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Vodka 80 Proof. Dist. from 100% Grain. Gilbey’s Dist. London Dry Gin. 90 Proof. 100% Grain Neutral Spirits.W. & A. Gilbey, Ltd., Cin., 0. Distr. by Nat'l Dist. Prod. Co.

The exoitc TA) M AH AL as interpreted by artist Hervard EKoslotn

“The World Agrees on ‘Gilbey’s, please’” because this smooth, dry, Havor-
ful gin makes a world of difference in a drink. Taste why the frosty-bottle gin 1s
a favorite in America and throughout the world. And remember...GILBEY’S

is the best name 1n Gin and Vodka. 5 a e
(Gilbeys Gin




The American Airlines
fan-jet story.

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

And many of them still do.

But not American’s.

In 1961, American Airlines introduced a new engine called
the fan-jet—with 30% more power than ordinary jets. So much
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Here is the difference between the climb of a fandet 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.

power that the plane itself had to be changed. This was the
birth of our Astrojet.

The Astrojet takes off in /3 less runway, climbs 30% faster,
flies more quietly, and uses the extra fan-jet power to help get
you in on time,

By 1962, we had fan-jets on every jet in our fleet. No other
transcontinental airline has such a fleet,even today. Although
many are changing to fan-jets now.

We have 64 of these planes. The next airline has 23.
Nice thing to remember if you’re taking a trip.

AMERICAN AIRLINES, INCs




GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE THEATRE
(E. and W. mean East and West of Broadway.)

PLAYS

Bevono THE FringeE—Four fine English comedians
in a revue that has humor, style, and splen-

did performances. The quartet consists of

Dr. ?c-nathan Miller, Alan Bennett, Dudley
Moore, and Peter Cook. (Golden, s5th St.,
W. CI 6-6740. Nightly, except Sundays, at
g. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays
at z.)

Dear Me, THE Sky Is FaLLine—Gertrude Berg in
an ingratiating role as a woman who likes to
adjust other people’s lives and suddenly dis-
covers that this is a bad policy. Rather on the
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, 35th 5t., W. Cl 6-3636. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:50. Matinées Wednes-
days at z and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Enter LaveHING—Adapted by Joseph Stein from
a novel by Carl Reiner, this comedy is made
up uvf pretty thin material, but it is funny
nevertheless. It's about a Jewish boy, won-
derfully portraved 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 5t., E. BR g-3g70.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

MNever Too Late—Maybe there’s only one joke in
this comedy about a sixty-year-old gentleman
disinaved at the prospect of his wife's having
a baby late in life, but it is a good one, and
Paul Ford, Orson Bean, Maureen O’ Sullivan,
and Fran Sharon tell it with spirit. The direc-
tion, by George Abbott, is brisk, and the
author, Sumner Arthur Long, has supplied
some highly diverting dialogue. (Plavhouse,
48th St., E. CI 5-6060. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at R:40. Matinées Wednesdays at 2z and
Saturdays at 2:40.)

LonG Runs—mary, mary: This comedy by Jean
Kerr has to do with a young couple trying to
get together after an estrangement. Biff
MeGuire, Patricia Smith, and Michael Evans
are now in it. (Helen Haves, 46th 5t., W. CI
6-6380. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:3o0.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2z and Saturdays at
2:30.)...WHD'S AFRAID OF YIRGINIA WOOLF?:
Edward Albee’s account of some events at a
New England college. 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 5tritch, Donald Davis, Bill
Berger, and Eileen Fulton. (Billy Rose, g1st
St., W. WI 7-5510. Nightly, except Sundavys, at
8. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at z.)

MUSICALS

Ouverl—Dickens' “Oliver Twist” in a loose
adaptation for the stage by Lionel Bart, who
also did the music and lvrics. 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, are all fine people to have
around. (Imperial, 45th 5t., W. CO 5-2412.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Sve Loves Me—An adapiation of a romantic
Hungarian comedy that first appeared here
in 1940 as a movie called “The Shop Around
the Corner.” The songs (Jerrvy Bock and
Sheldon Harnick), dances (Carol Haney),
and book (Joe Masteroff) are pleasing,
though not especially distingnished, but the
performance, as directed by Harold Prince,
15 a model of style and taste. Barbara Cook,
Daniel Massey, Barbara Baxley, and Jack
Cassidy head the cast. (Eugene (O’Neill, g0th
St., W_ CT 6-8870. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Sat-
urdays at 2:30.)

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR
OF EVENTS OF INTEREST

SeMbeTaWeTsf S
|12 |13
14 |15 |16 |17 |18 |19 |20

Tovarich—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, g4th St., W. CI 6-0730. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days at 2 and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lome RumMs—aA FUMMY THING HAPPENED ON THE WAY

To THE Forum: Plautus, that jolly old Eoman,
as adapted by Burt Shevelove and Larry Gel-
bart. The players include Jerry Lester (tem-
porarily replacing Zero Mostel ), David Burns,
Jack Gilford, John Carradine, Raymond Wal-
burn, and assorted cuties. { Alvin, 52nd St., W.
C] 5-5226. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays at 2 and Saturdays at
2:30.). .. HOW TO SUCCEED IN BUSINESS WITHOUT
REALLY TRYing: Mobert Morse plays a yvoung
man cetermined to be at the top of 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. Xightly, except Sundays, at &: 3o.
Matinees Wednesdays at 2z and Saturdays
at 2:30.)... N0 strines: Barbara McNair, as
a model for Paris [Fogue, in a Richard Rodg-
ers show. On Monday, July 15, Howard
Keel will succeed Richard Kiley, as an expa-
triate American novelist. (Broadhurst. 44th
St., W. CI 6-66ug. Nightly, except Sundavs,
at 8:z30. Matindées Wednesdays at 2z and Sat-
urdays at 2:30. Closes Saturday, Aug. 3....
STOP THE WORLD—1 WANT TO GET 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, g4th St.,, W. CI 6-s0g0. Nighily, ex-
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CHANGE OF ADDRESS

It 1s essential that subscribers ordering a change of

address give four weeks' notice and provide their

old as well as their new address. Please give postal
zone numbers for both addresses.

cept Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays
at 2 and Saturdays at =z:30.)

OFF BROADWAY

(Confirmation of dates, curtain times, and casts
is distinctly advisable.)

THe AmericaN Dream and THe Zoo Story—A pair
of Edward Albee revivals. (Cherry Lane
Theatre, 38 Commerce St. YU g-z020. Tues-
days through Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40,
and Saturdays at 7:30 and 1o:30. Matinées
Sundays at 3.)

AMERICAN Savovarps—A season of Gilbert and
Sullivan. Thursday and Friday evenings, July
11-12; “The Pirates of Penzance.”. . .9¥ Sat-
urday matinée and evening, July 13: “The
Gondoliers.”. . . € Sunday matinée and eve-
ming, July 14, and Tuesday and Wednesday
evenings, July 16-1%: “Patience.”. . . € Thurs-
day and Friday evenings, July 18-19: “The
Gondoliers.”. . . ¥ Saturday matinée and eve-
ning, July z2o: “The Mikado.” (Jan Hus
House, 351 E. 74th St. LE 3-6310. Evenings
at 8:40. Matinces at 4.)

Best Foor Forwarn—A revival of the 1941 musi-
cal. The book, which has to do with a movie
actress at a prep-school dance, is sappy but
cheerful; the songs still sound pleasant; and
the boys and girls who play the scholars
and their dates are a generally appealing and
sporadically talented bunch., With Karin
Wolfe, Edmund Gaynes, and Liza Minnelli.
(Stage 73, 321 E. 73rd St. BU 8-2500. Tues-
days through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at
7 and 10:30; and Sundays at 7:50. Matinées
Sundays at 3.)

THe Bracks—Jean Genet ferries us, by means
of symbols, rituals, and masks, into a kind
of state of mind—the excruciating state of
mind that separates the Negro and the white.
The play is too long, but Gene Frankel, de-
spite some excited direction, handles the all-
Negro cast well. (St. Marks Playhouse, 133
Second Ave., at St. Marks Pl. OR 4-3330.
Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sundavs, at
8:30, and Saturdays at 7 and 10. Matinées
Sundays at 3.)

