anti-magnetic, self-
R e : - Sixth National Print Annual Exhibition;
less steel back, sweep second hand, $145—both Wlth World Renowned through I‘uIa}'}IE. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sun-
18K gold applied figures. Prices include Federal Tax.  Symbol of Accu days,  to 5.

2 s et = Y e MetroroLitan Museum, Fifth Ave at 8z2nd St—

A loan showing of about a hundred and
thirty oils, water colors, and drawings by

Paul Cézanne; through May 18 (Week-
days, 10 to 5, and Wednesday evenings until
g; Sundays, 1 to 7.)...%9 Approximately a
hundred lithographs, wood engravings, etch-
ings, and drawings, by Cézanne's contempo-
raries; through June 15. (Weekdays, 10 to 5;

Sundays, 1 to 5.)...%9 Models, constructed
from drawings, of the inventions of Leonar-
OFFICIAL TIMEPIECE » BRANIFF INTERNATIONAL AIRWAYS do da Vinci, along with several drawings hy
him from the Museum's collection; starting

MUSEUMS
Brooktyn Museuw, Eastern Parkway—The
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go Canadian Pacific for service!

1: Bustling Vancouver, B. C., is the starting point

of your thrilling Princess cruise to Skagway, Alaska.
2: Escape motor-map cares—glide through

the sky-high Rockies
by Canadian Pacific
Diesel train.

3: 2000 miles of glorious
Inside Passage on your
exciting Princess cruise.
4: See Alaska’s amazing |
past and future at all these
stops... 5: Ketchikan,
Wrangell, Juneau, Skagway. :
6: Wonderful side trips up the gold rush
“Trail of "98” by rail...or to inland glaciers.

7: New friends for golden shipboard i
hours! 8: Deck tennis, shuffleboard.
9: Dancing, movies. 10: Superb
Canadian Pacific cuisine.
11: Soothing, skilled service.

12: See natives, pioneers in North America’s

youngest frontier. 13: Wonderful shopping

for nuggets, furs, exquisite handicrafts.

14: Tip: dress for warm days, cool nights. 15: Important!
Your Princess cruise
to Alaska is thrifty—
low as $150.00!

Ask your travel agent about a
world of Canadian Pacific service.
White Empress liners to Europe.
Air routes to the Far East,

New Zealand and Australia.
Nineteen hotels and resorts
across Canada.

See your local agent or Canadian Pacific in principal cities in U.S. and Canada
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BIGELOW
Rugs —~ Carpets

cHasterweave

Some women have an inborn talent for graceful living. A sense of
chic . . . an approach to perfection . . . in their clothes, their man-
ners, their homes.

For such women Rendezvous was master-loomed by Bigelow.
So elegant, yet simple. Classic, yet so new. This carpet treasure is
yours, to cherish and enjoy in Billiard Green, Silver Green, Cocoa
Brown. Champagne, Cardinal and Dove Grey. All woven of the
world’s finest yarns...specially treated to stay young and beautiful.

You know it’s a Bigelow,
famous for beauty you can see AL ¢ g o | o=

|- | 1 R - 1 - ‘I- -:r

S qualit}r you can trust...

since 1825. l'i"ugs 1nd Ce rpets
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April 11. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to

55

Museum ofF Mopern Art, 11 W, 531d 5t—An ex-
tremely worth-while exhibition of drawings,

lithographs, and other graphies by Odilon s ”z
Redon and Picasso, the former one of the Ia 0” = -
major influences on the Paris Surrealists; from Tlffany § are kﬂi}WH f{}l‘
through April 20....9 Works by fifteen con- . i
temporary Americans, among them Pollock, superior quﬂlltY and are Eﬂl’ﬂiull)’
Baziotes, and Ferber; through July 6. (Week-
days, noon to 7; Sundays, 1 to 7.)

WHither Museum, 10 W, #th St—The big an-
nual exhibition of contemporary sculptures —
water colors, and drawings, in an unuﬂnaH; ﬂEWS, bl'llllﬂllﬂj?', and gﬂﬁd value.
animated collection; through May 4. (Daily,
except Mondays, 1 to 5.)

MUSIC

{The box-office number for Carnegie Hall is
CI 7-7460, for Town Hall LLTJ 2-4536, and for
the Metropolitan Opera House PE 6-1z10.
Other box-office numbers are included in the
listings. )

chosen for fine color, freedom from

OPERA

MetroroLitan Orera—Final performances of the
season—Thursday, April 1o, at 8 “The
Marriage of Figaro,” with Victoria de los
Angeles, Hilde Gueden, Mildred Miller, and
Cesare Siepi....9 Friday, April 11, at 1:
“Parsifal,” with Astrid Varpnay, Set Svan-
holm, Paul Schoeffler, and Jerome Hines. (A
non-subscription performance,) .. .% Satur-
day, April 12, at 1: “Parsifal” with Mar-
garet Harshaw, Hans Hopf, Hans Hotter,
and Jerome Hines, .., %9 5aturday, April 1z,
at 8:30: “La Traviata,” with Licia Albanese,
Thelma Votipka, Robert Merrill, and Giusep-
pe Di Stefano. (A benefit for Haarlem
House.)

New York City Orera Company—Thursday eve-
ning, April 10: “The Love for Three Or-
anges” (in English). .. .9 Friday evening,
April 11: “Don Giovanni.” .. .9 Saturday
evening, April 12: “La Boheme.” ... ¥ Sun-
dav matinée, April 13: “Cavalleria Rusticana”
and “Pagliacei.” . . .9 Sunday evening, April
13: “The Dybbuk™ (in English)....
4§ Wednesday evening, April 16: “Andrea
Chenier.” . . . 9 Thursday evening, April 17:
“The Old Maid and the Thief” and “Amahl
and the Night Visitors.” . . .9 Friday evening,
April 18: “Wozzeck” (in English). . . .9 Sat-
urday evening, April 19: “Manon.” (City
Center, 131 W. 55th S5t CI 6-Bg8g. Evenings
at B:15. Matinées at 2:30. Through Sunday,
"".[rr!'] 3:"...11

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

PHiLHARMONIC-SYmMpHONY—AL Carnegie Hall—
Dimitri Mitropoulos conducting: Thursday,
April 10, at B:4s5; Friday, April 11, at 2:30;
and Sunday, April 13, at 2:30 (performances

of D.-Iendel::.ﬂtlhn’:i oratorio “Elijah,” with Seolitaire Diamond Rings with Platinum Mountings:

vocal soloists and the Westminster Choir);

Wednesday, April 16, at 8:45 (another per- 4, ¥ 160. B. £ 600. C. ¥ 1450. D. ¥ 2000.

formance of “Elijah,” this one for the benefit E. 3200. F. 10500,

of the Philharmonic-Symphony Society's v

Pension Fund); and Thursday, April 17, at Lhanmend Broteh: i e vi b aa liad o AT o 0 el 3RS0

8:45, and Friday, April 18, at 2:30 (both with : .

Artur Rubinstein. piano). Platinum Band Rings: G. Plain ¥ 51.
PHILADELPHIA D?CHESTRA—FET.EEHE Ormandy di- H. With Nine Fullcut Diamonds . . . . . . . . 210,

recting a performance o onegger’s “Le Roi . : ]

David,” with the Temple University Choirs, J. Complete Circle of Emerald-cut Dia s A s 13.

the University of Pennsylvania Choral So- Prices include Federal Tax

ciety, and wvocal soloists, (Carnegie Hall.
Tuesday, April 15, at 8:30.)
Crartes T. Grirres Memoriar ConcertT—A pro-
gram of Griffes’ music, with Leonid Hambro
conducting an orchestra and plaving the piano. Mail and Telephone Inguiries Receive Prompt Attenti
{MeMillin Theatre, Broadway at ri16th St, P 4 p ek
Friday, April 11, at 8 No tickets necessary.)
PHiLHARMONIC CHameer EnsemeLe—Dimitri Mi-
tropoulos conducting a chamber orchestra
composed of members of the Philharmonic-
Symphoeny, in the last of a series of three

concerts. ( Kaufmann Auditorium, Y.M.H.A.,
Lexington Ave. at gend St TR 6-2zz21. Sat-
urday, April 12, at 8:40.) g

Crorat Masterwonrk Series—Robert Shaw direct-

Chorale, and the R.CA- Vicior Symphony FIFTH AVENUE & 57™ STREET, NEW YORK 22 + PLAZA 5-8000

Orchestra. in the fifth of a series of seven
programs. {Carnegie Hall. Sunday, April 13,
at 8:30.)

AroLLo Bors CHoir—Coleman Cooper direct-

[]
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nung:l-;mr.rs turn up a topper they believe is the be=all-and=
end=all...identify it for all time as their own YOUNG-TIMER.
A twenty=six=inch beauty of wool with a tweedy look, its virtues
list a rolled collar, yoke shoulders, deeply cuffed up=or=down sleeves,

lines that look right over both town and resort clothes.

$20.95

IO WEST 57
NEW YORK 19 I'I'I’I

Navy, pink, light blue, gold, white...sizes 10 to 16

o« exclusive in New York.
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ing. A benefit for the Spence-Chapin Adop-
tion Service. {Town Hall, Tuesday, April 15,
at 8:30.)

Corumeus BovcHoir—Herbert Huffman direct-
ing. (Carnegie Hall. Friday, April 18, at
8:30.)

RECITALS

GuiLer Strine Quarter—An all-Brahms program,
with Naoum Benditzky, cello; Carlton Cooley,
viola; and Augustin Duques, clarinet. { Wash-
ington Irving High School, Irving PL at 16th
St. Saturday, April 12, at 8:15. For tickets,
call GR 3-1391.)

SuosHana Damam—Israeli folk singer. (Town
Hall, Sunday, April 13, at &:30.)

Wanpa Lanpowska—Harpsichord., (Town Hall.
Monday, April 14, at 8:40.)

ScHueipEr QuarTer—The thirteenth performance
in a sixteen-program Hawydn cycle. (Kauf-
mann Auditorium, Y.M.H.A., Lexington
Ave. at gznd 5t. TR 6-2z21. Monday, April
14, at 8:40.)

GracieLa Rivera—Soprano. A benefit for the
New York Puerto Rican Scholarship Fund,
Inc, (Hunter College Assembly Hall, Park
Ave. at 6gth St RE 7-8390. Tuesday, April
15, at 8:30.)

MISCELLANY

Artur ScHnaseL MemoriaAL Concerr—A program
of Schnabel’s chamber music, with Helen
Schnabel and Bruno Eisner, pianos; Alexan-
der Schneider, violin; the Juilliard String
Quartet, and others. (Museum of Modern
Art Auditorium, 11 W. s3rd St. Friday,
April 18, at 8:30. For tickets, call CI 7-5534.)

Jarz Concerr—Wild Bill Davison, Lee Wiley,
Bobby Hackett, Jimmy Archey, Edmond
Hall, Pops Foster, George Wettling, Gene
Sedrie, Joe Bushkin, and a bunch of others—
assuming they can all make it. (Town Hall
Saturday, April 12, at 5:30.)

SPORTS

BasesaLL—At YANKEE sTADIUM: Yankees vs. Dodg-
ers (exhibition games), Friday, April 11, at
z:30, and Sunday, April 13, at =z:05....
€ Yankees vs. Washington (official league
games), Friday, April 18, at 2:30, and Sat-
urday, April 19, at 2. . .. esBeTs FIELD: Dodgers
vs, Yankees (exhibition game), Saturday,
April 12, at 1:30....%9 Dodgers vs. Giants
(official league games), Friday and Saturday,
April 18-19, at 1:30....PoLO GROUNDS: (Giants
vs, Philadelphia (official league games),
Tuesday, April 15, at 1:30; Wednesday,
April 16, at 8:30; and Thursday, April 17, at
£:30.

Crew—~Childs Cup Regatta: C{}lumbia; Pennsyl-
vania, and Princeton. (Philadelphia. Satur-
day, April 19.)

Horse SHow—>Secor Farms (Indoor) Horse
Show. (White Plains, Saturday, April 19.)
Hunr Racine—My Lady's Manor Point-to-

Point. (Monkton, Md. Saturday, April 12.)
... Virginia Gold Cup Association. (Warren-
ton, Va. Saturday, April .12)) .. .9 Middle-
burg Hunt Race Association. (Middleburg,
Va. Saturday, April 19.) ...%9 Grand Nation-
al Point-to-Point. (Butler, Md. Saturday,

April 19.)

Inooor Poro—Saturday, April 1z: Semifinal
matches of the National Senior Champion-
ship. .. .U Saturday, April 19: Final match
of the National Senior Championship, and
another game, (Squadron A Armory, Madi-
son Ave. at g4qth St. AT g¢-6oz20. Matches
begin at &.)

Racine—At samaica: Weekdays at 1:15; through
Monday, April 28. The Experimental Free
Handicap No. 2, Saturday, April 12, and the
Wood Memorial, Saturday, April 19. (Fre-
quent trains leave Penn Station for the track
Mondays through Eridays between 10:45 and
1, and Saturdays between 1o:43 and 1:25.)
...LaureL parK, Laurel, Md.: Weekdays, ex-
cept Good Friday, at 1:30; through Wednes-
day, April 30. The Chesapeake, Saturday,
April 12.

Trotrine—At Yonkers Raceway: Weekdays at
8:40, from Tuesday, April 15, through Satur-

l day, May 24. (Trains will leave Grand Cen-

tral Station for the track Mondays through
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Light-hearted . . . warmly rapturous. ..
this is Houbigant's beloved
Chantilly . . . the fragrance that clings
to you so excitingly . ..
speaking softly, joyously,

of love and happiness ahead!

Chantilly Liguid Skin Sachet®
Perfume in an exclusive new form!
Smooth this creamy liguid over
your skin...the warmth
of your body awakens the fragrance of
Chantilly ... the fragrance
that clings to you all day.

Chantilly Perfume, $7.50 to $35
Eou de Toilette $3.95, $2.75
Both Powder $3.95, $1.50

Liquid Skin Sachet $1.85
(Al prices plus tax.)

*Trade-ma-i:
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FINE CULTURED PEARLS AND DIAMONDS . . .

from our collection of outstanding designs.

a. Necklace, $500. b. Brooch, $2950. c. Earclips, $185.
d. Earclips, $950. e. Circle brooch, $360. f. Ring, $775.
g. Flexible suit and scarf pin, $2200.

Shown Actual Size * Federal Tax Included * Mail Orders Promptly Filled

FIFTH AVENUE AT 48TH STREET, NEW YORK 36,N. Y.

EAST ORAMGE MANHASSET WHITE PLAINS

GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

Fridays at 6:53, 7:28, and %:30, and Satur-
days at 7:20.)

FOR CHILDREN

Comncerr—Final children’s concert of the season

by the Philharmonic-Symphony, Igor Buke-
toff conducting. (Carnegie Hall. CI 7-7460.
Saturday, April 12, at 11.)

OpereTra—The Blue Hill Troupe presenting a

special children’s performance of Gilbert and
Sullivan's “The Scorcerer.” For the benefit
of the Goodwill Industries of New York, Inec.
{ Hunter Playvhouse. Park Ave. at 68th St
Saturday, April 19, at 2:30. For tickets, call
RH 4-8563.)

PLarys—By the praymarr: “Cinderella.” (Carl

Fischer Concert Hall, 165 W s7th St. Satur-
days at 1:30 and 3:15. For tickets, call TR
=-7e01.) ... JUNIOR PLAYHOUSE: “‘Noel's Ark™
{ Kaufmann Auditorium, Y.M.H.A., Lexing-
ton Ave, at gznd St. TR 6-z221. Sundays at
2, and Monday and Tuesday, April 14-15,
and Friday, April 18, at 11 and 3.0 ...
CHILDREN'S worLD THEaTRE: ‘Hiawatha.” (Bar-
bizon-FPlaza Theatre, Sixth Ave. at s8th St
Monday through Saturday, April 14-19, at
z:30. For tickets, call PE 6-5563.) ... SALOME
cAYNOR THEATRE: “‘Heidi.” (Brooklyn Academy
of Music, 30 Lafayette Ave. 5T 3-6700. Sat-
urday, Aprnl 19, at 3.)

Easter GaroeNn—A flower garden inspired by

YAlice in Wonderland,” alive with rabbits,
owls, dormice, a tortoise, and other anmimals,
and containing cutouts of characters from the
story, such as the Mad Hatter and the March
Hare; through Sunday, April zo. ( New York
Botanical Garden, Bronx Park. Daily, 10 to
4:30.)

Movies—Cartoons and, usually, feature pictures.

{Trans-Lux 8sth Street Theatre, Madison
Ave.at8sth St. BU 8-3180. Saturdaysat11....
€ Trans-Lux Colony Theatre, Second Ave. at
=gth St. BU 8-9468. Thursday, April 17,atrz2.)

OTHER EVENTS

Uniteo Nations—The Security Council, the Dis-

armament Commission, and other commis-
sions and committees meet periodically, and
four hundred wvisitors can be accommodated
at each session. Meetings of the Commission
on Human Rights will start on Monday, April
14. (United Nations Permanent Headquar-
ters, First Ave. at 4znd 5t. Mondays through
Fridays. For tickets, call PL 4-1234, Ext.
634, the day before you want to go.)...
€ Questions about the United Nations will be
answered by the Information Center for the
United Nations, zzo W. g5th St., JU 2-0233.

Poerry Reabine—A presentation by Carl Sand-

burg of some of his works. (Kaufmann
Auditorium, Y.M.H.A., Lexington Ave. at
oznd St. TR 6-2zz1. Thursday, April 17, at
8:40.)

Easter 1N Literature—Holy Week, as depicted in

illuminated manuscripts of the eleventh
through the sixteenth centuries; through
April 15. (Morgan Library, 29 E. 36th 5t
Weekdays. g:30 to 5.)

Havoen Prametarium—The current show is called

“Planets Along the Zodiac.”" In addition,
from Saturday through Friday, April r2-18,
the mechanical heavens will become an enor-
mous Easter egg, with reflections of rabbits
hopping and dancing about. (Central Park W.
at 81st St. Special schedule: Thursday, April
10, at 2, 3:30, and 8:30; Saturdaysat 11, 2, 3,
4, 5, and 8:30; Sundays and Good Friday at
2, 3, 4, 5, and 8:30; and Monday through
Friday, April 14-18, at 11, 2, 3, 4, and 8:30.)

Aucnions—At the Parke-Bernet Galleries, gfo

Madison Ave,, at 76th St. (Exlibition hours:
Tuesdays, 10 to 8, and Wednesdays through
Saturdays, 1o to 5.)—Thursday, April 10,
and Saturday, April 12, at 1:45: Enghsh and
American eighteenth- and nineteenth-century
furniture: a tankard by Paul Revere, Sr., tea
services, porringers, and other Early Amer-
ican silver: hooked, as well as Oriental, rugs;
Staffordshire lustre pitchers; and Early
American glass; owned by William J. BE.
Macauley and others....%€ Tuesday and
Wednesday, April 15-16, at & Incunabula, in-
cluding an uncut copy of Donis’s Ptolemy
(Ulm, 1486), and other early printed books,
from the collection of the late Carl J. Ulmann.
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Fhotographed In Bermuda by Palumbo

Symbols of the good life. .. our Hadley CaShme/I‘eS

Softness, luxury, casual beauty . .. such are the traits of our made-in-America Hadleys.
Who could demand more! In a prism of Spring colors; sizes 34 to 40.

Short sleeved pull-over, 16.95, long sleeves, 19.95, cardigan, 22.95. Shorts, 6.95, belt, 3.50

NEW YORK + CHICAGO + BOSTON # PHILADELPHIA + BALTIMORE = DETROIT = CLEVELAND = ST, LOUIS = MINNEAPOLIS = ST. PAUL
INDIANAPOLIS = WASHINGTON, D.C. * ATLANTA = CINCINNATI = KANSAS CITY + MILWAUKEE = HARTFORD =+ BUFFALO = PROVIDENCE
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
MOTION PICTURES

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION

Tue Browning VErsion—A superior portrayal of
a pedagogue ﬂMir;hael Redgrave) who finds
both his scholastic world and his domestic
world coming down around his ears. An Eng-
lish film. (Carlton, B'way at 1ooth, AC 2-
3862; April 14-15.)

Encore—Another mixture of Somerset
Maugham’s stories, possibly a trifle weaker
than “Quartet” and “Trio,” its forerun-
ners, but entertaining for all that, The acting
in the three episodes that make up this Brit-
ish fAlm is handled capably by Roland Cul-
ver, Nigel Patrick, Glynis Johns, and Kay
Walsh. (Normandie, 110 W. szth, JU 6-
4448.)

Five FingErs—A spy drama, with James Mason,
that has to its credit a good bit of suspense
and some brisk direction by Joseph L. Man-
kiewicz. (Plaza, 42 E. 58th, EL 5-33z20;
through April 14....9Art, 36 E. 8th, GR
3-7014; and Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd,
GR s5-1660; through April 15....9 Murray
Hill, Park at g42nd, MU 2-1431; April 11-12.
...9 Trans-Lux 8sth St., Madison at 8sth,
BU B8-3180; starting April 15....9Beverly,
3rd Ave. at soth, EL. 5-8700; starting April
16, tentative.)

Jour pe FEre—A French film that looks like a
new-day version of the sort of comedy Mack
Sennett used to indulge in and is, for the most
part, hugely diverting. Jacques Tati is the
hero of the piece—a postman who wants to
introduce U. S. speedup methods into local
postal procedure after seeing a movie on the
subject. (55th St. Playhouse, 154 W. ss5th,
JU 6-4500.)

Tue Lavenber Hitt Moe—In this comical British
film, a clerk, after twenty vears of pondering,
finally thinks up a method of doing the
Bank of England out of a million pounds.
Alec Guinness is splendid as the gentle male-
factor, and so is Stanley Holloway as his
collaborator. (Fine Arts. 128 E. s8th, PL
5-6030.)

THE MAN IN THE WHITE Suit—Alec Guinness again
—_this time in a funny English picture about
a lunatic scientist who invents a cloth that
repels dirt and won't wear out. Mr. Guinness
has the assistance of Ernest Thesiger, Cecil
Parker, and Joan Greenwood. (Sutton, 3rd
Ave. at 57th, PL g-1411.)

MiracLE 1IN MiLAN—An amusing Italian picture
about an inspired foundling who becomes the
teen-age leader of a mob of highly picturesque
tramps living on a dump near Milan. Di-
rected by Vittoric De Sica, the film is
reminiscent of the fine old works of Chaplin
and Clair. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-7014; start-
ing April 16.)

A PLace N THE Sun—A variation on Dreiser’s
“An American Tragedy” that is probably as
apt a translation of a novel to the screen as
anyone is likely to see in our time. The
direction by George Stevens is altogether
admirable, and the acting is equally so. With
Elizabeth Taylor, Montgomery Clift, and
Shelley Winters. (sth Ave. Playhouse, sth
Ave. at 12th, OR 5-9630; April 10.)

Quo Vapis—Never before were thirty thousand
actors employed so footlessly as in this ver-
sion of the Sienkiewicz novel about hard
times for Christians under Nero. Robert
Taylor, the thirty-thousandth actor, helps not
at all. But there's no doubt that it's big. (Lex-
ington, Lexington at s5ist, PL 3-0336;
Loew's 7znd St., 3rd Ave. at 7znd, BU

Astor, B'way at gsth. (JU 6-2240) !
“My Six Convicts,” Millard Mitchell, Gilbert
Roland.
CapitoL, B'way at sist. (JU 2-5060)
“My Son John.” Helen Hayes, Robert Walk-
Er.
CriterioN, B'way at g4th. (LU 2-1706)
“At Sword's Point,” Cornel Wilde, Maureen
()'Hara.
Maveair, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CI 5-9800) i
“Anything Can Happen.” José Ferrer, Kim
Hunter.
Music Hau, 6th Ave. at soth, (Cl 6-4600)
“Singin’ in the Rain,” Gene Kelly, Debbie
Reynolds.

8.»222; Orpheum, zrd Ave at 86th, AT
0-4607; Sheridan, 7th Ave. at 12th, WA %E
2166; Loew’s 83rd St., B'way at B3rd, T
7-31g0; and Olympia, B'way at 107th, AC 2-
1019; starting April 11.)

THe River—Jean Renoir’s masterly interpreta-
tion of the Rumer Godden novel about life
along the Ganges. Produced by Kenneth Mec-
Eldowney, an American, the film features
Arthur Shields, Nora Swinburne, an Indian
actress and dancer named Radha, and all
kinds of other Indians who happen to come
within the range of M. Renoir's camera.
(Paris, 4 W. 58th, MU 8-0134.)

Viva Zaratal—A kind of Western with signifi-
cance, which has to do with a Mexican reve-
lutionist and his pals. At 1ts best when the
horses involved are most active. Directed by
Elia Kazan, the picture has Marlon Brando,
Anthony Quinn, and Jean Peters in its cast.
( Academy of Music, 126 E. 14th, GR 7-0653;
R.K.O. s8th St., 3rd Ave. at 58th, EL s-
3577: RK.O. B6th St., Lexington at 86th,
AT ¢-8go0; RK.O. 23rd St., 8th Ave. at
zard, CH 2-3440; Riverside, B'way at ¢fth,
RI o0-0861; Nemo, B'way at 11oth, AC 2-
o4q06; and Coliseum, B'way at 181st, WA
7.7200; starting April 16.)

THe Youne anp THE Dammen—Luis Bufiuel's ex-

THE BROADWAY AREA

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED
IN THE SECTION ABOVE

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (LO 3-1100)
“Bend of the River,” James Stewart, Arthur
Kennedy

Rivou, B'way at 49th. (CI 7-1633)

“Valley of the Eagles,” Jack Warner, Nadia
Gray. (Showings on April 10 will be at
2:30, 4:30, S:zo0—reserved seats only—
and, tentatively, 11; all for the benefit
of the New York Mirrer Welfare Fund

amination of juvenile delinquency in Mexico,
which is long on violence but unfortunately
lacking in any clear explanation of why the
terrifying little ones behave as they do. A
Mexican film. (Trans-Lux 5znd 5t., Lexing-
ton at 5znd, PL 3-2434.)

REVIV ALS

Buthe Seirit (1045)—The Noel Coward romp
with ghosts and mediums. An English pic-
ture, with Rex Harrison. (Trans-lux 7znd
St., 1st Ave. at 7znd, BU 8-g304; through
April 120)

THe BLue AneeL (1g930)—Marlene Dietrich as a
cabaret singer, and Emil Jannings as a school-
master. A German film. (sth Ave. Playhouse,
5th}Ave. at rzth, OR s-9630; starting April
1.

CarnivaL IN FLanpers (1036)—Sly doings in a
medieval Flemish town. In French, with
Louis Jouvet. (Thalia, B'way at gsth, AC
2-3370, starting April 15.)

CHarLiN Comepies—"The Immigrant,” “The Ad-
venturer,” “The Cure,” and “Easy Street,”
all one-reelers from the silent past. (Beverly,
zrd Ave. at soth, EL 5-87g0; through April
14, tentative.)

CriME AND PuNisSHMENT (1035 )—Harry Baur in a
French version of one of Dostoevski's novels.
(Thalia, B'way at gsth, AC z2-3370; April
II-14.)

Granp liLusion (1938)—A German prison dur-
ing the First World War. In French, with
Erich von Stroheim and Jean Gabin. ( Thalia,
B’“}:a}' at gsth, AC z-3370; starting April
Xs:

THe loiot (1948)—Gérard Philipe in another
French interpretation of a Dostoevski novel.
{Thalia, BP'way at gsth, AC =2-3370; April
I1-14.)

THe InspeEcTor GeNeraL (1040)—Danny Kaye, in
a Napoleonic setting, creating endless con-
fusion. { Waverly, 6th Ave. at zrd, WA o-
Bo3B; April 14-15.)

Man oF Aran (1934)—A Robert Flaherty docu-
mentary film about Irish island life (sth Ave.
Playhouse, sth Ave at 1zth, OR 5-9630;
starting April 11.)

THe Peart (1048)—An adaptation of the Stein-
beck story about a fisherman who discovers
the biggest pearl in the world. (Greenwich,
Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA 9-33580: April
13-15.)

Snow WHITE AND THE SEVEN DwARrFs (1038 )—Walt
Disney's first full-length cartoon. (Academy
of Music, 126 E. 14th, GR 7-9653: RK.O.
58th St., ard Ave. at 58th, EL 5.3577; R.K.O.
86th St., Lexington at 86th, AT o-8goo;
REK.O. 23rd 5St., 8th Ave. at 23rd, CH =2-
3440; Riverside, B'way at g6th, Rl ¢-0861;
Nemo, B'way at 11oth, AC z-g406; and
Coliseum, B'way at 18ist, WA 7-7z00;
through April 15.)

Museum oF Mooern Art Fim Lisrary—Through
April 13, showings at 3 and s:30: “The Cab-
inet of Dr, Caligari” (1919), with Conrad
Veidt; and an excerpt from “The Golem”
(1920), directed by Faul Wegener....
¢ Starting April 14, showings at 3: “The
Thief of Bagdad” (102z4), with Douglas
Fairbanks. (A limited number of reservations
are available, but only to those applying for
them in person at the Museum, 11 'W. s53rd,
after noon on the day of the showing.)

Continuous showings thereafter. Tickets
may be obtained at the box office.)
Roxy, 7th Ave, at soth. (Cl 7-6o00)
“With a Song in My Heart,” Susan Hay-
ward, Rory Calhoun.
Srate, B'way at 4s5th. (LU 2-5070)
Through April 11: “Flesh and Fury,” Tony
Curtis, Jan Sterling.
From April 12: “Tomorrow Is Too Late” (in
Italian), Pier Angeli, Vittoric De Sica.
Viecroma, B'way at 46th (JU 6-0540)
"T&e Marrying Kind,” Judy Holliday, Aldo
ay.
Wonrtp, 153 W. 4oth. (Cl 7-5747)
“Miss Julie"” (in Swedish).




EAST SIDE

Arr, 36 E. Bth. (GR 3-7014)
Through April 15: FIVE FINGERS.
From April 16: MirACLE 1N MiLtaN (in Italian).

Acapemy oF Music, 126 E. 14th, (GR 7-9653)
Through April 15: sNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN
pwarrs, revival; and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,” Patricia Medina, John Sands.
From April 16: viva zapatal; and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney.

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR s5-1660)
Through April 15: FIVE FINGERS. ;
From April 16: “Pandora and the Flying

Dutchman,” Ava Gardner, James Mason.

Murrar Hiw, Park at 4znd. (MU 2-1431)

April 10: “Death of a Salesman,” Fredric
March, Mildred Dunnock; and “The Har-
lem Globetrotters,” Thomas Gomez, Dor-
othy Dandridge.

April 11-12: Five ANGers; and “Return of the
Texan,” Dale Robertson, Joanne Dru.

April 13-15: “Father of the Bride,” revival,
Spencer Tracy, Elizabeth Taylor; and
"“"The Furies,” revival, Barbara Stanwyck,
Wendell Corey.

From April 16: “The Las Vegas Story,” Jane
Russell, Victor Mature; and “A Girl in
Every Port,”” Groucho Marx, William
Bendix.

Beverry, 3rd Ave. at soth, (EL 5-8790)

Through April 15 (tentative): CHAPLIN COM-
epies, revival, and “The Divorce of Lady
X" revival, Merle Oberon, Laurence
Olivier.

From April 16 (tentative): Fivé FINGERS; and
another feature to be announced

LexinetoN, Lexington at si1st. (PL 3-0336)

April 10: “Whistling in Dixie,” revival, Ann
Rutherford, Red Skelton; and “Whistling
in the Dark,” revival, Red Skelton, Conrad
Veidt.

From April 11: Quo vapis.

Trans-Lux52npSt. Lexingtonatsznd.(PL3-2434)

THE YOUNG AND THE DAMMNED (in Spanish).

Sutton, 3rd Ave. at s7th, (PL g-1411)
THE MAN IN THE WHITE SUIT,

R.K.O. 58t S71., 3rd Ave. at 58th. (EL 5-3577)
Through April 15: sNOW WHITE AND THE SEYEN
owarrs, revival; and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,” Patricia Medina, John Sands.
From April 16: viva zapatal: and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney.

Fine Arts, 128 E. 58th. (PL s5-6o30)
THE LAYENDER HILL MOB.

Praza, 42 E. s8th. (EL 5-31320)
Through April 14: fFIvE FINGERS.
From April 15: “Death of a Salesman,” Fred-
rie March, Mildred Dunnock.

Park Avenue, Park at soth. (PL g-7241)
“Faithful City.” an Israeli film,

Baroner, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL 5-1663)
Through April 11: “Pardon My French,”
Merle Oberon. Paul Henreid.
From Apnl 1z: “Wall of Death”

Shaw, Maxwell Reed

Trans-Lux 60th St., Madison at 6oth, ( PL 5-2746)

“Murder in the Cathedral,” Father John
Groser.

York, 1st Ave. at 64th. (RH 4-5779)

Through April 11: “Two Gals and a Guy,”
Robert Alda, Janis Paige; and “King of
Kings,” revival (with added sound track),
H. B. Warner.

April 12: “Whirlwind,” Gene Autry; and
“The House of the Seven Gables,” revival,
Margaret Lindsay, Vincent Price.

April 13-14: “Room for One More,” Betsy
Drake, Cary Grant; and “On Dangerous
Ground,” Ida Lupine, Robert Ryan.

April 15-16: “Mutiny,” Mark Stevens, An-
gela Lansbury; and “The Big Night,” John
Barrymore, Jr., Preston Foster,

68TH St. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th.(RE 4-0302)

Through April 11: “Phone Call from a Stran-
ger,”" Shelley Winters, Gary Merrill.

From April 12: “Reoom for One More,”
Betsy Drake, Cary Grant.

Loew's 72np S1., 3rd Ave. at 7znd. (BU 8-7222)
April 10: "Whistling in Dixie,” revival, Ann
Rutherford, Red Skelton; and “Whistling
in the Dark,"” revival, Red Skelton, Conrad
Veidt.
From April 11: guo vADpis,
Trans-Lux 72no S1., 15t Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-9304)
Through April 12: BUTHE SPIRIT, revival.
From April 13: To be announced.
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FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED
ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE

Trans-Lux Corony, znd Ave. at 7gth, (BU 8-9468)

Through April 12: “Phone Call from a

Stranger,” Shelley Winters, Gary Merrill;

and “Rose of Cimarron,” Jack Beutel,
Mala Powers.

April 13-15: “Room for One More,” Betsy
Drake, Cary Grant; and “On Dangerous
Ground,” Ida Lupino, Robert Rvan.

From April 16: “Death of a Salesman,” Fred-
ric March, Mildred Dunnock; and “The
Harlem Globetrotters,” Thomas Gomez,
Dorothy Dandridge.

Trans-Lux 85tH S1., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180)
Through April 12: “Room for One More,”
Betsy Drake, Cary Grant
April 13-14: “The Voice of the Turtle,” re-
vival, Eleanor Parker, Ronald Reagan,
Eve Arden.
From April 15: FIVE FINGERS.

R.K.O. 86tH 51, Lexington at 86th. (AT o-8gon)
Through April 15: sSNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN
owarfs, revival; and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,” Patricia Medina, John Sands.
From April 16. viva zapatal: and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney.

OreHeum, 3rd Ave. at 86th, (AT g-4607)

April ro: “Whistling in Dixie,” revival, Ann
Rutherford, Red Skelton; and “Whistling
in the Dark,” revival, Red Skelton, Conrad
Veidt.

From April 11: Quo vaDIs.

WEST SIDE

WaverLy, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA 5-8038)

Through April 11: “The Ten Command-
ments” (in I[talian), Marina Berti, Valen-
tina Cortesa,

April 12-13: “Death of a Salesman.” Fredrie
March, Mildred Dunnock; and “The Har-
lem Globetrotters,” Thomas Gomez, Dor-
othy Dandridge.

April 14-15: THE INSPECTOR GENERAL, revival:
and “The Great Lover,” revival, Bob Hope,
Rhonda Fleming.

From April 16: “Pandora and the Flying
Dutchman,” Ava Gardner, James Mason;
and “For Men Only,” Paul Henreid. Mar-
garet Fields,

8ri St. PLavnouse, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874)

April 10: “Death of a Salesman,” Fredric
March, Mildred Dunnock.

From April (1: “Tom Brown’s School Days,”
John Howard Davies, Robert Newton,

5tH Ave. Puavnouse, sth Ave.at 12th. (OR g-0630)

April 10: A pLace IN THE suN; and “The Mat-
ing Season,” revival, Gene Tierney, John
Lund, Thelma Ritter.

From April 11: THe sLue aNGeL (in German),
revival; and MAN OF ARAN, revival.
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SHeriDaN, 7th Ave. at 1zth. (WA 9-2166)
April 1o: “Whistling in Dixie,” revival, Ann
Rutherford, Red Skelton; and “Whistling
in the Dark,” revival, Red Skelton. Conrad
Veidt,
From April 11: guo vaDIs.

GreenwicH, Greenwich Ave.at 12th. (WA 0-3350)
Through April 12: “Prelude to Fame,” re-
vival, Guy Rolfe, Kathleen Byron; and
“Teresa,” revival, Pier Angeli, John Eric-
5011,
April 13-15: THE PEARL, revival; and “Ride the
Pink Horse,” revival, Robert Montgomery,
From April 16: “Room for One More,” Betsy
Drake, Cary Grant; and “On Dangerous
Ground,” Ida Lupino. Robert Ryan.

R.K.O. 23gp St., 8th Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-3440)
Through April 15: sSNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN
pwarrs, revival; and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,” Patricia Medina, John Sands.
From April 16: viva zapatal: and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney.

Terrace, gth Ave. at z3rd. (CH 2-g280)

Through April 12: “Death of a Salesman,”
Fredric March, Mildred Dunnock: and
“The Harlem Globetrotters,” Thomas
Gomez, Dorothy Dandridge.

April 13-14: “Tokyo Joe,” revival, Humphrey
Bogart, Sessue Hayakawa: and “The Man
from Colorado,” revival, Glenn Ford, Wil-
liam Holden.

From April 15: “Pandora and the Flying
Dutchman,” Ava Gardner, James Mason;
and “For Men Only,” Paul Henreid, Mar-
garet Fields.

Guio, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406)

“Roval Journey,” a documentary film of
Queen Elizabeth's and Prince Philip’s re-
cent trips to Canada and the United States.

55TH St. PLavHouse, 154 W. 55th. (JU 6-4500)
Jour oE FETe (in French).

Normanoig, 110 W, s7th. (JU 6-4448)
ENCORE.

LitrLe Carnecie, 146 W. s7th. (CI 6-3454)
“Pictura,” an episodic film based on the lives
and works of six painters.
Paris, 4 W. 58th. (MU 8-0134)
THE RIVER.

Loew's 83rp Sr., B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3100)
April 10: “Pandora and the Flying Dutch-
man,” Ava Gardner, James Mason; and
“For Men Only,” Paul Henreid, Margaret
Fields.
From April 11: Quo vabis.

THaua, B'way at osth. (AC 2-3370)
April 10: “Confessions of a Rogue” (in
French), revival, Louis Jouvet; and “The
Weneh” (in French), revival.

April 11-14: CRIME AND PUNISHMENT (in
Irench), revival; and rHe 1010t (in French),
revival,

From April 13: CARMIVAL IN FLANDERS (in
French), revival; and erawo iLusion (in
French), revival.

Riversioe, B'way at g6th. (RI 0-0861)

Through April 15: SNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN
pwArrs, revival; and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,"” Patricia Medina, John Sands.

From April 16: viva zapatal: and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney.

Cariton, B'way at 1ooth. (AC 2-3862)

Through April 13: “Phone Call from a
Stranger,” Shelley Winters, Gary Merrill;
and “Rose of Cimarron,” Jack Beutel
Mala Powers.

April 14-15: THE BrROWNING vErsion: and “Pool
of London,” Bonar Colleano.

From April 16: “Room for One More,” Betsy
Drake, Cary Grant; and “On Dangerous
Ground,” Ida Lupino, Rubert Ryan,

Ourmpia, B'way at 1o7th. (AC 2-1010)

April 10: “Whistling in Dixie,” revival, Ann
Rutherford, Red Skelton: and “Whistling
in the Dark,” revival. Red Skelton, Conrad
Veidt

From April 11: guo vabis.

Nemo, B'way at 110th. (AC 2-9406)

Through April 15: sNOW WHITE AND THE SEVEN
owares, tevival, and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,"” Patricia Medina, John Sands

From April 16: viva zapratal: and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney,

Couiseum, B'way at 181st, (WA 7-7200)
Through April 15: sNow WHITE AND THE SEVEN
owarrs, tevival; and “Aladdin and His
Lamp,” Patricia Medina, John Sands
From April 16: viva zaparal: and “Close to
My Heart,” Ray Milland, Gene Tierney.
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The trim town dress for spring...

in a new erepe containing Celanese*
A C E T A

E[ﬂm@%. -~

Here’s the right look, the happy solution to those first

warm days of spring! In Belding’s sheer crepe of acetate
and rayon, it proudly boasts the lines of a suit . . . the com-
fort of a dress. Acetate, the beauty fiber, gives this lively
fabric a fluid drape, a luxuriant softness and the rich body

to keep its shape 'I.hmugh seasons long past spring.

A Leonard Arkin design. In sizes 10 to 20. Navy or beige.
About $50, At Best & Co,, New York; Neiman-Marcus,
Dallas; I. Magmin, California and Seattle.

