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“The World Agrees on ‘Gilbey’s, please’!” because this smooth, dry, flavor-

ful gin makes a world of difference in a drink. Taste whythe frosty-bottle gin is

a favorite in America and throughout the world. And remember...GILBEY’S
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The American Airlines

fan-jet story.

Thefirst 707s {and DC-8s} took over a mile to take off.

And manyof themstill do.
But not American’s.

In 1961,AmericanAirlines introduced anew engine called

the fan-jet-with 30% more powerthanordinaryjets. Somuch

 

Here is thedifference between the climb of a fanjet and an (Right) American Airlines’ complete jet
ordinary jet. (And this is only for 4,000 feet. Jets fly at 30,000.) fleet: 64 in all—and every one a fan-jet.

powerthat the planeitself had to be changed. This was the

birth of our Astrojet.

The Astrojet takes off in 1less runway, climbs 30% faster,

flies more quietly, and uses the extra fan-jet power to help get

you in on time.

By 1962, we hadfan-jets on everyjet in ourfleet. No other

transcontinental airline has such fleet, even today.Although

manyare changingto fan-jets now.

We have 64 of these planes. The nextairline has 23.

Nice thing to rememberif you’re taking a trip.

 



GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
THE THEATRE

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

Bevono tHe Frince—Fourfine English comedians
in a revuethat has humor, style, and_splen-
did performances. The quartet ‘consists of
Dr. Jonathan Miller, Alan Bennett, Dudley
Moore, and Peter Cook. (Golden, 4sth St,
W. CI 6-6740. Nightly, except Sundays, at
9. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at 3.)

Dear Me, THE Sky Is Fauunc—Gertrude Berg in
an ingratiating role as a womanwholikes to
adjust other people’s lives and suddenly dis-
covers that this is a badpolicy. Rather onthe
trite side, but still agreeable. Herman Shum-
lin is responsible for the lively direction of
Leonard Spigelgass’s comedy, and Will
Steven Armstrong for the pleasant sets.
(Music Box, 45th St., W. Cl 6-4636. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Enter Laucninc—Adapted by Joseph Stein from
a novel by Carl Reiner,this comedy is made
up of pretty thin material, but it is funny
nevertheless. It's about a Jewish boy, won-
derfullyportrayed by Alan Arkin, who wants
to escape from the world of commerce into
the theatre. Alan Mowbray, Vivian Blaine,
Irving Jacobson, Sylvia Sidney, and Meg
Myles are effective in various other roles.
(Henry Miller, 43rd St, E. BR 9-3070.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Never Too Late—Maybethere’s onlyonejoke in
this comedyabouta sixty-year-old gentleman
dismayed at the prospect ofhis wife's having
a babylate in life, but it is a good one, and
Paul Ford, Orson Bean, MaureenO’Sullivan,
and Fran Sharon tell it with spirit. The direc”
tion, by George Abbott, is brisk, and the
author, Sumner Arthur Long, hag supplied
some highly diverting dialogue. (Playhouse,
48th St. E. CI 53-6060. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and
Saturdays at 2:40.)

Lone Runs—wary, wary: This comedy by Jean
Kerrhas to do with a young couple trying to
get together after an estrangement. Biff
McGuire,Patricia Smith, and Michael Evans
are nowin it. (Helen Hayes, 46th St., W. CI
6-6380. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at
2:30.)...WHO'S AFRAID OF VIRGINIA WOOLF?:
Edward ‘Albee’s account of some events at a
NewEnglandcollege. The cast at the evening
performances consists of Nancy Kelly (sub-
stituting for Uta Hagen), Arthur Hill, Ben
Piazza, and Rochelle Oliver; for the matinées
it is Elaine Stritch, Donald Davis, Bill
Berger, and Eileen Fulton. (Billy Rose, 41st
St. W. WI 7-55 10. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8, Matinges Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2.)

MUSICALS
Ouven!—Dickens’ “Oliver Twist” in a loose

adaptation for the stage by Lionel Bart, who
also did the music and lyrics. The result is
by no means as moving as the Master’s novel,
but there are several good production num-
bers. Clive Revill, as Fagin; Georgia Brown,
as Nancy, the beloved of Bill Sikes; Paul
O'Keefe, ‘as Oliver; and David Jones, as
the Artful Dodger,areall fine people to have
around. (Imperial, 4sth St. W. CO 5-2412.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

She Loves Me—Anadaptation of a romantic
Hungarian comedy that first appeared here
in 1940 as a movie called “The Shop Around
the Corner.” The songs (Jerry Bock and
Sheldon Harnick), dances “(Carol Haney),
and book (Joe Masteroff) are pleasing,
though not especially distinguished, but the
performance, as directed by Harold Prince,
is a modelof style andtaste. Barbara Cook,
Daniel Massey, Barbara Baxley, and Jack
Cassidy head the cast. (Eugene O'Neill, goth
St., W. CI 6-8870. Nightly, except Sundays,
at &:30. Matinees Wednesdaysat 2 and Sat:
urdays at 2:30.)

  
  

 

   

  

  

  

  

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR

OF EVENTS OF INTEREST

S*MeTeW

nu 12 13
14) 15 16 17 18 19 20

Tovanicr—The Jacques Deval-Robert E. Sher-
wood comedy about Russians, Red and
White, reworked into a musical that hasn’t
much to recommend it except the perform-
ance of Vivien Leigh as_a grand duchess.
(Majestic, 44th St, W. CI 6-0730. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2 andSaturdays at 2:30.)

Lone RUNS—A FUNNY THING HAPPENED ON THE WAY
To THE FoRUM: Plautus, that jolly old Roman,
as adapted by Burt Shevelove and Larry Gel-
bart. The players include Jerry Lester (tem-
porarilyreplacing Zero Mostel), David Burns,
Jack Gilford, John Carradine, Raymond Wal-
burn, and assorted cuties. (Alvin, s2ndSt., W.
CI 5-526. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at
2:30.)... HOW TO SUCCEED IN BUSINESS WITHOUT
REALLY Trin: Robert Morse plays a young
mandeterminedto be at the topof the busi-
ness pile, and Rudy Vallée plays the presi-
dent of something called World Wide Wick-
ets, Inc. (46th Street Theatre, 46th St., W.
CI 6-4271. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:3
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at 2:30.)...NO staines: Barbara McNair. as
a model for Paris Vogue,in a Richard Rodg-
ers show. On Monday, July 15, Howard
Keel will succeed Richard Kiley, as an expa-
triate American novelist. (Broadhurst, 4th
St., W. Cl 6-6609, Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Sat"
urdays at 2:30. Closes Saturday, Aug. 3.
stor THE WorLD—1 waNr To cet OFF: Kenneth
Nelson (filling in for Anthony Newley) and
about a dozen young ladies doing the seven
ages of man in song, mime, and patter. (Shu-
bert, 44th St, W. CI 6-090. Nightly, ex-
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cept Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays
at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

OFF BROADWAY
(Confirmation of dates, curtain times, and casts
is distinctly advisable.
The American Dreaw and THe Zoo Storr—A pair

of Edward Albee revivals. (Cherry Lane
Theatre, 38 Commerce St. YU 9-2020. Tucs-
days through Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40,
and Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30, Matinées
Sundays at 3.)

Awerican Savoraros—A season of Gilbert and
Sullivan. Thursday and Friday evenings, July
11-12; “The Pirates of Penzance.”...@Sat-
urday matinée and evening, July 13: “The
Gondoliers.”...€Sunday matinee and eve-
ning, July 14, and Tuesday and Wednesday
evenings, July 16-17: “Patience.”...@ Thurs-
day and Friday evenings, July 18-10: “The
Gondoliers.”... € Saturday ‘matinée and eve-ning, July 20: “The Mikado.” (Jan Hus
House,351 E. 74th St. LE 53-6310. Evenings
at 8:40. Matinées at 4.)

Best Foor Forwaro—Arevival of the 1941 musi-
cal. The book, which has to do with a movie
actress at a prep-school dance, is sappybut
cheerful; the songs still sound pleasant; andthe boys and girls who play the scholars
and their dates are a generally appealing andsporadically talented bunch, With Karin
Wolfe, Edmund Gaynes, and Liza Minnelli
(Stage 73, 321 _ BU 8-2500. Tues-
days through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays atz and 10:30; and Sundays at 7:40. Matinées
Sundaysat 3.)

Tue Buacks—Jean Genet ferries us, by meansof symbols, rituals, and masks, into a kindof, state of mind—the excruciating state ofmind thatseparates the Negro and the white.Theplay is too long, but Gene Frankel, de-spite some excited direction, handles the all-
Negro cast well. (St, Marks Playhouse, 133Second Ave., at St. Marks Pl, OR 4-3530.Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sundays, at8:30, and Saturdays at 7 and 10. MatinéesSundays at 3.)

Tue Boys From Syracuse—An exhilarating re-vival. The Rodgers and Hart songs, whichinclude “Falling in Love with Love,” “Singfor Your Supper,” “This Can't Be Love,”and “The Shortest Day of the Year,” sound
considerably better than new, and they arewell sung by an attractive ‘company. Thebook, in spite of some bright moments, is
rather a nuisance but no more pesky than
“The Comedy of Errors,” on which it is
based. (Theatre Four, 424 W. ssth St. LT
1-7877. Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sun-
days, at 8:30, and Saturdays at 7 and to.
Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Brecht on Brecht—An assortment of scenes,songs, and other fragments from the works
of Bertolt Brecht, selected by George Tabori
whoalso translated most of them. (Sheridan
Square Playhouse, 99 Seventh Ave. S., at
Sheridan Sq. CH '2-3224. Tuesdays through
Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays
at 7:30 and 10:30. Matinées Sundays at
3-)

Tue Bric—A strong and merciless record, asconvincing as a documentary, of a single day
in a U.S. Marine Corps prison. The acting
of almost everyone concerned, andthe direc-
tion, by Judith Malina, couldn’t be better.
(Living Theatre, 530 Sixth Ave., at rath St
CH 43-4560. Tuesdays through Fridays, and
Sundays, at 8:30, and Saturdays at 7 and
10:30. Matinées Sundaysat 3.)

Caces—Two rubbishy one-acters with Shelley
Wintersand Jack Warden. (York Playhouse,
First Ave. at 6th St. TR 9-4130. Tuesdays
through Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40, and
Samia at 7 and 10. Matinées Sundays at
3.

Desire Unoer THE Etws—José Quintero’s produc~
tion of the O’Neill melodrama is never dull
but it does become so overwrought at tim
that one almost forgets that the setting
meant to be NewEngland. Betty Miller is
the young woman who marries an old farmer
and then seduces his son, and Carl Low is
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daylight requires its own special make-up—

THE DAYLIGHT LOOK

 Estée Lauder created the Daylight Look specifically for the sunlit hours, when make-up
mustbe so convincing. For the Daylight Look .. . a chiffon-lightFoundation Film, Youth

Blend Over-glow for a blush of sunniness, baby-clear Sky-Lighteye shades and Lipsticks
in-warm, tender colors. Together, they give you the vital glow of natural-born beauty.

 

  

 



  

A&Fhasa salty and properly
seaworthyline-up of sports-
wear for boating waiting your
inspection. Such as our...

Short-Bill Yachting Cap. Flat-
top style. made of navy blue wool
gabardine. Flexible visor and gold
bullion insignia... .

Waterproof Madras Parka.
Handwoven, imported India ma-
dras, resin-coated to makeit a
perfect sailing parka. Drawstring
hood, and waist. Zip front and
hand pocket. Multicolor. S, M, L,
Rr ere 2250,

Comein,write or phone

ABERCROMBIE &Fitch
NEWYORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO.
COLORADO SPRINGS BAY HEAD

SOUTHAMPTON HYANNIS

Ser  
 

the farmer. (Circle in the Square, 150 Bleeck-
er St. GR 3-4500. Tuesdays throughFridays,
and Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7
and10:30. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Tue Fanrasticks—This musical comedy about a
lovesick boy and the lovesick girl nest door
will be chiefly of interest to those with a
large tolerance for whimsey. (SullivanStreet
Playhouse, 181 Sullivan St, at Bleecker St
OR 4-3838. Tuesdays through Fridays, and
Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdaysat 7:30 and
10:30. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Tue Importance oF Bein Earnest—Act I of this
quite stylish revival is filled with echoes of
other performances in other revivals, but
Acts II and IIT have a charmall their own.
(Madison Avenue Playhouse, 120 Madison
Ave., at 3oth St. MU 6-1431. Thursday and
Friday at 8:40, and Saturday at 7:30 and
10:30. Closes Saturday, July 13.)

‘Tue Pinter PLays—Sinister and fascinating come-
dies by the English playwright Harold Pinter.
They have in commonthe themeof mischief,
but their settings range from a dank base
ment in Birmingham to a fussy house in Bel-
gravia. Mr. Pinter’s dialogue is a joy to

 

  

   

  

    

  
 

 

   

hear. (Provincetown Playhouse, 133 Mac-
dougal St. GR 7-1515. Tuesdays through
Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40, and Satur-

 

days at 7 and 10. Matinées Sundays at 3.)
A bright and unpretentious little

musical comedy. The music is the work of a
promising newcomer named John Jennings,
whowrote the lyries, too. The comedy is sup-
plied by a cast of seven, who also sing
and do whatever acting and dancing are re-
quired. The setting is a motel on, of all
places, the banks of the Wabash. (Actors
Playhouse, 100 Seventh Ave. S., at Sheridan
Sq. OR §-1036. Tuesdays through Fridays,
and Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7:30
and 10:30. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Six CHARACTERS IN SEARCH OF AN AuTHoR—A re-
vival of the Pirandelloclassic about a group
of characters who mysteriously appear at a
theatrical rehearsal andrefuse to leave, The
translation, by Paul Avila Mayer, is lively,
and the staging, by William Ball, is highly
satisfactory. (Martinique Theatre, Broadway
at gand St. PE 6-3056. Tuesdays through
Fridays, and Sundays, 8:40, and Saturdays
at 7 and 10. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Tuts Was Buatesque—Thereturn of Ann Corio,
as M.C,, star turn, and director of an old.
time burlesque show, along with a numbe
of old-time comedians and a line of strip
teasers, Much of the material is comic in
an earthy kind of way, butit also awfully
gamy forall but the most insensitive palates
(Casino East Theatre, Second Ave. at 12th
St. YU 2-6611. Nightly, except Mondays, at
8:30, and Saturdays at’ midnight. Matinées
Wednesdays, Saturdays, and Sundays at
2:30.)

Tne Tyeists and THe Tiger—Milt Kamenand Janet
Ward ina pair of bright comedies by a new
playwright named Murray Schisgal. (Or-
pheum Theatre, Second Ave. at 8th St. OR
4-8140. Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sun-
days, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7 and ro.
Matinées Sundays at 3.)

MISCELLANY
New York SHaKesreare Festivat—Free perform-

ances of “As You Like It,” with Paula
Prentiss and Richard Jordan. The second
in a series of three plays by the company
Previews through Monday, July 15. Opens
officially on Tuesday, July 16, and will run
through Saturday, Aug. 3. (Delacorte Thea-
tre, Central Park’ near W. 8ist St. Nightly
at8:30.)

Jones Beach Marine THeatre—“Around the
World in 80 Days,” a musical with a cast
of two hundred headed by Fritz Weaver,
Robert Clary, and Elaine Malbin, Presented
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
by Guy Lombardo, whoalso appears with
his Royal Canadians. (Nightly at 8:30. For
tickets, call CA 1-100.)

NIGHT LIFE
(Some places where you will find music or
other entertainment. They are open every eve-
ning, except as indicated.)

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING
Awenicana, Seventh Ave. at s2nd St. (LT 1-

1000)—Della Reese, a tremendous head of
steam,is the singer in the Royal Box at din-
ner and supper. A Lester Lanin dance squad
is around throughout the evening. Closed
Sundays.

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at 61st St. (TE 8-8000)—
Stanley Worth’s small_band makes. small
talk in the dignified Café Pierre. Renato
Rossini, whose guitar always skirts the
shores of the Mediterranea,is also on tap.
Mondays, another band is the whole deal.

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at 58th St. (PL 9-3000)—
‘The Persian Room rejoices all evening to
the tune of Mark Monte’s and Milt Shaw’s
dance hands, but pauses once a night during
the week and twice a night weekends for a
sheaf of songs by Betty Johnson. Closed
Sundays. ...@ Leo LeFleur’s pianoandviolin
play crumpets-and-scones music in the Palm
Court (which is silent Mondays and closed
Sundays) fromfour-fifteen to six-thirty, and
vin rosé music in the Edwardian ‘Room
(which is silent Mondays) fromsevento nine

St. Reis Roor, Fiith Ave. at 55th St.
3-4500)—A vault of heaven, pink ascz
beneath which the band of Charles Turecamo,
who usually estivates in the Hamptons, and
the small group of Walter Kay keep ‘their
minds on their werk (dance music) the
whole evening long. Closed Sundays.

Watoorr-Astoria, Park Ave. at goth St. (EL 5.

  

 

 

  

 

   

 3000)—In Peacock Alley, a Meyer Davis trio
does prancing music’ Tuesdays through
Thursdays fromnineto one

SMALL AND CHEERFUL

(Nodancing, unless noted.)
— New york, 244 E. gard St (PL o9-

   245): The days of our childhood—giddy,
dhockablock, and ceaseless, The sound depart:
ment is as foliows: Sam Hamilton sits in at
the piano from five-thirty to eight, before
taking leave for Downstairs at the Upstairs;
Goldie Hawkins and Wayne Sanders perform
thereafter as soloists until suppertime, when
they converge as harum-scarum double-deck
pianists. Closed Fridays through Sundays
IN BoBOLI, 1591 Second Ave., at SandSt. (TR
9-3777): Cloak-and-dagger drama once ot
twice ‘a night by such well-known villains as

arpia, with more thanincidental music by
Puccini, Leoneavallo, et al. The maestro is
Aldo Bruschi, whose’ piano is the orchestra.
Thursday through Sunday, he expands into
a casual dance trio. Closed Monda:
chateau HeNR wv, 37 E. 64th St. (RE 7-
8818): The court architect was Hans Chris-
tian Andersen. Norbert Faconi, whose faint
violin can win many a fair lady, wanders
fromtable to table in a manner that proves
him to be a skillful cruise director. No
sound on Sundays....KING HENRI IY, 142 E.
gard St. (PL 2-5566): The set would do
for a London Christmas pantomime of the
lives of kings. Through it drifts George

  

   

 

 

  

  

  

    

 

Cardini andhis enthusiastic violin. No music
Sundays....£t cuico, 80 Grove St, at
Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646): Flamenco’ and

 

fandango (Spanish, of course) go hand in
hand, foot in foot. forever and ever, There's
dancing for the customers as well. Closed
Sundays... Roma 01 Norte, 1528 Second
Ave, at 7oth St. (RE 4-3443): Home,sweet
home for the night people of the Eternal
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howthe Talon Zeph
someone pipes up
madethepicture toobig. W y that Zephyr® is de of nylon in- y
have a point. Itis the s ip- stead of metal unless we exaggerate  won’t have to exaggerate anymore!

“Tf I told you onceI told you a thousandtimes...
stop exaggerating” 
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for casual elegance,there's

nothinglike a coatofsilky, soft

babyliama fabric by Anglo...
a double-breasted, easy-fitting

Dior adaptation designed

by Randelle with notched

collar in warmbeige,

4 to 14 sizes 180.00

‘MAIL ORDERS (ADD 55¢ FOR SHIPPING) TO UNION SQUARE,
SAN FRANCISCO OR TO 3240 WILSHIRE, LOS ANGELES
‘OR TELEPHONE YOUR NEAREST |. MAGNIN & CO. STORE  

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
City and their seven courses for dinner.
Among the population is a round of dulcet
strolling minstrels. Closed Sundays. ...
mepiterranée, 575 Park Ave. at 63rd St.
(TE 8-6130): Theleisure class is called to
order at six every night but Saturday in an
alcove of this pampered fish hatchery by
Ralph Strain, whose piano makes life seem
considerably more than bearable. Class dis-
missed at one....oraKe Room, 71 E 56th
St. (PL 5-0600): A verdant’ little throne
room, in which Cy Walteris giving knowl-
edgeable pianoforte dissertations between
cocktails and one in the morning. No music
Sundays... ez ear, Madison Ave, at 61st
St. (TE 8-300): Ship of state is the mood.
Victor del Monte’s unobtrusive piano con-
verses from five until one every evening but
Sunday... usorto, 150 W. 47th St. (JU
2-6188): The small stage is too great a temp-
tation for a set of Latin singers, dancers, and
instrumentalists, who rise en’ masse to it
nowand then for some tribal ceremonies
Dancing, too, for the guests every evening,
and on Sunday afternoons from two to sever,

WaYERLY LOUNGE, 103 Waverly Pl. (AL
44-0776): Laurie Brewis, whose file case
bulges with musical-comedy tunes, is at the
pianoafter nine in the barof the Hotel Earle,
No music Mondays... caré camuyts, Madison
Ave. at 76th St. (RH 4-1600): Upper are
most of the echelons on display here, Karl
Inwald’s piano is old-Wien withoutever being
old hat. Closed Sundays. .,. monsignore, 61
E. ssth St. (EL s-2070): The Roman holi-
days here don’t end before early morning.
Among the keepers of the late hours are
Herman Honigsberg, past masterof the fiddie,
andhis rout of musicians, Closed Sundays,
=. LA CHANSONNETTE, 800 Second Ave., at 47th
St. (PL 2-7320): Rita Dimitri, an unmistak-
able soubrette, is singing the songs she used
to sing upon the musical-comedystage, even
though she’s retired to semiprivate life in her
own minute salle d manger. Other music—
accordion, guitar, and piano—canalso be dis-
cerned in the gloaming. After ten-thirty,
couples accustomed to taking up very little
floor space can dance to the music of a trio.
Closed Sundays. ... CAFE RENAISSANCE, 338 E.
goth St. (PL 1-3160): The décorof the re-
fectory is Renaissance with the bit in its

the music (guitar) and its maker(J.
Franco) are unalterably Spanish. No

music Mondays... watmaison, 10 E. 52nd
St (PL 1-845): In the bar, Jules Kuti tones
his piano downuntil it’s almost subliminal.

  

 

 

 

  

 

   

 

  

 

 

    

   
  

 

   

He's there fromfive to eleven, Closed Sun-
days. chucks’ composite, 303 E. 53rd St
(EL5-8825): A personable brigade of young
career girls and boys fromtelevision and the
adjacent arts find Surcease fromtheir travail
inthis art-moderne apartment. They also find
a robust jazz trio every night but Sunday,
when solo piano fills in... recency, Park
Ave. at 6rst St. (PL 9-100): Rack Godwin
is making one of his infrequentpilgrimages
to New York He's in the Regency Room
cocktail lounge fromfive-thirty to twelve-
thirty every evening but Monday,carefully
constructing his own special fugues for
piano.

BIG AND BRASSY
tanin quarter, Broadway at 48th St. (CI 6-

1735): Donn Arden has discovered a new
never-never land (it looks like Camelot-on-
the-Nile), and in it he has set a revue, “The
Venus Touch,” where nearly every prospect
(which is usually dressed to the ceiling with
youngladies) pleases. A reminderthatlifecan
be earthbound, andeven earthy, is presented
by the chatter of Jack Durant;' the duets of
Francois Szony and Nancy Claire remind
onethat ballet can be beautiful. Dancing,

CABARETS
(No dancing, and no formal dining, either,
unlessindicated.)
piaza $-, Central Park S., just cast of the Plaza

Hotel door, (PL 9-3933): “Dime a Dozen,”
this season’s Julius Monk revue,is a gameof
darts that wing their way to the designated
targets lightly but accurately. Our winged
friends are Gordon Connell. Lovelady Powell,
Gerry Matthews, Carol Morley, Susan
Browning, and Rex Robbins, and the game
begins at nine and midnight every night but
Sunday. The pit band is Steinways in the
hands of William Roy and Robert, Colston;
supplementary piano issues from Carl Nor-

 

 

man in the lounge.
ssth St. (PL 3-s008): Dinner and supper
are now,after twenty years, the preamble to
the back-room activities, which involve, at
the moment, Lenny Maxwell’s young humor
and the Wayfarers, a set of songbirds.
Closed Sundays. ...@In the lounge. after
the theatre, Dudley Moore, of “Beyond
the Fringe,” plays jazz piano with a trio.
Closed Sundays, Secono cITy At SQUARE EAST,

ts W. 4th St., which is east of Washington
Square. (AL 4"0480): “To the Water Tower,”
which could just as well be called “To the
Four Winds,”is like its predecessors here in
spirit (mockery) and scope (the whole
U.S.A.), but it contains a new departure—a
whoop-de-do play-within-byplay that can
obligingly mean anything that one wishesit
to. Andrew Duncan, Anthony Holland, Paul
Dooley, Bob Dishy, Barbara Harris, and
MacIntyre Dixon are the members of the
cast. Tom O'Horgan’s music, mostly on
the harp, is the accompaniment Tuesdays
through Fridays at eight-thirty and eleven;
Saturdays at eight-thirty, ten-thirty, and
twelve-thirty; and Sundays at eight-thirty.
1+. THE PREMISE, 154 Bleecker St. (LF 3-020
A couple of ‘pressing public problems are
ironed out, sometimes with an exceedingly
hot iron, by a cluster of players who are
youngbutalso earnest. All this comes across
a set of footlights, and nothing harder than
coffee is served the occupants of the half-
dozen rows of theatre seats, The schedule:
Tuesdays through Thursdays at nine, Fridays
at cight-thirty and eleven, Saturdays at sev-
en-thirty and ten-thirty, and Sundays atthree
and eight-thirty. . . UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS,
37 W. séth St, (JU 21244): “Money
musical play with’ David Rounds, Barbara
Quaney, Jon Stone, and George Coe, is the
current coin of this realm, being cashed in
at nine-thirty and midnight. Closed Sundays.
.-. © “Life still hath one romancethat naught
can bury,” say the eclectic lyrics of Mabel
Mercer, though not necessarily in those mossy
words, With the navigational aid of Sam
Hamilton’s piano, she cants her soliloquies
after ten-thirty, in her celebrated bittersweet
fashion in the pownstairs. Closed Sundays...
STROLLERS THEATRE cLUB, 154 E. 54th St. (PL
24711): This England and its idiosyn-
crasies, private andpolitical, are presentedin
revue formand with intent’ to kill by an ex-
tremely happy breed of men and women—
John Bird, John Fortune, Eleanor Bron, Jere-
iny Geidt, 'and Carole Simpson—who,noma
ter how witty, always let one knowthat they
mean whatthey say. A rather British dinner
and supper menu is part of the accompani-
ment. The rest is Teddy Wilson's unmistak-
ably jazz trio. Closes for the summer after
Saturday, July 13.... CHATEAU MaoriD, 42 W.
s8th St. (PL 3-3773): Everything gets very
South-of-the-border onstage at both dinner
and supper. Emilio Reyes’ band, which gives
the customers, too, a chance to foot it
featly, can incite almost to riot. The Sun-
dayafternoon-into-evening tea dances, which
go on for hours, are just as much by fury
possessed....9In the neighborly alcove off
the bar, after ten, the guitar of Pedro Cortes
andthe flamenco songs of José Moreno carry
you back instantly to oid Madrid... one
SHERIDAN square, W, ath St. and Washington
Pl. (YU 0-1333): The considerable virtues
of the protean Kurt Weill are the entire sub-
stance of the evening. Will Holt, a folk
singer and folk composer of considerable
virtues himself, and Martha Schlamme,
whose ventures into Weill are already in-
scribed in wax, are his interpreters. Tues-
days through Saturdays at nine and eleven-
thirty, and Sundaysat three and nine. ... THE
nower, 4 St. Marks PI. (YU Ontap
nowis a revue, “Rule Britannia ?,” with Irish
folk singers Bobby Clancy and Sharon Cul-
ten, and the English music-hall chirper Kay
Britten. Roy Guest, the master of the howf,
weighs in with Welsh folk songs and swatch-
es of Dylan Thomas, Tuesdays through
‘Thursdays at nine and Fridays and Saturdays
at nine and eleven-thirty. Starting Tuesday,
July 16, a newshow

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC
(Nodancing, unless noted.)

BLUE ANGEL, 152 E.
  

 

      

 

 

   

  

     

    

 

 

 

 

 

 

  
 

  

   

VILAGE VANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave, S. at 11th
St. (CH 2-9355): Miles Da sometimes
deep in his horn and sometimes merely deep

 



in thought, leads a quintet that expounds the
virtues of involuted dissonance; Blossom
Dearie bends her small, still voice and her
trio to the welcome task of blowing playful
bubbles in the air. Sunday matinces from
four-thirty to seven; closed Mondays.
viuace cate, 185 Thompson St., at Bleecker
St. (GR 5-5120): A young folks’ home for
old (and new, too) folk musie, of which Sonny
Terry and Brownie McGhee are the current
exponents. Nina Simone andhertrio are also
available. Jazz sessions Mondays... . sttter
END, 147 Bleecker St, at West Broadway.
(GR 5-7804): Howthe otherhalf thinks that
Greenwich Village lives, and maybe does.
Amongthe crowd onstage are humorist Mur-
ray Roman and the Big 3, a newly minted
folklore organization, They are all off
Tuesdays. ...R0omM AT THE Bortom, 23 W.
8th St. (GR. 5-5388): Wilbur de Pari
keeper of a Colonial drum-and-bugle corps,
rambles along in the company of such men
as Sidney de Paris, Garvin Bushell, et Al,
Dick, and Harry. Dancing. CloseSundays.

s, Seventh Ave. Sat roth St. (CH
2.6683): ‘Sol Yaged’s band, in which Dick
Wellstood has found a home, wishing it
were in Dixie. Closed Sunda: METRO-
rout, Seventh Ave, at 48th St. (CI 5-088
The’ noise issues from the quartet of Gene
Krupa, whose drums never get a chance to
recuperate. Sundays, visiting hands have the
useof the place. siRoLaNo, 1678 Broadway,
at send St. (JU 6-7333): Dizzy Gillespie is
winding his horn into shapes and sounds on
the borderlandof fantasy. His band is spelled
by Kenny Burrell’s quartet and by the Group
(jazz singers). On Thursday, July 18, they'll
all be replaced by the quartets of John Col-
trane and Terry Gibbs. Jam, sessions Mon-
days, when the regular army is out of action,
«. HALE NoTE, 289 Hudson St., near Spring
St. (AL 53-0752): This hero-sandwich foun-
dry can keep good men (Bobby Brookmeyer
and Clark Terry) downaround the Holland
Tunnel. Their quintet is worth the long
journey into night. Closed Mondays... rive
spor, 2 St, Marks PL, just east of Third Ave.
(GR 7-065): Anold Village meetinghouse
given over to forward-looking musings. So
many vanishing acts are hooked that there's
no use forecasting, but Thelonious Monk’s
quartet and Walter Bishop's trio are presur
ably on hand every night but Monday...
THE emsers, 161 E. sath St. (PL 9-3228):
Jonah Jones and his quartet can generally
outspeak the ringside visitors. Closed Sun-
days. ... Hickory House, 144 W. send St. (CI
7-0524):, Martial Solal, the first French Al-
gerianpianist to comethis way, is not atall
bound by anytradition. Two sidemen work
with him. Howard Reynolds is the interlude
pianist, No music Mondays, ... samy rvan's,
154. W. sath St. (CO s-0505): During the
week, Cliff Jackson holds down the piano in
this 32nd Street Memorial Institute; on Fri-
days and Saturdays he is joined by Danny
Barker’s trio. No music Sundays.

ART
(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Mondays through Fridays from around 10 or 11
ta hetween 5 and 6.)

GALLERIES
Lynn Craowick, Henry Moore, aND Jack Zasac—

Sculptures and drawings; through Aug. 15.
(Kneedler, 14 E. 57th St.)

Paut Detvaux—Paintings by the Belgian Sur-
realist; through Friday, July 12. (Staempfii,
47 E. 77th St.)

Ant Deatens Association oF Amenica—“Review
of the Season: 1962-63," the first. annual
showing by forty-four of the member gal-
leries, It consists of nearly three hundred
American and Europeanpaintings, drawings,
prints, and sculptures, ranging in style from
the Ashean school to “pop” art. Through
July 27. (Parke-Bernet, 080 Madison Ave.,
at 76th St. Closed Mondays; open Satur-
days.)

Awenicans; Grour SHows—At the Krausnaar,
1055 Madison Ave., at Soth St.: Still-lifes
(paintings and sculptures) by  twentieth-
century artists, among them John Heliker,
William Glackens, and Leonard DeLonga:
through Aug. 2... tewison, so E. 76th St.
Paintings by Ralph Blakelock, George Inness,
George Luks, and others, pis sculptures by
Maurice Glickman; through Aug. 9. (Mon-
days through Fridays, 11:30 to §:30.)...
murown, 11 E. s7th St: Paintings by such
artists as Edward Betts, Robert Sivard, and

 

  

 

    

   

  
 

  

   
 

 

 

 

  
 

   
 

  

   

 

 

   

 

 

 

  

Diamonds

in a rippling necklace

andring, both of

delicately wrought 18 kt. gold.

Each, an exclusive Cartiergift.

Necklace, $1850.

Ring, $1250.

FED.TAX INCLUDED

FIFTH AVENUE AND FIFTY-SECOND STREET, NEW YORK, PLAZA 3.0111
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ready

for the

dayshift

oto
From our Serbin ofMiami

Haystackcollection, a shirt

shiftto live in m Of polyester

and rayon, it positively

adores to travel around all

day and then hop into the

soapsuds = White stitching

on black, taupe, blue or

cranberry = Sizes 8-18 =

FyRoe roxteenl centri:
please add $5¢ for postage.

SCRUGGS-VANDERVOORT- BARNEY
ST. LOUIS 1, MISSOURI 

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
 Nathan Hale; through Aug. 30....mitcn,

21 E. 67th St: John H. Twachiman, Ernest
Lawson, Leon Kroll, and other nineteenth
and twentieth-centurypainters; through July
31... .satreter, 42 E, 57th St: Participants
in a showing of drawings and water colors
include August Mosca, Jacques Hnizdovsky,
and Raphael Soyer, through July 26. (Closed
Mondays; open SaturdayS.). scnwerrzer,
958 Madison Ave., at 7sth St: Childe Has:
sam, Albert P. Ryder, and John Singer Sar-
gent are three of the artists represented in
a showing of turn-of-the-century paintings;
through Aug. jo....wise, 50 W. 57th St.
Paintings and ‘sculptures ‘by (for instance)
Edward Dugmore, Lee Krasner, and Michael
Lekakis; through Tuly 26.

AMERICANS AND Euroreans; Group SHows—Atthe
winscHL & Apter, 21 E. 67th St: “Sumer Is
Tcumen In,” an exhibition of paintings by,
among others, Maurice Prendergast, Odilon
Redon, and Thomas Gainsborough; through

ueresne, 47 E. 77th St: Pierre
Julius Bissier, Gandy Brodie,

and other’ painters; through July 3r.
wortHouse, 087 Madison Ave., at 77th St
Paintings andsculptures by such artists as
Jannis Spyropoutos, Earl Kerkam, and Bern-
ard Reder; through Sept. 21.

Frencn; Grour SHows—At the rinotay, 11 E.
s7th St: Landscape paintings by’ Roger
Mahl, Maurice Brianchon, Bernard Cathelin,
and other School of Paris artists; through
Aug. 2... WILDENSTEIN, 19 64th St: Con-
temporary paintings and sculptures by lead-
ing exponents of figurative art in France,
among them Bernard Buffet, Bernard Lor-
jou, and Paul Belmondo; through Aug. 30.

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES
Mernorouiran Museum,Fifth Ave. at 82nd St—

A loan exhibition of paintings from private
NewYork collections, consisting chiefly of
French Impressionist and Post-Impressionist
pictures, by Renoir, Monet, van Gogh, and
others; starting Friday. July 12. (Weekdays,
10 to §; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Museum oF Movers Arr, 1: W. 53rd St —Seulp-
tures (bronze, marble, terra cotta, and plas-
ter), drawings, water colors, and prints, dat-
ing from 1863 to 1917, by Auguste Rodin;
through Sept. 8...."Americans 1063,” a
fifteen-artist exhibit of paintings and sculp-
tures. Among those represented are David
Simpson, Chryssa, and. Michael Lekaki
Through Aug. 18....4 Paintings, drawings,
and prints by André Derain (1880-1954);
through Oct. 1. (Weekdays, 11 to 6, and
Thursday evenings until 9; Sundays, ‘noon
to 7.)

Brooxtyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—“Goldof
the Andes, Treasure of Peru,” a display of
some five hundred Incan_ objects (ponchos
to ear ornaments), ranging in date from
200 B.C. to the sixteenth century and lent
by Senor Miguel Mujica Gallo, of Lima;
through Monday,July15....@Eleven Span-
ish old-master paintings (by El Greco, Goya,
Vel&zquez, and Murillo) from the collection
of thelate Oscar B. Cintas, through Nov. 3
(Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

SoLomon R. Guecenneim Museum, 107) Fifth
Ave., at 8oth St_—‘Cézanne and Structure
in Modern. Painting,” isi
borrowed from six privatecollections, sup-
plemented by works (from the Museum's
collection) of artists influenced by him—
Braque, Gleizes, Mondrian, and Picasso, to
mention a few; through Sept. 1. (Tuesdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 6, and Thursday
evenings until 9; Sundays, noon to 6.)