THE Bovs rrom Svracuse—An exhilarating re-
vival, The Rodgers and Hart songs, which
include “Falling in Love with Love,” “Sing
for Your Supper,” “This Can’t Be Love,"
and “The Shortest Day of the Year,” sound
considerably better than new, and they are
well sung by an attractive company. The
book, 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, 324 W. ssth St. LT
1-7877. Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sun-
days, at 8:30, and Saturdays at 7 and 3o
Matinées Sundayvs at 3.)

BrecHt oN BrecHT—An assortment of scenes.
songs, and other fragments from the works
of Bertolt Brecht, selected by George Tabori
who also translated most of them. (Sheridan
Square Playhouse, 9o Seventh Ave. S., at
Sheridan 5q. CH z-3224. Tuesdays through
Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays
at 7:3o0 and 10:30. Matinées Sundays at
3:)

THe Bme—A strong and merciless record, as
convineing as a documentary, of a single day
in a UL.5. Marine Corps prison. The acting
of almost everyone concerned, and the direc-
tion, by ]Judith Malina, couldn’t be better.
(Living Theatre, 530 Sixth Ave,, at r4th St.
CH 3-4560. Tuesdays through Fridays, and
Sundays, at #:30, and Saturdays at 7 and
10:30. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Caces—Two rubbishy one-acters with Shellev
Winters and Jack Warden. (York Playhouse,
First Ave. at 64th St. TR ¢-4130. Tuesdays
through Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40, and
Sz;turdays at 7 and 10. Matinées Sundavs at
3.

Desire Unper THE Eums—José Quintero’s produc-
tion of the O’'Neill melodrama is never dull.
but it does become so overwrought at times
that one almost forgets that the setting is
meant to be New England. 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
must be so convincing. For the Daylight Look . . . a chiffon-light Foundation Film, Youth
Blend Over-glow for a blush of sunniness, baby-clear Sky-Light eyé shades and Lipsticks
in-warm, tender colors. Together, they give you the vital glow of natural-born beauty.
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On Deck
A&F has a salty and properly
seaworthy line-up of sports-

wear for boating waiting your
inspection. Such as our..,

K e,

Short-Bill Yachting Cap. Flat-
top style. made of navy blue wool

gabardine. Flexible visor and gold
bullion insignia. . . . 10.00

""::"-“':-.ﬂ

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

RLL wivin = wiaie = minie « 2 22.50
Come in, write or phone

ABERCROMBIE & FiTcH

NEW YORK CHICAGO SAN FRANCISCO
COLORADO SPRINGS BAY HEAD
SOUTHAMFPTON HYANNIS
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

the farmer. (Uircle in the Square, 150 Bleeck-
er 5t. GR 3-3500. Tuesdays through Fridays,
amd Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7
and 10:30. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

THe Fanrasticks—This musical comedy about a
lovesick boy and the lovesick girl next door
will be chiefly of interest to those with a
large tolerance for whimsey. (Sullivan Street
Playhouse, 181 Sullivan 5t., at Bleecker 5t
OF 4-3838. Tuesdays through Fridavs, and
Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7:30 and
10:30. Matincées Sundays at 3.)

THE ImporTaNce ofF Being EarMesT—Act T of this
quite stylish revival is filled with echoes of
other performances in other revivals, but
Acts I1 and I1T have a charm all their own.
(Madison Avenue DMavhouse, 120 Madison
Ave., at zoth St. MU 6-1431. Thursday and
Friday at 8:40, and Saturday at 7:30 and
10:30. Closes Saturday, July 13.)

THe Pinter PLays—Sinister and fascinating come-
dies by the English playwright Harold Pinter.
They have in common the theme of mischief,
but their settings range from a dank hase-
ment in Birmingham to a fussy house 11 Bel-
gravia. Mr. Pinter's dialogue is a joy to
hear. (Provincetown Playhouse, 133 Mac-
dougal St. GR 7-1515. Tuesdays through
Fridavs, and Sundays, at 8:40, and Satur-
days at 7 and 10. Matinees Sundays at 3.)

Riverwino—A  bright and unpretentious little
musical comedy. The music is the work of a
promising newcomer named John Jennings,
who wrote the lvries, too. The comedy 1s 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
Sg. OR s5-1036. Tuesdays through Fridays,
and Sundays, at 3:40, and Saturdays at 7:30
and 10:30. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Si¥ CHARACTERS IN SEARCH OF AN AuTHOR—A re-
vival of the Pirandello elassic abont a group
of characters who mysteriously appear at a
theatrical rehearsal and refuse 1o leave. The
translation, by Paul Avila Mayer, is lively,
and the staging, by William Ball, is highly
satisfactory. (Martinique Theatre, Broadway
at z32nd St. PE 6-3056. Tuesdays through
Fridays, and Sundays, at 8:40, and Saturdays
at 7 and 1o. Matinées Sundays at 3.)

Tris Was Burtesgue—The return of Ann Corio,
as M.C., star turn, and director of an old-
time burlesque show, along with a number
of old-time comedians and a line of strip
teasers, Much of the material is comic in
an earthy kind of way, but it is also awiully
gamy for all but the most insensitive palates
(Casino East Theatre, Second Ave. at 1zth
S5t. YU z-6611. Nightly, except Mondays, at
8:30, and Saturdavs at midnight Matinées
Wednesdays., Saturdays., and Sundays at
2:30.)

THE Typists and THe Ticer—Milt Kamen and Janet
Ward in a pair of bright comedies by a new
playvwright named Murray Schisgal. (Or-
pheum Theatre, Second Ave, at Bth 5t. OR
4-8140. -Tuesdays through Fridays, and Sun-
days, at 8:40, and Saturdays at 7 and ro.
Matinées Sundays at 3.)

MISCELLANY

Mew York SHakespreare FesTivaL—Free perform-
ances of “As You Like It,” with Paula
Prentiss and Richard Jordan. The second
in a series of three playvs 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. 81st 5t. Nightly
at 8:30.)

Jones Beach Mamme TrHeatre—"Around the

World 1in 8o Days,” a musical with a cast
of two hundred headed by Fritz Weaver,
Robert Clary, and Elaine Malbin. Presented

by Guy Lombarde, who also appears with
his Royal Canadians. (Nightly at 8:30. For
tickets, call CA 1-1000.)

NIGHT LIFE

(Some places where you will ind musie or
other entertainment. Thev are open every eve-
ning, except as indicated.)

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING

AMERICANA, Seventh Ave. at sz2nd St. (LT 1-
1000 )—Della Eeese, a tremendous head of
steam, 1s the singer in the Royal Box at din-
ner and supper. A Lester l.anin dance squad
15 around throughout the evening., Closed
Sundays.

Pierre, ["1fth Ave. at 61st 5t. (TE 8-8000)—
Stanley Worth's small band makes small
talk in the dignified Caf¢é Pierre. Renato
Rossini, whose guitar always skirts the
shores of the Mediterranear, 1s also on tap.
Mondays, another band 1s the whole deal.

Praza, Fifth Ave. at s8th 5t. (PL g-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. . . .9 Leo LeFleur's piano and violin
play erumpets-and-scones music in the Palmn
Court (which is silent Mondavs and closed
Sundays) from four-fifteen to six-thirty, and
gin rosé music in the Edwardian Room
{which is silent Mondays) from seven to nine.

St. Recis Roor, Fifth Ave. at ssth St. (PL
3-4500)—A vault of heaven, pink as can he,
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 work (dance music) the
whole evening long. Closed Sundays.

WaLpore-Astoria, Park Ave. at 49th St. (EL s5-

jo00)—In Peacock Alley, a Meyer Davis trio
does

prancing music Tuesdays through
Thursdays from nine to one.
SMaALL AMD CHEERFUL
(No dancing, unless noted.)
coLpie's NEw York, 244 E. s3rd St (PL o-

7245): The days of our childhood—giddy,
chockablock, and ceaseless. The sound depart-
ment is as follows: Sam Hamilton sits in at
the pianc 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, 1501 Second Ave., at 82nd St. (TR
0-3777): Cloak-and-dagger drama once or
twice a night by such well-known villains as
Scarpia, with more than incidental music by
Fuccini, Leoncavallo, et al. The maestro is
Aldo Bruschi, whose piano is the orchestra.
Thursday through Sunday, he expands into
a casual dance trio. Closed Mondays. ...
cHATEAU HENR1I 1v, 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
from table to table in a manner that proves
him to be a skillful cruise director. No
sound on Sundays. . .. KING HENRI 1Y, 142 E.
s3rd St. (PL 2-5566): The set would do
tor a London Christimas pantomime of the
lives of kings. Through it drifts George
Cardini and his enthusiastic violin. No music
Sundays. ... 6L cHico, 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 welll Closed
Sundays....roma b1 NOTTE, 1528 Second
Ave., at 7oth 5t. (RE 4-3443): Home, sweet
home for the night people of the Eternal




Everytime we try to really show you

how the Talon Zephyr zipper looks,

someone pipes up and says: you
made the picture too big. Well, they

have a point. It is the smallest zip-

per. So inconspicuous you may have
one on you and don’t know it. But
how else can we dramatize to you

that Zephyr® is made of nylon in-

stead of metal unless we exaggerate

- R T - .