*Heg. U.5. Pai. Off,

o CORPORATION OF AMERICA. New York 16







Welcoming committee to Salisbury

HERE'S a pink-cheeked greeting awaiting you here in Eng-

land. Which all goes to show that warm, friendly hos-
pitality knows no age and no boundaries in Britain. Welcome
to Salisbury—and be sure to see the famed Gothic cathedral
with the loftiest spire in all of England. Only a few miles
beyond is Stonehenge—the mysterious circle of huge stones
built, perhaps, by sun worshippers some 4000 years ago.
Stonehenge—tragic landscape of Hardy’s Tess of the D'Urber-
villes! If you rent a car in England (less than $5.00 a day, in-

cluding gasoline), you quickly realize how inadequate a road
map can be. Imagine a shaded circle saying here is Cambridge,
or Oxford with its dreaming spires. Or, a tiny dot to tell you of
a centuries-old fishing village in Devonshire. And shouldn’t
you be warned that around this bend or that one, is a castle
to take you back to King Arthur or [vanhoe? Maps do tell you,
though, how short the distances are in Britain and how near
are the green valleys of Wales and romantic Northern [re-
land. See your Travel Agent and COME TO BRITAIN NOW!

For further information and free literature, see your Travel Agent or write British Travel Association, Box 33, 336 M adison Avenue, New York I7, N. Y.
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eleven Finnish designers

Sponsored by:
His Excellency, the Minister of Finland, Johan Nykopp
The American Minister to Finland, the Honorable John M. Cabot

GEORG JENSEN INCE.

Fifth Avenue at 53rd Street * New York 22, N. Y.




TWO THRILLING NEW LIPSTICKS BY
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Convnent

HE love of cars is an importunate
passion. We burn with it ourself,
and can keep the fever in check
only by dint of driving a warped and
peeling Chevrolet suburban. Some of
our friends have been less fortunate.
One of them, a charming fellow with a
weak streak in him, has become a hope-
less Cadillac addict. He talks of going
back to Buicks, but of course he never
will; the passion, like the Cadillac, is
bigger than he is. And, damaging as the
. Ppassion can be when it flares up over
a De Soto Fire Dome 8 or a Studebaker
Commander Regal Starlight Coupé, in
its most virulent form it goes beyond
stock cars altogether. The fatal symp-
tom 1s an infatuation with special bodies,
superchargers, and triple carburetion.
Though the victim insists he never felt
better in his life, he is in fact a very
sick man. This side of bankruptcy there
is no known cure for him, and one
turns away, unwilling to watch, as he
whirls faster and faster through the
final stages of his obsession. In the end,
he shows no awareness of the outside,
or unsouped-up, world and has a tend-
ency to babble compulsively such words
as “Ferrari” and “Le Baron” and
ficord‘JJ
We’ve been moved to these clinical
observations by a wisit we paid to the

Motor

Annual International

Sports Show, held last week at Grand

First

Central Palace. The exhibition floors
were chockablock with racing and sports
cars of every age, size, shape, and color,
and the poor devils we saw clustered
about them, some crouching to sniff the
steely, leathery smell of brand-new Jag-
uars, others hovering reverently over a
1912 Moon Raceabout, were manifest-

ly done for. With glazed eyes and Alfa-
Romeo breathing, they shuffled from
low-slung beauty to beauty, and it was
as if each car were lovelier and more
promising than the last. That maroon
Rolls—how velvety and august a mis-
tress! That Aston Martin—how like a
blue girl running! The passion leaped in
them, they stumbled on, and by the time
they had reached the houri of houris—a
1952 Packard convertible, ivory-color-
ed, with body by Henney—they were in
no condition to return to the slow pulse
of Lexington and Forty-seventh. The
fever had them, and we wouldn’t have
been surprised if they had dashed out of
the Palace and booted to pieces every
ordinary car in sight. As for us, we shut
our eyes to all those glittering Circes and
thought hard about our Chevvy, dirt-
road-colored, with body by Chevvy.

Souvenir
ON wings of sentiment, and in con-

sideration of cash, the furniture
and fixtures of the old Ritz-Carlton
have been distributed far and wide—
for example, the men’s bar to a Texas
hotel, one of the elevator cars to a lady
in Beverly Hills, and some of the floor-
ing from the Main Ballroom, the Main
Dining Room, and the Oval Room to
Mr. and Mrs. Donn Barber’s barn. We
know about this last disposition because
we spent a recent afternoon with the
Barbers, a hospitable and energetic cou-
ple who live, with their two little girls,
in a 1780 farmhouse at a spot in the
Fairfield County hills that will not
be pinpointed here, since the Barbers do
not want to become the objective of
too many pilgrimages by palmers like
us. Mr. Barber, who is the Eastern rep-
resentative of the American Mail Line,
emerged from his workshop, in the barn,
to greet us when we arrived, informed
us that his wife was busy plastering an
upstairs closet in the house, and offered
to show us the Ritz flooring. The room
it graces takes up about three-quarters

of the ancient barn, or nearly thirty by
forty feet of floor space—the rest of the
barn is devoted to a garage and the
workshop—and contains a huge fire-
place, a radio-phonograph, a piano,
metal garden furniture, and a red bar,
over which are mounted cheerful signs
like “Stop Here” and “Bar Open Now.””
The flooring consists of one-and-three-
quarter-inch hard-maple boards, rang-
ing in color from yellow to grayish, and
i$ in no way exceptional, considered
strictly as lumber. “That’s topnotch
flooring, though,” Barber said. “Under
the terms of the Ritz contract, the floors
belonged to the wrecking firm, and
while the job was going on, I used to
drop in there two, three, and four times

a week to cultivate the wreckers. At
that, they nearly sold the flooring out
from under me, to a Long Island used-
lumber concern. A close call, but I final-
ly got twelve hundred board feet, for
two hundred and fifty dollars, Notice
these new, light-colored boards here—
from the Main Ballroom. It was re-
floored about four years before the de-
struction. This darker board, discolored
by floor oil, is probably from the Main
Dining Room. And this one, with
carpet-tack marks—terrace of the Oval
Room.”

Barber pointed to an inglorious yel-
low coat rack in a corner of the room
and declared that it, too, came from
the Ritz. He then led us out of the barn
and over to the house, saying that we
must meet Mrs. Barber, and on the
way told us that the deal was con-
cluded, and the flooring trucked up
to Fairfield County, last August. He,
Mrs. Barber, three professional car-
penters, and various friends serving as
amateur carpenters laid the floor,
sanded it, and finished it on weekends
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last autumn. They got it ready just in
time for a Christmas-carol party. When
we reached the living room, Mrs. Bar-
ber came down from her plastering,
and before we knew it, we were sitting
with a highball in our hand and a pho-
tograph album, featuring the barn, be-
fore us, and listening while the Barbers
talked rapidly and antiphonally about
the floor and related topics.

“We really dedicated it on New
Year’s Eve,” Mrs. Barber said. “Six-
teen people came, in evening gowns
or white tie and tails.”

“All but one,” Barber amended. “As
you’ll see in one of those pictures, one
man wore a white summer dinner jack-
et and shorts. It was a tribute to the
efficiency of our fireplace, and so were
the women’s dresses. After I drape
some burlap in front of the more gaping
holes in the walls, that room will be as
warm as ever the Ritz was, no matter
how cold the night.”

“We’ve got to get a new table, too,”
Myrs. Barber said. “One big and strong
enough to dance on. People always get
the urge to dance on top of a table out
there.”

Barber asked if we’d like to see the
smokehouse in his atoc, and we said
we’d be delighted to, but asked if first
he would tell us when he and Mrs.
Barber conceived the idea of buying the
Ritz floor. Certainly, he replied—as
soon as they heard that the Ritz was to
be torn down. “My three sisters came
out on that floor. Mrs. Barber came out
on it. Frankly, / more or less came out
on it, three years straight,” he told us.
“Charles Silvani, the maitre d’hotel,
practically brought us both up, and we
spent part of our honeymoon at the
Ritz. I like to think of those fine boards
staring up at the chandeliers. Wish we
had a couple of the chandeliers,
but they were too expensive.”

“I have a dilemma,” Mrs.
Barber said to us. “We’re going
to have a wedding reception for some
friends here this summer, and I’ve been
wondering if “The Barbers’ Barn’ would
look quite proper on a Tiffany card.
But, of course, it will be all right, since
it’s sort of the Ritz Ballroom, really.”

NCIDENTAL INTELLIGENCE: The

kitchen of The Embers, a night
club in the East Fifties, was recently
destroyed by fire.

Space Eyes

NE of the courses listed under
“Gymnastics and Recreation” in
the catalogue of the New School for

e

b

Social Research is “Three-Dimensional
Chess,” with Dr. Ervand George Kog-
betliantz, a Russian-born mathemati-
cian and the game’s inventor, as in-
structor. We paid a visit to the New
School, at 66 West Twelfth Street,
the other morning, and as luck would
have it we were privileged to watch
the first public playing of Dr. K.’s game
in this country. Arriving a few min-
utes before class time, we met Dr. K.,
a small, thoughtful, gray-haired gentle-
man, in the fifth-floor room where his
classes are held, and he immediately
launched into an account of the his-
tory of three-dimensional chess, or space
chess. ““All through the centuries, man
was a crawling animal,” he said. “He
lived on flat planes, so he did not
learn to feel space. Now the airplane
and the submarine have changed that.
The modern, three-dimensional man
must have space eyes, and space chess
helps develop them. Both military and
commercial fliers are interested in the
game, for training.” Various Europeans
had been trying to evolve three-dimen-
sional chess on and off since 1774,
he told us, but hadn’t found a solu-
tion to the problem of how to check-
mate an opponent’s king when it could
escape in any direction in space. A three-
dimensional-chess club, using conven-
tional chess pieces, was formed in Ham-
burg in 1910, but four years later not a
single member had been checkmated,
and the club was disbanded. In 1917,
Dr. K., who was then teaching mathe-
matics at Moscow University, began
to work out a space-chess game in which
checkmating was made possible by the
introduction of new and powerful pieces.
The game in its present form was ready
the next year, and when Dr. K. emi-
orated from Russia with his family, in
June, 1918, he left behind a
space-chess club with a hun-
dred members, which he thinks
is still in existence. He settled in
France, taught mathematics again, be-
came a geophysicist, served on a govern-
ment mission to Iran, and was in the
French Army for a year. In 1942, he
joined the Mathematics Department
of Lehigh University, in Bethlehem,
Pennsylvania, and two years later was
invited to teach mathematics at the New
School. These careers have kept him so
busy that until now he has never in-
structed anyone outside Russia in space
chess except his daughter, his three step-
sons, and a few friends. In Ais game, the
king can be checkmated, all right; in
fact, by the time Leon Aroutcheff, one
of Dr. K.’s stepsons, was ten years old,
he was checkmating Dr. K.’s king with
irritating frequency. Aroutcheff, now a
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prominent architect in Casablanca, is by
his stepfather’s admission the present un-
challenged Western space-chess cham-
pion. “He has space eyes,” Dr. K. told
us proudly.

While the class was assembling, Dr.
K. showed us the “board,” consisting of
eight glass chessboards mounted, one
above another, in a frame with grooves,
which permit the boards to be pulled
out like drawers, so that the pieces
can be moved readily. He pointed out
his new, powerful pieces, and showed
us all the moves. We are a crawling
animal, and we will not try to describe
the moves except in a general way. At
the start of the game, each side has sixty-
four chessmen, distributed on the third,
fourth, fifth, and sixth floors; the two
bottom and two top floors are empty.
Most of the pieces look like ordinarv
chessmen and move in about the same
way, but they can go up and down as
well as forward, backward, and side-
wise. The new pieces are the space
queen, which moves in all directions as
far as it likes; the fool, which moves
catercornered in space; the favorite,
which moves like a rook or like a bishop;
the archbishop, which moves like a
bishop or like a fool; the space knight,
which moves rather like a regular knight
but is somewhat sneakier; and the hippo-
griff, which moves like a hippogriff,
and so much for zz.

““This is our fourth session, and the
first in which we shall actually play,”
said Dr. K. Glancing around the class,
we found eleven students, mostly young
and brainy-looking, and all males except
a young mother and her eight-year-
old daughter, who was reading a comic
book. Dr. K. gave a short preliminary
discourse, during which he said that
space-chess sets cannot be bought at
present but he will send instructions for
making one to anybody who wants
them. He then divided the class into two
teams, one to play the white pieces and
one to play the black, and subdivided
each team into an attacking platoon, a
defensive platoon, and a captain. The
white captain was a very young man
in spectacles and a tweed coat; the black
captain had the look of a substantial
businessman. The little girl went on
reading her comic book.

White opened by moving out his
king’s pawn, on the fourth floor, and
Black countered in kind. “No time for
the Nimzo Indian Defense,” muttered
Black Captain. White made a spa-
tial attack on his opponent’s king’s
pawn, from the fourth floor, and then
followed up boldly by bringing a fool
out and up two floors. “Let’s pester the
fool with pawns,” said Black Captain,
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and White Captain looked up sharply.
After some sparring, Black shot his
bishop up to the eighth, or top, floor,
thus attacking the fool from above.
“Very good,” commented Dr. K. “Air
power. Most important.,” White with-
drew the exposed fool. After Black had
whipped out his archbishop and his fa-
vorite, and there had been another brisk
exchange of pawns on the fourth floor,
Dr. K. declared the day’s session over,
saying that twelve moves had been
made in forty-five minutes, and com-
plimenting both captains on having space
eyes. “I’m dizzy,” said White Captain.
“This is nothing,” said Dr. K. “In two
hundred years, the world will be ready
for four-dimensional chess.”

OTICE received by a ten-year-

old St. Patrick’s Cathedral chor-
ister: ““Choir uniforms must be worn at
all services and telecasts.”

After Ball Points, What?

iLToN REvyNoLbps, the euphoric
former ball-point-pen king about
whom this magazine published an article
a year ago, is in town following his sixth
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round-the-world trip in six years, and
of course we’ve been to see him. We're
glad to say he’s in fine shape—tanned,
lively, highly vocal, and richer than
ever. On the occasion of our visit, he
was wearing a sharp blue suit, a check-
ered vest, a blue-and-yellow tie bearing
his initials in baroque script, and gold
cuff links on which were etched the coat
of arms of the Maharajah of Bundi and,
in Hindi, the Bundi motto, which
Reynolds told us is ““I fight for Bundi.”
“Thirty thousand miles!” Reynolds
said, by way of greeting. “New York,
Lisbon, Tangier, Casablanca, Marra-
kech, Madrid, Algiers, Tunis, Rome,
Athens, Cairo, Amman, Jerusalem,
Beirut, Damascus, Karachi, Bombay,
Delhi, Then home by Bangkok, Hong
Kong, Tokyo. Trip started Decem-
ber 1st. My main object was to go tiger-
hunting with my friend the Maharajah,
but Edna—Edna’s my wife—she’s
never been all the way around the
world, so I decided to do the thing
right.”

Reynolds went on to explain that he
had met the Maharajah on a plane,
somewhere between New Delhi and
Calcutta. That was in 1946, when
Reynolds was feverishly selling pens

on his first round-the-world flight. “I
gave the Maharajah a pen and it
worked, and we became chummy,”
Reynolds said. “He kept writing me to
come hunt tigers with him, and I finally
gave in.” The Maharajah’s seat in
Bundi, Phoolsagar Palace, is about two
hundred and fifty miles south of New
Delhi, and words almost, but not quite,
failed Reynolds when he came to de-
scribe it. “Straight out of King Solo-
mon!” he said. “What asetup! Three
hundred household servants. Qur bed
was twelve feet square. Qur suite had
its own dining room. We ate wild boars
for breakfast. Bundi had ten grand-
mothers but has only one wife, whom
I didn’t see. She was in purdah, you
know.”

Before leaving the States, Reynolds
had written to ask the Maharajah if
there was anything he might bring
him. The Maharajah’s secretary had
replied, “His Highness is much touched
at your question. He asks me to say
that it is a most difficult question to
answer, for the New World bristles
with things that cannot be had here,
but the first thing that comes to mind
is a cigarette lighter.” Reynolds took
the Maharajah a hundred cigarette
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“After all appeals to reason, law, and logic have been considered,
ladies and gentlemen of the jury, there remains one suimple, basic fact
that I am sure will enable you to understand mvy client’s motivation.

You know how hard it is to make ends meet.”’

lighters (made by a company he owns),
an Osterizer (made by a company he
doesn’t own ), and a thousand ball-point
pens (made by an old employee of
Reynolds’, now in business for himself).
In return, the Maharajah gave Reyn-
olds the gold cuff links and gave Mrs.
Reynolds a brooch as big, Reynolds
said, as the back of her hand, and
studded with no fewer than eighty-four
diamonds, eight rubies, and two hun-
dred pearls. With the brooch went two
sets of matching earrings and two rings.
The brooch was one of a pair that had
been made for one of the Maharajah’s
ten grandmothers; the Maharajah had
given the other brooch to Princess Eliza-
beth as a wedding present. “Now
that Elizabeth’s Queen, I suppose the
brooch may be part of the crown
jewels,” Reynolds said. “Edna was
really overwhelmed. Think of it! Not
a duplicate, not a replica, but the mate
of a crown jewel!”

As for the tiger hunt, it took place
in the jungle some thirty miles from
Phoolsagar Palace. The Maharajah’s
beaters had a pretty good notion of

where the tiger was, but Reynolds, the
Maharajah, and the rest of the party
spent most of five days on elephant-
back waiting for the tiger to turn up.
“The beaters hemmed him in closer
and closer by tying gentlemen to trees,”
Reynolds said. “A gentleman is a2 white
rag about as big as a hotel towel, and
when they’re tied to trees a couple of
hundred yards apart, a tiger won’t go
between them. Well, when we got to
the place where the tiger was supposed
to be hiding, the Maharajah blew a
whistle and the beaters started closing
in, striking the trees with sticks. The
Maharajah, who has shot eighty-nine
tigers, said he’d leave this one to
me, if I could get him, and suddenly
there he was—a huge beast—about a
hundred yards off. I blazed away with
an Evans .375 double-barrelled job
that the Maharajah had lent me. The
tiger rolled over into some bushes, got
up, and kept coming, I blazed away
again, and he rolled over into the bushes
and stayed there. When we got to him,
he was dead.” We asked Reynolds if
the tiger had been a man-eater, and he
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said he wouldn’t be a bit
surprised. “The Maharajah
once shot a tiger that they
claimed had eaten twenty
men,” Reynolds said. “He
had him stuffed and mount-
ed on a pedestal in the pal-
ace, looking ready to spring.
I wanted my tiger mounted
like that, but Edna wouldn’t
hear of it. I setded for a
rug and the tiger’s head
on a plaque, to hang on
our living-room wall. The
Maharajah, who’s handling
the stuffing for me, prom-
ised that all the teeth would
be showing in a tremendous
snarl.”

To go from Bundi to
money, Reynolds told us
that he spends much of his
time these days in Mexico
City, where he controls
several land-holding com-
panies,and that he is making
a nice thing of American
Bosch, an electrical-equip-
ment company, of which he
is the largest individual
stockholder. In 1946, he
took a hundred and twenty-
five thousand dollars—a
small fraction of his ball-
point-pen profits—and in-
vested it in a hundred
and twenty-five thousand
shares of the Amra Corpo-
ration, which subsequently
bought up American Bosch. He is now
getting a hundred and fifty thousand
dollars a year in dividends from this
investment, and the stock is worth a
million and a half. “I’m doing all
right,” Reynolds said. “It’s like shooting
tigers. What can you do after shooting
one but go and shoot anotherr What
can you do after making money but go
and make more?”

Clue

TALOGUE at a recent Laurence
Olivier and Vivien Leigh per-
formance:
FirsT LADY: “Is this the Shaw or the
Shakespeare we’re seeing?”
SEconD Lapy: “I haven’t any idea.”
First Lapy: “I think it must be
Shaw. Everyone seems to be laughing.”

Globalist
PAYING our respects to another of

the local campaign headquarters of
contenders for the Presidency, we
stopped in at the Hotel New Yorker




THE NEW YORKER

one morning last week to inspect the
offices of Volunteers for Taft. The
Volunteers occupy a two-room suite on
the eighteenth floor, jammed with pho-
tographs, press cuttings, hortatory litera-
ture, balloons, and a typewriter with
just about the widest carriage we’ve
ever seen. At the time of our arrival, the
premises were empty except for one
person—a handsome blond lady, wha
was exulting, over the telephone, about
Senator Taft’s showing in Wisconsin
and Nebraska. When she hung up, she
introduced herself as Mrs. J. Solon
Maguire, “Things probably seem pretty
quiet to you here,” she said, “but we’d
rather have our volunteers—there are
fifteen hundred of them—working
outside than hanging around trying
to get into the act, if you know what I
mean.”

Mrs. Maguire informed us that the
Taft offices have been functioning since
January, and that the Hotel New
Yorker was chosen because the Sena-
tor’s adherents hereabouts feel that the
West Side is the best place for him
to get votes. “We didn’t want one of
those fancy East Side headquarters,” she
remarked, possibly alluding to the fact
that Eisenhower’s boosters are operat-
ing out of the Marguery and the Roose-
velt. “We wanted to be in the heart of
things.” A well-dressed lady walked
in and asked for a Taft button, and was
handed a small one. “I’d been hoping
for a great big conspicuous one,” she
said. Mrs. Maguire told her apologeti-
cally that there was a temporary short-
age of great big conspicuous
ones, and asked if she needed
any literature. “No. You’ve
got my vote already,” said the
visitor, and drifted away.

Presently, a man came in,
and Mrs. Maguire introduced
him to us as William J. Good-
win, in charge of the head-
quarters. Mr. Goodwin cor-
dially invited us into the other
room for a chat. “I want to
tell you about Taft,” he said.
“I love Bob Taft. He’s the
most noble-minded man we
have. He’s entirely opposite
from what the newspapers
have told you about him. Ex-
cuse me for a second while I
look at my mail.” He opened a
couple of envelopes on his desk.
“Everyone wants to run the
campaign,” he said with a sigh.
“Here’s a man who says, ‘It
seems to me you should change
your slogans.”” We gathered
he was referring to the kind
we could see in the suite—"“No

Graft with Taft” and “Taft Axes
Taxes.” “Oh, the people we get in
here!” Mr. Goodwin went on.
“Drunks and bums and crackpots! It’s
a study in human nature.” He grabbed
an annotated copy of “A Foreign Policy
for Americans” off the desk. “I’m try-
ing to reduce this book of Taft’s to
readable size,” he told us. “You know,
Taft has always been the leading inter-
nationalist. He’s a globalist. Taft be-
lieves that all nations, like all individuals,
should be equal before the law. He has
always been a great champion of the
underdog in international politics. Taft
objects to the United Nations because it
isn’t based on international law.”

Mr. Goodwin interrupted his analysis
of Senator Taft’s foreign policy to iden-
tify himself as an old-time politician and
public-relations man. “I’m the China
lobby, you know,” he said, adding that
for two years he had represented the
Chinese Nationalists in Washington.
He indicated that his acquaintance
among congressmen Is extensive and in-
timate. “For a truck driver’s son, I've
belonged to some pretty good clubs,” he
went on. “The brainiest fellows I’ve
met aren’t the good-time Charlies. Fel-
lows playing the piano and telling jokes
don’t contribute much to the progress of
people. I spent a couple of hours once
with Dwight Eisenhower. There’s no-
body I’d rather go out on a party with,
but he didn’t impress me as a great
leader. Frankly, I never took him seri-
ously. A man with ingrained military
habits like his doesn’t have the freedom
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of action a President needs. I love Gen-
eral MacArthur, but I wouldn’t want
him for President, either,”

We asked Mr. Goodwin how he felt
about Senator Taft’s chances of obtain-
ing the Republican nomination. “We’re
going to carry New York,” he told us
firmly. “Oh, a lot of the delegates
here have an obligation—more im-
aginary than real, if you ask me—to
Dewey, and they’ll discharge that on
the first ballot, but by the second or
third ballot there’ll be a wholesale col-
lapse in the direction of Taft. I never
reveal a confidence, and I wouldn’t
even tell Taft himself who the delegates
are who'll come over to us, but I know
them and I know they will. And next
November, when the people realize
we've got one of the great champions
of human liberty here, they’ll all vote
for him.”

Windfall

N open-top taxi was stopped in traf-
fic at the Fulton Fish Market,
next to a truck from which some
men were unloading a large bag
of lobsters. The bag burst, the lobsters
cascaded into the cab, the lights
changed, the cop yelled to the driver to
get going, the driver drove to a2 Brook-
lyn friend who owned a fish market,
sold him a hundred and fifty lobsters
at a dollar-ten apiece, kept the remain-
ing eight, confided this immoral episode
to a fare, the fare relayed it to us, we
hope it won’t happen again.
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THE INQUISITION

ATE one afternoon in December,

I 1947, I was about to leave the

old mansion at 680 Park Ave-
nue, then, as now, the headquarters of
the Soviet Delegation to the United
Nations. As I was walking toward the
front of the great, marble-columned
reception hall, a messenger, a man with
huge, sloping shoulders, caught up with
me and handed me a folded note. I
paused, opened it, and read, “You are
ordered to be present at the examina-
tion commission tomorrow at 10 a.nm.”
Carefully I reread the note. It was
unsigned.

“Who gave you this?” T asked the
messenger. He hunched his massive
shoulders and spread his hands helpless-
ly. I had forgotten that he didn’t speak
English. I didn’t speak Russian. He
went toward the back of the hall, and
I stood there thinking.

For about six months, I had been em-
ployed as a teacher of English to mem-
bers of the Soviet Delegation. A New
York woman, I had been offered the
job largely, I suppose, on the strength
of the part-time teaching I had done,
first, for the Committee for Refugee
Education, which the New York Adult
Education Council had partly spon-
sored, and after that, by invitation, for
Amtorg, the Russian trading agency.
During the period 1 had been at the
Delegation headquarters, I'd had to
accustom myself to many unusual con-
ditions. I had become reconciled to
being escorted almost everywhere I
went in the building, from my class-
room on the first floor, where I gave
the minor officials their les-
sons in small groups, to the
offices and apartments, up-
stairs, of the more important
figures, whom I tutored pri-
vately. I had grown almost
used to working under the
ubiquitous pictures of Stalin
and Lenin. I had overcome
my astonishment at having to
submit strict reports on the
attendance and the general progress
made by all students. I had even be-
gun to lose that slightly conspiratorial
feeling I’d always had when I found
myself in the bathroom, the only time
I was left alone in that enormous,
ornate, and somewhat dilapidated old
structure. But this was the first time
I had been ordered to do something.
I was not used to that, and I decided
mstantly that I was not going to get
used to it.

While I stood in the hall, debating

just what to do, one of my students,
Mrs. Muchina (I never knew her first
name or those of most of my other
pupils), came down the wide, curving
staircase, walked over to me, and
greeted me warmly. An intelligent
middle-aged woman who acted as a
translator and secretary, she spoke clear
English, and in our lessons together my
job had been mainly to help her with
pronunciation and idiom. In relaxed
moments, we had chatted as any two
women of the same age might any-
where—about clothes, shopping, men,
children, the horrors of war. Often
she had seemed distracted. She worked
long hours, she told me, and she wor-
ried about her little daughter, who
was in a boarding school on Long
Island and whom she saw only on
weekends, and about her husband, who
was stationed in some remote part of
the U.S.S.R.

“Do you know anything about this?”
I asked, showing her the note.

“Yes, of course. I wrote it,” she
said. “Itis necessary that you be there.
Mr. Gromyko wishes. He will pre-
side.”

“Well,” I said, “I shall be glad to
come, but I’m surprised at the peremp-
tory tone of this note.” Mrs. Muchina
looked puzzled. “You know,” I went
on, “I assume it is a language difficulty,
but the word is ‘request,’ not ‘order.’
An American teacher is not erdered to
do anything.”

She blushed. “It is the way we say
it in my language,” she said. Then I
remembered how many times students,
even high officials, had hand-
ed me written homework,
saying, “I have done my
housework as you have or-
dered.”

Lessons were over for the
day. I tucked the note into
my purse and, pondering the
strangeness of Slavic ways,
went out into the swift and
familiar traffic of Park Ave-
nue. I had been hearing talk for some
time about an examination—the “in-
quisition,” the students called it—but
this was the first official word I had been
given. My curiosity was now thoroughly
aroused. The fact that Gromyko was to
preside struck me as fantastic. Veto pow-
er and international atomic-energy con-
trol were among the problems being
fiercely debated at the United Nations,
and that the chief representative of any
state should take time off at such a
juncture to hold routine language ex-

aminations for his staff was, to me, un-
believable.,

HE next morning, I arrived at the

Delegation headquarters promptly,
and with, I admit, a faint feeling of
trepidation, I ascended one flight of the
winding stairs; my escort, who had met
me at the front door, was, as usual, at
my heels. He showed me into what
must in past days have been a formal
drawing room. A handsome crystal
chandelier sparkled from the high ceil-
ing and was reflected in a gilt-framed
mirror over a black marble fireplace,
the floor was almost entirely covered
with a thick Persian rug, and the
windows were hung with frayed net
curtains and damask draperies. In the
center of one wall, and dominating the
room, was a simply colossal portrait of
Stalin, one hand thrust, Napoleonlike,
inside his coat. Under the picture, at
the head of a long baize-covered table,
around which folding chairs had been
set up, sat Andrei A. Gromyko.

I had had glimpses of him before.
Sometimes while I was resting on a
leather couch downstairs in the quiet,
sombre reception hall, there would be
a sudden commotion. Presumably at
a signal, doors along the hall would be
flung open, serious-looking men would
emerge carrying briefcases, and down
the staircase would quickly come Gro-
myko. An alert young man would hold
the front door open, and Gromyko,
with his sober-faced aides behind him,
would walk out to one of several wait-
ing limousines, and the hall would be-
come silent again. Once or twice, I had
seen him, fleetingly, when I went to
the sitting room of the Gromyko apart-
ment, on the third floor, to give Mrs.
Gromyko an English lesson, but this
was my first real meeting with him.

He rose as I entered, and said in a
low, resonant voice, “It is kind of you
to come. Please sit here beside me.” He
pointed to a chair at his right. He was
neatly dressed in a dark suit, dark tie,
and white shirt. His swarthy face, with
its coarse, strong features, was ex-
pressionless. He gave the impression of
being a man who had known very little
youth.

Standing to the left of Gromyko were
three men whom I had never seen be-
fore. They were members, I assumed,
of the examination commission. A
fourth man entered from a velvet-
shrouded doorway at one end of the
room. He was followed by Mrs. Muchi-
na, who was carrying a folder of papers.
She spoke to me and introduced her
companion as Mr. Volahoff. He was a




“All right, now, a little smile.”

tall man with a big soft face and black
hair that was brushed almost straight up
from his forehead. Nobody bothered to
introduce anyone else. Mrs. Muchina,
looking tired and distraught, was dressed
as if for a party. Her hair, a dull, sandy
color and usually very wispy, curved
up 1n a high, precise pompadour. She
wore a badly fitting black rayon crépe
dress and an imitation-pearl necklace
that emphasized the sagging lines of her
throat. Her lipstick had been put on un-
evenly, and her fingernails were lac-
quered a bright red. I thought how

much more attractive she looked on or-

dinary days, with a simple shirtwaist
and skirt and her untidy hair. She
opened the folder and placed some
papers before Gromyko, speaking nerv-
ously to him in Russian.

“We will speak only English,” he
said with a wave of his hand, interrupt-
ing her. “You will excuse it,” he added,
turning to me.

He then nodded to Volahoff, who
explained the procedure. The students
(all of whom had a working knowledge
of English) were to come in one by
one. I would read aloud several para-
graphs of an editorial clipped from the

New York T'imes. The student was en-
titled to a second reading if he wished,
and then he had to givearésumé in Eng-
lish. He was to be judged on the basis of
fullness of comprehension and facility of
language, Then he would select one of
a number of slips of paper that lay scat-
tered, face up, on the table. Each slip
had written on it a topic for discussion,
such as “Postwar Rehabilitation in the
Soviet Union,” “A Comparison of
American and Soviet Cinemas,” “The
Marshall Plan,” “The Palestine Proh-
lem,” and “An American Novel Re-
cently Read.” After extemporizing in
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“IPs wonderful! It keeps you guessing right up to the end, when—uwell,
yot’d never believe it, but who should turn out to be the murderer but
the detective himself! Yow’ll love 1t.”

English on one of these subjects, the
student would translate a passage from
a Russian newspaper into English and
then one from an American or British
newspaper into Russian. How I could
be of much help at this phase was diffi-
cult for me to see. At the end, the ex-
aminers could ask any questions they
cared to. The day before, there had
been a written examination—at which
I had not been present—consisting of
two translations, from English into
Russian and from Russian into English,
and I would be called upon to correct
the English translation.

“We are ready’” Gromyko asked,
looking at me. I nodded. One of the
anonymous men walked rapidly to the
door and opened it to admit the first
examinee, General Vasiliev, the rank-
ing Soviet member of the United Na-
tions Military Staff Committee. The
“inquisition’” had begun.

General Vasiliev was a slender, aristo-

cratic-looking man, wearing a gray,
pin-striped suit. He was in his late fifties,
I judged; he had thin gray hair and a
lined forehead. The lids of his fine dark
eyes seemed weary, and there were deep
grooves around his mouth. I was es-
pecially interested in him. During our
lessons, his Old World courtliness, his
humor, and his sophistication put him in
sharp contrast with most of the younger
members of the Delegation. He was
widely informed, and except when we
discussed politics, I had found him
delightful. I had asked him, tactfully,
about his life in Russia, but he had
always been reticent about it. All I
knew was that he had commanded
troops in bitter battles during the Second
World War. Gromyko nodded to him
curtly and indicated one of the folding
chairs. I said good morning to him in
as bright and hearty a tone as I could
muster.

“You may commence with the read-
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ing, if you please,” Gro-
myko said to me.

I took up the clipping
in front of me and began.
The General listened, his
eyes fixed upon me. The
room was intensely still
except for the sound of
my voice, and the air of
formality was oppressive.
When I finished, the Gen-
eral gave a very accurate
résume.

“You will now choose
one of the tickets on the
table,” Gromyko said im-
passively. .

The General’s hand,
long and slender, reached
out for one of the slips of
paper. He picked it up,
and I saw, with amaze-
ment, that his hand was
trembling.

“The Marshall Plan,”
he announced. Then,
clasping his hands tightly
before him on the table
and staring at the wall, his
face rigid, he monotonous-
ly repeated the clichés of
the Soviet line: “Extension
of capitalist economic con-
trol over peace-loving
countries . . . United States
imperialists and ruling cir-
cles of Wall Street . . .
American dollars want to
dominate and dictate econ-
omy of Europe . ..”

After about five min-
utes, Gromyko, who had
been watching the General closely, in-
terrupted him by looking at me and
saying, “I think it is enough?”

I agreed. Mrs. Muchina, who had
evidently been responsible for organiz-
ing the material, then handed the Gen-
eral 2 marked copy of Pravda, and he
began to translate, with some hesitation
at first, and then more fluently, in ade-
quate, if not always grammatical and
idiomatic, English. The theme of the
article was a denunciation of the Mar-
shall Plan. He seemed to relax a little.
Again Gromyko interrupted him before
he had finished.

“Enough. Translation from English
into Russian,” he said. Mrs. Muchina
began to scramble through her folder.
After 2 moment or two of miserable
confusion, during which a few wisps of
hair fell loose from her pompadour,
causing her to look unhappier than ever,
she located the papers she wanted and
handed one to Gromyko and copies to
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the rest of us. It was an excerpt from a
dispatch on the Marshall Plan in the

London Daily Worker, and in essence
was what the General had just given
us. Listening to the rapid translation
into soft, musical Russian, I began to
feel a little at ease. I took out a pack of
cigarettes and offered one to Gromyko.

“Thank you,” he said in a low tone,
“but I do not smoke.”

I took a cigarette, lighted it, and
looked around for some place to put
the match. Gromyko motioned to Vola-
hoff, who -went out the door and re-
turned at once with an ashtray. The
General finished his translation. There
was a short silence.

“You have some questions to put?”
Gromyko asked me.

“No questions,” T said.

“That is all,” he said to the General,
who rose, bowed stiffly, murmured a
low “Thank you,” and strode out of
the room.

“What do you think we should put
him?” Gromyko asked, giving me an
inquiring look.

“I think he did quite well,” I replied.

“Comprehension and retelling of ar-
ticle from Times excellent,” he said.
“Also translation. Five—do you
agree!” (The Russians mark on an
ascending scale of from one to five.)
Everybody except me bobbed his head.

“Mr. Gromyko,” I said, “the Gen-
eral did very well, but he did make some
mistakes. I think we should give him a
four, which, as I understand your sys-
tem of marking, would be ‘good.’ 1
don’t think in all conscience I could con-
sent to five.”

For several moments, Gromyko
didn’t reply. Then he said, courteously
but firmly, “Since there is some doubt
between us, perhaps you would consent
to change your opinion. I feel we should
put him five,”

“I’m sorry, but I cannot agree,” I
persisted. I was beginning to be amused
and had gained confidence. ““This stu-
dent has a fairly good knowledge of
English, but he is not excellent yet.” 1
repeated some of the most blatant mis-
takes the General had made,

There was an awkward pause. Gro-
myko looked at me with a queer, faintly
ironic smile. The pause grew longer.
“Have you any remarks, Comrades?”
he asked the others. The Comrades
remained silent.

I lighted another cigarette. “We
seem to have reached an impasse,” [
ventured lightly, Then I suggested that
perhaps we could compromise. “How
about a four-plus, or even a five-
minus?’’ I asked Gromyko.
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FAMILIAR FACES, LONG DEPARTED

Where are the dear domestics, white and black,

Who stayed for years or hastened to repack,

Diverse as weather, changeful as the wind,

And kind to children overdisciplined?

No more the stifled giggle on the stairs,

The scornful flounce when Madam put on airs,

The sympathetic heart beneath the starch

When boys who loved to dance were trained to march.
The subject round which every talk revolved,

The servant problem, is at last resolved.

The Huldas, Bridies, Posies, and Francines

Are now the happy servants of machines.

Time clocks have superseded bells, and wages
Rise with the pointer in the pressure gauges.

The hands that knew such varied skills prepare
The lean assembly line’s unvaried fare,

To make the things that serve as their replacement
In every function from third floor to basement
And heartlessly supplant with a device

The youth who brought romance as well as ice.

The house is shaken by the whining hum

That Nature most abhors, the vacuum.

Freed from the mute reproval of the maid,

Talk has grown loose and manners have decayed.
Damask and finger bowls are empty names,

At breakfast time the toast leaps up in flames,

The cocktail hour expands, the dinner shrinks;
Now no one needs to care what Bridget thinks.
All in prefabricated ruin lies—

And Ganymede gives notice in the skies.

He regarded me coolly. “But we do
not employ such a system. They would
not understand!”

I wondered what he meant by “T'Aey
would not understand!” Before I had
time to speculate, he abruptly capitu-
lated. “We will put four for General
Vasiliev,” he announced. “We are
ready for next student.”

HE door was noiselessly opened

and a very pretty, very terrified
young girl, one of the many clerks at
the Delegation, entered. She had stud-
ied with me for about six weeks and, for
a Russian, was singularly graceful in
her use of English, but I could see she
was doomed from the instant she came
into the room. Her anxiety was so acute
that it was painful to watch. Through-

—RoBERT HILLYER

out her examination, no one gave her
an encouraging word, though I nodded
and smiled at her reassuringly from time
to time. There were long silences,
broken only by her few stammered
words. She twisted a handkerchief in
her small white hands, and there was
one moment when I thought she was
surely going to collapse; she lifted both
arms in a supplicating gesture, as if she
couldn’t go on. Gromyko sat through
it all stolidly. When the girl finished,
haltingly, the last translation, he didn’t
ask if there were any questions. The
unhappy creature hardly waited for his
nod of dismissal before she ran, sobbing,
out of the room.

For a second, Gromyko covered his
mouth with his hand, and I was sure
he was hiding a smile. Then he rubbed
his chin and spoke. “I think,” he said
very slowly, “that in judging this stu-
dent we must take into account the fact
that she was extremely nervous.” He
flung up his arms. “She even made me
nervous!” We all smiled, and for the
first time that morning everybody re-
laxed.

“She is really very competent in Eng-




32

lish when she isn’t so

upset,” I said. We then
agreed to give her a
passing mark of three.

The next student to
appear was Vice-Ad-
miral Bogdenko, who,
like Vasilievy, was a
member of the United
Nations Military Staff
Committee. A short
and rather chubby man,

he had the high cheek-

bones of the typical

Slav, an upturned nose,
and a somewhat Mon-
golian look about his

small, close-set eyes. A

few months before,

when I began to give
him lessons, I had ad-
dressed him as ‘“Ad-
miral,” but he had cor-
rected me. “To you,
only Mr. Bogdenko,”
he had saild with a
sweeping gesture. “Al-
ways I am a democrat-
ical man.” Once, dur-
ing the summer, I had
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met him as he was

leaving the building,
followed by three tall,
elegant aides. All four
were in gleaming white uniforms. Bog-
denko wore a gold-encrusted cap,
gold epaulettes, and a festoon of rib-
bons and medals. He looked dazzling,
if slightly comic. ““Ah, today it 1s surely
Admiral Bogdenko,” 1 said. He swept
off his cap with a dramatic flourish
and placed it theatrically over his heart.
“To you, always Mr. Bogdenko,” he
rephed.

Now he had on a brown suit that was
too tight for him; the buttons on his vest
seemed about to fly off. He stood at at-
tention and then nodded cheerfully to
everyone.

“Sit down, please,” Gromyko said.
The Admiral plumped himself down
and looked expectantly and confidently
at me.

He did quite well with his résumé of
the Tmes article, displaying a fancy vo-
cabulary, which seemed to impress his
fellow-Russians—even Gromyko. Dur-
ing our lessons, the Admiral had always
kept a special little notebook for big
words and had used them frequently,
and quite often unexpectedly. “Stultify”
was one of his favorites and he some-
how worked it into the résumé until
the effect was indeed stultifying. Each
time he pronounced the word, his face
shone and he raised one eyebrow and

almost winked at me. I couldn’t help
smiling. Everyone else, however, looked
solemn.