Morcan. Lisrary, 20 E, 36th St—*Notable
Acquisitions of the Past Two Years” (manu-
scripts, drawings, printed books. andbool
bindings) and “Eighteenth-Century Draw-
ings from the Samuel H. Kress Collection;”
through July 26. (Mondays through Fridays,
9:30 to 5.)

Museum oF Contemporary Crafts, 20 W. s3rd
St—"Emergence: Student-Craftsmen,”” ex-
amples of work from six. representative
schools, through Sept. 8. (Weekdays, noon
to 6; Sundays, 2 to 6.)

Museum oF Peiminive Arr, 15 W. sath St—The
collection assembled ‘by Robert and Lisa
Sainsbury, of London, made up of items
from around the world—Greece, Mexic
the Hawaiian Islands, Oceania, Benin, Ala

   

  

  

   

 

 

   

  

 

 

 

 

  

 

    

  

 

 

  

 ka, and su on; through Sept. 8. (Tuesdays

through Saturdays, noon to 5; Sundays, 1
tos.)

Watney Museum, 22 W. sqth St—The perma-
nentcollection will be the main show until
an exhibit entitled “Twenty-six American
Artists from the Collection of the Whitney
Museum andIts Friends” opens on Tuesday,
July 16. (Daily, 1 to 5.)

MUSIC
Lewisonn Stanium Concents—TheStadiumSym-
phony Orchestra—Thursday, July 11: Willi
Boskovsky conducting and acting as violin
soloist in a programof Viennese music, with
Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, soprano... .4 Sat-
urday, July 13: Roger Machado conduct-
ing, with José Greco and his company of
Spanish dancers, singers and instrumental-
ists....@Tuesday, July 16: Vladimir Gol-
schmann conducting a Beethoven-Brahms
program, with Christian Ferras, violin. .
GWednesday, July 17: Vladimir Gol-
schmann conducting, with Nathan Stutch,
cello. ...@ Thursday, July 18: Vladimir Gol
schmann conducting a program of Ri
sian music, with Julius Katchen, piano. ...
Saturday, July20: Skitch Henderson con-
ducting and acting as piano soloist in an
Irving Berlin program, with June Valli,
soprano, and other soloists. (Lewisohn Sta-
dium, Amsterdam Ave. at 138th St. AD 4-
5800. Tickets are alsoavailable at the Judson
Hall box office, 165 W, 57th St, JU 2-4o90.
Evenings at 8:30; through Saturday, Aug. 10.
In the eventof threatening weather, last-min-
ute plans are broadcast at 5, 6, and 7 P.M.
over WNYCandat7:06 P.st. over WOXR.)

Cenrrat Park Matt Concerts—Richard Franko

 

   

    
 

 

  

 

   

 

 

Goldman conducting the Goldman Band
in this summer's series of Guggenheim
Memorial Concerts. (Sundays, Mondays,
Wednesdays, and Fridays at 8:30; through
Friday, Aug. 16.)...€ Haydn’s opera “Fool-
ish and Fickle,” performed by the Karamu
Opera Players, of Cleveland. (Tuesday, July
16; Thursday, July 18; and Saturday, July
20, all at 8.)

IN THE COUNTRY

  

                  Erich Leinsdorf conducting
a chamber orchestra of Boston Symphony
members in three all-Mozart programs. Fri-
day, July 12, at 8: With Jeanette Scovotti,
soprano, and Joseph Silverstein, violin, Sat”

  

 

   

urday, July 13, at 8: With Joan Carlyle,
soprano, and David Bar-Ilan, piano. Sunday,
July 14, at 2:30: With Jeanette Scovotti, so”
prano; June Genovese, contralto; Walter

 

Carringer, tenor; George Hoffman, bass; and
two choruses. ...@ Tuesday, July 16, at 8: A
chamber-music concert by the Juilliard String
Quartet, ...@ Friday, July to: Charles Munch
Conducting the chamber orchestra in an all-
Bach program; no soloists....@ Saturday,
Jul 8: Charles Munch conducting an-
otherall-Bach program,this one with Doriot
Anthony Dwyer, flute, and Lukas Foss,piano.
..GSunday, July 21, at 2:30: Erich Leins-

dorf directing’ the chamber orchestra in an
all-Haydn program, with Joan Carlyle,
prano; June Genovese, contralto; Nicholas Di
Virgilio, tenor; George Hoffman,bass; and
the Tanglewood Choir. (Tanglewood, Lenox,
Mass. Through Sunday, Aug. 25.)

Berxstire Music Barn—Folkandjazz concerts
Saturday, July 13, at 3:30, and Sunday, July
14, at 8:30: Pete Seeger. . Saturday, July
20, at 3:30: Herbie Mann and Chief Bey.
(Lenox, Mass.)

Music Mountain—The Berkshire Quartet in a
program of German music, with Natasha
Magg, piano. (Falls Village, Conn. Sunday,
July 14, at 4.)

SoutHern Vermont Art Cenren—The Newport
Jazz AU-Stars. (Manchester, Vt. Friday, July
To, at 8:30.)

SoutH Mountatn—The Claremont String Quar-
tet. Saturday, July 13, at 3: With Charles
McCracken, cello. ...@ Saturday, July 20, at
3: With Gary Graifman, piano. (Pittsfield,
Mass.)

Note—The Jacob's Pillow Dance Festival is
presenting programsofballet and modernand
ethnic dancing. Through Saturday, July 13
Marina Svetlova and André Prokovsky, Bar-
ton Mumaw, and Carmen de Lavallade with
Donald McKayle and his company...
GStarting Tuesday, July 16: England’s
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Photographed in Spain: Fly there in Scandinavian Style on SAS

WONDERFUL, WONDERFUL els lane , Il things fragile and fragrant
1 that includes the fair feminine sex. Shown here, at an

open-air flower market, is one of latter in a 100% cotton textured-weave suit from Lady
Manhattan®. Its handsomecutandfine tailoring will suit you in any clime—from morningtill night,
from one seasonto the next. In several fashion colors, sizes 10-18, about $19.00,priced slightly
higher in the West. Lady Manhattan, 1407 Broadway, N. Y. 18. A division of The Manhattan Shirt Co.

ot fores: STERN'S, New York City + THE HECHT
FOLEY’S, Houston + MAY D&F, Denver +

thrive in Majorca’s marvelous climate.

     

  
 

At the
BLANCHE, N
  fi

 

H’S, Atlanta + Mi
and also in

    



 

BY APPOINTMENT
TO HER MAJESTY QUEEN ELIZABETH11

GIN DISTILLERS—
BOOTH'S DISTILLERIES, LTD.

LONDON, ENGLAND

Thisis
Britain's
Kinest

In England, an order fora gin
drink made with“the finest”
can only mean Booth’s. That's
why your order for a House of
Lords martini means you get
the finest gin that England
sendsus, and the world’s cost-

liest toproduce. It hasa unique
difference in color, in flavor
and bouquet—a subtle differ-
ence, but you cantell it in the
dark. Andit will tell you why
there is no gin in all the world HOUS

oFlike Booth’s House of Lords.ms LORD
FINEST

DISTILLED

 

DISTILLED FROM 100% GRAIN
NEUTRAL SPIRITS + 86 PROOF

IMPORTED BY
W.A. TAYLOR & CO, NLY., N.Y.

SOLE DISTRIBUTORSFOR U.S.A. 



GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

Western Theatre Ballet. appearing in this
country for the first time, in a two-week en-
gagement, with a different programeach week.
(Lee, Mass. Tuesdays through Saturdays at
8:40. Matinées Fridays and Saturdays at 3.)

SPORTS
(The box-office number for Madison Square
Garden is CO 35-6811.)

Basesati—At the roto crouNos: Mets vs. Los
‘Angeles, Thursday and Friday, July 11-12,
at 8, and Saturday, July 13, at 2... @Mets
vs. Houston, Sunday, July 14, at 2 (double-
header); Monday, July’15, at 8; and Tuesday,
July. (6, at 2....0M Francisco,
Wednesday and Thursday, July 17-18, at 8.

ANKEE staoium: Yankees vs. Cleveland,
, July 19,at 8, and Saturday, July 20,

 

 

 

  

   
  

Frid
at 2.

Boxinc—At Madison Square Garden—Satur-
day, July. 13: Joey Archer vs. Farid Salim,
middieweights, 10 rounds,...@ Saturday,
July 20: George Benton vs. Allen Thomas,
light heavyweights, 10 rounds. (Preliminaries
at $30; main bouts at 10.)

Gour—John G. Anderson Memorial Tourna-
ment. (Winged Foot Golf Club, Mamaro-
neck, Thursday through Sunday, July 11-14.)
..-GNew Jersey State Golf “Association
Open Championship. (Braidburn Country
Club, Florham Park, N.J. Thursday through
Saturday, July 11-13.).:.@New York State
Golf Association Amateur Championship.
(Knollwood Country Club, White Plains.
Wednesday through Sunday, July 17-21.)

Poto—At BLIND BROOK roto ctus, Purchase:
Sundays at 3:30 and Fridays at 7... sevi-
Pace Poto Fietos, Farmingdale, L.1.: Sundays
at 3:30.

Racinc—At Aguepuct: Weekdays at 1:30;
through Saturday, July 27. The Dwyer
Handicap, Saturday, July 13; the Astoria,
Monday, July 15; the Great American,
Wednesday, July 17; and the Brooklyn
Handicap, Saturday, July, 20... .. MONMOUTH
park, Oceanport, NJ.: Weekdays at 2
through Saturday, Aug. The Monmouth
Handicap,Saturday, July the New Jersey
Futurity, Wednesday, July 17; and the
Choice, Saturday, July 20. (A Special trai
leaves Penn Station for the track at 11:43
A boat leaves Battery Park at 10:15, and is
met at Atlantic Highlands by buses for the
track.)

Soccer—International Soccer League—Sunday,
July 14, at 2:15: Dinamo vs. Belenenses and
Wiener SC. vs. Ujpest.... Wednesday.
July 17, at 7:30: Dinamovs. WienerS.C. and
Valladolid ‘vs. Ujpest. (Downing Stadium,
Randalls Island.)

Sronts-Car RACING—At THOMPSON RACEWAY,
Thompson, Conn.; Sunday, July 14, at 2...
BRIDGEHAMPTON RACE cinculT, Bridgehampton,
LiL: Saturday and Sunday, July 20-21, at 3.

Trommnc—At roosevett ractway, Westbury:
Weekdays at 8:30; through Wednesday, July
31. (Special trains leave Penn Station for the
track at 6:43 and, except Saturdays, at 7:06.)

<- SARATOGA RACEWAY, Saratoga Springs:
Weekdays at 8:15; through Saturday, Oct. 26.

Yacutine—Larchmont Race Week. (Larch-
mont, Saturday, July ¢3, through Saturday,
July 20.)

OTHER EVENTS
Untren Nations—Visitors may attend periodic

meetings of the Security Council and regular
sessions of various commissions and com-
mittees. A limited number of tickets are
available, but only to those applying for them
in personat the admissi in the pub-
lic lobby noearlier than thirty minutes before
the start of each meeting. Mectings usually
convene at 10:30 or 11 and at 2:30or 3, Mon-
days. through Fridays. (General Assembly
Building, First Ave. at 45th St.)... @Hour-
long tours leave the lobby of the General
Assembly Building every ten minutes or so
from o:ts to 4:45 daily

Ectirse of tHe SuN—Will he observed from
New York as a partial (about nine-tenths)
eclipse, on Saturday, July 20, commencing
at 4:41 Po, with the fullest phase at 5:49.
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The lempira is local currency in Honduras.

Sois this.
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Stores in Honduras know BANK OF AMERICA
TRAVELERS CHEQUESjust as they doin Haifa.
And they consider them good as gold. From your
point of view they’re even better: because they’re
loss-proof and theft-proof. It’s money only you can
spend. Sold at banks everywhere in the world.

BANK OF AMERICA NATIONAL TRUST AND SAVINGS ASSOCIATION + MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION 
 



2s

GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
MOTION PICTURESCteoratra—The already famous epic, which

lookslike “Aida” raised to the tenth power
and would be betteroff if it soundedlikeit,
Still, you might as well go. Starring, of
course, Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton,
Rex Harrison, Roddy McDowall, etc., etc.
(Rivoli, B'way at 4oth, CI 7-1633. Daily at
2 and 8. Reserved seats only.)

Davi ano Lisa—A study of adolescent schizo-
phrenia. Two troubledchildren are affecting-
ly portrayed by Keir Dullea and Janet Mar-
golin, and Howard DaSilva is the doctor who
helps. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-714; and
Plaza, 42 E. s8th, EL 5-3320.)

Diyorce-Itatian Stvte—An exceedingly funny
farce, set in Sicily and featuring Marcello
‘Mastroiannias a bored husband bent on mur-
deringhis tiresome wife. The director, Pietro
Germi, has made the most of his outtageous
opportunities. (Paris, 4 W. 58th, MU 8
0134.)

Dr. No—Aslick thriller, not a second of which
you needto believe. Based on the lan Flem-
ingoriginal, with Sean Connery asthe hard-
boiled but ever so suave English Intelligence
agent and Ursula Andress as the pretty girl
he takes in hand. (68th St. Playhouse, 3rd
Ave. at 68th, RE 4-0302....@5th ‘Ave.
Cinema, sth ‘Ave. at 12th, WA’ 4-833:
through July 14.)

8A—A movieby a famous movie director, Fed-
erico Fellini, about a famous moviedirector
engaged in making a movie and failing. Very
fine. (New Embassy, B'way at 46th, PL 7-
2408; and Festival, 6 W. s7th, LT 1-2323.)

Tue Four DavsoF Naptes—Avivid re-creation of
a gallant episode of the Second World War.
‘Thedirector is Nanni Loy, and the cast con-
sists mostly of unnamed Neapolitans. (Tower
East, 3rd Ave. at 71st, TR 9-1313; Orpheum,
grd Ave, at 86th, AT 09-4607; Sheridan, 7th
Ave. at 12th, WA 09-2166; Loew’s 83rd St.,
B’way at 83rd, TR 7-3190; and Olympia,
Bay at 107th, UN ‘s-8128; through July
16.

Heavens Asove!—Peter Sellers, Cecil Parker
Isabel Jeans, and Ian Carmichael play dis
respectful but not at all dangerous ducks and
drakes with the Church of England. Pro-
duced anddirected by the Boulting brothers,
whoare funnyandbright. (Sutton, 3rd Ave.
at 57th, PL 9-1411.)

Huv—Atug of war between three generations
of males on a Texas farm. A bleak, strong
story, distinguished by the superb perform-
ances of Paul Newman, Melvyn Douglas,
Patricia Neal, and Brandon deWilde. (Para”
mount, B'way at 43rd, WI 7-0g00; and
Coronet, 3rd Ave. at soth, PI. 1-1535-)

Lawrence oF Arasia—David Leanhas ably di-
rected_an enormous cast (Peter O'Toole,
Alec Guinness, Anthony Quinn, et al.) in
this stirring chronicle of two years in the life
of a twentieth-century hero, who, like most
of our heroes, is often unlikeable and still
more often incomprehensible. The natu-
ral_backgrounds—Jordan and Spain—are
breathtaking. (Criterion, B’way at aqth, JU
2-1796. Weekdays at 8 and Sundays at 7:30.
Matinées daily at 2. Reserved seats only.)

Tne Lonesst Day—Darryl Zanuck’s conscien-
tious reconstruction of D Day, which, for
all its three hours’ juggling with life and
death, is never very moving. (Academy of
Music, 126 E. 14th, GR 3-227; and Trans-
Lux 85th St, Madison at 8sth, BU8-3180.)

Tue L-Suareo Room—An English tale of star-
crossed lovers, one of them French. Leslie
Caron is the girl and Tom Bell is the boy,
andcircling aroundtheir unhappyaffair are
Cicely Courtneidge, Brock Peters, Emlyn
Williams, and a dozen otherskilled perform-
ers. (Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th, PL 5-6030.)

Muriny on tHe Bounty—A five-hundred-million-
dollar spectacle about low deeds on the high
seas and romance among the Minsky maidens
of Tahiti, Marlon Brando with a B.B.C. ac-
cent is Fletcher Christian, and Trevor How-
ard is a devilish Captain Bligh. (State, Bway
at agth, TU 2-s070. Daily at 2:30 and 8:30.
Reserved seats only.)

Mr NameIs Ivan—This Russian movie about a
twelve-year-old boywho acts as a spy against
the Germansis shocking, sad, and frequently
quite beautiful. It could have been perfect
if only those responsible for the script had
nottried quite so hard to convince us of the
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obvious—that war is undesirable, Kolya
Burlaiev gives a remarkable performance in
the title role, and Andrei Tarkovsky is re-
sponsible for the effective direction. (Murray

ill, 160 E. 34th, MU5-7652.)
Sansuro—A blood-and-thunder account of how

virtue triumphs over evil in what purports
tobe nineteenth-century Japan but might as
well be Graustark. Wittily directed by Akira
Kurosawa, and starring Toshiro Mifune.
(Toho Cinema, 209 W.4th, LT 1-1788.)

Sparrows Can't Sinc—Joan Littlewood's first
crack at directing a movie, andit’s a triumph
Comic carryings-on in the lower depths of
London, with James Booth and Barbara
Windsor as a couple of Cockney lovers who
are also more or less husband and wife,
(Cinema Il, 3rd Ave. at 60th, PL 3-074.)

Sunays ano Crséte—A beautifullyphotographed
andacted French love story, whose principals
are Hardy Kriiger, as a war veteran sufier-
ing from amnesia; Nicole Courcel, a nurse
who loves him; and Patricia Gozzi, as the
entrancing, dangerously amorous child who
steals his heart. (8th St. Playhouse, 52 W
8th, GR 7-7874; starting July 17,tentative.)

Tue Ucty Awenrican—Marlon Brando in perfect
control of his great talent, in a robust and
successful melodrama about diplomatic dif-
ficulties somewhere East of Suez. (Gramercy,
Lexington at 23rd, GR 5-160; R.K.O.
s8th St, 3rd Ave. at 58th, EL 5-357)
RKO. S6th St, Lexington at 86th, AT 9-
800, Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, WA 9-
8037; and Riverside, Bway at 96th, MO 3-
4530; starting July 17.)

Tue Wrone Arm oF tHe Law—Hilarious hanky-
panky in the London underworld, where
Peter Sellers rules the roost and Lionel Jef-
fries proves a pitiably inept police scourge
(Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA 9-
3350; and Midtown, B'way at rooth, AC 2-
1200. ...@ Gramercy, Lexingtonat 23rd, GR
5-1660; through July’ 16.)

i REVIVALS
‘Auexanper Nevsky (1938)—Eisenstein’s view of

medieval warfare. In Russian. (Bleecker St.
Cinema,144 Bleecker St., at West Broadway,
OR 4-3210; July 12-15.)

Bautan oF A Sotpier (1960)—ASovietfilm about
the warthat is less a dramathan a collection
‘of memorable photographic essays. Directed
by Grigori Chukhari, and with Vladimir
Tvashov and Shanna Prokhorenko. (Bleecker
St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at West Broad-
way, OR 4-3210; July 12-15.)

Tue Bic Broavcast of 1938 (1038)—Kirsten
Flagstad and W. C. Fields in a musical.
(New Yorker, B’way at 88th, TR 4-180;
starting July 16.)

Buty Buod (1962)—A rousing sea story, star-
ring Peter Ustinov, Robert Ryan, and Ter-
ence Stamp. (7and’ St, Playhouse, 1st Ave
at 72nd, BU 8-9304: through July 16.)

Brigt Encounter (1946)—A British cinema ex-
pansion of Noel Coward’s one-actplay “Still
Life.” With Celia Johnson and Trevor How-
ard. (8th St, Playhouse, 52 W. 8th, GR 7-
7874; through July 16, tentative.)

Cimzen Kane (1941)—Orson Welles’ study of
a rich man’s career. (Thalia, B’way at osth,
AC2-3370; July 17.)

 

  

  

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

  

 

 

  

A Coto Winoin Aucust (1961)—Thestory con-
cerns a tough stripper (Lola Albright) and
a hitherto virtuous boy (Scott Marlowe) who
fall in love. (New Charles, Ave. B at 12th,
GR 5-4210; through July 16, evening per-
formances ‘only, except on Saturday and
Sunday.)

Computsion (1959)—Dean Stockwell, Bradford
Dillman, and Orson Welles have joined
forces in representing, respectively, a pair of
Killers and a defense attorney in this reénact-
ment of the Loeb-Leopold case. (Symphony,
B'wayat osth, AC 2-6600; through July 16.)

Fort Apache (1048)—Somehigh-toned Indians
battling United States Army troops in the
Custer period. Henry Fonda is the colonel
(New Yorker, B’way at 88th, TR 4-180;
July 11.)

Genevieve (1054)—Someancient automobiles in
transit from London to Brighton. John Greg-
son, Dinah Sheridan, Kay Kendall, and Ken-
neth More brighten up this English film.
(Bleecker St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at
West Broadway, OR 4-3210; July 11.)

Grano lttustion (1938)—A German military
prison during the First_World War. In
French, with Erich von Stroheim and Jean
Gabin, (Thalia, B'way at sth, AC 2-3370;
July 11.)

HonsereatHers (1932)—The Marx Brothers in
an academicsetting. (New Yorker, B’way at
88th, TR 4-9189; starting July 16.)

I Know Wuere I'm Goine (1947)—Wendy Hill-
er and Roger Livesey stormbound in. the
Hebrides. An English film. (8th St. Play-
house, 52 W. 8th, GR 7-7874; through July
16,tentative.)

THe Inrormer (1935)—Dublin and the revolu-
tion. With Victor McLaglen. (Thalia, B’way
at osth, AC 2-3370; July 17.)

A Kino of Lovine (1962)—An English picture
about how hardit is to be young andin love
if one is also poor and honorable. AlanBates,
‘Thora Hird, and June Ritchie. (Greenwich,
Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA 0-3350.)

Me aNo tHE CoLonet (1058)—Danny Kaye as a
Jewish refugee fleeing the Nazis after the in-
vasion of France. Curt Jurgens and Nicole
Maureygive him a hand. (Thalia, B'way at
gsth, AC 2-33705 July 16.)

Prenic on THE Grass (1060)—Jean Renoir wrote,
produced, and directed this paganrite. Paul
Meurisse plays a professor of science who
forgets science at the sight of a good-looking
girl in her skin. (Thalia, B’way at osth, AC
23-3370; July 12.)

Rouce et Noir (1958)—The Stendhal novel,
with Gérard Philipe, Danielle Darrieux, and
Antonella Lualdi_ A French film. (Thalia,
Bwayat osth, AC 2-3370; July 13.)

Saturoay Nicht AND SUNDAY MoRNING (1061 )—
AlanSillitoe’s own adaptation of his novel
about a defiant young factory worker in a
British provincial city. With Albert Finney.
(zend St. Playhouse, rst Ave. at 72nd, BU
8-0304; through July16.)

SHavows (1961)—An episodic movie, all of it
improvised by a group of young players un-
der the directorial guidance of John Cas
savetes. (Bleecker St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker
St, at West Broadway, OR 4-3210; starting
July 16.)

Soot tHE PraNo Player (1062)—Frangois Truf-
faut wrote and directed this French movie
abouta pianist in a Paris café. (8th St. Play-
house, 52 W. 8th, GR 7-7874; starting July
17, tentative.)

Tunes oF Gtory (1960)—A peacetime Scottish
regimentin the throes of a power struggle be-
tween twocolonels. Alec Guinness and John
Mills are the adversaries. (Thalia, Bwayat
osth, AC 2-3370; July 16.)

Museum oF Movern Aer Fitm Lisrary—Two pro-
grams in a series called “The Cinema of
Alfred Hitchcock”—Through July 13: “The
Girl Was Young” (1938), with Nova Pil-
beam....@Starting July ‘14: “The Lady
Vanishes” (1038), with Dame May Whitty
and Margaret Lockwood. (Showings at 3 and
5:30 and Thursday evenings at 8. A limited
number of reservations are available, but
only to those applying for them in person at
the Museum, 11 W. ggrd, after 11 on the
dayofthe showingor, if it is a Sunday, aiter
1.)

 

   

 

   

 

 



THE BROADWAY AREA

Astor, Bway at asth. (JU 6-2240)
“Call Me Bwana,” Bob Hope, Anita Ekberg.

Cinerama, B’wayat 51st. (JU 2-5060)
“How: the West. Was Won.” (Mondays

through Fridays at 2:30 and 8:30, and
Saturdays and Sundays at 1:30, 5, and
8:45. Reserved seats only.)

Criterion, B’wayat 4ath. (JU 2-1706)
LAWRENCE OF ARABIA.

DeMutte, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CO 5-8431).
“Irma ‘la Douce,” Jack Lemmon, Shirley

MacLaine,
Forum, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-8320)
“Women of the World,” a documentaryfilm

narrated by Peter Ustinov.
Music Hatt, 6th Ave.at goth. (CI 6-4600)
“Come Blow Your Horn,” Frank Sinatra,

Lee J. Cobb.
New Ensassy, Bwayat 46th. (PL 7-2408)
/(in Italian).

Patace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626)
“A ‘Gathering of Eagles,’ Rock Hudson,
Rod Taylor

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (WI 7-9400)
HUD.

Rivou, B’wayat goth. (CI 7-1633)
CLEOPATRA.

Stare, Blway at qsth. (JU 2-5070)
MUTINY ON THE BOUNTY.

Tono Cinema, 209 W. sth. (LT 1-1788)
sansuro (in Japanese).
orta, B’wayat 46th. (JU 6-0540)

“Greenwich Village Story,” Robert Hogan,
Melinda Plank.

Wagner, Bway at 47th. (CO
“PT 109,” Clift Robertson,

EAST SIDE

Ar, 36 E. 8th. (GR 3-7014)
DAVID AND LISA.

New Cuantes, Ave. B at 12th. (GR 5-4210)
Through July 16: 4 coto WIND IN AUGUST, re-

vival; and “The Nudist Story,” a docu-
mentary film,

FromJuly 17: To be announced.
Acavemy of Music, 126 E. rath. (GR 3-2277)

THE LONGEST DAY.
Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-160)

‘Through July 16: THE WRONG ARM OF THE LAW.
From July 17: THe uGLY AMERICAN,

Kies Bay, 2nd Ave. at 31st. (LE 2-6668)
Through July 16: "35 Days at Peking,”

Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner.
From July 17: To be announced.

Murray Hitt, 160 E, 34th. (MU 5-7652)
Mr NAME IS IVAN (in Russian).

34m St. East, 241 E. 34th. (MU_3-6300)
FromJuly16, at 8:30: “This Sporting Life,”
Richard Harris, Rachel Roberts. (A limited
numberof opening-night tickets are avail-
able at the box office.)

Trans-Lux52noSt.,Lexingtonatsand.(PL3-2434)“PT 100,” Clift Robertson, Ty Hardin,
Surton, 3rd Ave. at 57th. (PL o-1411)HEAVENS ABove!
Trans-Lux East, 3rd Ave. at 58th. (PL 9-262)
“A Gathering of Eagles,” Rock Hudson, Rod

Taylor
R,K.O. 581H Sr., 3rd Ave, at s8th. (EL 5-3577)
Through July 16: “ss Days at Peking,”

Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner.
From July 17: tHe vey American; and “The

Ronian Spring of Mrs. Stone,” revival,
Vivien Leigh, Warren Beatty

Fine Ants, 130 E. 58th. (PL 5-6030)
THE L-SHAFED ROOM.

Puaza, 42 E. 58th. (EL 5-3320)
DAVID ANDLISA.

Baroner, 3rd Ave.at soth. (EL 5-1663)
“Irma la Douce,” Jack Lenimon, Shirley
MacLaine

Coroner, 3rd Ave. at goth. (PL t-1535)
Huo.

Cinema I, 3rd Ave. at Goth. (PL 3-6022)
“The Mouse on the Moon,” Margaret Ruther-

ford, Bernard Cribbins.
ema Il, 3rd Ave.at 6oth, (PL3-0774)

SPARROWS CAN'T SING.

Beekman, 2nd Ave. at 66th, (RE 7-2622)
“Murder at the Gallop,” Margaret Ruther-

ford, Flora Robson.
681H Sr. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (RE 4-0302)

DR. NO.
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Tower East, 3rd Ave. at ist. (TR 9-1313)Throvgh July 16: THe Four DAYS OF NAPLES.
FromJuly 17: “The Nutty Professor,” Jerry

Lewis, Stella Stevens.
‘T2upSt. Ptavnouse, 1st Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-0304)
Through July'16: suty euoo, revival; and

SATURDAYNIGHT AND SUNDAY MORNING,revival
From July 17: To be announced.

Taans-Lux 85tH Sr., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180)
THE LONGEST DAY.

R.K.O. 86rx St., Lexingtonat 86th. (AT 9-8000)
Through July 16: “ss Days at Peking,”

Charlton Heston, Ava Gardne1
From July 17: THe voy AMeRica

It Cool,”Billy Fury.
Onpneum, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (AT 9-4607)
Through July 16: tHe Four pays oF NapLes; and

“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda,
Peter Finch,

FromJuly 17: “The Nutty Professor,”Jerry
Lewis, Stelia Stevens; and “Dondi,” David
Janssen, Patti Page

WEST SIDE

Bteecker Sr. Cinema, 144 BleeckerSt., at West
Broadway. (OR 4-3210)
July 11: Genevieve, revival; and “The Red

Shoes,” revival, Moira Shearer, Léonide
a

 

  

and “Play

  

 

: BALLAD OF A SOLDIER and ALEXANDER
neysxy (both in Russian and both revivals).

From July 16: suavows, revival; and “The
Girl with the Golden Eyes" (in French),
revival, Marie Laforét, Paul Guers.

Wayenty, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA 9-8037)
Through July 16: “55 Days at Peking,”

Chariton Heston, Ava Gardner, and “the
Sea Around Us,”revival, a documentary
film.

From July 17: THe ucty AMERICAN.
81H Sr. Plarnouse, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874)
Through July 16 (tentative): 1 know WHERE I'M

coine, revival; and enter encounter, revival.
From July 17 (tentative): sunoays ano cysite

(in French); and soot tHe pranopLaver(in
French), revival.

5m Ave. Cinema, sth Ave. at 12th. (WA 4-8330)
Through July14: or. No.
From July 15: “Run with the Devi

Italian), Antonella Lualdi, Alex
Suemivan, 7th Ave. at 12th. (WA 9-2166)

Through July 16: THe Four pays oF naptes; and
“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda,
Peter Finch,

From July 17: “The Nutty Professor,”Jerry
Lewis, Stella Stevens; and “Dondi,” David
Janssen, Patt? Page

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave.at12th. (WA9-3350)
THE WRONG ARM OF THE LAW; and A KIND OF Loy-

inc, revival.
RACO, Zino Sr. Sth Ave, at gard. (AL. s-7o50)
“A Gathering of Eagles,” Rock Hudson, Rod

Taylor.

Gun, 33 W. soth, (PL 7-2406)
“Women of the World,” a documentary film

narrated by Peter Ustinov
55tH St. PLarHouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU6-4500)
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“Greenwich Village Story,” Robert Hogan,
Melinda Plank

Festivat, 6 W.s7th. (LT 1-2323)
sa (in Italian).

Normanoie, 110 W. 57th. (JU 6-4448)
Through July 16: “To Kill a Mockingbird.”

Gregory Peck, Mary Badham.
FromJuly 17: To be announced

Lime Carnecte, 146 W. 57th. (CI 6-3454)
Through July 16: “Mondo Cane,”an Italian

documentary film. with an English narra-
tion,

FromJuly 17: “This Sporting Life,” Richard
Harris, Rachel Roberts

Carnecte Hatt Cinema, 7th Ave. at 57th. (PL.
752131),
“Handin the Trap” (in Spanish), Elsa Dan-

iel, Francisco Rabal
Panis, 4 W. 58th. (MU 8-0134)

DIVORCETALIAN stYLe (in Italian).
Loew's 83n0 St. Blwayat 83rd. (TR 7-3100)

ThroughJuly 16: THe Four oays oF napLes; and
“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda,
Peter Finch

From July 17: “The Nutty Professor,” Jerry
Levis, Stella Stevens; and “Dondi,” David
Janssen, Patti Page.

New Yorker, Bwayat 88th, (TR 4-0180)
July 11: Forr apace, revival; and “Two Rode

Together,” revival, James Stewart, Richard
Widmark,

July r2-1g (last showing at 2:15): “Eclipse”
Gn Italian), Alain Delon, Monica Vitti
and “The Stranger,” revival, Edward G.
Robinson, Loretta Young.

July 15, at'7 and 0:30: “Kismet” (silent),
Otis Skinner; and “Ella Cinders” (silent),
Colleen Moore.

From July 16: Horsereaters, revival; and
THE BIG BROADCAST OF 1928, revival

Srmenony, B'way at sth. (AC 2-6600)
Through July 16: cowputsion, revival; and
“The Stripper,” Joanne Woodward, Rich-
ard Beymer

From July 17: “A Girl Named Tamiko,”
Laurence Harvey, France Nuyen, and
“The Courtship of Eddie's Father,” Glenn
Ford, Shirley Jones.

Twatia, B'wayat osth. (AC 2-3370)
July 11; Grano tttusion (in French), revival;

and “The Bridge” (in German), revival
July 12: picnic on THe Grass (in French), re-

vival; and “Le Plaisir” (in French; ‘also
known as “House of Pleasure”), revival,
Danielle Darrieux, Simone Simon.

July tg: rouseer Noir (in French), revival;
and “The Safety March” (in Russian),
revival.

July 14: “Cavalleria Rusticana” (in Italian),
revival, Mario Del Monaco; and “La
Traviata” (in Italian), revival, Lucia
Evangelista, Giulio Gari.

July 15: A program of nineshortfilmsof the
dance—‘Swan Lake,” “Pavlova Dances,”
and others.

July 16: Tones oF ctony, revival; and me AND
THE COLONEL, revival

July 17: THe ‘iwronwer, revival; and crmzen
KANE, revival

Riversive, B’way at 96th, (MO 3-4530)
Through July 16: “ss Days at Peking.”

Chariton Heston, Ava Gardner.
FromJuly 17: Te Uety american; and “Play

It Cool,” Billy Fury.
Mivrown, B’way at rooth. (AC 2-120)

THE WRONG ARM OF THE LAW,
Ourwera, B'way at ro7th. (UN 5-8128)

‘Through July 16: THe FOUR DAYS OF NAPLES; and
“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda.
Peter Finch.

From July 17: “The Nutty Professor,”Jerry
Lewis, Stella Stevens; and “Dondi,” David
Janssen, Patti Page.

 

 

 

 

  



     Silken dream... ex-

quisitely detailed night shifts,

  

made for Altman’s in Hong

  

Kong, with empire-effect

  

drawstring waist and deep

  

pleats, front and back...

  

persimmon red, temple gold

  

or lacquerblue silk damask; s

  

or m. Altman lingerie, second

floor, Fifth Avenue and at

White Plains, Manhasset and

Short Hills. Waltz-length,

25.00 Floor-length, 30.00

 

  

 

     
   



 

THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

HE Panama Canal is over-
worked, we learn from the
Times, and the Atomic Energy

Commission is thinking of blasting a
second waterway with nuclear explo-
sives. This Isthmian engincering, we are
assured, would be absolutely safe, and
the bill for the job would cometo four
and a quarterbillion dollars less thanif
ordinarycharges were exploded. We're
all for economy, but we’re not quite
certain that this is the momentfor the
radioactive kind. Perhaps our wariness
is prompted by the thought that the
blasting, according to the Times, would
be a part of the Atomic Energy Com-
mission’s so-called Plowshare Program.
That namegives us pause, and we're
confident that it would do the same to
the Prophet Isaiah if he were to make

a

the scene today. Where would that
early, wrathful disarmer see any swords
being beaten into plowshares or any
spears being beaten into pruning hooks?
Plowshare, indeed! But then, we sup-
pose, the A.E.C. had little choice but
to invent a clever handle for its pro-
jected good works; it isn’t easy tosell
the atom these days without a little
fast talk. The catch phrase, however,
doesn’t happen to be one that we care
to buy. It has a lulling effect, in our
opinion, tendingto divert people’s atten-
tion from a clear and present danger.
It lumps the atom’s grim possibilities
with its pretty ones, thereby creating a
false sense of interchangeability and
equality between the two. It offers us
a daisy to pluck, the petals of which
are the messengers of our fate. But we
want no part of petal plucking—not
when it comes to the atom. That’s

one thing that had damn well better
love us.