TRLDN D MEACR L PR NERCD TRLDN de MIHOER ged W :.JJ‘H-I'J. |":|"-"-I'-.l FRATENER L0, LT
a bit. So, if you just look at the pic-

ture and try to remember that those
soft, supple nylon coils can’t pos
sibly pinch, bite, catch or snag...we
won't have to exaggerate anymore!

PR N T Y

Teton SQLPHYR

“If I told you once I told you a thousand times...
stop exaggerating”’
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5 AMNGELES * B EMNA » LA JOLLA
SAM FERMAMNDO WALLEY + SANTA BARBARA » SANTA AMA

for casual elegance, there's
nothing like a coat of silky, soft
baby liama fabric by Anglo...
a double-breasted, easy-fitting
Dicr adaptation designed
by Randeile with notched
collar in warm beige,
4 to 14 sizes 180.00

MAL ORDERS (ADD 55¢ FOR SHIPPING) TO UMION SQUARE,
SAN FRAMCISCO OR TO 3240 WILSHIRE, LOS ANGELES
OR TELEPHOME YOUR NEAREST | MAGHNIN & CO. STORE
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City and their seven courses for dinner.
Among the population is a round of dulcet
strolling minstrels. Closed Sundays. ...
MEDITERRANEE, 575 Park Ave, at 63rd St
(TE B-6130): The leisure class is called to
order at six every night but Saturday in an
alcove of this pampered fish hatcherv hyv
Ralph Strain, whose piano makes life seem
considerably more than bearable. Class dis-
missed at onme....orRAKE rooMm, 71 E s6th
5t. (PL s5-0600): A verdant little throne
room, in which Cy Walter is giving knowl-
edgeable pianoforte dissertations between
cocktails and one in the morning. No music
Sundays. ... m1z sar, Madison Ave. at 61st
St. (TE B-3000): 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
z2-6188): The small stage is too great a temp-
tation for a set of Latin singers, dancers, and
instrumentalists, who rise en masse to it
now and then for some tribal ceremonies.
Dancing, too, for the guests every evening,
and on Sunday afternoons from two to seven,
.+« WAVERLY LOUNGE, 103 Waverly Pl (AL
a4-0776): Laurie Brewis, whose file case
bulges with musical-comedy tunes, is at the
piano after nine in the bar of the Hotel Earle.
No music Mondays. . . . caré cancyie, Madison
Ave. at 76th St. (RH 4-1600): Upper are
most of the echelons on display here. Karl
Inwald’s piano is old-Wien without ever being
old hat. Closed Sundays. ...monsicnORE, 61
E. s5th 5t. (EL 5-z070): The Roman holi-
days here don’t end before early morning.
Among the keepers of the late hours are
Herman Honigsberg, past master of the fiddie,
and his rout of musicians, Closed Sundays.
. .. LA CHANSONNETTE, Sg0 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-comedy stage, even
though she's retired to semiprivate life in her
own minute salle ¢ manger. Other music—
accordion, guitar, and piano—can also he 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 Sundavs. ... caré remaissance, 338 E.
4o0th St. (PL 1-3160): The décor of the re-
fectory is Renaissance with the hit in its
teeth; the music (guitar) and its maker ( José
Luis Franco) are unalterably Spanish. No
nusic Mondays. . . . MALMAISON, 10 E. 52nd
5t (PL 1-0845): In the bar, Jules Kuti tones
his piano down until it's almost subliminal.
He's there from five to eleven. Closed Sun-
days. ... cHucks' compPOsITE, 303 E. 5ird St
(EL 5-8825): A personable brigade of young
career girls and bovs from television and the
adjacent arts find surcease from their travail
in this arf-moderne apartment. They also find
a robust jazz trio every night but Sunday,
when solo piano fills in .. resewcy, Park
Ave. at 61st St. (PL g-4100): Rack Godwin
is making one of his infrequent pilgrimages
to New York He's in the Regency Room
cocktail lounge from five-thirty to twelve-
thirty every evening but Monday, carefully
constructing his own special fugues for
piano.

BIG AND BRASSY

LaTIN 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
yvoung ladies ) pleases. A reminder that lite can
be earthbound, and even earthy, is presented
by the chatter of Jack Durant; the duets of
IFFrang¢eis Szony and Nancy Claire remind
one that ballet can be beautitul. Dancing.

CABARETS

(No dancing, and no formal dining, either,
unless indicated.)

pLaza 59—, Central Park 5., just east of the Plaza
Hotel door. (PL ¢-3933): “"Dime a Dozen,”
this season’s Julius Monk revue, is a game of
darts that wing their way to the designated
tarcets 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 Steinwavs in the
hands of William Roy and Robert Colston;
supplementary piano issues from Carl Nor-

man in the lounge....BLUE ANGEL, 152 E.
s55th 5t. (PL 3-5908): Dinner and supper
are now, after twenty years, the preamble to
the back-room activities, which involve, at
the moment, Lenny Maxwell's voung humor
and the Wayfarers, a set of songbirds.
Closed Sundays....€In the lounge., after
the theatre, Dudley Moore, of “Bevond
the Fringe,” plays jazz piano with a trio.
Closed Sundays, . ., SECOND CITY AT SQUARE EAST,
15 W. 4th 5t., 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.5.A.), but it contains a new departure—a
whoop-de-do  play-within-byplay that can
obligingly mean anything that one wishes it
to. Andrew Duncan, Anthony Holland, Paul
Dooley, Bob Dishy, Barbara Harris, and
Maclntyre 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.
. . . THE PREMISE, 154 Bleecker St. (LF 3-5020):
A couple of pressing public problems are
ironed out, sometimes with an exceedingly
hot iron, by a cluster of players who are
yvoung but also 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 eight-thirty and eleven, Saturdays at sev-
en-thirty and ten-thirty, and Sundays at three
and eight-thirty. . . . UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS,
37 W. s6th St. (JU 2-1244): “Money,” a
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.
. .. 9" Life still hath one romance that 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 CLUEB, 154 E. s4th St. (PL
2-4%11): This England and its idiosyn-
crasies, private and political, are presented in
revue form and with intent to kill by an ex-
tremely happy breed of men and women—
John Bird, John Fortune, Eleanor Bron, Jere-
my Geidt, and Carole Simpson—who, no mat-
ter how witty, always let one know that they
mean what they 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 mMaomip, 42 W.
58th 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-
day afternoon-into-evening tea dances, which
go on for hours, are just as much by fury
possessed. . . .9 In the neighborly alcove off
the bar, after ten, the guitar of Pedro Cortes
and the flamenco songs of José Moreno carry
you back instantly to old Madrid. ... one
SHERIDAN souare, W, ath St. and Washington
Pl. (YU g-1334): 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 considerahle
virtues himself., and WMartha Schlamme,
whose ventures into Weill are already in-
scribed in wax, are his interpreters. Tues-
days through Saturdays at nine and eleven-
thirty, and Sundays at three and nine. . . . THE
HOWFF, 4 St. Marks Pl. (YU z:-02z20): On tap
now is a revue, “Rule Britannia ?.” with Irish
folk singers Bobby Clancy and Sharon Cul-
len, and the English music-hall chirper Kay
Britten. Roy Guest, the master of the howff,
welghs 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 new show.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC
{No dancing, unless noted.)