“You will speak on a political topic
now,” Gromyko said when Bogdenko
was through with the résumé.

The Admiral became more serious.
He squared his shoulders and chose a
“ticket” from the table. “The rapture
between Iran and the U.S.S.R.,” he be-
gan, and I made a mental note that I
simply must find some way of helping
my Russian students to distinguish be-
tween the “u” and “a” sounds. Gro-
myko sat with his eyes narrowed. Sud-
denly he interrupted Bogdenko in the
middle of a sentence with a gruff
“Enough.”

After the translations were over, |
asked the Admiral to tell us something
about a short story by Somerset
Maugham that I knew he had been
reading. He did this willingly, his spirit
unruffled, his pronunciation impossible.
A few minutes later, Gromyko broke in
again with “Enough,” but the Admiral
either didn’t hear him or was so taken by
his own prowess that he wanted to show
off. At any rate, he kept going until a
loud and emphatic “That will be
enough”™ shut him off. He looked dis-
concerted. “That is all?” he asked.
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There were no further questions. The
Admiral got up, bowed ceremoniously,
and departed.

Gromyko asked what I thought his
mark should be. “Four,” I said, “but
the Admiral has a lot of work to do on
his pronunciation.”

“T'hat is something we all find most
difficult,” Gromyko said. “‘Perhaps,”
he added wryly, “there should be a rev-
olution in the English language to make
it more phonetic, like the Russian.” Be-
fore I could comment on that, he said,
“I think four is correct. Is it agreeable
to the rest of you?” He glanced around
the table. No one dissented.

While the next student was sadly
droning out a translation into Russian,
I left the room to stretch my legs. Just
outside the door, I almost bumped into
the Admiral, who was leaning over and
could have been listening at the keyhole.
He drew himself up quickly, and I saw
that he was perspiring. I held out my
hand to him. “Congratulations!” 1
said. “You did well on your examina-
tion.”

“Vhat mark!” he asked. When I
said “Four,” he smiled. Then his expres-
sion changed. He raised his right hand,
palm out, like a policeman stopping traf-
fic. “Ve vill see,” he said gravely. “Ve
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“Thank you’’s when
they were dismissed.
Gromyko accepted my
suggestions for their

grades with virtually no

comment, The same
impersonal, deadly se-
rious attitude prevailed

]

in the room.

Then, toward the
end of the day, after al-
most all the students
had chosen the Mar-
shall Plan as their topic
of political discussion, I
remarked that the Mar-
shall Plan had sudden-
ly become popular with
the Russians. The com-
mission members, all
but the chairman,

looked shocked, and to
tell the truth T was sur-
prised at myself. The

words had just popped
out. Gromyko chuckled
deeply. He seemed to
think it was a good joke.

The last examinee
was an unmarried
woman in her late thir-
ties, who was my prize
student. Except for a
sagging, petulant
mouth, she was quite a
beauty, and she had that
serene look some wom-
en achieve by merely

parting their hair in the
middle and drawing
it into a knot low on

vill see vhat mark they vill decide in the
end. Vait! Vait!”

“Wait for what?” I said. “I just
told you you got a four.”

“Vait!” he repeated ominously. “Just
vait!”’

When I returned to the examination
room, the student had finished and the
commission was waiting for me. I had
no questions. T'he student left the room.
After several more had come and gone,
I suggested an intermission. It was then
close to two o’clock, and we had been
sitting almost four hours. I was hungry,
and they must have been, too, but I
think they would have sat there all day

the back of the neck.
Her serenity was decep-
tive, however, as I had

without food if I hadn’t spoken up. We
separated; I went to Schrafft’s around
the corner, Gromyko to his private
apartment upstairs, and the others to a
communal dining room in the base-
ment. We had agreed to meet again
at a quarter to three.

HE afternoon session began as lit-

tle more than a repetition of the
morning’s performance. Students en-
tered, almost all of them looking fright-
ened; gave their résumés, most of them
creditably; translated; condemned the
Marshall Plan in identical phrases; an-
swered questions; and mumbled relieved

often seen her hysteri-
cal. She would weep
and shout and flail her
arms, sometimes right
in the middle of the
reception  hall, while
her comrades stond by—protesting, and

o, or threatening her, but with-
out effect. She didn’t care who came
in the front door or mind that I was
siting there on the couch watching
her. At last, crying, and quivering,
often with anger, she would run to
a door at the back of the hall and
disappear. Occasionally, in class, I got
a clue to her wild behavior. She com-
plained that she was always given the
most unpleasant jobs, and said she did
them willingly, as everyone knew, but
then she had to do other people’s work,
too, and all mistakes were invariably
blamed on her. Whatever her trouble

cajoling
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was, she used words lov-
ingly, and I found her a
very satisfying pupil.

Now, in spite of a good
deal of nervousness, she
did brilliantly. When she
had completed her final
translation, I asked her to
describe a movie she had re-
cently seen.

“I will tell you the story
of “Village Teacher,”” she
said. “It 1s a Soviet film that
our government sent to us
here to see at the Delega-
tion.”

First she recounted how,
at a graduation ball at a
girls’ Gymnasium in the
days before the Communist
uprising, a young woman
named Varenka fell in love
with Sergei, a young ideal-
ist who was a member of
a secret revolutionary move-
ment.

“Varenka loved Sergei
seriously and with whole
heart,” she said. “He has
been under suspicion by rot-
ten Czarist government po-
lice for long time, but they
do not succeed to catch him,
although they are in search
of him even at this same
ball.”

Then she told of the
eventual capture of Sergei and his being
sent to prison in Siberia, while his sweet-
heart, left alone, devoted her energy to
succoring the poor peasants. At length,
Sergei escaped and rejoined her, only to
be captured again. This happened over
and over. By the end of these lacerating
scenes, not only the 1917 revolution but
the First and Second World Wars had
passed. Sergei then died, in Varenka's
arms, and she became a teacher at a
G ymnasmwm. There, in a gay ballroom
where students were celebrating their
graduation, Varenka heard her name
broadcast over the radio as one of the
teachers who had been awarded the
Order of Lenin.

“She was very surprised and at same
time very happy when she heard her
name among awarded,” my student
said. “Everyone heartily greeted Va-
renka and music began to play agan.
While she was looking at her pupils’
dancing, all her life passed before her
eyes and she remembered how she her-
self had been dancing with Sergei when
they were both young, at final ball, how
her beloved had died at her hands, and
tears started in her eyes. She whisked

“Youwre not leaving this
house until yow’ve dried the dishes!”

them away and was smiling to her chil-
dren. That is end of cinema which I
liked very much.”

“I was waiting to hear more about
the educational changes that took place
after the overthrow of the Czarist gov-
ernment,” Gromyko remarked dryly.
“This cinema portrays the establish-
ment of free education for all peoples,
the building of new schools under new
people’s regime. Did you forget about
that?”’

The student looked dashed. “I said
about it, —I mean—"" she stammered.

“That is all,” Gromyko told her.
My student put both hands to her tem-
ples, agitatedly. “You may go now,”
Gromyko said.

After she had left the room, we had
a short discussion about what grade she
should have. I said I thought she had
done better than any of the others,

“I think four,” Gromyko said.

“But we gave the Admiral four and
she is infinitely more fluent,” I said.

“You wish finally to put a fiver”
Gromyko asked.

“Yes,”” 1 answered. “She deserves
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it

“As you wish,” he said,
and then inquired, “You
will have time to go over
the written examinations
this evening?” I suggested
waiting until morning, as it
was then after six o’clock.

“Thank you,” he said,
rising. The other members
of the commission also stood
up. I was still seated. Gro-
myko shook my hand with
a quick, firm grasp. “I must
thank you again for your
kindness to come and your
good work with students,”
he said, unsmiling, and van-
ished behind the velvet-cur-
tained door.

NE morning several
months later, I was es-
corted into Admiral Bog-
denko’s office to give him his
English lesson. Standing,
pink-cheeked and pudgy,
behind his highly polished
desk, he beamed at me, and
when I had settled myself in
a nearby chair, he sat down,
rubbing his hands together
delightedly.

“Your decision has been
upheld in Moscow!” he an-
nounced, and added, “Pres-
ent perfect tense. Correct?
Notr”

“Correct,” I answered automatically,
and opening my briefcase I began pull-
ing out some papers. Then I stopped
abruptly and stared at the Admiral,
whose small blue eyes were fairly danc-
ing in his head. “What was that you
said?” T asked. “M<y decision? What in
heaven’s name are you talking about?”

“Surely you recollect yourself. Ex-
aminations. The inquisition! You re-
mind yourself you gave me a four—
good mark!” he said, so boyishly I al-
most laughed.

It was then that I realized the signifi-
cance of Gromyko’s words: “They
would not understand!” Those ex-
amination grades had been sent to Mos-
cow to be approved or disapproved. Ap-
parently, “they” had approved, though
on what basis the Kremlin had evalu-
ated my judgment of oral quizzes given
in America, and why “they” had
bothered at all, were, and still are, mys-
teries to me.

“Yes, Moscow upholds you!” Bog-
denko said, smiling broadly.

[ stared at him a moment, without
comprehension, and then we began the
lesson. —LILLIAN ANSHEN SEIDEL




GOOD FRIDAY

‘ ‘ THEN I asked the soldiers on
the French side of the frontier
what the road was like, they
laughed gloomily and said, “Why such
a hurry to get to paradise? ” The soldiers
on the Spanish side were more earnest
and, after murmuring “Polly Jones?”
and looking with justifiable surprise
from my passport photograph to me and
back again, shook their heads and an-
nounced that the road traversed the
most beautiful scenery in the world. As
it turned out, there was a good deal
to be said for both viewpoints.

By the time I drove into the Mediter-
ranean fishing village of Tossa, where I
had planned to spend the night, the
sun had set, the frogs had started even-
song, and I was shivering in my cotton
frock. Luckily there was a fire in the
dining room at the inn. A juvenile
servant brought me a dish of rice,
shrimps, peppers, octopus, artichokes,
and tiny sausages, and I settled down
to eat and look around.

The dining room was divided into
three sections by two double archways
that were whitewashed, like the walls,
and there was no light but the strong
firelight. As it beamed over walls,
niches, and tables, it revealed an odd
collection of objects: wicker lobster pots,
oil lamps, earthenware jars, three deep-
blue tumblers, a stuffed eagle, model
ships in bottles and wax flowers under
glass domes, Saint Francis in plaster
and stately nudes in oils, a tapestry
showing a bullfight, and a porcelain
lady helping a porcelain monkey look in
a porcelain mirror while three white-
wigged pages held their porcelain
sides. There were also two sets of
tinted prints: “Les Plaisirs de ’Europe,”
showing champagne-drinking gentle-
men ogling daintily shod ladies, and
“Les Plaisirs de ’Amérique,” in which
slightly more vigorously drawn gentle-
men lolled beneath palm trees while
noble savages played the guitar and
offered grapes and dusky ladies. I
looked from all this to
the windows, whose
embroidered white cot-
ton curtains framed a
view of deserted beach
and boats, and decided
to stay in Tossa. The
family doctor back
home in England had
advised rest, sea, and
sunshine.

Within a few days,
I had made a routine for
myself. In the morn-

ings, I sat on the balcony outside my
room at the inn, doing a little painting
but mostly staring or reading. After
lunch, I drove my martyred car to cork
forests and orange groves, brilliant bays
and sombre promontories, baroque
churches with shining roofs of deep-blue
tiles, crumbled monasteries where black
and brown goats made mocking noises
into their beards, and lion-colored cita-
dels long since occupied by the blue-
green uniform of the conquering cactus.
Once, I drove down the coast to Tar-
ragona to see the cathedral and, at the
hotel there, got involved in a Douanier
Rousseau wedding breakfast: top hats
darted to and fro like beetles, ladies in
flowered voile frocks followed their
parasols over a red carpet that smelled
of camphor, gypsies pressed citrus faces
against the hotel’s new plate-glass win-
dows, and a three-piece orchestra played
Chopin waltzes and selections from
“No, No, Nanette.”

In the March evenings, I sat in front
of the fire at the inn and read books
about Spain. There were three or four
other guests, French or German tour-
ists, and we never failed to exchange
polite greetings that banished loneliness
without invading privacy. Occasionally,
we went so far as to offer each other
a glass of sherry or a magazine. The
only literature in the hotel was an old
Spanish shipping almanac, some 1932
copies of Lady, and a Tauchnitz edi-
tion of “The Garden of Allah.” We
all slept well and put on weight.

Late on Good Friday afternoon I
drove about forty kilometres inland to
Gerona, to see the Holy Week proces-
sion. Gerona is a very old town—
Charlemagne took it from the Moors—
and its history offers a variety of vio-
lence. The hill that dominates the town
is crowned with what was once a strong
fortress, and one can still see the re-
mains of the medieval city walls. When
I arrived, the main streets were al-
ready lined with chairs—cane chairs
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supplied by the municipality, folding
chairs sharply watched over by individ-
ual owners, and camp stools. The long
flight of eighty-six steep steps that rises
from a small, dark square up to the huge
Gothic cathedral was swarming with
small boys busily inconveniencing the
adults who were on their way to in-
spect the pasos—-almost life-size figures
grouped on stands and representing
scenes from the Passion. A few of the
pasos were already in the cathedral
square when [ got there, but most of
them were still inside the cathedral
being decked with flowers. They would
be carried, each one on the shoulders
of half a dozen penitents, out of the
cathedral square, through an archway
to the smaller square in front of the
collegiate church of San Felit, then
round again to the cathedral square
and down the steep, ramplike road that
skirts the fortifications and leads down
to the modern section of the town. In-
side the dark, honey-colored cathedral,
the air smelled of stock and roses, in-
cense and garlic.

Gerona is an intensely medieval-look-
ing town, and here, as elsewhere in
Spain, I experienced a peculiar mixture
of fear and fascination. This feeling
grew on me as the dusk deepened and
I left the cathedral square and went to
the square of San Feliti and then stood
among a gathering crowd at the top of
the long incline. Directly opposite me,
sitting on the edge of a narrow side-
walk, was a gypsy family—a fat, wrin-
kled grandmother, a sallow mother
breast-feeding a baby, two eagle-faced
boys in dirty military jackets, and a very
thin little girl with braids like dusty
snakes falling to the waist of her faded
scarlet frock. They sounded like wor-
ried but derisive parrots and ceased
chattering only when a group of peni-
tents hurried by. Then, for a moment,
the mockery left their unblinking dark
eyes.

It grew quite dark. Stars glittered
above, and simultaneously torches be-
gan darting to and fro in the crowded
square. Hoarse orders
rang out. There was
the clatter of horses’
hoofs. The crowd’s
mounting  excitement
had a sombre element
that suggested the sus-
pense before a bullfight.
I could feel my heart
thumping.

Suddenly, there was
a roll of drums. The
sound drew nearer,
grew alarming, grew



36

thunderous—and round the corner of
a building on the square came the first
of the procession, a detachment of
Roman legionaries in plumed helmets,
scarlet tunics, and polished breastplates.
The foot soldiers carried glittering
shields and marked time thuddingly
with their heavy, scarlet-tasselled spears;
those who were mounted held long gold
trumpets to their lips and wore scarlet
cloaks that billowed out, half covering
the rumps of the fine, restive horses.
The gypsies eyed the soldiers much as
Iberians must have eyed the first Roman
army of occupation,

Drummers followed, in buff tunics;
then a standard-bearer with the Roman
eagle, gilt on scarlet; a chariot; and then
the first group of penitents—black,
cowled, barefoot, bringing memories of
the Inquisition as they strode by, with
their ankles chained and with flaring
aiant candles held shoulder high. As
I watched, feeling alien and lonely, I
heard an English voice cry, “Why, it’s
little Polly Bedford!”

It was a long time since I'd been little
Polly Bedford, and I didn’t recognize
the middle-aged woman in a blue felt
hat waving frantically over the heads of
the crowd. Elbowing her way toward
me while the gypsies eyed her derisively,
she said, “It is Polly Bedford, surely’”

“Why, yes,” I said, struggling up out
of my astonishment. Then 1 heard my
own voice say, in clear, uncharacteristi-
cally girlish tones, “Why, Mrs. Abbot!
Fancy seeing you here!”

““There, now,” she said as she reached
me. “Isn’t this nice! It just goes to
show what a small place the world is.
And I’d have known you anywhere!
You haven’t changed a bit!”

I repressed a shudder. The last time
Myrs. Abbot had seen me, I'd been a
schoolgirl, the best friend of her daugh-
ter Ann, with untdy straight hair, and
braces on my teeth. I hadn’t thought of
Ann for a long time, She’d been killed
during the war, nursing in Burma. The
first drums passed down the slope and
out of hearing, and were replaced by a
military band, largely made up of per-
cussion instruments, which, in turn, was
replaced by more drums.

“You haven’t changed, either, Mrs.
Abbot,” I said untruthfully. Looking at
her kind, lined face, I remembered the
half-term excursions, the matinée of
“Thée Desert Song,” with tea and choc-
olate éclairs in the intermission, and
helping Ann hide her subsequent bilious
attack from the Dormitory Captain,

Mrs. Abbot was still talking about
strange coincidences and the smallness
of the world as the first paso came into

ON SEEING MY BIRTHPLACE
FROM A JET AIRCRAFT

The nursery boast

Among the teacups uttered, as the hunt

Went squelching over fields of buttered toast:
Someday I'll fly about with magic power.
Someday Lll wear a peak cap back to fromt
And travel at five hundred males an hour.

O brave halloing huntsmen, lost to me,
While at five hundred miles an hour I fly!
O boastful rattle of a nursery tea,

Lost while I cruise a new suburban sky!

Come, little ghost,

Come, pressurized in this brief dream. Swoop down
To justify the solemn nursery boast.

Follow the lost line of the magic hunt

Over the butter fields all turned to town.

Imagine that your cap’s on back to front.

sicht, carried on the shoulders of six
brawny penitents. It was a representa-
tion of Christ and two disciples sitting
over the Last Supper, brilliantly lit by
eichteenth-century carriage lamps. Awe
ran through the crowd bke a wind,
turning every face up to gaze at the sad
one bent down over the bread and the
wine, the sad face striving to inculcate a
kindness that seemed wholly uncon-
nected with the penitents who pressed
behind—these in scarlet robes—the
chains dragging at their feet as if to pre-
vent their flying away like the wicked
birds their drooping cowls suggested.

“Of course, I do believe everyone’s
got a right to their own religion,” Mrs.
Abbot said—and, unlike most people
who make this remark, she meant 1t—
“but I can’t help feeling there’s some-
thing about all this that’s— well, that’s
not altogether nmice. One shouldn’t be
insular, I know, but all those bleeding
hearts, and so on—so painfully realistic.
And yet really one would think they
were enjoying it, if you see what I
mean.”’

As her voice ran on, low and wor-
ried, and as the Middle Ages, splendid
with banners, stalked by me and down
the slope, I remembered St. John’s, the
Anglican church Ann and I had at-
tended at the Hampshire school—a
small, decorous, unalarming church,
with the vicar a kindly family man in-

—Joun PupnNEY

terested in Boy Scouts and Girl Guides
and sincerely anxious that we should
learn neighborliness. There was noth-
ing about the penitents to suggest neigh-
borliness. Gaunt, stern figures casting
huge, wavering shadows on the medie-
val walls, they dismissed man’s relation-
ship with man. “Yes,” I said. “T do
know what you mean, Mrs. Abbot.”

The next paso showed Christ in the
Garden of Gethsemane, bowed beneath
the gaze of an angel, who watched be-
side a real olive tree.

Mrs. Abbot asked after my parents,
who had died during the war, and ex-
pressed sympathy. The next group of
penitents were in black, and I didn’t
mind when Mrs. Abbot slipped her arm
in mine. “It’s certainly nice to have
company,” she said. “But I mustn’t
keep you from your friends.”

“I’m not with anyone,” I said.

“Out on a jaunt on your own, ¢h,
you naughty girl? But you are married
now, aren’t you?! [ seem to remember
Annie telling me.”

“Not now, I’'m not.”

“Oh, I am sorry.” She fixed her eyes
on Saint Veronica, who was confront-
ing two fierce Spanish soldiers in Charles
V uniforms. I suddenly realized from
Mrs. Abbot’s embarrassment that she
had misunderstood.

“I’m not a widow or anything like
that,” I said. *Just divorced.”

“Oh. Oh, dear! How dreadful of me
to be so inquisitive! Forgive me, dear!
I suppose I can’t help thinking of you
as you were.”

“That’s all right,” I said.

The penitents were in yellow now,
with gray cowls and girdles, and for a




second I saw myself as
Mrs. Abbot remembered
me-—a little girl of ten,
in a tussore frock, hand-
ing parents cupcakes aft-
er a tennis match. Ann
was waving to me from
across the lawn; she'd
managed to filch some
cakes for us. We were
very much enjoying life,
and neither of us had
ever been in love except
with Mary Queen of
Scots, Greta Garbo, and

the jumior geography
mistress.
Every time a gaso

reached the top of the
slope and started down,
there was a dangerous
moment when its weight
threatened to produce a
crushing accident, and
every time this moment
recurred, the foremost of
the penitents who carried
it would clap his hands
softly, as an acrobat does
just before his big num-
ber, and there would be
a second’s complete hush
before the paso swung
safely on its way, with
its nineteenth-century
dolls showing real hair and eyelashes,
real velvet and sackcloth, real lace bil-
lowing in the candlelight, beside banks
of heavy-headed stock and roses and
lilac, its paste jewels glittering, and now,
once more, the drums resounding.

“A lot of water’s lown under the
bridge, hasn’t it?” Mrs. Abbot said
sadly, wonderingly.

“Yes, it has,” I said. Still the peni-
tents came-—mauve and yellow, beige
and blue, gray and purple, scarlet and
black, amethyst and black, black and
black, black, black, cowls vibrating in
the warm, still air, candles flaring, drops
of wax lying like dew on black-gloved
hands, bare feet bruised by the dusty
stones, and, underneath all the other
sounds, the sound of the chains dragging
at hundreds of pairs of ankles.

“There’s nothing like this at home,”
Mrs. Abbot said, and I remembered the
Hampshire market town where Ann
lived—the modernized market place,
with 'W. H. Smith’s, Woolworth’s,
Boots the Chemists, and the old-fash-
ioned cars parked under the elms outside
the Pig and Whistle. It was difficult to
imagine a procession of this kind emerg-
ing from St. John’s, where the mildest
additional church decoration was apt
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“Aw, cut 1t out, Eunice. Save that stuff for your customers.”

to set the more Puritanical worshippers
crying “No popery!”

“There’s no denying it’s very pictur-
esque,” Mrs. Abbot went on, but she
sounded so worried that I began to feel
responsible for her.

“You’re not here alone, are you?”
I asked.

“Oh, no, dear!” she exclaimed.
“How ever would I manage? Though
I must say my little phrase book is very
good. They do those things so well now-
adays. None of that have-you-the-pen-
of-my-uncle-dear-aunt rubbish that was
all the style when I was a girl. No, no,
I’'m here on a little jaunt. I’'m with my
son. I daresay you remember Leo?”

“Of course I do,” T said hastily, re-
membering with an effort a dark-haired
brother who'd reflected credit on Ann
when he appeared in a blazer and flan-
nels at Speech Day. “He was keen on
politics, or something, wasn’t he?
Wanted to go into the diplomatic?”

Leo’s mother sighed. “Well, yes, 1
believe he did, now you mention it.
What a memory you’ve got, dear! But
then the war came along, and of course
that was no time for hobbies.”

“I suppose not,” I said, watching
more black pemtents file past.

“However,” Mrs. Abbot said, bright-
ening, “that’s all over now. At least, one
does so hope so, doesn’t one? And Leo’s
just got married. We’re all so pleased.
Little Maria’s such a delightful girl.”

Involuntarily, I made a grimace; the
only Maria I had ever known was any-
thing but delightful.

“What’s the matter, dear?”

“Nothing.” I managed to laugh. “I
once knew a horrid Maria.”

“Oh.” Mrs. Abbot laughed, too.
“Then it certainly can’t have been the
same person.”’

“I’'m sure it can’t,” I said. No one
could call the Maria I knew “little.”

A statue of the Virgin was being car-
ried past now, and as she smiled over
her jewelled hillock of flickering can-
dles, I saw my Maria sitting at a cocktail
party—ice-blue eyes, ice-blond hair, and
ice cubes reflecting light in the glass she
held in her shapely hand. “How in-
teresting,” she said, and my husband
smiled and said “Isn’t it!,” and my do-
mestic troubles began. As I thought of
that moment, I suddenly realized that
I could no longer visualize my husband’s
face. But Maria’s was there—-clear,
pale, classical, unforgivable. Although
I sull hated her, she had been only the
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first in the series of preferences that
wrecked our marriage.

“She’s a painter, you know—our lit-
tle Maria.”

This really startled me. My Maria
had been a painter, too. And not a very
good one, as I'd lost no time in pointing
out, with the maximum of malice, to
my husband.

“You must see some of her work,”
Mrs. Abbot said. “I’m sure it would
interest you.”

“I’'m sure it would. I'd like to, some-
da}!-ﬂj

“Oh, we needn’t wait that long,” she
said reassuringly. “They’re here, you
know.”

I looked nervously around. “Oh, not
here,” Mrs. Abbot said. “Gerona’s too
towny for us. We're in—"

The drums gathered volume and I
couldn’t hear where Mrs. Abbot and
her party were staying—which was a
good thing, I thought, trying to con-
centrate on the procession. Modern

Spanish soldiers, in olive drab, were pass-
ing by now, and after the soldiers and
penitents came the clergy and bishop,
borne on a tide of pomp, and town coun-
cillors, whose potbellies emphasized the
antichmax by keeping time with the
drums.

“Maria Dresden—that’s the name
she paints under!” Mrs. Abbot shouted
at me. “Such a pretty name, don’t you
think? I always say she’s like a piece
of Dresden china herself.”

And you’re not the first to say it, I
thought, forgotten bitterness sour in my
mouth.

“You must drive over and see us!”
Mrs. Abbot shouted. “We’re staying at
the hotel!”

Before I could answer with a lie, the
crowd gave a moan of religious enthusi-
asm. The last pase came in sight, a
shining glass tomb half submerged in
giant candles and bleached palm leaves
and tenderly held open by smiling angels
with gold and silver wings. All around

“The sponsors of this program have experimentally eliminared

all commercials. If you want to indicate that you endorse

this policy, go immediately to your nearest druggist and buy
a tube of Dentglo toothpaste.”

me, people fell on their knees, and, for-
getting Mrs. Abbot and the ghosts she
had brought with her, I remembered I
was in Spain and felt the beautiful, pow-
erful joy of the traveller whose eyes
have mastered a new experience.

No sooner had the tail of the proces-
sion moved down the slope than the
crowd surged after it and Mrs. Abbot
and I were separated. Feeling furiously,
and believing myself to be thinking, I
made my way down to my car.

LXT morning, I was half inclined

to think I'd imagined Mrs. Ab-
bot. But while I was telling the grati-
fied innkeeper about the beauties of the
Holy Week procession in Gerona, she
appeared. Close behind her were a
youngish man inclined to baldness and
a youngish woman with pleasant fea-
tures and hght-brown hair,

“T’here you are, dear!” Mrs. Abbot
called out. “I thought you’d be here!
Youremember Leo? ... And thisis my
daughter-in-law, Maria. . . . Polly Bed-
ford. ... Fancy, Polly thought she’d
met you before!”

“Oh, dear,” young Mrs. Abbot said.
“I’m so bad at names! Of course, I
remember you!”

We stared at each other, and then, as
she chatted shyly but comfortably about
excursions, food, and whether or not
one could trust the drinking water, I
realized—slowly, painfully—-that the
ice-blue eyes, the ice-blond hair had
never existed outside the jealousy that
had now vanished as completely as the
ice cubes that had tinkled in a long-
emptied highball glass. This gray-eyed,
brown-haired, prettyish girl had never
wantonly robbed me of a love that, since
it could be taken from me, had not
been mine. She smiled at Leo, and as
she did so, I saw that their love was
as charming as my husband’s and mine
had once been.

All at once, they seemed infinitely
fragile, and, remembering the penitents’
sombre figures stalking after the pasos
past the savage landscape that spoke
only of our relatonship with the un-
certain supernatural, I found myself
wishing that their Jove might last longer
than is usual. —Monica STIRLING

Mrs. J. J. Collins is in Springdale, Pa.,
where she went to be of assistance to her
sister-in-law, Mrs. Guy Battles, while
Mr. Battles is in the hospital. Mr. Battles
is the owner of two performing dogs; one
plays the piano while the other sings.

—Bartlesville (Okla.) Record.

He’ll get quite a reception when he
comes home.




o o
L

P R O

F 1L ES

THERE’S NO PLACE~III

VIII

You Might As Well Observe
the Rules

oHN P. MarquanDp began to feel
like himself—or what he thought
might conceivably be himself, since
one never really knows—only when he
and Allison Craig arrived at Kent’s
Island, the Marquand place outside
Newburyport. The day had been a
wearing one. He had taken the eight-
o’clock train from New York to Boston
with Craig, who was writing a bio-
graphical sketch of him for the maga-
zine Sweep. The train ride had been
something of an ordeal. Craig had asked
a number of routine questions, which
Marquand had answered perfunctorily
but which had raised in his mind a host
of memories and feelings. They had left
the train at the Back Bay station, and
Marquand had carried his suitcase and
golf bag to the street. He had been de-
termined not to let a redcap get his hands
on them, since redcaps, like everybody
else these days, charged ridiculous fees
for their services. It was all part of the
times.

Mr. Berry had been waiting for
them in the parking space at the
Back Bay station with the Buick.
Mr. Berry was a countryman and had
the countryman’s tall, hardened, out-
door look about him. He took care of
Marquand’s place and occupied a house
cn the grounds, with his family. Mar-
quand was fond of Mr. Berry. He ad-
mired Mr. Berry’s skill with domestic
animals and with the land. He occa-
sionally resented Mr. Berry’s skill, not
in a serious way but as a measure of
what he regarded as hisown inadequacy.
This would arise when he took his two
small sons out on the Parker River, near
their home, in the motorboat, and the
motor would go dead. Marquand was
a man who loved machinery, and the
working of machinery, in a purely in-

tellectual way. He loved to have the -

working of machinery explained to him,
but he had httle inclination to work it
himself. And so when he and the two
little boys would start off on an ad-
venture down the Parker River and
the motor would go dead, Marquand
would stare at the damn thing and
swear silently (he could swear with
magnificent variety, but he restrained
himself in front of the boys) and be
completely frustrated. Then it was

necessary to row to shore and abandon
ship and tramp through the salt hay to
a telephone, and, in a voice that be-
trayed burning indignation, ask Mr.
Berry to come down and fix the damn
thing.

Mr. Berry had greeted Marquand
at the station with the splendidly polite
nsulation of the countryman who
works for the city man. In his every
move, Mr. Berry revealed his inde-
pendence, an independence Marquand
deeply respected. Marquand often pon-
dered the relationships between people.
They were difficult enough at best,
God knows, but especially d:fficult when
someone worked for someone else and
had his residence on the same grounds.
The difficulty had become acute, in
Marquand’s mind, when Mr. Berry
installed a television set. Marquand
would not have one in his house. The
two little boys and his young daugh-
ter—he suddenly missed the children
and wondered what sort of mischief
they were up to down in Greenwich—
had wanted to go over to the Berry
house and watch “Howdy Doody” and
some other late-afterncon absurdities,
and the Marquands had forbidden them
to go. Marquand worried about this a
good deal. He hoped he had not hurt
the Berrys’ feelings. He was a man
who passionately wished not to hurt
anyone’s feelings.

Marquand had introduced Craig to
Mr. Berry and, once they were settled
in the car and had started driving off
to the Somerset Club, on Beacon Street,
for lunch, inquired after Daisy, one
of the cows. Was she giving milk?
Not too much, said Mr. Berry. And
the new wing on the house—it was fin-
ished, wasn’t it, and the papers had been
cleared off the floor, and the spatter-
work putin? They had, said Mr. Berry,
they had indeed, and he felt that Mr.
Marquand would be satisfied, As for
news of Newburyport, there wasn’t too
much since his last visit, some weeks
before. Still some talk about the old
doctor’s will, and who would get the
tool chest and the bees—an item of cur-
rent local interest.

Yes, the sight of Kent’s Island was a
welcome one at the end of a long and
wearing day. Marquand had taken
Craig to lunch at the Somerset Club,
where Craig, as Marquand had pre-
dicted to himself, ordered the wrong
thing. Craig had ordered omelette aux
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John P. Marquand

fines herbes, a damn-fool thing to order
at the Somerset Club, which had some
of the finest food in the East—and
especially when Minced Chicken Sam
Ward was on the menu. Then Mar-
quand had taken him to the Boston
Athenzum for a short visit, and they
had had an agreeable chat with Mr.
Whitehill, the librarian, an impressive
figure of a man with a round face
and a huge, drooping mustache. Mr.
Whitehill was the scholarly Boston
type. Marquand had admired, as he
admired so often on his visits to the
library, a portrait, in the librarian’s of-
fice, of a Hawaiian king, Kamehameha
the Great, who was wearing a red
waistcoat, and he had asked that they
be taken into the Oval Room, where
he pointed out to Craig the locked book-
shelf containing many of the books from
the library of George Washington. Mr.
Whitehill had smiled peculiarly and re-
marked that in “The Late George
Apley” Mr. Marquand had had Apley
write a letter to his children in 1912 in
which he mentioned an Apley family
portrait that hung in that room. “High-
ly amusing,” Mr. Whitehill had said
pleasantly, “but I must point out that
this room was not built until 1913. I
yield to no man, of course,” he had
added hastily, “in my appreciation of the
book as satire.” Marquand had apolo-
gized for the error, and had then taken
Craig over to the offices of Welch &
Forbes, his trustees, where he discussed
business matters for a few minutes. Mr.
Forbes, with whom Craig spoke briefly,
had said that he considered himself and
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his partner “hewers of wood and draw-
ers of water for J. P. Marquand,” and
Mr. Welch, with whom Craig also
spoke briefly, had said that the firm was
proud to “furnish logistic support to
J. P. Marquand.”

Marquand, Craig, and Mr. Berry
then drove to Newburyport, along a
new, broad, white highway, which, cut-
ting through the heart of old New Eng-
land, was dotted with signs advertising
red-coach grills, ship’s grills, jalopy
races, fried clams, and cabins with steam
heat, radios, and showers. One aspect
of New England that even the most
modern highway and the deepest-fried
clam could not eradicate was
the large number of cemeteries
along the road—more ceme-
teries than Craig, who was a
New Jersey boy himself, had
ever before seen in the course
of a thirty-mile ride. Since
Marquand was absorbed in his
own reflections, Craig per-
mitted his mind to dwell upon
the cemeteries, and he made a
mental note to ask his superiors
at Sweep to let him write a big,
comprehensive article on the
graveyards of New England
sometime. He would call it
“Buried History,” and itwould
take in just about everything in
New England life. But of
course he knew he would never
do anything about it. Mr.
Berry interrupted Craig’s and
Marquand’s thoughts by call-
ing to Marquand from the
front seat that he had heard a
radio version of one of Mar-
quand’s Mr. Moto stories a
couple of nights before, and
that the author had been re-
ferred to as “James P. Mar-
quand.” Marquand said,
“Damn! How ridiculous! T’ll
have my agent look into it,”
and he asked Mr. Berry if
he would mind stopping for a
minute at the Myopia Club.
He wished to leave his golf
bag there.

Marquand was exceedingly
fond of the Myopia Club.
There was a porch at the club
for men and another one for
women, and heaven help the
women if they crossed the
men’s porch during restricted
hours. Children were not al-
lowed on the men’s side of
Myopia, and Marquand had
once broken the rules by in-
stalling one of his little boys

on the porch outside the bar while he
went nside for a moment, and one of
the older members had raised Cain
about the infraction. Marquand had
been wrong, no doubt about it. One
observed the rules of Myopia because
one respected Myopia, and it was an
institution of the North Shore. Mar-
quand stayed somewhat aloof from the
other members, a good many of whom
looked upon him with the suspicion they
reserved for anybody in “the writing
game,”’ as they put it. They suspected,
perhaps with justice, that they were just

more grist to his mill—that he observed
them with considerably more astuteness
than they observed him. Of course, they
failed to realize that Marquand needed
the nourishment of Myopia in order to
write about it, even In a satiric vein,
for one had to love something solid,
real, and permanent before one could
bring oneself to satinze it. This es-
caped them. To them, Marquand was
a man who lived by creative talent, and
therefore, in a sense, was an outsider,
but they were proud to know him and
to say that they knew him. Marquand

“Yow’re so right. Y ouwd think they’d have more sense, it being their

business and all. Ler me tell you about the last time I shopped there.

And believe me it was the last time. They ran this big ad in the paper

practically giving everything away free, according to them, so I raced
dowon there. Well, you should have seen . ..”
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HIS ad is addressed to hus-

bands —husbands who’ve
yearned for the thrill of sitting
behind a broad hood packed with
horsepower—and the pride of roll-
ing down the street in a car that
tells the world, “Here’s a man who
knows the finest thing on wheels.”

But husbands have wives. And
wives have been known to say,
“No big cars for me. They’re too

hard to handle.”

Well, we have an answer for that
one. It’s a RoADMASTER with
Buick’s new Power Steering.f
And Power Steering takes over
any time the steering gets tough—
works like a helping hand —
reduces the effort of turning the
wheel of a car at a standstill to
about the same effort it takes to
pick up a mink coat.

But out on the open highway—
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with a clear straight stretch before
you—your hands still have com-
mand of the wheel—you can feel
that sure, firm, easy and eager
responsiveness that’s a part of the
fun of driving.

The rest of the fun is in something
else that’s new this year—the high-
est horsepower that a Buick
Fireball Engine has ever delivered
—and an Airpower carburetor that
lets loose an extra reserve of
power when needed, and still adds
extra miles to your cruising range
on each tankful of gas.

So we suggest a family demon-
stration.

You’ll both like the hushed

and restful silence of this
superbly able traveler.

You'll like the harmonious
beauty of its interior, and

N E A RE S T B U 1

F

Give the little Iady a, hand

%

the deep and luxurious softness
of its seats.

You'll like the velvet-gloved grip
of its Wide-Band brakes. and the
most capacious trunk in Buick
history.

You’ll like the smooth surge of
Dynaflow Drive, and you’ll like—
but why waste time talking, when
you could be finding out more
than we can ever tell you? How
about making a date to do that
right now?

Equipment, accessories, trim and models are
subject to change without notice. White side-

walls optional at extra cost when avatlable.
TOptional at extra cost on Roadmaster only.

Custom Built

ROADMASTER

C

by BUICK

When better automobiles are built
BUICK will build them

K D EAULER
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Ethel Merman
=5 Call MeMadam’

with RICHARD EASTHAM
ALAM HEWITT » RUSSELL NYPE

Music & Lyrics by IRVING BERLIN

ook by HOWARD LINDSAY & RUSSEL CROUSE
Directed by GEORGE ABBOTI
Donces & Musical Numbers by JEROME ROBBINS

Evgs. 57.20-2.40. Wed, Mats. 54.20-1.80.
i Sat, Mots. 54.80-1.80, Tox Included.

IMPERIAL Theo, 245 W, 45th St, N. Y. 19

HENRY FONDA
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A new play by PAUL ns BORN
Based on the povel by JOHN P MARQUAND
wilh
JOHMN CROMWELL » LEORA DAMA « FRANKE COMROY
COLIN KEITH- JOHNSTON = FHJEEF?T ROSS
BARTLETT ROBINSON «PATRICIA SMITH « PHIL ARTHUR
Duwected by H © POTTER  Setlings by JO MIELZINER

Mon. thro Thurs, Eves.: nﬂumlan Fri. & Sat. Eves.
$6.00 to 2.40. Mats. Wed. & Sat.: $4. 2010 L. 80, Tax Incl.
ALVIN THEATRE, 52nd St. West of B'way

JOSE JUDITH

FERRER " 4 EVELYN
THE SHRIKE

CORT THEA., 48 St. E.of B'y. Mats.Wed. & Sat.

“A Stunning

W-COLEMAN
Play.” - SikRoR

“Lovely stuff...
Witty stuff.”

vv. . W N -CHAPMAN, NEWS
The Theatre Guild presenis

REX LILLI
HARRISON PALMER
» VENUS OBSERVED

by Christopher Fry
Directed by Laurence Olivier

CENTURY THEA., 7th AVE. & 59th STREET
Evgs. B:35 Sharp. Mats. Thurs. & Sat. 2:35 Sharp

A snuunnr PRODUCTION!” —atianson, Times

“, PALJOEY

Music by Lyrics by Book by

RICHARD LORENZ JOHN
RODGERS HART O'HARA
Starring

VIVIENNE SEGAL
HAROLD LANG

with HELEN GALLAGHER + LIONEL STANDER
/4 Entire Production Supervised by

ROBERT ALTON
BROADHURST, 44 5t W, ol By

Eves B:30 « Mats. Wed. & Sat 2.30
T S SANRES Y A

had never fully formulated his views
about them. He enjoyed wearing the
canary-yellow-and-red tie of the club
on club occasions when the wearing of
it was in order, but he had a troubled
realization that although this was some-
thing he enjoyed, he also enjoyed writ-
ing about it humorously. He got great
pleasure out of coming down from
Newburyport two or three days a
week to take golf lessons from the
club’s pro, John Thoren, but he would
never go out on the links with the
boys and play a round. Marquand had
played only once on the Myopia course,
which was well laid out and tough.
He could do fifty up at Newburyport
(nine) and about a hundred at Myopia
(eighteen), and Mr. Thoren, a sharp-
eyed, athletic fellow, held him in the
highest esteem. Marquand, in turn, en-
joyed the company of Mr. Thoren and
the relaxation of coming down and get-
ting away from his work and the
children, and driving a few for the
ro. “Mr. Marquand,” Thoren would
say when Marquantl took a practice
swipe at the ball, “that would have
been great.”” Marquand would have
come down every afternoon if Thoren
had been able to accommodate him,
Thoren, for his part, felt that Mar-
quand was topnotch. “He’s good for
a man of his age,” he would tell other
club members. Thoren. especially liked
the way Marquand would cry out,
when he hit at the ball and missed, “Put
me down for a goddam son of a bitch!”
Marquand liked the bar at the Myopia.
There was no bartender; one simply
took one’s own liquor—all of it bear-
ing the Myopia label, consisting of an
alert fox and a hunting horn—out of
one’s own locker, and poured oneself
a drink. Marquand had liked poor old
Peter, now dead. Peter had been a
steward, and he had liked Marquand
and said of him, “I like Mr. Marquand.
He doesn’t fuss with his food.” And
Marquand liked the idea of belonging
to a club that had as its oldest mem-
ber Mr. Isaac Thomas, a great old
Ipswichian, a portrait of whom, wear-
ing a slouch hat and a tweed coat, hung
in the big room, and who would throw
the entire membership out of the room
if their noise interfered with his watch-
ing of a baseball game on television.
Today, Marquand did not speak to any-
one at the club, because nobody was
there. He merely left his bag.