HE munificence of New York
eventually jams the senses, Jack-

hammers and noon whistles merge into
one great roar. The city’s kaleidoscopic
smells turn into a thick, odorless pres-
ence. Andall that the cyesees is swell
upon swell of faces. We knowthese
things only because we escaped from
the city last weekend to a small house
on Long Island. The house stands on
an ample rise. To its west, oaks and
beeches troop down to the mouth of
a shallow tidal river, which empties into
the Sound, Toits north there is a low,
flat hummock, and to its east and
south there are tilting fields. Coming
suddenly to the country after a long
spell in thecityis like rising too quickly
from the deeps; painful bubbles of
awareness congest the senses. When
wearrived, the grass seemed an acrid
Cézanne green. Thesize of the sky was
bullying. Silence blocked our ears, But
after dark this confusion wore off, and
we wentandsat outside. It was warm
andstill, and in the next hour or so we
were treated to a show ofa kind that
naturerarelyhasthe patience for. It had
style and an casy, sclective pace, full of
pauses and little climaxes. It began
with sounds. In the salt meadow rim-
ming the river, a clapper rail abruptly
began scolding. Its song started with
quarter notes andended withsixteenths:
Teck tek tck tck tektch tchtcktcktck. It
quit, started again, and quit, and dur-
ing eachintervalit was softly parodied
by the slow, slippered waves on the
beach. A night heron, whichthatafter-
noon had been perched like a question
mark on a mooring pile, waited until
the rail was done, and squawked twice.
Then weheard the long, relieved sigh
of a high incoming jet, and seconds
later a backwash breeze moved pre-
cisely through the trees from north to
south, and was gone. The breeze, copy-
ing life, was the windthatstirs a crowd

 

when the guest of honor arrives. By
now, the sweet smell of cooling grass
had surrounded us. Another breeze
passed sedately from north to south,
sending a quick swarm ofleaves across
a half-moon, which wasneither white
nor silver but mother-of-pearl. The
moon reappeared, a woman brushing
the hair from her cyes, and the night
heron squawked once more. Far out
on the sand flats, feeding gulls fought.

     
Still another breeze passed, but this
one had an unmistakable edge. The
show,it announced, wasover. Chilled,
we got to our feet and walked to the
slope abovethe river. Theboles of the
trees were black against gray-green
meadow grass, and, down below,
moonlight had caughtthe roofof a tool
house, turningit intoa silver tray. We
wentinside, leaving the door unlocked
behindus.

Ambassador Seydoux

Rese wecalled up M. Roger
Seydoux, the French Ambassador

to the United Nations, and he cordially
invited us to lunchat his apartment, on
Park Avenue. When wearrived, Mme.
Seydoux and an ambassadorial aide re-
ceived us in a large,light sitting room
containing a striking assortment of
paintings, manyof them abstract. We
commented on these, and Mme.S.said
they had been lent by Mr. and Mrs.
John deMénil, of New York and
Texas. “Mrs. deMénil is a cousin of
mine,”she said. “I am lucky to have
American relatives.” The Ambassador
appeared, a fine-featured man in his
middle fifties, and, as we sat down to
a meal that Caréme, Escoffier, and
Joseph Donon would surely have ap-
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plauded, obligingly acceded to our re-
quest for an account of his life and
times.

“Public service is no novelty in my
family,” the Ambassador said. “My
grandfather was a counsellor of em-
bassy, my father was Deputy Director
of Political Affairs in the Foreign Of-
fice, and mybrotheris our Ambassador
to NATO.” He wenton tosaythatafter
graduating from the University of
Paris, with degrecs in law andpolitical
economy, he becameassistant to Jacques
Rueff, the French financial attaché in
London,for a coupleof years, and then,
in 1933, went to Morocco as deputy
director of the private staff of the
French High Commissioner. “Morocco
appeared to me a kind of paradise,” he
said. “I have a special feeling for
Morocco.”

M.Seydouxalso has a special feeling
for the Ecole Libre des Sciences Poli-
tiques, in Paris, of which he became
Secretary-Gencralin 1934. “It’s pri-
vate school of great reputation that
trains high civil servants,” hesaid. “It
was founded by the political writer
Emile Boutmy and others in 1871.
During the Second World War, it was
sealed by the Germansat the beginning
of the Occupation; I wasits director at
the time, and we managed to open a
branch in Lyon, and another in Al-
giers—just before the Americans landed
there. There wasa moveto putit under
state control, but weresisted that, and
accepted a mariage deraison with the
University of Paris, of which it is now
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a branch—the Institut d’Etudes Poli-
tiques.””

In 1946, M. Seydoux, who was
awarded the Croix de Guerre for mili-
tary gallantry in the war, became pri-
vate secretary to Léon Blum, then
Premier, and in 1950,after holding sev-
eral UNESCO posts, he came to New
York as Consul-General. Washington
followed (head of the Information and
Cultural Services of the Embassy), and,
in 1954, Tunisia, where he served,
sequentially, as Minister Delegate, High
Commissioner, and Ambassador. After
that, from 1956 to 1960, he was Di-
rector-General of Cultural and Tech-
nical Affairs in the Foreign Office.
“Tunisia was an exhausting post,” he
said. “The situation changed everyday.
There werestrikes and riots, with your
own compatriotsoften against you. This
is peculiarlypainful. It was a foretaste
of Algeria, and in 1960, when I became
Ambassador to Morocco, there was
somewhatthe samefeeling. The French
took over the habits of those countries,
andthey were not alwaysthebesthabits.
But they are very beautiful countries,
and the people are fundamentallynice.
After your worst difficulties with them,
you sit down and have lunch with
them.”
Wegot up from lunch, where our

worst difficulty was to refuse a second
helping of very thin pancakes, and, over
coffee in the sitting room, learned that
our hosts have two sons,fifteen and six-
teen, at school here, who fee] that their
parents moye around too much. “We
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impose on them a regime that is not
easy,” their father said. “They are for-
ever being ‘new boys’ at their schools.
But we love New York, and Southamp-
ton, where we have rented a bunga-
low. The whole world passes through
New York, and especiallythe U.N., and
thetraffic is much worse in Paris,”

“Youhavethe feeling here of being
close to Europe,” Mme. Seydouxsaid.

I ITERARY INTELLIGENCE: This sum-
merwill witness the birth of a pulp

magazinecalled True Divorce.

Cinema Underground

TF the mark of a true artistic avant-
garde is being both angry and hun-

gry, then the forty-odd membersof the
Film-Makers’ Coiperative certainly
qualify. The Codperative is the chicf
spokesman for what is unofficially
knownas the Underground Cinema, a
group of independent makers of experi-
mental movies, and the chief spokesman
for the Coéperative is a forty-year-old
film-maker named Jonas Mekas, a lean,
ascetic-looking man who speaks with a
soft Lithuanian accent and writes with
the passion of a born polemicist. Most
widely known for his fanaticallyparti-
san “Movie Journal” in the Villaye
Voice, Mekas spends most of his time
making movies and fostering the Under-
ground movement from the above-
ground offices of the Film-Makers’ Co-
Operative, in a fourth-floor loft at 414
Park Avenue South. When wereadin
Mekas’s column that the Codperative
had cancelled its. Monday-midnight
screenings of members’ works at the
Bleecker Street Cinema, we dropped
down tohis headquarters to find out
whether the action was the result of
anger or of hunger.

“Neither,” Mr. Mekassaid. “Frank-
ly, the theatre’s management was
ashamed of us. They wanted a clean,
proper repertory theatre, and they said
we were disorganized, unsophisticated,
and anarchistic. It’s true, we are. Also,
they completely disliked our films.
We've made a new arrangement, for
Monday-evening programs at the
Gramercy Arts Theatre, and that should
be happier.” Mekas added that the
Bleecker Street screenings, like an
earlier series of programs at the old
Charles Theatre, made an average
profit of eighty dollars. “We shared
this amongthe film-makers, according
to the length of their films,” he said.
“Thecreator of a five-minute film of
pure poetry mightget five dollars, but
this is more than he would have got
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before the Coép was
formed, last year. The
commercial distributors
would never touch our
films. None of us can
support ourselves by
making films. Some
have regular jobs, some
have odd jobs, but
many of the most tal-
ented don’t want to
give up the time, and
don’t have jobs at all.
One of our members
has produced a fifty-
minute feature for only
three hundred dollars.
How? Ithink he steals
his film. Of course,
everyoneis in debt.”
To emphasize the

collective penury, Me-
kas waved a hand
around the crowded
loft, which contained a
few elderly desks; two
walls of floor-to-ceiling
metal racks bulging
with film cans, old press releases, and
backissues of Film Culture (which Me-
kas publishes and which also loses mon-
ey); a battered couch; two movie pro-
jectors; some film-editing equipment;
and severallive film-makers, who, we
learned, wandered in and outall day to
chat, use the equipment, and occasional-
ly sleep on the couch. The sleepers,
Mckas explained, were “between apart-
ments.”

After introducing us to a couple of
absolutely brokefilm-makers, Mr. Me-
kas said, “Not all the problems are fi-
nancial, of course.” A city ordinance
requires anyone using a camera tripod
on the street or in a public park to get a
permit; the Underground film-makers
Jook on all licenses as instruments of
government censorship and wouldn’t
get one even if they could afford it.
(Somecan’t even afford a tripod.) “If
you don’t have a beard,” said Mekas,
who doesn’t, “the police will usually
leave you alone.” One of Mekas’s own
films, “Guns of the Trees,” includes a
sceneof a young mandefacing the facade
of a midtownFifth Avenue bank. “We
rehearsed nearby, on a less crowded
street. When thescene wasall blocked
out andtheactors were cued, we raced
aroundthecorner,held back the pedes-
trians, shot one minute of film, and
jumpedinto a getaway car. It was more
like a bank robbery thana location shot.
Another film-maker wants to shoot a
scene in a supermarket, but he’s waiting
until he can afford a better suit.” To
earna little extra suit money, somefilm-
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“Good Lord, no! I’m just returning a repaired typewriter”

makers hold unlicensed, benefit screen-
ings of their films in their own apart-
ments, which tend to be lofts on the
lower East Side. “The lower East Side
is full of film-makers,” Mekas said.
“Sometimesit seems as if every street
has someoneshooting on it.”
One unsympathetic critic has dis-

missed the Underground Cinemaas no
more than “home movies with preten-
sions,” but Mekas says thatin the course
of economizing with hand-held cam-
eras, naturallighting, and staccatoedit-
ing the film-makers have discovered new
effects and now seek them for their own
sake. The results range from “poetic”
color and motion studies to blunt docu-
mentary denunciations of Society and
the Bomb,but mostshareatotal disdain
for the traditional mannerofstorytelling
on film,andalsoforthe “self-conscious-
ly arty” experimentalfilms of the twen-
ties andthirties ius Remembered,”
a twelye-minute silent 16-millimetre
color film by Stan Brakhage, one ofthe
best-known of the independent film-
makers, is listed in the Coéperative’s
catalogue thus: “A dead dog decays in
four interrelated, dreamlike sequences.”
It can berented for ten dollars.
The Underground, we were told,

feels that since it has survivedcritical
disapproval, industry neglect, and audi-
ence mockery, the onlything that might
possibly shake its composure nowis suc-
cess—such asa piece of the hundred and
fifty thousand dollars that the Ford
Foundation will divide among fifteen
“creative film-makers” next winter.

 

Ken Jacobs, a film-maker who wan-
dered in during our discussion, and de-
scribed himself as “just thirty and very
angry,” isn’t worried. “Anyone ‘safe’
enoughto get a Ford grant ought to be
working in Hollywood anyway,” he
said. And a nineteen-year-old_film-
maker named David Brooks, who keeps
track of the Codperative’s growing col-
lection of rental prints, showed more
concern over a classic organizational
problem. “We started as a salon des
refusés,” he said. “But we don’t have
enough room on the racks for every
print that comes in, and we don’t want
some university or film society to pick
its first film out of our catalogue and
get one that we think is just awful. So
Jonas and I have had to start turning
down somefilms. But only the really
impossible ones.”

Weasked if he wasn’t afraid that the
Codperativeitself might hecomepart of
the Establishment.
“Ym terrified of it,” Brookssaid.
Mckas nodded andsmiled.
Ken Jacobs looked angry.

IGNin the window of a Province-
town novelty shop: “Houdini’s

Impossible Trick—Easy to Do.”

New President

HEdirector of one redoubtable re-
positoryis seldom the president of

another, but this dual distinction has
been achieved by Mr. Frederick B.
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Adams, Jr., who has been director of
the Pierpont Morgan Library since
1948 and recently succeeded the late
Irving S. Oldsas president of the New-
York Historical Society. Before we go
anyfurther, let us say that the hyphen in
the Society’s nameis not,in the Society’s
opinion, optional. “The Society was
founded in 1804, and in those days
‘New York’ had a hyphen,”said Mr.
JamesJ. Heslin, the New-York’s direc-
tor, who, with Mr, Adams,received us
in situ the other day. “It so appears in
our name.”

“Weall make a great effort to sce
that the hyphenis put in,” Mr. Adams
said.

“After George Washington, who
died before the Society was founded,all
Presidents of the United States have
been members, with the exception of
Calvin Coolidge,” Mr. Heslin said.
“However, Coolidgeposed willingly for
anoil portrait to be included in our Gal-
lery of Presidents. Gladstone and Bis-
marck were members—I don’t know
just why.”

Werecalled, from our dazzled child-

hood, a large andirrelevant collection
of Egyptian antiquities, ranging, in one
category, from mummiesofcats to three
enormous mummiesofsacredbulls, and
weasked ahoutit.

“Dr. Henry Abbott, a British physi-
cian who lived in Egypt for many
years, brought a collection of Egyptian
art and antiquities—over eleven hun-
dred pieces—to New York in 1853,”
Mr. Heslin said. “He exhibited it at the
Stuyvesant Institute and offered it for
sale for sixty thousand dollars, which
was considerably less than whatit had
cost him, The Society bought
it, in 1860, for thirty-four
thousanddollars. It attracted
a great deal of attention for
decades, and additions were
madeto it in 1890 and 1907
by bequest and gift. In 1937,
the entire collection was lent to the
Brooklyn Museum, which subsequent-
ly bought it. The Socicty’s constitu-
tion provides that its object ‘shall be to
discover, procure, and preserve what-
ever may relate to the natural, civil,
literary, and ecclesiastical history of the
United States in general, and ofthis
State in particular,’ butin its early days
there was no other museum in New
York, andit wasfelt that the only way
certain things could be saved for the
public was to get them here.”

“TheSociety used to take the whole
field of art historyforits province,” Mr.
Adamssaid. “In 1858,it acceptedthir-
teen massive marble seventh-century-
B.C.bas-reliefs from the palace of Sar-
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danapalus in Nineveh as a gift from
James Lenox; they were kept in the
basement for seventy-nine years, be-
cause they were too heavyto put any-
where else, and then they were sent,

along with the Egyptian antiquities, to
the Brooklyn Museum, which subse-

quently bought them, too. Another
remnantof the art-muscum erais still
here—the Thomas J. Bryan collection
of nearly four hundred paintings, some
of them American, but most of them
European, from the Byzantine school
on.” Mr. A. wenton toinform usthat
Bryan, a Philadelphian and an 1823
Harvardgraduate,collected art in Paris
for twenty years and returned to New
York with something he called the
Bryan Gallery of Christian Art. “He
later gave the pictures to the Society,
and made additions by gift and be-
quest,” Mr. Adamssaid. “They were
the first big European art collection
here; some of them are quite good in-
deed.”

“Mr. Bryan was a bachelor,” Mr.
Heslin said. “He had a French valet
whoturned out to be a womanin dis-
guise, but the Society feels sure that
Mr. Bryan never suspected hersex. Did
you know that the Society once tried
to have the name of the United States
changed to the Republic of Allegania?
A committee was formed in 1845 to
pushthe idea, but nothing cameofit.”

“Por sometime, we've been trying
to concentrate on the acquisition of ma-
terial in the ficlds of New York City
and NewYorkState,”said Mr. Adams,
who has been a Society trustee since
1948. “Our librarycontainsnearlyhalf
a million printed volumes and_ the

fourth-largest collection of
eighteenth-century newspa-
pers in the country. We’re
rich in United States naval
history—manuscripts, books,
prints, paintings, relics, and so
on—and we’ve just become

richer, since Mr. Olds, in his will, has
given us carte blanche to select what
we want from his notable holdings in
that field, along with a choice of his
furniture and silver. I can’t imagine
a more thoughtful or generous bequest.
It even includes a fund to take care of
the material.”

“Lots of writers use our reading
room,” Mr. Heslin said. “Aboutsixty-
five books a yearare researched,or part-
ly researched andpartly written, there.
Walter Lord, Cecil Woodham-Smith,
and James T. Flexner have been steady
visitors. We have twenty-three floors
of stacks. Allan Nevins and Samuel
Eliot Morison have consulted them.
Thelibraryis a kind of listening post;

 

 

we always know what volumes of
American historyare in the works.”

Golden Boy

USEPTLING notereceived by 2
lady of our acquaintance from a

nine-year-old nephew:

Dear Aunt Grace:
[ had a wonderful birthday last week.

1 got a lot of money. Your money was
unique.

Bevy

eee Thursday, at the Americana
Hotel, after twice taking an eleva-

tor to the wrongfloor, welandedin the
second-floor lobbyleading to the Prin-
cess Room. Wehad beeninvited there

by the R. T. French Company, of
1 Mustard Street, Rochester, New

York, to watch a “Bevy of Beauties”—
five Miss Universe contestants—dem-
onstrate howeasyit is to ignite charcoal
with Justrite Fire Starters. Justrite Fire
Starters are so harmless, we were told,

that they can besafely eaten by a small
child. The Princess Room and an ad-
joiningterrace were occupiedby a bevy
of photographers, waiters, and public-
relations people; a smiling, red-faced
fireman; a Cub Scout; and a Boy
Scour—all drinking,eating,or just wait-
ing for the main attraction. Five char-
coal grills had been upatthe southern
end of the terrace, and opposite them
were four other grills—more elaborate
ones, on which a chef waspreparing as-
sorted international specialties, includ-
ing hot dogs. A large supplyof red and
aqua water pistols lay on the terrace
ledge.
Wesat downat a terrace table and

disencumbered ourself of a hot dog and
a tiny pancake sandwich. “That’s a
Snitzelbank Surprise,” said the man
sitting across from us as he aimed his
camera at us and focussed it. “I caught
myarmin the elevator door on the way
up here,” he added cheerfully.
Wehadbarely congratulated him on

his escape when a pretty, dark-haired
girl wearing a chef’s cap and a banner
that identified her as Miss Germany
tripped on the terrace threshold, recov-
ered, and came out, followed by Miss
Israel, Miss Norway, Miss England,
and Miss Ireland, a last-minute substi-
tute for Miss Italy, whohad missed the
planefrom Rome. Thegirls lined upbe-
hindthefiveunlit grills, and a man rep-
resenting the French Companyintro-
duced them, imparted to ustheir chest,
waist, and hip measurements in centi-
metres andinches, and announced that
the Cub Scout and the Boy Scout would

 



 
“Mischa! Yowre really asking for a midnight knock on the door!”

judge whichgirl lit the best fire fastest.
A numberof men ontheterrace leaped
from their seats and struggled among
themselves for a better view of the con-

test.
Wheneachofthepotential Miss Uni-

verseshadlita kitchen match and touched
it to the Fire Starters scattered through
her charcoal, the Scouts began to pace

solemnly up and down,peeringinto the
flamesthat sprangup in thegrills. “The
judges must have cometoa decision by
now!” the master of ceremonies cried
several times, but he was wrong.Final-
ly, the Boy Scout pointed to Miss Ger-
many, who turned out to be the only
contestant who couldn’t speak English.

“Lean over the grills a little more,
girls!” a photographer shouted.
“Smile!” he cried to the Boy Scout,
without success. “Hey, Cub Scout!
Moveincloser,”he directed.

Pictures were taken, and then more
pictures, as the girls shot out the fires
with water pistols, while the fireman
hovered nearby.

After being interviewed, through an
interpreter, by a reporter from N.B.C.,
Miss Germanywasled with the other
girls to a table at the far end of the
terrace. The dictatorial photographer
pursued them and returned to the
grills with Miss Israel, whom he or-
dered to light a match and smile. A
chaperon ran up to himand said that
Miss Israel might hold the match and
smile but that she might not light it
and smile. The photographer lost the
argument.

“Youwere great judges,” the master
of ceremoniessaid enthusiastically to the
Scouts, who continued to havedifficulty
smiling.
A window-washer several stories

above our table spilled water onour head
and onthe remains of our Snitzelbank
Surprise while we were watching the
firemanfinish extinguishing thefires; he
emptied the coals into a barrel labelled
“Tin Cans Only.”

Asweleft, the manat our table was

trying to take a picture of a moth that
had flown out onto the terrace from the
Princess Room.

'(OLLOQUYoverheard the other
sweltering afternoon on a Madi-

son Avenue bus:
Firsr Younc Marron: “I’m get-

ting so tired of having all our meals
in the bedroom.”

Seconp Younc Matron: “In the
bedroom?”

First Younc Marron:
where ourair-conditioneris.”

“That’s
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A LEAVE~TAKING

whenhe arrived. She had meant,
of course, to take especial care

with her appearance but hadslept, in-
stead, right through the morning—
probably from the exhaustion of the last
few days. Whenshe awoke, there was
barely time to take her shower and put
the coffee on—not even time to make
her bed. It wasonlybecause his train was
a little late that she managed to get into
her clothes beforethe doorbell rang.

Hehadtaken a train that got him to
town about noon;it was the onlypossi-
ble one, on Sunday. The day before,
when he telephonedher from the coun-
try, he had said, “I'll leave the car with
Mayandthechildren.” It was one of
the things she had wondered about
when she put the phone down,trying
to discover what position he had taken
with May. It had been a short and
comfortless conversation, because the
telephoneat his summerhouse was on a
party line. And yet, she thought, if he
had something definite to tell her he

could have driven to another town,
called from a drugstore. She had by
then passed twodaysof silence and sus-
pense—he had left town on Wednes-
day to talk the whole business out with
May—andtheoverstated nonchalance
ofthetelephone conversation made her
frantic. “But can’t youtell me any-
thing?” she cried, as he prepared to

S* had notevenfinished dressing

 

hang up. After an admonishingsilence,
he hadsaid only, “WhenI see you on
Sunday.”

She finished buttoning her dress and
pushedherfeet into pair ofsandals be-
fore she opened the door. Her face still
glistened from the shower, her un-
combed hair hung down her back, se-
cured at the neck by a frayed ribbon;
these things, absurdly, were uppermost
in her mind as she turned the doorknob.

He, on the other hand, was neatly
dressed in a light summer suit; his col-
lar and tie had admirably withstood the
long journeyin a hot train. He seemed
alittle browner,andhis eyes were bright
and slightly reddened as though he had
slept badly. He came in withoutspeak-
ing, and she closed the doorafter him.
Hewasholdinga briefcase, which he put
downin cornerofthetiny hall. When

she turned from closing the door,hesaid
her name,and put his arms around her
with such intensity of feeling that she
had notimeto raise her own andstood
within his embraceasif she did not sub-
mit to it. Love, however, wastoostrong
for her, and she moved her cheek
againstthe side of his head. I will have

to know soon,she thought, whathe has
agreed to do.

“Tleft the coffee on,” shesaid, un-
clasping his armsandstepping aside. She
wentinto the kitchen without glancing
at him,and turnedthegas off. He came
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and stood in the doorway. Shestill could
not look at his face, which she knew
must explain everything to her. “Shall
T make you some lunch?”sheasked.

“Just coffee.”
She waslifting down the cups and

saucers. “If you take thecoffee in, I'll
bring the tray.”” He stood back to let
her pass, and she wentinto the living
roomand putthe tray ona table in front
of the sofa. “Thanks. Oh, notthere;
that won’t stand heat—yes, there, on
thetile.” Sitting on thesofa, she poured
his coffee and her own, and they drank
in silence.

“You haven’t had breakfast, then?”
She looked at him now,over the rim

of her cup. “I only just woke up.” In
case that should sound unfeeling, she
added, “TI was exhausted.” She was
suddenly reminded of her appearance.
She put her cup down and raised her
handtoher head. “I haven’t even done
myhair.”

“Tt doesn’t matter,” hesaid.
“Let me doit while you have your

coffee. It won’t take a minute.” She
started to rise from the sofa.

“No, don’t go,” he said, taking her
hand. She sat down again, still watch-
ing him. He held her handin both of
his for a moment, and thenpressed it
against his mouth and burst into tears.

Shelet him put his head on her breast,
withdrawing her handsothat she could
take him in her arms. She leaned back
on the sofa, slightly breathless from his

weight and from the
pressure of his head,
which was quite hard.
In spite of the discrep-
ancy in their ages, she
felt protective—almost
dispassionate—as she
held him and movedher

hand consolingly up and
down his shuddering
spine. She also regarded
him with a certain
amountof vulgar curi-
osity—she had never
seen aman weepbefore,
and was young enough
to consider it a monu-
mentin her experience.
In addition, she was un-
able to rid herself of the
notion that he wept for
what he was about to
say. Relieved of specu-
lation, she foundherself
invested, instead, with
the kind of momentary
self-possession that is
summonedupin a doc
tor’s waiting room. She
breathed, through the
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salt smell of his hair, the
steam ofthe coffee and
evenregretted that her
cup must get cold. Her
eyes, uptilted by her at-
titude, rested on the
pale-green wall oppo-
site her. She reflected
thatin love onecan only
win by cheating and
that the skill is to cheat
first. (Having coveted
neither the advantage
nor the skill, however,
she had no justification
for disputing—as she
did—the defeat that
confrontedher. )
He raised his head

and shifted his position
so that he, too, leaned
back on the sofa, al-
thoughhis shoulderstill
pressed onhers. He held
her right hand in his
own, and with his left
felt for his handkerchief
and blew his nose. He
closedhis eyes, frown-
ing, and she could see
that he was studying
how to begin. She
tightenedherclasp on his hand andsaid
kindly, almost politely, “Don’t worry.
Justtell me.”

Heopened his eyes and satup

a

little.
“How good youare,” he said.

‘This struck her as the sort of compli-

ment one pays to a child, to encourage
its behavior in the desired direction. It

comforted her notatall that her judg-
mentof him should remainthuspitiless-

ly detached—thatshe saw him, perhaps,

more clearly and with less admiration

than ever before. The insight was use-

less to her, trapped as she wasin the cir-
cumstance of love. She knew that sit-

ting there with her hands clasped about
his and her eyes on his face she repre-
sented, accurately, a spectacle of abject

appeal. In anycase, it was a habit of
hers—possibly through the fear of
loss—to appear most propitiating when
she most condemned.

“Nothing has been decided,”he said,
putting away his handkerchief with a
faint air of getting downto business. “I
can onlytell you what we feel about
it.”

Atthe word “we,” she lowered her
eyes and kept them fastened to the de-

sign of interlocking fingers in her lap.
Aware of having somehow blundered,
he hadalready lost the place in his text;
it was asking too much of her that she
should prompt him.

After a pause, he said abruptly, “I

“Gee, Captain, this soup is terri p>
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think I told you I nolonger loved my
wife.”

“Yes,” she said.
“I only said that once, didn’t I?”
“Several times,” she answered, un-

accommodatingly.
“Several times, then,” he agreed,

with a touch of impatience. “In any
case—I see now that I shouldn’t have
said that. I mean, that it wasn’t true.”

She thought that the digressions in
the minds of men were endless. How
many disguises were assumed before
theycould face themselves. How many
justifications made in order that they
might simply, please themselves. How
dangerous they werein their self-right-
eousness—infinitely more dangerous
than women, whocould neverpersuade
themselves to the same degree of the
nobility of their actions.

“Whatare you thinking about?” he

asked her.
“Men,”she said absently.
Taken aback by the plural, he

stopped to assemble his thoughts once
more, She was not being very encour-
aging, lowering her eyes and offering
him monosyllables in this way. But
there wasno reason why she should en-
courage him, and he reminded himself
of that; he was nothingif notfair.
“Why did you say it, then?” She

looked up briefly. “If it wasn’t true?”
Hesaid slowly, “I thoughtit was true 

whenI said it. I’m trying to say that I
don’t feel quite the same—I mean, not
as I did.”

She wassilent, watching her fingers
uncurling from his and the tiny white
dots on her blue dress waver with the
trembling of her knee. The words
seemed so loud that she thought their
echo could diminish onlyovera lifetime,
would go on sounding within her for-
ever: “Not as I did.” “Not as I did.”

“I would always care aboutyou,”he
wenton, now anxious to be understood,

as it were, once and for all. “But it
can’t be as it was....I’d like to think
wecan go onbeing fondof oneanother,
that you can think of me as someone
who...” He paused for a moment and
then continued, unconscious of irony,
“who showed you whatlove is.” He
withdrew his hand from her slackened
grasp and lifted her chin so that she
looked at him. “Darling,please. Please
try to understand.”

“I do understand, I do really,” she
said carnestly—almost in a tone of re-
assurance. “Tt’s only that I cannotbear
ite
He withdrew his hand and leaned

forwardwitha little sigh, his elbows on
his knees. Having been compelled to
look at him, she now could notstop do-
ing so. When he turned back to her,
he was unnervedbythatintent, expect-
ant stare. Spreading one of his palms
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DEAR MEN AND WOMEN

(In Memory or Van Wyck Brooks)

In the quiet before cockcrow whenthecricke’s
Mandolinfalters, when the light of the past
Falling from the high stars yet haunts the earth
Andthe east quickens, I think of those I love—
Dear men and womennolonger with us.

Andnotin grief or regret merely but rather
Witha love that is almost joy I think of them,
Of whom I ampart, as they of me, and through whom
Tam made more wholly one with the pain andtheglory,
Theheartbreak at the heart of things.

T havelearnedit from them atlast, who am now grown old
A happyman,that the nature of things is tragic
And meaningful beyond words, that to havelived
Evenif once only, once and no more,
Will have been—oh, how truly—worthit.

Theyears go by: March flowsinto April,
The sycamore’s delicate tracery puts on
Its tender green; April is August soon;
Autumn,and the rayingofinsect choirs,
The thud of apples in moonlit orchards;

‘Till winter bringsthe slant, windylight again
Onshining Manhattan,her towering stoneand glass;
And age deepens—oh,muchjs taken, but one
Dearerthan all remains,andlife is sweet
Still to the now enlightenedspirit.

Doors are opened that never before were opened,
New waysstand open, but quietly one door
Closes, the door to the future; thereit is written,
“Thusfar and nofarther”—there, as at Eden’s gate,
The angel with the fiery sword.

The Eden we dream of, the Edenthatlies before us,
The unattainable dream,soon lies behind.
Edenis alwaysyesterday or tomorrow,
Thereis no way now but back,back to the past—
The past has become paradise.

Andthere they dwell, those ineffable presences,
Safe beyond time, rescued from death and change.
Though all be taken, theyonly shall not be taken—
Immortal, unaging, unaltered,faithful yet
Tothat lost dream world they inhabit.

‘Truly, to me they now may come no more,
But [ to them in reverie and remembrance
Still may return, in me theystil] live on;
In methey shall have their being,till we together
Darkenin the great memory.

Dear eyes ofdelight, dear youthfultresses, foreheads
Furrowed with age, dear hands of love and care—
Lying awake at dawn, I remember them,
Witha Jove thatis almost joy I remember them:
Lost, andall mine,all mine, forever.

—Joun Hatt WuHeEELocK

upward on his knee in an apparent ap-
peal to commonsense, he met her eyes
and said, reasonably, “My dear, we
have to cometo terms with this.”

“Yes, to terms,” she said.
whose terms—isn’t that the point?”

“Don't.” Bending forward again,
he took sip of his cold coffee. “I hate
to hear youtalk like that.” He did not
know how to show her that she was
simply adding, usclessly, to an already
difficult situation, After a silence, he
asked, “Do you have anything to
drink?”

She got up and put the cups and
saucers back on the tray. “Is Scotch all
right?” She wentintothe kitchen, and
in a few moments reappeared carrying
a bottle and a glass full of ice. He saw

that her hand shookas she set the glass
on the table.

“You mustn’t exaggerate the im-
portance ofthis,” he told her.

She let him take the bottle from her
and fill the glass. “But it does seem
rather important,”she answered, apolo-

getically. She sat down again and
watched him drink, so obviously await-
ing his next pronouncementthat he took
an extra sip of whiskeyto gain time.

“Yes,” he went on. “It seems—is—

“But

 

frightful, if you like. But darling, I
meanthat you have everything aheadof
you. At your age, this isn’t a—matter
oflife and death.”

She thought that it would, in fact,
be easier to die than to get used to being
without him. (But that, perhaps, was
not a fair wayof puttingit, sinceit is
really easier to die than to do almost
anything.) Thepossibilityof taking her
own life was, however, something to
be held i reserve, like a pain-relieving
drug that can only be resorted to in
extremity. It interested her to think
that her words and actions would then
assume an authority they could never
commandso long as there remained the

  

possibility of their repetition; it seemed
hard that one should have to goto such
lengths to makeone’s point.

Tf, on the other hand—as he sug-
gested—she was merely beginning a

 

series ofsimilar experiences, she could
scarcely feel encouraged. She sensed
that she would never learn to approach
love in any way that was materially
different, or have the energy to goin
for more than a little halfhearted dis-
sembling. Uptothis, she hadleda life
sheltered not from rancor and mistrust
but from intimacy; nothing could con-
vince her that this first sharing of her
secret existence, more significant even
than theoffering of herperson, repre-
sentedless than it appeared to. Thatcir
cumstances might oblige him to with-
draw fromhershe perfectly understood;
that he actually felt himself to be less
committed appalled her. It confounded
all her assumptions to find that some-
thing so deeply attested could prove
totally unpredictable.

She remembered her uncombedhair.
Startling him, she got up quickly from
the sofa and wentinto the bedroom.
Shestoodatthe dressingtable, releasing
her hair from the knot of ribbon, and
then, with her hand on the hairbrush,
stared into the mirror. After a moment,
forgetting what she had cume for, she
sat down on the side of her unmade
bed, propped one elbow sidewise on the
pillows, and leanedher jaw on her hand.

 



 

“Tt ist so much

When he appeared in the doorway,
she made a small explanatory gesture
with the hairbrush, whichstill dangled
from her right hand, then reached
across and replaced it on the dressing
table. He leaned for a momentagainst
the doorframe, and whenhe cameinto
the room shecurled her legs up on the
crumpled shects and drewback on the
pillows, allowing him to sit at the foot
of the bed. Theypassed, in this way,
some minutes of that hot afternoon.
Both had thesensation of leaving be-
hind them, simply by changing the
scene, the antagonism in the living
room.

Atlast he reached out and took her
hand again, as though needing for a
little longer to be in touch with her. He
frowned into space, and only turned
his head when she spoke.

“Tell me,”she asked him,in a voice
that was now shaken and fatigued,
“what we are going to do.”
The handholdinghers opened briefly

and closed again. “There aren’t many
possibilities. .. . Weshallsecless of each
other. Not meetatall, perhaps.” In-
congruvusly, he added, “I will hate
that.”

After a pause she repeated, as if he
had not answered her, “Tell me what

to do.”
Helowered his troubled, abstracted

look to her head. “You could go
abroad for a while,” he said. “That
might help.”

They looked at each other. Her
hand grasped his convulsively. “Tell
me,” she insisted, almost whispering,
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the heat out there. It’s the humidity.”

. °

“something that won’tbe hard,or lone-
ly”
“Mydear,” he said. Even to him, it

wasinconceivable that her love should
notbe reciprocated. In compassion, he
kneaded her fingers for a moment with
his own. “What should I tell you?
How happy P’ve been with you? How
manythings yow’ve done for me? That,
in a way, you’ve brought me back to
life?” He let her hand goso thatshe
could lie back on the pillows, and
stretched himself exhaustedly along the
foot of the bed with one arm beneath
his head. Staring at the ceiling, he said,
“T owe you everything.”

This admission seemed to herto set
the seal on the dissolution of their love:
total indebtedness could only be ac-
knowledged where no attempt at re-
payment was contemplated. She closed
her eyes on somesustained crest of pain.
Tears of desolation moved haltingly
from the corners of her eyelids and dis-
appeared into the hair above her cars.
She was scarcely aware of shedding
these tears, drawn as they were from
weakness and the accessible surface of
grief; no such ready means of human
expression could give the real nature
of sadness.

“T think I should go home,”he said
listlessly.
“Why?”
“We're just exhausting ourselves,

like this....Let’s hope we can see
things more clearly tomorrow.”

She gave a small regretful smile, her
eyesstill shut. “T think I must hope to
see them less clearly.” She felt him sit

 

up and lowerhis feet to the floor. She
opened her eyes as he rose and came
roundthe bed to stand beside her.

“TEI leave,”he said, “you might get
somesleep.”

“Stay a minute,” she said, still with
that faint smile. She put her hand up
to the now creased edge ofhis jacket.
“[’m going to be so unhappy when you
go, and I wantto postponeit.”

Hesat downagain,on the edge of the
bed. Ineptly, he smoothed back her
hair, and then drew his finger along
the wet mark between her eye and ear.
With an air of helpless simplicity, he
said to her, “I’m sorry.”
“Mylove,” she said, in the same

hushed voice. “It hurts meso.”
“know, I know.” His fingers

passed irresolutely down her head and
begantospread out the tangled hair on
her shoulder. “I know,”hesaid again,
half to himself. “Itisn’t easy.””

Helooked at her with such bewilder-
mentthat she raised her hand andlaid
it for a moment on his shoulder be-
fore letting it fall, hopelessly, across
her body. After that she lay perfectly
still, with her eyes on his face. This
submissiveness and the slow familiar
movements of his hand only served
to emphasize the constraint of their at-
titudes, Neither of them spoke; thestill-
ness in the room was thepassionless,
critical silence of a sickroom. Helifted
her handaside and unfastenedthebelt of
her dress as gently and carefully as if
she had had a serious accident, and he
was ministering to her.