VILLAGE YANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave. S at 11th

St. (CH 2-9355): Miles Davis, sometimes
deep in his horn and sometimes merely deep




in thought, leads a quintet that expounds the
virtues of inveluted 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. ...
viLLAGE GaTE, 183 Thompson St., at Bleecker
St. (GR s-5120): A yvoung folks’ home for
old (and new, too) folk musie, of which Sonny
Terry and Brownie McGhee are the current
exponents. Nina Simone and her trio are also
available. Jazz sessions Mondays. . . . BiTTER
enp, 147 Bleecker St., at West Broadway.
(GR s5-7B04): How the other half thinks that
Greenwich Village lives, and maybe does.
Among the crowd onstage are humorist Mur-
ray Roman and the Big 3, a newly minted
folklore organization. They are all off
Tuesdays. . . . RooM AT THE BoTroM, 23 W.
8th St. (GR 5-5388): Wilbur de Paris,
keeper of a Coelonial drum-and-bugle corps,
rambles along in the company of such men
as Sidney de Paris, Garvin Bushell, et Al
Dick, and Harry. Dancing. Closel Sundays.
...HNick's, Seventh Ave. 5. at 1oth S5t. (CH
2-6683): Sol Yaged's band, in which Dick
Wellstood has found a heme, is wishing it
were in Dixie. Closed Sundays. ... METRO-
poLE, Seventh Ave. at 48th 5t. (Cl 5-0088):
The noise issues from the guartet of Gene
Krupa, whose drums never get a chance to
recuperate. Sundays, visiting bands have the
use of the place. . . . piroLanp, 1678 Broadway,
at sznd St (JU 6-7333): Dizzy Gillespie is
winding his horn into shapes and sounds on
the borderland of 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 guartets of John Col-
trane and Terry Gibbs. Jam sessions Mon-
days, when the regular army is out of action.
... HaLF HOTE, 280 Hudson St near Spring
St. (AL 5-9752): This hero-sandwich foun-
dry can keep good men (Bobby Brookmeyer
and Clark Terry) down around the Holland
Tunnel. Their quintet is worth the long
journey into night Closed Mondays. . . Five
spot, z St. Marks Pl just east of Third Ave.
(GR 7-0fiso): An old 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 presum-
ably on hand every night but Monday. ...
THE Emeers, 161 E. sath St. (PL g-3228):
Jonah Jones and his quartet can generally
outspeak the ringside visitors. Closed Sun-
days. . .. HICKORY HOUSE, 144 W. 52nd St. (CI
7-g524): Martial Solal, the first French Al-
gerian pianist to come this way, is not at all
bound bv any tradition. Two sidemen work
with him. Howard Reynolds is the interlude
pianist. No music Mondays. . . . JIMMY RYAN'S,
154 W. sqth St. (CO s-g505): 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 Sundayvs.

ART

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Mondays through Fridays from around 10 or 11
to hetween g5 and 6.)

GALLERIES

Lyun CHapwick, Henry Moore, ano Jack Zasac—
Sculptures and drawings; through Aug. 15.
(Kncedler, 14 E. 57th 5t.)

Paur Dervaux—Paintings by the Belgian Sur-
realist; through Friday, July 1z, (Staempfli,
a7 E. 77th St.)

Art DeaLers AssociaTioN of Auerica—"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 European paintings, drawings,
prints, and sculptures, ranging in style from
the Ashcan school to “pop” art. Through
July z7. (Parke-Bernet, ¢80 Madison Ave.,
at z6th St. Closed Mondays; open Satur-
days.)

AMERICANS; Grour SHows—At the krausHaar,
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. z....tewisoN, 50 E. 76th St.:
Paintings by Ralph Blakelock, George Inness,
George Luks, and others, plus seulptures by
Maurice Glickman; through Aug. o. (Mon-
days through Fridays, r1:30 to s:30.)...
smioTowH, 11 E. s7th 5t.: Paintings by such
artists as Edward Betts, Robert Sivard, and
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From our Serbin of Miami
Haystack collection, a shirt
shift to live in m Of polyester
and rayon, it positively
adores lo travel around all
day and then hop into the
soapsuds m White stitching
on black, laupe, blue or

cranberry m Sizes 8-18 =

When you mail your order
please add 35¢ for postage.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

Nathan Hale; through Aug. 30....MILCH,
21 E. 67th St John H. Twachtman, Ernest
Lawson, Leon Kroll, and other nineteenth-
and twentieth-century painters; through July
31....SALPETER, 22 E. s7th St.: Participants
in a showing of drawings and water colors
inclide Aungust Mosca, Jacques Hnizdovsky,
and Raphael Soyer, through July 26. (Closed
Mnndn}'sé open  Saturdays.). .. SCHWEITZER,
058 Madison Ave., at 7s5th St.: Childe Has-
sam, Albert P. Rvder, and John Singer Sar-
gent are three of the artists represented in
a showing of turn-of-the-century paintings;
through Aug. 3o0....wise, 50 W. syth St.:
Paintings and sculptures by (for instance)
Edward Dugmore, Lee Krasner, and Michael
Lekakis; through Tuly 26

Americans AMD Euroreans: Group SHows— At the
HIRSCHL % apLeEr, z1 E. 67th St.: “Sumer Is
Teumen In,” an exhibition of paintings by,
among others, Maurice Prendergast, Odilon
Redon, and Thomas (Gainshorough; through
July =6....iereere, 47 E. 77th 5t.: Pierre
Alechinsky, Julius Bissier, Gandy Brodie,
and other painters; through July 31....
woRLD House, oB7 Madison Ave., at 77th St
Paintings and sculptures by such artists as
Jannis Spyropoulos, Earl Kerkam, and Bern-
ardd Reder; through Sept. 21.

FrencH; Grour SHows—ALt the rFinpLay, 11 E.
s7th St.: Landscape paintings by Roger
Mihl, Maurice Brianchon, Bernard Cathelin,
and other School of Paris artists; through
Aug. z. ... WILDENSTEIN, 19 L. 64th St.: Con-
termporary paintings and sculptures by lead-
ing exponents of figurative art m France,
among them Bernard Buffet, Bernard Lor-
jou, and Paul Belmondo; through Aug. 3o.

MUSEUMS AND LIBRARIES

MetroroLiTan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 8and St —
A loan exhibition of paintings from private
New York collections, consisting chiefly of
French Impressionist and Post-Tmpressionist
pictures, by Renoir, Monet, van Gogh, and
others; starting Friday. July 12. (Weekdays,
10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Museum oF Mopern ArT, 11 W. 53rd St —Sculp-
tures (bronze, marble, terra cotta, and plas-
ter}, drawings, water colors, and prints, dat-
ing from 1863 to 1917, by Auguste Rodin;
through Sept. & ...% “Americans 1963, a
fifteen-artist exhibit of paintings and sculp-
tures. Among those represented are Dawvad
Simpson. Chryssa, and Michael Lekalkis.
Through Aug. 18....%9 Paintings, drawings,
and prints by André Derain (1880-1954);
through Oct. 1. (Weekdays, 11 to 6, and
Thursday evenings until ¢; Sundavs, noon
to 7.)

Brookiyn MuseuM, Eastern Parkway—"Gaold of
the Andes, Treasure of Pern,” a display of
gome Ave hundred Incan objects (ponchos
to ear ornaments), ranging in date from
zo0 B.C. to the sixteenth century and lent
by Senor Miguel Mujica Gallo, of Lima;
through Monday, July 15....% Eleven Span-
ish old-master paintings (by El Greco, Goya,
Velbzquez, and Murillo) from the collection
of the late Oscar B, Cintas, through Nov. 3
{Weekdays, 1o to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

SoLoMoN R. GuecenHeElid Museum, 1071 Fifth
\ve., at 8oth St.—"Cézanne and Structure
in Modern Painting,” comprising Cézannes
horrowed from six private collections, 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 o; Sundays. noon to 6.)

Morcan Lisramy, 20 E. 236th St—'"Notable
Acquisitions of the Past Two Years” (manu-
scripts, drawings, printed books. and book-
bindings) and “Eighteenth-Century Draw-
ings from the Samuel H. Kress Collection;”
through July 26. (Mendays through Fridays,
g:30 to 5.)

Museum of Contemporary Crarrs, 2 W. s531d
St—"Emergence: Student-Craftsmen,” ex-
amples of work from six representative
schools, through Sept. 8. (Weekdays, noon
to 6; Sundays, 2z to £.)