As soon as the car had started up
again, headed for Newburyport, Mar-
quand began to speak of his small chil-
dren. He was worried about their educa-
tion. There were times when he felt they

ALDRICH & MYERS with Julius Fleischmann, present
OTTO PREMINGER'S PRODUCTION
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~—CHAPMAN,
NEWS

A New Comedy by
F. HUGH HERBERT

NEW ‘I’DHI{——HENR‘F MILI.ER 5 THEATHE

BARBARA _ DONALD _  BARRY
BEL GEDDES ®* COOK “ NELSON

CHICAGO — HARRIS THEATRE i

L, LEON MAGGIE BIFF
AMES ® McNAMARA ® McGUIRE
NATIONAL COMPANY
HIRAM JAMES

oy MARCIA
SHERMAN ® HENDERSON ® YOUNG

April 15th & 16th—AUDITORIUM, Memphis, Tenn.
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“A SOLID BROADWAY HIT!” — LIFE Magazine
“Best New Play of the Season” —W1TS, Post

JULIE HARRIS .

starring

& new play by
JOHN VAN DRUTEN

siapted drem the slo bes of
CHRISTOPHER ISHER#WOO0D

with

WILLIAM PRINCE
EMPIRE, 8°way, 40 51, Evgs B:40. Mats Wed. &Sui 2.4C 40
"TOP OF HER FORM"' —Morchonge, W-Tel-Sun

“The incomparable Helen Hayes is supe:h

Helen Hayes
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A Comic Fontosy by MARY I:HASE

wir JULES MUNSHIN

ENID MARKEY = IRWIN COREY = PAULA TRUEMAN
and BRANDON DE WILDE

MOROSCO THEA. W. 45 5i. (1 6-8230
Evgs. at 8:40—Mats. Wed. & Sat. 2.40
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“A most enjoyable
Atlantic crossing—
thanks to

the luxurious

L

Mr. John D. Biggers
President of Libbey+Owenss Ford Glass Company

No other trip my wife and [ have ever made was
more enjoyable than our recent voyage aboard the
8.8. AMERICA. It was perfect from start to finish.
“She is a fine ship, handsomely decorated and
furnished . . . all Americans may be proud of her!”

If you appreciate select food, prepared and served

with elegance from a spotless galley, then you'll

be doubly pleased with the cuisine on the AMERICA.

The pride which the master chefs take in their art is

seen against a backdrop of snowy-white table linens.

Here is shipboard dining at its best.
The AMERICA sails from New York to Cobh, Havre, Southampton,
Bremerhaven May 2. May 29. June 20, July 11, Aug. 1, Aug. 21,

Sept. 12, Oct. 2, Oct. 24 and regularly thereafter.
First Class 8295 up; Cabin $200 up; Tourist $160 up.

Maiden Voyage of the great new Superliner

from New York, July 3 &g &
I i MM m

Less than three months from now, the world’s most in maritime engineering. construction and decoration
modern passenger ship will join the America. This top .« . the sum total of America’s resources and skills.
team of American-flag luxury liners will provide frequent, Like her running mate, the beautiful America, this
de luxe service to and from all Europe. great ship will offer unsurpassed comfort, service. cuisine
Largest, fastest passenger vessel ever built in this and oceangoing entertainment.
country, the UNITED STATES introduces new standards N See our authorized Travel Agents for full information.
v

The Umitep StATES sails from
New York to Havre, Southamp-
ton July 3. July 23, Aug. 8,

i Aug, 22. Sept. 5 and regularly
- . . thereafter. First Class $350 up:
. w Cabin $220 up; Tourist $165 up.

UNITED STATES LINES

OFFICES IN NEW YORK + BALTIMORE + BOSTON CHICAGO -« CLEVELAND . LOS ANGELES - MONTREAL
NORFOLK + PHILADELPHIA - SAN FRANCISCO SEATTLE » TORONTO « VANCOUVER s WASHINGTON
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GERTRUDE LAWRENCE

In A New Musical Play

The King and I

with YUL BRYNNER
DOROTHY SARNOFF

ST. JAMES THEATRE, West 44th St.
Evenings at 8:25: §7.20 to 1 80. Matinees
Wednesday & Saturday at 2:25:34.20 to 1.80.

Pulitzer Prize & Critics’ Award Musical Play

MARTHA WRIGHT
GEORGE BRITTON

South, Pacific

with MYRON McCORMICK

MAJESTIC THEATRE. West 44th St.
Eves: at 8:30° $6.00 to 1.80. Wed. Mat. at
2:30: $3.60 to 1.20. Sat. Mat. $4.20 to 1.20.

MONDAY EVES. ONLY: CURTAIN AT 7 SHARP

“The most
civilized
comedy
we have
had on

marriage
for years.”

ATKINSON,
N.Y,. Times
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Evgs, 8:40—0rch. $4.50; Mez.z.. $3.60, 3.00; Balc £2.40, 1.80,
1.20. Mals. Wed. & Sat. 2:40—0rch. $3.60: Mezz. $3.00°
Tale. $2.40, 1.80, 1.20. Tax Incl MAIL ORDERS FILLED

BAHHT’MORE Theatre 243 w. 47 5¢., N.Y. 36
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THE THEATRE GUILD presents

EDNA  BASIL
BEST RATHBONE ..

bl & o9
~4' s HOWARD IRENE
ST. JOHN BROWNE

PHILIP FRIEND

by §. N. BEHRMAN
Based upon on original story by
W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM

Directed by CYRIL RITCHARD
COROMET Theda., 49th 3t. W. of B'way, Mats Thurs. & Sat,

1 “BOUNDLESS DRAMATIC EXCITEMENT !** — Hawkins, W.-T. & Sun
IRENE MAYER SELZNICK presents
ELIA KAZAN’S PRODUCTION OF

A New Play by GEORGE TABORI
2/~F5 Directed by MR. KAZAN

PAUL "™ GUSTI
LUKAS HUBER

i!l-
-"‘ MUSIC BOX, 45th St. West of B'way
Eves. B:40 » Mats. Wed. L Sat. 2:40

should be educated in Grecnwich; there
were times when he felt they should be
educated in New York; there were
times when he felt they should be edu-
cated at some school near Newbury-
port. Children needed roots. Certain-
ly they could not have them on the
streets of New York. A school near
Newburyport will have to be it, he told
Craig. They will love the winters in
Newburyport, the high winds and the
deep cold, and then the visible changing
of the seasons. But he was worried
about getting them to school. They
could take a train, of course. No, a car
and chauffeur will drive them down and
bring them home. He added that the
entire discussion might be academic,
since his wife, Adda:dﬁ probably had
some pretty firm notions of her own
about their schooling. He promised
himself to talk to her about it when he
got back to Greenwich the next day.
Mr. Berry turned off the road a few
miles south of Newburyport and they
passed thmugh scrubby country. They
were nearing Kent’s Island, and Mar-
quand was happler than he ]md been all
day. He was, in a sense, coming home,
although he knew that no place, any-
where, could guarantee happiness.
When you came down to it, there was
no place like home, wherever that might
be. If it was at all.

IX

A Great Many Good People Have
Walked Over This Ground Ahead
of You, Young Man

KENT’E IsLanp, where the Mar-
quands lived during the summer
and early fall, and where Marquand
had written most of his novels, was not
an 1sland at all in the orthodox, roman-
tic sense. One did not take a hoat to
Kent’s Island, saying farewell to the
shore behind and landing in a remote
place. To reach Kent’s Island, one
drove through the scrublands for a
while, crossed a small, rickety, and some-
what dangerous bridge of wooden planks
thrown across a sluggish stream—at the
point where the bridge crossed, it was
nothing more than a tiny, lazy, mean-
dering trickle—and there you were, on
Kent’s Island. Granted that the ap-
proach was unromantic, and that if you
did not tell a person he was about to
reach an island, he would assume that
he was just crossing a small, rickety ar-
rangement of planks and heading toward
a country estate, Kent’s Island, for
Marquand, was an island, even though
technically it was an island only during
high tide at the time of a full moon,

Wm

——Atkinson, nmes
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MARTIN BECK Thea., W. 45 St. Mats. Wed. & Sat.
"As engaging a comedy as we
are likely to see for a long time."

—WOLCOTT GIBBS, The New Yorker
GILBERT MILLER presents

AUDREY REPBURN -
i 8

A MNew Comedy by
ANITA LOOS Adopted
from COLETTE'S Novel

CATHLEEN NESBITT - MICHAEL EVANS - JOSEPHINE BROWN
BERTHA BELMORE
FULTON Theatre W. 46 St. Evs.£:40 Mats. Wed. & Sat,
MOTION PICTURE 3
RADIO CITY MUSIC HALL-

Rockefeller Center

“SINGIN’ IN THE RAIN”
GENE DONALD DEBBIE
KELLY  O'CONNOR  REYNOLDS
Color by TECHNICOLOR » An M-G-M Picture
plus THE GLORIOUS EASTER STAGE SHOW

_++++4+++j:++|

R e T 2 20 e e e e e e l

'|

Don’t miss the first

“Al Jolson Birthday Tribute”

by stars of
Hollywood and Broadway

on the anniversary of the birth of one
of America’s most beloved entertainers

on May 26th, 1952 at Madison Square Garden

All proceeds go toward the maintenance of the Al
Jolson's Servicemen's Canteen, 129 Pierrepont Street,
Brooklyn.

Sponsored by the Brooklyn Council Veterans of For-
eign Wars, the Canteen offers New York's pgreatest
array of facilities—fres!

Tickets may be purchased at the
Canteen’s office: 16 Court Strect
Room 2008 Brooklyn, N. Y.

Telephone: TR 5-3990
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wrapped up in the big, beautifal p. 'kag‘e that comprises
the restaurants of Rutlwfeli:e Br. Here you will find
Simtex table napery fur_!tabieq‘ that: resh, gleaming, invit-
hish. There's wonder-

ing, thanks to the exclusive Basco

fully long -wearing Simtex table nap@##y for your home, too.
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SIMTEX MILLS, 40 WORTH STREET, NEW YORK 13, N. Y.
Division of Simmons Company, Makers of the famous Beautyrest Mattress
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SIMTEX COVERS MORE TABLES THAN ANY OTHER MAKER IN AMERICA
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“American Airlines, Inc. carries morve passengers
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IT'S ""PAY-LIGHT'" SAVING TIME
At *The Mozt Mogmificent Hotel in the Americas””
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{2 in a room) European Plan
write or call

New York Office: 730 Fifth Avenve
Ploza 7-5253 ¢ Chicage Office: RAndolph 6-0625
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ON 5T. THOMAS, VIRGIN ISLANDS

when the marshes around it would fill
up, and occasionally in the autumn,
when the water would spill over the
road and the salt spray would splash up
inside one’s automobile and possibly
damage the motor.

After the Buick crossed the bridge,
they could see Marquand’s place ahead,
amidst a clump of trees on a slight
elevation—the main house, two stories
high, magenta with gray-green trim; a
barn across the road, and utility build-
ings behind; and a smaller house, where
the Berrys lived, situated not far from
the barn. Marquand told Craig that he
had bought the place in 1935, and had
built an addition to the main house in
1940. (“Let me get that down straight,”
Craig said, taking out his notebook.
“The place itself in 1935, the addition
in 1940.” Craig put the notebook back
in his pocket.) Marquand had been add-
ing a little here, a little there, ever since.
There were four cows, some rats, and
no horses, he said. Suddenly the auto-
mobile slowed down almost to a crawl
and, proceeding at this pace, gave a
terrific lurch as it passed over a high
bump in the road; it moved on a few
yards, gave another lurch as it passed
over another bump, and then lurched
again. ‘““Adelaide put those mounds in
the road to protect the children from
cars speeding up here,” Marquand ex-
plained. “They will slow down the
fastest-moving car. Adelaide likes to call
it ‘a Greenwich idea.” They know I
don’t like suburbia, and therefore they
like to call this effective notion ‘a
Greenwich idea.’” The car passed
two old-fashioned metal street lamps,
the kind originally intended for gas, and
stopped in front of the main house. Some
lilac bushes were clumped beside the
stone walk to the front door of the big
house, which had charming, farmhouse
proportions and an easy, graceful stretch
of wings and other additions. It was a
house that had been lived in—comfort-
able and unpretentious.

Marquand took Craig into the en-
trance hall, and it would have been ap-
parent to Craig, if Craig had been that
kind of person, that Marquand’s love of
detail in his books—his intricate descrip-
tions of the insides of houses—was a re-
flection of his interest in the details of his
own house. Taking Craig from room to
room, some of them on a level shightly
lower or higher than the adjoining ones,
and all of them giving the impression of

P U
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In Philadelphia nearly everybody reads The Bulletin
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creme de menthe

made specially for
America’s most popular
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having been lifted from the American
Wing of the Metropolitan Museum of
Art, Marquand drew his attenton to
a number of the furnishings and pic-
tures. Here was a portrait of some ances-
tress, painted by Gilbert Stuart—a nice,
refined, pretty inhibited old girl with a
lace doily around her neck. Here was a
dashing portrait of Marquand himself,
by Alexander James. Here was a por-
trait of Hannah Gookin (Mrs. Richard
Kent), an original settler. Here was
an oil called “The Sister’s Kiss,” by
Bouguereau. There was an abundance of
fine old furniture, what seemed to Craig
like dozens of Waterford glass decant-
ers on sideboards, and a collection of
children’s mugs, some of them more
than two hundred years old. There was
an old clock with a flag and an eagle
above its face, and there was an impres-
sive picture of Vesuvius erupting. Mar-
quand told Craig that he had sufficient
knowledge of old American ships to
cather from the painting, which had
a sloop in the foreground, that the time
of the picture must have been around
1810. Some ship captain had doubtless
been in the Bay of Naples at the ime and
watched the eruption, and ordered the
picture painted as a souvenir of the
event. Craig said he wouldn’t know.
Marquand led Craig through another
hallway—wings had been added to
wings—into what had formerly been
his study and was now a sort of trophy
room, decorated with souvenirs of his
books and significant events in his life.
On the walls were framed illustra-
tions from the serial versions of ‘““The
Late George Apley” and “Wickford
Point” and “H. M. Pulham, Esquire,”
a wooden model of an old Yangtze
River junk, which he had bought in
Shanghai and which was falling apart,
and an intricately carved love stick and
a mask from T'ruk, which he had picked
up while he was in the Pacific during the
last war. And there were family photo-
graphs all over the place. This old study
of his was about to become the bar.
He would move its present contents
(he had another study, his real study,
in another building, and he would show
that to Craig later) to a room in the
new wing, off the living room. The
old study with the love stick and mask
had turned out to be a passageway to
the downstairs bathroom, and the lit-
tle children had always been racing
through and interrupting him. The new
study, in the new wing, would prove
a haven of quiet for reading. It had
fine new bookshelves, and a desk, and
plenty of heat from a Franklin stove—

| an idea of Adelaide’s. By God, there



PLY MOUTH *

When you reach about 25 miles per hour, you simply lift

O/ oU/ICes your foot from the accelerator for an instant. Presto—you're

automatically in Plymouth’s new Overdrive! The engine slows
down 30 per cent but you and your Plymouth go sailing along

A”romafic °V9fd['[-'/e with undiminished road speed.

Overdrive combines with other new features to give

Plymouth owners still greater economy and comfort

R T e MBI ) I K
_“i:w:'*:ft;_f:';" Aissghasederies ey DR . En) el It's as easy to get out of Plymouth’s new Overdrive
A RECLE R rorgaey prrd o s as it is to get in! Just step down all the way on the
= ' ' ' pedal and you're back in conventional gear ratio.

Or, if your car speed drops below about 22 miles
Ted i LR W T LI R 35 per hour, you automatically “downshift” into direct
A P TRL of eT E drive. It's as simple as that! Or, for special driving
B atle vl o 25 : conditions, you can disengage the Overdrive entirely.

Shown above, the Plymouth Belvedere—equipment and trim on all models subject to availability of materials
On the open highway you fully realize the benefits of Plymouth’s new Automatic Overdrive.
Because the engine operates with less effort, you use less fuel. You get longer engine life with less
. ! i . i i car under easy control. The sound of the
Ordinary Ride Sofety -Flow Ride | maintenance expense. You drive relaxfad with your . r asy contr ! .
i ' engine practically fades away. The riding sensation is almost that of continuously coasting downhill!

N -
= 4 The new Plymouth Automatic Overdrive is optional equipment at moderate extra cost.

Virtuallyallof iing " ooyt ot Increased economy is provided by Plymouth's
anteused . cfinngcmbeustt new Cyclebond brake linings, replacing the

riveted type. With greater usable thickness,
Cyclebond linings last much longer, making
possible a sizable saving for the Plymouth

Ey-t‘h&bmd Rivehed = )
owner. They also increase braking area.

One of the great comfort features of the new Plymouth
is the sensational Safety-Flow Ride. This is the result of
a combination of engineering factors, including the
famous Oriflow Shock Absorbers which provide more
than two times the cushioning power of the ordinary type
-
For greater driving comfort, the new Plymouth offers
Solex Safety Glass as optional equipment at slight extra
cost. Reduces glare from the sun. And because this glass
helps keep out the heat-producing infrared rays of the
sun, it makes summer motoring more comfortable.

The place to get the complete details aboul all
of the features in the new Plymouth is at your nearby
Plymouth dealer’s. He'll be glad to make arrangements

for a demonstration drive. Plym o ‘,fb

PLYMOUTH Division of CHRYSLER CORPORATION, Detroit 31, Michigan




50

ot 115

This is Craley’s muted chambray
checked dress that grew from a
shirt. They switched from tucks to
pleats below the waist, continued the
licorice-buttoned closing and tailored
the freshest look in town. Grey, blue
or green. Junior 7 to 15, 14.95.
Seventh Floor, New York.

Mail and phone orders filled.

SARS FIFTH AVENUE

NEW YORK CHICAGO BEVERLY HILLS
DETROIT MIAMI BEACH

was nobody who could fix a room up|
like Adelaide! There were four win-
dows in it, too, so he could gaze out
across the marshes at the tracks of the
Boston & Maine Railroad in the dis-
tance. Adelaide, he said, did not like
the idea of being able to see the tracks
from the house. They didn’t affect him
one way or another.

Marquand suggested to Craig that
they walk about the grounds. They
walked to a high spot on the five-hun-
dred-acre property, from which one
could see a mile and a half across the
sentle countryside to the sea itself. Mar-
quand knew the area well. He loved it,
and he spoke lovingly of it. In the old
days, he said, the salt hay was used for
fodder. The earliest settlers had done
well with it. Marquand seemed almost
completely relaxed now, and he walked
in an easy, hunched-forward manner, as
though he had fallen into the physical
pattern of a man who was accustomed
to take long walks through open coun-
try. Standing there, he looked like a
squire in the Cotswolds. He talked of
the water problems at Kent’s Island—
of how when they came there (own-
ing a home near Newburyport had long
been a dream), there were five or six
wells on the property. They soon dis-
covered there was no water. Engineers
were hired, and they put in a contrap-
tion that, miraculously, provided seven
callons of water a minute, but the water
was a thick broth as it emerged from
the faucets. As the next step—into
his recitation, Marquand interpolated
cries of “Damn living in the country!
Damn plumbers!”—the engineers in-
stalled a huge, nightmarish object in
the basement, a thing with twisting
wheels and dials that resembled a badly
designed submarine engine room. That
didn’t work, either., Then the en-
gineers came up with another idea—
some tubes to be attached to the dials
and wheels. At great expense, this was
accomplished, and the water trickled
through the tubes, and the manganese
(that was what caused the trouble,
manganese in the water) was removed,
and—eureka! —they now had water.
But something was always guing wrong
with the cock lock or something, or
the pipes went crazy; it was all part
of the burden of living in the country
and of trying to plant a few roots. It
was practically impossible to plant roots
any more in America. There was either
high overhead or social snobbery or
remoteness from schools or general in-
competence when it came to getting
things properly fixed. Take tree sur-
geons. Marquand said that the damn
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tree surgeons would come out, climb
a tree, poke around its branches as
though they were listening for heart
trouble, cut off a little here and a little
there, and nothing but disaster resulted.
They could find something when noth-
ing was wrong. By God, that water
thing, now he came to think of it, had
exasperated him, and one day his friend
Kenneth Roberts had come down with
his divining-rod man, Henry Gross,
and Mr. Gross had taken his magic
stick and walked all around the place,
holding it over the ground and talking
to it in confidential tones, as though
he were talking to an old, old friend.
“Here?” Mr. Gross would ask the stick,
and then he would say, “No? All right,
over here, then. Ah, a little far-
ther?”—and so on. Marquand had
observed the scene with deep amuse-
ment, and when Mr. Gross announced
that he had discovered water twenty
feet below the ground, Roberts had got
so excited that Marquand thought his
friend might be willing to put up the
money to dig a hole and find out if water
was really there. But Roberts had felt
it was not his responsibility, and Mar-
quand had gone back to the engineers
with the submarine wheels and dials.

While telling of the water problem
and the tree-surgeon problem, Mar-
quand became ill at ease again. He
had caught sight of a wire enclosure
containing two beagles who were bark-
ing loudly and scratching wildly at the
wire, and he walked over to it. “Why,
those goddam dogs!” Marquand said,
with some violence. “They don’t even
know their own names. Adelaide calls
them David and Goliath, and they are
quite stupid.” He stopped and looked
at them contemptuously for a moment.
“Stupid dogs!” he cried. They kept
right on barking and scratching. “Real-
ly stupid dogs!” Marquand said to
Craig. “Idon’tlike beagles. T have two
golden retrievers, Buster and Sandy,
and they are dogs.” He told Craig that
the sight of the beagles had upset him,
they were so damn stupid, but he did
want Craig to see his real study—a
room that was part of the old woodshed,
behind the barn, which had originally
been the carriage house. It was here that
he had written his novels, and he was
quite sentimental about it. It gave him
a sense of relaxation and repose. From
its windows he could see—as Craig him-
self could see when they entered the
square slate-blue room—the country-
side all around, with its fences. They
could not see the beagles and their nasty
enclosure. It was the room of a cul-
tured, sohd, aloof, and disorderly but
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basically integrated man. There was
much of the past in the room: a pair of
Queen Anne chairs, a Jacobean rush
chair (c. 1625), a clock that had been
made on London Bridge, fine old blue
plates commemorating General Lafay-
ette’s arrival at Castle Garden on the
sixteenth of August, 1824, two pastels
of the territory around Kent’s Island, a
very ancient desk with a secret drawer,
a pine cabinet that had been salvaged
from a beautiful old house in New-
buryport, a pine blanket chest from
Maine, a bust of Emerson—old Gardi
Fiske had given it to him, and because
Gardi Fiske had given it to him, he kept
it. A low table, not an antique, served as
a desk, and there was a green leather
chair. There was a hooked rug on
the floor, and the rug had a profusion
of browns and blues in it. The old
mingled with the new, the past called
to the present. All over the room were
books, papers, and pamphlets—books by
Plato, Hudson, Taine, Hazlitt, Gals-
worthy, Rabelais; books on China;
Whe’s Whos: bulleins from various
banks; resort pamphlets; the short-story
collections of O’Brien; an Information
Please Almanac; and Justin Winsor’s
“Narrative and Critical History of
America.”

Marquand found some Scotch some-
where, and he and Craig sat down to
have a drink. Marquand said nothing
for a while. He seemed to be absorbing
the peace and quiet of his study, and the
memories of the room and what he had
written there seemed to be flooding
through him. Craig had no questions to
ask; he was pleased just to be there in
the room with Marquand, and Mar-
quand was too pleased at the moment
to worry much about Craig. He did
worry a little, though, about how this
fellow Craig made out in his job.
“I suppose,” Marquand said unex-
pectedly, “that everybody on the Tran-
script when I was there wanted to write
novels. They all wanted to write the
Great American Novel. I didn’t think
much about writing until I left college.
And then I was in newspaper work, and
then the war came, and then I went into
advertising, and I hated advertising.
God, I hated advertising! I hated the
notion of having to lick any goddam
boss’s boots. Perhaps writing springs
from one’s desperate desire to be inde-
pendent, from the feeling that if one
isn’t oneself, one dies. This is my room,
this 1s where I write, and this is the
room I Jove. I never thought much
about writing. I wanted my freedom
from the nine-to-five grind, and when
I graduated from that and was domng
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magazine work, I wanted freedom
from the tyranny of plot, and so many
words to a piece, and all that. Serial-
writing 1s surrounded with obstructions
and brakes that hold a writer back. I
just wanted to be myself, I guess, and
tell it the way I wanted to tell it.”
Outside the study, it was growing
dark. Craig, who had been drinking his
drink rather too quickly, looked over at
Marquand, seated in a high chair by a
window, glass in hand, patrician head
held high, and for a moment it seemed
to Craig—although Craig knew that
he could never put his impression down
in words—that Marquand looked like
an intensely intellicent boy who had
proved himself and was now enjoying
himself in the place where he had proved
himself. Marquand had on his face a
certain expression of pain—pain at what
he had seen of the world and the people
in it—>but he also showed satisfaction at
the observing role he had played. Em-
boldened by the drink, Craig asked
Marquand if he would take him over
to Curzon’s Mill, where Marquand
had spent so much time with his maiden
aunts as a boy. He knew that Curzon’s
Mill was a source of some distress to
Marquand—that he had been involved
in a bitter fight with his cousins, the
Hales (his paternal aunt had married a
Hale—Herbert Dudley Hale), over the
disposition of the property—but he
nevertheless asked if he could see the
place. A look of dismay passed fleetingly
over Marquand’s face. His clear blue
eyes narrowed. He rubbed his mustache
reflectively for a second or two, and
then he said, “All right, let’s go.”
The journey was a hard one for
Marquand. The mill meant so much
to him. In a sense, it was his past, and
although he denied that he had based
“Wickford Point” upon the neighbor-
hood around the Yellow House, the
Red Brick House, and the old mill, on
the Artichoke River, which constituted
Curzon’s Mill, it was difficult to believe
that he had not unconsciously made this
area, which was so much a part of him,
a part of the book. The two men
climbed into the Buick and drove
through Newburyport, past the site of
Marquand’s old schoolhouse; past the
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store of Mr. Davis, the druggist, who
was in his late eighties and still drove
out to Salisbury Beach each Sunday at
twelve miles an hour, holding up traffic
for miles behind; past the Unitarian
Church, with its bLautlful white steeple,
which Marquand had helped to restore.
They drove out of town and several
miles down the road, and Marquand
pointed out the leaf-covered cemetery,
wind-swept in the dusk, where his
mother was buried, near many, many
of his relatives. They drew up before
the Yellow House, the front part of
which had been built in 1782, as a hunt-
ing lodge for a man in Marblehead. It
was sleepy and old, the Yellow House,
and the big room in the rear with the
bay window looked out upon the Arti-
choke River, and upon the Merrimack,
too. The house had the smell of an-
tiquity, and its rooms the quiet, inde-
scribable air of places in which many
people had lived many years. There
was a peace pervading the Yellow
House, the peace of the past. The old
| forsythia was still outside the door, and
inside one could still see the four- -poster
bed Marquand’s mother had slept in.
The backgammon-and-domino room—
the big one with the bay window—had
the blinds drawn the way his great-aunt,
Aunt Mary, had wanted them drawn.
Aunt Mary’s room was upstairs. “I was
born here,” she always said, “and I hope
to die here.”” And she did. There were
old pictures all over the place—of the
Oregon going around the Cape, with
Admiral Clarke, a cousin of his moth-
er’s, at the wheel, and pictures of the
family canoeing, and family, family,
family portraits. Most important of all
was the quiet, and as Craig went up and
down the twisting stairs, and from room
to room, with their mementos of life
lived and gone, he should have felt, but
didn’t, that sense of the past that hung
so heavily over John P. Marquand and
that, combined with his acute observa-
tion of the present, had produced the
writer of novels. Marquand, for his
part, said litde, except to point out a
knickknack here and the sharp angle
of a stairway there and the banisters that
had been added through the years. He
said he could remember that when he
was a boy he heard the slap-slap-slap of
the sturgeon on the Merrimack River,
and that his Aunt Mary said she could
remember the Indians paddling across
from Amesbury, on the other side, and
that John Greenleaf Whittier had come
over occasionally to read his works to
Aunt Mary, on whom he had a crush.
Craig and Marquand walked on the
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birch, white pine, oak, and red pine—
the pines had blisters on them now—and
saw the old boat landing, now unused,
and the spot where Sunday-night sup-
pers were once held. There was a rock,
too, for picnics, but there were no longer
any picnics. Had not an airplane sud-
denly wheeled above them, high in the
sky, Marquand would have been almost
overcome by the sense of the past, so lost
was he in the memories of his youth.

If it hadn’t been for that airplane,
Marquand might never have been re-
minded of the present at all that late
afternoon at the mill, and might never
have thought about the fight over it.
The fight had annoyed him. It had
annoyed him terribly—especially the
accompanying publicity. People should
be permitted to have their family feuds
in private, goddam it. He had had a
row with his cousins, the Hales, and
had gone to court over the ownership
of the property. The Hales outraged
him, and he outraged the Hales. They
made a good deal of noise, and when
they said they thought the old mill it-
self belonged to them—it was hard by
the Yellow House, and had once been
a tidal mill, grinding corn as the tide
in the Artichoke rose and fell—the fight
was on. Everybody in the family was
sentimental about the property, God
knows, and Marquand was within his
legal rights when he asked for an auc-

tion. The Hales knew he could outbid
them. (The legal business about who

owned what parcel of land in the prop-
erty was too complicated ever to be
made clear to an outsider.) Marquand
arrived in the Salem court with a battery
of derbied Boston lawyers. The Hales
turned up with a local attorney. Mar-
quand took the case more seriously than
the Hales. He was wrought up about
it. He arose in court and made an
impassioned speech about the jungle
creeping in on the scenes of his child-
hood, but the court nevertheless awarded
the mill to the Hales, and the two
houses—the Yellow House and the Red
Brick House—to him. But his heart
was set on the mill. He threatened to
go to the Supreme Court of Massachu-
setts with the wretched case, and the
Hales knew that he could outlast them
financially. Finally, a settlement was
made. He got the mill and the Yellow
House. They got the Red Brick House.
He said nothing of all this to Craig as
he took him into the mill—a striking
building, with an old mill wheel in the
big room upstairs, and beside it a new
refrigerator, still unpacked, which was
awaiting the arrival of his eldest daugh-
ter, Christina, and her family. They
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were going to spend the summer in the |
mill. He could not bring himself to say
anything at all to Craig about the mill.
Either one loved its quiet and peace and
sense of the past or one didn’t. What
could he tell Craig, anyway? And be-
sides, it was dark outside now, com-
pletely dark, and the shades were drawn
in the room with the bay window in
the Yellow House, and Aunt Mary was
gone, and one no longer heard the
slap-slap-slap of the sturgeon on the
Merrimack, and the pine trees were
growing older and older, and he, John
P. Marquand, home today on a mis-
sion, had to be at the Tuesday Night
Club in ten minutes. He had almost
forgotten about the paper he was to
read. He had almost forgotten that
it was the reason for his trip to New-
buryport. He and Craig climbed into
the Buick and sped back to town.

X
Gather Round, Friends

HE Tuesday Night Club had been

organized December 16, 1911. It
was one of the many New England
clubs in which congenial friends with
similar intellectual interests gathered to
dine together and listen to a paper
and engage in a discussion of the essay-
ist’s—to use the club’s term—remarks.
New England was dotted with such
clubs, composed of earnest, thoughtful
men. The members were carefully
chosen, and family breeding played its
proper role in determining a member’s
mental qualifications. The whole idea
was a holdover from the Transcenden-
tahist period and reflected New Eng-
land’s preoccupation with affairs of the
mind. Other parts of the country could
have groups that sang barbershop quar-
tets or played poker until all hours, but
New England stll preferred to hear a
paper on a topic of general interest. The
Tuesday Night Club, which met every
second Tuesday night at one or another
member’s house—the host served cock-
tails or punch and a buffet dinner—had
been formed in rebellion against the
Fortnightly Club of Newburyport,
which also met on Tuesdays and which
required its members to wear formal
dress and served a sit-down dinner,
without drinks. The Tuesday Night
Club, branching off, had felt that a few
drinks before dinner could not but aid
the juices of the mind and produce
somewhat better discussions. There was
still another club in Newburyport—the
Monday Night Club, which met on
Wednesdays. Topics discussed at meet-

ings of the Tuesday Night Club cov- |
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ered a wide range of human affairs— |
“Neighbors,” “Jézef Pilsudski,” “New
Frontiers,” “Sheep Dog Trials,” “Old
Newburyport Industries,” “Early Autos
in Newburyport,” and “One of the
Greatest: A Life of Dante.”” Marquand,
who became a member in 1938—his
father was already a member—had de-
livered a2 number of papers. One of
them—*“Where Are You, Prince?”—
had been received with applause at its
conclusion—the seventh time in the
club’s history, according to the minutes
of the group, that a contribution had
been so received. On another occasion,
Marquand had discussed a trip he once
took from Kalgan, in China, just inside
the Great Wall, through Inner and
Outer Mongolia; he had discussed As-
cension Island once, and Honolulu the
same year (“a practiced, masterly
hand,” the minutes of the meeting re-
corded), and Hollywood, in a paper
that had been pronounced, again ac-
cording to the minutes, “an outstanding
paper, amusing, informative, profane.”
The longest paper read at the Tuesday
Night Club during its entire history
had taken seventy-two minutes, and the
shortest, a discussion of the first armored
American warship, the Merrimac, had
lasted only six. This evening, Mar-
quand, who had come to Newburyport
for the sole purpose of delivering his
paper, was to speak on “The Last
American Plane from Peking.” He had
dictated the paper the afternoon before
to his secretary, Miss Davis, in his New
York apartment, talking swiftly, scrap-
ing at his mustache, pacing up and down
the room, and when Miss Davis left, he
had revised the paper in ink, in his small,
almost illegible hand, chopping things
out here and there and making it ship-
shape enough to be read aloud in an
easy, carefree manner.

On the way to the meeting, which
was to be held on this pardcular evening
at the home of Mr. L. P. Dodge, at
106 High Street, Marquand told Craig
that he was certain Mr. Dodge would
serve, prior to the meal, a punch consist-
ing of unsweetened pineapple juice, gin,
and rum. He suggested that Craig watch
how much he consumed, for the drink
was considerably more powerful than it
tasted. Marquand was right, of course.
He and Craig arrived a few minutes
after seven, and Mr., Dodge’s quietly
handsome antique sitting room—his was
a two-story frame house, something of
an anachronism on High Street, fa-
mous for its series of fine old Federalist
mansions—was already filled with
members, many with glasses in their

hands. Among the people present were
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Mr. Dodge himself, a spare, tall man, a
retired broker; Arthur P. Brown. also
a retired broker; Laurence Hayward, a
retired clergyman; Dana C. Wells,
a short, white-haired gentleman and
Marquand’s old physics teacher at New-
buryport High; Milton L. Dodge, a
cousin of L. P., who owned several im-
portant patents on shoe machinery, and
his son Allen A., who was associated
with him in business; Morris B. Wood,
a manufacturer of electrical appliances;
Thomas M. Mercer and Edgar D.
Dunning, teachers; Melvin F. Ames,
Charles F. A. Hall, and Howard W,
Rogers, doctors; James T. Connolly, a
lawyer; and Charles C. Withers, the
president of the Towle Manufacturing
Company, a silverware concern and
Newburyport’s largest industry. They
were engaged, when Marquand and
Craig arrived, in the quiet buzz of
friendly conversation that old friends
fall into without difficulty. Nothing spe-
cial was being said; acquaintances were
being renewed after two weeks, or less,
for most of the members had seen one
another since the last meeting.

The evening went well. Marquand’s
face soon acquired a boyish flush. He was
home, among his own, an honored
novelist, a world celebrity, and while
he relished the idea of speaking to the
Tuesday Night Club, he still felt a
youthful inability to believe that it was
he, John P. Marquand, who had stood
in this same Mr. Dodge’s living room so
many years ago and asked Mr. Dodge,
in vain, for one of the Harvard Club
scholarships to Harvard. Now he was
not only one of them but perhaps—and
the thought was one he honestly wished
to dismiss—perhaps one of the most
celebrated among them. They liked
him, they honored him, they were
pleased to listen to his paper. The mem-
bership had its fill of unsweetened pine-
apple juice;, gin, and rum. “Real New
England rum, this is,” Mr. Dodge told
Craig, and then took him aside and told
him about Marquand’s having come to
see him about the scholarship. The mem-
bers repaired to the dining room, where
a buffer dinner of chicken a la king,
mixed salad, a rice dish with tomato
sauce, almond pie, beer, and coffee was
served, The members sat down at little
tables, scattered about the room, or at
the big table, in the center. The talk was
easygoing. Some discussed old times in
Newburyport, when sleighs went down
High Street in the deep snow; others
talked of present-day skiing nearby; the
doctors discussed medicine, not in terms
of recent scientific discovery so much as
in terms of their individual practices and
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the local common colds. When dinner
was over, everybody went back to the
siting room, and John P. Marquand,
seated in a huge, high-backed chair,
facing his friends and neighbors, who sat
on chairs and sofas around the room,
began to read his paper on “The Last
American Plane from Peking.” He read
in a slow, measured, friendly tone. He
was home, among friends. He was
where he belonged, and his friends
listened to his clear-cut, crisp, and yet
sentimental narrative with deep atten-
tion. He told of Peking—a city he loved,
as he said in the paper, for its great me-
dieval walls, its mysticism and magic, its
soothsayers, its féng-shui, its variety of
diversions, its rice cakes, its confection-
ers and barbers, its pageantry, its pavil-
ions and palaces, its Temple of Heaven,
its ancient bell tower and its imperial
city. He said that the city from the air
looked like a willowware plate. “The
willows around the mud-walled farm
villages,” he said, “were coming into
leaf, and in the air there was the faint
smoky haze that exists even on the
clearest day. It was the haze of the loess
dust from Shansi and the yellow dust
from the Gobi Desert, which have
always blown over China since the hills
were denuded of trees.” He had been
out there in 1947, with an admiral, and
the admiral’s main concern before their
plane landed was whether the welcom-
ing committee standing below on the
airstrip were wearing neckties. The
novelist in Marquand delighted in this
thought; he twisted it and turned it and
rounded it out. Then he told of hav-
ing dinner, with plenty of warm rice
wine, at the home of a General Li,
whose interpreter turned out to be a
Harvard man—'21. “When it appeared
that I, too, had gone to Harvard,” he
said, “General Li said that I was his
eldest brother, and the Mayor of Peking
embraced us both.”

The moment Marquand finished, his
old physics teacher, Mr. Wells, who had
been clocking the paper, cried out,
“Thirty-two minutes!” Marquand sat
back, beaming, and awaited the ques-
tion period. Each person in the room
was asked, in turn, what he thought of
the paper. Each said that he thought it
had been an exceptional picture of Pe-
king. A number of them wished to know
more about the language and culture of
China, and Marquand, by now actually
giving the impression that he was enjoy-
ing himself, talked on and on, of street
fakirs and theatricals, of the blind story-
tellers, of the difficulties Chinese scholars
faced these days under the new regime,
of having been hit on the knee from
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behind by a coolie at the airport. With-
out any fuss, the members paid small,
gracious, reserved compliments to Mar-
quand. They told him quietly how fond
of him they were; how glad they were
that he had gone out to the far corners
of the world, had written his books, and
had brought back just such knowledge
as he had displayed this evening. Mar-
guand looked as gratified as a man re-
ceiving an honorary degree from the
college in his home town. After all,
it was something to have best-sellers
behind one, to read a paper, to be among
friends, to have made good. And yet,
Marquand felt in his heart a sadness
about the past. The past was there, and
the past was real, and 1t could never be
wiped out.

The meeting broke up about ten
o’clock. The members put on their hats
and coats and walked out the door of
Mr. Dodge’s house onto High Street—
a study now in black-and-white. The
fine old gleaming Federalist houses,
with their clean white fences and cupolas
and widows’ walks, and their memories
of a great seafaring day, stood like
watchmen in the night. Mr. Dodge, at
the door, whispered into Craig’s ear.
“If I had known then what I know
now,” he said, “I would have given
him the scholarship.” And Craig, who
was to return to New York, and to his
wife and to his children, and who was
to try and write about John P. Mar-
quand—a man he could never under-
stand, since human beings can never
understand one another—looked at
Mr. Dodge, and at Marquand, too,
standing alone in the shadow of the
great houses. He did not say, as he
might have said, ““T'hen perhaps he
would not have written the novels.”
Instead, he merely said, “Thank you
for a most enjoyable evening.”

—PHiLiP HAMBURGER

(T his is the last of a series of articles.)