—Suirvey Hazzard



 
“Your contributions to the fund for the new wing to the High Priests’ Tabernacle have
been gratefully received. The Passion Fruit Festival was well attended, and we thank
those Virgins who gave of their time to make it a success. Keep up the good work, Virgins.
For the young marriedsthere will be a meeting at the volcano’s edge at the next full moon.”



MYOPIA
1 am walking up a pavement of hex-

agonal cement sidewalk tiles. On one
side, there are trees that grow in a strip
of dirt between the sidewalk and the
curb. Onthe otherside, thereis a black

iron fence around the yard of a Victori-
an house. The upright spikes of the

fencearespears, their fleur-de-lis points
at the level of my eyes. The sharp tips

make mylids squinch involuntarily, and
to avoid them I walk near thetrees.

Then the sidewalk tilts. I throw my

weight on the balls of my feet to hold

back, but the fence draws me nearer.

The sharp iron points pass so close that

the regular succession of their tips is re-
flected in my eyeballs. My hand raises
itself to protect myeyes, but mybalance

is gone. I amgoingto fall. Myfeetare

off the ground and I am moving in an
arc throughtheair towardthe inverted

iron hearts. The spikes flow past so near

that all I can see is their upright, black

knife blades. In terror, as the points
touch myeyes, my lids close. The fence
ends, and I fall through space to wake

with my face on the smooth sheet of the

bed I sleep in.

] ularly in my early adolescence.
Then, one night when I wasthir-

teen or fourteen, I opened a door and

saw something that I believe must have

been the most upsetting sight possible.

It did not consciously upset me at the

time. Some shutter in mybrain closed
before I closed the door. I turned and

wentback downthehall I had come up,
as though I hadseen nothing. Mymind,
by someprocess I do not understand,

swallowed whole, without awareness,
what myeyes had seen. Nevertheless, it

swallowed it. I can remember now what

T saw. I do not know whenthesight
returned or whatcalled it back. [ know

onlythatatthe timeit vanished,leaving
no result that I was conscious of, and

that after a long period, when events
had separated me from it, the memory
cameback.

Upuntil the night I opened the door,

remembered mydreams. Soon after, I
ceased to recall them. I still dreamed,

but my waking consciousness concealed
from itself what sleep revealed. If the

recurrent nightmare of the iron fence

awoke me, I recognizedit. Butif any
other nightmare broke mysleep, I for-

got whatit was about by morning. And
ofall the other dreams I had during the

night I remembered nothing.
Solong as mydreamshadstayed in

my consciousness, they had notinter-
ested me.After they vanished,I longed

HADthis recurringnightmarereg-

to know what I was concealing from
myself, andI listened withgreatinterest
to the dreamsof others. One morning,
my motherrelated, to her horror and
mydelight, her dream ofthe night be-
fore that she had cooked me and my
brotherin a large frying pan and eaten
us. Did I dream such things? Another
time,she told how,after she had gone
to sleep, she had found herself at the
edge of the sea. In frontof her, a nar-
rowplank,nowider thana boardin the
living-room floor, stretched straight to
the horizon. Thevoice of the Devil told
her that she had to walk the plank all
the way across the ocean or she would
be his, and as she started to walk she

could see endlesslittle blue fiends laugh-
ing and grabbing up at her from the
sparkling water on either side.

Shortly after I ceased to remember
my dreams, I becamenearsighted. My
self-protecting unawareness apparatus
wasso efficient that I myself did not dis-
cover myinability to see; it had to be
pointed out to me. In mathematicsclass,
mylast year of junior high school, I was
unable to read the equationsto be copied
down from the blackboard, but I as-
sumed that the hardness of the chalk
andthe smallness of the
teacher’s handwriting,
not my cyesight, was

the trouble. Ourseats in
class were arranged by
our grades, from the
front rowto the back,

and I was always near
the back. One day I
asked to be allowed to
sit at a front desk when
there was work to
be copied. The teacher
gave me permission,but
he told me that if I
could not seefrom my
regular seat I should
go to an eye doctor,
I must be nearsight-
ed. I told this to my
mother. A visit to an oculist was ar-

ranged. The next week, I put on
glasses.

Mypsyche and bodydid not allow
themselves to be fooled so easily. They
had moretricks up their sleeve in the

effort they had begun towardblindness.
Withupsettingrapidity, myeyes adjust-
ed themselves. Inside of a year, they
saw no morethroughthe concavelenses
than they had seen without them, and
myglasses had to be made stronger.
My mind, too, set to work to shut out
myimmediate surroundings. I began to
read. I do not mean that I read more 
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than before. Until then, I had never
read a bookforpleasure. That year, my
mother went to work at an office job
in the daytime, and mybrother and
I hadfallen out. I belonged to no one,
and tried to give myself to reading.
Myeyes pored over printed pages as
continually as though reading were a
partof their effort to shut outthevisible
world. The booksthat I liked I started
over again as soon as I finished them.
They were often beyond my compre-
hension, but my wanting more from
them made mecapable of giving more
of myself to them. I read from the time
I came home from school until supper,
and from supper until I went to bed.
‘The afternoon hours passed as though
none of the events that took place dur-
ing them existed. When Mother came
home from her job and began to cook
supper, I was impatientif she called me
away from my book. Reading, I saw
nothing that went on around me. It was
the same as when I slept, and one min-
ute it was night and the next minute
morning. But what I read did not dis-
appear the way my dreamsdid. Also,
in retrospect, I seemed to know what
had gone on around me while I read,
and to know it moreclearly than if I
had observedit. It was as though some-

one had written that
down and I had read
it, too. From not look-
ing, I beganto see.

T one time, my
mother’s family

had money.It vanished
when I was twelve
years old. Until then
we had lived in the
homeplace, which had
beenbuilt byher father.
During that earlier pe-
riod, my mother had
long hair, andafter she
had washed and dried
it she used to lie down
on the leather couch
in theliving room and

allow me to brush it for her. I loved

to look at her. Her beauty was the
one unquestioned fact of mychildhood,
and to me her possession of it was com-
pletelyfulfilled as she rested her head
on the upward-curving end of the
couch, with her hair hanging over
the edge, rising and falling beneath the
movementof the brush.
My mother seldom went out. The

people she dressed up for were her
brothers andsisters and their wives and
husbands, and the women who came
to the house to play bridge. She also
dressed up whenshe, mybrother, and I



 

   

 

“Oh! What a disgraceful position for a Harvard man to be in!”

wentdriving on Sunday afternoonswith
a man whohad been friend of hers
before her marriage and had begun
to see her again after she divorced my
father. But her dressing up for these
drives seemed more of a convention,

more a part of Sunday and less con-
nected with people, than it did on the
days when the women cameto the house
for their bridge games. She played her
part of motherso well thatit filled the
picture for me. I never thought that any
section of the picture was missing,or that
there wasany otherpartfor herto play.
Now, however, I began to realize that

there was some of mylife that I could
not share with her, and I saw how small
and oddlyshapeda bit of humanity our
family was. Vaguely, I realized that I
had been awareof only a fragment of
my mother’s possible existence and that
she herself was fulfilling only a frag-
mentofit; she was not just my mother
but a womanlike other women.

In the evenings when she wasfixing
supper and I wasporing over mybooks,
I saw her with a new awareness, as
though she were somcone I had never
seen before, or as though I were a per-
son other than myself. The beauty that
Thad taken for granted from mychild-
hood wasthere. But, despite my near-
sightedness andthe bookin front of my
nose, I recognized the “double chin”
and “middle-age spread” so often re-
ferred to in her conversations with my
aunts. I sawthe enlarged pores on her
cheeks where the makeup was never

fully removed, and the briefly exposed
heaviness of her thighs when she sat on
the edge of the bed and removed her
stockings. Her clothes, I realized, were
the clothes that women choose out of
a desire for each other’s approval, not
those they wear to enhance a beauty
necessary to someone wholoves them.
Her looks were changing, day by day,
yearby year, andit seemed to methat
the life we were living, and not merely
the passageoftime, was the causeofthe
change. I felt an urgent sense of loss.
Suddenly I wished with all my heart
that she would remarry.
My nearsightedness made me see

otherthings. Thefirst daythat I put on
glasses, every object became simultane-
ously cleérer and farther away. The
distance from my head to myfeet in-
creased so much that I walked awk-
wardly, like someoneon stilts. Never-
theless, down on the sidewalk, beside

mysharply focussed shoes, I discovered
cracks that I had not seen before. At
school, I caught sight of moles on the
necks and chins of my classmates, all
the wayacross the room from me. And
in the movies I noticed that the nose of
myfavorite actress moved up and down
like a rabbit’s nose when shetalked. In
time, I probably would have become
accustomed to these details and have
Jost interest in them, but my eyes adjust-
ed themselves to my glasses so rapidly
that the details began to disappear while
I wasstill unused to them. Asthey fad-
ed, I madeaneffort to keep them in
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focus. WhenI raised my eyes from the
pages of my book or from my desk at
school, whereI usually lay my cheek an
inch or two from the sheet of paper I
was writing or drawing on,it was with
aninterest in particulars that I had not
possessed before. I no longer took ap-
pearancesfor granted.

I beganto look objectively at other
members of my mother’s family, too.
Nowthatthe family had lost its money
and the homeplace had been sold and
torn down, Mother did not see her
brothers and sisters as constantly as in
the past. But the familystill met fre-
quently, usually for Sunday-night sup-
per, andon thesevisits to the houses and
apartments of myvarious aunts and
uncles I saw that none of themfelt at
ease in any house except his own, just
as I had notfelt at ease when we used
to go to their houses from the home-
place. Then I had seen only that their
lives differed from thelife that waslived
in the house where they had all been
brought up. Now I saw that their lives
also differed from and resembled each
other’s, and, presumably, the lives of
other people elsewhere. They could be
recognized and judged not only by how
they deviated from that one no longer
existing norm but objectively, in them-
selves. They were notjust myrelatives,
they were a small numberof the human
beings who make up the world.

Like Moliére’s M. Jourdain, who dis-
covered thatall his life, without know-
ing it, he had been speaking prose, I
discovered that all my life, without
knowing it, I had beenliving among
people.

As we went to the housés of these
aunts and uncles for Sunday-night sup-
per, I also began to see more of mycous-
ins. There were five girls and seven boys
among myfirst cousins, and many more
once and twice removed. I did not be-
come intimate with them, but I saw
their rooms, their schoolbooks, their
yards, and met someoftheir friends.
‘Thecousin [ liked most wasa girl, sev-
eral years older than I was. Evenbefore
wehadleft the homeplace, she had come

face to face with the things I was hav-
ing myfirst objective glimpses of, and I
had sometimesscen her there crying and
talking to my motherabouther troubles
at home. Herfeatures weredelicate and

sensitive, and I thought of delicacy and
sensitivity as beautiful. But exactly these
traits were now plucking outher beauty,
the way she plucked out her eyebrows.
She wore her hair combed straight back
from her forehead, leaving her face
bare. Her expression was at the same
time a confession and a defiance, and
in her eyes I could see reflections of the
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disapproval and frustration that were
enclosing her onall sides, From the
conversations of myaunts, I knew that
she was “wild,”that when she was “like
that”—meaning that she drank—her
mother “couldn’t do a thing with her.”
Herfeatures wereas delicate as ever, but
they had becomeset, like a mask, from
behind which the lost face of happiness
looked wildly out of the small openings
of her eyes. Her glance movedtoo quick-
ly in its search for approval or disap-
proval. Her pleasure in being agreed
with was too open. And sometimes I
was embarrassed bythe intensity of her
friendliness.

OneSundaynight, as she wastelling
me how muchsheliked me and how she
used to fight with another of mygirl
cousins for the privilege of taking care
of me when I wasa habv,I realized
that what I saw in herface was the per-
manent change from happiness to un-
happiness. I had seen the temporary
change often—in my mother, in my
brother, in myself, in everyone. But I
had never before been aware of the pro-
found andvisible difference that results
whenthebelief in happiness gives wayto
therealization that happiness is no long-
ex possible.

‘To counteract the loss I saw in my
cousin’s face that night, I searched the
features of myaunts and uncles for some
signof the gain that would takeits place.
But what [ sawdid not make me feel
that the loss was justified. I was like a

child whois ignorant of warjudging re-
turning soldiers. What they had fought
for meant nothing to me—only the
marks their losses had imposed upon
them. My uncles no doubt had striven
against conformity, but theysat motion-
less in their chairs, as if they had been
placed there by someoneelse. The ex-
pression in their eyes was that of hus-
bands who are powerless to speak of
whatinterests them, except whenit hap-

pens to coincide with the interests of
their sisters and wives, or whenthey es-
cape. Their belts curved comfortably
around their heavywaists. They looked
trapped—creatures whose basic desires
had been anticipated andsatisfied before
they could pursue them, and who had
become aware, toolate, that other de-
sires had gradually been substituted for
their own.
And what of my mother and aunts,

who seemed to control the situation?
While their brothers and husbands sat
and waited, they moved rapidly about
the house, chattering and preparing sup-
per. In their small figures, dressed and
aproned for Sunday,andin their practi-
cal movements, there was nothing unfa-
miliar or impersonal. They seemed

   

somehow smaller, as thoughafter the
loss of the homeplace they had shrunk
to the dimensions of the bungalows
and apartments theylived in, and had
also, by a concentration of energy,
drawn downthesize of the world. Their
eyes accepted what was around them,

taking it in without subjecting it to in-
terpretation, but also without admitting
the existence of anything farther away.

At supper, the women helped the
men’splates, putting another heaping
spoonful on each after they had been
told that it was enough.

Weateat the dining-room table, with

acrochetedtablecloth and Sundaydishes.
Midway in the meal, the conversation
touched on Mother’s friend, who had
taken us for a drive that afternoon. He
had beenasked to supper but had been
unable to come.

Suddenly, one of my uncles turned
his face ty me andsaid, “Tell me, Don-
ald, how’d you like to have a new
papa?”

I was watching and listening. I
longed to hear a discussion of this sub-
ject, which I would never have brought
up. But wearing glasses, instead of mak-
ing me feel conspicuous, made me feel
that I wasinvisible, and a question di-
rected to me cameas a surprise.

“T wouldn’t mind.”
Noone believed me. I had blushed

as though I were lying. And,besides,
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what [ had said was not their idea of
whatchildren feel about their parents’
marrying again. Motherwassitting next
tome. From mylowered eyes I could
see two small white scars on her neck
just below the hairline, where she had
had two moles removedafter her hair
was bobbed. She did not for a moment
think that I wassincere. While she was
assuring methat I need not worry,that
she had no intention of marrying any-
one,the cousin I liked, who was watch-
ing me, said, “I think Donald means
whathe says. I really think hedoes.”

Mother and myaunts were wearing
their good shoes that evening. They
slipped them off while they ate, and
after supper, when they forced their
feet back into the tight, conventional
shapes, their expressions were like the
expression I hadseenearlier in my cous-
in’s eyes. I was not capable of think-
ingthattheir viewof life was not large
enough to contain it, and that bycling-
ing to what was familiar to them in a
world that had changed so much since
they were young they were trying to
distort and squeezelife into a conception
that fitted it no better than their shoes
fitted their feet. Yet they accepted their
clothes as they accepted their morality,
out of a sense of conformity rather than
out of a sense of beauty or fitness. And
later, when they took off their shoes in
theliving roomtotry each other’s on,

 “Stop the presses!”
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AS | WAS GOING TO SAINT IVES

As I was going to Saint Ives
In stormy, windy, sunny weather,
I met a man with seven wives
(The herons stand on the swift water).

Onedrinks her beer out of his can
In stormy, windy, and bright weather,
And who laughs more, she or her man?
(The heronsstand still on the water.)

One knowsthe room his candlelit,
In stormy, lightning, cloudburst weather,
‘That glowsagain at the thoughtofit
(Two heronsstill the swift water).

His jealous, wild-tongued, Wednesday’s wife—
In dreepy, wintry, wind-lashed weather
—What’s better than that rantingstrife?
(Twoheronsstill the roaring water.)

There’s one whose mind’s so like his mind
In streaming wind or balmy weather,
Alll joy, all wisdom seem one kind.
(The herons stand in the swift water.)

And one whose secret mazes he
In moon-swept, in torrential weather
Ransacks, and cannotfind the key
(Two herons stand in the white water).

He’ll think of none save one’sslim thighs,
Tnheat and sleet and windy weather,
Till death has plucked his dreaming eyes
(Twoherons guard the streaming water).

And when to Saint Ives then I came
In fairest, rainiest, windiest weather,
Theycalled his shadow by my name.
(Theheronsstand in the quick water.)

And the one whose love movesal] he’s done,
In windy, warm, and wintry weather,
—Whatcanheleave but speaks thereon?
(Twoheronsstill the swift water.)

was impressed by the shapes of their
fect, narrowed into hard and bunioned
grotesques.

O doubtI did not reason my fam-
ily’s morality out of their ap-

pearances so muchas I lent to their
appearances whatI felt about their lives.
Nevertheless, at the same time, an opti-
mistic excitement welled up inside me. I
saw more andI felt more. But myfeel-
ing ofpossibility was not the result of my
discovering otherpeople and other ways.
And mynew sensationsdid not lead to
newbeliefs, but crowded inside me and
made a jumble of the emotions and be-
liefs already there, the way the last of
my permanent teeth, now comingin,

crowded and madea jumble of myoth-
er teeth, previouslystraight.

In the absenceof people, I sometimes
shared myexcitement with objects. I
used to sit and stare for long periods at
the cover of Story magazine,so directly
and unquestionably plain, with its
straight black lines of sans-serif type on
dull orange paper, listing the titles and
authors of the stories and nothing else.
From mybeinginterestedin this maga-
zine andfinding in it the namesof au-
thors whose books I took out of the
library, myreading had begun. I had
never read anyof the classics most chil-
dren read; I hop-skip-jumped straight
from the stories to the avant-garde nov-
els mentioned in the advertisements.
Since I knew noone whoread the books
I did, the cover—so different from the

—Dantet G. Horrman

illustrated covers of most magazines,
and even from the typographical covers
of the Atlantic and Harper’s—was, in
a way, the friend with whom I shared
literature, and I used to sit and stare
at it, trying to penetrate its character.
Just lookingat it strengthened myfeel-
ing that the world was more wonderful
than the people around meunderstood,
andthattheydid notask nearly enough
otlife.

While this feeling was growing, an-
other important changewastaking place
beneathit. I was becoming accustomed
to seeing things habitually in a way dif-
ferent from the people around me. By
concealing from consciousness what I
had seenthat night, mypsyche had made
it unnecessary for me to judgebyothers’
moral standards when I had nostand-
ards of my own. Nowthe disparity be-
tween my observations and those of
other people slowly forced me to form
judgments. I lookedat everything with

 

openlycurious and accepting eyes, and
when my conclusions conflicted with
other people’s, I did not know how to
dismiss my own. It upset meif I found
myself at odds with my mother. Never-
theless, it seemed to me that thelife
around me was being madeuglybycir-
cumstances whenit did not need to be,
and that she and her family, out of an
ununderstandable idea of security and
morality, were aiding thedistorting cir-
cumstances. It was as thoughthey all
had heard the Devilsay “walk a narrow
plank straight across the ocean or you
will be mine,” and all of them, by ac-
cepting the challenge, were unwittingly
on the Devil’s side. They madethe at-
tempt, theyfailed, and they condemned
each other’s failure. Whereas, I felt
that the wrong wasto accept the chal-
lenge, and condemnedthe attempt.

This changeofattitude tookplace in
meso naturally that I was not aware of
what was happening. I knewthatI dis-
agreed with the people around me, and
that the disagreement was not a matter
of generation, for my brother agreed
with them, sometimes vehemently. He
became as concerned with security and
morality as my mother, whereassecurity
seemed to me to be the limiting of
possibility, and a morality based on se-
curity to be immoral. In a shorttime,
without outward change, I became a
differentperson and—for practical pur-
poses, according to the standards of the
people around me—totally amoral.

I begantofeel guilty. I could notsee



whyI was wrong, but
I could no more feel
right than I could in
R.O.T.C. class at
school when TI was the
only one in the platoon
out ofstep. I needed to
deny either myself or
the people I loved, and
Thad not the cowardice
to do the one or the
courageto do the other.
My nearsightedness had
taught meto look with
artificial sharpness at
the things around me,
but the self-protecting
unawareness on which
it was based did not al-
low mysharp-sighted-
ness to come close to
myself. Neither did it
allow me to be aware
that I was unaware.
The weakness of my
vision seemed to affect
only what wasat a dis-
tance. My glasses were
made stronger at the
endofthefirst year and
again at the end of the
second. Thelenses re-
mained thin, not nearly
strong enoughto be dis-
torting, and I wore rim-
less frames with wire-
thin metal temples that my mothertold
me were not noticeable. Nevertheless, I
took them off when I looked in the mir-
ror. Mysense of being at odds with the
people around mehad created, beneath
my other feclings, a dissatisfaction with
myself as pervasive as my unawareness,
and I could notdismissmyapprehensions.

I did not sleep well at night. The
backs of my knees jumped with “grow-
ingpains,”and it must have been during
this time, while I was unaware of them,
that my dreams took on the monoto-
nous, semi-frustrated quality of every-
day events that was to characterize
themlater and to keep meinterested in
the more violent dreams of others. My
unknown nightmaresprobably reta’ned
the visual quality they had hadearlier.
Nearly ten years would pass before I
would wake up having dreamedthe sen-
tence “Moresins are committed in the
nameof righteousness than in the gar-
den.” A short while after the time [am
writing about, however, I began to
awake remembering a new recurring
dream that throws some light on my
protective self-deception. I wasin the
old family homeplace. Because there
were guests, I was sent from my usual
bedroom, at the back of the house, on

the ground floor, to sleep in a room at
the end of the upstairs hall. In reality
this room had been empty, but in my
dream a blond bed from another room
onthe second floor, used by mycousin
Carl, was there. From the far corner
of the room,steps wentupinto theattic,
wherethe ghost Bloodyboneslived, and
I was afraid to go near the roomafter
dark. Tt waslit by a dim, newspaper-
shielded lamp when arrived. In the
bed an unrecognizable form lay, covered
head andall by the bedclothes. Hasten-
ing with fear and cold, I undressed and
slipped beneath the covers, joining my
body to the shape there, in warm and
sensual oblivion. Then I awoke.

COULDwrite now, as I came to
remember it years later, what I

saw that night I walked up the hall and

opened the door. But not only was that
scene not a part of mytife at the time,
buta simple description of it would give
a misleading impression.

Certain events, like certain words,
take on a false emphasis when written
down. They convey, from conventions
of time and place, meanings they
do not have, and fall into categories, as
misleading as they are convenient, that 

“Well, here we go again. Another discussion about the meaningof ‘as is.”

permit us to discuss events too upsetting
to examineindividually.
The moment arrives in autobiog-

raphy when you ask yourself at what
point you must start concealing in or-
der to reveal, at what point you must
startlying in ordertotell the truth. The
answerprobablyis: at the samepoint at
which youbecameblind in order to see

and ignorantin order to know.
Also,it is possible that what I remem-

ber as having seen that night was not
merely forgotten during the timeit dis-
appeared but was transformed in some
way so that, despite its seeming unac-
ceptableness, it becameacceptable. T can
only trust my instinct of what is true
and of whatto say. WhatI saw is best
said by what I have written here. After
all, myglasses are bought from other
people. They are made, like the cate-
gories of language, to serve a general
need. But myblindnessis my own.

—Downatp WinpHam

A Fair, like Caesar’s wife, must beall
things to all men.—Robert Moses speak-
ing at the dedicationof the Press Building,
Flushing Meadow.

That’s Plutarch, as told to Paul the
Apostle.
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A REPORTER AT LARGE
AN EDUCATION IN GEORGIA~1

yY May17, 1954, whenthe United
States Supreme Court declared
racial segregationin public educa-

tion unconstitutional, most Southern
states had already desegregated their
state universities, some voluntarily and
some under a prophetic series of Supreme
Courtrulings on the practical inequality
of “separate but equal”
education. After the
1954 decision, some of
the states had to pretend
that the Negroes attend-
ingtheir universities with
whites did notexist; oth-
erwise, a gooddealof the
oratory of the late fifties
would have been impossi-
ble. In 1957, for in-
stance, when Governor
Orval Faubus, of Ar-
kansas, decided that the
enrollment of a dozen
Negro students in Cen-
tral High Schoolin Little
Rock would result, as
surely as election tollows

for two or three weeks, their names, in
somecases, fading so quickly from the
newsthat many people now findit hard
to keep themstraight: Autherine Lucy,
at the University of Alabama; Char-
layne Hunter and Hamilton Holmes,at
the University of Georgia; James H.
Meredith, at the University of Missis-

plaintiffs, an Atlanta Negro named
Donald Hollowell, the University of
Georgia case was “the case that turned
the state around and allowed them to
start, or at least to see, what was in the

other direction.” Few would disagree
with his belief that the enrollment of
Charlayne and Hamilton in the univer-

sity was the turning
point for Georgia, be-
ing accomplished in a
way and at a timethat
made it inevitable (a
word formerly scorned
and now almost popu-
lar in Georgia ) that the
state would move for-
ward rather than back-
ward. Thewalk outof
the Deep South men-
tality has been acceler-
ated a good deal since
then bya federal-court
ruling against the
County Unit System,
which formerly made
Georgia the only state

 

the Democratic nomina-

tion, in a breakdown of
public order,the Univer-
sity of Arkansas hadbeen
integrated for nineyears. Jimmie Davis
promised the voters of Louisiana in 1959
that he would go tojail before allowing
a Negroto attend classes with whites,
and waselected governor on thatplat-
form, in a state whose university had
been integrated for eight years. And a
year later, when the Louisianalegisla-
ture passed a wholestring ofbizarrebills
designed to prevent even thetoken inte-
gration of the New Orleans public
schools, four hundred and twenty-five
Negroes were attending the New Or-
leans branch of Louisiana State Uni-
versity.

In thestates of the Deep South where
no Negroes attended white universities
before 1954,the first assault on segrega-
tion camein higher education, and came
after the battle lines were drawn, with
the result thatit was considered as much
ofa threatto the system as if it had come
inthe grade schools or the high schools.
The Negro students involved had none
of the anonymity of those whohad inte-
grated the universities of Arkansas,
Louisiana, Virginia, North Carolina,
and Tennessee, nor were they blurred
by inclusion in a group, like the teen-
agers in Little Rock or the four first-
graders in New Orleans. Oneafter
another, they became famous, but only 

sippi; Harvey Gantt, at Clemson Col-
lege, in South Carolina. Student Heroes
of a strange new kind, they were famed
for no achievementsin athletics or schol-
arship but merely for showing up toat-
tend classes. Their presence wasthetest
of the desegregation order, whether the
test resulted in successful defiance, as in
Alabama, where Autherine Lucy was
expelled after three days for accusing
the university administration of complic-
ity in the riots that accompanied her ar-
rival, or in peaceful compliance, as in
South Carolina, wherethe state author-
ities decided in advancethat upon Har-
vey Gantt’s admission to Clemson order
would be self-consciously maintained.
Nowhere wasthe test more decisive than
in Georgia, where Charlayne Hunter
and Hamilton Holmes, two Negroes
from Atlanta, entered the state univer-

sity, in Athens, in January of 1961.
During their first week at the univer-
sity—which beganin relative calm, was
climaxed by their both being suspended
“for their ownsafety” after a riot, and
ended with their both returning to the
campus, under a new court order—
Georgia abandoned its policy of all-
out resistance and accepted desegre-
gated education.

According to the lawyer for the

toelect not onlyits leg-
islature but its gover-
nors, senators, and con-

gressmen by a voting
systemdesignedto favorthe ruralvoter,
and the atmosphere in Georgia now is
far different from what it was when
Charlayne and Hamilton showed up in
Athenson a cold Monday morning two
and a half years ago. Amongthe Stu-
dent Heroes, Charlayne and Hamilton
haveanotherdistinction, too. Theyare
the first to have completed their educa-
tion, or at least their undergraduate
education. Since both entered the Uni-
versity of Georgia after completing the
first half of their sophomore year else-
where—Hamilton had gone to More-
house, a private Negro men’s college in
Atlanta, and Charlayne to Wayne Uni-
versity, in Detroit, during the year and
a half it took them to get into Georgia
after first applying for admission—they
graduated this June, both in good stand-
ing and Hamilton as a Phi Beta Kappa.
Asa reporter then based in Atlanta, I
had covered both the week-long trial
that resulted in their admission and the
events that followed their arrival on
campus in 1961, and this spring, ten
weeks before Charlayne and Hamilton
graduated, I returned to Georgia from
New York, where I had been living,
to see howintegration had worked out at
the University of Georgia—whether or
not the Student Heroes had ever be-



comesimply students. And because this
question involved not only the univer-
sity’s attitude toward them but their
attitude toward the university, I be-
gan by trying to find out how these
two young people had happened to be-
come Student Heroesin the first place.
Both had always been considered per-
fectly cast for the role. Good-looking
and well dressed, they seemed to be
light-complexioned Negro versions of
ideal college students—models for an
autumn Coca-Cola ad in a Negro mag-
azine. Both had attended Turner High

School in Atlanta, and Charlayne, a
slim, attractive girl with striking hazel
eyes, had edited the school paper, had
been crowned Miss Turner, and had
finished third in her graduating class.
Thevaledictorian that year was Hamil-
ton, who had been president of the
senior class and,as a promisingly shifty
halfback, co-captain of the football
team, Since Charlayne and Hamilton
had been such unlikely
targets for abuse from
thestart, and had even-
tually been joined at
theuniversity byseveral
other Negro under-
graduates, thesituation,
looked at from a dis-
tance, seemed rather
heartening. Noneof the
stories from Georgia
aboutschoolintegration
had mentioned any vio-
lence done to the pio-
neers. They had dealt
instead with the peace-
ful integration of public
schools in Atlanta and
the admission of Ne-
groes to Georgia Tech
in September of 1961
without even the pres-
sure of a court case.
The atmosphere was
such that Emory Uni-
versity, a private school
in Atlanta, had been
able to desegregate its
nursing school volun-
tarily and wasplanning
the integration of its
medical school, having
already chosen Hamil-
ton Holmesasits first
Negro medical student.
But I knew from occa-
sional communications
T had had from Char-
layne and Hamilton
since they entered the

university that the gen-

eral progress of the
State of Georgia of

ten did not seem closely related to the
day-to-day problems facing the first
Negroes at the University of Georgia. I
was reminded of this again by Char-
layne’sreplyto a letter T wrote her an-
nouncing myplansto revisit the cam-
pus. “Well, this is Brotherhood Week
in Athens,” she concluded, with char-
acteristic irony, “and T’m going out
to stand on thestreet corner and wait
for an invitation to lunch,”

A878 called the Dogwood City
on the city-limits signs, claims to

have the most beautiful spring in Amer-
ica, and on myfirst day there the claim
seemed justified. Tt was a warm March
day, and in the heavily wooded residen-
tial sections the white dogwood blossoms
were already coming out. Downtown,
I saw anotherrite of spring. Some N.
gro students—tike all students, Negro
students are always more likely to pro-
test in the spring—were picketing the
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Henry Grady Hotel, on Peachtree
Street. The pickets, who also included
two or three white students, were pro-
testing the white-onlypolicy maintained
by the Henry Gradyand most other At
lanta hotels. One sign read, “No Room
at This Inn.” Another, more to the
pointin a city thatprides itself on being
concernedchiefly with commercial com-
petition, read, “Dallas, Houston, and
Miami—WhyNot Atlanta?” Toany-
one whohadlived in Atlanta in recent
years, it was a familiar sight. The stu-
dents, solemn and neatly dressed, were
walking slowlyup and down Peachtree,
carefulto stay the correctdistance apart.
Twoor three Atlanta policemen, who
had been assigned to make certain that
the incident could be reported as having
resulted in “no incidents,” stood in the

shade of the hotel, but few of the pass-
ing shoppers gave thepickets a glance. I
had watchedthe students picket depart-
mentstores and movie theatres in At-

    “That sign needs a little rewording.”
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ianta two years before, and it occurred
to me that they wouldhavelittle left
to picket after the restaurants and ho-
tels were desegregated—a move that
seemed inevitable. (The word had al-
ways had some currency in Atlanta,
even whenit wasnotused intherest of
the state.) The hotelkeepers were al-
ready underpressure from businessmen,
the editors of the newspapers, and mem-
bers of the city administration, all of
whom kept pointing out that hotel seg-
regation might be costing Atlanta mil-
lions every year in convention business,
plus a possible World’s Fair. The pro-
gressive Atlanta Constitution, which
had only urged reasonable negotiations
during previous demonstrations, had
just come outflatly for desegregation of
the hotels. Race relations in Atlanta, it
seemedto me during mystaythere, had
taken on a faintly Northern flavor, with
a lot of talk about brotherhood and the
fine relations between the races, and
greatsatisfaction at having schools that
weretechnically integrated but did not
actually have many Negroes in classes
with whites. The last race story I had
read about Atlanta was on an essen-
tially Northern topic—housing. The
story, which concerned the erection of
wooden barricades by the city across
twostreets between a Negro neighbor-
hood and a white neighborhood that
felt itself threatened byinfiltration, even
had a Northern ending. A judgeof the
state superior court—not a federal
judge—ruled that the roadblocks were
obviously racial barriers and were
therefore unconstitutional, and he or-
dered the blemishes on Atlanta’s image
removed, whereupon the white home-
owners, announcingthat they had noth-

ing against Negroes, decided to move
out of the neighborhood as a group.

‘The Atlanta Negro community has
traditionally been led by the wealthy
businessmen who run the insurance
companies, banks, and real-estate of-
fices on Auburn Avenue, and bythe
presidents of the six private Negro col-
leges that make up Atlanta University
Center, andit has long had a consider-
able middle class, whose level of pros-
perity and educationis the highest in the
Negro South. Negroes have registered
freely since 1944, when the white pri-
mary wasdeclared unconstitutional, and
in the last two mayoral elections in
Atlanta the candidate who waselected
did not have a white majority. But even
thoughAtlanta wasa relatively enlight-
ened city—“too busy to hate,” a former
mayor used to say—it had achieved lit-
tle integration by the late fifties. The
traditional leaders of the Negro com-
munity, usually called the Old Leader-

ship, seemed to have settled into the
belief that the white businessmen, al-
wayscalled the PowerStructure, would
take care of everything in time if the
boat remained unrocked and the voting
coalition remained unbroken. “Atlanta
was comparingitself to Mississippi and
saying how enlightened it was,” says
Whitney Young, Jr., the executive di-
rector of the National Urban League
and a former deanof the Atlanta Uni-
versity Schoolof Social Work. “Nothing
was really integrated, not even the li-
brary or the buses, but the people were
beginning to believe their own press
clippings—even the Negroes.” Early in
1958, to makea studyof just what had
been done in Atlanta toward equality
for the one out of every three citizens
who was a Negro, Young and several
other Negroes, most of whom werein
their forties and most of whom had their
headquarters on Hunter Street, in the
newer Negro district, rather than on
Auburn Avenue, started an informal
groupcalled the Atlanta Committee for
Coéperative Action, or A.C.C.A. The
editor ofthe study, which waspublished
eight months later underthe title “A
Second Look,” was Carl Holman, who
was then an English professor at At-
Janta University Center’s Clark Col-
lege, and is now the public-information

officer for the Civil Rights Commission
in Washington. From 1960 to 1962,
Holman wasalso editor of the Atlanta
Inquirer, a lively weekly founded dur-
ing the Atlantasit-ins by him and some
other Negroes who were fed up with
the cautious policies of Atlanta’s Ne-
gro daily newspaper. By the time “A
Second Look” was published, it had
the backing and financialassistance of
the Old Leadership, and it immedi-
ately became a guide to the action
that was needed. The younger men,
working throughexisting organizations
whenever that was possible and form-
ing new ones when it wasn’t,initiated
the action, pulling the Old Leadership
behind them—thepattern that integra-
tion activities in Atlanta have followed
ever since. The manfrom the A.C.C.A.
group who was most concerned with
school integration was
Jesse Hill, Jr., the ener-
getic young chief actuary
of the Atlanta Life Insur-
ance Company, which is
the second-largest life-in-
surance company in Geor-
gia and one of Auburn
Avenue’s most solid insti-
tutions. In 1957, Hill, who
was a memberof the edu-
cation committee of the
local chapter of the Na-
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tional Association for the Advancement
of Colored People, had enlisted the help
of twoor three other Negro leaders in
an attempt to desegregate the Georgia
State College of Business Administra
tion, in Atlanta. Georgia State had the
advantagesofbeinga city college with
no dormitories, which obviated travel
and rooming problems, and of having
nightsessions. “In those days,” Hill told
me whenI visited him in Atlanta, “peo-
ple hesitated to send a seventeen-year-
old kid into that hostility, and we were
working mainlyto get older people to
try for the night schol. Frankly, we
did some real campaigning. Wetried to
enlist some of the people in our own
office, for instance. We got three girls
to apply, and we wonour courtcase, al-
thoughthe judge didn’t orderthe plain-
tiffs admitted. By that time, the state
hadinvestigated the girls who wereap-
plying and foundsome illegitimate births
and that kind of thing with two, and
so they could have been turned down
on so-called moral grounds. Also, the
state passed a law that said nobody over
twenty-one could start as an under-
graduate in a Georgia college, which
eliminated the third girl and, of course,
ended any chance of having older peo-
ple apply for Georgia State.”