Museum of Primimive Art, 15 W. s4th St.—The
collection assembled by Robert and Lisa
Sainsbury, of London, made up of items
from around the world—Greece, Mexico,
the Hawaiian lslands, Oceania, Benin, Alas-
ka, and suv on; through Sept. 8. (Tuesdays

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

WHithery Museum, 2z W, sath 5t—The perma-
nent collection will be the main show until
an exhibit entitled “Twenty-six American
Artists from the Collection of the Whitney
Museum and Its Friends'" opens on Tuesday,
July 16. (Daily. 1 to 5.)

MUSIC

Lewisonn Stapium Concerts—The Stadium Sym-
phony Orchestra—Thursday, July 11: Willi
Boskovsky conducting and acting as violin
soloist in a program of Viennese music, with
Elisabeth Schwarzkopf, sopranec....¥Sat-
urday, July 13: Roger Machado conduct-
ing, with Jose Greco and his company of
Spanish dancers, singers and instrumental-
15ts. . . .9 Tuesday, July 16: Viadimir Gol-
schmann conducting a Beethoven-Brahms
program, with Christian Ferras, violin.. ..
Q9 Wednesday, July 17: WVladimir Gol-
schmann conducting, with Nathan Stutch,
cello. . . . 9 Thursday, July 18: Viadimir Gol-
schmann conducting a program of Rus-
sian mukic, with Julius Katchen, piano.. ..
O Saturday, July zo: Skitch Henderson con-
ducting and acting as planc soloist in an
Irving Berlin program, with June Valli,
soprano, and other soloists. (Lewischn Sta-
dium, Amsterdam Ave. at 138th 5t. AD 4-
5800 Tickets are also available at the Judson
Hall box office, 165 W, s5th St JU z-s09g0.
Evenings at 8:30; through Saturday. Aug_ 10.
In the event of threatening weather, last-min-
ute plans are broadcast at 5, 6, and 7 P.M.
over WNYC and at 7;06 .M. over WOQXR.)

Central Park MaLr Concerts—ERichard Franke
Goldman conducting the Goldman Band
in this summer's series of Guggenheim
Memorial Concerts (Sundays, Mondays,
Wednesdays, and Fridays at B:30; through
Friday, Aug. 16.). . .9 Haydn's opera “Fool-
ish and Fickle,” performed by the Karamu
Opera Players, of Cleveland. (Tuesday, July
16; Thursday, July 18; and Saturday., July
2q, all at 8,)

IN THE COUNTRY

BerksHire FestivaL—Erich Leinsdorf conducting
a chamber orchestra of Boston Symphony
members in three all-Mozart programs. Fri-
day, July 12, at 8: With Jeanette Scovorti,
soprano, and Joseph Silverstein, violin, Sat-
urday, July 13, at & With Joan Carlyvle,
soprano, and David Bar-Illan, prano. Sunday,
July 14, at z:30: With Jeanette Scovotti, so-
prano; June Genovese, contralto; Walter
Carninger, tenor; George Hoffman, bass; and
two choruses. . . . ¥ Tuesday, July 16, at 8: A
chamber-music concert by the Juilliard String
Quartet. . . . 9 Friday, July tg: Charles Munch
conducting the chamber orchestra in an all-
Bach program; no soloists. .. .9 Saturday,
July 20, at R: Charles Munch conducting an-
other all-Bach program, this one with Doriot
Anthony Dwyer, flute, and Lukas Foss, piano.
... 49 Sunday, July 21, at z:30: Erich Leins-
dorf directing the chamber orchestra in an
all-Haydn program, with Joan Carlyle, so-
prano: June Genovese, contralto; Nicholas Di
Virgilio, tenor; George Hoffman, bass; and
the Tanglewood Choir. ( Tanglewood, Lenox,
Mass. Through Sunday, Aug. z3.)

BerksHire Music Barn—Folk and jazz concerts—
Saturday, July 13, at 3:30. and Sunday, July
14, at 8:30: Pete Seeger. . . . 4 Saturday, July
2o, at 3:30: Herbie Mann and Chief Bev.
(Lenox, Mass.)

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

SouTtHeErN YEermonT Art Center—The Newport
Jazz All-Stars. ( Manchester, Vt. Friday, July
g, at 8:30.)

SoutH Mountain—The Claremont String Quar-
tet. Saturday, July 13, at 3: With Charles
MecCracken, cello. . . .9 Saturday, July zo, at
3: With Gary Graffman, piano. (Pittsfield,
Mass.)

Mote—The Jacob's Pillow Dance Festival is
presenting programs of ballet and modern and
ethnic dancing. Through Saturday, July 13:
Marina Svetlova and André Prokovsky, Bar-
ton Mumaw, and Carmen de Lavallade with
Donald McKayle and his company....
g Starting Tuesday, July 16: England’s




i

-l s f
B, *i:: LR

Fhotographed in Spain: F Iy there in Scandinavian Style on W_f
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thrive in Majorca’s marvelous climate, and that includes the fair feminine sex. Shown here. at an
open-air flower market, is one of the latter in a 100% cotton textured-weave suit from Lady
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GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

Western Theatre Ballet. appearing in this
country for the first time, in a two-weck en-
gagement, with a different program each weelk.
{Lee, Mass. Tuesdays through Saturdays at
8:40, Matinées Fridavs and Saturdays at 3.)

SPORTS

(The bLox-office number fur Madison Syuare

Garden is CO 5-6811.)

BaseeatL—At the poLo crounps: Mets vs. Los
Angeles, Thursday and Friday, July 11-12,
at 8, and Saturday, July 13, at 2. q Mets
ve. Heuston, ""um:Lu July 14, at 2 Ldnuhle—
header); iurrla;. July 15, at 8; and Tuesday,
July (6. at 2....90 Mets vs. San Francisco,
Wednesday and Thursday, July 17-18, at 8,

.- YANKEE stapium: Yankees wvs. Cleveland,
Friday, Julv 19, at 8, and Saturday, July 2o,
at z.

Boxine—At Madison Square Garden—Satur-
day, July 13: Joey Archer vs. Farid Salim,
middieweights, 10 rounds. ..9 buturda},
July =zo: Gemge Renton vs. Allen Thomas,
light heavyweights, 10 rounds. ( Preliminaries
at 8:30; main bouts at 1o0.)

GoLr—John G. Anderson Memorial Tourna-
ment. (Winged Foot Golf Club, Mamaro-
neck. Thursday through Sunday, July 11-14.)

O New Jersey State Golf Association
Dpr:n Championship. (Braidburn Country
Cluhb, Flortham Park, N.J. Thursdav through
Saturday, July 11-13.). .. 9 New York State
(ralf Association Amateur Championship.
{ Knullwood Country Club, White Plains
Wednesday through Sunday, July 17-21.)

PoLo-—At BLIND BrROOK POLO cLuB, ['urchase:
Sundays at z:30 and Fridays at 7....BETH-
PAGE PoLO riELps, Farmingdale, L.I.: Sundays
at 3:30.

Racing—At aguepuct: Weekdays at  1:30;
through Saturday, July 27. The Dwyer
Handicap, Saturday, July 13; the Astona,
Monday, July 15; the Great American,
Wednesday, July 17; and the Brooklyn
Handicap, Saturday, july 20. ... MONMOUTH
park, Oceanport, N.J.: W e&lx-:la}'s at z;
through Saturday, Aug. 3. The Monmouth
Handicap, Saturday, July 13; the New Jersey
Futurity, Wednesday, July 17; and the
Choice, Saturday, _]ul zo. (A special train
leaves Fenn btatlmr ‘t-UI' the track at 11: 48.
A boat leaves Battery Park at 10:15, and is
met at Atlantic Highlands by buses for the
track.)

Soccer—International Soccer Leagne—Sunday,
July 14, at 2:15: Dinamo vs. Belenenses and
Wiener S.C. vs. Ujpest.... ¥4 Wednesday
July 17, at 7:30: Dinamo vs Wiener S.C. and
Valladeolid vs. Ujpest. {Downing Stadium,
ERandalls Island.)

Srorts-Car  Racing—AtL THOMPSON  RACEWAY,
Thompson, Conn,: Sunday, July 14, at 2....
BRIDGEHAMPTON RACE circuit, Bridgehampton,
L.I.: Saturday and Sunday, July 20-21, at 3.