BLOT THAT METAPHOR!
[From the Times]

To drive home his point that an increase
in bank credit without a corresponding
rise in physical production inevitably in-
creased prices, Senator Douglas began
emptying glass after glass of water into
an empty tumbler before him. When the
water was all over the committee table
and spilling over on the floor he said that
was the way excess credit went about
bidding up prices for short supplies.

As committee aides scurried about with
towels to soak up the water, Mr. Douglas
suggested that far less damage was done
by the water than by the excess bank credit
created by the Treasury’s easy-money
bias and insistence on low interest charges
on Government obligations.
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TRACK

Standing Room Only

O far, the sensa-

tion of the
* fledgling racing sea-
son on Long Island
"~ has been not a horse
but the horseplayers. In the first five

days at Jamaica, 150,046 aficionados |&
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passed through the gates, a total that 3

would certainly have been a lot bigger (&

if the weather hadn’t been downright |[¥% 1

abysmal last Saturday. At that, 34,037
turned out in the wind and the rain that
afternoon. This big parade to the track
is hardly a surprise, of course. Hialeah

and Tropical Park, in Florida, had un- |

usually successful meetings, and so did

Santa Anita, in California. Laurel, in [ @8
Maryland, is doing all right, too. For | §8
months we have had it dinned into us | &

that the increase in attendance is due to
the decrease in off-the-course betting.
(For my part, I prefer to believe that
people go because they like to see horses
run.) It seems that with the law’s hot
breath down the backs of their necks,
all the big bookmakers shut up shop.
However, if you are known, or vouched
for, you can always get a small bet
down with the book on the block. By
the way, the book on the block has a
new wrinkle these days. When he takes
bets on horses running here, he picks
the slips up in the evening at a bar-and-
grill or some such, pops down to the
track next day, and dumps into the tote
the wagers he doesn’t want to hold.
This would scarcely account for the big
jump in the pari-mutuel figures, though.
(The turnover in the tote for the five
days last week was $11,491,077, as
compared to $9,348,950 for the cor-
responding period last year.) It’s my
guess that there’s just more betting
money around. Anyway, everybody is
pleased.

IT’S a little embarrassing to find my-
self so wrong about Spartan Valor,
who romped off with the Excelsior
Handicap at Jamaica last weekend.
When he was making a clean sweep of
his four starts at Hialeah, I thought that
he was just another of those winter-
track wonders and that we'd never hear
of him again once the spring season be-
gan. Herewith, that estimate is revised.
Tripoli, a fast trick with an eighteen-
pound advantage in the weights, scooted
into a long early lead in the Excelsior,
but Spartan Valor wore him down be-
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fore he’d gone three-quzu'tm‘s of the dis- |

tance—a mile and a sixteenth—and
then won comfortably from Greek Ship.
It takes a better-than-average colt to do
that sort of thing. Spartan Valor looks
better than average, too. He’s a big,
well-made fellow, with a fine head and
a noble bearing—altogether a hand-
somer amimal than his sire, Attention.
As you’ve heard by now, the Excelsior
was Spartan Valor’s fifth straight
victory. His next start will, T fancy,
be in the Gallant Fox Handicap, on
April 26th. If he can win that one, he’ll
top the list in almost everybody’s book—
including the official handicapper’s.

The Paumonok Handicap, won by
Woaodchuck, was as boisterous an affair
as I’ve seen in some time. Runners were
all over the track, and after the finish
the stewards disqualified one of them—
Jumbo, who finished third—for failing
to keep a straight course. Woodchuck,
who had a big following until Spartan
Valor whittled him down to size at
Hialeah a few weeks ago, raced with
Squared Away to the stretch and then
went on to win by three and a half
lengths. Incidentally, he did the six fur-
longs in 1:0944, which is stepping right
along, even on the Jamaica track,
which everyone says is exceptionally fast
this year.

In case you overlooked it, Repetoire,
the horse who can’t spell, must have had
a Jockey who can’t count calories; the
animal carried a hundred and twenty-
two pounds in the Paumonok, a pound
more than had been assigned to him,
and came in seventh. Diogenes Check-
points wonders if the overweight did
him in.

I can’t say that I was held spell-
bound by Hannibal’s performance last
week in winning the Experimental Free
Handicap No. 1, although some horse
watchers were. To be sure, it looked
pretty spectacular, for he came up with
a great rush through the stretch, but the
colts he beat were a moderate lot.
Granted that Hannibal has grown and
has an impressive way of galloping, I
suggest you reserve judgment on him,
at least until after the Experimental
Free Handicap No. 2 this weekend. But
I suppose horseplayers can’t wait.

—Aupax Minor

- .. but if it had run its course it might
at least have removed some of the worser
misconceptions of a situation about which
there has been far too much misunder-
standing all around—From an editorial
in the Herald Tribune.

Far too much miSundurstanding
than whatr
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Challenge: Pick the smartest
couple in the Easter parade




A difficult task that —when everybody is so smartly
turned out. Business girl or heiress . . . clerk or tycoon,
each steps forth in the latest style . . . proudly aware that
he or she is properly dressed for the occasion.

For this is an American Easter Parade—where there
are no class distinctions in fashion! Here everybody, even
those in modest circumstances, can be smartly dressed
for every occasion—and one of the reasons for this is man-
made rayon.

This versatile fiber, through years of constant develop-
ment, has brought once costly dress and suit fabrics
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within the reach of everyone. Because of rayon’s beauty,
wearing qualities and reasonable price, the great
women's ready-to-wear industry was born. The rayon
year-round and summer suits have brought new life to
men’s clothing manufacturers.

The results are evident—not only on Easter Sunday,
but every day ... in every home and office.

Never in the history of the world have so many people
enjoyed the morale-building privilege of being well-
dressed! American Viscose Corporation, 350 Fifth Ave-
nue, New York 1, New York.

AMERICAN VISCOSE CORPORATION
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BOTTLED AND PACKAGED IN FRANCE

OUR FAR~FLUNG CORRESPONDENTS

ANYTHING GOES

T ANGIER

CCORDING 1o the latest figures

I have seen, there are eighty-

five banks and forty-two broth-

els in Tangier, a city with a hundred
and twenty-five thousand inhabitants,
Next week, there will probably be more.
Often during the past three thousand-
odd years, this harbor at the northwest-
ern tip of Africa, opposite Gibraltar, has
been dormant, but today it 1s booming
lustily. Tangier owes its well-being 1o
the confused state of the world at large.
“Tangier is waiting for you,” says a
frequent ad in the Paris edition of the
Herald Tribune. “Tangier knows NO
restrictions of any kind!” Tangier
knows no currency controls, trade
barriers, immigration quotas, loyalty
checks, red tape, or draft registration.
Its prosperity grows in direct ratio to the
agonies and restrictions of the outside
world. It is one of the few places on
earth where anything goes. You can
freely import or export, buy or sell,
deposit or withdraw gold in bullion,
ingots, or coins. Here you can still see
Napoleon twenty-franc pieces, Ameri-
can ten-dollar gold double eagles, Swiss
twenty-franc gold pieces, British gold
sovereigns, Australian gold half sover-
eigns, and other forms of ready money
that most Americans have never seen
in their ives. There are no taxes of any
importance here—no ncome tax, no
sales tax, no corporation
tax, no inheritance tax.
All that is needed to set
up a corporation is nomi-
nal capital—say, five
hundred dollars—a local
address, and a corpora-
tion officer who is a resi-
dent. There are more
than twenty-five hun-
dred corporations 1in
town. In one recent
twelve-month period,
over five hundred were
set up, some of which lasted just long
enough to complete one transaction.
The only requirement for admission in-
to this Elysium is a valid passport. Once
you've been legally admitted, no ques-
tions are asked. The weather i1s balmy
all year round, and the cost of hiving is
low. True, there was a native riot here
recently, but it was only a pale reflec-
tion of much more vigorous national-
istic upheavals outside Tangier—a pure-
ly sympathetic disorder. In fact, one
American woman, knitting by her liv-
ing-room window, was unaware that

the riot was going on until a stray rock
broke the glass. In these universally
jittery and oppressive times, life here
seems almost too good to be true.
Tangier is many things to many men.
To wealthy Europeans worrying about
a war, the Russians, controlled econo-
mies, taxation, and inflation, it 1s an
ideal repository for capital. On Janu-
ary 1, 1950, there were ten tons of
gold in the banks of Tangier. By
July 31st, five weeks after the outbreak
of the Korean war, there were sixteen
tons, and by December 1st thirty tons.
The flow of bullion into the city seems
to have slackened recently, probably be-
cause the world appears to have settled
down a little, but it 1s safe to assume
that Tangier will go on being one of
the richest deposits of precious metals on
earth for a long time to come. To mili-
tary deserters and to political refugees
of any persuasion, Tangier is a sanc-
tuary. On its café terraces, former
Vichy Frenchmen, ex-Nazis, neo-
Nazis, Trotskyites, Spanish refugees
from Franco, German Jews who fled
Hitler’s Germany, and refugees and
agents from the Iron Curtain countries
sit side by side, though not in harmony.
To shady capitalists with a predilection
for high finance, including its black-
market aspects, Tangier is the Prom-
ised Land. Some people who came
here a few years ago without so much
as a hat or an overcoat
are worth several hun-
dred thousand dollars
today; other people,
who arrived with plen-
ty of money, are now
hatless and coatless. To
traders operating out-
side of their home gov-
ernment’s controls,
Tangier is the place
where anything can be
had for a price. To
speculators, it is one big
roulette wheel. Real-estate prices have
gone up as much as five thousand per
cent in the past ten years; the pruIa-
tion has doubled in the last twenty; and
new streets and districts are spreading
out at a super-American rate. To the
indigenous population, Tangier—or,
rather, its Moorish slums, where the
natives live in unparalleled misery—is a
hellhole. The thirty-five thousand Eu-
ropeans and two hundred Americans
who are now residents of the city have
done nothing to improve the illiterate,
squalid condition of the ninety thousand
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WEDDING pictures are always treasured
mementoes— but REALIST wedding
pictures in full, natural color and true-
to-life depth are priceless. REALIST pic-
tures are easy to take, too, because the
REavrisT Camera is so simple to operate
.. .a masterpiece of precision engineering.

The REALIST is the ideal personal cam-
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natives—Moslem and Jewish Moroc-
cans—who live in dilapidated huts made
of cardboard, reeds, and flattened cans.
There are almost no hospitals, health
services, or orphanages for these people.
Only nine thousand of the forty thou-
sand children of school age attend
classes; the others spend their days beg-
ging and stealing. Tangier is no wel-
fare state. The city lives off a twelve-
and-a-half-per-cent ad-valorem duty
on all imported consumer goods. It
produces nothing except a little canned
fish, a few goatskins, and some palmetto
fibre; practically everything else, includ-
ing food, has to be imported. The
curious, and revealing, thing about
Tangier’s customs setup is that on gold,
precious stones, and certain luxury
goods a lower import duty—seven and a
half per cent—is levied.

In international journalism, Tangier
is often referred to as a “thieves’ den”
or a “‘smugglers’ paradise,” which up-
sets the Tangerois a good deal. Before
I came here, I read an article in an
American magazine that divided the
foreign population of Tangier into
“full-time smugglers, part-time smug-
glers, and occasional smugglers.” One
might just as reasonably divide the
population of Chicago into full-time
gangsters, part-time gangsters, and oc-
casional gangsters. Not long ago, a fea-
ture story in a French paper reported
that “dozens of murders and kidnap-
pings occur [in Tangier] every year.”
Exactly four murders have been com-
mitted here since 1946. The percentage
of crime and vice is no higher in Tan-
gier than it is in any other Mediter-
ranean city—Naples, say, or even
Monte Carlo, which Tangier is reminis-
cent of, with its beaches, palm trees,
blue skies, and bright-colored stucco
houses.

In short, Tangier is less sensational
than its reputation. There are thieves
and con men here, as there are every-

where, but there are also old, reputable |

trading firms, such as Joseph Tole-
dano & J. M. Pinto, which was founded
in 1880, and conservative banking
houses, such as Moses Pariente and the
Banco Salvador Hassan e Hijos, among
whose correspondents are some of the
biggest banks in America. Such firms
would as soon blow up their own vaults
as engage, however indirectly, in smug-
gling. Their proprietors carry on their
policy of prudent investment, think
poorly of Tangier’s boom, and are
pained by the freebooters and entrepre-
neurs who have come here to make a
fast sovereign and given the place a bad
name. Of course, there are foreign
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smugglers who use Tangier as a way
stop and assembly point, but the golden
days of uninhibited smuggling are over.
(Some Tangerois even claim that there
can be no such thing as smuggling in
Tangier, since the “traders” break none
of Tangier’s laws.) In the first years
after the end of the war, whole ship-
loads of American cigarettes, automo-
biles, refrigerators, ball-point pens, and
hosiery were dumped on the Tangier
quays, for transhipment by all sorts of
craft whose skippers knew how to get
the stuff into Europe’s black markets.
But today the importation and sale of
American cigarettes is legal in France,
the Spanish car market has dried up, and
the European needs for penicillin and
streptomycin are being legitimately
filled. Actually, smuggling was never
a very lucrative game in Tangier, since
the smuggler had to operate expensive
speedboats to outrace the customs
guards of the receiving countries or else
spend a lot of money to bribe them,
either of which cut down profits, In
fact, many former smugglers are broke
now, and some have drifted away. A
few still sit around Dean’s Bar talking
nostalgically, if not accurately, of the
good old days.

But legitimate business (practically
every transaction is legitimate from
Tangier’s point of view, whether or not
it violates a foreign country’s laws) is
fine—couldn’t be better. According to
one set of official statistics I came upon,
Tangier in a single recent year im-
ported sixty-five tons of nylon hosiery.
That is a staggering quantity of nylons
for the ten-thousand-odd European
women in town who bother with stock-
ings. Another set of statistics showed
that Tangier in 1950 imported nine
billion Moroccan francs’ worth of goods
and re€xported one billion francs’ worth
through channels scrutinized by the
authorities. What happened to the rest
of the stuff? It’s a pretty safe guess that
it didn’t all stay in Tangier, but that is
a question one doesn’t discuss here.

It isn’t easy to find out anything about
financial operations in Tangier, where
the banks make an unparalleled fetish of
discretion. 'The bankers of Tangier
know what happened to the Swiss bank-
ers after the Second World War, when
the American government put pressure
on the Swiss to reveal the names of the
true owners of blocked Swiss deposits
in the United States. Up to then,
Switzerland had been the refuge of capi-
tal being shipped out of its home coun-
try. The opening of their books cost
the Swiss a lot of confidence; many
holding companies deserted Zurich and
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Geneva for Tangier. Tangier has be-
come the perfect place for oppressed
financiers in search of outlets for their
capital. T'wo Swiss banks have con-
veniently set up branches in Tangier,
and there are plenty of conduits for get-
ting hot money out of Europe. The
financiers are not worried that a breach
of discretion such as occurred in Switz-
erland will ever take place in Tangier,
because, to quote one of them, “here
the Americans are in on the proposition
and would only hurt their own interests
by getting idealistic.”

B'mks in Tangier range all the way
from holes in walls and al-fresco es-
tablishments in street-corner booths to
magnificent financial cathedrals that
have no interest at all in savings or
checking accounts. There were only
two banks in Tangier prior to 1904,
and only sixteen in 1945; all the sixty-
nine others have opened since then. To
set up a bank in T'angier is a simple mat-
ter, because, under Tangier law, the
great majority of banks are not re-
quired to keep books or publish annual
statements. Only those banks that hold
gold bullion in bond have to file an
annual statement with the administra-
tion; they must also get a license, which
costs about sixty dollars a year. (Other
pursuits requiring a license are medicine,
prostitution, and the practice of law.)
Tangier’s bankers like to make 1t clear
that th::}, don’t get rich overnight.
“The only difference between banks
here and banks elsewhere is that we deal
in pure gold,” one conservative financial
man told me. “We are commercial
bankers in the old European sense of
the word—trading in securities, bonds,
and currencies, and making invest-
ments. Our margin of profit is some-
what smaller than that of comparable

banks in New York.”

THE origin of Tangier is lost in
mythological darkness. It was sup-
posedly named after Tinga, the wife of
the unfortunate Antaeus, who was
killed by Hercules. The Berbers were
the first known inhabitants of the re-
gion, and the Phoenicians were here as
early as 1450 B.C. Then came the
Carthaginians, the Greeks, the Romans,
the Vandals, the Byzantines, the Goths,
the Arabs, the Portuguese, the Span-
ish, the British, and the French. The
Americans appeared relatively late, in
1791. The next year, the Danish, Por-
tuguese, Swedish, British, and Venetian
consuls formed a Sanitary Council, os-
tensibly to prevent the spread of plagues.
In 1793, the Spanish consul joined the
Council, and in 1797, the American
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and French consuls. Somehow, the
Council very soon assumed the powers
and prerogatives of government. A
hundred years later, the consuls were
imposing taxes and had almost usurped
the sovereignty of the Sultan of Mo-
rocco, the official ruler of Tangier.
In 1912, the Sultan made a treaty with
France that set up France’s Moroccan
protectorate. That same year, France
and Spain, without consulting the Sul-
tan, who was probably beginning to
wonder what he was Sultan of, fixed a
line of demarcation between French
and Spanish Morocco. And in 1925,
France, Spain, and Great Britain estab-
lished an International Zone comprising
the city and harbor of Tangier and a
surrounding area of two hundred and
twenty-five square miles. Its adminis-
tration was to be in the hands of a
Committee of Control, made up of the
Spanish, French, British, Belgian,
Dutch, Portuguese, and Ttalian con-
suls. The Sultan, as the sovereign of
the Sherifian Empire of Morocco, was
allowed to retain jurisdiction over the
native population of the Zone.

After the collapse of France in 1940,
Franco, betting on an early German
victory, sent his troops into Tangier.
He waited awhile to see whether any-
body would protest, and when nobody
did, he abolished the International Zone
consular administration and put his own
men in; Spain has often claimed “nat-
ural” or “sacred” rights—whatever
that means—in Tangier. Soon the
Spanish secret police and the Gestapo
were working closely together here.
The main Spanish contribution to the
German military effort, however, was
to light up the harbor brilliantly every
time an Allied convoy steamed through
the Strait of Gibraltar, thus silhouetting
it. At the end of the war, the delicate
question arose of what to do with Tan-
gier. At the conference of the Big Four
in Paris in August, 1945, the Russians
and French were for throwing the
Spanish troops out of Tangier bodily;
the Americans and British, who would
have had to do most of the throwing,
suggested a more cautious course. Cau-
tion won out, the Spanish evacuated
their troops and distributed leaflets to
the effect that their military occupation
had all been a mistake, and administra-
tion of the Zone was returned to the
powers that had been here before. The
United States and the Soviet Union
were invited to join. The Russians de-
clined to participate as long as Franco’s
people had anything to do with the
government. They never have sent a
consul to Tangier. Naturally, Russians
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are entitled to come in as private citizens
any time they care to, but it is fervently
hoped in Tangier that they never will
care to come in officially.

Today, Tangier is run by a new
Committee of Control, which consists
of the consuls general of the seven old
“participating powers,” plus the United
States. The consul general of each
power, in alphabetical order, is chair-
man for one year. There is a legisla-
tive assembly, made up of eighteen for-
eign members—four Frenchmen, four
Spaniards, three Britons, three Ameri-
cans, one Italian, one Belgian, one
Dutchman, and one Portuguese—and
six Moroccan Moslems and three Mo-
roccan Jews, who are appointed by
Si Ahmed Tazi, the Mendoub, who is
the plenipotentiary in Tangier of the
Sultan of Morocco. (‘The Sultan has his
seat in Rabat, French Morocco, where
he is supposed to listen attentively to
General Augustin Guillaume, the Resi-
dent General of French Morocco. The
nine native Assembly members in Tan-
gier are supposed to listen attentively to
the French Consul General here.) The
Committee of Control has the right to
reject any law passed by the Assembly,
which eliminates any possible danger
of a really democratic government.

N the surface, Tangier looks like a

heartening experiment in interna-
tional government. The name of each
street is inscribed in French, Spanish,
and Arabic. There are English, French,
Spanish, and Italian churches, Jewish
synagogues, and Moslem mosques. The
war in Israel, which had repercussions
all over the rest of the Moslem world,
did not trouble the good relations be-
tween Moslems and Jews in Tangier.
Spanish pesetas and Moroccan francs are
the city’s legal tender, but all hard cur-
rencies are accepted at true, not gov-
ernment-rigged, exchange rates. If you
want to mail a letter, you can choose
between a French, a Spanish, and a
British post office—a situation that
pleases philatelists and a couple of years
ago inspired a couple of fellows in Lon-
don to try to ship three-quarters of a
million pounds’ worth of diamonds out
of England without an export license,
since, they maintained, the stuff just
went from one British post office, in
London, to another British post office,
in Tangier.,

In this city, you may read La
Dépéche Marocaine, if you care for the
French point of view, or the Tangier
Gazette, which stubbornly clings to the
notion of the British Empire, or Espasia,
which is widely read across the Straits
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in southern Spain because it is more
independent than the papers published
there. Justice in Tangier comes in four
different flavors. There are the Men-
doub’s courts for Moslems, rabbinical
tribunals for Jews, a Mixed Interna-
tional Court for citizens and protégés
of the participating European powers,
and the United States Consular Court
for Americans. The police are under
the command of a Belgian colonel, the
customs officers under a Frenchman.
The city’s utilities, operated by private
Spanish and French outfits, are in a
scandalous state. Even the millionaires
in Tangier cannot be sure of having
running water all the tme, and the
electric-power supply is equally unde-
pendable. The excellent natural harbor
in the three-mile-wide bay has poor
docking facilities, for the French are
not interested in establishing a com-
petitor to Casablanca, in French Moroc-
co, and the Spanish feel the same way

about Ceuta, in Spanish Morocco. In |

Tangier society, the French set the
tone. They also run much of the local
business, but the Spanish, who make up
two-thirds of the foreign population,
play first fiddle politically. Retired Brit-
ish officials have always considered T'an-
gier a pleasant place. In the green hills
surrounding the city, road signs bearing
such informal legends as “TO MR
BROWNING’S” are reminders of a Brit-
ish era that no longer exsts.

MERICAN relations with Morocco

go back to the Treaty of Peace

and Friendship that Benjamin Franklin,
John Adams, and Thomas Jefferson
negotiated with Sultan Mohammed
XVII of Morocco in 1787. American
consuls have been stationed in Tangier
for a hundred and sixty years. The
American Legation is quartered in an
ancient palace in Hauma Benider, the
old Moorish section of town, which was
given to the American government by
a Sultan many, many decades ago. Oth-
er governments that received such gifts
have long since moved to more fashion-
able districts, being aware of the im-
portance attached to political prestige
in this part of the world, but the United
States sticks to its antiquated site. What
was once a harem is now occupied by
a stenographers’ pool. When the Amer-
ican Minister entertains on his ter-
race, he is never quite sure that the
neighboring housewives will not un-
intentionally bombard him with gar-
bage or drape him with errant laundry.
As the years have passed, the Lega-
tion has had to rent additional office
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trance to the Legation is off a narrow
passageway in the Moorish slums, which
is frequented by snake charmers, beg-
gars, and peddlers, all of whom can
listen in on conversations inside the Le-
gation. From a sightseer’s point of view,
this is the most interesting State Depart-
ment installation in the world.

There are three powerful American
relay radio transmitting stations in the
Zone, one operated by R.C.A., one by
Mackay Radio, and the third by the
Voice of America. The geographic loca-
tion of Tangier is said to be extremely
favorable for radio transmission. The
Russians have announced several times
that they are going to put up a trans-
mitter here, but they haven’t got around
to doing it.

Untl 1950, Americans with children
in Tangier had no choice but to send
their offspring to Spanish, Italian, or
French schools, which are under the
strict supervision of their respective gov-
ernments. In that year, a non-national
school was set up by a group of cvic-
minded citizens in a remodelled Moorish
villa. T went there one morning with
the American Public Affairs Officer in
Tangier. A turbulent soccer game was
in progress on the villa’s tiled terrace.
The goalkeeper of one team was Span-
ish, the two fullbacks were French and
Latvian, and the three halfbacks were
Moroccan, American, and Maltese, and
the opposing team was equally interna-
tional. But when one team scored,
everybody yelled in pure American.
Among the school’s ninety-two students
are thirty-six Moslem or Jewish Mo-
roccans, twenty-four Americans, twelve
Britons (including Maltese and South
Africans), seven Spaniards, six French
children, two Latvians, one Hungarian,
one Egyptian, one Portuguese, one Rus-
sian, and one Indian; their ages range
from kindergarten to junior high school.
The school’s faculty consists of three
Americans (including the principal, who
1s paid by the United States Information
Service), two Britons, one Spaniard,
and one Moroccan girl who was born in
Tangier and educated in America. A
teacher told me that there have been
frequent arguments about such matters
as marbles, soccer games, butterflies,
and postage stamps, but never one about
racial or national issues. It's a fine ex-
periment in true democracy—the only
one I have found in Tangier.

— JosepH W ECHSBERG
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BOUND FOR STONINGTON

rRs. MANWARING, in Chair 10,
let the Atlantic Monthly in

her lap close of its own free
will. Perhaps it was a stupid thing to
do, going off like this in mid-March,
without John, for a weekend with the
Trahernes at their summer place, but
when she had telephoned them in New
York that morning, wailing, “I’m terri-
bly afraid we can’t come, after all! John
has to go to Washington!,” Peggy Tra-
herne’s pause had been so brief it could
be ignored, and the protests thar fol-
lowed i1t so warm that Amy had quickly
given in. Peggy had gone on to say
that not having John with them was
such a disappointment, but Amy abso-
lutely must come, because they were
going up anyway; they always did for
one weekend every winter; and how
clever Amy was to have reached them
by telephone, because they were just
leaving the apartment that minute—
well, almost just leaving. Ted had gone
to the garage for the car—there were
one or two little things yet to be done;
there always were; but then they would
be off.

“We’'ll beat right along up the park-
way and be there before you, and have
the fires going and glasses out,” Peggy
had said. “No, no, absolutely we want
you, and we’d stop in New Haven and
pick you up if only the car were a bit
bigger, but as it is—"" But then Amy
had taken her turn at polite protesting
and had said No, no, she’d catch the
three-forty, and change in Westerly to
the Stonington bus or get
a taxi, one or the other;
and she hoped the Tra-
hernes realized what a
rage John was in at being
called to Washington.
“He’s livid,” she had
earnestly assured the
black mouthpiece.

So now, contented as
a dove on a branch, Amy
Manwaring, anticipating
without defining the approaching hours
of Ted Traherne’s companionship, sat
in seat 10 and swayed very slightly
with the motion of the train as it fled,
hooting boisterously, through southern
Connecticut, along an embankment be-
side a salt marsh. She gazed out, dreamy
and happy, over mile after flat mile of
salt-marsh meadow where, like some
sort of tough plush rug, the marsh grass,
not yet at all green for spring but stiff
and brown after months of bitter, cold,
scouring wind, stretched away from the
railroad tracks toward the distant sug-

gestion of sea and a line, far off there,
of gray-blue smudges that might be a
string of unassuming cottages along a
beach, or might be dunes. How empty
now those small cottages must be, and
cold, with last summer’s milkman’s
calendars, still showing September, flap-
ping and flickering on the walls in the
drafts from under the doors. She felt
so exactly how chill, and stale-smelling
in spite of the cold, those little rooms
must be that she drew her fur coat down
about her shoulders for an instant’s extra
warmth and because, like all expensive
furs, it had its own delicious, faint scent,

How very different from those ram-
bling, shingled, beach cottages the Tra-
hernes’ house, to which she was now
gaily bound. The Trahernes were a
very original couple and their summer
establishment was in the middle of the
town of Stonington, not ten feet from
a sidewalk—=a tall, white nineteenth-
century house, formal and clapboarded
without and comfortable within, with
red velveteen sofas, numerous warm
bathrooms, well-placed lamps, and God
knows how many yards of pretty, bob-
bing chenille ball fringe. By the time
she got there it would be getting dark;
she would go in out of the dark and
cold, with her cheeks pink and her eyes
bright, and there Ted would be, in his
fine tweeds, smiling at her from the
lighted hearth, with the smile he had
developed for her alone last summer,
when the Manwarings and the Tra-
hernes had encountered each other at
various weekend gather-
ings, a smile Peggy never
seemed to see, because she
was always looking aside
somewhere. Oh, and Peg-
gy would be there, too, of
course—out 1n back cook-
ing, probably.

Amy Manwaring
smiled down into her lap,
and turned the sapphire on
her finger. Naturally, be-
ing the kind of people they all were,
perfectly happily married, and with
children, contented and established in
life, there was nothing at all actual be-
tween Amy and Ted except this rather
recent feeling he gave her of being five
or six years younger than she really was,
and much prettier.

Well, but he actually must make me
prettier, she thought, surprised into the
idea, and a bit complacent because,
looking up, she had to turn her shoulder
on the cheerful glance of the man in
Chair 9. She sat straighter, to stretch
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her back, and in so doing swayed near
the window, and what should she see
outside, bustling and bucketing along
on the Old Lyme road, but a little car,
a perfectly familiar little blue car, a car
she had several times ridden home from
club dances in, last summer. “Oh!”
she said, surprised, and her lips stayed
parted as she turned in her chair and
looked back, and there, sure enough,
behind the windshield, with faces of
stone, sat the two hurrying Trahernes.
They were staring straight ahead, both
of them. She had the one glimpse and
then the speeding train bore her on.
She fell back against the chair and ex-
claimed “Well!” and then, wonder-
ingly, “One chance in a million!” She
had to laugh, to herself. Heavens, how
furious they had looked!

They must, for some reason, have
been delayed in New York, and made a
late start, and now they were afraid she
would get to Stonington ahead of them,
and they were in a fury with each other.
“Something held them up,” she mur-
mured to herself. “Ah, the poor things.”
Maybe a flat tire at the garage or—well,
what! There could be dozens of rea-
sons. But then why on earth did they
leave the parkway to swing around
through Old Lyme? Oh, they’re wild
with each other! Vividly she saw the
two of them, in their faultlessly white
and beige apartment—the last-minute,
quick locking up of things, jewels being
hidden, the cooked ham snatched from
the icebox and wrapped and dumped,
like a tiresome baby, into the basket of
weekend food, the telephone most in-
considerately trilling just then, and
Pegpy crying to him, “Don’t go! Let
it!” And Ted, who really had a horrid
disposition even if he did dance like an
angel, coldly answering it, and then
saying to Peggy “For you,” holding out
the instrument toward her with a terri-
ble false gallantry. And then, before
she had had time to decide whether or
not to take the call, asking, “You re-
membered to get chives, I hope?” And
Peggy saying “Yes?” into the mouth-
piece, and then, in a wasp’s voice to
him, over her shoulder, “No, I didn’t!
She won’t notice!” And Ted saying
she would. And slamming the apart-
ment door hard when they finally got
away, and shaking it once, to make sure.
Amy Manwaring giggled softly, hear-
ing with her mind’s ear that large, un-
reasonable bang,

HE train slowed down just before
Niantic station and, drawing to an
unscheduled stop, stayed there beside the
bay for so long that the passengers be-
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gan to look at their watches. Then the
train started up again, slowly, because
of a bridge svon to be crossed, and Amy,
looking out of the window, saw the
Trahernes again, coming along the road
erim as ever; grimmer. Poor foolish
man, had he really expected to find
chives in Old Lyme? She saw them for
only an instant, but it was long enough.
She crooked a finger at the ambling
porter and asked him if he knew how
soon after the train got to New Lon-
don she could get one back to New
Haven.

“But, lady, you told me you were
going to Stonington when you got on,
and all you got to do, you just got to go
on to Westerly, get out, and take a—"

“I know.” She beamed at him. “But
what I want to know is, if I get off at
New London about half past four or
so, will I have time to send a telegram
before a train back from there to New
Haven comes in?”

“Well,” he said, “there’s the four-
fifty-six, but we’re running late,” and
he eyed her as though more and more
doubts about her were building up in-
side him. “I guess you could make it,
though.”

She thanked him and turned back to
the window through which, now, she
saw no cars at all or even a road, but
only a stretch of wintry woodland. Just
a short telegram to Stonington would
do 1t, a telegram saying Terribly sorry
feel bad cold coming on returning home
will surely write; but no, cross out sure-
ly; why sound apologetic, with such a
good reason? How about Terribly
sorry awful pain lower right side alas
returming  home immediately  don’t
worry will write. Dear me, no; prac-
tically a day letter that one would have
to be. But whatever wire she decided
to send, she had the comfortable knowl-
edge that the Trahernes would get it
in plenty of time, before they had seri-
ously begun to assemble one of their
well-known dinners for her. It might
even arrive before Peggy Traherne,
standing in the kitchen over the food
basket, had cried “All 72ght then! You
just go out and look!”

Amy Manwaring, turning the
sapphire on her finger, thought how
mean it was to make men go market-
ing, and said to herself, feeling a bubble
of complacency in her throat, “I just see
John letting himself be pushed around
like that! Ha! Absolutely never!”
Now, all because of her kindness and
thoughtfulness in telegraphing, Ted
wasn’t going to have to go out and
search for chives in the highways and
byways of Stonington. Indeed, though
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they didn’t know it yet, of course, the
fact was the Trahernes were going to
have the nicest possible evening, all ta
themselves. Ted for once would have
a good rest; probably the reason he was
so often bad-tempered was he worked
too hard and didn’t have enough really
quiet evenings. Now it wouldn’t matter
at all that they had made a late start, or
that they had or hadn’t brought this or
that with them from New York. Soon
they would be turning to each other,
friendly again. They would slop around
the house, have a big random dinner in
the kitchen, and go upstairs early—
“Arm in arm at least,” Amy whispered.
She smiled tenderly at the thought of the
two of them; how happy, very soon
now, they were going to be. Her smile
deepened and her eyes, bemused with
benevolence, encountered the alert
glance of the man in Chair 9. Well
now, she thought, so I must still be look-
ing just as nice as I feel. Promptly she
raised the Atlantic for a shield and he
turned away at once. “One way or an-
other, there’s a solution for every prob-
lem, little or big; or so it seems. Now
where was 17" she murmured, slipping
the pages over gently, searching.
Ourside the window, the cold after-
noon grew darker, and inside, at the end
of the car, the porter reached out his
long white sleeve and, click-click-click
all along the car, the lights came on.
—Lounst FieLp CooPER

WHAT PAPER D'YA READ?

After the favorable notices were in,
S. N. Behrman, whose adaptation of
“Jane” was based on a short story by
W. Somerset Maugham, sent a cabled re-
port to Maugham. The British writer
lives on the French Riviera, and Behr-
man’s cable to him read: “Due to my un-
usual abilities as a craftsman, ‘Jane’ is
now a Broadway hit, so you can take your
secretary to dine at the Chateau Ma-
drid” . . . The Chateau Madrid is an ex-
pensive restaurant near Maugham'’s home.
Maugham, who now has two hits on
Broadway, cabled a reply: “We've been
dining there for weeks, thanks to Katha-
rine Cornell and “The Constant Wife.””

—Leonard Lyons in the Post.

“The morning after ‘Jane’ opened, I
[ Behrman] cabled Willie that because of
my ‘unusual talent’ as a playwright, he
could now ‘afford’ to go out and buy him-
self the most expensive meal in the best
restaurant in town—] thought that a
rather amusing way of letting him know
‘Jane’ was a hit.

“Here 1s the cable he sent back to me
the other day:

“DELIGHTED AND THANK YOU FOR YOUR
KIND INVITATION. BILL FOLLOWING.

“WILLIE.”

—Tex McCrary and Jinx Falkenburg in
the Herald Tribune.
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Paul Cezanne

ORE, perhaps,

than any other

artist, Paul Cézanne,
now the subject of a
really massive loan
exhibition at the
Metropolitan Muse-
e um, has come to be
accepted as the prototype of the mis-
understood and neglected genius, which
is a little odd, for the truth is that his
life was nowhere near as cruelly hard
as that of a number of other geniuses.
Van Gogh, with the grinding and un-
relenting poverty he was faced with, had
a much worse time of it, and so, in their
fashion, did Gauguin and Modigliani.
But it might be said that, in a sense,
such men invited their misfortunes, or
had some inner flaw—Gauguin’s in-
transigence, van Gogh’s madness, and so
on—that did a good deal to complicate
their difficulties. Cézanne was different.
Never a bohemian, never given to the
wild or extravagant gesture, he was a
stubborn, conscientious worker who
(except for a few brief and frustrated
early years in Paris) forswore all the
pleasures, both real and fancied, of
the artist’s life and devoted himself to the
pursuit of painting with something of
the hardy single-mindedness his banker
father had directed toward the accumu-
lation of the family fortune. Unlike
some of his more flamboyant fellows,
Cézanne got no fun out of the struggle.
He was humble, in his way, but he was
ambitious, too; he wanted to succeed,
and in a far more conventional sense
than is generally realized. He was
aware, for one thing, that to achieve
permanence any art must be accepted
historically, and his famous remark that
he wanted to “make of Impressionism
something solid like the art of the mu-
seums’ testifies not only to his search
for the most fundamental artistic princi-
ples but also, I think, to his impatience
with a fly-by-night quality he found in
the Impressionist school and to his de-
sire to attain a more stable reputation.
Here, then, and in almost the stand-
ard copybook fashion, is the very person-
ification of Virtue (though still denied its
reward ), and possibly because of this—
and because, of course, of the magnitude
of his achievement—Cézanne’s failure
to win any substantial recognition dur-
ing his lifetime seems especially unjusti-

fied. When he died, in 1906, he had
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sold only a scattering of pictures, mainly
to friends, and it was not till the big
Paris retrospective of 1907 that his fame
began to be established. The museums
he had so longed to enter were even
more reluctant to buy. Though the
Louvre owned a Cézanne, part of the
Caillebotte bequest, as early as 1895, it
was apparently not exhibited till much
later, and our own Metropolitan was, in
fact, ahead of the field when it acquired,
and exhibited, its first example in 1913.

The new show,
and thirt}'-{:dd :ji].ﬁ,
drawings, is an impressive one, and it’s
especially valuable because of the num-

water colors, and

! ber of early pieces it contains, some of

which have rarely, if ever, been ex-
hibited before in this country.
portrait of the artist’s father, done
around 186(), when Cézanne was just
past twenty (and which shows some
traces of the influence of Daumier,
among others), that is remarkable for
its heavy blacks and almost brutally
powerful drawing, and throughout the
carly section—in such pieces as the
Courbetesque “Portrait of Scipion” and
the Delacroix-like ““The Rape,” as well
s “The Man with a Straw Hat” and
“Paul Alexis Reading to Zola,” both of
which have a touch of Zurbaran or Mu-
rillo in their makeup—one sees most of
his youthful influences clearly and vivid-
ly. It’s worth pointing out, I think, that
Cézanne was not alone in admiring
these artists. Courbet, Delacroix, and
the Spanish baroque painters were all
favorites of the young Impressionists.
But though Cézanne underwent the
same influences they did, his response
was in no way the same. There was
always that “something solid” that he
was seeking, and even when he was
at his most “‘Impressionist,”” as in the
paintings of L’Estaque and other Med-
iterranean subjects, which make up
what mught be called the middle sec-
tion of the exhibition, his approach was
fundamentally different. For where
the Impressionist attack was a fairly
claborate one, aimed at reproducing as
brilliantly as possible the exact momen-
tary aspect of the subject, Cézanne’s
was ammed always at simplification and
compression, and such pieces as “The
Sea at [’Estaque,” “Gardanne,” and
the wonderfully blue panoramic “L’Es-
taque,” numbered 49 in the catalogue,
though superficially similar to what Pis-
sarro (his close friend, by the way) and
Renoir would have done, are almost
diametrically opposite, most particularly
in the economy of style and the broader,
less realistic use of color.

It makes a handsome series of rooms,
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this middle section, with not only the
canvases I’ve just named but also
“Houses at L’Estaque” (note the prac-
tically Cubist grouping of the structures
and the surrounding landscape masses),
“The Viaduct at L’Estaque,” and one
or two of his early studies of Mont
Sainte-Victoire as its highlights. Here,
too, one finds him—in ““The Basket of
Apples,” “The Blue Vase,” and the
marvellously smooth, delicately handled
“Pitcher and Fruit”—bringing his still-
life technique to the point of nearly per-
fect balance and compositional harmony
that was one of his greatest achieve-
ments. I enjoyed, in addition, the tender
“Portrait of Mme. Cézanne,” of about
1885 (No. 44 in the catalogue), and
the smaller and seldom seen one of her
done between 1872 and 1877 (No.
21), as well as the Rembrandtesque
self-portrait of about this period, and—
among the “Bathers,” which he also
began in the eighteen-seventies and
which became one of his recurrent sub-
jects—the small, pagan “Bathers Rest-
ing” and the loosely handled, slightly
Renoirish ““T'hree Bathers.”

Cézanne wasn’t a complete artist in
the Renaissance sense, and except for
the paintings of the bathers, in which the
subjects are treated more or less archi-
tecturally, he was never quite at home
with the human figure in motion. He
also seemingly suffered from a queer
sort of prudery, which marred his vision
when confronted with the female nude,
and the few failures in the show—such
as “L’Eternel Féminin’ and “La Lutte
d’Amour”—fall into one or the other
of these categories. But in his three best
fields—Ilandscape, portrait, and still
life—his accomplishment was monu-
mental. He was a man, too, who grew
steadily in power as he grew older, and
handsome as the middle-period paintings
are, with their feathery greens and deli-
cate construction, they are surpassed by
the darker, denser, richer, and more
daringly colored paintings of his last
period. In such canvases as “The Quar-
ry at Bibémus,” “Le Chateau Noir,” the
dreamy blue “Lake of Annecy,” and
(his final likeness) the “Portrait of Val-
lier,” Cézanne produced “‘something
solid” indeed, and worthy of hanging
in any museum in the world.