In 1958, working quietly (in anti-in-
tegration lawspassed after the 1954 de-
cision, Georgia strengthened its laws
against barratry,or incitementoflitiga-
tion ), Hill and some ofthe other young-
er men compiled a list of outstanding
seniorsin the city’s Negro high schools
andbeganto approach those whose aca~
demic records were so good thata college
would haveto find other reasonsfor re--
jecting them.Hill talked to about a doz-
en students, some of whom agreed to
consider Georgia State and some of
whomwere more interested in the Uni-
versity of Georgia or Georgia Tech or
the state medical college at Augusta.
Ultimately,either because something in
their backgrounds made them vulner-
able to one kind of attack or another,
or because of a final unwillingness to
go through with it, none of these actu-
ally applied. Then, in June of 1959,
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Hill found Charlayne and Hamilton.
“Ordinarily, this is a selling job,”

Hill told me. “You have to go seck
out and work with these people and
do quite a bit of selling. That’s how
it’s been with the other kids at Georgia
and those at Tech and all. But not
Hamilton and Charlayne. They had an
almost normal desire to go to the Uni-
versity of Georgia—as normal as you
could expect from a Negro in a segre-
gated community. They both knew
something about the school; Hamilton
had followed the football team, and
Charlayne knew all about the journal-
ism school. They were almost like two
kids from Northside.” Northside is a
formerlyall-white highschool in Atlan-
ta’s best residential district, andit maybe
a sign of progress that one of the Negro
freshmen at Georgia Tech last year
actually was from Northside, having en-
tered it as one of the nine Negroseniors
whointegrated Atlanta high schools in
1961. “Hamilton Holmes was on the
list,” Hill wenton. “But I really didn’t
have to recruit those kids; they almost
recruited me. They knew just what
they wanted. I took them over to
Georgia State. We were after a break-
through, and we had a good chance
there. The judge hadretainedjurisdic
tion in the case, and Georgia State had
plenty of vacancies, because of this age
law. The Atlanta Journal had runpic-
tures of almost emptyclassrooms. That
was important;after all, the University
of Georgia kept Charlayne and Hamil-
ton out for a year just by saying they
were overcrowded, andit sounded pret-
tylegitimate, on the face of it. Anyway,
Charlayne and Hamilton wouldn’t
hear of going to Georgia State. Both of
them wanted to go to Georgia. Why
they wantedto go I’ll never know,butit
happened that that was the right thing.
It got straight to the heart of the mat-
ter. I think the Governor might have
closed Georgia State or the Atlanta high
schools if they had come first, but
Georgia, with all those legislators’ sons
over there, and the way everybody in
the state feels about it, was different.
He wouldn’t dare close it.”

Once Charlayne and Hamilton had
decided to go to Georgia, Hill set out to
do battle again with the system that had
defeated him in the Georgia State case.
He fired the first volley of letters and
phonecalls through the facilities of At-
lanta Life, and then got the local
N.A.A.C.P. chapter to put up the
moneyfor the legal expenses that were
necessarily incurred beforethe litigation
got far enoughalongtobe eligible for
aid from the N.A.A.C.P. Legal De-
fense & Educational Fund,Inc.(a sepa-
rate corporation from the N.A.A.C.P.
itself, and usually called the Inc. Fund,
or the Ink Fund). Hill had to make
a lot of long-distance calls to find the
Turner High School principal, whose
signature was required on the applica-
tion forms and whohadleft for the sum-
mer. Hill went to the Fulton County
Courthouse with Charlayne and Hamil-
ton, towing their pastors along as refer-
ences, and was passed from judge to
judge until the clerk of the Fulton
County Superior Court finally agreed
to certify that both of the young people
wereresidents of the State of Georgia—
documentation that the federal court
ruled was adequate without the addition
of alumni recommendations, which
wereformerlyrequired and which, nat-
urally, were not easy for Negro appli-
cants to obtain. Hill, Holman, and
‘Young met with Charlayne and Hamil-
ton to warn them of whatto expect from
Georgia admissionsofficials and Georgia
students. “I had sent for application
blanks and a catalogue and hadn’t got
them,”said Hill. “We wanted to make
sure we had them in time. Like most
places, the University of Georgia has
Negroes to do the cleaning up, and one
of the janitors got application blanks
and catalogues for us. Every time we
took a step, we double-checked. [ must
have written a hundred letters to the
university; they wouldn’t tell you any:
thing. Don Hollowell checked everylet-
ter. We hadto certifyitandsendit regis-
tered mail, receipt requested. Anything
that got lost, that was the end ofthat
foranotheryear. It was just like pulling
teeth. Carl Holman checked and dou-
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ble-checked the applications. We didn’t
leave anything to chance. Andstill, it
took a year and a half.”

‘Theenergywas provided bythe same
men who had published “A Second
Look.” In the first weeks after Char-
layne and Hamilton applied, the
A.C.C.A. group even maintained a
nightly patrol of Charlayne’s house.
(Atlanta has always had more bomb-
ings than Southerncities with otherwise
less progressive race relations; there were
a dozen in the twelve months prior
to public-school integration.) Support
from the rest of the Negro community
varied greatly. Some members thought
that Georgia Tech or the Atlanta public
schools would be a better place to begin.
Others believed that it was rather early
to begin anywhere. “A lot ofpeople were
opposed to this,” Hill told me. “They
said, “These people are going totake re-
prisals on us. There’ll be a loss of jobs,
andall.’ During the Georgia State case,
one leader of the Negro community
said, ‘Why’d you take those unwed
mothers over there?’ After Charlayne
and Hamilton applied at Georgia, he
said, ‘Why’d you take those two fine
kids over there?’ All we ever got from
the older leaders was ‘You're going to
mess up some kids.” ”

UST why“twofine kids”like Hamil-
tonand Charlayneshould want to go

to any Southern white college is a ques-
tion that is often asked in the North,
where manypeople take it for granted
that a Negro student would go to jail
for the right to eat a dime-store ham-
burger but must have an elaborate mo-
tive for going to a formerly all-white
school. Most white Southerners have
alreadysettled the question to their own
satisfaction. They believe that the stu-
dents are chosen by the N.A.A.C.P.—
hand-picked by one of thecrafty oper-
ators from New York, where all evil
finds its source, and probablypaid hand-
somely for their services, ‘The New
York-based N.A.A.C.P. conspiracy re-
mains a strong vision to most white
Southerners, even though it should be
apparentbynowthatif the N.A.A.C.P.

  



 

 

“Fle’d really be a great executive if he could learn to delegate responsibility.”o & P

had a tenthof the resources and efficien-
cythey credit it with, segregation would
have beeneradicated years ago. As for
Negroes in Atlanta, when they talk
about why Hamilton wentto the Uni-
versity of Georgia they usually begin by
mentioninghis family, andespecially his
grandfather, Dr. Hamilton Mayo
Holmes, whoisan Atlanta physician and
the family patriarch. Hamilton is not
only a third-generation college gradu-
ate; he is also a third-generation inte-
grationist. His grandfather, his father,
and one of his uncles filed suit to de-
segregatethe Atlanta public golf courses
in 1955,and,through a 1956 Supreme
Court decision on their case, the courses
becamethe first integrated public facility
in Atlanta. I had spent sometimewith
Hamilton’s father, Alfred Holmes, dur-
ing the integration in Athens, and on
one of myfirst days in Atlanta this
spring I arranged totalk with him athis
office about both his son andhis father.
Alfred Holmes, who is known in Atlan-
ta as Tup, is a short, chunky man with
a breezy manner and a cheerful, chip-
munkish expression. He seems to know
everybody on the street, whether it is
Hunter Street or Auburn Avenue, in
Atlanta, or HancockStreet, in Athens,
where he workedforsix or eight months
as an embalmerearlyin his career. Al-
most everybody he sees gets a cheery
“How you makin’ it?”or “You makin’
it O.K.?” Strictly HunterStreetin phi-
losophy himself, Tup Holmesshares an

office building there with the Atlanta
Inquirer, the law offices of Donald Hol-
lowellandhis associates, the local branch
of the N.A.A.C.P. (which disturbed
some of the Old Leadership by moving
there from Auburn Ayenue not long
ago), the Southeastern Regional Office
of the N.A.A.C.P., and a school for
beauticians. Holmeshas been in several
businesses, mostly selling one thing or
another, and the office he ushered me
into—a small one—wasdevotedto the
sale of real estate and insurance. Having
assured himthat I was making it O.K.,
I asked him about Hamilton’s decision
to go to the University of Georgia.
“The aggressiveness of the family

mighthaveinfluenced him, but Hamp’s
a steadysort of boy,” Holmes said. “He’s
always thought deeply and on his own.
Jesse Hill asked if I would mention
Georgia to Hamp, because he was just
about perfect, with his grades and his
personality. That’s all I had to do was
mention it; before I could do anything
else, he had already talked to Jesse. I
went downto Athens onceor twice, and
I tell you he’s two different people when
he’s there and when he’s in Atlanta. He
lives for Friday afternoon, when he can
come home. There’s reallv no one in
that town for him totalk to, and he’s
not the kind to do muchvisiting. He
sticks to his lessons. He made up his
mind he was going to makethose crack-
ers sit up and take notice. You know,
T travel around thestate quite a bit in

mybusiness, and sometimesI talk in the
high schools or the churches. I didn’t
realize for quite a while what a hero
this boy is to those people in the back-
woods. When I’m beingintroduced to
a group of people, sooner or later the
manintroducing me gets aroundtosay-
ing, “This is the father of Hamilton
Holmes.’ Andtheysay, ‘You mean the
Hamilton Holmes up at Georgia? Let
meshake your hand.’ I think he means
so much to those people because of his
grades. The white manin the South has
always accepted the Negro as his equal
orsuperiorphysically, because hefigures
we're not far removed from the jungle
and we’ve had to do physical work for so
long that our muscles have got hard. But
the whites never have accepted us as their
equal or superior mentally. They have
alwayssaid that the Negrois only good
for plowing. Well, Hamp is destroying
all those myths. He’s made the Phi
Kappa Phi honor society, you know,
and we hope he’ll make Phi Beta Kappa.
Whenthose people in the backwoodssce
those A’s, they stand up. That’s whyhe
means more to them than James Mere-
dith, or even Charlayne.”

After we had talked a while longer,
Holmes said, “Well, if yow’re going to
get in to see Daddy, we'dbetter get over
there. If you come after eleven-thirty,
there’s so many patients you can’t get
near the place.” On the drive from
HunterStreet to Auburn Avenue, where
Dr. Holmeshashis office, Tup Holmes
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told meabouthis father, whose prowess
asa doctor, a golfer, anda speaker makes
him almost as popular a subject for
conversation in the Holmes family as
Hamilton. “Mydaddy’s a real scrap-
per,” Tup Holmessaid. “He ran away
from home when he wastwelve to go
to school. He was from Louisiana.
The backwoods. And I meanthereal
backwoods. He worked in the sugar
mills in New Orleans and went to
school at night in a small school that’s
nowpart of Dillard. Then he worked
his way through Shaw Medical School,
in North Carolina, and came to Atlanta

to practice—that was in 1910. He’s a
real scrapper. Daddy was a pioneer on
this golf-course thing. It re-
quired a lot of courage on his
part, especially considering all
the training and inhibitions of
his generation. Youhaveto re-
member that when he was com-
ing up he would haveto tip his hat and
moveto the side every time he saw a
white lady on the street.”
When wearrived at Dr. Holmes’

office, on the fourth floor of an old

building, it was half an hour before his
office hours began, but six or eight pa-
tients werealreadysitting in the waiting
room, watchingtelevision. Theyhardly
looked up as Holmes and I walkedinto
the Doctor’s office, where a nurse from
the treatment room,adjoining, told us
to makeourselves comfortable until the
Doctor arrived. Dr. Holmes’ office was
a small room, containing an old-fash-
ioned desk, a refrigerator, a day bed,
afloor safe with a filing cabinet on top
ofit, and twoor three tables. Almost
everyflat surface was covered with golf-
ingtrophies, andthe walls were covered
with a staggering collection of plaques,
pictures, and framed prayers. There
were several religious pictures, some
family pictures, and numerous plaques
fromgolf organizations andfraternities.
In one frame were three glossyprints
of Hamilton and Charlayne and let-
ter from the Half Century Alumni
Club of Shaw University. The wall
decorationsalso included a chart show-
ing the postal zone of every street in
Atlanta, a sports award from radio
station WSBfor a hole-in-one made on
January 1, 1961, and a cardboard re-
print of the Prayer for Physicians by
Maimonides. Between a plaque signi-
fying life membership in the United
Golfers Association, which is the Negro
equivalent ofthe U.S. Golfers Associa~
tion, and a poem about medicine from
the Fifty Year Club of American Medi-

cine hung an eye chart.
After a few minutes, Dr. Holmes

bustled in. A jolly man, shorter, chunk-

a8

ier, and darker than his progeny, he had
a tiny gray mustache and a tiny gray
goatee. Since he also had tufts of gray
hair onthe sides of his head and more
tufts of gray hair for eyebrows, he
looked like a tiny Uncle Remus. He
worea three-piece blue suit, a diamond
stickpin, and a watch chain. When Dr.
Holmes heard that I was there to ask
about Hamilton, he could hardly wait
to begin.

“T trained my children from in-
fancy to fear nothing, and I told my
grandsonthe samething,” Dr. Holmes.
said. “I told himto be meek. Be meek,
but don’t look too humble. Because if
you look too humble they might think

you’re afraid, and there’s nothing
to be afraid about, because the
Lordwill send his angel to watch
over you andyou havenothing to
fear. I’m glad Hamp hasfaith;
you have to havefaith. Science

is not enough; you have to have more
than science. You have to know the
Lord is watching over you. Hampis
a religious boy and he’s a natural-born
doctor. He’s wantedto be a doctorsince
infancy. I told his mother before he
was born, I said, ‘You just think on
medicine and if it’s a boy maybe the
prenatal influence will make him a nat-
ural-born doctor.’ And she did think
onit, and sure enough, that’s what he

is, a natural-born doctor.”
Dr. Holmestalked a bit about his own

practice. “Pye been practicing medi-
cine here forfifty-three years, and ?'m
busier nowthan Dye ever been,” he
said. “I comein at eleven-forty-five and
T stay until four-thirtyor five. I come
back at seven andstaytill ten-thirty or
eleven. I don’t muchlike to work past
eleven any more. I try to treat every-
body as an individual. Once, a lady
camein andsaid, ‘Yousure took a long
time with that last patient,’ and said,
‘O.K., if you want, Pll hurryon you.’
She said, ‘Don’t hurry on me. Oh,
no!’ Well, TI treat them all like in-
dividuals, but I still see fifty or sixty
patients a day. I work every day but
Wednesday and Sunday. I play golf
on Wednesdays, and on Sundays T go
to church, ThenI playgolf.”

I asked Dr. Holmesif his game was
still as good as the trophiesindicated.

“T beat nearly everybody I play
with, young and old alike,” he ad-
mitted. “Theysay, ‘Pm waiting for you
to gettired.’ tell themtheybetter beat
me now, because I’m not going to get
tired. I'll be seventy-nine on the fourth
of April, but not an ache, not a pain,
nota stiffness in the joints. Not a corn,
not a callus, not a bunion on myfeet.
And my memory is as good as it was
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fifty years ago.” And Dr. Holmes
stretched his muscles and his joints to
demonstrate their efficiency. I certainly
had no reason to doubtit, or to doubthis
memory. (“Hamp’s granddaddyis quite
a character,” Charlayne told me a day
or twolater. “He called up once and
said he’d decided Hamp and I should get
married, and he’d give meany kind of
convertible I wanted for a weddingpres-
ent. He hadn’t consulted Hamp, of
course. I explained to him that Hamp
and I were morelike brother andsister,
and that Hamphada girl. But he said
we would just have to get married, be-
cause we’d have such smartchildren.””)

Charlayne, unlike Hamilton,is rare-
ly explained as the logical result of a
family tradition. In fact,evenat the age
of eighteen, when she entered the Uni-
versity of Georgia, she seemed remark-
ablyindependent. “She’s always wanted
to be out front,” I was once told by her
mother,a pretty, retiring woman who
works as a secretary in a Negro real-
estate company. “Whenshe wasa little
girl, I never had to get after her to do
her lessons, or anything. She’s just al-
ways been that way.” Charlayne’spoise
during thefirst days of integration was
occasionally attributed to her having
spent her eighth-grade year as one of
only a few Negroes in an integrated
Armyschool in Alaska, where her fa-
ther, Charles Hunter, a career Army
chaplain, wasstationed. Now retired,
with the rank of lieutenant colonel, he
wasoften the first Negro to hold what-
ever post he was assigned to, but the
extent ofhis influence on Charlayne is
not certain. He and Mrs. Hunter sep-
arated after the year in Alaska, and
Charlayne, who hadpreviously gone for
longstretches without seeing her father
while he was overseas, rarely saw him
after that, for she returned to Atlanta
to live with her mother, her two young-
er brother, and her grandmother.
Charlayne’s fatheris a Methodist min-
ister and her motheris also a Methodist,
but Charlayne became a Catholic when
she was sixteen. At Georgia, Charlayne
continued tolook at things from a point
of view of her own. In fact, because
she was a journalism student,she had a

kind of double vision for those two
and a half years. Duringherfirst week
or two at Georgia, she sometimes
seemed to be watching the reporters
watchher integrate the university, oc-
casionally making notes on both phe-
nomenafor one of the articles on the
integration she waslater to write for the
Atlanta Inquirer. According to Carl
Holman, who,aseditor of the Inquirer,
had also found that covering the inte-
gration newsoften meantobserving his 
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ownactivities, “It gave her a detach-
mentshe mightnothave had otherwise.
Hamilton has the viewsof the average
citizen on the subject; that is, he re-
gards reporters as just as dangerousas
anyone else. But Charlayne was always
studying them, and I think it made
her feel better that they were around.”

Onedaylast March, while Charlayne
was at homefor several days after her
next-to-last roundoffinal examinations
at Georgia, she and I metfor lunchat
a restaurant on Hunter Street, and I
found that she wasstill able to see her
experience as a newsstory. Although
she had always received more attention
in the press than Hamilton, she assured
me that Hamilton madea better study.
“He’s consistent and I’m not,”she said.
“He knows what he wants and where
he’s going and how he’s going to get
there. We’re a lot different. For in-
stance, he can’t wait for Friday. He
comes back to Atlanta every weekend.
He hasa girlhere, andhis family. I think
my motherand brothers are great, but
that’s the only reason I come homeatall.
Td just as soon stay in Athensandsleep
or read. Hamp’s very uncomfortable
there. For onething,he’s not crazyabout
white people. And heloves Atlanta. I
guess ’m just as comfortable there as I
am anyplace else. HampandI weresort
of rivals at Turner, but we usually
agreed on big things. I wanted to go to
journalism school, and I had considered.
Georgia, but not really seriously. It
seemed such a remote possibility. I had
just about decided to go to Wayne,for
no special reason except they had a
journalism department and had an-
swered myletters and I wantedto go to
school away from home. When Hamp
brought up Georgia—I think it was
while we were posing together for a
yearbook picture—Isaid sure, Pd like to
go. It seemedlike a good idea. I can’t
stress enough that I didn’t ponderit. I
guess it always was in mymindthat I
hadthe right, but HampandI neverhad
anydiscussions about Unalienable, God-
given Rights. We just didn’t speak in
those terms. It sounded likean interest-
ing thing to do, and in the back of my
mind I kept thinking this would never
really happen; it was just something we
were doing. I guess at that stage of the
game we thought that anything we
wantedto do waspossible. Each step got
us moreinvolved, but we didn’t think of
it that way. Wejust wentstep bystep,
and it seemed kind of like a dream.
When wegot together with Jesse Hill
and Hollowell and Carl and Whitney
Young, they thought we ought to go
to Georgia State. It also had journal-
ism courses, and I really didn’t know 
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the difference. Negro kids don’t know
anything about white colleges. We
figuredif it was white it was good. We
picked up applications at Georgia State,
but neither one of usreally liked the
place; the catalogue showed theyreally
didn’t offer much. We went out on

the steps and stood around, and Hamp
said, ‘I wantto go to Athens. That’s the
place to go.’ And he pointed right in
the direction of Athens. I said, ‘I’m
with you,’ and theysaid ‘O.K., you'll
go to Athens.’ I think a lot of it was
Hamp’s having alwaystaken aninterest
in the Georgia football team.”

NEreason for the dreamlike quali-
ty of the eighteen months that

followed was that, except for two or
three hearings they had to attend,
Charlayne and Hamilton were merely
spectators of the complicated maneuvers
that Jesse Hill and Donald Hollowell
eventually joined by Constance Baker
Motley, associate counsel of the Inc.
Fund—werecarrying on withthestate.
Charlayne and Hamilton regularly sub-
mitted applications, which wereregular-
ly turned down,usually on the ground of
a space shortage, andall they had to do
to be rejected again was to submit their
college transcripts each semester. They
did have to appear in federal district
court in Macon,in the summer between
their freshman and sophomore years,
but at that time Judge William Bootle
refused to order them intothe university
through a temporaryrestraining order,

ruling that they had not ex-
hausted their administrative
remedies. He did, however,
schedule a Decembertrial on
a motion for a permanent
injunction. Under Judge
Bootle’s orders, Charlayne
and Hamilton both went to
Athens for admission inter-
views that November. At
these, Charlayne wastreated
politely, and Hamilton, ap-
pearing before a three-man panel, was
asked such questions as whether or not
he had ever beento a house ofprostitu-
tion or a “tea parlor” or “beatnik
places”—questions that, Bootle later
noted in a judicial understatement,
“had probably neverbeenasked of any
applicant before.”

All-outstalling is not an ineffective
strategy, as Southern white strategies
against integration go. It worked well
against the first Negro who tried to get
‘into the University of Georgia—Horace
Ward, who sued for admission to the
Jaw schoolin 1952. The stalling went
on until 1957, by which time Ward
had stayed out of school for a year or

 

 

 

so, had then been drafted, had served in
the Army, and had finally entered an-
otherlaw school, so that a federal judge
ruled the case moot. Thepossibilities of
carefully managedstalling are demon-
strated in a sentence from the decision
that eventually ordered the university to
admit Charlayne and Hamilton, “Plain-
tiffs have already prosecuted one appeal
through administrative channels which
required 122 days for final administra-
tive action,” Judge Bootle wrote. “If
plaintiffs were required to appeal from
defendants’ failure to admit them each
quarter for which they madeapplication
for admission, they would probably use
up the normal four-yearcollege attend-
ance period before securing any final
administrative action.” Some federal
judgesin the South, as a matterof fact,
probably would never have ended the
stalling, since the reasons given for re-
jecting Charlayne and Hamilton always
soundedplausible enough. And such de-
layingtactics, evenif it could be assumed
that they would end sooner orlater,
forced applicants either to stay out of
school, which Charlayne and Hamilton,
ambitious and anxious to get started,
would obviously not do, or to enter an-
other college and complicatetheir prob-
lems by applying as transfer students.
Indeed, Georgia admissionsofficials said
they were very much concerned about
the credits Charlayne and Hamilton
mightlose if they transferred in the mid-
dle of the year from colleges that divide
the school year into two semesters to a

college that, like the Uni-
versity of Georgia, divides
it into three quarters. (The
summer session constitutes
the fourth quarter.) Shortly
after Charlayne and Hamil-
ton applied, Georgia began
to accept transfer students
only whentheyfell into cer-
tain categories, supposedly
based on whether a transfer
was necessary for the con-

tinuation of a student’s program, and
Charlayne never seemed to be in the
right category. Also, after a year and a
half of college life among friends, both
students found the idea of facing the
hostility of the University of Georgia
much less appealing than it had seemed
following high-school graduation, when
Georgia had sounded like a good idea
andalso like something a long wayoff.
This wasespecially true of Hamilton,
who went to Morehouse, the most high-
ly regarded of the Atlanta University
Center colleges. An alumnus of More-
house—Charlayne’sfather is one—is al-
wayscalled a “Morehouse man” by At-
lanta Negroes, whoare proud of A.U.’s
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School of Social Work, and of Spel-

man,its girls’ college, but especially of
Morehouse. Duringa visit to see Ham-
ilton’s mother in March, I asked his
brother Herbert, whois a freshman at
Morehouse, how he thought Hamilton
compared Morehouse and Georgia, and
T wasassured that Hamilton preferred
Morehouse in every respect but one
he thought Georgia’s science facilities
were superior. Herbert seemed con-
cerned lest I get the impression that
anybody could be happier somewhere
else than he could be at Morehouse.
The mantelpiece of the Holmes house
had almost as manytrophies for Ham-
ilton’s achievementsas a regular student

JULY 13,1963

       

  

  

at Morehouse and Turneras for hisbe-|™
ing a Student Hero at Georgia. There
were a trophy that he had received for
being the outstanding freshmanfootball
player at Morehouse; a Turner High
valedictorian trophy;the National News-
paper Publishers Association Russwurm
Award for “making possible a richer

conception of democratic principles [at
Georgia];” a trophy from Turner for
excellence in math; two trophies for
his attendance at Georgia from Alpha
Phi Alpha, the fraternity that Hamil-
ton joined at Morehouse; and a plaque
from the Turner HighSchool P.-T.A.,
given to Mr. and Mrs. Holmes.

Hamilton’s mother,Isabella Holmes,
turnedout to be an articulate, attractive

woman witha gentle voice, which added
force to, rather than detracted from,
what she said. She had grown up in
Tuskegee, Alabama, where her father
edited one of the trade magazines pub-
lished by Tuskegee Institute, and where
she had met her husband while both
were students at the Institute. When
Mrs. Holmes mentionsintegration, she
is almost always talking about the in-
tegration of blind and partly sighted
children into regular classrooms—a
pioneer project in Atlanta that Mrs.
Holmes, as a sixth-grade teacher, has
been taking part in for several years.
“Hamp was supposed to go to More-
house through the early-admissions pro-
gram the year before he got out of
Turner,” Mrs. Holmestold me. “He

had a four-year Merrill Scholarship that
paid full tuition. But that summer he
decided he didn’t want to give up his
senior year at Turner, andlater he de-
cided on Georgia. Then, I remember
the day the judge’s decision was handed
down after Hamp had been at More-
house a year and a half. I saw that the
judgesaid theydidn’t haveto enter that
quarter, or even spring quarter. And
since I knew how much Morehouse
meant to Hamp,the first thing I said
wasthat he wouldn’t be letting anybody
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downif he waited until fall. He sur-

prised me. Hesaid, ‘No, I’ve got to go
now.’ Hampdoesn’t do much talking,
and sometimes you don’t know what
he’s thinking. It’s lonely for him down
in Athens. It’s particularly hard for a
boy who’s froma large family. With
four others, there’s no suchthingasiso-
lation in this house. You’d think some
students there would make overtures to
a boyina situationlike that. It’s hard for
metobelieve that nobody would bother,
unless the boy was objectionable. I
guess Pll never understand. He got
so low last spring, when he saw the
other boys playing baseball on the
lawnandall, that I wanted him to
come homefor a while. He wouldn’t
hear of coming home. If Corky King,
the Presbyterian minister there, hadn’t
started having him over to dinner every
week, I don’t know what would have
becomeof him. I sometimes wish one of
myother boys, Gary, the one who’s in
college in Charlotte now, had gone
instead of Hamp. They could have
run him over with a truck and not
bothered him. But Hampis very sen-
sitive in many ways.”

I knew that the family had been sub-
ject to harassmentafter Hamilton ap-
plied, and I asked Mrs. Holmes about
this.
“We had quite a time here with the

phone,” shesaid. “T think they had the
phone tapped, because they cut in on
conversations, and if you left it off
the hook it would cut off and go dead,
and you couldn’t call out. We com-
plained to the phone company, and they
gave us a private number, but before
T even knew the number myself—they
sent it by mail—the calls began com-
ing in on that one. They wouldstart
about the time I got in from work and
go through the night. Sometimes, when
we left the phone off the hook, we'd
haveto coverit with something, because
they would just keep talking. And I
hated to be without the phone. And I
wasafraid about somebodypassing by.
I think I even imagined things when I
got into the car and put myfoot on the
starter. I also wondered about jeopard-
izing other people if somebody passed
by and threw something.I did wonder
sometimesif it was worthit.”

eee spent most of his final
spring break this March filling

speaking engagements—a function he
had left pretty much to Charlayne dur-
ing their first two years at Georgia. “I’m
getting around a little more,” he said
whenI finallygot him on the phone,late
that same week.“But with methe stud-
ies still comefirst.” He went on to say
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that he was scheduled to speak at the
Emmanuel Baptist Church in Atlanta
that Sunday, and I arranged to meet
the Holmes family there.

Sundaywasanother beautiful spring
day in Atlanta. It was, in fact, Safe
Boating Sundayin WSB-land,the radio
announcersaid as I drove over to Em-
manuel Baptist, a neat, new red brick
church in the middle of a red brick
Negro housing projectin the southeast-
ern section ofthe city. Hamilton’s father
waschatting with friends in the vesti-
bule when I arrived, and he led me
down to the first row, where his wife
and his father were already seated.
Dr. Holmeslooked as nattyas he had in
his office, wearing a blue suit with a
light pin stripe, a blue tie, his
diamond stickpin, and, hanging
from his watch chain, a medallion,
which, he told me a few minutes
later, was one of Tup’s golf
awards. “T have a lot of them of
my own, but like this one,” he ex-
plained.“It lookslike a gold dollar. Tup
got it in Chicagoin 1940or 1941.”

‘Thatwasenoughto turn the conver-
sation to golf.

“About the only time I leave town
is for golf tournaments,” said Dr.
Holmes. “I used to go to a lot of med-
ical meetings, but I’m getting tired of
them. I play in three tournaments a
year, usually—United Golfers Associa
tion tournaments, in the senior division.
I usuallyshootin the low eighties.”
“He kills those old men,” Tup

Holmes said proudly. “He just kills
them. But he hasn’t been able to shoot
his age yet. It’s all mental. Hegets a
thirty-six or thirty-seven on the first
nine and then hegets to thinking about
it and he blowsit on the back nine. He
gets nervous.”

Dr. Holmes acknowledged that Tup
wasthebest golfer in the family when
he was in form—he wonthe national
U.G.A. in 1947, in Philadelphia, and
again in 1958,in Pittsburgh—butsaid
he was able to beat him occasionally.
“Tn the seniors, I win first place some-
times, second place sometimes, and
sometimesthird place, although not of-
ten,” he went on. “Theseniors are
for men over fifty, and you have to
remember that I didn’t have a golf
club in myhands until I wasfifty. Some
of those other fellows are experienced.”

I reminded Dr. Holmes that even
though he had a late start, he’d had
twenty-nine years of experience, and he
just smiled and turned toward the pul-
pit, for the service was about to begin.

According to our programs, the
church was holding its Annual Youth
Day Observance, on the theme of

  

“Christian Youth and Their Spiritual
Challenge in an Emerging Age of
World Freedom,”although the bulle-
tin board on the lawn outside had
said merely, “9:30—Sunday School.
10:45—Hamilton Holmes.” About half
an hourafter the service was scheduled
to begin, Hamilton walked out on the
platform with four girls, He looked
about the same as when [ hadlast seen
him,almost twoyears before, except that
some extra weight accentedthestart of
the heaviness around the jaw that seems
to be a Holmescharacteristic. He was,
as usual, well dressed, wearing an Ivy
League-cut blue summer-weightsuit, a
reptie, and a white button-down shirt,
and he had a tiny Alpha Phi Alpha pin

in his lapel. As Hamilton shifted
in his seat throughthe first part
of theservice, his face had the
serious look that most people at
Georgia had interpreted as a
scowl. The service, conducted by

the four girls, proceeded through an
opening hymn, a responsive reading,
the morning hymn, a scripture lesson,
the morning prayer, a selection by the
youth choir, a statementof purpose, sev-
eral selections by the Turner High
School choral ensemble, the collection,
and the doxology. Finally, one of the
girls introduced Hamilton, calling him
“a militant andpioneering young speak-
er whohas symbolized and portrayed in
his own actions and characterthefight
for humandignityandfirst-class citizen-
ship.” There was one more hymn, and
then Hamilton rose to speak.

Putting on a pair of horn-rimmed
glasses, he read from a prepared text en-
titled “Higher Education and the New
Negro”—Hamilton’s favorite speech
topic. He beganbyoutlining advances in
science,in industry, and even in house-
work—advances that had eliminated
manytraditional Negrojobs. Therewas,
he wenton,an increasing needfor highly
trained workers, and that need could be
filled by the New Negro, “whorealizes
heis just as good as any other man...
not the Negrositting passively around
waiting for his rights to be handed to
him on silver platter.” Hamilton said
that movements like the sit-ins had
opened doors but that the Negro must
be prepared to go through them, and
that his greatest drawback washis lack
of education. “Oursis a competitive so-
ciety,” he continued. “This is true even
more so for the Negro. He must com-
pete not only with other Negroes but
with the white man. In mostinstances,
in competition for jobs and status with
whites, the Negro must have more
training and be more qualified than
his white counterpart if he is to beat
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him out of a job. If the training and
qualifications are equal, nine times out
of ten the job will go to the white man.
‘This is a challenge to us as a race. We
must not be content to be equal, educa-
tion- and training-wise, but we must
strive to be superiorin order to be given
an equal chance. This is something that
I have experienced in my short tenure
at the University of Georgia. I cannot
feel satisfied with just equalling the
average grades there. I am striving to
be superior. I have found that I must
be superior in order to be accepted as
an equal. If the average is B, then I
want an A. Theimportance of superior
training cannot be overemphasized.
‘This is a peculiar situation, I know, but
it is reality, and realityis something that
we Negroes must learn to live with.”

‘That was, I thought, a pretty good
summary of Hamilton’s philosophy at
Georgia—what his father would call
“making those crackerssit up and take
notice.” As Hamilton sat down, a man
in the congregation said, in a sonorous
voice, “Richly spoken, richly spoken.”
He turned outto be the minister of Em-
manuel Baptist, Benjamin Weldon
Bickers, and he came forward at that
point to take over from the girls and
introduce some guests, including three
students from integrated Atlanta high
schools. He also introduced Mr. and
Mrs. Holmes, and Hamilton’s sister,
Emma,whohadjoined the familyafter
singing in the Turner chorus, and two
or three more Holmeses, and then some-
body remindedhimthat he had neglect-
ed Dr. Holmes. Bickers not only intro-
duced the Doctor but asked him to say
a few words.

Dr. Holmes, still beaming over Ham-
ilton’s spcech, popped right up and
turnedaroundto face the congregation.
“Brothers andsisters,” he began, “I
assure youthatit is a pleasure tobe here.
I always hoped I would beable to live
long enough to see this young man
stand as he stands in the community
andin his daily deportment. It gives me
a thrill, and [ thank the Lord lived
long enoughtosee it. And to have such
fineboy! Hedoes not smoke or chew;
he does not drink beer, wine, orliquor.
I told him when he was little boy,
‘Neverlive long enough to smoke or
drink? As a result, here he is. It did
me good to hear him philosophize, to
go step by step through what the New
Negro needs. It did me good, and I
thank the Lord I lived long enoughto
hear him.” The congregation was nod-
dingin approval. Dr. Holmesdigressed
briefly to talk about another grandchild,
a girl who had gone to Elmira College,
in upstate New York, as an exchange
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student from Spelman and had imme-
diately become the star of the choir.
“T’m glad I took the Biblical advice not
to let your riches pile up where thieves
and robbers can get them but to deposit
them in your children,” Dr. Holmes
went on. “I’m proudofthis boy. And
we don’t want him to stop. We want
him to get his M.D. or his Ph.D. or

whatever D. he wants. He might be
too smart to practice. He might have
to teach. But we want him to have ev-
erything he wants. It’s a pleasure to be
here.”
As Dr. Holmesturned and sat down,

there was the shuffling and murmuring
of a congregation that wanted to show
approval but knew better than to clap
in church. Just as I thought I might
have witnessed myfirst Negro church
meeting in the South that had only one
collection, Mr. Bickers announced that
he wasgoingto collect Hamilton’s hon-
orarium right there, and passed the
plate again.

AOeey Hamilton’s family
has long beenactive in community

affairs, the only one of his relatives
professionallyinvolved in race relations
is his uncle, Oliver Wendell Holmes,
who wasdestined by Dr. Holmes to be
the family lawyer but ended up asa Con-
gregationalist minister instead. A small,
cheerful man, and the mostdirect heir

to the patriarch’s jolly eloquence, Oliver
Holmes is the associate director of the
Georgia Council on HumanRelations.
In 1956, the Council grew out of the
Georgia Interracial Committee, which
wasfounded rightafter the First World
Warto start some communication be-
tween white and Negroes, meeting as
equals. Among the early participants in
the Georgia Interracial Committee was
Oliver Holmes’ mother—Hamilton’s
grandmother—who,as one ofthe first
Negro registered nurses in the South,
was, before her death, a prominent
member of the Negro community.
“Mama used to go have her tea and
cookies once a month,” Oliver Holmes
recalled when I visited him at the or-
ganization’s headquarters in Atlanta.
“And we'd say, ‘Well, Mama, you’ve
had yourtea and cookies now, and next
month you can go have your tea and
cookies again.’ But I think it actually
did do some good. It kept the lines of
communication open, and they could
haveclosed easilyin those days.”