TromrING—At ROOSEVELT rACEWAY, ‘Westhury:
Weekdaxs at 8:30; through Wednesday, July
31. (Special trains Jeave Penn Station for the
track at 6:43 and, except Saturdays, at 7:06.)
.. .SARATOGA RACEWAY, Saratoga Springs:
Weekdayvs at B:15: through Saturday, Oct. 26.

YacHrivg—Larchmont Race Week, (Larch-
mont, Saturday, July 13, through Saturday,
July z20.)

OTHER EVENTS

Umiten MNamons—Visitors may attend periodic
meetings of the Security Council and regular
sessioms of various commissions and com-
mittees. A limited number of tickets are
av ailable. but only to those applying for them
in person at the admissions desk in the pub-
lic lobby no earlier than thirty minutes before
the start of each meeting, Meetings usually
convene at 10:30 or 11 and at 2:30 or 3, Mon-
days through Fridays. (General Assembly
Building, First Ave. at 45th 5t.). .. 9 Hour-
long tours leave the lobby of the General
Assembly Building every ten minutes or so
from q:15 to 4:45 daily.

Ecrirse ofF THE Sun—Will be observed from
New York as a partial (about nine-tenths)
eclipse, un Salurflay, Jul}' 20, :.:ﬂrmuem.:ing
at g4:41 P.s., with the fullest phase at z:40.
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spend. Sold at banks everywhere in the world.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

CreopatRaA—The already famous epie, which
locks like “*Afda’ raised to the tenth power
and would be better off if it sounded like it.
Still, you might as well go. Starring, of
course, Elizabeth Taylor, Richard Burton,
Rex Harrison, Roddy McDowall, etec., etc.
(Rivoli, B'way at 4oth, CI 7-1633. Daily at
2 and B. Reserved seats only.)

Davio anp Lisa—A study of adelescent schizo-
phrenia. Two troubled children are affecting-
ly portrayed by Keir Dullea and Janet Mar-
golin, and Howard Da Silva is the doctor who
helps. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-7014; and
Plaza, 42 E. s8th, EL 5-3320.)

Divorce=ltaLian StYLe—An exceedingly funny
farce, set in Sicily and featuring Marcello
Mastroianni as a bored husband bent on mur-
dering his tiresome wife. The director, Pietro
Germi, has made the most of his outrageous
opportunities. (Paris, 4 W. 58th, MU &-
0134.)

Dr. No—A slick thriller, not a second of which
vou need to believe, Based on the lan Flem-
ing original, with Sean Connery as the hard-
boiled but ever so suave English Intelligence
agent and Ursula Andress as the pretty girl
he takes in hand. (68th 5t. Playhouse, 3rd
Ave. at 68th, RE 4-0302....95th Ave.
Cinema, sth Ave. at 1z2th, WA 4-Bz3o0;
through July 14.)

8/2—A movie by a famous movie director, Fed-
erico Fellini, about a famous movie director
engaged in making a movie and failing. Very
hne. (New Embassy, B'way at 46th, PL 7-
2408; and Festival, 6 W. s7th, LT 1-2323.)

THe Four Dars oF NapLes—A vivid re-ereation of
a gallant episode of the Second World War.
The director is Nanni Loy, and the cast con-
sists mostly of unnamed Neapolitans, ( Tower
East, 3rd Ave, at 71st, TR g-1313; Orpheum,
ard Ave. at 86th, AT o-4607; Sheridan, sth
Ave, at 12th, WA ¢-2166; Loew’s E3rd St.,
B'way at 83rd, TR 7-31g0; and Olympia,
B’“;a}' at 1o7th, UN 5-Bi1z8; through July
16,

Heavens Asove!l—Peter Sellers, Cecil Parker,
Isabel Jeans, and Tan Carmichael play dis-
respectful but not at all dangerous ducks and
drakes with the Church of England. Pro-
duced and directed by the Boulting brothers,
who are funny and bright. (Sutton, 3rd Ave.
at evth. PL o-1411.)

Hup—A tug 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 Meal and Brandon deWilde, (Para-
mount, B'way at 43rd, W1 7-0400; and
Coronet, 3rd Ave, at soth, PL. 1-1535.)

Lawrence oF AraBla—David Lean has ablv di-
rected an enormous cast (Peter O'Toole,
Alec Guinness, Anthony Quinn, et al.) in
this stirring chronicle of two vears 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 gath, JU
2-1706. Weekdays at 8 and Sundays at 7:30.
Matinées daily at 2. Reserved seats omly.)

Tue Loweest Day—Darryl Zanuck's conscien-
ticus 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 3-2277; and Trans-
Lux 8sth 5t., Madison at 8sth, BU 8-3180.)

Tue L-SHarep Room—An English tale of star-
crossed lovers, one of them French. Leslie
Caron is the girl and Tom Bell is the boy,
and circling around their unhappy affair are
Cicely Courtneidge, Brock Peters, Emlyn
Williams, and a dozen other skilled perform-
ers. (Fine Arts, 130 E. 58th, PL s5-6030.)

Muminy oM 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, B'way
at gsth, TU 2-s070. Daily at 2:30 and B:zo0.
Reserved seats only.)

My Name Is lvan—This Russian movie about a
twelve-year-old boy who acts as a spy against
the Germans is shocking, sad, and frequently
guite beautiful. It could have been perfect
if only those responsible for the seript had
not tried quite so hard to convince us of the
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obvious—that war 1s undesirable Kolva

Burlaiev gives a remarkable performance in

the title role, and Andrei Tarkovsky is re-

sponsible for the effective direction. { Murray
ill, 160 E. 34th, MU 5-7652.)

SanJuro—A blood-and-thunder account of how
virtue triumphs over evil in what purports
to be nineteenth-century Japan but might as
well be Graustark. Wittily directed by Akira
Kurosawa, and starring Toshire Mifune.
(Toho Cinema, zog W. 45th, LT 1-1788.)

Srarrows Can't SiNe—Joan Littlewood s fArst
crack at directing a movie, and it’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 hushand and wife.
(Cinema II, 3rd Ave. at 6oth, PL 3-0774.)

Sunpars ano CryséLe—A beautifully photographed
and acted French love story, whose principals
are Hardy Kriger, as a war veteran suffer-
mg from amnesia; Nicole Courcel, as a nurse
who loves him; and Patricia Gozzi, as the
entrancing, dangerously amorous child who
steals his heart. (8th 5t. Playhouse, 52 W.
“th, GR »-58%4; starting July 17, tentative.)

Tue Usty American—DNMarlon Brando in perfect
cvontrol of his great talent, in a robust and
successful melodrama about diplomatic dif-
ficulties somewhere East of Suez. ( Gramercy,
Lexington at =23rd, GR s5-1660; R.K.O.
s8th 5t., 3rd Ave. at s8th, EL s-3577;
R.K.O. 86th St., Lexington at 86th, AT ¢-
8goo, Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, WA g-
HBo37; and Riverside, B'way at g6th, MO 3-
4530; starting July 17.)

THE Waone Arm ofF 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 1z2th, WA o-
3350; and Midtown, B'way at 1ooth, AC =-
1200. ...%9 Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd, GR
5-1660; through July 16.)

i REVIVALS

ALexamper MNevsky (1038)—Eisenstein's view of
medieval warfare. In Russian. (Bleecker St.
Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at West Broadway,
OR 4-3210; July 12-15.)

BaLLaD OF A SoLpier (1060)—A Soviet film about
the war that i1s less a drama than a collection
of memorable photographic essays. Directed
by Grigort Chukhari, and with Viadimir
Ivashov and Shanna Prokhorenko. (Bleecker
St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at West Broad-
way, OR g4-3210; July 12-15.)

THe Bic Broapcast or 1938 (i1g38)—Kirsten
Flagstad and W. C. Fields in a musical.
(New Yorker, B'way at 88th, TR 4-018g;
starting July 16.)

BiLLy Buop (1962)—A rousing sea story, star-
ring Peter Ustinov, Robert Ryan, and Ter-
ence Stamp. (72nd 5t Playhouse, 15t Ave
at 7z2nd. BU 8-g304: through July 16.)

Brier Encounter (1946 )—A British cinema ex-
pansion of Noél Coward’s one-act play “'5till
Life.” With Celia Johnson and Trevor How-
ard. (8th 5t. Playhouse, 52 W. &th, GR 7-
=824; through July 16, tentative.)