—RoBerT M. CoATES

If you are unable to see this “breath-
taking” play on Broadway with the equal-
ly breath-taking Lilli Palmer and Rex
Harrison, don’t deny yourself an unfor-
gettable experience. See your bookseller.

—T heatre Arts.
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A REPORTER IN HONG KONG

THIS little British colony is now
the capital of a class of exiles sure
of a place in history. Though they
are locally known as “White Chinese,”
the exiles rarely use that term them-
selves, for it was apparently thought up
by the Communist press, which employs
it constantly to reproach those who have
abandoned the “‘progressive” mother-
land. But whatever generic name the
exiles travel under, they pile up here
naturally; not only has Hong Kong been
relatively easy for them to get into but,
except for Portuguese Macao, a still
smaller colony thirty-five miles to the
west, it is the only place in the world
that offers a reasonable copy of Chinese
life without the arbitrariness of the pres-
ent Chinese government. The exiles
are crowding the city to bursting. The
authorities put its current population at
something over two million, and say it
would be half that if times were normal.
‘The newcomers include all sorts of
Chinese, some easy to assimilate, some
hard—scholars, merchants, fishermen,
prostitutes, generals, and many others.
The generals are in vast oversupply. A
number have settled on small farms in
the New Territories, a suburban stretch
of countryside on a peninsula of the
mainland north of Hong Kong, where
each, according to local wits, rules over
his “combined services”—a navy of
ducks, an army of chickens,
and an air force of pigeons.
There is also a glut of corpses
in the city. Many Chinese here
keep their dead aboveground
for a while, awaiting an auspi-
cious moment to send them
back to China for burial in their
ancestral villages, and Hong
Kong has a City of the Dead
to provide for this interval—
a peaceful group of white-
washed buildings full of coffins
and sweet incense. Recently,
with the Reds on the frontier,
it has become harder than ever
to send the coffins home, and
their number has multiplied
several times.

The number of the living in
Hong Kong has multiplied be-
cause many of them, having
come from China, can’t go
farther and don’t want to go
back. There are famous Chi-
nese professors in Hong Kong
now, and some people wonder
why they haven’t spread to the
corners of the earth, as the
learned men of the Christian

THE WHITE CHINESE

Roman Empire of the East did after
the fall of Constantinople in 1453—an
event some experts think helped start
the Renaissance. An American vice-
consul here, asked about this, said, “Oh,
it was much easier in 1453. There were
no visa problems then.” Held up not
only by their trouble with visas but by
their lack of money and their unfamili-
arity with the world, the refugees stew
in Hong Kong and produce new condi-
tions in the colony. It is doubtful
whether they will create a powerful new
civilization here—such things don’t
seem to develop in colonies—but they
give the place a new life and uproar.
The exiles who have transplanted
themselves most easily, perhaps, are the
businessmen. There are two main
kinds—the Cantonese and the Shang-
hai. The Cantonese are from a part
of South China that adjoins Hong Kong
(Canton is only ninety miles away).
They speak the same dialect as the local
Chinese and most of them have rela-
tves here. Their move has not been a
violent uprooting for them, and their
coming has hardly changed the scene
beyond making it more crowded. The
Shanghai businessmen, coming from the
great, once feverish seaport of East

China, one of the half-dozen really big

cities in the world and until recently
a center of world capitalism, are differ-
ent. "They speak their own dialect and
are not at home among the predomi-
nantly Cantonese population of Hong
Kong; they complain repeatedly about
the latter’s clannishness and odd cus-
toms. What has brought them here is
their money. They literally follow their
money, and Hong Kong has for some
time been a better place for it than
Shanghai, where the Reds are tough on
private enterprise.

The Shanghai businessmen were,
even before they were dislodged, a new
class in the world—a synthetic class, one
might say. A hundred years ago, Shang-
hai was barely more than a mudbank.
Western capitalism built a city there and
attracted a population, more or less in its
own image, to fill it. Compared to
people elsewhere in China, the Shanghai
Chinese are without background. Nev-
ertheless, they have pronounced char-
acteristics. "T'hey are smart, aggressive,
and unashamedly ostentatious; the
women dress lavishly and the men are
big spenders and loud talkers. The
Shanghai Chinese are easy to spot in
the streets here. There is an eating
house patronized by Shanghai refugees
in downtown Hong Kong; it is small,
with a low ceiling, and is pretty much
of a sound box. For all its noise, it is a
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good place to go for lunch, but wise
people go early, because by one o’clock
it is fearfully crowded with well-fed,
slick-haired men from Shanghai, who
converse in shouts that strike an outsider
as a manifestation of an empty hearti-
ness—a compensation, perhaps, for the
briefness of Shanghai’s history. The
noise is hard on the ears, and typical of
these people.

The Shanghai refugees are disliked in
Hong Kong, but they are making their
mark here. One American who studies
such statistics reports that in 1949, after
Shanghai’s fall, there were suddenly
more millionaires in Hong Kong than
in New York City. They represented,
in his judgment, a huge concentration
of brains and energy, Some of them have
moved on already, in the manner of in-
ternational capitalists, which is what
they are, but whether abroad or still
here, they have all been responsible for
a quickening of the colony’s big-time
financial life, and have inspired the
launching of many restaurants, movie
houses, and dance halls. The appear-
ance of Shanghai wealth in Hong Kong
has changed the city’s business tone
radically. For a while, this wealth was
said to be flowing toward the city at the
rate of several million American dollars
a month. Its mere presence here made
for a speedup in buying and selling.
Then, too, Shanghai money is restless
by Hong Kong standards, which are
colored by the British idea of long-term
investments, at low interest, in a stable
milieu. Shanghai people have the an-
cient Chinese liking for quick returns.
In the old days in China, where the risks
of war and politics were often heavy,
interest of ten per cent or more a month
was normal.

The Shanghai exiles have shunned
the cautious British fields of investment
and sought new ones. Several have
gone into currency speculation, in which
they have been trained by the long infla-
tion in their homeland and for which
Hong Kong provides a nourishing en-
vironment, crossroads  for
pounds, dollars, patacas, piasters, guil-
ders, ticals, pesos, and the money of both
Chinese regimes. Others have tried
light industry, which was promoted in
Shanuhai by Westerners in the first
half of this century and which the Chi-
nese took to readily because of its pos-
sibilities for rapid earnings. They have
sown small factories thickly in Hong
Kong suburbs that grew little but rice
before. The Shanghai industrialists here
are specializing mainly in textiles, but
they have also branched out into a mul-
titude of miscellaneous goods—tooth-

being a
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paste, cosmetics, plastics, rubber shoes,
thermos bottles, and so on. (Thermos
bottles have a good market among
Chinese, who habitually drink hot water
or tea.) These industrialists have an
eye for markets all over the globe. 1
know of one who began making sheets
for double beds because he sensed a
worldwide shortage of them coming up;
he had heard it suggested that over-
crowded housing everywhere would put
a dent in the twin-bed fashion. He
turned out to be right and has cleaned
up. The ‘conditions aren’t perfect for
these men. They have trouble getting
raw materials, and they believe the Reds
may soon drive them on again, which
discourages long-term planning. But
they are hingering here for the moment,
and they feel they must keep their
money busy.

Building is another favored enter-
prise of the Shanghai refugees, space
being in acute demand because of the in-
Hlux of exiles from all over China. Hong
Kong bulding in the old days was
done in a solid Victorian manner, fre-
quently with granite blocks cut from the
hillsides. The refugees have no use for
that kind of thing. They concentrate
on flashy, modernistic houses and on
apartment buildings, which take care of
the crowds and yield quick profits. The
structures are up and being lived in
almost before one knows they are con-
templated. They don’t last very well;
before long, the plumbing backs up and
the doorknobs come off in the hand.
Moreover, as complaining letters to the
press keep pointing out, they have al-
ready turned parts of Hong Kong into
“Little Shanghais”—clusters of staring
white cubes and oblongs, which are out
of keeping with the Hong Kong of
past decades (and perhaps with the
Hong Kong of future decades, too, so
quickly do they seem to crumble).

SOME of the exiled businessmen
aren’t just capitalists looking for
investments but people whose trades
and characters have become blended
over the years, and when they set up
shop, they add more than flimsy plaster-
work to the city. I have one friend, for
instance, a placid but alert man, round-
faced, with bright, brown eyes, who
was a rug dealer in Peiping and has
brought his environment with him to
Hong Kong in the form of his wares,
which he has spread, stacked, and hung
in a small shop. He loves rugs—Iloves
looking at them and discussing them,
In a sense, he and his rugs are out
of place here, like most of the ar-
rivals from the truly northern parts of
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China. Rugs belong in a definite Asiatic
region—the dry zone stretching from
the Bosporus across Turkey, Persia,
Turkestan, and Tibet into North China
and Mongolia. They go with flocks of
sheep, from whose wool they are, of
course, made, and with nomads, who
value them because they can be rolled
up and carried around. Especially they
go with dust and barrenness. In some
places, they are looked on as portable
gardens, and are even designed to repre-
sent gardens in a stylized way. Desert
people can put a rug down in any
bleak place and have a touch of bright-
ness under their feet. Rugs make less
sense in the tropical heat and dampness
of Hong Kong, where floors are best
covered with grass or bamboo mats, if
with anything. In the Hong Kong
summer, you can almost get prickly
heat just by looking at a rug.

My friend speaks sadly, though tol-
erantly, of the failure of the Southern
Chinese to understand rugs. Luckily,
his exile has been made profitable for
him by another current abnormality in
the Far East—the presence of great
numbers of Americans in Japan. For
some time now, the wives of American
officers there have been coming to Hong
Kong for holidays. They have dis-
covered my friend’s rugs and bought a
good many, and have even induced him
to start a branch in Tokyo. He isn’t
certain what will happen to him if the
Americans leave Japan, but he feels his
chances are good, for he is really mobile
now. Meanwhile, his shop is a nice place
for drinking tea and talking. In a way,
it is a portable garden itself.

; I 'HERE is one group of Chinese

whose members can come to Hong
Kong from Red China, and go back
again, without the difficulties their fel-
low-countrymen encounter. These are
the fishermen who inhabit the great
floating colonies of junks and sampans
in the scores of harbors in South
China—dwellers in a world compris-
ing, besides the sea itself, a few hun-
dred miles of choppy coast and a swarm
of islands, Hong Kong among them.
(Hong Kong is made up of an archi-
pelago and a much-indented peninsula
jutting out from China.) The craft they
sall vary in their range. The smaller
sampans, less than twenty feet long and
without sails, can’t go far and often base
at one port for their lifetime. The really
big junks, on the other hand, are capable
of carrying forty or fifty people and
of putting out to sea for ten days at a
time, and their choice of ports depends
only on winds or markets. ‘There is
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always much crisscrossing in the water]|
world, but for all that there has been a
definite drift toward Hong Kong since
the Reds took over the mainland. More
boats have arrived in the past couple of
years than have departed. Some are
from far-off ports, and quite unlike the
local boats in appearance. Now one sees
junks from Amoy, three hundred miles
up the coast, berthed at the little Hong
Kong fishing port of Aberdeen, with
white, red, and green hulls and with big
eyes painted at their bows. They con-
trast strongly with the local junks, which
are never painted but left the warm
brown of natural wood rubbed with
tung oil.

For at least two reasons, the Reds
don’t like to have shipping run away:
It means less food coming to their ports,
and it means more chance that news of
their coast defenses will leak to the
West. Asiatics are clever at getting ani-
mals to fish for them (rafts from which
domesticated cormorants dive for and
retrieve fish are common on the rivers
of South China and Japan, and the
Japanese use leashed octopuses to drive
lobsters from underwater caves), but
human beings are more fractious, and
the Reds have trouble giving them lee-
way to fish while at the same time deny-
ing them leeway to disappear. The Reds
have resorted to harsh measures in an
effort to tie junks to the mainland, but,
as i1s so often the case with the Reds,
the strictness with which these measures
are enforced varies from place to place.
Some ports are easy, and junks can leave
them without trouble. Some are strict,
and demand that extra nets or other
equipment, or even members of the fish-
erman’s family, be left ashore to guaran-
tee a junk’s return. Some ports also try
to put Red hands aboard as crew mem-
bers.

Escape can be a hard proposition. I
know of one big junk, a deep-sea trawl-
er, that got away only with difficulty. It
was owned by an old man and his three
sons, all of whom lived on it, along
with a complement of wives, children,
chow dogs, cats, and chickens, accord-
ing to the usual practice on these craft,
The owners had five or six extra hands,
some of whom were Reds. The family
began to have a rough time in the Red
port where the junk was berthed, what
with repeated searches and questionings,
and presently the old man and his sons,
conferring in secret, decided that on the
next voyage they would make a break.
Trawlers work in pairs, dragging a
cumbersome net between them on a
long sweep, and when the sweep is

finished, the crew of one junk passes|
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its end of the net over to the crew of the
other, which hauls the whole thing,
catch and all, in over the stern. This
is an arduous job, taking perhaps an
hour, and some men are usually sent
over from the netless junk to help with
It.

The old man and his sons sought to
escape at the end of a sweep, just after
they had passed their end of the net
over to the crew of the other junk, to
which they sent the most pro-Red of
their hired hands as helpers. The man
in charge of the partner junk called for
one of the sons to come, too, and the
father, after a hasty talk with his
boys, dispatched one who was a good
swimmer. The two junks had drifted
well apart when the son suddenly
Jjumped overboard and swam back, and
the family set sail, first casting off the
remaining hired hands in a small boat.
The other junk couldn’t give chase
without abandoning the heavy net,
worth several hundred American dol-
lars, so the family got away, and reached
one of the Hong Kong fishing ports.

INTELLECTUAL‘S make up another
class of exiles. Most of China’s lead-
ing scholars, professional men, and art-
ists threw in their lot with the Reds
three years ago, in what has struck peo-
ple on the outside as a suicidal courtship,
like that of the black widow’s husband.
But a number of them fled to Hong
Kong, where some of them are engaged
ideologically in their country’s quarrel
and others are not. Either way, they are
having a hard life. Half the doctors in
Hong Kong now, for example, cannot
take up practice, because study under
the British flag is a prerequisite for a
license. Teachers have a thin time be-
cause there are so many of them. The
Hong Kong government has a scale for
teachers’ pay—it runs to well over a
hundred American dollars a month in
some categories—but there are private
schools that pay much less, and get
away with it. If the government scale
were imposed on them, they would have
to close, which would help nobody.
Some of the more fortunate intellectuals
make out all right. One I know, a for-
mer newspaperman, has found a rich
fellow-countryman to wtor in English.
Another, a former college president, has
opened a stationery store; several of the
hgh-school principals here were once
his pupils, and they send him business,

StudEntS, a subdivision of the intel-
lectual class, are a special case. Nearly
all Chinese students on the mainland
back the Reds, who give them a digni-
fied status and supply them with an out-

APRIL 12,1952

‘the bra-slip that begins with a famous bra!’

- =

- PETTICO-TORSOLEITE

For the new silhouette — here’s
the sleek midriff, the tiny waist, the
full flared skirt . . . it's nylon,
strapless, side-zippered and
streamlined! White, black.

A, B, C cups. $16.95
At Saks 5th Ave. and other fine siores.

W T e T T e 5
" _—

o EASTER DINNER

@

¥

i :

Juchows |
1AL GOUAMERS RENDLIVOVS

Since 1882
110-112 EAST 14th STREET

GR-7-4860

We park your car
at dinner

REDUCE

Inches in three shorf weeks

FAY ALLEN, Inc.

open evenings
\lor women only)

MU 8-1450 60 East 58th St.

EXPERTS SINCE 1900 IN

TERMITE CONTROL

AND IN THE EXTERMINATION OF
RODENTS AND OTHER UNWELCOME VISITORS.
DISINFECTING & EXTERMINATING CORP.
Col. Leopold Philipp Pres.

421 W. 126 ST N.Y . C. MOnument 2-6000



THE NEW YORKER

let for their energies, but a few have
turned away. Some of these are what
might be called psychological Eur-
asians—Chinese so taken with the
West’s good points that they look down
on their own people. (I know of more
than one Chinese girl, for instance, who
can’t bear to go out with Chinese boys. )
With the arrival of the Reds, young
people of this sort found their newly
Spartan, xenophobic homeland unat-
tractive, and some of them have settled
in Hong Kong. Others are here for
loftier reasons. In return for desirable
careers, the Reds demand strict compli-
ance and disapline from all Chinese
youth. Every college graduate must
now enlist somewhere in the national
effort, one hears from the mainland,
and often there isn’t much choice as to
where; if a student fails to enlist, he is
probably throwing away all hope of a
good future. A few still unregimented
students quail at this inflexible prospect,
and in the end they come to Hong
Kong, if they can. On a stll higher
plane, there are those who appear to
have real doubts about Red schooling;
it seems that in all or most Chinese
colleges now one can be flunked out
for political reasons but not for aca-
demic ones, and some dichards object
to this.
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mable, not very weatherproof, and small
(grown people must stoop while in-
side them), but the roofs of many of
them are covered by green seas of morn-
ing-glory vines with blue and purple
flowers. The refugees living there are
white-collar people, not like the hope-
less poor who used to be washed up on
the edges of famine and cvil-war dis-
tricts in China. They maintain a show
of respectability. Many of the women
wear carefully preserved print dresses,
and the men wear decent, though not
new, shirts and trousers, with sneakers
or cloth shoes of fair condition. Walk-
ing through the camp, one sees men ly-
ing in their poor huts reading news-
papers—an unusual sight in this part of
the world, where literacy seldom goes
with poverty. Housing conditons for
refugees in the city proper are worse, if
anything, than conditions at Rennie’s
Mill. It is common nowadays for
twenty or thirty people to live in one
small flat. From the upper stories of
the big restaurants in Hong Kong’s
West Point section, one can look across
the street and see rooms filled to the
ceiling with ders of bunks. The older
downtown tenements have narrow bal-
conies on each floor, with graceful
wrought-iron balustrades, most often
green. Now the balconies are jammed to
uselessness with firewood, smoked meat,
baskets, potted herbs, crates, laundry,
and so on. The balconies are the only
place left for such things; the rooms in-
side are packed tight with humanity.

A lot of the Rennie’s Mill people
are living on a dole from the Hong
Kong government. Many others make
what they can by weaving baskets or
doing embroidery, jobs in which they
are exploited by Hong Kong entrepre-
neurs, who pay five American cents
for the handwork on a square of em-
broidery that will be sold downtown
for two dollars; 2 man can do about
three squares a day. Like all Chinese,
the Rennie’s Mill people incline to be-
come merchants; they open little hut-
shops to sell soap, cigarettes, candy, and
bits of food, or squat beside the paths
through the camp with arrays of castoffs
spread before them—shoes, caps, hand-
bags, bottles, cups, toys. Rennie’s Mill
is one of the exile sectors that favor
Chiang Kai-shek, and each month a
dribble of its exiles manage to make their
way to Formosa, the Nationalists’
stronghold. The number is kept small
by the entry restrictions of that island,
which has its own refugee problem.

Refugees with neither specialties nor
money have tended to sink fast in the
Hong Kong social scale. Many at first
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could work as “travelling traders” be-
tween here and Canton, riding back and
forth on trains and carrying small lots
of goods for sale, but this opportunity no
longer exists, partly because of Red poli-
cy, which prohibits luxuries from enter-
ing China, and partly because of Amer-
ican policy, which tries to prevent
necessities from doing so. Many white-
collar exiles have turned to manual
work, an especially grave comedown
for Chinese. There have been frequent
suicides among the refugees. A Briush
policeman told me not long ago that the
usual method is by drinking Lysol-—a
painful procedure but one requiring no
special knowledge of or access to drugs.
There was a sharp jump in petty crime
last fall, well ahead of the expected sea-
sonal one before the lunar New Year,
in January, which is the Chinese time
for settling debts and 1s always preceded
by an upsurge of banditry in the country
and thievery in the cities.

ECAUSE of all this malaise, large
numbers of the exiles have a great
desire to go home, but most of them
agree that a return must be predicated
on the overthrow of the Reds. There is
much talk, and even some activity, to-
ward this end. Just the other day, a
cache of thirty well-oiled German and
Spanish pistols was dug up in a fisher-
man’s hut on Po Toi Island, a dot in
the Hong Kong archipelago; according
to the fisherman, they had been left
there by a Nationalist agent. The role
of this cache in the big pattern was not
clear, but its existence wasn’t extraor-
dinary; spying, smuggling, and prepar-
ing for violence are a regular course
of life among anti-Communists here,
Different theories prevail as to the
best way of undermining the Reds. For
some time after the Communists took
over the mainland, the idea of guerrilla
organizations was fashionable. Among
the refugees were Chinese Army offi-
cers who had left their units more or less
intact in some range or other of the
Chinese mountains and had come to
Hong Kong hoping to get American
arms and money to keep the units going
and, eventually, to turn the tide back.
Their hopes have faded since last
spring, when the Reds put on a strenu-
ous drive against the guerrillas, many
of whom were perhaps tired of waiting
around anyway. Quite a few exiles have
lately become convinced that the Reds
are too well entrenched to be over-
thrown by force. One of several groups
attempting to attain the same end by
subtler ways is scheming to master-
mind a revolt in South China, chiefly in
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| the key provinces of Kwangtung and
Kwangsi, which are accustomed to
trading with Hong Kong and which
dislike being run, as they are at present,
by another part of the country. Aside
from the obvious weaknesses inherent in
all such plans, anti-Red plots being
hatched in Hong Kong right now find
themselves up against three formidable
stumbling blocks—the local Commu-
nists, the British, and the Chinese Na-
tionalists. The opposition of the Na-
tionalists is not so paradoxical as it may
sound, for Generalissimo Chiang, polit-
ical experts here believe, means to lead
any return to the mamland—if and
when—nhimself. He is resolved that it
shall be a Nationalist affair, launched
from Formosa. This resolve is in line
with his nature as it is generally analyzed
here, and seems mevitable to those who
have followed his career. The main
effort of that career, its more detached
students think, has been to cut down
his rivals, or play them off against each
other to the point of impotence, even
when they stood for the things Chiang
himself stood for. Since most anti-Red
leaders here long ago took the view
that Chiang is hopeless, they are in the
strange position of agreeing to support
him until he regains power and of vow-
ing to overthrow him then.

The British discourage the sprouting
of anti-Red, or Third Force, move-
ments in Hong Kong because they don’t
want to provoke the Communists. This
1s basic Hong Kong policy. The col-
ony is a small place, with only some
twenty miles between its heart and the
Chinese border. It is widely doubted
whether the colony could withstand a
Red assault. Its policy, therefore, is not
to invite one, either by threatening the
Reds itself or by lending support, how-
ever tacit, to those who would threaten
them. A major duty of the Hong Kong
police is to watch for anti-Red con-
spiracies. If a known Third Force man
here receives an unwonted number of
callers, he is likely to be questioned about
it.

The Reds themselves, it is pretty gen-
erally agreed, keep a careful eye on
anti-Red conspiracies in Hong Kong by
means of a well-organized under-
ground. Hong Kong is so small that
activiies within the colony can be
checked up on with a minimum of trou-
ble, and the Reds take advantage of
this. People who should know are con-
vinced that Red agents maintain an un-
broken watch on the library of the
United States Information Service here,
the main outlet for American ideas,

to see who visits it. One Chinese who
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came from the mainland some months
ago took up work that required his fre-
quent presence in that library. He grew
so conscious of a steady, hostile scrutiny
that he began having mghtmares and
soon quit his job. The story is told, and
believed, of a Chinese who came here
from Canton a year ago to sce an
American then in town; when he re-
turned to Canton, he was questioned
about the trip. He forgot to men-
tion the American, and was then shown
a photograph of the two of them to-
gether on a Hong Kong sidewalk. Ac-
cording to the story, he has been in jail
ever since and has hittle chance of com-
ing out alive., Similar tales, repeated
over and over, lead the Chinese here to
consider the Reds omniscient, and give
the Communists an uncanny grip on the
local mind. Stories with a legendary air
spring up about them. A while ago,
the Nationalist Defense Ministry on
Formosa warned loyal Chinese here
against being decoyed to their death
by Red agents in Hong Kong; these
agents, the warning said, were posing
as Nationalists and offering to lead peo-
ple via the mainland to Indo-China
or to the islands of the Formosa Strait,
with the promise that they would be
recruited into the Nationalist under-
ocround. Once on the mainland, the
Ministry said, the victims were being
done in; indeed, more than three hun-
dred had already suffered this fate.
Whether the story is true or not, it
points up an important fact about the
Red approach to Hong Kong, which
is to avoid violence within the colony
itself, presumably to keep from annoy-
ing the British, but to employ substitutes
for violence. One such substitute is the
Reds’ huld on refugees’ relatives who
are stll in China proper—the same hold
that is being used to extort money from
Chinese in the United States and Can-
ada. Another is their hold on the future.
It’s unlikely that any Chinese in Hong
Kong feels confident that the Reds
won’t take the place, and take it soon.
Few can be sure of getting out in a
hurry; even the American Consulate
can’t guarantee escape to the Chinese
members of its staff. Thus, a Hong
Kong Chinese must count on finding
himself all of a sudden in Red hands,
and he must be careful about the dossier
he can well believe is being kept on
him. This, of course, has a chilling
effect on anti-Red movements.

Hold or no hold, the Reds have lost
face in Hong Kong in the years since
they finished their conquest of the main-
land and Great Britain was offering
to recognize them. There are several
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| reasons for this, One is that many
Chinese here think the Reds have done
badly in Korea and have got China
into an embarrassing fix. Another is
that the Reds’ domestic policies, like
the purge of “counter-revolutionaries”
and the measures against private busi-
ness, are particularly obnoxious to the
kind of Chinese found in Hong Kong.
The decline in Red standing was in-
dicated last October in what is be-
coming, for the exiles, an annual flag

contest. October lst is the Reds’ na-
tional day and October 10th is the
Nationalists’. Both sides here try to
get their backers to put up flags on
the appropriate day. In 1949, Hong
Kong was spotted everywhere with the
Red emblem, a scarlet field bearing five
gold stars, and there was hardly a trace
of the Nationalists’ more complicated
one, symbolizing the ““white sun, blue
sky, and red earth,” which was designed
by Sun Yat-sen. Last October, though,
the latter was in much evidence, on
shops, houses, junks, and union head-
quarters. One of the livelier flag battles
then was between a father and son, and
might be said to typify a trend. The
father ordered a Nationalist flag hoisted
over his shop, and the son tried to pre-
vent this, finally going after his father
with a pair of scissors and raising such
a row that he was hauled into court.
There are many spirited anti-Commu-
nists of mature vintage here, but their
views don’t seem to carry much weight
with their children, and meanwhile they
aren’t getting any younger,

HE possession of firearms by refu-
gees is a problem. The British
authorities consider guns in private
hands an abomination. In China in the
last days of the Nationalists, when most
of the refugees left, it was different.
Much of the country had been in a
semi-lawless state for years, ruled by
a military caste whose symbols of rank
included guns, along with uniforms and
official cars. When these military men
came to Hong Kong—a strange, chancy
place to many of them—they brought
the guns along as a matter of course,
and this led to an increase in armed
robbery. For a time, the courts were
full of cases involving the illegal pos-
session of firearms, but as a result of
severe sentences—several years’ im-
prisonment plus a dozen strokes of the
lash is 2 common one—there haven’t
been so many lately.
With large numbers of destitute peo-
ple about, petty crimes such as cat-steal-
ing, shoplifting, purse-snatching, and

pocket-picking have, of course, flour-
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ished. A prudent man in Hong Kong
carries his fountain pen in an inside
pocket of his jacket. Otherwise, hungry
hands may reach for it like vine tendrils
as he walks down the street. One sees
few signs here of a mass immigration of
professional criminals, however; per-
haps those in China didn’t feel the ef-
fects of overturn as quickly as the
more law-abiding classes did. There
1s one conspicuous and populous group
of undesirables, though—the prostitutes,
most of them gum-chewing, jitterbug-
ging ones from the northerly cities.
These girls, mainly sought after by
American sailors, start their day in the
afternoon at a downtown ballroom,
where there is dancing to a Filipino or-
chestra (Filipinos dominate the dance-
hall bandstands here ), and at half past
ten adjourn to a restaurant that stays
open till after one in the morning—a
late hour for Hong Kong, whose night
life is traditionally staid. Both ball-
room and restaurant are bright, active
places that may erupt at any moment,
and because of this, men of our
Shore Patrol, billies in readiness, stand
affably in the corners, with the Hong
Kong police and British M.P.s not far
away.,

A few years ago, it is said, all the
prostitutes in town were Cantonese and
spoke the singsong Cantonese dialect,
but now the soprano purr of North
China women is heard as often in the
night spots around town, and a listener
can imagine himself in Peiping, more
than a thousand miles away. When
asked how they got here, these girls
usually say they worked in Tientsin,
Peiping’s port, for a couple of years
right after V-] Day, when our Marines
were there; then moved to Tsingtao,
the port above Shanghai, while we were
still using it as a naval base; and finally
came to Hong Kong in 1949, when
Tsingtao was abandoned. The northern
girls say they dislike it here. They are
homesick. Beyond that, though they
seldom speak of it, they are in a bad
fix—growing older quickly, with no
family or home community to fall back
on, and sometimes with an inadvertent
child or two to support.

HINA is not exclusively Chinese,

and has rarely been so. It takes
in great non-Chinese borderlands—
the Mongol steppes, the Turkestan des-
erts, the Tibetan mountains. It shelters,
or has sheltered, a Babel mixture of Eu-
ropeans and Americans—missionaries,
businessmen, refugees from the Bol-
sheviks or the Nazis, adventurers, and
plain expatriates. Some of these have
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been thrown out by the revolution and
all have been shaken by it, and Hong
Kong has felt the ripples. Tibetans don’t |
favor exile. For centuries, they have
lived apart on their plateau, ignoring
other peoples and bending their minds
to the Buddhist concept of eternity. Few
left home even when the Chinese Reds
got control of their country last spring
and threatened to tear its civilization
down.

Many Central Asiatic Moslems came
through Hong Kong in the fall of
1949, after their regions in the dry
stretches of Northwest China and
Turkestan had been conquered by the
Reds. The guesthouse of the Hong
Kong mosque, on a slope overlooking
the harbor, was crowded then, and
dozens of Moslems slept in the mosque
itself, a fact that was deplored but
couldn’t be helped. In the old days,
Hong Kong, though it is hardly on a
line between Mecca and Central Asia,
was nevertheless on a main pilgrimage
route because it is such a big port. Pil-
grims made their way here overland
or by air from Northwest China and
Turkestan—journeys of up to two
thousand miles—and then took a ship
or plane west to the Red Sea. In 1949,
many prominent Moslems seized on the
annual pilgrimage as a means of escap-
ing from China without loss of dignity
or an appearance of cowardice. Skull-
capped and oddly rustic, they showed up
here from their distant, landlocked
oases, and then went toward Mecca
and were not seen in these parts again.
The most striking of these refugees was
General Ma Pu-fang, the principal
figure in the Chinese Moslem world.
He and his relatives fled their be-
leaguered region with, it is said, sever-
al million dollars’ worth of gold and,
it is certain, considerable numbers of
wives. One fall day in 1949, I saw a
score of these wives on a Hong Kong
ferry, wearing crude clothing and
black half veils and showing the lined,
weathered, unbeautified faces of the
Northwest—a strange contrast to the
silken, soignc¢e Cantonese and Shanghai
women who were their fellow-passen-
gers. A close watch is now being kept
by the Reds on the Turkestan borders,
one hears, so perhaps no more Moslems
will be arriving in Hong Kong for a
while. A few transplanted Chinese
Moslems have been dug in here for
the last two years or so and have be-
come part of the community. They
have opened a restaurant that specializes
in the Northwest delicacy of mutton
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chopsticks, over a roaring open fire.
The fire burns nightly on the roof of the
restaurant, a five-story building in a
crowded slum, where it blazes as a
cryptic beacon to puzzle the Cantonese.
There is also a Moslem scholar in
Hong Kong—a Tatar, a member of
the nation that produced Tamerlane,
the Prince of Destruction, and the
Mogul emperors of India. He is a
man with large, expressive eyes, fluent
in his own language and in Russian,
Chinese, and English, and he has spent
years working on a Tatar-English-
Chinese dictionary.

As for oppressed Westerners, mis-
sionaries by the hundreds have come
out of China through Hong Kong,
driven from their lifework. (It may
be a long time before the Reds get
rid of the last Catholic bishop on the
mainland, but they mean to in the end.)
Some of the missionaries have lingered in
Hong Kong to work, but most have
gone on home. The White Russians
from cities like Harbin, Shanghai, and
Tientsin have moved on quickly, too,
and so have the refugees from Hitler,
who set up their ghetto in Shanghai in
the thirties and forties. Hong Kong
has never wanted them to stay, and
they have agencies like the International
Refugee Organization (which is still
functioning here because of the gravity
of the refugee problem, although it has
shut up its offices in the rest of the
world) to help them get to America
or Australia, or wherever the next
haven is. More noticeable among the
Western refugees reaching Hong Kong
are the stock treaty-port figures—busi-
nessmen, journalists, consular people,
and so on. Americans in these categories
have arrived in such numbers that the
United States Consulate—a few years
ago a one-horse outfit, only called upon
to stamp a visa or rescue a stranded
seaman now and then—has been enor-
mously enlarged and is doing a lot of
the work the American Embassy in
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A HEART-TO-HEART TALK WITH COMMODORE ISAAC HULL
WHO COMMANDED THE FRIGATE CONSTITUTION IN 1812

I would be willing
without further ado to
turn in my badge in
the Sea Scouts if I
could have a look at
Commodore Isaac
Hull having a look at the new liner,
Constitution. The name “Constitution” is
no strange one to the Commodore. He
commanded the U. S. Frigate Constitution
in the War of 1812, and knocked off the
Guerriére in a famous scrimmage that
took place off the Grand Banks.

Kennels for Cannons

I suspect you're up
there. Commodore. on
a large and commodi-
ous cloud bank re-
. served for naval offi-
cers, saying to your-
self. “This is a strange way, indeed, to go
to sea.” Well, sir, this Constitution is
built more for comfort than combat.

I've read where your Constitution car-
ried thirty 24-pounders, twenty-two 32-
pound carronades, a long 18-pounder and
two long 24-pounders. This new ship car-
ries two swimming pools, one soda foun-
tain, three barber shops, an auditorium
and an air conditioned kennel.

Six Days to Gibraltar

In the records I see
= where they gave you
$2017.60 for being a
skipper, and the sail-
.«'f maker was content
ez nn with $444.40. There’s
no sense running up your blood pressure
telling you who gets what today, but be-
lieve me, the payroll is higher, even
though we’ve dropped the sailmaker. The
new Constitution carries a staff of 577
to get 1000 passengers back and forth
across the Atlantic Ocean in style.
There is hardly anyone using sails any
more. Old Fulton’s idea turned out
pretty well and the new Constitution and
her sister ship, the Independence, have

got it worked out so they make an aver-
age cruising speed of 23 knots. Remem-
her once in September of 1803, when
vour frigate cleared Gibraltar twenty-
nine days out of Boston? You may not
be in the mood to believe me, sir. but the
Constitution and the Independence do
Gib now from New York in six days, two
hours and thirty minutes without even
puffing hard.

Keeping Cool
'v-af Folks now sit in the
Barbhary Room, which
is the name of a tav-
ern aboard the ship
that looks a little like
a waterfront inn of
your day, and talk about the steaming
summer of 1804, when you stood off the
Barbary shore and let them have it with
the cannon. It’s hard to imagine it these
days. For one thing, this new Constitution
is ventilated with cool air right in the
middle of summer, Some machines they’ve
got stored away below decks make as
much cool air every day as a block of
ice that would weigh 1,600,000 pounds.

With these new icemakers, the old salt
pork and dried beef days have disap-
peared. For lunch, the new Constitution
and Independence offer nine kinds of
appetizers, three kinds of soup, two kinds
of fish, eight different entrées, seven cold
dishes, four kinds of salads and six dif-
ferent desserts. Take one or all.

Floating Resort

Well, sir, things have
changed some, haven’t
they? Going to sea
these days is rather
% like basking on a
& pl7devq  floating resort. Per-
haps you will join us in the Mediterra-
nean one day, Commodore, and sail home
along the gentle Sun-Lane route that
you knew so well. We'll look for you in
the wheel house and keep a chair for you
in the Barbary Tavern. Fair breeze, sir.

For more about these great new Sun-Liners
serving all Europe via the Mediterranean ...

See your Travel Agent or
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Kong was a way stop for Western jour-
nalists. Now it is the main news-gather-
ing point between Japan and I[ndia.
Some Westerners who formerly
lived in Peiping or Shanghai and who
became addicted to Chinese surround-
ings there have used much ingenuity in
finding niches for themselves here. Few
of them are doing anything that one can
really put one’s finger on, and it is poor
form in Hong Kong these days to inquire
too persistently into another’s means of
livelihood. Everyone assumes that some
Westerners, at least, are doing under-
cover work, the possibilities for which
are, of course, tremendous, since the
British, the Americans, the Russians, the
Chinese Reds, and the Chinese Nation-
alists, as well as more out-of-the-way
people, are undoubtedly all dabbling in
that field. Some of the Westerners are
what might be called North China
snobs. They are used to Peiping or
Shanghai, both hundreds of miles away,
and they can see no merit in the South.
They complain about the Cantonese
dialect, referring loftily to it as “duck
talk,” or at any rate protest that it isn’t
Chinese. Like the dance-hall girls, they
are homesick for China, and it is not
tactful to remind them they may never
see Peiping or Shanghai again. Sitting
around with old friends and discussing
old times, they wait to go back, and
meanwhile live from day to day.

MIXTURE of attitudes and sen-

timents has been brought to Hong
Kong and trapped here, like a blend of
perfumes in a bottle, and the mixture
now seems about to undergo an aging
process. Most of the Chinese refugees
who have been able to leave Hong
Kong have done so, and very few more
are coming from the mainland. The
flow from there was stopped both by
the British, who got tired of it in 1950,
when it reached twenty thousand a
week, and by the Reds, who resented
the loss of the money the refugees
were taking with them. Some refugees
arc still being smuggled in—about two
hundred a week, according to one re-
liable estimate. They are helped over
the border by the Yellow Ox Gang, a
group of toughs who normally work
the docks, or they bribe their way in
on junks from nearby Macao. Illegal
entrants who are caught by the Hong
Kong authorities are loaded onto junks
and dumped at night in Red territory
along the coast or on the Pearl River
Delta, to the north of here. Some of
the dumpees are riffraff whom the Reds

don’t want either, and occasionally, one
X
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hears, they are sneaked back to Hong
Kong on another night, like discards
m a game of hearts.

The obstacles to leaving Hong Kong
are many. Some of the early refugees,
especially those from Canton, at first
looked on their stay here as temporary;
they would go back, they said, when
the dust of the Red takeover had settled.
It never has. Grim stories are circulated
about the fate of some people who have
tried to return. Leaving Hong Kong
for the Western world is also hard
for the Chinese, because of the mod-
ern difficulties in obtaining passports
and wvisas—difficulties that have given
rise to a black market in credentials.
A friend of mine who made a careful
study of this activity some time ago told
me of two European countries whose
passports could be bought here for some-
thing over three hundred American dol-
lars. British birth certificates, he said,
which are available to Hong Kong-born
Chinese and are necessary as the first
step in obtaining a British passport, were
being sold by their owners for abourt a
hundred dollars. My friend also found
that one could get an American visa for
three hundred and fifty dollars. The
routine was to visit a certain travel
agency and pay the bribe, in return
for which a code mark was placed on
one’s passport. Holders of passports so
marked were issued visas without de-
lay at the American Consulate. This
practice was presumably stamped out a
few months later, when an official in
the Consulate was sent home.

The United States is the prime goal
of visa-seekers, legal or otherwise. Un-
der the quota, however, only a hundred
and five Chinese a year can migrate
there as residents. Others can enter the
country only on a temporary basis, as
businessmen, students, or tourists. The
consulate people here demand evidence
of good faith from these, as a pre-
caution against the travellers’ not coming
back. Even so, many Chinese on tem-
porary visas have disappeared in the
States—just dropped out of sight.

NE of the better escape hatches for
Chinese from Hong Kong leads

to Sdo Paulo, the port in southern
Brazil. This is open only to some mem-
bers of the most privileged and adaprable
refugee group—the Shanghai capitalists.
A few hundred Shanghai people are in
Sao Paulo now, according to word from
there, and perhaps a dozen more are
going there every month. They fly
by Pan American Airways—whole big
families, along with their cooks and
amahs, though the fare is thirteen hun-
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Sally Victor's special Easter bonnet
5 designed for “bonneticres” of fresh flowers
created by Alyn Wayne, F.T.D. floral designer.

Say it with Howers-By-Wire

Flowers play an age-old part in celebrating Easter.

Flowers-By-Wire speed Easter Greetings around
the world in a matter of hours.
The F.T.D. Florist near you will deliver a
message that speaks volumes. .. in the graceful
language of a gorgeous Easter Bouquet.

Only F.T.D. FLORISTS
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southern waters

aress the g[&aming

white beaches of

mico's famous seashore

resorts the year round.

Enjoy your favorite aquatic
sport. Dance under starlit skies
to entrancing tropical music.
And vacationing in Mexico is so
very inexpensive.

Your Travel Agent will tell you.

dred American dollars a person. The | S#ss

flow was much heavier in early 1951,
when an alarm spread that the Reds
might be taking Hong Kong soon, and
it will undoubtedly become heavier
again if another flap starts. Many exiles
are believed to be waiting here with
their visas and tickets for Sio Paulo
in order. The exiles in Sao Paulo live
apart, it is said, in a Little Shanghai,
eating Chinese food prepared by their
own cooks; the men wear Western suits,
but the women cling to the high-necked
Chinese dresses that become them so
well.