T had first met Oliver Holmes two
years before in Savannah, where he had
become pastor of the First Congrega-
tional Church in 1959, after several
years of preaching in Talladega, Ala-
bama. While he was in Talladega,
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he had organized the area’s first
N.A.A.C.P. branch, but, he said, the
most important case wasa criminal one,
rather than one inyolving civil rights.
Tt came up when “a drunken Negro
cabdriver, in a one-eyed car with no
brakes, in the rain, hit and killed two
white policemen who were harassing a
coupleof college kids who were parked
there by the side of the road doing a
little light necking.” Holmes went to
Birmingham and came back with a
young Negro defense lawyer. “They
said if a colored lawyer camethere to
defend that boy, he’d be lucky not to
get the chair himself,” said Holmes. As
the case turned out, the cabdriver got
only five years for manslaughter, be-
cause the policemen had been on the
wrongside of the road, and the
accident was, despite his condi-
tion and the multiple handicaps
ofhis car, not his fault. “Every-
body in the town was just
happy as could be,” Holmes
told me. “The Negroes said,
“Ourlawyer got that boy off with five
years,’ and the whites said, ‘Despite that
little nigger, we put that boy awayfor
five years.’ Whenit came time that
he was eligible for parole, we went up
to sce himat thestate prison farm and
hesaid, ‘Don’t you bother me about any
parole. I’m driving a tractor and I got
more money in my pocket than T ever
had and I don’t want to leave. When
mytime is up, P'm going to ask for
an extension.’ Yes sir, everybody was
happy about that case.”

While Holmes was in Talladega, he
found time to maketrips to Atlantafor
golf, and he wasin the foursome that
tested the public golf course on the seg-
regationissue in 1955. “Whenwefirst
went out there to make thetest, thev

were little surprised,”hesaid. “I went
up to the window and asked for four
tickets, and the mansaid, ‘Tickets for
what?’I tdld him, ‘For whatever you’
selling them for.’ And he said he
couldn’t sell us anytickets, because the
course wasn’t open to Negroes. I told
him that was what I thought—just
testing. After the Supreme Court de-
cision, we wentoutto play, and we fig-
ured somebody hadbetter stay home, in
case something happened. So wefinally
convinced Daddythat as longas heheld
the purse strings, maybehe’d better stay
home. He didn’t want to. He sure is

crazy about golf, and he was just as
excited as he could be about this. My
brother Tup was really up for this game,
with the press out there and everything.
I think he had been practicingfor it; he
shot a thirty-eight on the first nine. I
had been stuck out in Talladega with-
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out much chance to play and my game
was a little off, and maybe I was a
little nervous.”

When Holmes moved to Savannah,
he found that the public golf course was
available to Negroes only one day a
week, and then did not permit them
ac to such facilities as the rest rooms
and the snack bar. Those were condi-
tions that would put any Holmesoff his
game, so Oliver Holmes worked out a
plan with the mayor wherebythe course
wasatfirst open to Negroes two days
aweck,withthe useof all facilities, and
then,a couple of monthslater, was com-
pletely desegregated. The golf-course
desegregation worked out so smoothly
that the mayor appointed Holmesto the
Park Board, which put him in a good

position to work on theinte-
gration of the parks. While he
was in Savannah, he also
worked with the mayor to get
thelibrary quietly descgregated

« and headed the N.A.A.C.P.
negotiations committee that,

with the aid of a year-long boycott,
effected the desegregation of the lunch
counters in downtown Savannah de-
partmentstores. When a human-rela-
tions council was formed in Savannah,
Holmes wasthe logical choice for co-
chairman. “Weusually try to have co-
chairmen,to insure the participation of
both races,” he told me. “It’s always
easy to find a Negro co-chairman but
sometimes not a white. So I was the
co-co-chairman for a while.” Holmes
eventually decided to leave the pulpit for
a full-time job with the Georgia Coun-
cil, which,he said, “doesa little trouble-
shooting aroundthestate.” He went on
to explain, “Wetryto see if we can’t
get the whites and Negroes to sit down
and talk. Wetryto stress reason rather
than force.”

WhenI visited Hoimes in Atlanta, he
had just returned from little trouble-
shooting at Jekyll Island,a state-owned
resort whosefacilities Negroes believed
to be not onlyseparate but distinctly
unequal. “They have a sign up at the
Negro endsaying ‘Site of Proposed Golf
Course,’ ” Holmessaid. “They’ve been
proposing thatgolf course for three years
now. The first time I tried the white
golf course, they put out a sign, ‘Closed
for Watering.’ I neverheard of a course
beingclosed for watering. Youjust turn
on a hose and waterit. Finally, they
said they did not allow Negroes to use
the course.” Holmes had then started
appearing before the State Park Com-
mission to argue for the desegregation
of Jekyll Island. “I saw the Director
of State Parksattl
went on. “He said he lived downin
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Albany, and he asked me, ‘Withallthis
trouble down there, how do you explain
it that Pve got a hundred andsixty Ne-
groes working for me, and they’re just
as happyas they can be? Theytell me
so.’ I explained it. I said, ‘You got your-
self a hundred andsixty of the biggest
liars in the state of Georgia.”

Holmes said that the rest of the
Holmes family had always been active
in civil rights in one way or another.
“Myfather has alwaysbeen active in the
N.A.A.C.P.ina financial way,”he told
me. “He’s never had timefor anyother.
Ofcourse, since he met golf he’s never
had time for muchof anything. Hamp’s
daddy always thought he was entitled
to what other people were entitled to,
and, unlike some Negroes, he always
spoke out. In fact, he always shoutedit
fromthe rooftops.” Oliver Holmes had
arranged for Hamilton to make a speech
to the Savannah Human Relations
Council the weekend before and had
gone along to introduce him. When I
told him that I had heard Hamilton
speak at Emmanuel Church, and had
unexpectedly heard a speech from Dr.
Holmes as well, Holmes laughed and
said, “I’ve been asked to preach twice
since I left the ministry, and both times
I took my daddy with me. Both times,
theyasked him tosay a few words after
the sermon, and bothtimes he gave a
better speech thanI did, Hereallykilled
me. Thesecondtime, the fellow behind
mesaid rightoutloud,so I could hear,
‘That’s the one whoshould be preach-
ing.’ I told Daddy next time I got an
invitation I wasn’t going totell him
aboutit. When I heard thathe spoke in
the church where Hamp spoke, I said,
‘Thopehe didn’tkill Hamplike he killed
Paes

LTHOUGH Hamilton’s high-
school record indicated that he

waslikely to have an outstanding aca-
demic career at Georgia, he was found
unqualified before he wentto court, and
not, said theofficials, because he was a
Negro. Shortly before the trial in Ath-
ensfederal court in Decemberof 1960,
at which I first met Charlayne and
Hamilton,the university Registrar and
Director of Admissions, Walter Dan-
ner, having considered the interviews
with both students, wrote Charlayne
that she would be considered for admis-
sion the following fall—there was no
roomfor transfer students in her cate-
gorybefore then—and wrote Hamilton
that hehad beenrejected onthebasis of
his interview. Hamilton, the Registrar
said, had been “evasive” in answering
the questions put to him bythe three.
man panel, and hadleft its members in

 

 

JULY 13,1963

Les Enfants
-. gratis!

 

Lookingforanintriguing vacation?
You'll find it here. Children who
occupy a room with parents are our
guests—notasoudowecharge them.
This is just another of the many
thoughtful courtesies you'll enjoy.

Premium paid on U.S. currency

= hen
ace lizabeth
Family Plan Free Garage for room guests + Single
from $10 + Double from $14 - See Travel Agent or
Call N.Y. Res. Off.+LO 3-6900-or anyHilton Hote!
A CN HOTEL OPERATED BY HILTON INTERNATIONALxm

 

  

=

LITTLE PICTURE! BIG BROCHURE!
‘SEE BIG PICTURES in our broctore, “Furniture for Gracious
Living” mm Permanent displays may be seen through your
dealer or decorator at Decorator's Mart, 425 E. 53rd St.,
NY.C ii Also at teadingstores everywhere mu For brochure
send 25¢, Dept. N, UNION-NATIONAL, INC., JAMESTOWN,HY.

  
    

-+.a classic by
Barrie boot:

makers of New
Haven, Made from

Imported Scotch Grainor Puritan Yeal—not cowhide * full-leather-lined—not unlined » double-stitched, hand-sewn vamp—notsingle machine-stitched. Best-looking, longest weer-ing. most comfortable in any class. In hand polishedAntiqued Scotch Grain, Antiqued saddle—or PuritanVeal in hand-stained Chestnut Brown or Black.Order by mail, state ‘shoe size—only $19.95. post-paid! Addressall orders to Barrie Booters, dept. 7260 York St., New Haven, Conn.

Bavrichy, Booters NEW Haven
HARTFORD.



THE NEW YORKER

“some doubtas tu his truthfulness.” As
Hollowelllater brought outin the trial,
these were almost exactly the same rea-
sons that a special interviewing board
had given eight years before for decid-
ing that Horace Ward was unqualified
to be a lawyerandshould therefore be
rejected by the University of Georgia
LawSchool. (Ward had gone on to
Northwestern Law School, had re-
turned to join Hollowell’s office in At-
Janta, and must havederived a gooddeal
of satisfaction from assisting Hollowell
and Mrs. Motleyinthetrial, not to
mention escorting Hamilton into the
admissions office to register a month
later.) The charge of untruthfulness
was based on Hamilton’s having given a
negative reply to the board’s question of
whetheror not he had ever been arrest-
ed. The admissions office, Danner said
in court, just happened to know that
Hamilton had once been fined and had
had his license suspended for speeding,
and the office considered that an arrest.

Before the trial, Mrs. Motley and
three assistants spent two weeks going
through the Georgia admissions files,
which had been openedby courtorder.
By comparing the treatment given
Charlayne and Hamilton withthat giv-
en other students, they had no difficulty

in demonstrating that the whole business
was a subterfuge, that the only real
category the university had was white,
and that the interviewers wereless in-
terested in Hamilton’s speeding ticket
than in the impossibility of stalling him
any longer by claiming that the dormi-
tories were overcrowded,since universi-
ty rules permitted male studentstolive
off campus after their freshman year.
Inany event, the housing problem was
not so acute that the university had to
refrain from sending a dean of the
agriculture school to upstate New York
that year to recruit students forits food-
technology program. Moreover, the
interview that had been considered so
important in Hamilton’s case was given
to somestudents after they were already
attendingthe university. The university,
then,had been double-dealingfor a year
anda half, andit was instructive to see
the double-dealing presented as a legal
defense by a state that had vowed open
resistance to integration. In the effort
to correct the false notion that the South
has a monopolyon bigotry, the equally
false notion has been created that the
North has a monopoly on hypocrisy,
and I hadoften heard it said that “in
the South at least everybody knows
where he stands and people are honest
about it.” According to this way of
thinking,the resistance promised on the
campaign stump bypoliticians should
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have been continued in court bystate
officials. But the university officials I
listened to for a week in Athens,testi-
fying about their overcrowded dormi-
tories and their administrative prob-
lems, sounded less like Southerners
fighting a holy crusade than like Long
Island real-estate brokers trying to
wriggle out of an anti-discrimination
Jaw. After one has spent a few minutes
listening to a desegregation trial, the
reason for this shift becomesclear. It is
a simple matter of law. In federal court,
where the case mustbe tried, theissue
has alreadybeen decided: segregation in
the public schools is unconstitutional.
The only possible defense is
thatsegregation doesnotexist.
Whenpoliticianssaytheywill
resist integration “byall legal
means,”they can only be im-
plying that they will try to
prolonglitigation by anyavailable dodge,
sincethe issue has already been settled
byall legal means. In Georgia, in 1960,
a trial had to be held. It was demanded
by what had evolved into a ritual of
combatting integration even whenit was
obvious that the combat would do no
good.

Ina state whose highestofficials were
declaring daily that there would be no
integration,a state that had a law on the
books establishing that funds would be
cut off from anyschool that was inte-
grated, a state whose governor had
promised in his campaign that “not one,
no, not one” Negro would ever attend
classes with whites in Georgia, Omer
Clyde Aderhold, the president of the
University of Georgia, had the follow-
ing exchange withthestate’s own law-
yer, B. D. Murphy:

Murpny: NowI'll ask you if, as an
official of the University of Georgia for
the period you have stated and as Presi-
dent of the University of Georgia since
1950, do you know of any policy of the
University of Georgia to exclude students
on accountof their race or color?
AperHotn: No sir, I do not.
Murpuy: Do you know of anypolicy

to discriminate against Negro applicants?
ADERHOLD: | do not.
Murpuy: Have you ever had any in-

structions from the Chancellor of the Uni-
versity System or the Chairman of the
Board of Regents or anybody else to ex-
clude Negroesas applicants to the Univer-
sity of Georgia?
AperHotn:I have not.
Murpuy: Have their applications, so

far as you know, been considered on the
same basis as the applications of white
people?
AperHOLb: Onexactly the samebasis,

as far as I know.

The Chancellor of the University
System was Harmon W. Caldwell, a
respected formerpresident of the uni-

Moy

versity. He had sworn in the Horace
Ward trial that he would recommend
admission ofa qualified Negro, and now
he had to read in court a note he had
sent to Aderhold on that subject. The
note, attached to a letter requesting
Caldwell to use his influence to get a
white girl into the university, had been
found in the admissions files by one of
Mrs. Motley’s assistants. It read, “I
have written Howard [Howard Callo-
way, a member of the Board of Re-
gents] thatit is my understanding that
all of the dormitories for women are
filled for the coming year. I have also
indicated that you relied on this fact to

bar the admission of a Negro
- girl from Atlanta...”

Although the spectacle of
Aderhold and Caldwell in
court was a particularly sad
example of what The Ritual

canleadto,it was by no meansunusual.
In onebrief, Georgia’s lawyers denied
“the existence of anypolicy, practice, or
custom oflimiting admission to the Uni-
versity of Georgia to white persons.”
Nor wasthis form of defense restricted
to higher education, where it sounded
relativelyplausible. Earlyin the case that
brought about the integration of the
Atlanta public schools, the defense
claimedthat the schools were not actu-
ally segregated;it was mere chance that
resulted in there being all Negro teach-
ers and students in some schools andall
white teachers and students in others.
At somepointin everyhigher-education
case, Mrs. Motley, who has handled
practically all such cases for the Inc.
Fund, always asks the university regis-
trar what she calls “the old clincher”:
Would he favor the admission of a
qualified Negro to the university? The
registrar, often a strong segregationist
himself, has to answer yes, as Danner
did during the Georgia trial, and face
the newspaperstories the next day that
begin, as the Atlanta Journal’s began,
“The University... registrar hastesti-
fied in Federal Courthere that he favors
admission of qualified Negroes to the
University.”
When I mentionedthis to Mrs. Mot-

ley one evening in New York before I
made my return trip to Georgia, she
said, “It’s not funny, really. Thesystem
is based on people getting on the stand
andtelling the truth. But people who
talk about their respect for tradition and
integrity and the Constitution get in-
volved in one lie after another. They’re
willing to break down the system to
keep 2 Negro out. In Mississippi, uni-
versity officials got up on the stand and
said they had never even discussed the
Meredith case. Theydo the same kind
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of thing in voting cases. People are
denied the right to vote not because
they’re Negroes but because they
didn’t dot an ‘? or interpret the Con-
stitution correctly. This is one of the
most serious by-productsof segregation.
The people get a disregard for the law.
‘They see supposedly important people
get up dayafter day onthe stand and
lic. The reason the whole thing seems
funny to watch is that you spend all
thattime proving something everybody
already knows.”
To anybody whohadsat throughthe

trial in the Athens Federal Building—
to the reporters, whosat in the jury box,
or to the university and town people,
who segregated themselves by race the
first day or two, even though they were
in a federal court, and only gradually
gotusedtositting wherever there was a
place—it was no surprise to read Judge
Bootle’s decision that “although there
is no written policy or rule excluding
Negroes, includingplaintiffs, from ad-
mission to the University on account of
their race or color, thereis a tacit policy
to that effect,” and that the plaintiffs
“would already have been admitted had
it not been for their race and color.”
However, Bootle’s decision, issued one
Friday afternoon in carly January,
1961, a month after the trial ended,
did contain one surprise; it ordered the
students admitted not by the following
fall, as had beenpredicted, or for the
spring quarter, beginning in March, but,
if they so desired, for the winter quarter,
for which registration closed the follow-
ing Monday.

Tf the entire conspiracy against the
State of Georgia had indeed stemmed
from the intricate machinations of a
foreign-looking man in New York, he
could haye picked nobetter place than
the University of Georgia for thefirst
confrontation,so it wasironic thatthis,
the most ciinning maneuverofall, was
the result of two local accidents—the
accident that the University of Georgia
case got through the courts faster than
the Atlanta school case, which had been
filed two yearsearlier, and the accident
that twoseventeen-year-old high-school
students happened to prefer the Univer-
sity of Georgia to Georgia State, proba-
bly because of the football team. There is
no doubt that by 1961 the atmosphere
in Georgia had benefited from the dis-
mal example of other Southern states,
and that the movement to keep the
schools open,even with somedesegrega-
tion, had spread from its normalbase,
consisting of housewives, to the ordinar-
ily timid businessman. The open-school
moyement became almost respectable
after a fact-finding commission, cre-   
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ated by the Georgia legislature, more
orless as a part of The Ritual, to gather
opinion on segregation aroundthestate,
had submitted a surprising majority re-
port urging that each community be
given a choice of whether to close its
schools or submit to desegregation. Still,
most observers thought that if the first
test came in the Atlanta highschoolsin
Septemberof 1961, as was expected,the
result wouldbe aboutthe sameasthe re-
sult in New Orleans the year before.
The Georgia legislature, dominated by
representatives of the rural counties,
might have enjoyed closing the Atlanta
schools,or at least harassing them,in the
nameof thefolks at home. Closing the
University of Georgia, where manyof
the legislators had goneto school, was a
different matter. The university, ninety
per cent Georgian, customarily had stu-
dents from every county—noslight
achievement in a state with a hundred
and fifty-nine counties—andits gradu-
ates often went right back where they
came from. The spell of the university
was once explained to me by William
Tate, its dean of men, who has been
there for forty years and exchanges
more affection with the university than
any other maninthestate. “Wheninte-
gration came,the university was the one
institution that could weatherit,” Tate
said. “There came a time when the
people of the State of Georgia wanted
the universitynotto close. Alot of people
in the state love the university, and the
university has alwaysbeentied up to the
state. Weusually have people here from
every county—though sometimes we
fudge alittle to get one from Echols
County or some little bitty place like

that. We also have five hundred agri-
cultural-extension workers and home-
demonstration workers spread out all
over the state. Our agriculture people
have bornethe brunt ofshifting from a
cotton economyto diversified farming.
Ernest Vandiver,the last governor, was
a graduate of the university. Carl San-
ders, thepresent governor,isa graduate
of the university. Both United States
senators—Talmadge and Russell—are
graduates of the university. Herman
‘Talmadge’s son is here and heis the
fourth generation of Talmadges to at-
tend the university. Richard Russell
wenthere; his father wasa trustee; his
uncle was here. Why,he was the fourth
Richard B. Russell here. I went down

to speak in Greenville not long ago, and
nine graduates came to hear me speak.
Nine graduates right there in Meri-
wether County. It’s not that way with
‘Tech. The engineers don’t drift back to
these little old counties. There’s not a
soul in Meriwether County who gives
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a damn what happens to Tech. When
this thing happened,I bet a lotof folks
said, “Hell,I get griped up a lot with that
university. The students don’t behave so
well. T don’t like the football. Butit’s a
pretty good old university. It’s helped us.
‘They’ve done the best they can. They
got their feet on the ground. And my
granddaddy wentthere. P’ll help them
out.’ ”

If, by chance, there was a politician
in Georgia at the time who would not
have agreed with Dean Tate’s interpre-
tation, he could look at the record. The
only political defeat of Eugene Tal-
madge, a Georgia graduate and one of
the South’s most adroit demagogues,
came when he meddled with the uni-
versity. That was in 1941, when the
Board of Regents refused to fire
a dean whom Governor Tal-
madgesuspected of integrationist
sympathies. Talmadgeinstalled a
new Board of Regents, which
fired the dean, but a good number of
angry teachers left as well, and the
Southern Association of Colleges and
Secondary Schools suspended the ac-
creditation of all Georgia’s public col-
leges and universities—called the Uni-
versity System—because of the political
interference. In the next campaign,
fought largely on the education issue,
Talmadge could not shout about race
loud enoughto avoid an overwhelming
defeat by Ellis Arnall,a liberal. Accred-
itation wasrestored, and a simple lesson
was learned—that the voters of Georgia
cared morefor their university than for
their segregation.

Although, as was later revealed,
Governor Vandiver had advisers who
thought he should make the gesture
of going to jail before permitting the
university to admit Charlayne and
Hamilton (he had, after all, promised
“notone, no, not one”), there was never
much douht about what the Governor
would do or how thelegislature, then
gatheringforits annualsession in Atlan-
ta, would react. On the day Charlayne
and Hamilton registered, Vandiver
finally announced that he would have to
cut off the university’s funds, because
the law required him to, but that he
would ask the legislature to change
the law. (The university planned to
declare a five-day “holiday” while this
was being arranged.) He must have
been thankful that Judge Bootle en-
joined him the next day from using
the law, for this move provided him
with the opportunity to rail against
the tyrannical federal judiciary for do-
ing something he would otherwise have
had to do himself. Later, Vandiver
offered the legislature his alternative
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to resistance: repeal of the segregation
laws, and the passage of a new group
of laws, built around a state tuition
grant to parents who wanted to send
their children to private schools rather
than integrated public schools. Accord-
ing to The Ritual, Vandiver could not
call this retreat a retreat. He called
it, instead, “the child-protection free-
dom-of-association defense package.”
Te passed casily.

WhenI returned to Atlanta two and
a half years later, I was curious about
the outcomeof all the legislative and ju-
dicial activity that had gone on during
the integration. I noticed in back issues
of the Atlanta Constitution that B. D.
Murphy, Georgia’s chief counsel at the
Athenstrial, eventually presented a bill

to thestate for $14,500, plus $248
in expenses. Thetotalbill for out-
side counsel for the Georgia trial,
exclusive of the ordinary expenses
of the Georgia Attorney Gen-

eral’s office, was something over
$25,000. “Thestate got off cheap,” an
enlightened lawyer, wise in the ways of
Georgiapolitics, told me during myvisit.
“Tt’s just a matter of wholoses graceful-
ly, of course. But this way the issue is
settled. They got the best lawyer they
thought they could get, he lost, and no-
bodycansaythat the case was thrown or
the state should have had more lawyers
or that somebodyelse might have won.”
Governor Vandiver’s “child-protection
freedom-of-association defense pack-
age” turned out to be an even costlier
form of TheRitual. The tuition-grant
law—“the basis of our defense,” ac-
cording to the Governor—could not
mention segregation without being
thrown out bythe courts; it therefore

merely provided a grant enabling any
child to attend an approved private
school. But, as it happened, not every-
bodyin Georgia was willing to go along
with the game. A numberofcitizens
took the law atits word andclaimed the
grantit provided them, even though they
did notlive in an integrated school dis-
trict, and even though, in most cases,
their children were in private schools
anyway. The weekI arrived in Atlanta,
the Constitution printed the names of
twelve hundred Georgians who had
received tuition grants for the 1962-
63 school year—thefirst year the grants
were available. The Constitution pointed
outthat eighty-three per centof the peo-
ple had had their children enrolledin pri-
vate schools before the law waspassed.
Amongthose listed were hundreds of
people outside Atlanta, which has the
onlyintegrated schools in the state, and
a Negroeducator in Atlanta, who was

sending his children North to prep
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school; one suspects thatthelist also in-
cluded dozensof smiling integrationists.
The Constitution soberlyprinted letters
from outraged citizens who pointed out
that the total cost of the tuition grants,
$215,000, was a lot of money to be
handed out by a state that regularly
ranks among the last in the country in
moneyspent for public education. The
legislature, equally alarmed, changed
the law so that a parent could apply for
a tuition grant only if the school board
and the county authority of his district
had agreed that a “need”existed in the
district. Even then, the request had to
go through the local board, and the
grant had to be paid partly from local
funds. “We expect this will cut this
business down to nothing,”a legislative
assistant at the Capitol told me. That
seemed to be the ideal arrangement for
a law that was part of The Ritual; it
would remain on the books for all to
sce but could not be used enoughto be-
come expensive or embarrassing.

T also discovered, to my surprise, that
Georgia still maintains a program of
grants to Negro students who go out-
side the state to take courses offered at
one of the “white” institutions in the
Georgia University System but not at
oneof the colleges it provides for Ne-
groes. The out-of-state aid program
was originated to give some semblance
of “separate but equal” status to a sys-
tem that offered whites two large uni-
versities, a medical school, and a dozen
other colleges across the state and of-
fered Negroesthreeliberal-arts colleges
that were once summed up easily by
Tup Holmes as “a joke.” Although
Negroes can now legally attend any
college in thesystem,theout-of-state aid
programis still going forward, perhaps
to hold down the attendance of Ne-
groes at colleges still considered white.
(Charlaynecould havereceived out-of-
state aid for studying journalism out of
thestate during herlast twoyearsin col-
lege.) The students annually receive the
difference between the tuition they pay
outside the state and what they would
pay ata Georgiacollege,plus the equiva-
lent of one round-trip railway coach
ticket and a room-and-board  supple-
ment of $2.78 a week. Therecords
for the 1961-62 school year, which are
the latest available, show that four-
teen hundred and twenty-five students
were given out-of-state aid for studyin
thirty-four major fields at eighty-one
institutions. Nine hundred and twenty-
five of these students were majoring in
education. The total cost in 1961-62
was $236,124.73, and the estimate for
the next school year was aboutthe same.
In the 1962-63 school year, then,
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Georgia, through tuition grants and
out-of-state aid, was spending between
four hundred thousand and four hun-

‘{ dred and fifty thousand dollars for the
| ritualistic protection of a custom that had
already been violated. And that was in
addition to the cost of maintaining two
separate school systems.

HE University of Georgia was
desegregated withunusualsudden-

ness. Only a weekend separated Judge
Bootle’s surprise order and the appear-
ance of Charlayne and Hamilton on
the campus—not enoughtimeforeither
the side of law ortheside of violence to
marshalits forces. A succession of con-
tradictory or ambiguous court orders
and executive acts added to the confu-
sion. At onepoint, Judge Bootle
stayed his own order, to allow
time for an appeal, only to have
Elbert Tuttle, chief judge of
the Fifth Circuit, rescind the
stay within a couple of hours. From the
vague statements of Governor Vandiver
and therefusal of President Aderhold
to say anythingatall, there was some
doubt whether the university would re-
main open or not, Theresult ofall the
confusion wasthree relatively non-vio-
lent, if chaotic, days on campus for
Charlayne and Hamilton, and a spate
of congratulationsto the university from
television newscasters and Northern
newspapers on howwell everybody had
behaved. Some of the undergraduates
at Georgia had spent the weekend
rounding up signatures for petitions to
keep the university open—the dominant
concern of most students. Others had
engaged in some minor effigy and cross
burning, including a sorry demonstra-
tion I witnessed on the football practice
field the Saturday night before Char-
layne and Hamilton arrived. Twenty-
odd students wanted to burn a cross
made of ‘two-by-fours, but, owing to
a lack of kerosene anda lack of experi-
ence in this kind of endeavor, they were
unable to get it ablaze. Most of the
demonstrations against integration dur-
ing the two new students’ first three
days on the campus seemed tobe in that
tradition. When Charlayne and Ham-
ilton showed up at nine o’clock Monday
morning, they were metonly bya small
group of curious students and a few
reporters. In fact, throughoutthe first
day, as Hamilton and his father and
Horace Ward walked around campus
going through the registration process,
theyoften met with nothing more than
somestares or a muttered “Hey, there’s
thatnigger.” The crowds around Char-
layne were larger, but they seemed al-
most playful, even when they began to
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bounce a car she was riding in, or
swarmed into the Academic Building,
where she was registering, to yell “2-4-
6-8! Wedon’t wantto integrate! ”—a
chant they had borrowed from the
womenscreamingat six-year-olds out-
side the integrated schools in New Or-
leans. A large crowd,triggered by a
speech of Vandiver’s that seemed to
say the school would close, marched
through downtown Athens on Mon-
day night behind a Confederate flag.
OnTuesdaynight, the first night Char-
layne spent on campus, some of those
who had found out which dormitory
she had been assigned to—Center My-
ers—gathered on thestreet in front of
it to chant, push around sometelevision
cameramenthere, and throw some fire-

crackers. It was a rowdier
crowd, but, like the rest, it was

broken up by Dean Tate, who,
working singlehanded, confiscat-
ed some university identification

cards and told some of the boys he knew

to go home.
Ina special issue of the campusne

paper Tuesday, ten student leadersis-
sued a warning thatviolence could only
mar the image of the university. By
Wednesday,just about everybody on the
campus knew there wasa riot scheduled
in front of Charlayne’s dormitoryafter
the basketball game that night. It had
been organized by a number of law-
school students. All day Wednesday, the
organizers scurried around makingplans
and bragging about the promises of help
and immunity they had received from
legislators. Some students got dates

for the basketball game andthe riot
afterward. Reporters, faculty mem-
bers, and n some students warned
Joseph Williams, the dean of students,
about the riot and suggested that he ban
gatherings in frontof the dormitory, or
at least cancel the basketball game. But
Williamssaid that neither step was nec-
essary. Just after ten, a small crowd of
students gathered on the lawninfront
of Center Myers and unfurled a bed-
sheet bearing the legend “Nigger Go
Home.” Then three or four of them
peeled off from the group, ran toward
the dormitory, and flung bricks and
Coke bottles through the window of
Charlayne’s room. Dean Tate had
been assigned by Williams to remain
with the crowd at the gymnasium after
the basketball game, and Williams him-
self, standing in front of the crudely
lettered sign, made no attempt to break
upthe group. As more people came up
the hill from the basketball game:
close loss to Georgia Tech—and a few
outsiders showed up, the mob grew to
abouta thousand, many of whom threw
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bricks, rocks, and firecrackers. The few

Athenspolicemen present were busydi-
recting traffic, and after about thirty
minutes Williamsfinally agreed tolet
a reporter phonethe state police, who
had a barracks outside Athens. Al-
though the university understood that
thirty state troopers would be stand-
ing ready in the barracks, the desk
sergeantsaid that he could not send the
troopers without the permission of the
captain. But the captain said he had to
have authority from the Commissioner
of Public Safety, and the Commissioner,
in turn,said he could not make a move
without an order from the Governor.
(In a failure of communications that
still fascinates students of Georgia back-
room shenanigans,it was so long before
the Governor gave the order that the
state police did notarrive until an hour
after the riot was over and two hours
and twenty minutes after they were
called. Thena carload of them came to
take Charlayne and Hamilton back to
Atlanta.)

‘The riot was finally broken up by
the arrival, together, of Dean Tate,
who waded in and started grabbing ||
identification cards, and of more Athens
cops, whostarted fighting back when
they were pushed, and then drove
everybody away with tear gas. It had
been a nastyriot, but the group courage
that sometimes comes to mobs had never
infected it. Although the students could
have stormed the dormitory several
times without meeting anyeffective de-
fense, they never did. A few hours after
the television newscasters had congratu-
lated Georgia on its behavior, the area
around Center Myers looked like a
deserted battlefield, with bricks and
broken glass on the lawn, small brush
fires in the woods helow the dormitory,
and the bite of tear gasstill in the air.
Thecasualties were several injured po-
licemen, a girl on the second floor who
had been scratched by a rock, and, as
it turned out, the university’s reputa-
tion. Dean Williams suspended Char-
layne and Hamilton, informing them
that it was “for your own safety and
the safety of almost seven thousand oth-
er students,” andthey weredriven back
to Atlanta. Williams’ on-the-spot deci-
sion to suspendthe target of the mob,
rather than those in the mobitself,
seemed unrelated to anybody’s safety,
since it was made after the last nioter
had gone homeandafter university and
Athens officials had assured Williams
that order had beenrestored and that
giving in to the mob would only mean
going through the whole experience
again. Dean Williams and Charlayne,
who wascryingbythis time and clutch-
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ing a statue of the Madonna, walked
right out of the front door of Center
Myers into the state-police car, watched
only bya few straggling reporters.

ROMthe momentthe twoarrived
on campus, Charlayne attracted

much more attention than Hamilton.
At the time, some onlookers explained
this by devising complicated anthropo-
logical theories about the greater inter-
est in the enemyfemale. Otherssaid it
was only natural that unfriendly stu-
dents should believe thegirl morelikely
to be frightened awaybytheir presence
andthat friendly students should think
her morein need oftheir support. Dean
Tate’s answeris that it was merely a
matter of convenience. Hecalculated
that twoor three times during the day
there were two thousandstudents with-
in two hundred yards of Charlayne,
whose classes at the Henry W. Grady
School of Journalism kept her on the
busiest partof the campus, whereasthere
were far fewer students around the sci-
ence center (whichis removed fromthe
main campus), where Hamilton spent
most of the week. The fact that Char-
layne took a dormitory room, while
Hamilton movedin with a Negro family
in Athens, made the difference even
greater. Then, after the riot, stories
aboutit, including a widely published
picture of Charlayneleaving the dormi-
toryin tears, made her better knownto
people outside Athens as well. The im-
mediate result of Charlayne’s publicity
was that in her first week or two at
Georgia she received about a thousand
letters—three or four times
the number Hamilton got—
from all over the United
States and several foreign
countries. Charlayne’s moth-
er filed all the letters bystates,
the Georgia and New York
folders ending upthe fattest,
and later sent each of the
writers a reprint of an article Char-
layne wrote about her experience for
a now defunct Negro magazinecalled
the Urbanite. I was interested in see-
ing just what people wrote in such
letters, and during mytrip this spring
I borrowed the folders from Mrs,
Hunter, who has them stored in a big
pasteboard box. Charlaynetold melater
that the University of Georgia library
wouldlike to have theletters eventual-
ly but that she hesitated to give them
up, especially while some of the writers
might be embarrassed by evena histo-
rian’s perusal of their names and opin-
ions. That was an understandable ob-
jection, I thought, butit did seemlike
the justice of scholarship for the univer-
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sity to end up with nearly a thousand
expressions of outrage at its behavior.
‘There were only fifteen or twenty abu-
sive letters, I discovered, and this sur-
prised me, but I was more surprised to
find that most of the particularly foul
ones were from the North. The un-
friendlyletters from the South, evenif
they were written in the guise of kindly
advice, wereinstantly recognizable,since
in almost every case they contained no
conventional salutation, “Dear Char-
layne” would have been too chummy,
and anybodywilling to say “Miss Hun-
ter” apparently would not have written
a letter in thefirst place. Most of the
writers solved the problem by starting
out with a flat “Charlayne Hunter,” as
if they were beginning a formalprocla-
mation, There were also surprisingly
few crankletters, although someof the
writers were obviouslyjust lonely people
who wanted somebodyto write to, and
a fewoftheletters, like one from Italy
that began, “DearLittle Swallow,”re-
flected emotions other than sympathy.
A number were from Negro under-
graduates (their own experiences with
separate but equal education revealed in
their spelling) who sentalong a picture
and hoped that a correspondence might
develop. Manyof the writers told Char-
layne they were praying for her; many
of the Catholics mentioned her conver-
sion to Catholicism.She received dozens
of prayer cards, copies of sermons by
Harry Emerson Fosdick and Norman
Vincent Peale, Seventh Day Advent-
ist tracts, and two books by Gandhi.
Several letters were from college stu-

dent councils or N.A.A.C.P.
chapters that had taken reso-
lutions supporting Charlayne
and deploring the action of
those whopersecuted her.
Most of the letters from
individuals also expressed ad-
miration for  Charlayne’s
“courage and dignity”—the

phrase was used almost as one word—
and outrage at the mob. There
was often a mention of helplessness
in the letters from Northerners, which
included phrases like “This must be
small comfort” and “Of course, I can
never really understand.” Some of
those who believed they could never
really understand nevertheless tried
to establish their credentials for under-
standing, listing personal experiences
with prejudice or with Negroes. A girl
at the University of Connecticut told
Charlayne that her high school had a
Negroteacher, who wasconsidered by
all the students to be the best teacher in
the school; the yearbook had been dedi-
cated to himfour outofthe five years he
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had beenthere, she said. A young white
womanin West Virginia wrotethat she
wasattending a formerlyall-Negro col-
lege. “YOUR people are teaching ME,”
she noted. But the great majority of the
letters from the North had nopersonal
experiences to offer. In manyof them,
a picture of Charlaynecut from a news-
paper was enclosed, and most of them
seemed to be from sensible, decent peo-
ple who were appalled by the picture
of a prettygirl being bullied by a mob
and felt they had to write, even if they
didn’t know quite whatto say.