Cimizen Kane (1941)—0Orson Welles’ study of
a rich man’s career. (Thalia, B'way at ¢sth,
AC 2-3370; July 17.)

A Coup Winp in Aucust (1961 )—The story con-
cerns a tough stripper (Lola Albright) and
a hitherto virtuous boy (Scott Mariowe) 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.)

CowmpuLsion (195¢0)—Dean Stockwell, Bradford
Dillman, and Orson Welles have joined
forces in representing, respectively, a pair of
killers and a defense attorney m this reénact-
ment of the Loeb-Leopold case. (Symphony,
B'way at gsth, AC 2-6600; through July 16.)

Fort AracHE (1948 )—Some high-toned Indians
battling United States Army troops in the
Custer period. Henry Fonda is the colonel
(Wew Yorker, B'way at 88th, TR 4-p18g;
July 11.)

GENEVIEVE ( 1654 )—5Some ancient automaobiles in
transit from London to Brighton. John Greg-
son, Dinah Sheridan, Kay Kendall, and Ken-
neth More brighten up this Enghsh film.
(Bleecker St. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at
West Broadway, OR 4-3210; July 11.)

GraNp lirusion (1038)—A German military
prison during the First World War. In
French, with Erich von Stroheim and Jean
Gabin, (Thalia, B'way at osth, AC 2-3370;
July 11.)

HorsereatHers (1g32)—The Marx Brothers in
an academic setting. (New Yorker, B'way at
88th, TR 4-g18g; starting July 16.)

| Know Where I'm Goine (1447 )—Wendy Hill-
er and Roger Livesey stormbound in the
Hebrides, An English film. (8th St. Play-
house, 52 W. &th, GR 7-7874; through July
16, tentative.)

THE INForMER (Ig035)—Dublin and the revolu-
tion. With Victor McLaglen. (Thaha, B'way
at gs5th, AC z-3a370; July 17.)

A Kinp of Lovine (1g62)—An English picture
about how hard it is to be young and in love
if one is also poor and honorable. Alan Bates,
Thora Hird, and June Ritchie (Greenwich,
Greenwich Ave, at 12th, WA ¢-3350.)

MEe amp THE CoLonel (1o058)—Danny Kaye as a
Jewish refugee fleeing the Nazis after the in-
vasion of France Curt Jurgens and Nicole
Maurey give him a hand. (Thalia, B'way at
gsth, AC 2-3370; July 16.)

PicNic oN THE GrASS (1060 )—Jean Renoir wrote,
produced, and directed this pagan rite. 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 gsth, AC
2-3370; July 12.)

Rouce et Noir (1938)—The Stendhal novel,
with Gérard Philipe, Danielle Darrieux, and
Antonella Lualdi. A French film. (Thalia,
B’way at gsth, AC 2-3370; July 13.)

SaturpAYy NiGHT AND Sunpay Morning (1g6H1)—
Alan Sillitoe's own adaptation of his novel
about a defiant young factory worker in a
British provincial city. With Albert Finney.
(72nd St. Playhouse, 1st Ave. at y2nd, BU
8-0304; through July 16.)

SHapows (1061)—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.)

SHoort THE P1aNO PLaver (1g62)—Frangois Truf-
faut wrote and directed this French movie
about a pianist in a Paris café. (8th St. Play-
house, 52 W. #th, GR 7-7874: starting July
145, tentative )

Tunes ofF GLory (1o6o)—A peacetime Scottish
regiment in the throes of a power struggle be-
tween two colonels. Alee Guinness and John
Mills are the adversaries. (Thalia, B'way at
os5th, AC 2-3370; July 16.)

Museum ofF Mopern ArT FiLm Lierary—Two pro-
grams in a series called “The Cinema of
Alfred Hitchcock™ —Through July 13: “The
Girl Was Young” (1938), with Nova Pil-
beam. .. .9 Starting July 14: “The Lady
Vanishes” (1938), 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, hut
only to those applying for them in person at
the Museum, 11 W. s3rd, after 11 on the
da}y of the showing or, if it 1s a Sunday, after
i




THE BROADWAY AREA

Astor, B'way at 45th. (JU 6-2240)
“Call Me Bwana.” Bob Hope, Anita Ekberg.
Cinerama, B'way at sist. (JU 2-s0fi0)

“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'way at g44th. (JU 2-17¢6)

LAWRENCE OF ARABIA.

DeMiLLe, 5th Ave. at 47th. (CO 5-8B431)

“Irma la Douce,” Jack Lemmon, Shirley
MacLaine.

Forum, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-8320)

“Women of the World,” a documentary film
narrated by Peter Ustinov.

Music HalL, 6th Ave. at soth. (CI 6-4600)

“Come Blow Your Horn,” Frank Sinatra,
Lee J. Cobb.

New Emeassy, B'way at 46th. (PL 7-2408)
g2 (in Italian).
Patace, B'way at 47th. (PL 7-2626)
“A Gathering of Eagles,” Rock Hudson,
Rod Tavlor
Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (WI 7-9400)
HUD.
Rivoul, B'way at 4oth. (CI 7-1633)
CLEOPATRA,
State, B'way at 4s5th. (JU 2-5070)
MUTINY ON THE BOUNTY.
Tono Cinema, 200 W. 45th. (LT 1-1788)
sandure (in Japanese).
Yicroria, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540)
“Greenwich Village Story,” Robert Hogan,
Melinda Plank.
WarNer, B'way at 47th, (CO
“PT rog,” Cliff Robertson,

EAST SIDE
Art, 36 E. 8th. (GR 3-7014)

DAYID AND LISA.
New Crhartes, Ave. B at 12th. (GR 5-4z10)
Through July 16: A coLo wiNp IN AuGusT, Te-
vival; and “The Nudist Story,” a docu-
mentary film.
From July 17: To be announced.
Acapemy of Music, 126 E. 14th. (GR 3-2277)
THE LONGEST DAY.

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660)
Through July 16: THE WRONG ARM OF THE LAW,
From July 17: THE UGLY AMERICAHN.

Kirs Bay, znd Ave. at 31st. (LE 2-6668)
Through July 16: “55 Days at Peking,”

Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner.

From July 17: To be announced.

MurraYy HiL, 160 E. 34th. (MU z-7652)

MY MAME IS IYAN (in Russian).

34ru St. East, 241 E. 34th. (MU 3-6300)
From July 16, at 8:30: “This Sporting Life,”

Richard Harris, Rachel Roberts. ( A limited
number of opening-night tickets are avail-
able at the box office.)

Trans-Lux52npS1., Lexingtonatsend. (PL 3-2434)
“PT rog,"” Cliff Robertson, Ty Hardin,

Surron, 3rd Ave. at s7th. (PL g-1411)

HEAVENS ABOVE!

Trans-Lux East, 3rd Ave at 58th. (PL g-2262)
“A Gathering of Eagles,” Rock Hudson, Rod

Tavlor

R.K.O. 5871 5r., ird Ave. at 58th. (EL 5-357%)

Through July 16: "55 Days at Peking,”
Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner.

From July 17: THE vueLy americAN: and “The
Roman Spring of Mrs. Stone,” revival,
Vivien Leigh, Warren Beatty

Fine Arts, 130 E s58th. (PL 5-6030)

THE L-SHAPED ROOM.

Praza, 42 E. 58th. (EL 5-3320)

DAYID AND LISA.

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

MacLaine.

Coroner, 3rd Ave, at soth. (PL 1-15335)

HUD.

Cinema |, 3rd Ave. at 6oth. (PL 3-6022)
“The Mouse on the Moon,” Margaret Ruther-

ford, Bernard Cribbins.

Cinema I, 3rd Ave, at 6oth. (PL 3-0774)
SPARROWS CAN'T SING.

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

ford, Flora Robson.

687H S1. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (RE 4-0302)
DR. HO.

5711}
y Hardin.
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Tower East, 3rd Ave. at yist. (TR g¢-1313)
Through July 16: THE FOUR DAYS OF MAPLES.
From July 17: “The Nutty Professor,” Jerry

Lewis, Stella Stevens.

72Znp S1. PLAYHOUSE, 15t Ave.at 72nd. (BU 8-0304)

Through July 16: ey supp, revival; and
SATURDAY NIGHT AND SUNDAY MORNING, Tevival.
From July 17: To be announced.

Trans-Lux 85t S1., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180)

THE LONGEST DAY.