Right from the start, the Chinese
who went to Sio Paulo were perhaps the
most favored of all the refugees, being
| rich, rootless, sophisticated—and cer-
| tainly talented, or they would not have
risen to the top in the strange cosmopolis
of Shanghai. Most of the other Chinese
refugees are less fortunate. They have
a past they like to dwell on and a present
that derives much grace from the wit
and amiability of Chinese culture, but
they have almost no future they can
be sure of. The other day, I was talking
to a teacher here, a small, wiry Chi-
nese exile in his late fifues, who seemed
more realistic than most. “I tell my
students not to pay attention to me,”” he
said, quietly but not sadly. “I belong
to the old days, and have no place in
the new. I may have to live outside
my country always—but my students
won’t. They will grow up to be Chi-
nese, I’m sure.” Some of the exiled
Chinese here, the bitterly anti-Red ones,
would disagree with this man, but many
others would not. These feel that, no
matter what happens, to leave the
stream of Chinese history is to lose one-
self. And they feel that the stream is not
in Hong Kong now but across the bor-
der, where it has always been.

—CHRISTOPHER RAND

Shea appreciates fully the significance
of having been invited here. He knows he
is fighting for his baseball life. As a con-
sequence he arrived in camp |4 pounds

lighter than he had been after the 1951
World Series. His stomach is flat enough.

Now it rests with his arm.—T he H orld-
Telegram & Sun.

Describe him some more. He inter-
€515 US.

THE HUNGRY CRITICS
[From Library Journal]
Brown, Dee & Schmitt, Martin. F.
T'rail Driving Days. Scribner . . . If this
book does not become a classic of Western

Americana this reviewer will cheerfully
eat his sombrero, sweatband and all.
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GREY TROPICAL WORSTED SLACKS

Chipp introduces the ideal light weight
grey slack for warm-weather wear, weigh-
ing 8 to 9 ounces, cut along slender lines
21" knee and 18" bottom. Stocked plain
or pleated front, tailored with back-strap.
Available in two shades, Cambridge (me-
dium), Oxford (dark) ... $21.50. Also
available in Eermuda knee length shorts
. £19.50. Waist sizes 30" to 40". Waist
measurements required, trousers shipped
with unfinished cuffs.

Chipp

14 EAST 44th STREET
NEW YORK 17, N.Y.
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Come to Suvretta House, St. Moritz this
summer. Wonderful sports in invigorating

Alpine air and sun. Dancing, cabaret,
gala balls. Renowned cuisine. Full pen-
sion from $6.50 a day. Reservations from
all travel agents or write direct to

SUVRETTA HOUSE,
ST. MORITZ, SWITZERLAND.

pEaE AR R

LLUE R R LR L]

LELE LR L LR TR Y]

A EEE R R

=
R EEE RSN LLER ] Ty

SMOKED RAINBOW TROUT

A GOURMET'S PATE

ready for that unexpeded guest.
linique and Fm!mg- A"Must”in

any Pantry. $11°°a dozen tins.

$5.75 for 6 $1.°° each. HIGH

At Fine Stores or direct posTrai0 VALLEY
FARM

COLORADO SPRINGS. COLORADO




ONE TO OHATCHEE

look forward to most about a trip

to New York is buying a ticket
back to my home, in Ohatchee, Ala-
bama. Whenever I do this, some pecul-
iar, haunting little incident is bound
to occur. I don’t know why, but it al-
ways does. Perhaps it’s just that the
name “Ohatchee” bemuses people. At
least, that’s the conclusion I came to the
last ime I bought a ticket home. I went
to Pennsylvania Station, picked a win-
dow, and stood in the line before it.
When my turn came, the man inside
looked out at me. As I remember, he
was small and pale, and he wore a green
eye shade. “Ohatchee, Alabama,” I said
to him.

“Ohatchee?” he repeated.

“(0-h-a-t-c-h-e-e,” 1 said. “Ala-
bama.”

He turned to a large book at his
elbow. Confidently at first, and then
with assurance ebbing, he flipped the
pages back and forth, stopping to pore
over several of them. After a while, he
peered at me suspiciously. “Ohatchee!”
he asked.

“It’s a flag stop,” I told him.

Tentatively, he glanced at several
more pages, and then went out back,
through the door of his cage, perhaps
to consult another book, an even larger
book. After a couple of
minutes, he returned,
his expression indicating
that the expedition had
failed. “Ohatchee,” he
said. He was talking to
himself.

““Alabama,” I added.

““Are you sure there
is such a place?” he
asked.

“I live there,” I said.
“I moved there ten
years ago.”

“How long ago?”

“Ten years.”

“Hmm,” he said. He
turned again to the
book at his elbow.

“My house isn’t the
only one there,” 1 told
him. “Notlong ago, one burned down
just across the road. People said it
had stood for more than a hundred
years. And then, early one morning, it
went.”

The man behind the window relaxed
and smiled faintly. “After a hundred
years,” he said.

“Yes,” I said. “There was a school-
teacher living in a small room upstairs.

SO]HETIMES I think that what I

She jumped out the window onto the
roof of a shed without waiting to get
her teeth. Later in the day, we raked
through the ashes. We found some
melted car keys. The fire was too hot
for her teeth, I guess, but you could still
read the numbers on the keys.”

“How did it catch?” asked the man
next in line behind me.

“Oil,” T said.

I turned my back to the window as
I spoke, and I felt guilty, seeing the
people in the waiting line. It wasn’t any
longer than some linesatother windows,
but the people at the end seemed more
impatient. They had waited longer
without moving than the newcomers in
the other lines.

“Oil?” the stranger repeated.

“Yes,” I told him. “Coal oil. Some
people call it kerosene. It can be very
dangerous in a glass jug.”

“Glass jug?” he said.

“The man who owned the house got
up before day to buwld a fire in the
grate,” I told him. “He poured oil from
a glass jug on the kindling, and then he
must have bumped the jug and cracked
it when he set it on the cement hearth.
After he lit the kindling, he went out
in the yard. Pretty soon, he smelled
something like cloth burning and went
back insde. A big rug in front of the
fireplace was a solid
blaze.”

“No fire extinguish-
er?” the stranger asked.

“Nothing but wa-
ter,” I said.

“Water will spread
an oil fire,” he said.

“They didn’t get
much chance to see if
it would, because about
that time the man’s
grandfather came run-
ning out of his bed-
room, yelling. The old
man always slept in his
long wundershirt, and
that’s all he was wear-
ing—not even draw-
erﬁﬁ}?

“So the man had
to rescue his grandfather,” said the
stranger.

“No,” I said. “The man went out
to the back porch and pushed a but-
ton that turned on the new electric
water pump. The house had stood a
hundred years without any fire pro-
tection, and only a few weeks before,
they’d wired it for electricity and had
thrown away the well bucket. The new
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pump hit about six licks and stopped
dead.”

“Wouldn’t start again?” asked the
stranger.

“It couldn’t,” T said. “No electricity.
The grandfather was more afraid of
electricity than he was of the fire. The
first thing he did was to make for the
kitchen and pull the switch that cut off
all the current. Thatleft the house burn-
ing and no water. The well bucket was
gone, and the well itself had been sealed
over when they put the pump in. Some-
one blew the sawmill whistle, and people
came with tubs of water, but by then it
was too late. The fire had gone up
through the walls, and the schoolteacher
had jumped from upstairs without her
teeth.”

THE man suddenly glanced at the
big station clock and then checked
it with his watch., He hurried away,
and I saw him take his place at the
end of another line. Most of the people
in my line had already gone else-
where, and now the remaining ones
went. I turned again to the man behind
the ticket window. He was using his
phone, which he cradled between his
shoulder and his chin, leaving his hands
free to fumble abstractedly with the
book. Evidently, he had exhausted all
his near-at-hand resources, and was
calling someone with access to more
abstruse information. There was a long
pause. The man and I waited patiently.
A strange look came on his face. He
hunched his shoulder to bring the phone
closer to his ear. ““Are you sure?” he
asked.

There was another pause. “0.K.,”
he said. “If you say so.”

He hung up and frowned at me. “I
still don’t believe it,” he said.

He opened the book to a page near
the back and ran his finger up and down
it. Eventually the finger stopped and
the man slowly lifted his head and
looked at me. He seemed dazed but
obliged to abide by what he had found
there. He reached for a ticket and in-
spected it for length. Apparently, it
wasn’t long enough. He selected an-
other and reluctantly took his pen in
hand. “Ohatchee,” he said with disap-
proval as he began writing.

“O-h-a-t-c=h-e-¢,” I said.

I was tempted to apologize to him.
Sometimes, finding myself in one of the
queer situations the name of my town
gets me into, I have considered moving
my family to Cleveland or St. Louis or
some other known place, but my wife
and I have two children, and they have
a mule, a pony, two goats, four dogs,
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three cats, and twelve ducks. None of
us would want to leave any of these
behind.

“Ohatchee,” the man repeated to
himself as he continued writing. He
had reached the last section of the ticket.
“Ohatchee, Alabama,” he muttered.
“I never heard of the place.”

“It’s nice there,” I told him.

“I never heard of it,” he said.

—Tom Sims

IF NOT, NOT

By the time onec is fifty, one’s friends
are, or are not, great successes.

Their lives, and one’s own, by that time
have, or have not, become messes.

It’s all very well 1o say Cato learned
Greek first at eighty,

But by fifty the chances against great
new doings’are weighty.

One might as well settle for good to be
less than a wonder,

To be not quite as brilliant as lightning,
as startling as thunder.,

How calming to note that by now things
are just as they are,

That one’s come where one’s come,
though the distance is, frankly, not far.

And the heights that are there to be
taken, how fine not to storm them.
And one’s friends? How much simpler

it is not to try to reform them.
By now they are all, as are you, in their
late middle ages—
Time, perhaps, just to look at the scene,
like the classical sages.
—IrwIN EDMAN

“It Can’t Happen to a Marine” is a
tensely dramatic story, beautifully writ-
ten, about Stanley Mathias, a Marine,
who has ambitions to become a general,
no less. Nothing was going to stand in
his way, not even beautiful Felice Quinby,
a Wave whom he met at a dance at the
Service Club. Then it happened. Tuber-
culosis! What follows comprises a dis-
guised though powerful health educa-
tion message regarding tuberculosis
which is sure to be talked about by health
workers in this field for a long time to
come,

The other stories, each in its own way,
are equally effective. Those of you who
are interested in mental health will like
the book-length feature, “A Wise Guy in
the Rackets,” in which Toppy Tulane, the
main character, finally develops paresis as
a result of untreated syphilis. All of you
will like “I Was a Pin-Up Girl.” a beau-
tiful love story which deals with no par-
ticular disease . . —Letter from Health
Publications Institute, Inc.

What a sell!
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE

T’S a bit late

now to be talking
about buying spring
suits, and a bit early
) to go scriously into
8] summer things, but
there’s no harm in
passing on the word
about the beguiling
and useful spring-and-on-into-summer
clothes that happen to be in the shops at
the moment. Bergdorf Goodman pre-
sent a nice collection of suits, some of
heavy silk, that could be worn from now
until the middle of June, if not later.
One of a rose-red or natural rough
Italian silk has matching passementerie
embroidery on the collar and cuffs,
and a vertically tucked peplum. An
attached petticoat of rayon taffeta gives
the skirt a round, full, but not ex-
aggerated look. In direct contrast,
there’s a suit of gentian-
and-black shantung wor-
sted, with a pipestem skirt
and a double-breasted jack-
et that has arched hip pock-
ets. "The collar and piping
are of black piqué. This
suit is also done in gray and
white, with collar and pip-
ing of white piqué. A suit of
a salt-and-pepper fabric that
looks like linen but is really
a mixture of silk and wool
has a fairly long double-
breasted jacket and a skirt
that’s pleated all the way
round. One of navy gabar-
dine is lined with navy-and-
white checked rayon taffeta,
which also makes the collar
and cuffs. The most tai-
lored suit in the establish-
ment is of two-tone beige
wool and equipped with
high lapels and bone but-
tons. Prices range from
$85 to $165.

The topcoats at Berg-
dorf are worth a good long
look, too. One of vertically
ribbed navy wool jersey has
a standing collar and no
fastening. A fitted job is of
navy or black jersey; the
collar is high and notched,
the skirt 1s very full, and
folds ripple down the sides.
These coats are both $125,
and both are lined with
dusty-pink rayon taffeta.

THIS AND THAT

The heavy Italian silk called Doupioni
makes a dressy coat, or coat-dress, that
is gathered to give the illusion of a
low waistline. You have to be fairly
tall and slender to wear it with grace.
In navy with a peacock-blue rayon taf-
feta lining, or in black with chartreuse
lining; $155.

NEW department at Mark Cross

deals in ready-made casual jackets
of imported woollens—hound’s-tooth
checks, herringbone cashmeres, and
tweeds. There are over a hundred
woollens to choose from if you don’t find
exactly what you want on the hangers.
Three of the four jacket designs are
masculine, with peaked or rounded la-
pels and a shawl collar, The fourth, and
the shortest, has a Peter Pan collar,
cuffed sleeves, and half-moon pockets.

Prices run from $105 to $135, and

| OPEN
| CHARGE
ACCOUNTS
HERE

special orders take three or four weeks,
The one topcoat ($130) here is
hand-stitched. An extra-big turnover
collar and straps above the wrists keep
out drafts. It’s shown in an Irish
tweed.

Mark Cross also offers a good collec-
tion of shirts designed for women,
though they happen to button, in mas-
culine fashion, on the right side. Made
of madras in multicolored stripes or
plaids, they’re $10.50. In white cotton
broadcloth, they’re $8.50. The sizes
are 30 to 38.

DE Pinna’s Town Shop is one place
to look for those carefree little
black-and-white silk dresses that have
come to be the summer edition of the de-
pendable, or basic, black. The ones here,
in sizes 10 to 16, are $69.95. The

stiffened hemline and the rayon mar-

“No, dammn it, I want to close one!”




anted! For lifting hearts...and charms

Warner’s new million dollar hold-up
. . . strapless bras of peek-a-boo eyelet
—in love with making you lovelier, in-
trigued with giving you the year’s most
uninhibited shoulders.

Snow-bright eyelet three-quarter

bras, lined in sheer, stay-in-shape ny-
lon marquisette. There’s a whisper of

#1130 ( Left ) Carefree comfort *neath off-
the-shoulder charmers. Eyelet short line
strapless. White. $5.00.

yesterday in the modest scalloping at
the bodice line. What wonderful com-
fort with deftly padded wire and the
gentlest bones you never noticed.
Breathe-easy A’Lure nylon elastic

backband.

They’re Warner’s . . . they’re won-
derful . . . they’re at the nicest stores.

#1175 (Right) 'Neath your sheerest
blouses—not a strap in sight. Eyelet long
line strapless. White. $7.50.

* *
WARNERS
BRAS - GIRDLES - CORSELETTES

*REG. U. 5. PAT. OFF.
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The Warner Bros., Co., New York 16, Chicago 6, San Francisco 8
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“Um-um-mm, I certainly admire

you, I mean, the elastic yarn
you so charmingly symbolize.
You bring Spring to every girdle
and corselet into which you are
knit or woven. And it’s largely
thanks to you that lovely ladies
Jeel their best even when dressed
for the Faster Parade.”

Lasteso

the miracle yarn that makes things fit

UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPANY

Rockefeller Center » MNew York

quisette or organdie lining of the skirt on
most of them will prevent that familiar
hot-weather wilted look. A white taf-
fetarized shantung with a black tick-
tacktoe design has long strips tying
across the bosom, and a skirt with un-
pressed pleats. A black taffetarized shan-
tung with white paintbrush daubs all
over it is topped by a white organdie
overcollar. A very wide pointed col-
lar frames the low V décolletage of a
sleeveless white shantung printed with
black snowflakes—city snowflakes, prob-
ably.

In De Pinna’s Young Moderns De-
partment, there are topcoats of navy or
natural camel’s hair lined in milium,
a fabric sprayed with something or other
that is supposed to insulate against cold
in winter and heat in summer. These
coats, very light in the hand, have small
rolled collars and one button at the
throat or else are cut polo style; in junior
sizes 9 to 15 and misses’ sizes 10 to 16,
and $65.

Only a few steps away is the chil-
dren’s corner, where there are wash-
able, short-sleeved pullovers and long-
sleeved cardigans trimmed with straw
strawberries. "The matenal 18 a pink,
blue, or white wool, rayon, and cotton
bouclé. Sizes run from 7 to 14; prices
are $6.25 and $7.95. Teen sizes—
they’re 10 to 16, and large enough to
fit most grown women—are $7.95 and
$8.95. The strawberries on these are
plastic.

F you like to prowl smaller dress
shops, Razook, in the lobby of the
Plaza Hotel, might be inspected. A
plain but pretty dress of charcoal nylon
and orlon has a gathered skirt and a
white piqué collar. The sizes are 9 to
15. A sleek two-piece dress of olive or
navy linen has a full skirt and a close-
ly fitted overblouse edged with em-
broidered ribbon and fastened with rib-
bon buttons. Among the dance dresses
is a short and strapless one of heavy
cream lace, with a pocket on the right
hip and a matching stole. Another
festive dress, floor length this time, is of
coral or pastel silk-and-rayon chiffon,
with a draped décolletage and a floating
skirt. An airy chiffon stole will permit
your shoulders to float, too, if that’s
what you want. All three of these
dresses come in sizes 10 to 18. An at-
| tractive navy shantung dress, with an
embroidered yoke and a cardigan jack-
ct, appears in sizes 18 to 42. In this
same size group are some one-piece
shantungs in black or navy, plain or
printed, with smooth-hipped, gored

skirts and simple tucked bodices. Prices
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HAS NO SUBSTITUTE

LUNCH TABLETS
individually wrapped, and ranging
from Rich Milk to Extra Bitter-Sweet,
these exquisite chocolates are made
and packaged in Switzerland .. by
Lindt . . for over a century, nothing finer

71/t /

IMPORTED

SWISS CHOCOLATE

EXCLUSIVE IMPFORTERS
MEW YORK 11_HN. Y

I €

CRESCA COMPANY

DRY FOR PERFECT
MARTINIS AND DRY
MANHATTANS...

SWEET FOR REG-
ULAR MANHATTANS. A

"21"Brands . Inc.
NEW YORK, N. Y. SOLE AGENTS U.S.A.
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here start at $39.95 and go up into the |
hundreds.

osE DobGE, on the second floor at

18 East 58th Street, is another
woman with a keen eye for pretty
clothes. Hers are all in sizes 12 to 20.
A few, of white or blue Swiss silk print-
ed with the smallest of black-and-white
flowers, are made with a folded yoke
and a turnover collar. Little black-
and-white medallions are printed all
over pink or green silk dresses with
straightish skirts pleated in front and
plain at the back. A fine one for any
time of day, and for many times of
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evening, is of banana or pink wool

jersey, with rhinestone buttons. For
travelling, there’s a nylon-and-rayon
mesh that should serenely survive any-
body’s packing. It comes in mauve-
pink, green, white, or natural. The
lowest price here is $45; the top price
is $250.

PHELPS, long known for its custom
and ready-made leather bags and
belts, and more lately for tailored coun-
try clothes, has moved to the parlor floor
of the brownstone at 27 East 37th
Street. An ensemble called Station
Wagon, of beige, black, and brown
camel’s hair and worsted with tiny
checks, is comprised of a classic three-
quarter topcoat, bound and buttoned
in natural leather, and a slender but
surprisingly roomy wraparound skirt;
$175. Another three-quarter coat, of
wool in a horse-blanket check, is cut
on the as. It has a natural leather
yoke and a leather-faced turned-up
collar; $145. The yoke and the huge
curved pockets of a long-sleeved tunic
coat of benedictine or sand suéde are
piped with leather, and a rope belt
of dark suéde will cinch it in if a def-
inite waistline is considered necessary;
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Stradivari

the perfume that puts a love song in your heart

Wear it wherever you go . . . for this enchanting fragrance will
give lasting pleasure to you, and to those around you. In gold-
encrusted crown bottle, $5 to $45. Also in purse dispenser.

Vo Mitdhobell;
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Bored with the usual drink? Try Dubonnet-on-
the-rocks! Place 2 ice cubes in old-fashioned

glass. Fill with Dubonnet (only drink of

its kind in the world!). Add a twist of lemon.

Delightful any time during the day. The

world’s mildest cocktail! It's smart to say:

Jubonnet

DUBONMNET APERITIF WINE,
PRODUCT OF U. S. A.
© 1952 DUBONMNET CORP, PHILA., PA.

$89. Sizes run from 10 to 18, and it
usually takes a week or two to fill an
order.

Plenty of good-looking belts of
Phelps’ own design are on hand. Inch-
wide ones of natural, black, navy, red,
or tan cowhide, with cowhorn buckles,
are $12.50. Others, one and a half to
one and three-quarters inches wide,
with brass buckles, are dyed with de-
signs in contrasting colors; $25. Hand-
made cowhorn and staghorn buttons
are seventy-five cents each, in any size
and in various shapes.

YOUNG ladies in their teens may
discover stuff of interest to them
on the second floor of 956 Madison
Avenue (75th) in the emporium called
Fashions for Girls. A suit of navy
rayon twill is constructed with a short,
ticht, padded-hip jacket and an eight-
vore skirt. The jacket is lined with
red-and-white striped rayon taffeta,
and a petticoat of the taffeta is attached
to the skirt. The whole thing is
$35. Circular qulted skirts of pin-
checked blue-and-white rayon taffeta
are $12.95. Sprig and natty accom-
panying middy-collar spencer jackets of
navy rayon faille are $8.95. Black
cotton skirts are printed with small,
varicolored cyclists, and there are sleeve-
less cotton blouses in, for instance,
strawberry, cold, or deep blue. For
Saturday tea and Sunday dinner, navy-
and-white checked rayon taffeta, as
springlike as can be, makes dresses with
white rayon linen collars and black
patent-leather belts. For very gay oc-
casions, there’s a tiny-sleeved dress of
French-blue nylon marquisette. This
one has a high, petalled collar,

Hats are around here, too—close-
fiting Juliet caps of black, navy, or
chocolate-brown net, as well as bicycle
clips covered with velvet and smothered
with spring flowers or adorned with
bows of white piqué and short, stiff veils.
All these run from $1.95 to $6.95.

HELEN CoLE has recently unveiled
her collection of separates and
accessories in her new shop, on the sec-
ond floor of 963 Lexington Avenue
(70th). Some astonishing wraparound
skirts, seven yards around and of heavy
awmng-striped cotton, have a trick
hook-and-eye arrangement to catch
some of the fullness up into a pannier
at one side, if (that is) you want a pan-
nier. The combination is white and
red, green, blue, or maroon stripes, and
with each skirt goes a striped, rhine-
stone-studded cummerbund to match;
$35, all told. A wraparound skirt of

APRIL 12,1952

Attach the Moar car-watch to your steer-

ing wheel for ready reference while
driving. Winds with every turn of the
steering wheel, yet can’t overwind. 2
miles of ordinary driving provide 24
hours running time. Can also be wound
manually. Fits any wheel. High-grade
Swiss movement; illuminated numerals
for night. Red arrow records long-trip
driving time, Guaranteed.............31.39

MAIL ORDERS FILLED

Free delivery within 150 miles
In N.Y.C., add 39 sales tax

[ imachin dchleomen

145 East 57th St., New York 22, N. Y. EL 5-4700
One block eost of Park Avenue

Send for Spring Housewares Booklet N =1

I — et
# SEE MORE IN EUROPE . ..

- L injebuss

Roll down modern highways in a
luxury coach . . . air conditioned,
reclining seats, lavatory, snack bar,
English-speaking hostess, two driv-
ers. Travel only by daylight . . .
nights at selected hotels.

For descriptive folder

ask any travel agent or

LINJEBUSS

- SWEDISH TRANS-EUROPEAN BUS LINES

;" A. Johnson & Co., General Agents, Dept. N, '
& 61 Broadway, New York 6, M. Y., DI 4-8212 1
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RESTAURANT

Hotel GROSVENOR
10th St. GR. 3-6000

ocktail Lounge

Easter Dinn er, £3.00

You haven't seen New York

‘til you've seen it from one of the 400
cheerful outside rooms overlooking the
East River — the skyline — the United
Nations. Single $4-87 — Double $7-812.

BEEKMAN TOWER noret

49th Street & 1st Avenue
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thick, heavy Mexican cotton, five yards
around and in a rich plaid, or narrow
black-and-white stripes, or solid rasp-
berry or chocolate brown, sports a
matching cummerbund ornamented
with a clump of fabric anemones; also
$35. Taffetarized Honan silk boldly
printed with gold, salmon, and orange
zinnias makes an evening skirt of the
same width; $5(). The flowers on the
matching waistband are picked out with
glittering bits of fake jewels. Espadrilles
tied with ribbon and paved with sequins
of every color on ecarth are $15.
Short hatpins, useful for (among other
things) lapel décor, have heads made
of nuts (rcal ones) varnished and set
with sparkling stones; $6, including
federal tax. Earrings to match are
$10, including federal tax. Jabots of
picot-edged blue and lavender ribbon
and many other color combinations,
decked out with a bunch of cornflowers
and attached to an organdie collar, are
$12.50. Chignons of spring flowers—
all flowers, all colors—are $7.95 a pair.
Tiny wreaths of daisies, cornflowers,
or poppies for women who affect horse-
tail coiffures, are $2.75.

A.TMAN’S sixth-floor millinery de-
partment is full of new spring
straw hats by Laddie Northridge, all
priced at $14.95. The shallow brim of
a green Milan-type sailor, from the
sides of which two red Mercury wings
sprout, is faced with red wool jersey. A
piecrust upper brim imparts a jaunty air
to a sailor of a rougher, coffee straw.
Natural rough straw makes a flat-
crowned sailor with a bunch of glisten-
ing cherries dangling from the brim.
A floppy-brimmed cloche, in navy-and-
pink or navy-and-beige striped straw,
has four straw pinwheels mounted on its
crown, and the back of a white Watteau
bonnet, guaranteed to make the huskiest
woman look fragile, is surmounted by a
bouquet of red poppies nesting in a mass
of black-and-white striped rayon taffeta
ribbon. And some girl with smooth dark
hair 15 gomng to sweep all before her
when she puts on a cap of white Milan-
type straw with crisscross bands of

daisies, swathed in navy-and-white veil-
ing, above the brows.

LOOMINGDALE is presenting Jean
Dessés’ very first collection of
cloves. The gloves range from wrist
length to twelve-button, cost from
$3.95 to $18.95, and come in cotton,
doeskin, or glacé kid. There is a rea-
sonable choice of colors. Croissant is
ten-button length, cut in a curve so
that it will cling to the arm. Sac-a-Main,
a shortie, has slits in the cuff so that
you can dangle it from your wrists
when you don’t want to wear it. Arti-
choke is a shortie with a shower of
petals around the wrist....Lord &
Taylor’s short hand-sewn cotton gloves,
sprinkled with small crosses, are $4.50.
Ascots to match are $2.95.... Mec-
Creery’s lightweight pigskin slipons are
not only black, white, or tan but (unusu-
al for pigskin) green, navy, red, butter-
cup, or pale pink. From two- to eight-

button length, and $5.95 or $6.95.

ERTHOLD, now ensconced at 61
West 55th Street, is sull giving
those Harper treatments for hair that is
too oily, too dry, too winter-weary, or
too world-weary. The hair is washed
and then the scalp is scrubbed with a
small but firm brush. After it’s been
dried (by hand), a pleasant herb tonic
is applied, producing a restful yet invig-
orating effect. Massage of the shoulder
blades and the back of the neck follows,
and finally the hair is combed and
brushed until it is vibrant and shining.
T'his session is $3.50. A set is $2 extra.
Permanents start at $15. Spiral waves,
for women with very fine hair that

needs body, are $25.

HERE'’S not much time now, but

Elizabeth Arden has thought up a
posh plastic Easter egg, encrusted with
imitation pearls and a few showy but not
precious jewels and standing on a gold-
metal filigree base. Inside, naturally,
there’s a small bottle of Arden’s Blue
Grass, On Dit, or My Love perfume;
$11.40 to $13.80, including federal
tax. —r |

SWEET CEREMONY

Spring, sweet ceremony, begins again

When, after introductory rain,

The Chinese lilies—that earliest cortege—
Now with their orange eyes unbuttoned fully,
Bow elaborately and, one by one,

Most graciously receive the sun

Across the garden’s glazed and green pavilion,

—PuiLier MURRrAY
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Try the Blonde-Martini...the dryest, most

perfect martini! 4 parts gin; 1 part Dubonnet
Blonde; stir with ice; serve well chilled with
lemon peel, onion or olive. The only mixer
that makes the Blonde-Martini is Dubonnet
Blonde, product of the House of Dubonnet.

Jubonnet

DUBONNET BLONDE APERITIF WINE,
PRODUCT CF U. S. A.

i @ 1952 DUBONNET CCRP., PHILA., PA.
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Out of the sea comes food fit for the gods.
And from the sea via Crosse & Blackwell
comes crab soup acclaimed by well-
traveled gourmets as Maryland’s master-
iece. Yes, Crosse & Blackwell Crab
goup a la Maryland is fitting company
for a feast. Artistically spiced gh}r famous
chefs to outdo an O{d Colonial recipe.
Try it . , . and try Crosse & Blackwell
Cream of Shrimp, Vichyssoise, and
Onion Soup (French Style), too.

THE CURRENT
CINEMA

A Nice Weave

A_.EC GuiNNESsis
one of the
luckiest movie actors
around. The films
he gets involved in
are never glum,
windy, or over-
P wrought; instead,
they are gently satir-
ic, and since satire is
Mr. Guinness’s
meat, he usually

| shows up to advan-
B tage in them. His
latest excursion into
celluloid is an Eng-
lish picture called “The Man in the
White Suit,” and in it he succeeds, as he
has succeeded before, in drawing a
splendid portrait of a monomaniac. The
character Mr. Guinness represents this
time is a textile enthusiast who is deter-
mined to invent a cloth that won’t wear
out or get dirty. Although he is only a
sweeper in the textile plant where he
works, he manages to rig up a contrap-
tion for converting unprofitable mole-
cules into eternal fabric. A good deal of
the pleasant comedy in “The Man in
the White Suit” has to do with the odd
procedures and mysterious rigmaroles of
industrial laboratories, and for once a
device consisting of the customary wel-
ter of glass tubes and Bunsen burners
turns out to be funny rather than be-
musing; this one makes a noise like a
tuba struggling under water. Progress-
ing from its spoof of industrial scientists,
the film goes on to shy a few pebbles at
organized capital and organized labor,
both of which are, of course, terrified
when Mr. Guinness finally does come
up with the textile to end all textiles.

As directed by Alexander Macken-
drick, who did such a skilled job on
“Tight Little Island,” “The Man in
the White Suit” includes all kinds of
slapstick (in passing, Mr. Guinness
blows up a laboratory a couple of times
to entertain the nonscientific members
of the audience). I guess the most
amusing party in the cast, outside of
Mr. Guinness, is Ernest Thesiger, in
the role of Sir John Kierlaw, the dean
of English textile manufacturers. Mr.
Thesiger plays his man bent over like
Quasimodo, and the expression he
wears makes 1t appear that although Sir
John has been crippled digging for the
root of all evil, he still gets a lot of fun
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these morsels be
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ROAST BEEF ...thick, juicy slices..,
carved right at your table from our
roast-beef wagon! For dessert, try our
fresh, crunchy pastries—or Peachtree
Surprise! Dinners from $2.75, luncheon
entrees from 75¢. Charles Sherrill enter-
tains during dinner. Closed Monday
(except Bar, Fountain & Pastry Shop ).

1215 Madison Avenue
at 87th Street

eachlree

For reservations call LE 3-6655%
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|  Stuart
CAP ,-
I e R

r"" Finely tailored in our own imported

tweeds and hand-woven shetlands. The
new small shape is most becoming and
so comfortable for leisure and spectator
wear. Perfect for motoring, too. $5

Ezxclusive with

Paul Stuart

18 East 45th Street
MUrray Hill 2-0322
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out of scrabbling around for it. Cecil
Parker, as a big man in the loom line,
and Joan Greenwood, as his charming
daughter, also seem to be having a fine
time.

ANOTHER film made in England
that you might find entertaining

is “Encore,” which is based on three
Somerset Maugham stories. It isn’t
quite up to the standard of “Quartet,”
the best of the Maugham cycle, but it
moves along with characteristic smooth-
ness. The first episode in “Encore”
was adapted by Eric Ambler and is
called “The Ant and the Grass-
hopper;” it deals with a pair of brothers,
whose temperaments account for the
title. I think thin is the word for this
one, although Roland Culver (the ant)
and Nigel Patrick (the grasshopper)
are diverting enough to watch. The sec-
ond episode, “Winter Cruise,” adapted
by T. E. B. Clarke, has more substance.
It’s a rueful comedy about a lady who
can’t keep quiet, and her relations with
the members of a ship’s crew, who be-
come disturbed about having her as the
only passenger aboard. As this talkative
lady, Kay Walsh seemed to me most
happily cast. The final episode, “Gigolo
and Gigolette,” adapted by Arthur
Macrae, is an implausible piece concern-
ing a lady high diver who is upset by the
notion that if she continues her act she
will wind up dead as a doornail. On the
other hand, she loves her husband, who
is also her manager, and doesn’t want to
quit on him. Glynis Johns is the troubled
diving girl, and there were times when
she had me believing something like this
could really take place. Not many times,
though.

SOMEWHAT superficial treat-

ment of the adventures in the
United States of an immigrant from
Georgia (U.S.S.R.) is offered in “Any-
thing Can Happen.” There are funny
scenes, and if broken English amuses
you, you might find more of the film
palatable than I did. However, I'm
afraid things go entirely too sweetly for
this immigrant to make for much sus-
pense, and the accent José Ferrer uses
in the role of the hero makes him sound
more Chinese than Georgian. In addi-
tion, such actors as Kurt Kasznar,
Eugenie Leontovich, Oscar Karlweis,
and Oscar Beregi do their best to turn
the film into a linguistic field day. In
the part of Mr. Ferrer’s American
sweetheart, Kim Hunter is just a bit
strident. Maybe that’s the only way she
can make herself heard amid all the
strange babble. -—JoHN McCARTEN
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A handsome, eleven-
ounce worsted suiting
from England has
been tailored by

Hart Schaffner & Marx
into a suit of
unusual elegance.
This luxurious fabric
really must be seen
and handled to appre-
ciate its distinction.
Exclusively at—

W wallaclls

& R
&@- Imported worsted suit in muted FIFTH AVENUE
5 plaids and plain colors, 110.00
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trio of Hotels
at Waikiki

As an experienced host to island
visitors, Matson saw the need for a
hotel to supplement the range of
accommodations offered by the
Royal Hawaiian and the Moana.
Result...the new SurfRider.

Now...a unique trio of fine hotels at the
very center of fun and interest in Hawaii

ROYAL HAWAIIAN

One of the world’s great hotels. American
Plan from $14 daily per person, double.

SURF RIDER

Smart and streamlined. European Plan.
Double rooms from $12 daily.

MOANA

Mellow and genial, with
modern comfort. Euro-
pean Plan. Double

rooms from

£8 daily,
e o
TRIO OF HOTELS
AT WAIKIKI

For reser-

vations see

your Travel

Agent or any

Matson Lines

office: New York,
Chicago, San Francisco,
Portland, Seattle,

Los Angeles, San Diego.

LETTER FROM LONDON

ApriL 1
HE news that Mr. Truman

would not run again for the Presi-

dency was received here with real
regret. The entire press paid lengthy
tributes to a friend under whom, as the
Times said, “armed vigilance has been
combined with enlightened and far-see-
ing policies for the economic revival and
diplomatic organization
of the Western World as
a whole.” "The ordinary
cinizen expressed much
the same sentiments, if
less fanaly. This section
of the Western World
will be keeping its eye
steadily and anxiously on
American political events
of the next seven months,
the outcome of which,
all are convinced as
never before, enormous-
ly concerns Europe, too.
All the newspapers have
been busy helping explain
the mysterious workings
of the primares for the
benefit of interested but befuddled read-
ers. The names, personalities, and
chances of Governor Stevenson, Sena-
tor Kefauver, and others were until
recently unknown to the majority of
Britons, to whom General Eisenhower
is certainly the most familiar and popu-
lar candidate—or presumed candidate.
Unfortunately, as the people who say
they would like to see Eisenhower in the
White House always add, his election
would mean not seeing him in Europe.
At the moment, he alone seems to give
a face, a form, and a sense of something
being accomplished to the various vitally
important projects that weary citizens
all too often complain they lose track
of in the welter of eternal new com-
mittees and talk.

THE North Atlantic Treaty Or-
ganization, the most important of
these projects, is just about to do itself up
in packing cases and move from its tem-
porary London home to offices on the
grounds of the Palais de Chaillot, in
Paris, the capital that is to be its perma-
nent host. For the past two years, while
arguing about where it would finally
roost, NATO has had its headquarters
in a corner wedge of houses in Belgrave
Square, one of the last of the grand,
fashionable squares that have kept their
old character; its vistas of pale stucco,
topped with dignified classical pediments
and urns, are unbroken by the modern

red brick apartment houses and glossy
automobile showrooms that have crept
in elsewhere. The present NATO head-
quarters are entered through an im-
posing mansion that used to be Lord
Beauchamp’s town house; in it and the
connecting buildings, typewriters bang
in the housemaids’ bedrooms, and civil
servants with briefcases hurry up and
down stairs that look as
though they cught to be
finished off at the top step
by an Edwardian hostess
“receiving” in ahuge dia-
mond fender of a wara,

The decision to move
to Paris was a dis-
appointment here, al-
though the announce-
ment that the new, much
streamlined NATO setup
agreed upon at the Lis-
bon talks last February
would be getting to work
under the administration
of an equally new, and
British, civilian head,
General Lord Ismay.
was, of course, soothing to ruffled local
feelings. "The British had thought that
hecause NATO’s planning brain (its Fi-
nancial and Economic Board, not to
mention the Organization for European
Economic Cobperation) was in Paris
already and its strong—or, anyway,
strengthening—right arm  (General
Eisenhower’s SHAPE) was in Rocquen-
court, its heart ought to be in London.
They felt that London was the logical
choice for NATO’s civilian home, and
there was chat about its settling perma-
nently in some new building. (The
South Bank, where the Festival of
Britain’s Skylon and buildings still stand,
looking sadly dingy, as exhibition left-
overs always do, was mentioned as a
suitable locale.) Against this, the other
NATO people argued that having all
the orgamization’s departments in one
spot was handier, that Paris had a lot
more life, better food, and better
weather than London, and that (what
was probably the most telling point)
shifting everything over there would
pull the British bodily, and willy-nilly,
onto the Continent of Europe, a move
that most Europeans had got the
notion the British were rather snif-
fily averse to making. These argu-
ments were, it appeared, the winning
Ones.

The appointment of Lord Ismay as
NATO’s first Secretary-General, after
the job had begun to lock so vacant as




By sailing homebound on the LURLINE you keep an ancient rite: as you

pass the beach at Waikiki, cast your lei to the seas toward Diamond Head,

thus invoking legend’s promise of return. Then. though thoughts may linger
longingly on the fast receding shore, you'll discover Hawaii’s charm still
surrounds you. [] For the Lurline’s a mid-ocean playland

.. Spacious, sunswept,
sparkling with life. With your vacation- made friends. .shipboard parties,
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Perfect for every
Brandy purpose

Perfect to sip from
a hallowed snifter, or
atop the pousse café,
in Brandy and soda, or
a luxurious egg nog,
— In sour or stinger,
any way and every way,
MOUQUIN 10 Year
Imported Brandy will
bring you great satis-
faction at a nominal cost.

About
$459 g fifth
everywhere”

BROOKLYN—NEW YORK

*Price varies somewhat according to state tax and freight— Order now for present and future needs.
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to be downright silly, was unanticipated
by most of the knowledgeable talkers,
who had thought it would certainly
be filled by the British Ambassador
to Washington, Sir Oliver Franks.
Following the surprise of finding the
large, genial figure of Ismay in the
post, instead of the vastly different,
scholarly figure of Sir Oliver, the gen-
eral reaction has been approving. This
attitude is strongly shared by newspaper-
men, who have grateful memories of
the new Secretary-General’s accessibili-
ty and cobperation during the war,
when he was Churchill’s Chief of Staff.

It is likely that Ismay was as sur-
prised as anyone to discover himself
back so prominently in public life, Ac-
cording to his friends, he expected to
retire last year, when he was sixty-four,
and devote himself to various phil-
anthropic activities in which he 1s ener-
getically interested, and also to raising
Jersey cattle on his two-hundred-acre
dairy farm near Broadway, Worcester-
shire, the Cotswold show wvillage to-
ward which tourists invariably wend
their way. His old boss, Mr. Church-
ill, who disapproves of anyone’s retiring
so young, called him back to service
last year by making him Secretary of
State for Commonwealth Relations, an
appointment that increased the loud
Labour outcries that all too many of the
Prime Minister’s top men were in the
House of Lords (traditionally re-
ferred to by M.P.s as “the other place,”
as though 1t were a sort of aristocratic
inferno), and so could not be called
up on the democratic carpet and put
through their paces by the watchful
Commons.

At the moment, the Ismays live right
around the corner from the General’s
new job, in a pleasant top-floor apart-
ment in an old-fashioned building on
Lowndes Square. The Secretary-Gen-
eral and his staff will go to Paris during
the next fortnight or so, and Lady
Ismay, a good-looking woman with a
fresh English complexion and a natural
manner to match, is preparing to pack
up their belongings and follow along.
Lord Ismay and the personnel at Bel-
grave Square are only just beginning to
get to know each other, and the public
hardly recognizes his blunt, pugnacious
features, which so little suggest the aver-
age idea of the British professional sol-
dier. Britons will have a chance to
memorize them this Friday, when he
will make a televised speech, as part of
his official début, on the occasion of the
third birthday of the North Atlantic
Treaty Pact. His private conversation
is reportedly as saltily entertaining as
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CIRCLING AROUND
SAN FRANCISCO

HOPPING in San Francisco City is a
magic-carpet adventure. Here are
clustered the “big name” stores and high-
fashion salons that have brought San Fran-
cisco fame as a fine merchandise center. ..