‘The letters from Georgia hada dif-
ferent theme. Manyof them were from
University of Georgia alumni, who
seemedto have a very specific and com-
pelling reason for writing. They want-
ed to tell Charlayne thatall of them
werenotlike the moborthe people who
permitted it to form. AsI read through
their letters, it seemed to me that each
person whowrote felt he had to assure
Charlayne of that or she might not
know. On the whole, of course, the
Georgia letters were also morerealistic.
But nonequite captured the plain real-
ism of a young boyin Rochester, New
York, one of two dozen pupils in a
parochial-school eighth grade who had
apparently written to Charlayne as a
class project. “Dear Miss Hunter,” he
said. “Iam verysorry for the way you
are being treated. I hope you have the
courage to take this treatment in the
future. Respectfully yours.”

T hadfirst discussed the letters with
Charlayne two years before, when she
was back in Atlanta for the weekend
after her second week at the university.
Since her return to the campusfollow-
ing theriot, she had been under police

protection, and in consequence she was
now cut off from therestof the students
even more sharply than she had been
during the chaotic first week. She
seemed amazed and movedbythe num-
ber of people who had written to her,
but she found someoftheirletters slight-
lyoff the subject. “All these people say
“Charlayne, we just want you to know
you’re not alone,’” she said, smiling.
“But I look all around and I don’t see
anybodyelse.”

  

vie reasonable people in Georgia,
vhen theylook back on whatev-

erybodycalls “that night,”believe that,
all things considered, the riot was both
inevitable and beneficial—a nice clean
shocker to polarize opinion, revolt de-
cent citizens, and purge the violent of
their anger. This line of thinking has
never appealed much to Charlayne, who,
tends to be less dispassionate about the
events of that night, but she admits that
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the reaction to the riot by the state and
the university meantthat she and Ham-
ilton need no longer have anyreal fear
about their physical safety. About the
only public figure in the state who did
not express outrage over the riot was
Peter Zach Geer, who was then Goy-
ernor Vandiver’s executive secretary
and is now lieutenant governor; in-
stead, he issued a statement, late that
night, saying, in part, “The students at
the University have demonstrated that
Georgia youth are possessed with the
character and courage not to submit to
dictatorship and tyranny.” Geer now
finds those ringing words political lia
bility. As for Governor Vandiver, with
almost everybody else in a
mood for law and order, he
guaranteed that the p
would be maintained when,
under a new court order,
Charlayne and Hamilton returned to
the campus the following Monday.

In their reactionstothe riot, each of
the groups involved in the situation—
the state’s politicians and the university’s
administration, faculty, and students-
seemedtoset thepattern for their future
behavior. The university administra-
tion, looking around for somebodyelse
to blame, eventually found the press
(the group that had appeared most in-
terested in preventingthe riot) and “out-
siders,” represented by seven Knights
of the Ku Klux Klan who had been
arrested in their car on the campusthat
night. The Klansmen,sullen, ugly, and
properly ominous, had been armed, and
did afford an indication of what might
have happenedif the tear gas had not
broken up the mob,but, as a matter of
fact, they had left their arms in the car
and had taken noreal part in the riot.
Nevertheless, they had guns and bad
reputations, and were more logical sus-
pects than respectable law students. Ad-
ministration officials at first thought
that a ban on student demonstrations
would be undemocratic, but by the end
of the weck,finding the pressure for the
ban greater than the pressure againstit,
they established a permanentpolicy of
not putting up with overt hostility.

Asfor the faculty, it had maintained
silence while the administration felt its
waythroughthecrisis, but with the riot
and the suspension of Charlayne and
Hamilton it almost exploded. A meet-
ing wascalled the night after the riot,
and eventually about four hundred
faculty members signedaresolution that
said, in part, “Weinsist that the two
suspended students be returned to their
classes.” It was an extraordinarily
strong statement for that time in Geor-
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gia; insisting that Negroes attendclasses
with whites was not a popular view, no
matter what the circumstances. But
the faculty went unpunished, and even
whensomeprofessors organized groups
to patrol the campusthefirst few nights
Charlayne and Hamilton were back in
Athens, there were no reprisals of any
sort. The legislators in Atlanta noted
the resolution with displeasure but ex-
pressed their displeasure in no concrete
action. Instead, they set up an investi-
gating committee called “The Special
Committee Appointed on the 12th Day
of January, 1961, bythe Speakerof the
House of Representatives of the Gen-
eral Assembly of the State of Georgia

to Find and Ascertain Facts
Concerning the Certain Hap-
penings and Episodes Sur-
rounding the Admission of
Two Negro Students to the

University of Georgia.” One of the
facts the committee found and ascer-
tained was that “the majority of rocks
were aimed at Center Myers Dormitory
andnotat persons.” Another was that
“many students feel they are being un-
dulyrestrainedin exercising their right
of freedom of assembly and freedom
of speech.” But the legislators did not
seemterriblyinterested, and sooner or
later most of them actually appeared
relieved to be done with this issue that
had absorbed so muchof their energy.

The pattern of the students’ atti-
tude toward Charlayne and Hamilton
emerged during the week of their re-
turn. Thefraternities and sororities let
it be known that anybody interested
in his ownposition on campus would be
wise nottotalk to the two Negroes. An-
other group of students, most of them
associated in one way or another with
Westminster House, the campus Pres-
byterian organization, formed a group
called Students for Constructive Ac-
tion. They posted signs about the
Golden Ruleinthe classroombuildings
and arrangedto take turns walking with
Charlayne and Hamilton ontheir way
to classes. The girls in Center Myers
hadall trooped downtovisit Charlayne
the first night she was in the dormitory,
reinforcing a widely held opinion that
girls would always be kind to a new
girl, even a new Negrogirl, but on the
following night—that of the riot—their
behavior changed drastically. After the
first brick and the first Cokebottle had
crashed into her room, Charlayne went
to a partly partitioned office, ordinarily
used by one of the student cme
lors, and stayed there during most of
what followed. A group of Center
Myers coeds soon formed a circle in
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front of the office and marched around,
each screaming aninsultas she got to the
door.“They had beentold tostrip their
beds, because tear-gas fumes might get
into the sheets,” Charlayne said to me
later. “They kept yelling that they
would give me twenty-five cents to
maketheir beds, although at the hour-
ly rate I was being paid by the
N.A.A.C.P., according to them, it
wouldn’t have made much sense for
me to work for a quarter. They kept
yelling, ‘Does she realize she’s causing
all this trouble?’ Outof all the girls
who had visited me the night before,
only one girl came in andstayed in the
office with me. ButI finally made her
go to bed. After a while, Mrs. Porter,
the housemother, told me to get my
things together, because I was going
back to Atlanta, and that’s whenI start-

ed to cry. Dean Williams carried my
books and mysuitcase, which was pret-
ty nice. He could have made mecarry
them. When we went byto pick up
Hamp, he wanted to drive his own car
back. I guess by then myimagination
was running wild; I could imagine
K.K.K.all up and down the highway.
I didn’t want Hampto drive, and I al-
most got hysterical. Finally, he said
O.K., he’d go with the troopers. Dean
Tate went with us, and talked all the
wayback aboutthelittle towns we went
through—thingslike why ‘Dacula’ is
pronounced ‘Dacula,’ instead of ‘Dac-
ula” The next day, at home,thelights
were low, and people kept coming by
saying how sorry they were. It felt as
if I hadbeenill for a long time and was
about to go, or as if somehodyhad al-
readydied. [ was going back to Athens,
but I was glad we didn’t have to go back
for two or three days.”

—Catvin TRILIN

(This is the first part of a
three-part article.)

Wuen You Cau
to a telephone that has a different Area
Code than yours, give the long distance
operator (or dial if you have Direct Dis-
tance Dialing) BOTH the distant Area
Code andthe telephone number.

For example, if you want tocall 781-
3998 in San Francisco, say, “Area Code
213 626-4699."—Chicago Telephone Di-
rectory.

And whenyousay it, smile.

Yesterday at the Bronx Zoo, Phoebe the
hippopotamus gave birth to the nation’s
first baby hippo of the New Year. The
father is Peter the Second,also a hippo-
potamus.—The Herald Tribune.

Bysomehappycoincidence.
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Swissair gives you a choiceof five non-stop DC-8 jetflights from New York to Lisbon
each week, with convenientafter-dinner departures. And old-fashioned Swiss-Care goes
with youall the way.For reservations, see yourtravelzSWISSAIR
agent, or call Swissair. Offices in principalcities. SWISSCARe - WORLDWIDE
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JANTZEN
plays it easy —

with a wrap-around skirt
in Crompton Wide Wale Corduroy.

Addsan effortless cotton knit
turtleneck to match,

Persimmon,olive, dark blue,
beige, ginger. Sizes $,M,L.

Skirt about $12. Shirt about $6.
At Bloomingdale's, NY

Woodward & Lothrop,Washington DC
Frederick & Nelson, Seattle

Crompton-Richmond Company-Inc.
1071 Avenue of the Americas, NY 18

Crompton
Corduroy

     

THE CURRENT CINEMA
Prize-Winner

[: is O.K. to skip “Hand in the
Trap,”even thoughit arrives deco-
rated with the International Film

Critics Prize of the Cannes Festival.
The nearest I can come to describing
this silly, arty import from Argentina
is to compareit to the kind of ladies’
magazine story in which fourth-hand
characters andsituations
comedressed in theflossi-
est prose. Its heroine is
oneofthose snoopy girls
straight out of the works
of Mignon G. Eberhart
and a thousand other
thrillers. A solemn-faced,
decorative blonde on va-
cation from convent
school, she managesto peck into an up-
stairs room of her decaying house,
where, she hasbeen told, her deformed,
illegitimate half brother has been locked
away for twenty years, and finds, in-
stead, an aunt whomshe has believed
to be married and living in the United
States. The aunt,it turns out, wasjilted
by her fiancé twenty years before, be-
cause of the double disgrace of illegiti-
macy and deformityin the family. The
heroine rounds up the fiancé, by now
an amateur racing driver and profes-
sional roué of fifty, and finally, after
having been seduced by him herself,
brings him and Aunt together. Aunt
takes on in an alarming Latin manner,
swoons, and dies, presumably of em-
barrassment. This drivel is presented
in the most ludicrous and pretentious
fashion, with photography that con-
stantly calls attention to itself. There
is no acting to speak of but direction
aplenty. Along the way, we get some
glimpses of small-town life in Argen-
tina, which apparentlyis as boring as
most small-town life everywhere else.
Still, the picture won that prize in
Cannes. I can only suppose that a re-
pulsive shot of a tumbler of water with
two dead bugs floating in it must have
swung the vote.

 

“P: 109”is an adventure movie for
boys, and it doesn’t pretend to be

anything else. Well, I guess it does
pretend, but not veryhard, to be about
Lieutenant John F. Kennedy’s rescue
of the crew of his PT boat after it had
beensliced in two by a Japanese ship—
a storyfirst recorded by John Hersey
in this magazine. The script is based
on another account ofthe episode, by
Robert J. Donovan. The photography, 

which is expert, is used inthis case pure-
ly to advanceortoillustrate the story,
and the settings and the incidental bits
of naval background seem authentic.
There is no humorin the picture but
plentyof good humorand joshing; nev-
era harsh wordis said that doesn’t con-
ceal a warm heart; nooneis ignoble or

wicked or miserable or

complicated; the actionis
active, though hardlysus-
penseful; and the Japa
nese and island natives
are anonymous, though
really no more so than
theprincipals. This con-
trast betweenexpert, so-
phisticated technique and

gawkyideas about human behavior is
not unusual in Southern California. As
Kennedy, Cliff Robertson, making no
attempt at impersonation, gives a de-
cent, straight performance, which is
neyer as easy as it looks. Most of the
other players are all right, too, and
the movie glides in and out of the mind
just as the ships—ours and theirs—
glide through the lovely, cool, blue,
enormousPacific. —Eprru OLIvER

 

For the sake of conveniencelet us illus-
trate [the reflex arc] by the reflex with-
drawalof a finger from contact with a hot
stove. The receptors concerned will be the
heat receptors in the skin. When stimu-
lated by the heat, a receptor causes nerve
impulses to be sent along an efferent nerve
fiber. The cell bodybelonging tothis fiber
is located in a dorsal ganglion. The im-
pulses travel to the cell body and then
leave along the other branchofits single
process, They enter the spinal cord via a
dorsal root. The ganglion cell’s process
then makes contact with the dendrites of an
intermediate neuron in the dorsal horn of
the gray matter. The impulses bridge the
gap between the two neuronsand activate
the intermediate neuron, and new impulses
travel along the dendrite, cell body, and
axonof this neuron. These impulses ac-
tivate the dendrite of an efferent neuron in
the ventral horn to set up new impulses
which trayel over the efferent neuron cell
body and leave the spinal cord via its axon
or efferent nerve fiber. The latter extends
through a ventral root andspinal nerve to
a muscle. The impulses activate myoneural
junctions (as described in Chapter 8) and
cause the effector (muscle) cells to con-
tract. The finger is withdrawn. The result
of stimulation of a receptor is a reflex
response from some effector organ, the
whole action generally occurring more
quicklythan the timeit takes to describeit.
—“‘The Human Body and How It
Works,”by Elbert Tokay.

Godbe praised!
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 ‘Washington Monument and Capitol, Washington, D.C.

National Association of Manufacturers.

CIO-AFL.
; om aiie JUST John Birch Society.ern ismia oe Americans for Democratic Action.

The Washington Post Manyvoices and viewpoints
ben z are heard each day in Washington, D.C.

| Report what people do andsay, regardless of your
| feeling for or against. Dealjustly withall, without

reducing vigor of editorial comment. And which
newspaper in Washington seems to do this best?
It must be The Washington Post
for journalistic excellence... read by 50 per cent
morepeople than any other Washington newspaper.
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LETTER FROM PARIS
Jury 2

ARGELYas the result of unan-
LE nounced  on-and-off surpris

strikes in the Métro from ay
morning until midnight, last Thursday's
monster motor-traffic tieup on the
streets of Paris—a combination of chaos
and paralysis, under incessant, chilly
rain,withseveralmillion angryParisians
and their umbrellas jamming the side-
walks as theytried to get to work on
foot, or go about their business, or, fi-
nally, merely get home
was the mostgigantic traffic
impaction in thehistoryof the
French capital. About two
hundred thousand __private
cars, ordinarily parked and
inert, had been brought out
for use when newsof the underground
strike spread and as the overhead rain
continued to fall in torrents—making,
in all, an estimated half-million or more
cars milling around townin bad weather
andin an already abnormaltraffic situa-
tion. The latter was provided by the
state visit here of the young King of
Morocco, for whose Thursday proces-
sion, with President de Gaulle by his
side, whole networks of avenues were

closed to normal use and, for security
reasons, were lined by gendarmes who
usually function as traffic police. While
the Elysée’s limousinessped unhindered
to the Galerie Charpentier for a look at
an exhibition called “Two Thousand
Years of Art in Morocco,” then out to
Versailles for luncheon,andfinally back
to Paris for a gala dinnerat the Affaires
Etrangéres, it took one solid hour for
ordinary cars—or a taxi, if you could
find one—toinch across the Place de la
Concorde. All day and until past ten
clock that night, the rain-soaked air
wasfilled with the constant, protesting
uproar of klaxons and toting horns.
‘The next morning, the Moroccan king
was so alarmedby the newspapers’ rage
that in his speech at the Hétel de Ville
he actually apologized to the Paris popu-
lation, saying, “Excuse mefor the traf-
fic perturbations.”

Truc, His Majestyprovided the last
straw in the whole hurly-burly. But the
major part of Thursday’s anger was
justly aimed against the governmentand

ions—against the formerfor
its ineptitude in handlingsocial problems
and laborgenerally, and againstthe lat-
ter for their selfishness in calling a sur-
prise strike. In a ripsnorting criticism of
both, the conscientious Le Monde edi-
torialized,in part, “Whenthe employees
of a public service unexpectedly throw
millions of working people onto the

 

 

   

 

 

                 

 

streets and into the rain, that is not a
strike, that is anarchy. And when the
authorities responsible for maintaining
order let the paralysis spread over a
whole capital city, that is also anarchy.
A declaredstrike is a form of war. But a
surprise strike is illegal guerrilla war-
fare.” This is apparently what. it felt
like to the vast population of regular
early Métro users, who had trooped
downto thetracks onlyto discover that
there was a strike on—for more pay, as

» highest-
salaried cadre of the service,
the motormen, while the
wretchedly ill-paid, non-
striking ticket-punchers in
manystations stayed loyally
on the job. On them the

crowds naturally vented their wrath,
hitting and shoving some of them in the
Opéra Métro station, and insulting
them all, everywhere. It was hope that
kept the crowds jammedin the under-
groundstations, for every hour or so
a train would rumble in—hope, and the
thoughtthat at any rate they were not
standing outdoors in the pouring rain
waiting for buses that were stuck fast in
the traffic, in bunchesof six or seven,
like small herds of green clephants. This
year,there have already beenfifty-four
days ofstrikes of some sort or length in
the Paris transport system, and the pas-
sengers are sick of it—especially those
office workers and shop employees who
arenot unionized, to whom suchstrikes
are nota test of leftist class loyalty but
merely an awfulhardship for their feet.
The governmentintends to rush a bill
through Parliament next week regulat-
ing the right to strike in nationalized
industries, suchasallthe public transport
here, and obliging the workers to give
advance notice of an intended stoppage.
This has been construed by the Com-
munist-dominated labor unionsas an in-
fringement of their sacred striking
rights, on which the Fifth Republic’s
constitution is actually rather vague.
The projected bill is being prepared

against a backgroundof violent general
criticism of the government’s laborrela-
tions, and particularlyofits agricultural
policies, this past week underlined by ex-
tremephysical violence from the French
farmers themselves, up in arms from
Brittanyto Perpignan. What the mod-
ern peasants are complaining aboutis
“the misery of prosperity”—the over-
production of their delicious little new

potatoes andfine early promeurs, with
the logical resultant slump in wholesale
prices. Addedto this is de Gaulle’s com-
plicated policy of importing foreign

                  

     

fruits and vegetables, to bring downthe
prices paid by French housewives. Con-
vinced that these imported edibles mere-
ly increase the burden of their own
surplus, the farmers—who, after all,
represent nineteen per cent of France’s
population and supply the basis for her
national gastronomy—are now on the
warpath. In Brittany, rather than cede
their famoustubersat less than the syn-
dicate price—equal to five American
penniesa kilo, or alittle more than two
pounds—thepeasants have been dump-
ing their surplus potatoes on thevillage
streets of Paimpol and Saint-Pol-d.
Léon and mashing them raw under
bulldozers. In Avignon, near the Popes’
Palace, the farmers rioted bravely
against the tough, Sten-gun-carrying
road police, who prevented them from
calling, with their extra potatoes and
their complaints, on the government
prefect. In Perpignan, the center for
the cheap wines ofthatdistrict,the fifty-
fifth Congrés de la Fédération des As-
sociations Viticoles de France has just
ended in a flurry of anger, solidarity,
and worry, becauseof a probable bump-
er grape crop this autumn,ontopoflast
year’s. The winegrowers have united
against any further government im-
portation of coarse Algerian wine, an-
nually brought in to strengthen their
weaker local product and constituting
half of the entire export business of Al-
geria, now in its first twelvemonth of
the financial difficulties that accompany
independence. The Perpignan con-
gress members havejust poured theleft-
over Algerian winein the gutters and
formally declared that “violenceis legit-
imate”against de Gaulle’s pro-Alger
an-wine policy. For the first time in
memory,thereis also a glut of southern
apricots and, as always, of French ripe
tomatoes. At the Perpignan regional
market on Saturday, the angry farmers
threw bushels of tomatoesat the charg-
ing police and then dumped a ton of
tomatoes and apricots, mixed, on the
highroad near the cloister of Elne,
which made skiddydriving for motor-
ists comingin from Spain. Muchofthis
wrathful rural agitation is based on
the modern peasant’s premise that
de Gaulle’s governmentshould subsidize
profitable pricesfor him,glutornoglut.
So far, the government has merely or-
dered a national Eat Apricots Week for
all of us, which began on Monday.

 

 

    

   

  

HEREwasconsiderable expecta~
tion here before the opening of

Luchino Visconti’s three-hour film, in
Italian,ofthe Sicilian Duke Tommasi di
Lampedusa’s popular, aristocratic, Gar-
ibaldian novel “The Leopard.” The

 



as long as you're up get me a Grant’s

    Would you,darling? Say, did you know Grant’s 8
is still made by the original Grant family and
they still age it at the original Glenfiddich distill-
ery in Scotland for 8 years andI still think it
takes that long to smooth out a Scotch.What? You
haven’t heard a word I said? Forget it, but don’t
forget my Grant’s.
The choice and cherished 8-year-old blended Scotch Whisky
in the triangular bottle. Eighty-six proof. Imported to the
United States from Scotland by Austin,Nichols& Co.  
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reaction to it has been odd, It has been
criticized as being too beautiful, as hav-
ing “the ennui of perfect beauty,” as
seeming like “an animated painting,”
and as being dominated by “taste, the
very best taste,” as if these were all
cinematographic mistakes. Actually,
the grandest aesthetic achievement in
the film lies in the strange, plunging
long-shotviews ofthe rocky Sicilian hill-
sides, with their sublime and stony
aridity, emptied of everything except
lonely perspective. Later, Visconti sets
the Prince’s carriages to moving, very
far away,like bits of émigré baggage
pulled along the hillside roads, first
here, then there—obtaining by a kind
of jerking photographythe same sense of
nervous action that he first used in
the battle scenes of “Senso.” His con-
sistent,particularstyle of seeing things,
which he makes the camera look at in
his own manner, is the mostsatisfying
and remarkable attribute of this new
movie, otherwise rather languishing,
Theelegant quality of idleness that lies
over the princely family, even inits flight
from republican history, is in itself
somnolent, as events lead slowlyto the
double demise that was the novel’s
theme—the death of the old noble class
and the approaching end of Prince
Salina himself, who courteously wel-
comed the triumph of Garibaldianism
like an uninvited guest to his domain.
‘ThePrinceis played by Burt Lancaster,
that fine-bodied ex-trapeze artist, who
has the perfect physical balance and
dignity that come from well-trained
strength. Italy’s best character actor,
Paolo Stoppa,is authentic as the vulgar,
nouveau-riche town mayor whorepre-
sents the new Sicilian powerclass, and
Claudia Cardinale is his oversensually
handsomeupstart daughter. It would be
useless to protest the presence of the
French star Alain Delon as her lov-
er—the Prince’s nephew-heir and the
dashing military hero of the piece—
considering his international box-office
popularity. The film is in muted color,
andin Part I’s Palermobattle scenes the
scarlet of the Garibaldians plays through
the gun smokelike

a

stripe of pale-red
ribbon against the blue uniformsof the
Royalist soldiery. Part II, whichlasts an
hour,is nothing but the Prince’s palace
ball to honor the union ofthe disparate
young couple, a festivity that one sees,
in allits fastuous details, as intimately
as if one had been invited—thesouper,
the gavotte, the old and the adolescent
guests. Then, suddenly, there are
camera views at such close range of
beautiful, elegantly dressed women—of
thefabrics of their gowns,of the pulsing
of their bare throats and flesh—thatit
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“Pell me, Contessa,
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LIKE OLD WEATHERVANES?
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York 16, N.Y.
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is like leaning over the nude shoulders
of models posing for Renoir.

‘O Americanshere,it seems strange

that the recent climax in our de-
segregation problem—and, indeed, in
our whole tragedy between the two dif-
ferent-skinned home races—shouldhave
caused so little reaction among the
French. Until the recent sudden Amer-

"| icanappetite for books on the Civil War,
it could always be safely deduced here
that the French, as a rule, knew more
about the war than we did—for one
thing, because the study of General
Lee’s campaigns used to be (perhaps
still is) an instructive element in the
militarytraining of future young French
officers at Saint-Cyr. Also, the ante-
bellum South wasan agricultural-gen-
trysociety, with which the French were
familiar in their own colonies until
rather recently. The newspapers here
print all the desegregation news day
by day, and during the worst of the
Alabamaincidents scenes were shown
daily on the Frenchtelevision screens—
the policeman’s foot on the Negro wom-
an’s throat, the pretty new Negrogirl
student at the university. To this there
is nearly noFrenchreaction that reaches
Americans here. There have been one
or two Le Mondeeditorials, as on Pres-
ident Kennedy’s television speech in
June, which the paper said set a new
date on the calendar of humanrights,
and latelythe little morning paper Com-
bat, of which Camus wasan editor dur-
ing the war, whenit was underground,
had aneditorialtitled “The Bells Ring
for Lincoln.” It pointed out that one
hundred years ago this year, slavery
was officially abolished in the United
States—“a note that sounded loud and
high for the conscience of the West.”
If we ask our French newspaper col-
leagues and our French acquaintances
why they’ express no opinion—they
who have an opinion on everything—
on our present dangerousracial strug-
gle in the States, which is consequen-
tial, perhaps, for the whole Western
Hemisphere, they al say the same
thing: “Tt is a question of home poli-
tics, so we can have nothing to say.
C'est votreaffaire, et pas & nous & com-
menter.” If we say, “But you had a not
dissimilar situation in Algiers, where
the white O.A.S. young bucks shot
down a few dark-skinned Algerians
on the main street each day before
lunch,” they answer, “But that was
war.” Onecan only hope that as long
as they observe this protocol, they will
neverbe free to comment on what goes
on inthis, our most greatly delayed Civil
Warperiod. —GENEr
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THE RACE TRACK
Double Dip

the Suburbanon the Fourth of July
or Cicada’s race in the Sheepshead

Bay Handicap on Saturday was the
event of the week at Aqueduct. Both
werebrilliant, but if I had to pick one
or the other, P’d be tempted to give
the edge to Cicada. Shecarried 128
pounds,spotting her op-
position from ten to
nineteen pounds, and,
what is more, she was

racing on the grass
for the first time—and
against runners sea-
soned to turf courses.
Thereis always uncer-
tainty about howa horse will run at the
first. go-off over unfamiliar footing.
Some won’t even try. On the other
hand, a goodcolt or fillyinvariably does
everything well, and there’s no doubt
about how goodCicada is. Adams, who
rode her (her regular jockey, Shoe-
maker, was engaged out onthe Coast),
allowed her to go at her own gait for
half a mile, and then sent her up fast
along the rail to take command turn-
ing for home. Even so, she was hard
pressed to win by a neck from Nubile,
to whom she gave nineteen pounds.
There are few runners as courageous
as Cicada. Remember howshe fought
it out with Ridan through the last quar-
ter of the Florida Derby, onlytolose
bya nose? The Sheepshead Bay wasan
impressive warmup for her coming en-
gagements. It’s a good guess, although
the Meadow Stable has not divulgedits
plans for her, that her next two starts
will be the New Castle Stakes at Dela-
ware Park a week fromSaturday, with
a purse of $50,000, and the Delaware
Handicap on July 27th, with a purse of
$165,000. If she brings off that dou-
ble, she’ll add tidybit to her earnings,

which now total $758,324. But she’s
never been lucky at Delaware Park.
Last year, she finished third to North
South Gal and Bramalea in the Dela-
ware Oaks, anda fortnight later Seven
Thirty beat her bya head forfirst mon-
eyin the Delaware Handicap. Cicada
has never looked better, and she be-

havesasif she enjoyedracing. She’s had
plenty ofit. The Sheepshead Bay was
her fortiethstart.

[« a tossup whether Kelso’s race in

Ke. of course, won the Suburban
ascasily as had been expected. He

galloped behind Cyrano and Garwol
for a mile, andthen passed them onthe 

turn for home, but he had to be ridden
out sharplyin the last furlong to with-
stand the challengeof Saidam, to whom
he gave twenty-two pounds. Though
there were only sevenstarters, and two
of those werefar behind for most of the

mile and a quarter, there wasa surpris-
ing amount of crowding onthe turns

and in the stretch. Sai-
dam suffered the most
from it, but I don’t
think he would have
won in any case, he-
cause when he threat-
ened Kelso, Kelso
turned on full speed
and tore through the

last quarter in a shade over twenty-
three seconds, which was just too much
for Saidam. Delightful as the Suburban
was to watch, it would have been more
interesting if Beau Purple had gone to
the post. He had been training nicely
for therace, after having beenidle since
February, but he didn’t go so well in
hisfinal workout, and his stable decided
he needed more preparation. It is hoped
that he maygoin the Brooklyn a week
from Saturday. Kelso won’t; he has
been declared outofit, and also out of
the Monmouth Handicap in Jersey this
weekend. His next appearance will
probably be in the Whitney Stakes at
Saratoga on August 3rd. No more
handicap races for him. The weights
are getting prohibitive.
An interesting item, the day before

the Suburban,was the return of Green-
tree’s Outing Classto his stable’s expec-
tations. He had been looked upon as one
of the leading three-year-old prospects
early in the season, but he had been
rather a disappointment up until last
Wednesday, when he turned in a smart
effort to win the Saranac Handicap.
Though hewaslast for half of the one-
mile scamper, he mowed the leaders
downin the stretch, winning handily
from Choker, who, you'll recall, had
been only a couple of jumps behind
CandySpots in the Belmont. Ahoy, a
heroonthe Jerseytracksthis spring, was
third, and oneof the also-rans was Bon-
jour, whostill has a big following in
these parts. On the whole, it was a most
encouraging performance. By the way,
Outing Class didn’t wear his blinkers,
as he has been doingall season. Blink-
ers (they’re called the rogue’s badge
abroad) are used chieflyto quict a nery-
ous, high-strung animal, or keep him
from seeing theother racers, or help him
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run straight. The fact that Outing
Class has shedthe blinkers is a goodsign.
Nodoubthewill be one of the contend-
ersin the Dwyer Handicap on Saturday.
It’s my opinion, though, that if Cha-
teaugay starts, nothing is going to beat
him. Which reminds me, CandySpots
is expected to go in the American Der-
byat Arlington Parkthis weekend. No
commentuntil after I see the chart of
that one.

ELL, the Monmouth Oaks, at
Monmouth Park last weekend,

wasthe Coaching Club American Oaks
all over again; atleast,it wasfor the first
three—Lamb Chop,Spicy Living, and
Smart Deb—whopassed the winning
post in that order in both races. Now if
they can doit once more, in the Dela-~
ware Oaks on Saturday, that will be
one for the book. As I caught the race
ontelevision, I thought Spicy Living
didn’t have the best racing luck in the
world, especially in the last quarter, but
then neither did Lamb Chop.

Looking farther afield, I must say
that Get Around has lived upto his
name. Hewintered at Hialeah in Flor-
ida; came north for a race at Garden
State Park in Jersey; ran at Keeneland
in Kentucky, wherehe finished second
in the Blue Grass Stakes; cameto Aque-

duct, where he won the Withers;
popped down to Garden State Park
again and ran second in the Jersey
Derby; and after that finished third in
the Chicagoan at Arlington Park. In
his most recent effort, the Hollywood
Derby on the Coast last Saturday, he
lost by a neck to something named
Y Flash. I hear that Get Aroundcar-
ries an airline travel card.

—Aupax Minor

 

Dr. Theodore Chihara, head
of the mathematics depart-
ment “at Seattle University,
has been awarded a $4,000
grant by the National Science
Foundation for a three-month
research project.
Dr. Chihara will continue

his study into chain sequence
swastikas and obscene words
in the branch of mathematics
knownas analy

—Seattle Post-Intelligencer.

Let’s give him a good sendoff!

  

Mopern house forsale to settle estate,
large living-room two B.R. bath kitchen
& large basement, Central heating andall
conveniences. Nice for couple ready for
retirement on hard road.—ddv. in the
Times.

Andthere mustbelots of them.
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OUR FAR~FLUNG CORRESPONDENTS
JOURNAL OF A PSEUDO~EVENT
Wasuincton, June 23

Pea text for today, and perhaps
for the next ten or twelve days,
will be foundin the first chapter

of “The Image, or What Happenedto
the American Dream,” by Daniel J.
Boorstin, a historian whois less than
happy about the recent course of Amer-
ican history. In this world, Boorstin says,
there are occurrences of two sorts—
“events” and “pseudo-events.” Events
either develop out of some true human
necessity or come about unexpectedly.
Marriages, births, deaths, earthquakes,
inventions, meals, and dreamsare, as a
rule, events. Pseudo-eyents are happen-
ings that happen because someone ar-
ranges for them to happen, so that they
will receive public attention. A conver-
sation that arises from a meeting of
friends ona street corneris an event, but
a plannedinterview for a newspaper or
fortelevision is a pseudo-event. Pseudo-
events, Boorstin says, are “planned,
planted,or incited.” Pseudo-events are
preventable. With them,time is a nego-
tiable factor; they can be delayed or
advanced, and their duration can be
shortened or lengthened almost at
will. They can be cancelled because of
bad weather, mechanicalfailure, or in-
sufficient public interest. Most political
speeches, conferences, and conventions
nowadaysare pscudo-events. The pur-
pose of a pseudo-event—by no means
the only one in all cases but the prin-
cipal one in most cases—is to focus
public attention on whatis happening,
or, rather, on whatis being madeto hap-
pen.

Boorstin’s categories raise some diffi-
cult questions. Was the Declaration of
Independence a pseudo-event? How
abouta civil-rights demonstration called
by Martin Luther King’s Southern

 

 

Christian Leadership Conference?
Clearly, some pseudo-events satisfy

deeply felt human
needs. And once a
pseudo-event has taken
place, it is as much a
part of history as any
other sort of nt.
“Bah, I make circum-
stances,” Napoleon is
supposed to havesaid,
meaning that he made
history by making
pseudo-events. In any
case, the President’strip
to Europe is, a few
hours beforeit begins,

 

indisputably a pseudo-event; indeed,it is
a super-pseudo-event. It was planned,
as nearlyall travelling by the movers
and shakers of earth is planned,in order
that it might be written about, talked
about, photographed, and_televised—
and witnessed by great crowds, which
will, in turn, be written about, talked
about, etc. From theearliest daysof the
planning, it was stressed that no nego-
tiations were contemplated, andthis is
most fortunate, since there are today
veryfew people in Europe whohave the
power to negotiate anything of sub-
stance. The President will talk with
other movers and shakers here and there
(ona bilateral basis, about a multilateral
nuclearforce), but he could talk with all
of them on the phone, or on a ship in
mid-Atlantic, or in some remote and
quiet place such as Birch Grove, Sus-
sex—thesite chosen, for the most pro-
found reasonsof state, for his meetings
with Harold Macmillan. Exceptin Eng-
land, though,he will zero inonthe great
centers of population. This is to be a
campaign, and the President is out for
votes. He is running hard, and more
than a little scared, against General
de Gaulle. Sincethereis noelection in
whichthese twocan berival candidates,
the prize is the display of popular ap-
proval, and the measureofthis will be
the size of the crowds that the President
attracts in the streets and squares of a
dozencities, and in the amountof cover-
age that his appearancesgetin the press
and ontelevision. A hundred or so of
us journalistic accomplices will accom-
pany him. Our number is about five
times that of the official party. And in
the official partyitself there are at least
five orsix people whose main function
will be press-agentryand the planning,
planting, and incitement of pseudo-
events within and around the super-
pseudo-event, “Pseudo-events,” Boor-
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stin says, “spawn other pseudo-eventsin
geometrical progression.”

‘Thistrip offers an instructiveillustra-
tion of the relationship between the
pseudo-eventandthe event. For months
now,things have been going wrong—
or,at least, not as planned. Events have
been threatening the pseudo-event. In
April, the Italian voters brought down
the Fanfani government, whoseleaders
the President had hopedto see and, by
publicity, strengthen. Then good Pope
John fell ill and, on June 3rd, died.
The Profumo affair—an eventif ever
there was one—so weakened the Mac-
millan governmentthat its leaders im-
plored the President to intervene with
a pseudo-event. The President had not
wanted to go to England, but he
wouldn’t have minded a confrontation
with General de Gaulle in Paris. Walter
Lippmann,in two columns,said that he
thoughtit wouldbepleasantif de Gaulle
invited Kennedy to a “lunch in Paris,”
but de Gaulle thought otherwise. No in-
vitation was received. This non-event,
along with the eventsin Italy, England,
and Germany,andthe civil-rights crisis
here, called into question the wisdom of
going through with the journey, and
the President was under pressure from
almost every side to abandon it. But
while pseudo-events are preventable
and can be moved about in time,

they gather a momentum oftheir own
in the planning stages, and very of-
ten a point is reached at which the
embarrassments that they might cause
the participants are outweighed by the
embarrassments that would be caused
by calling them off. This trip is bound
to have its awkward moments, butfor.
the past week or ten days it has been
plain that nothing would be as awkward
for the President as cancelling this ma-
jestic enterprise on no other ground
than thatit doesn’t seem a very good
idea at the moment. Besides, it may turn
out to have been a splendid idea. The
disarray of Europe may seem to the
President to make it more urgent than

ever to call for West-
ern unity and order.
His antagonist in Paris
has not beenledbyoth-
er people’s troubles to
call off any of the
pseudo-events he has
planned. Whether or
not Kennedy goes to
Bonn, de Gaulle will
go there—on the
Fourth of July. Any-
way, the parade routes
have been marked off.
Reviewing stands are
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going up. Cables are being strung.
Cameras are being moved into position.
Eurovision promises us an audience of
two hundred million.

Berwin, JUNE 26

HE German tour, Chancellor
Adenauer told President Kennedy

and a roll'ng sea of Germans in the
Rathausplatz here today, has been a
“referendum on German-American re-
lations.” He meantno more, one can be
certain, than that his people had been
voting with their feet for Mr. Kennedy
and a continuing relationship with the
United States. As far as anyone knows,
the Germans have not been voting
against General de Gaulle or for the
multilateral nuclear force. They like
General de Gaulle, too, and some of
them may vote again with their tired
feet when he visits Bonn on the Fourth
of July. The crowds that he drewin
Bonn last September, knowledgeable
Germanssay, werenot quite the size of
those that greeted the President there
last Sunday. De Gaulle, after all, lives
next door, and he dropsby frequently,
and heis not the most powerful man on
earth. Still, his crowds werevery large,
and their response to what hesaid to
them in his near-perfect German (he
spent, it is said, the better part of two
weeks memorizing his speech and be-
ing coached in diction) was judged
to be somewhat warmerthan their re-

sponse to the consecutive translation
of the President’s speech. Crowds-

manship is not merely a matter of
counting; degrees of enthusiasm must
also be measured, and a red-hot mob
of a hundred thousand may be worth
more than a million of the merely cu-
rious. But the President has nothing
to complain of on anyscore. His crowds
in Cologne, Bonn, Frankfurt, Wies-
baden, and Berlin could not possibly
have been larger. In the squares in
which hespoke, every cobblestone was
occupied by a human foot. Breathing
was so difficult that the first-aid sta-
tions were kept busy handling just the
fainters on the fringes—the only ones
theycouldget at. Thosein the steaming
center were unreachable andhadto suf-
fer erect, because the pressure of the
mass was equal onallsides. It has been
said that better than sixty per cent of
West Berlin’s twoand a third million
people were in thestreets. This is not
hard to credit. The President’s motor-
cade has just completed a forty-mile
swing around the city, which means
that it passed forty miles of Berliners
standing never less than four deep on
both sides of the street. There were
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Berliners in the windows above the
streets, and on the rooftops above the
windows, Elsewhere, it was not quite
the same thing, but not very far from
it. On Sunday, people lined a road
through a forest when the President was
en routefrom WahnAirportto Cologne.
Not through disorderliness but merely
because the laws of mass and pressure
are inviolable, people sceped throughthe
police lines around the Cologne Cathe-
dral. If the enthusiasm registered in the
Rhineland was really lower than that
registered for General de Gaulle, this
maybe explained bycertain features of
the local character;the police whoselines
the crowds burst were the onlyspike-
helmeted, heavy-booted ones we have
encountered. And if the Cologners
responded to American jokes and po-
litical punch lines only with prolonged
“Aah’’s and chants of “Ken-ned-dee,”
they weregreat in the flag-waving de-
partment. By my rough count, every
third Rhinelander clutched a paper
flag—United States on oneside, Federal
Republic on the other. The President,
though—one of whose charmsis his
frequent puncturing of pseudo-eventso-
lemnity with irrepressible candor—
could not accept the flags at their face
value. Toasting the President at the
Palais Shaumburg, Dr. Adenauer told
of how touched he had been by the
day’s demonstration. The President,
too, was touched, but he wondered
about theflags. “I cannotbe-
lieve all of those flags they
held in their hands came from
their rooms and from their
houses,” he said. “Someone
must have been working,
Mr. Chancellor.”

Events occur in the midst
of pseudo-events. ThePresi-
dent was overcome with
skepticism jin Cologne and
with raw political emotion
here in Berlin. One would
not have thoughtthathis first
sight of the wall would add much to
his sense of its outrageous reality.
The wall resembles its pictures, of
which he must have studied hundreds,
but the real thing evidently affected
him more deeply than he had expected
it to, and ledhim to ad-lib angry and—
in termsof recently proclaimed Ameri-
can policy—discordant lines in his speech
at the Rathausplatz. “There are some
who say in Europe and elsewhere ‘We
can work with Communists,’ ” he said.
“Let them come to Berlin.” The Presi-
dent, of course, thinks it is possible to
work with Communists; he has said so
manytimes, he has doneso many times,
andheis sending Averell Harriman to

Moscow shortlyto work with them ona
matter that he has described as urgent
in the extreme. His speech at American
University a few weeks ago was real-
ly a message to Khrushchevsaying that
the United States was quite serious
about coexistence. But the sight of the
wall and of the crowds that hate the
wall unsettled him, in much the way
that the sight of the Cuban Freedom
Fighters in the Orange Bowl in Miami
last December unsettled him. Hetold
the Cubans that they would march in
the vanguardof a liberating army, and
hetold the Berliners that he was one of
them. “Ich bin vin Berliner,” he said.
He did notsay, “Let’s all go storm the
wall right now,” but there was appre-
hension among someofhis advisers on
Berlin affairs that the crowd might be
reading him that way. (Had

a

sortie
been organized,it would have met heavy
resistance wellthis side of the wall; it was
being defendedateverypoint by British,
French, American, and West Berlin
forces, and no West Berliners were al-
lowedto getclose to it.) He himself be-
came alarmed by whathe had said about
working with Communists, and at the
Free University he ad-libbed again: “As
I said this morning, I am notimpressed
by the opportunities open to popular
fronts throughout the world.” But that
wasn’t at all what he had said in the
morning. It was his way of telling
Khrushchev that he hadn’t changed his

mind about coexistenc
Khrushchevwill get the mes-
sage, but he can be counted on
to make the mostof the Rat-
hausplatz talk when.he visits
the otherside of the wall in a

 

 

 

few days.
In urging, at home, the

passage of new civil-rights
legislation, the President has
onseveral occasions pointed
to the advantages of getting
the quest for justice “off the
streets and into the courts.”

He sympathizes with the Negro demon-
strators, but he is apprehensive about
their demonstrations. His zeal for equal-
ity is temperedby a passion for order. In
Europe, though, he is doing the oppo-
site of what he is recommending at
home. Heis seeking to take the great
issues of foreign policy out of the courts
of primary jurisdiction—the

_

parlia-
ments, the chancelleries, the various
NATO councils, and the United Na-
tions—andput theminto thestreets. He
is, moreover, a foreign agitator. It is
true that in his public appearances in
Germanyhehassaid nothing thatis out
of line with the policies of the Federal
governmentor, indeed, with the poli-
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cies of the leading opposition parties. In
the Federal Republic and in Berlin,
there is verylittle principled opposition
to the main featuresofthe official line on
foreign policy. Nothing, perhaps, was
more remarkable about the German
tour—and nothing, perhaps, more dis-
quieting—thanthe almosttotal absence
of dissent of any kind. There was
nowhere anythinglike a counter-dem-
onstration. If there are any anti-Amer-
icans, anti-Gaullists, or nuclear disarm-
ers in West Germany, they stayed off
the streets these past few days. Along
the route, there were only three or four
placards that suggested anycritical tem-
per,and these simply called for greater
militancyin the application of established
policy, such as “Why Hard on Cuba,
Soft on Berlin?” The rest were all
either “OK, Johnny” or “Schultz
Bickerei Griisst Kennedy.” (In Wies-
baden, which is about as Americanized
as Topeka,it was “Ask Not What You
Can Do for Your Ford Dealer, Ask
What Your Ford Dealer Can Dofor
You.”) If anysection of thepress or of
public opinion had anydoubts about the
propriety of an American. politician’.
campaigning against a Frenchpolitician
bybarnstorming in Germany, word of
it was never brought toanyof us. When
Mr. Kennedywentinto California last
year, Richard Nixon called hima “car-
pethagger,” and as we move closer to
next year’s elections we can probably
expect to hear the President saying, in
answering news-conference _needlers,
that he would not presumeto tell his
ownparty’s voters in Wyomingor Con-
necticut primaries whattodo,this being
a matterfor the free Democrats of those
states to settle for themselves. But this
week he has become a Germanpoliti-
cian, and next week he will become an
Italian politician. (Ireland will wel-
come himsimply as a Bostonpolitician,
and in England he will see the streets
and squares only from his jet helicop-
ter.) Heis, in short, a Europeanpoliti-
cian.

Hedid not, to besure, start this busi-

ness. There was doubtless something
ofthe pseudo-event and of crowdsman-
ship in the Queen of Sheba’s visit to
King Solomon in Israel twenty-nine
hundred years ago,andinstatevisits ever
since. The modern American master
was Dwight Eisenhower, who made
foreign travel almost the whole of his
foreignpolicy after the death of John
Foster Dulles. (Mr. Nixon hadstarted
even earlier, appealing to the masses
overthe headsof their governments in
hostile as well as in foreign territories,
andin July, 1959, he carried to Mos-
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cow President Eisenhower’s invitation
to Nikita Khrushchev to come over to
the United States and have a go at
American crowds.) General de Gaulle
is an enthusiastic crowdsman. The prac-
tice is spreading, thanks mainly to the
spread oftelevision, and in time there
will have to be, as there always is in
politics, somerule of reciprocity. As the
British journalist Peregrine Worst-
horne haswritten, the application of the
rule is almost certain to stir demands
for protective barriers of some sort.
Europe may be moving toward unity,
and the world may someday be one,
but surely no country has yet achieved
a degree of tolerance that would lead
it to extend the courtesyofits streets to
anyand all foreignpoliticians who wish
to go roaring through them
asking this and that of the
people andcontending against
politicians from other coun-
tries or for or against some
faction in the host country.
The Federal Republic is a rather spe-
cial case—as is Italy. Both are client
states. West Berlin is an extra-spe-
cial case. Its freedom and prosperity
are heavily subsidized not only by the
Western occupying powers but, in re-
cent years, by the Federal Republic,
and when a Berlin crowd turns out
for President Kennedy and Chancellor
Adenauer,its enthusiasm must be seen
partly as an expression of gratitude for
past favors and for anticipated future
ones. Adversary powers are alsospecial
cases. American opinion was as well
armoredagainst Chairman Khrushchev
in 1959 as Soviet opinion was against
Vice-President Nixon. The matter be-
comes more delicate when allystarts
running againstally in countries whose
favor both are seeking, and it becomes
moredelicatestill when the crucialissues
are far beyond the competence of foot
voters. The President performed a serv-
ice—perhaps even a necessary one—
when,in his movingspeechin the Pauls-
kirche in Frankfurt, he said in as many
ways as he could that the United States
was committed to the defense of West-
ern Europe (“The UnitedStates will
risk its cities to defend yours”), but
this is not really the point he travelled
sofar to make. The question of Ameri-
canreliability has arisen at this particu-
lartimeonly because General de Gaulle
has found it a useful question to raise
in connection with his plan to make
France a nuclear power and his hope
of limiting European unity to the Con-
tinental powers. The wisdom of his
plan andthevalidity of his hope cannot
be tested or measured bystreet demon-
strations. They can be politically af-
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fected by them, though, and this seems
regrettable; not even the most demo-
cratic of political philosophers have
thought muchofthe idea of conducting
diplomacy bypopular referendum.

Chancellor Adenauer accompanied
the President everywhere on the Ger-
man tour. He endured the physical
ordeal of the motorcades, posed in every
photograph, and got a share of the
talking time on every platform. He
rode the President’s coattails as hard
as if he were a Democratic alderman
running

a

close race in an unpredictable
ward. He obviously does not see his
forthcoming retirement from office as
a retirement from politics. He is still
accumulating power and authority for
deposit in the bank and withdrawal

later on.It is not clear wheth-
er the President’s visit had any
effect in determiningthe uses
he will make of whatever
power remains to him when
Ludwig Erhard moves from

Vice-Chancellor to Chancellor in Octo-
ber, The communiquéissued yesterday
onthe talks betweenthe leaders in Bonn
said nothing that could offend General
de Gaulle or anyoneelse. It endorsed the
multilateral nuclearforce as a “good in-
strument,” and said that it should be
discussed “with other interested govern-
ments.” No doubtit will get plenty of
discussion when General de Gaulle ar-
rives next week. Vis-A-vis the General
and the President, the Chancellor re-
mains a free agent. “Whyare you mak-
ing this entire trip?” the President was
asked at his news conference in the
Foreign Ministry auditorium. “I think
it’s very appropriate that the President
of the United States should comehere,”
he said. “We deal with problems of
nuclear defense, of monetarypolicy and
trade policy. We are making decisions
which may affect our relative position
throughout the world over the next
decade.” The communiqué revealed no
decisions of any sort, and American
spokesmenoffering guidance on the in-
terpretation of it said that this fact
should be underscored.

  

Dupuy, June 29
T looked for a momentasif Ireland
would get into the mainstream of

European politics and have a caretaker
governmentplayhost to the President.
A dispute over a revenuebill led to a
crisis of confidence last week, andit wa:
not certain until the eve of the Presi-
dent’s arrival that the Prime Minister,
Sean Lemass, of the Fianna Fail, or
Party of Destiny, would survive it. But
whenthe Dail waspolled,it turned out
that Mr. Lemass hadlost nota bit of his
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power. Hehasfor sometimeheld office
bya single vote, and heheld it this week
by the usual majority. He was on
hand—alongwith the venerable Brook-
lynite Eamon de Valera—to greet the
President and start him on a tour that
has been splendid in almost every re-
spect. The crowds have been thin but
agreeable. The President has met cach
occasion with what the occasion has
seemed to demand—grace, tact, elo-
quence, and, everywhere, his teasing,
self-mocking wit. TheIrish hosts have
almostunfailingly responded in proper
kind. ‘Therehas been no clowning and
no mawkishness, except in the Irish
press, where there seems to be some
guild rule that requires headline writers
to use “Sentimental Journey” on the
front pageof every edition of every pa-
per. Thephrase is wildlyinappropriate.
‘There is not a sentimental bone in the
President’s body, and he is always at
pains to make this clear. Heis careful
everywhereto haveironyplayits cleans-
ing role. In Cork yesterday, he intro-
duced a friend and spiritual adviser,
Monsignor Jeremiah O’Mahoney, as
the “pastor of a poor, humble flock in
Palm Beach,Florida.”
Theonebit of sham wasthe return to

the putative homestead in Dungans-
town, County Wexford, and the tea
with the cousins there. “Pilgrimage”
wasthe word the headline-writers’ guild
prescribed for this helicopter ride, but it
was, again, the wrong one. The Presi-
dent, in fact, did not set footin the cot-
tage, which had been used asa store
room for manyyears andhaslately been
converted not into a shrine but into a
souvenirshop. He did not even look into
it. As for the cousins, an American
traveller who had stopped by on K-Day-
minus-about-ten—while the pigsty was
being madeinto a mountfor television
cameras, and concrete was being poured

over thefarmyard,so that the American
relatives wouldn’t haveto balancetheir
teacups while standing in mud up to
their ankles—reported that the attitude
of the Dunganstown Ryans and Ken-
nedys was oneof irritation somewhat
lightened by a sense of opportunity.
“Oh, °tis a violation of our privacy for
sure, and if you'd like somepostcards,
please follow this way,” one of the
cousinssaid to the traveller.

Hadthere been in County Wexford
anyseriousthreat of solemnity or of un-
duesentiment, it would have promptly
been destroyed by one Andrew Mini-
han, a man whoseintegrity is as bristly
as the whiskers and rough tweeds that
cover him. Heis a Jocal manufacturer

whose cultivation and sound judgment
have been rewarded, or perhaps penal-
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ized, bya call to service as chairman of
the town board of New Ross, whichlies
at the mouthof the River Barrow,four
miles from Dunganstown, andis—may-
be—the port from which the President’s
paternal great-grandfather, Patrick
Kennedy,sailed for Noodle’s Island, in
Boston Harbor, in 1846. (This, any-
way, is what the currentpress releases
say, and it is the version the President
now accepts. In “John Kennedy: A
Political Profile,” an authorized biog-
raphy by James MacGregor Burns,
published in 1960,it is said that “doubt-
less he boarded a Cunarder at Cork or
Liverpool and crossed the Atlantic in
the crowded steerage.”) Because of
Mr. Minihan’s eminenceincivic affairs,
he was required byprotocol to welcome
Mr. Kennedyin New Ross and to rep-
resent the communityin the planning
of arrangements there and in
Dunganstown. He knows a
pseudo-cvent whenhesees one.
He was coiperative about this
one, because he likes all that
he knows—which is a lot—
about the President, but there were as-
pects ofits planning that vexed him no
end. “Every man must justify his ex-
istence somehow,” he told a crowded
press conferencein the bar of the New
Ross Hotel somewhatbefore the Presi-
dent’sarrival, “but I’ve better ways of
justifying my ownthanstanding around
with your American G-men and argu-
ing whether the northeast corner of the
dais should be there or there.” On the
first “there,” he pointed a toe at a spot
on the barroom floor, and onthe second
he pointed it at a spot about four inches
away. When he spoke of “G-men,”
he meant agents of the Secret Service.
His vexations were unnerving to the
planners, who until the last’ minute
feared that a burst of Minihanintegrity
might blow the whole showapart. “And
T’'ll notlive,” he told the press confer-
ence, “to see a sight moreridiculous than
your G-men combing out dungpiles to
sce if we'd planted bombs and merciful
God only knows what else in them.”
The ultimate affront had come, he ex-
plained, when the American agents had
asked him when heproposed to remove
a dung heapof impressive size and bou-
quet that stood on the quayside not far
from wherethe President wastospeak.
“Remove it?” he told them. “Dye no
plan atall to remove it! Asa matter of
fact, we thoughtto addto it. It would
be goodfor the character of your mighty
President to have to cross a veritable
Alp of dung on his way to the New
Ross speaker’s stand.” ‘Things reached
a pass at which the American Ambassa-
dor, Matthew McCloskey, and some
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brass from the Foreign Office in Dub-
lin had to seek out Mr. Minihan and
ask what his terms were. He had no
terms. It was the presumption and offi-
ciousness of the agents he had found
hard totake. He had plannedall along
to have the dung carted elsewhere. He
and the President got along fine, shar-
ing the knowledge that a generally
agreeable andcertainly harmless fraud
wasbeingperpetrated.

This countryhas contributed at least
as much to the twentieth century as
Germanyhas, andit has destroyed noth-
ing—except, possibly, a bit of its own
self-esteem. (It has beenpainful to keep
readingin the Irish press stories exclaim-
ing on the wonderofit all that so great
a man as John F. Kennedy—“Oh,
Whata Beautiful President!” one head-
line said—had consented to visit “little

Ireland” or “poor Old Ire-
land.”) For a time earlier this
week, it was thought that the
President would take alight and
airy view ofa trip to a country
in which the diplomatic stakes,

by current Cold War and European
standards, are low. He took no such
view. Instead, happily, he has seized
every opportunity to remind Ireland
that it has reasons forself-esteem, and
thatits role as a neutral and almost pow-

ss power is honorable and can be
productive. His speech before a joint
session of the Dail wasoneofhisfinest,
and he managed to speak to the Irish,
andtoother countries new to independ-
ence, about the past, and to Nikita
Khrushchey about the future, in the
same words. There are, he told both,
“nopermanentenemics. Hostility today
is a fact, butit is not a ruling law.”

  

Bricuton, June 30
T Birch Grove, accordingtoa joint
communiqué, the President and

the Prime Minister conferred for twelve
of the seventeen hoursthat haveclapsed
since the two reached Mr. Macmillan’s
home. They talked quite a bit after the
communiqué, too, and so did six other
people—Dean Rusk on the American
side, Lord Home andfour others on the
British side. There was general agree-
ment on those matters on which there
had beengeneral agreementall along,
suchas aiding India, and no agreement
on anything else. All that this meansis
that Mr. Macmillan, thoughhe nodoubt
thinks it might be fine for England to
participate in organizing and manning a
floating missile command, can’t commit
Her Majesty’s Governmentto it. He
probably wouldn’t have beenable to do
so even if John Profumo’s hobby had
been chess. He can’t commit Britain to
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anything but what we mightcall bipar-
tisan policies. He andthe President were
verystrong in urging the moststrenuous

of efforts to get a test-bantreaty. It is
said that Dean Rusk camein with some
new and promising ideas on Anglo-
American strategy for next month’s
Moscow negotiations, butit has not been
claimed that these were enriched by
discussion. Onlythe brevityof this inter-
lude relieves its dreadful melancholy.
The Prime Minister—probably as able
a statesmanas anyin the postwar peri-
od—has been brought so low by the
monkeyshinesofthe political heirs of the
Toryaristocracy that he had to beg
the President to come to England, and
then,as things went from bad to worse,
hadto hide out with himin the country.
Thisis a pseudo-eventthat has had to be
aborted. We accomplices have been

sequestered in Brighton, twenty miles
away, and encouraged to takeit casy.

Onto Rome, with the hopethat the
governmenttherewill hold together at
least throughthefirst part of the week.
‘The air-control people in France are on
strike. The President, who received no
invitation from de Gaulle, therefore
can’t even gointo Frenchairspace. He
must go to Italy by way of Germany.

  

Rome,Jury 2

N Naples, where unemployment is
high and touring Presidents are

something of a novelty, street-filling
crowds welcomed the President and saw

him off for home. The Neapolitans,
President Segni said to President Ken-
nedy at Capodichino Airport, “spoke
for all of Italy.” If he meantto include
the Romans,his thought must havebeen
that they had given their proxies to the
foot voters of Naples. The Roman
crowds wereas thin asthosein Ireland,
andless curious and demonstrative. This
wastrueof the pedestriansat least, who
would take a look at the waving Presi-
dent, wave back at him, shake off the
confetti being dropped byItalian Air
Force helicopters, and return to their
window-shopping or their conversa-
tions. “Spectacle-weary Romeis still
spectacle-weary,” one member of the
party observed, and this was about
the way it was explained in most press
accounts—with many mentions of the

spectacle of the evening before, the
coronation of Paul VI. The crowds
might have been larger and more in-
terested if Mrs. Kennedy had come
along. There was quite a difference,
however, between theattitude of Ro-

man pedestrians and that of Roman
motorists. It seemed at times as if

every Roman behind a wheel was
ready to risk any numberofliv

   

 

 

BRIDES!
This is your

“something.
new... .””

BERMUDA
CHAMPAGNE
HONEYMOON

Our gift to you—WEDDING NIGHT in
suite at New York’s swank Hotel Drake
with half bottle of Piper Heidsieck cham-
pagne — Continental breakfast next
morning.
CAMBRIDGE BEACHES, Bermuda’s
loveliest Cottage Colony for 8 days,
7 nights. Welcoming cocktail party, beach
barbecues, Calypso—tree pedalcycles,ferry
rides, Water sports, palm-fringed beaches
at your door. Piper Heidsieck on yourlast
enchanted evening.

BRIDEGROOMS! Relax—through October31
this complete honeymoon package costs $308
for two withall meals and many extras. NOT
included are NYC transfers, air fares, tips,
additional meals. drinks or services you order.

  

 

For Champagne Honeymoon folder see your TRAVEL AGENT
oF William P. Wolfe Organization, Representatives, 500 Fifth
Avenue New York 36 = LO 5-I114 - Offices also in Boston
Chicago - Los Angeles - Miami - Philadelphia + San Francisco
Sestile + Toronto + Washington, D. C
 

Ys

i, WORLD FAMOUS -
AND NO WONDER :

3
| Bo iAfae Cn
RESTAURANT

THE GOURMETSRENDEZVOUS
Since 1882

110-112 EAST 14th STREET
GR-7-4860

AEeee

   

 

    

    

   

   
 

   

    

  
   

  
   

PLAY IT COOL
Get away from the boiling city to the cool, cool
Adirondacks. Something cooking all the time at
Crystal Lake Lodge. 1500 breezy woodland acres, 60
acre private lake, water-skiing, fishing, boi "
top pro tennis courts. all sports. New Playhall, enter-
tainment, dancing, folk dancing. Chef cuisine. An
adult resort owned and operated by the Slutsky family.

CRYSTAL LAKE LODGE
Chestertown, N.Y.

W.Y.c. DE 2.4578

   

Phones: 3830

ay!

 
“Haute Cuisine”

CORSUE
| ees Village, N.Y.

CPS ELy

aemC
CSE US

 

 
 



86

OPEN JUNE 15 TO SEPTEMBER 15

Me

KENNEBUNKPORT * MAINE

Beautifully situated prcneors
ing ocean, beach, river. Heat-
ed salt water pool, one of New
England’s finest. Poolside buf-
fet luncheon daily. Dancing
nightly. Cocktail bar. Enter-
tainment. Safe surf bathing.
Golf, tennis, shops, churches,
summertheatres, movies near-
by. Outstanding resort value.
Winters: The Colony, Delray
Beach, Fla.

Write John Banta, Manager, Bor
511-A, Kennebunkport, Mainefor
folder. information and rates.

 

™ of
NEWYORK’S BELOVED

peenqas

  

  
  

  

Alter-1theatre drinks ond Supper’
Boffet with “the folk ofthetown"

:Boom
59 WEST 44th STREET, NEW YORK © MU 7-440   

STEAKS + CHOPS
SEAFOOD.

CharcoalBroiled
before your eyes.
Open Every Day

> DINNER-SUI

 

   
  

ORee)
LUNCH * COCKTAILS DINNER * SUPPER

Strolling Violinists
Open Daily » Closed Sun.» Charge Clubs   

 

    

cluding his own, in order to get his
car within onecoat of paint of anything
in the Presidential motorcade. The mo-
ment the motorcade into Rome was
formed outside the Fiumicino Airport,
it was set upon byassault waves of dar-
ingpartisans,in cars from a dozen coun-
tries, who cut the column to pieces,
severed communicationsata half-dozen
points, and held drag races with Italian
and American security officers. Order
wasrestored at aboutthe time we passed
the Circus Maximus.

‘The mostthat canbesaid forthe Ital-
ian visit—asfor the English one—is that
the disasters that threatened at times
were averted, and that no visible harm
came of it. The reports that members
of the American party were brutalized
byItalianpolice are highlyexaggerated.
One or two were lightly bruised, not
because of any hostility toward
them as Americans but because
this part of the pseudo-event was
thrown together in a hurry and
the Italian plainclothesmen and
uniformedpolice did not havetimeto get
to know each other. The Americansgot
caughtin the middle offratricidal con-
flict amongtheir protectors. In political
terms, it was pretty much the same
thing. The government of Premier
Leone has been lucky to survive the
week. No oneinit or outofit is much
interested in either General de Gaulle
or President Kennedy; the multilateral
nuclear force is not an issue of any im-
portance in Italy’s multilateral politics.
‘This is in a wayfortunate, since it meant
that the President’s visit had no poten-
tial for helping or hurting any of the
contending parties. (The Communists
were on recordas opposing his visit, but
they did nothing aboutit except to send
their General Secretary, Palmiro Togli-
atti, to the reception at the Quirinal Pal-
ace, where he shook hands with Mr.
Kennedy, whosaid, “It’s nice to be in
your country.” As far as is known,
Signor Togliatti made no response.)
Mr. Kennedyspent most of his time
with Signor Segni, whose authority is
about as great as that of President
What’s-It in the Soviet Union. In a
passage on the multilateral nuclear
force, the joint communiqué of the two
Presidents explained that “there was ex-
pressed a favorable attitude toward par-
ticipatingin studies on this subjectto be
carried out subsequentlyby all the gov-
ernmentsconcerned.” In the Quirinal
Palace and at NATO headquarters in
Naples, the President made adroit re-
statements of the American commit-
ment to Europe and the Atlantic Com-
munity that he had earlier made in Ger-
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manyandIreland, andcited as authori-
ties Mazzini and Garibaldi, Shelley and
Winston Churchill. (The latter two
may havebeenoriginally scheduled for
use in England.) Byfar the most im-
portant thing to comeoutofthe Italian
tour was the new Pope’s firm commit-
mentto the President’s efforts to get a
test-ban agreement withthe Russians, to
his foreign-aid policies, and tohis c
rights program. This could help him
where help is needed, back home.

 

Wasxincton, Jury 7
P EUDO-EVENTsare madelargely for

the press and often by the press;
werethey todiminishgreatlyin number,
fat newspapers wouldbe slim,the price
of newsprint would drop, and fewer
goods would move. Television would
be in serious trouble—andso, for that

matter, mightbe the entire coun-
try, since the planning and carry-
ing out of grand pscudo-events
are signs of, amongotherthings,
a country’s energy and purpose.

Plants are about the onlyliving things
that never “makecircumstances.” The
press, though, has a peculiar role in
the political pseudo-event. Withoutits
collaboration, most pseudo-events would
be cancelled. The troubles of govern-
ments all over Europe did not give the
President sufficient cause to call off his
trip, but a transatlantic communications
strike, if such a thing were imaginable,
would have rendered the affair abso-
lutely pointless. If the press and televi-
sion people had stayed home,the Presi-
dent would have doneso, too. The deep
involvement of the press is essential.
But the press must also evaluate, and
the difficulty that this posesis similar to
the one that wouldbe faced by a drama
critic reviewing a play in which he
hada leading role. If one is going to
take any part in a pseudo-event, one
has a stake in describing it as suc-
cessful—or, if not that, at least im-
portant.
The Washington SundayStar, which

is by no means an administration pa-
per, today acknowledges that there is
“divided opinion” on the usefulness of
the President’s trip, and then goes on
to list four “positive results”: “A major
personal success in Germany....A
symbolic gesture, strengthening bonds
between this nation and Germany. .
Successful discharge of a potentially
embarrassing ‘duty call’ [on] Britain’s
fast-fading Prime Minister Macmillan.

Reassurances from Italian leaders
that Italy will be able tolive up to her
NATO commitments.” No mention is
madeof Ireland, but the Star’s appraisal
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says about what most other newspapers
are saying; indeed,it says aboutall that
thereis to say right now,and this, upon
examination, turns out to be almost

nothing. The President’s “major per-
sonal success in Germany” and the
“symbolic gesture” are one and the same
thing. The “gesture” was made by
the crowds; the “success”layin the fact
that they made the “gesture”instead of
doing something else. Had they done
something else, “bonds? would have
“weakened.” The “potentially embar-
rassing ‘duty call’” did not fulfill its
potential, because the call was short, the
talk was muted, and the whole business
was madedeliberately un-pseudo-event-
ful. There simply were no Italian “re-
assurances” on “NATO commitments.”
The one specific mention of NATO in
the Rome communiqué readsas follows:
President Kennedyexplained theposi-
tion of the United States with respect
to the possible development of a NATO
multilateral nuclear force.” The Italian
leaders the President saw were men who
had the good sense not to hand him a
check that might have bounced the day
he got home. If the Irish touris to be
put to one side—asit mustbeif the trip
is regarded as essentially a movement
to contain General de Gaulle—the
“positive results” boil downto one: the
President was a smashin Germany. And| j
this is less a “result” than a reflection in
a mirror. The Germans didn’t dis-
covertheir enthusiasm for the American
President when theyfirst glimpsed him
in the streets; they were in the streets
for hours before they saw him, andif
they hadn’t decided earlier that he was
a friend worth having they would never
have been therein the first place. And
he would never have travelled the Ger-
man streets if he had not been assured
of the “personal success,” which was as
predictable as nightfall.

Still, one cannot call the pseudo-
event a failure or say thatits “results”
were “negative,” or even maintain that
the trip was not worth making. Already
oneof the argumentsagainstit has been
revealed as unsound. It was held by
manythatthe President’s absence at the
heightof the civil-rights crisis would be
damagingtohis efforts to get the legisla~
tion he has asked for. The word from
those whohave remainedhereis thathis
absence has been far more helpful than
his presence would have been. His jour-
ney,it is beingsaid, has helped to create
an atmosphere in which the arguments
can be considered on their merits and
in which public attention has been
focussed on the legislative hearings
rather than on the White House. (The
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Utility is a versatile sort of
word. In general usage, it means
simply usefulness. In philosophy,
it is the greatest happiness of the
greatest number. In economics,
the powerto satisfy human wants.
Andin WallStreet, utility means
public utility, a company that
supplies water, gas, electricity, or
some such necessity of modern
living to the public.

Utility stocks might be de-
scribed as versatile, too, since
various utility stocks fit various
investmentneeds. Manya retired
investor counts them amonghis
holdings because they may pro-
vide fairly liberal dividend in-
comeyear in and year out. Many
an institution holds them because
they may keep pace with or even
surpass the growthrate of popu-
lation and industry. And many
another investor values them for
the combinedprospects ofliberal
dividends andpossible price ap-
preciation.

But not all utility stocks are
alike, norare all of them of equal
investmentcalibreor potentiality.
Not by any means. That’s why
selection is important—andthat’s
why our Research Department
has just recently made a study of
60 large electric utility companies,
sizing up their investmentquality
in the light of their respective
records and prospects.
Would you like a copy of “The

Electric Utilities”? You have only
to ask. There is no charge or ob-
ligation.

MEMBERS N. ¥. STOCK EXCHANGE AND OTHER
PRINCIPAL STOCKANDCOMMODITYEXCHANGES

MERRILL LYNCH,
PIERCE,

FENNER & SMITH INC
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pscudo-event in Europe moved to the
inside pages as soon as the Germantour
wasover.) In a general way, the con-
sequences of pseudo-events are no less
difficult to foresee than the consequences
of events. The occurrence can be con-
trived, but there is no way of con-
triving its impact on the history of
which it becomes a part. Nikita Khru-
shchev’s Americantour in 1959 seemed
a pseudo-event of vast significance.
Never before in recorded history had
a nation given the keys toitscities to
a potentate who had announced his
determination to destroy his host. A
month after the Khrushchevvisit, the
whole thing might as well have never
happened,forall the impactit was hav-
ing on the course of events. On the
other hand, Mr. Eisenhower’s visit to
India later that year seemed, in ad-
vance andin its immediate aftermath,
an exercise in purefatuity. In the world
of events, what difference did it make
that the President had been to India
and had beenswarmedover by millions?
But there are manytoday whothinkit
made an enormousdifference and had
many“positive results.” It may be a
misleading case ofpost hoc, ergo propter
hoc, butit does happen to be a fact that
almost immediately after the Eisenhow-
ervisit there was observable astiffening
of Indian foreign policy and a gratify-
ing improvement in Indian-American
relations. Historyis full of surprises.
When the President returned to

Washington, he found that the view
from the White House was verydiffer-
ent from whatit had been whenhe saw
it last. The Sino-Russian conflict has
deepened. The Russians are telegraph-
ingforhelp of somekind. The prospects
for a test-ban treaty maystill be poor,
but they were far poorer two wecks
ago. Theopinion polls showat least a
temporary decline in the President’s
standing—a fact that maybe encourag-
ing to him,since he has always said that
a President who wantsto get things done
must spend his popularitylike currency.
Andthere are manyreportsofresistance
in Europe to General de Gaulle’s de-
signs. Theresistance, if it exists, may
have nothing to do with the recent
pseudo-event, but then again it may.
Events are affected by pseudo-events, as
realityis affectedbyillusion.

—Ricuarp H. Rovere

 

   

Wanrfishing equip., have sewing ma-
chine. Parks—ddv. in the San Diego
Union.

You'll feel better when summeris
over.

MEN'S TERRY KIMONO

 

For solid comfort the Japanese kimono can't

be beat. Terry just adds its subtle texture
to the pleasure you'll find in wearing this

classic robe. Crisp black stripes on white
terry. Men's Small, Medium or Large. $10.95

If you prefer, kimono may behadinall-white

or royal-blue terry in the same sizes. $8.95
Add 35¢ each for shipping. Send for color catalog.

Mel belataeyw
 

   Late afternoon 7 onthe East
Terrace. Cool green lawns
and slender pines dappled with
lingering sunshine. .. Glacier Point
rising sheer to the Valley's rim. Here,
Nature slakes thespiritual thirst. As
daily a refreshment as ourteas at five.
THE AHWAHNEE IN YOSEMITE

Write us at YOSEMITE NAT'L PARK, CALIF.for brochure

 

BOOK HUNTING?
Any book located—no matter how old or long
out-of-print. Fiction, nonfiction. All authors,
subjects. Name the book—we'll find if! (Title
aloneis sufficient.) Inquire, please. No obliga-
tion. Write:

BOOKS-ON-FILEDEPT. NY-10 UNION CITY, NEW JERSEY

    
      

          

   

 

 

 

   

FANNY’S
CUAURAUayy

Spaghetti * Southern Fried Chicken « Prim
Steaks and Fanny's salad dressing.
eeaeeeeedREALaNd) ty

 

    
     Tero oncaT    

  

JULY 13, 1963



PINCH BY HAIG & HAIG, LTD., BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY, 86.8 PROOF. BOTTLED IN SCOTLAND. RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD., NY.

 
Should Pinch be served under glass?

Most people go right to the heart of the matter

and pour Pinch into a glass. But having paid the
price for Pinch, you could makea casefor serving

it under glass, too. Haig and Haig Pinch 1s to
usual Scotch what pheasant is to frankfurters.

People who prize Scotch

It is the patrician among Scotches—brawny and
bold, the way the Highlanders of old intended

Scotch to be. Pinch is for people with a taste for

the luxurious. And the luxuriousness comes
through, even if you weretosip it from a paper cup.

pay the price for Pinch®

 



PHBL EL UT RIL VUEMCADeUalias
ning of another good, fresh smoke. Marlboro’s famous Richmondrecipe
keepsthis flavor awake andalert. The exclusive Selectrate*Filter keeps
it mild.Settle back, you get alot to like. There’s —
a man’s world of flavor in Marlboro Country. #  
b
o