H. Liebes & Co,, Nelly Gaffney, Macy’s San
Francisco, Joseph Magnin Co., Inc., Ransohoff’s,
Livingston Bros., Moore’s, Allardale-Mendes-
solle, Robert S. Atkins Company, Frank Werner
Co., The John Breuner Co., Brooks Bros., Chas
Brown & Sons, |l. Magnin & Co., Frank New-
man Co., Shreve & Co., Robert Kirk, Lid.,
Sherman Clay & Co., Hastings, Roos Bros, Inc.,
Robert Wallace, Inc., Dohrmann's, W & J
Sloane, Pauson & Co., Paul Elder & Company,
White House, Sommer & Kaufmann, Davis
Schonwasser & Co., The Emporium, Gump’s,
Carolyn Kelsey, Bullock & Jones Co., C. H.
Baoker, City of Paris, Frank More, Spiro’s, Inc.
—and many more.

UCH MERCHANTS obviously do not guess about a profitable trading area

for their stores. Nor do they advertise haphazardly in San Francisco’s
four newspapers. Sales slip addresses tell them where their customers live—
whether inside small San Francisco City (44 square miles) or in the out-
circling Bay Area suburbs. And each newspaper’'s contact-with-buyers is
measured by customer response to key merchandise offerings.

HicHLy significant, then, is the fact that these leading San Francisco stores
advertise by the map (shown hereabouts)...and so place their largest or
second largest volume of advertis- o
ing in The Chronicle. For this =

cogent reason:

HRONICLE circulation inside

San Francisco City, while not
the largest numerically, i1s concen-
trated in the finer residential dis- san
tricts. And in the bigger-population /”f}
suburban areas, this newspaper is a
dominant factor. Thus advertisers
say I'he Chronicle gives them “best
circles” coverage, for it reaches deep through

the sales-rich suburbs and delivers the best
of the City, too.

O 66 OTHER TOWNS IN BAY AREA

Front DOLLAR ties to grand pianos—
The Chronicle moves merchandise!
For more background on effective
sales strategy in the San Francisco
Bay Area, check with the National
Advertising Dept. of The Chromcle
or with SawvEer, FErGUsON,
WaLkER Co., National Representa-
tives; offices in New York, Chicago,
Philadelphia, Detroit, Atlanta, San
Francisco, Los Angeles.

The CHRONICLE... contacts San Francisco’s “Best Circles”
(Advertisement)
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KID
MOHAIR

the unique summer suiting

On the foothills of Central Turkey
wander small Angora goats. From
their silky feeces come the spe-
cial blends of lustrous hair known
as kid mohair. This luxurious
fiber blended with merino worsted
yarns produces a superbly com-
fortable cloth for summer suits
. . . cool, light-reflecting, absor-
bent and porous. A real friend
during the sultriest summer days!
You’ll find this Hunt & Winter-
botham fabric at blue-chip stores
and fine custom tailors or at our
shops—T702 Fifth Avenue, New
York; 337 North Rodeo Drive,
Beverly Hills.

it ¢ Whstorbotham

The most famous name in
British Woollens,

Styled by La Viale

Feed your dog like this
Dash-fed champion!
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Champion Miss Judy of Wyckoff poses
for handler John P. Murphy and shows
the Beagle Hound perfection that wins her

many dog show awards. Your dog, too,
deserves Dash — to Jook and fee/ his best!

is fortified _
with LIVER !
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might be expected from a man who has
sat up long nights with Winston
Churchill; in his more set addresses, his
staff has already found, he likes to put
official statements into his own words,
which is good news, as his own words
are usually forceful ones. Considering
that he is about to act as director of and
liaison man for an extremely cosmopoli-
tan organization, it is perhaps a pity that
while he can speak good Hindustani and
other Eastern languages, he is notably
less handy as a European linguist. He
told a press conference not long ago that
he speaks rather worse French than his
chief does—though, come to that, Mr.
Churchill’s highly individual sallies in-
to that language have led to an in-
crease of Anglo-French good will, rath-
er than the reverse. Not a few Britons
think that one of the best aspects of
Lord Ismay’s getting the job is that
he will now serve as a direct pipeline
of ideas and information from the
Continent to that staunch old rooter
for European unity, Winston Church-
ill, who has lately been more con-
cerned (or so it has seemed to some
disappointed admirers abroad) with
trying to preserve unity right here at
home.

ROM time to time, there has been

much critical bewailing of the fact
that the principal box-office successes
here recently have been either French
plays in translation (in particular, and
somewhat unexpectedly, London audi-
ences have shown a taste for the cobweb
fantasies and ironies of DM. Jean
Anouilh) or American musicals, and
that there is a sorry shortage of intelli-
gent writing by contemporary British
playwrights. ‘““The Deep Blue Sea,”
Terence Rattigan’s new play at the
Duchess, has disposed of these com-
plaints, to judge by the difficulty of get-
ting seats and the lyrical enthusiasm of
the critics. Rattigan, the most suceessful
of the younger playwrights, has some-
times been accused of being too facile,
because of the ease and neatness with
which he attacks anything from comedy
to tragedy. In this piece, he writes with
a new, harrowing seriousness about a
tragic situation to which most people
have at one time wr another been dis-
tressed witnesses: the passionate, obses-
sive love of one human being for
another, who is entirely unworthy of
that love—a love that persists against
the united voices of reason and wiser
friends. In this case, the obsession is that
of a married woman for a hapless ex-
R.A.F. fighter pilot, who runs away

with her, can’t live up to her intense
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Step from ship or plane into
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pitch, and finally, to save them from
tearing each other to emotional pieces,
runs away from her. Peggy Ashcroft,
as the wife; Roland Culver, as her hus-
band, who tries (and fails) to pull her
out of the sordid mess; and Kenneth
More, as the likable extrovert flier,
whose life fell apart after the Battle of
Britain, leaving him aimlessly stranded
with some outdated R.A.F. slang and
an adoring woman, provide one of the
finest treats of civilized acting to be seen
in London right now.

Another major treat is being pro-
vided by John Gielgud and Diana
Wynyard, in the quite enchanting pro-
duction of “Much Ado About Nothing”
at the Phoenix. Played by these two as
a sort of light and lovely duet of sharp
wits, high spirits, and the attraction be-
tween the sexes, it is making Londoners
flock to see Shakespeare as though he
were the newest of new young play-
wrights, just emerged from the green-
ery and budding fruit blossoms of
Warwickshire,

—MoLrLie PANTER-DowNEs

CopE For TreLEPHONE USERS AT
THE NAVAL SuppLy CENTER

I work for the NAVY.
When I use this telephone, I speak for
the NAVY.
To the person at the other end of the line
I actually AM—for the moment—the
NAVAL SUPPLY CENTER.

I WILL therefore weigh carefully what
I say and how 1 say it.

I WILL answer calls promptly.

Identify myself and my office.

Speak directly into the telephone.

Put life and “zip” into my voice.

Project myself into the place of the
person who is calling, and interest myself
in his problem.

Settle the problem if I can: refer it to
somebody else if I can't.

Remember that the person calling
wants some help and that it is my busi-
ness to assist him.

Use courtesy terms. “Please,” “Thank
you,” “I'm sorry,” “I’'ll be glad to,”
“Would you mind?”

Keep my blood pressure down, even if
the caller is unreasonable!

I WILL NOT keep calls waiting.
Mumble my words and swallow my

sentences.

Speak in a dull monotone.

Make excuses or give the caller the
“brush-off.”

Pass the call on to somebody else if 1
can take care of it more quickly myself.
Waste time by prolonged “kidding.”

Argue or shout!

And, finally, I will always leave word
where I can be reached whenever I
leave the ofice.—Naval Supply Center

telephone directory, Oakland, Calif.

That little saloon that doesn’t have a
phone?
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Makes the cloth itcelf
MOTHPROOF !
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STAINLESS * NO ODOR
NO WRAPPING
NO STORING AWAY

It's the mothworm (and not the moth)
that eats holes in wool and the new
blended woolen materials. So you see
how important it is to make the cloth
itself mothproof. This is just what
LARVEX does! LARVEX penetrates each
tiny fibre and so treats the cloth that
mothworms are positively sTOPPED from
eating holes in woolens treated with
LARVEX. Mothworms will not, in fact
they cannot, live on LARVEX-treated
cloth. That’s why LARVEX gives such
complete protection against moth holes.
One spraying mothproofs for a whole
year! Washing removes LARVEX’s protec-
tion — normal DRY CLEANING DOES NOT.

Also Proteets All
Woolene From
CARPET BEETLES

Carpet beetle larvae can cause just as much
damage as mothworms and eat woolens all
year ‘round, too! Here again, LARVEX gives
you the same complete protection. Be sure
to spray your rugs and furniture, too.
Inexpensive! It costs less than 1¢ a week
to LARVEX a suit. Only 79¢ a pt., $1.19 a qt.

LARVEX

Selling Mothproofer

MUSICAL
EVENTS

Nothing to Whastle

VERYONE

appears to be
agreed that the New
York City Opera
Company’s produc-
tion of Alban Berg’s
disturbing master-
piece, “Wozzeck,”
which was presented
in English at the
City Center last week, more than twen-
ty years after its only other local per-
formance, was inadequate, musically
and theatrically. It seems a shame that
the company’s resources couldn’t match
its enterprise. In the widespread dis-
satisfaction, no element of the produc-
tion was spared criticism. Fault was
found with the cast, the orchestra, the
scenery, the direction, and the transla-
tion; even the acoustics of the house,
notoriously poor, were again attacked.
There’s probably no use moping about
it now, but it struck me that the heart of
the trouble was a general lack of con-
viction. Without conviction, of course,
everything was vitiated. Putting on
“Wozzeck” was a brave undertaking,
but there was no hint of courage or zest
in the presentation, and the atmosphere
of doubt created onstage was felt in the
audience. Insufficient rehearsals may
also have been partially to blame, to-
gether with the youth and inexperience
of many members of the cast. What-
ever the reasons, it was a weak per-
formance of a powerful opera.

Berg’s work, completed around
1920, 1s based on a series of dramatic
sketches written nearly a hundred years
earlier by a German anatomist named
Georg Biichner, who intended them
for a play. Biichner, who died in 1837,
at the age of twenty-three, was inspired
by an incident in Leipzig in which a
demented barber—a former soldier—
killed his unfaithful mistress and was de-
capitated for it after some quibbling
about his sanity. Biichner altered the
facts a bit, putting the man back in uni-
form—as orderly to a captain—and
giving him a young son by his mistress,
Marie (the prototype had had a son by
an earlier mistress), but he used a
good deal of the man’s testmony in
his sketches. Berg eliminated a few
of Biichner’s scenes but, even so, wound
up with fifteen, divided into three acts.

Artistically, the remarkable thing
about “Wozzeck” is the stark and piti-
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less way it tells a sordid story. The char-
acters have such a brutish indifference
toward one another that a feeling of suge

sympathy for them all is amused—%s if WIlllams and Humbert
the emotions of the audience were rush-
ing across the footlights to fill the abhor-

rent emotional vacuum on the stage.

Berg, a composer of extremely ad- :

vanced musical ideas, constructed an :
enormously resourceful and difficult
score, but he never let it overshadow the
story; all it does is intensify the action.
The atonal style of the orchestral music
complements the nightmarish text per-
fectly, and the vocal score, calling for the
characters to speak melodically rather
than sing, succeeds in being expressive.
Berg’s integrity as a composer matched
Biichner’s integrity as a writer, and the
result 1s a rare work of art.

The f‘”mP]ﬁXit}’ of the score and the Ask for Dry Sack i . Mellow, nutty Alaveor—
quick changes of scene make “Woz- —not just dry sherry. | : gt TR neither too dry nor sweet.
zeck” a troublesome piece to stage. Its ' ey
bleak, episodic nature would seem to
call for the simplest possible mounting,
but the realism of the scenes them-
selves—the inn, Marie’s dwelling, the A perfect gift in its cro e s R The ideal light drink
pund beside which Wozzeck kills Marie distinctive cloth sack. . __ i before lunch or dinner
and in which he himself drowns—has to | o '
be clearly established. In the production o2t e
at the City Center, a single set was em- ) R "wmm_ |

aq q
ployed with considerable cleverness. At GEERY  Let this seal be your
any rate, it allowed plenty of uninter- Sole U.S. Agents * Julius Wile Sons & Co., Inc. * New York Jarmmssws un | guide to fine quality

Imported from Spain®

"
#

s

rupted action, with different parts of the
stage being lighted up for different

scenes. T'he set was also successful in '*in EUROPE fly
emphasizing the shabbiness of the story, =
Marko Rothmiiller, who has played =
the title role in England and was
brought here for this production, gave Clest Paris.. ... Paris magnifique! B EA

a mnvincing performance as the poor

: , : There’ hi ite like i
devil of a soldier. Rothmiller studied Bre & notulnk quits like it, you kniow

... Paris in the Spring. The races at

under Berg himself—was his only voice Longchamps. .. strolling in the Jardin des
pupil, in fact—and had no trouble at Tuileries. . . Jolling in the sun-flooded
all with the music. Most of the others Champs Elysees.
did, and often their voices were unable And did you know that on the hour,
to nise above the sound of the orches- .15 times a_d?}'! B.E.A’s luxurious new
tra. Patricia Neway, whose gaunt ap- Elizabethan airliner leaves London ... and

exactly 75 minutes later deposits you

in this heavenly city. Yes, it’s true... B.E.A.
have the most frequent and fastest

service between London and Paris.

pearance and magnificent grace have
contributed greatly to a couple of other
tragic parts, was pathetic and moving
as Marie, but she had to wrestle with her
vocal part. In one way or another,
everybody except Rothmiiller was dis-
appointing, and his assurance pointed up
the others’ lack of it.

HERE is a fascinating account of

Biichner’s career and the back-
ground of “Wozzeck,” along with a
recent translation of his sketches, in
the 1950 edition of the New Direc-
tions anthology of prose and poetry. than any other European airline.
The translators explain that all Biichner
left behind was a lot of unnumbered BRITISH EUROPEAN AIRWAYS
scenes, so 1t was their task—and that of

*more Americans fly B.E.A.

Consult your Travel Agent or British Overseas Airways Corporation, General Sales Agents.
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others who have been interested in ar-
ranging the fragments coherently—to
decide on the proper sequence. More-
over, Biichner had done several versions
of many of the scenes, and aselection had
to be made. It turns out that the final
scene in the opera, in which a group of
children, accompanied by Marie’s boy,
run off to see the murdered woman'’s
body before it is taken away, was not
exactly according to Biichner’s plan. He
had omitted the boy from this scene, and
I can’t help feeling that his instincts were
truer than those of the adapter who
put in this bit. In the anthology, the in-
terpolation is attributed to one Karl
Emil Franzos, a late-nineteenth-cen-
tury writer, and the translators explain
that it “added to the poignant quality of
the scene.” The sight of the child alone
on the stage, astride a stick horse and
galloping after his companions to the
scene of the murder, is wrenching, all
right, but leaving the orphaned boy off
the stage and having him called to mind
by the presence of the other children
would be stronger and more bitterly
satisfying. Or so it seems to me.
—Doucras Wart

POESY DEPARTMENT
(DIVISION OF HIGHER EDUCATION IN THE
DEEP SOUTH)

[From a publication of Alpha Omicron
Pi Sorority]

AT FLORIDA SOUTHERN

Karpa GAMMA.

In a “Southern” college

Where we came for knowledge,

Our chapter has been busy,

The girls all in a tizzy.

Eighteen pledges, oh, so smart,

Wear the sheaf upon their heart,

We choose these girls from parties three,
“Moonlight and Roses,” “Showboat,” and

"G}’;}S}r. ”

s their project from noon till dawn,
They clean and plant and mow the lawn.
Kappa Gamma has sweethearrs two,
We're so pleased, how about you?

Betty lL.ee Johnston graces the Sig Ep

throne.

You can’t keep her, boys, she's just a loan.

Of Shirley Cantwell the Pikes do dream;

She’s the one they've made their queen.

In scholarship we're on the top,

Let's just hope our grades don’t drop.

Sports and drama, clubs and boys,

These make up our college joys.
—MariLYN DiLL

This year, as before, my plant sur-
prised me again. After spending another
year in the cold ground, I am now the
owner of four strong stems, one of which
has eight blooms.—Dallas (T exas) Times
Herald.
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FRAN(;OIE Mauriac,
whose two short
novels “The Waeak-
ling” and “The En-
emy” (Pellegrini &
Cudahy) have just
been issued in a single
volume, is one of the in-
tellectual pillars of the
Roman Catholic Church in France.
He has been called one of the greatest
living writers by many reputable Euro-
pean critics who have judged his work
by purely Literary standards. His work
is, however, primarily religious, and it
seems to present a case in which the
aesthetic approach is too limited. In
1948 he wrote a statement of his beliefs
for a French magazine called La Table
Ronde. This statement has now been
published here as “The Stumbling
Block” (Philosophical Library). It was
interesting at the time not only as a pro-
fession of belief but as a singular revela-
tion of the extent of M. Mauriac’s dislike
of women. He referred with violence to
the cult of Mary and with contempt to
those women who found delight in it.
He spoke of the organizers of the inno-
cent festivals in honor of Notre Dame
du Grand Retour that were widely cele-
brated in France in 1947 as “pious Bar-
nums,” and of the processions and
masses that honored the Virgin Mother
as “this abasement, this humiliation of
the Church.” The vigorousness of his
feeling was perhaps at its clearest in his
remarkable gloss of verses twenty-one
to thirty-five of the fifth chapter of St.
Mark and the latter part of the eighth
chapter of St. Luke. M. Mauriac had
been speaking harshly of those simple
forms of worship that appeal to the
naive and the illiterate, and calling them
superstitions and manias:

I was wrong to speak of vermin; it is
necessary to enter into the charity the
Church shows toward human frailty.
The old woman who handles and caresses
a plaster statue is the same who, nineteen
centuries ago, seizing an advantage of-
fered by the crowd, touched the mantle of
the Lord without his knowing it, that
she might be healed. And the Lord said
in annoyance: “Somebody hath touched
me; for I perceive that virtue is gone out
of me.” Yet the poor woman was healed,
all the same.

This was the woman who had had an
issue of blood for twelve years and had
spent all her living on physicians, to no
purpose. Neither Mark nor Luke attri-
butes any annoyance to Jesus on this oc-

BOOKS

Revolt Against Nature

casion, and there 1s no flavor of rebuke in
the words He is said to have spoken to
the woman: “Daughter, be of good com-
fort, thy faith hath made thee whole; go
in peace.” It is hard to feel that M.
Mauriac’s interpolation adds to the
story; rather, it changes it, essentially
and disagreeably. Since “The Stum-
bling Block” was written, the dogma
of the Assumption of the Virgin Mary
has been defined and promulgated, and
M. Mauriac has been compelled to add
a preface recognizing the horrid fact
that a woman has been admitted to
heaven. His recognition is not exactly

graceful:

I am anxious to state at the beginning
of this book that the reserves inspired in
me by certain excesses of the Marian cult
do not imply any sort of resistance to the
new dogma. . . . But I also think that
the Assumption of the Virgin does not
legitimize, any more than do her other
privileges, the manifest abuses to which
[ am calling attention. On the contrary, it
makes them more embarrassing, more
dangerous.

Indeed, if M. Mauriac’s observations
are to be relied upon, women are dan-
gerous creatures, especially if they are
mothers. Paula de Cernés of “The
Weakling” is no exception. She is a
commoner from Bordeaux who mar-
ries into the provincial aristocracy to
satisfy her craving for a title. But if
marriage brings her the satisfaction of
calling herself the Baronne Galéas de
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Cernés, it brings her little else. The
Baron is hideous and sexually inade-
quate. He manages to give her a child
who turns out to be a cartoon of himself,
with knock-knees, skinny legs, a sag-
ging, adenoidal mouth, and a drooling
lower lip. After that he lets her alone.
She becomes a monster consumed by
fantasies of lust, and gives herself up to
secret bouts of curagao-drinking in her
bedroom.

Before her inner eye visions arose be-
yond the power of language to express.
Now and again she got to her feet to put
another log upon the fire and fill her glass.
Then she lay down again. The occasional
flicker of a flame played on her face, re-
vealing alternately the mask of a criminal
or of a martyr,

The morning after this particular bout
she decides to take the first step toward
seducing the village schoolmaster. Her
tactics are unsound, as M. Mauriac
makes clear. She starts off in the rain,
wearing a mackintosh, heavy shoes, and
a beret pulled down over her eyes.
“The rain beating on her face, she
thought, would wash away the telltale
signs of last night’s orgy.” Her excep-
tionally hairy cheeks are unpowdered,
her unwashed hair is greasy, and she has
not used any scent. “Looking as be-
draggled as always, she set out to try her
luck for the last time.” The schoolmas-
ter does not avail himself of the oppor-
tunity so generously offered him, and
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Paula turns on her wretched son in her
frustration and fury and makes his hfe
a burden and a misery. The Baron is
moved to pity by the boy’s sufferings:

Would he have to defend himself, at
every moment of his life. against this
woman who would be always there, the
woman with the Gorgon’s face blotched
with bilicus yellow? Hatred caught at
his breath, but, more than hatred, shame,
because it was he who had been that
woman's torturer. Onlv once had he
taken her in his arms, only once. She was,
now, like a bitch confined—not for a few
days only. Through all her youth it had
gone on, and for years and years she
would go howling for the absent male.
... With what fantasies . .. what actions
. . . had he, Galeas, cheated hunger. . . .
Every night, yes, every night, and in the
morning, too. . . . Such would be the lot
of this abortion born of their one em-
brace.

Under the spell of this powerful and
disagreeable soliloquy the Baron pro-
ceeds to drown himself and the boy.
Paula soon after begins to die of a ma-
lignant tumor, in pain only partially
alleviated by morphine, and haunted by
regrets, but not for the man and boy
she has destroyed.

It was of her own free will that she
had consented to share the bed of a half-
impotent monster. She had allowed him
to take her in his arms, and that, in her
eves, was the crime for which there was
no parden.

This is curious, because it underlines
the resemblance between ‘““The Weak-
ling,” which M. Mauriac finished in
1951, and his “A Kiss for the Leper,”
which was published in 1922. The

marriages described in the two books

| are identical, except that in the earher

novel the deformed husband was en-
tirely impotent and the wife was phys-
ically attractive. The husband was, if
anything, uglier than the Baron de
Cernés:

He was so short that the low dressing
mirror reflected his pinched little face,
with its hollow cheeks and long, pointed
nose. It was red in color, and seemed to

have been worn away like a stick of barley
sugar as the result of prolonged sucking.

Marriage was fatal to him, too, and it
was knowledge of his inability to sat-
isfy his wife’s sensuality that made him
wish to die. And yet, closely as the twa
books resemble each other, it is a dif-
ference between them that is in the end
most remarkable. In “A Kiss for the
Leper,” the impotent monster who has
crept into the bed of a woman with
normal and healthy desires is in the
wrong; in ““The Weakling” it is the
woman who is in the wrong, and 1t is
her desires that have become monstrous.
This idea can be seen in development

—

34
A robust novel of absorb-
ing interest . . . Mary Roberts
Rinehart displays undimin-
ished skill at weaving romance,
family skeletons, heinous vil-
lainy, and situations of emo-
tional terror into a tale of puz-
zling murder involving the
upper social strata.”
—Chicago Tribune
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in “Woman of the Pharisees” (pub-
lished in 1941), in which M. Mauriac
handled his obsession with a good deal
more subtlety; the desire for children by
a woman married to an impotent hus-
band leads her into an adultery that has
a disastrous effect on her husband and
her children. As usual, the satisfaction
of the instinctive drive produces deadly
results. In that case M. Mauriac felt a
slight unease about the theme that has
such a compulsive attraction for him,
and after he had introduced it he ad-
dressed an unusual technical aside to
the reader:

Subjects of this kind are, as a rule,
instinctively avoided by the professional
novelist, because he knows that many peo-
ple find them repellent. . . . Renan once
said that the truth may well be depressing.
... On the level of human affairs it may be
not only depressing but ridiculous and
embarrassing—so much so that decency
torbids us to put it into words. Hence the
silence in which such things are usually
shrouded.

M. Mauriac has certainly shown a rare
determination to make himself heard
in that particular zone of quiet.

“Woman of the Pharisees” deals
with two abominable females, one a
monster of false piety who disintegrates
the lives of six people, the other a mother
who destroys her son morally by spend-
ing a night at a country hotel with a
gentleman to whom she happens not to
be married. The affairs of this second
woman present his obsession with the
horror of feminine sexuality in another
form:

There are many novels that bear, or
might bear, the title: “A Woman's
Heart”—more than one professional psy-
chologist has plumbed the secrets of the
feminine mind.... The man who was
sharing tonight the Comtesse de Mirbel’s
bed at the Hotel Garbert lived for no other
object than to reduce this mystery to its
true and rather squalid proportions. His
victims knew precisely what they might
expect of him. Those whom he had pos-
sessed all bore about them the same indel-
ible sign—the sign of a lust that could
know no satisfaction. . . . One does not
often meet a saint by the roadside, but
neither does one often come across any-
one capable of dragging from one’s vitals
that particular kind of groan, that cry
expressing horror no less than delight,
which becomes sharper as time lays its
hand upon a body already threatened by
decay, already undermined as much by
desire as by age. . . . No one has ever
written of the torment which old age
brings to women of a certain type. In it
they taste of Hell before death touches
them.

Aside from what M. Mauriac discloses
about himself in this preliminary gen-
eralization on the squalors of the femi-
nine mind, one may detect a certain
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mother in his “Genetrix” and of Mme.
[éonie Costadot in his ““The Unknown
Sea,” one must question the value of the
whole body of M. Mauriac’s often
beautifully written work. It may be
that 2 fundamental flaw is revealed by
the uncontrolled violence of his feelings
about those who like to burn candles in
little bowls of ruby glass before statues
of a clear-skinned young woman
dressed in blue with stars about her
and a child in her arms. Archeologists
and classical scholars may inform us
that the attributes of this member of the
Christian family show that she is older
than Christianity, and warn us that her
cult appears to perpetuate that of the
Roman Mother of the Gods and of the
Great Mother who was worshipped be-
fore God became a man in ancient
Greece. If this is so, her worshippers
are, without knowing it, kneeling at the
altars of Ge, who was the fruitful earth
itself, or at those of Themis, who seems
to have been the natural order. How-
ever that may be, the fact remains that
the instinct to respect fertility and crea-
tivity that lies behind the cultin its primi-
tive and simple forms is a profoundly
healthy one. In turning his back on it,
and expressing the loathing of the fem-
inine principle that inspires almost every
page of his writings, M. Maunac seems
to express a loathing of life itself. It is
hard to see how writing, even though
rich and elaborate, that is in favor of
negation and sterility and that has, in
the long run, nothing more to offer than
a cry of protest agamnst the nature of
man’s physical being can have any real
value. —ANTHONY WEsT

BRIEFLY NOTED
FICTION

SHILOH, by Shelby Foote (Dial). Mr.
Foote, a good writer who never uses
two words when he can find one that
fits, here devotes himself to telling
the story of the Battle of Shiloh. He
describes the battle, and the events
just before the battle, through the
eyes of six soldiers, Union and Con-
federate, dividing his book into seven
short, quick episodes, with the Louisi-
ana lieutenant, Palmer Metcalfe,
who opens the story, also having the
final word.

FriEnps aNp Vacuk Lovers, by Jack
Dunphy (Farrar, Straus & Young).
From the first sentence of this book
to the last, Mr. Dunphy makes us
extremely conscious of the style and
pose of his writing. Glassy, mannered,
occasionally supercilious, and often
very clever, his prose seems to have
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been pressed and pruned to death by
a pair of patient and artistic hands, so
that although it offers something of
beauty and of sense, its life is gone,
with no hope of returning. Behind, or
under, the artifice and art of this
style, we gradually become aware
that a story is being told about some
human beings, who are so constricted
in their ability to hope or to love that
they suffer less from the confinement
of Mr. Dunphy’s writing than more
generous, or fortunate, or talented
people might. The central person in
the story is an American lady, Mrs.
Markham, whose short stay on a
small Mediterranean island has a
lasting effect on a number of lives
there. Mr. Dunphy’s attitude to-
ward his characters is an admirable
mixture of pity, detachment, and
thorough understanding, although he
tends to be a trifle fey when deal-
ing with his Italian men, women, and
children.

Conscience oF THE King, by Alfred
Duggan (Coward-McCann). Coro-
ticus, or Cerdic, a villainous noble-
man of around ninety, tells of his part
in pulling England together, or in
taking her apart—it is hard to de-
cide which—during the fifth and
sixth centuries. This dreadful old
warrlor, who is sententious and a
stickler for genealogical detail but is
nevertheless often very funny, kills
off almost all the members of his fam-
ily and pushes his wife into a roaring
sea without even thinking twice about
it. “My brother meets with misfor-
tune,” he says after doing his brother
to death with a knife. Still, he lives
a successful life and attains a re-
spected old age, a fact he has the
grace to regard with some humor.

Faraway THE SPrinG, by Richard
Hagopian (Scribner). Here is a
family of very poor Armenians living
in a tenement district in Chelsea,
Massachusetts. The father, Setrak, is
feckless but good, and full of love for
his wife and children, who love him
back, although they are somewhat in
awe of him and often estranged from
him. The story is a simple record
of people trying to contend with the
gigantic tribulations of poverty, but
though these people are often sad,
they never bog down in self-pity
Mr. Hagopian’s way of writing is
awkward, but he works out of rea.
emotion and shows an honest feeling
for the place and the lives that con-
cern him.

Tue Man OuTsipe, by Wolfgang
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author of the thirty-nine short stories ]
and the play that make up this book
was a (German who died in 1947,
at the age of twenty-six, as a conse-
quence of privations suffered on the
Russian front and in Nazi prisons.
Some of the stories, though hardly
more than sketches, evince a strik-
ing talent, and the play, “T'he Man
Outside,” made Borchert famous
throughout Germany when it was
produced—the day after he died.
The stories are laid in the crumbling
world that was the only one the writer
knew, and most of them deal with the
common soldiers, the workmen, and
the tradespeople who bore the brunt
of total defeat. There is a terrible
nihilistic despair here, but i1t is re-
lieved by a queer and engaging hu-
mor and by the author’s inchoate
belief in Life.

GENER AL

THE AGE OF THE BAROQUE, by Carl J.
Friedrich (Harper). The author,
a professor of political history at
Harvard, places the baroque period in

Europe between 1610 and 1660—

a somewhat arbitrary delimitation of

8

“Mesdames et messieurs, I can assure you that each Maxim’s specialty you enjoy aboard a

that protean age, which could as easily Pan American Clipper® is prepared exactly as if you had ordered-it at Maxim’s in Paris!™
be said to have begun forty or fifty Louis Barthe,

] . Master Chef at Maxim’s
years earlier. His study ranges over /

the fields of politics (Richelieu, Maza-
rin, Cromwell, and James I are dis-
cussed ), religion, art, music, letters,

and the sciences, and the result 15 an " onId be hurd TD huy a ﬁner mEUI in
informed and stimulating pi of

polecmtio el oo e LONDON, PARIS or ROME
ing a first-rate one only because of

the author’s deficiency in apprecia- thun you," bE SEWEd l]hﬂl]l'd
tion—and haps knowledge—of

a]:: Hzntakf: rusp;mn:{:_:; :hg egrezt "THE PRES.DENT”
masters of the baroque, including

Rubens, Hals, Rembrandt,and Velas- |®@ Meals by Maxim’s of Paris are e Foam-soft berths are available for
quez, but he fails to be very illuminat- {served on all flights of “The Presi-  only $25. Breakfast in bed, if you wish!

ing about them, and makes no men- |dent””’—Pan American’s overnight “The President Special”

tion at all of EI Greco, the archetype | service to Europe at no extra fare. For those who prefer even more deluxe
of the baroque painter and perhaps | por years, Maxim’s has been re-  travel, there’s “The President Special.”
the greatest exemplar of the style. | wned as Europe’s smartest restau-  In addition to meals by Maxim’s with

Mustrated. rant . .. and for its matchless cuisine  vintage champagne, you have Sleep-

THE COUNTERFEIT REVOLUTION, by prepared by France’s greatest chefs. erette™ service (no extra charge) or a
Sidney Lens (Beacon Press). An|These magnificent mealsinclude cock-  berth. And the passenger list is limited
attempt to find the answer to the |(ails, a fine French wine and a liqueur. . . . five attendants, too. All for only
greatest political paradox of our time: With the Captain’s compliments: a $10 extra!

EI;E valuqtar}i} fsp'.:ﬁj.sal fo .gmlli."i?t smart overnight bag . . . for the ladies =~ @ Double-decked “Strato™ Clippers
ommumsm by muhons ot 1dealistic —an orchid corsage and a flacon of on both “The President’” and *‘Presi-

Europeans who should know bet.ter Lanvin’s “Arpége.” dent Special™...daily from New York.
and who have the means of finding

out the truth about their dream. Mr. Call your Travel Agent or STillwell 6-0600
Lens, an American Federation of La-

bor official in Chicago, has recently qu’ MM[('AN
studied the problem in Europe, and
his conclusion is that the free world— WORLD’S MOST EXPERIENCED AIRLINE

and especially the United States—is s T ks
letting the Kremhn win by default;
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«.. Adish to rave about! Fresh from northern
seas. Cooked and frozen minutes later.
Alaska King Crab holds a new taste thrill
for you. Try it today. Prepared in a jiffy.
2 packs, legs in shell, or meat,

WAKEFIELD’S
Frozen Alaska

KING GRAB MEAT
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Romantic Vignette in Song and Dance

“ALL ABOUT LOVE”

starring

CARMEN TORRES

AND A CAST OF BRIGHT
YOUNG TALENTS

COMPLETELY DIFFERENT
PERFORMANCES
NIGHTLY AT
DINNER AND
SUPPER

151 East 50th Plaza 8-0310
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Cant wenue a1 637 57

for your luncheon, banquet H
or meeting, convenience . . .
distinction . . . charm.

Coll Emile  Banquet Manager
TEmpleton 8-4%900

he feels that the reason the Com-
munist cause has so many disciples
outside the Iron Curtain is that we
offer the European masses no alterna-
tive. He paints a very black picture
and says, in effect, that in the event
of war the masses will not fight on
our sidle—not unless we give them
something to fight for, and “the
American way of life” is not it.

Trae LiFe oF BiLry Yank, by Bell
Irvin Wiley (Bobbs-Merrill). A re-
construction of the life of the typical
Union soldier during the Civil War.
The author, following the method he
used in “The Life of Johnny Reb,”
has based his book mainly on unpub-
lished diaries and letters, which gives
it a strong and rowdy character. The
Yanks (the term “Billy Yank” seems
to have been a postwar invention)
were an irreverent bunch and steady
beefers about their lot. They had
good cause for beefing. Discipline was
mostly nonexistent in the Union
armies, and morale was seldom very
high; indeed, from this book, it is hard
to unglerstand how battles got fought
at all, much less won, since great
numbers of the men going up to the
front had a way of drifting off when
the lead started flying. Professor
Wiley has pretty well covered his
subject; you learn what the soldiers
thought of their officers (not much)
and of the Negroes they were fight-
ing to free (a good deal less), and
how they entertained themselves.
The stories of gambling, sex, and
boozing in Mr. Lincoln’s armies are
at considerable variance with the
usual misty-eyed conception of the

Boys in Blue. Photographs.
VERSE

Tue PoeTrRy anp CAREER oF LI Po
(701-62 A.D.), by Arthur Waley
(Macmillan). The influence of Li
Po, generally considered to have been
China’s greatest poet, has crept into
the art of our own day in the verse
of Pound and the songs of Gustav
Mahler. Mr. Waley presents L1 Po’s
life and work against the fantastic
background of the T’ang dynasty, a
culture in which highly developed so-
cial, religious, and artistic conven-
tions operated in the midst of a
primitive natural scene. Unlike the
majority of Chinese poets, who man-
aged in some way to link themselves
up with Chinese officialdom, Li Po
lived a wandering and outcast life.
His drunkenness, which is insepa-
rable from his fame, seems to have
been partly a manifestation of his
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adherence to Thaoist practices. Mr.
Waley’s translations of the poetry,
scattered through the text, are as de-
lightful as ever and give it color and
point,

WinGep CHARIOT AND OTHER NEW

PoEwms, by Walter de la Mare (Vi-
king). As he nears eighty, de la Mare
has begun to receive fresh garlands of
praise from English critics who for
many years neglected and underes-
timated his exquisite lyricism. His
latest volume includes -eighty-two
short poems written over a long pe-
riod of years, as well as the new and
lengthy title poem, on the subject
of time, Although the early magic
has understandably faded to some ex-
tent, the craftsmanship of the old
master functions admirably, bringing
to light that fabulous world-beyond-
appearance that de la Mare has made
his own.

Porms, by Stéphane Mallarmé, trans-
lated by Roger Fry, with commen-
taries by Charles Mauron (New
Directions). The Fry-Mauron ver-
sions of twenty-nine Mallarmé poems
were first published in England in
1936. This new volume, by includ-
ing thirty-five additional poems in
the original French, presents all of
Mallarmé’s poetry as it appears in the
standard French editions, and adds
the long poem “Un Coup de Dés”
in its original experimental typo-
graphical form. Fry’s struggles with
Mallarmé’s peculiar syntax and elu-
sive meaning are often successful as
straight prose renderings; Mauron’s
comment alternates between making
things more clear and making them
more complicated. But this book, as
revised by Mauron and Julian Bell, is
undoubtedly the best introduction to
the great French symbolist available
in English.

THE Worp oF Love, by Paul Engle
(Random House). Nothing in Mr.
Engle’s earlier and more convention-
al verse points toward the originality
and intensity of the lyrics in this vol-
ume. A new freedom of technique
defines and sustains each lyric, and
the entire sequence builds up to an
emotional crisis projected in full de-
tail, A mature and rewarding collec-
tion.

JouN oF THE
Cross, translated by Roy Campbell,
preface by M. C. D’Arcy, S.]. (Pan-
theon ). Although mysticism has be-
come acceptable both in the religion
and in the literature of our time, its
higher and more baroque manifesta-
tions in language are still rather high-

The Call that
Saved 3 Plane

How a telephone operator
helped a military transport
plane land in a snowstorm
in the dead of night

A heavy snow was Fal]ing in the winter
darkness when Mrs. Lucille Wilson,
night operator at Alamosa, Colorado,
heard the sound of a low-flying air-
plane. It was well past midnight and
Mirs. Wilson knew that the last sched-

uled airliner had gone over many hours
before.

Then she heard ‘the sound of thé
low-flying plane again as it circled back
over the town.

A light flashed on Mrs. Wilson’s
switchboard. Soon as she said “Num-
ber please” an anxious voice said —

“This is Ralph Zook, dispatcher
down at the railroad depot. Did you
hear a plane? Didn't sound right,
somehow. It's flying pretty low.”

The landing lights were turned on and
the big C-46 came safely to earth.

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM

“I heard it, too,” said Mrs. Wilson.
“And there’s no plane scheduled this

time of night.”

“That plane could be in trouble,”
said Mr. Zook. “We ought to do some-
thing abour it.”

“Tll try to reach someone to turn
on the lights at the airport,” said Mis.
Wilson. “Listen! There it is again!
It's lost!”

Quickly Mrs. Wilson went into ac-
tion. She called the airport, the gov-
ernment weather station, and a private
flying service. But no one answered.

Then she reached Stamy Edmisten,
an airline employee, at his home. He
rushed to the airport and turned on the
landing lights. A few minutes later a
C-46 military transport loomed out of
the snowstorm and came in for a safe
landing. Thirteen men stepped out,
none the worse for the experience.

What could have been tragedy was
prevented by quick-acting Ralph Zook
and Stamy Edmisten and the alert,
cool-thinking operator, Mrs. Lucille
Wilson—one of about 650,000 tele-
phone men and women guarding and
serving America, twenty-four hours a
day, in every kind of weather.
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| pitched for modern ears. Roy Camp-
bell’s versions of St. John’s ecstatic

L/ M Y 4 sixteenth-century lyrics, the Spanish
e originals of which are also included,

‘ M follow the Spanish form closely, at

times with surprising success. At other

TOUR with G-E Variable | times, however, his versions, in both
me diction and tone, come perilously near

-:ELPG -. %4_‘1 Ol PAMION the florid banalities of the Victorian

h} mn.

MYSTERY AND CRIME

AT DINMNER
AND SUPPER

3 speed ' ; AIR Bripge, by Hammond Innes
Avutomatic Portable ] (Knopf). In order to get some of
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In Airplane cloth technical information is obviously ac- MILT SHAW and
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;:m; 107 hicl:: 50V relda, tration camps; various and violent ad- | |§ 1 | IPECIAL THEATRE
Ubertyphons phonograph= ventures in the Russian Zone; and a | _ j srto.;,ﬁff $400
radio, Airplane cloth §189.50 romance between a British aviator - | [No entertainment tex|
ﬂﬂ";:r:ms_ﬁ' and a German girl that is harassed

by the machinations of an extraordi-
narily diabolical character, whose

l B E RT"_E"*

U enic 9 G Aopo name happens to be Saeton. The
_‘, - - 0 "
MADISON AVENUE AT 50TH ST. author has a lively imagination, and
Modison Ave. at F6th 5t, - Medison Ave, at 47th 51. : i 1. 2 ek :
el g iy his style, whllut a 1.1ttle overexcited g
228 East Post Road, White Plains, N. Y. now and then, is satisfactory enough.

On the whole, a superior entry in
the adventure category.

THE Formura, by Gordon Sager
(Lippincott). A middle-aged Eng-
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