R.K.O. 8611 S1., Lexington at 86th (AT ¢-8g00)
Through July 16: “s5 Days at Peking,”
Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner.
From July 17: tHE ueLy American; and “Play
It Cool,” Billy Fury.
OrepHeum, 3rd Ave. at 86th. (AT g-4607)
Through July 16: THe Four DAYS OF NaPLES: and
“In the Cool of the Day.,” Jane Fonda,
FPeter Finch.
From July 17: “The Nutty Professor,” Jerry
Lewis, Stella Stevens: and “Dondi,” David
Janssen, Patti Page.

WEST SIDE

Bieecker 51. Cinema, 144 Bleecker St., at West

Broadway. (OR 4-3210)

July 11: eemevieve, revival: and “The Red
Shoes," revival, Moira Shearer, Léonide
Massine.

July 12-15: BALLAD OF & soLpier and ALEXANDER
Nevsky (both in Russian and both revivals).

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

Waverey, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA ¢-B037)
Through July 16: “55 Days at Peking”
Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner; and “The
Sea Around Us,” revival, a documentary
film.
From July 17: THE ueLY AMERICAN.

87H ST1. PLAYHousE, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7873)

Through July 16 (tentative): | KNOW WHERE 1'M
GOING, revival: and BRIEF ENCOUNTER, revival.

From July 17 (tentative): suMDAYS AND CYBELE
{in French); and sHooT THE PIANO PLAYER (in
French), revival.

5TH Ave. Cinema, sth Ave at 12th. (WA 4-8330)

Through July 14: or. no.

From July 15: “"Run with the Devil” (in
Italian), Antonella Lualdi, Alex Nicol.

Sueripan, 7th Ave. at 12th. (WA o9-2166)

Through July 16: THE Four pAYs oF MAPLES: and
“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda,
Peter Finch.

From July 17: “The Nutty meessor,“gerry
Lewis, Stella Stevens; and “Dondi,” David
Janssen, Pattr Page

GreenwicH, Greenwich Ave.at 12th. (WA 6-3350)

THE WRONG ARM OF THE LAW; and A KIND OF Lov-
ING, revival.

R.K.O. 23rp S1., 8th Ave. at 23rd. (AL 5-7050)

“A Gathering of Eagles,” Rock Hudson, lgm:l
Tavlor

Guitp, 33 W, soth. (PL 5-2406)

“Women of the World,” a documentary film

narrated by Peter Ustinov.

55TH 57. PravHouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6-4500)
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“Greenwich Village Story,” Robert Hogan,
Melinda Plank.

FestivaL, 6 W. s7th, (LT 1-2323)
g/ (in Italian).

Normanoig, 110 W, s7th. (JU 6-4448)
Through July 16: “To Kill a Mockinghird."”
Gregory Peck, Mary Badham.
From July 17: To be announced

Littee Carnecie, 146 W, 57th. (CI 6-3454)
Through July 16: “Mondo Cane,” an Italian
documentary film. with an English narra-
tiomn.
From July 17: "This Sporting Life,” Richard
Harris, Rachel Roberts

Carnecie Hawe Cinema, 7th Ave. at g57th. (PL
7-2131)
“Hand in the Trap” (in Spanish), Elsa Dan-
iel, Francisco Rahal.

Pamis, 4 W. 58th, (MU 8-0134)

DIVORCE—ITALIAN sTYLE {in [talian).

Loew's 83ro S1., B'way at 8zrd (TR %-3100)

Through July 16: THE FOUR DAYS OF MAPLES; and

“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda,
FPeter Finch.

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

Mew Yorker, B'way at 88th. (TR 4-¢18¢)

July 11: ForT apAcHE, revival: and “Two Rode
Together,” revival, James Stewart, Richard
Widmark.

July t2-15 (last showing at 2:15): “Eclipse”
(in Italian), Alain Delon, Monica Vitti;
and “The Stranger,” revival, Edward G.
Rohinson, Loretta Young.

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

From July 16: HorsereatHers, revival; and
THE BIG BROADCAST OF 1938, revival.

SvmeHoNY, B'way at gsth. (AC 2z-66a00)

Through July 16: compuLsion, revival; and
“The Stripper,” Joanne Woodward, Rich-
ard Beymer

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

THaua, B'way at gsth, (AC z-3370)

July 11: eramp nLusion (in French), revival;
and “The Bridge"” (in German), revival.

July 12: picNIc oM THE GrAss (in French), re-
vival; and “Le Plaisir” (in French; also
known as “House of Pleasure”), revival,
Danielle Darrieux, Simone Simon.

July r3: rouee er moir (in French), revival:
and “The Safety March” (in Russian),

revival.

July 14: “Cavalleria Rusticana” (in [talian),
revival, Maric Del Monaco; and “La
Traviata” (in Italian). revival, Lucia

Evangelista, Giulio Gari.

July 15: A program of nine short films of the
dance—"Swan Lake,” “Pavlova Dances,”
and others.

July 16: Tunes ofF cLory, revival; and ME AND
THE COLONEL, revival.

July 17: tHE inFORMER, revival; and cimizen
KAME, revival,

Riversioe, B'way at g6th. (MO 3-4530)

Through July 16: “s55 Days at Peking”
Charlton Heston, Ava Gardner

From July 17: THE ueLy american; and “‘Play
It Cool,” Billy Fury

Miotown, B'way at rooth. (AC 2-1200)

THE WRONG ARM OF THE LAW,

Ouwrmeia, B'way at 1o7th. (UN 5-8:128)
Through July 16: THE FOUR DAYS OF NAPLES: and
“In the Cool of the Day,” Jane Fonda.
FPeter Finch.
From July 17: “The Nutty Pn}ftsmr,"[gerr:-,-‘
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 lacquer blue 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

T'imes, and the Atomic Energy
Commission is thinking of blasting a
second waterway with nuclear explo-
sives, T'his Isthmian engincering, we are
assured, would be absolutely safe, and
the bill for the job would come to four
and a quarter billion dollars less than if
ordinary charges were exploded. We’re
all for economy, but we’re not quite
certain that this is the moment for the
radioactive kind. Perhaps our wariness
is prompted by the thought that the
blasting, according to the Twnes, would
be a part of the Atomic Energy Com-
mission’s so-called Plowshare Program.
That name gives us pause, and we’re
confident that it would do the same to
the Prophet Isaiah if he were to make

—

p

the scene today. Where would that
early, wrathful disarmer sce 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 1sn’t easy to sell
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, tending to 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

onc 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. T he city’s kaleidoscopic
smells turn into a thick, odorless pres-
ence. And all that the eye sees is swell
upon swell of faces. We know these
things only because we escaped from
the aty 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. To its north there 1s a low,
flat hummock, and to 1ts east and
south there are nlting fields. Coming
suddenly to the country after a long
spell in the city is like rising too quickly
from the deeps; painful bubbles of
awareness congest the senses. When
we arrived, the grass seemed an acrid
Cézanne green. The size of the sky was
bullying. Silence blocked our ears. But
after dark this confusion wore off, and
we went and sat outside. It was warm
and still, and in the next hour or so we
were treated to a show of a kind that
nature rarely has the patience for. It had
style and an easy, selective 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 and ended with sixteenths:
Tck tek tek tek tekick tcktckickick. It
quit, started again, and quit, and dur-
ing each interval 1t was softly parodied
by the slow, slippered waves on the
beach. A night heron, which that after-
noon had been perched ke a question
mark on a mooring pile, waited until
the rail was done, and squawked twice.
Then we heard 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 wind that stirs 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 of leaves across
a half-moon, which was neither white
nor silver but mother-of-pearl. The
moon reappeared, a woman brushing
the hair from her eyes, 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 unnmustakable edge. The
show, 1t announced, was over. Chilled,
we got to our feet and walked to the
slope above the river. The boles of the
wees were black against gray-green
meadow grass, and, down below,
moonlight had caught the roof of a too]
house, turning it into a silver trav, We
went inside, leaving the door unlocked
behind us.

Ambassador Seydoux
ECENTLY, wecalled up M. Roger

Seydoux, the French Ambassador
to the United Nations, and he cordially
invited us to lunch at his apartment, on
Park Avenue. When we arrived, Mme,
Seydoux and an ambassadorial aide re-
ceived us in a large, light sitting room
containing a striking assortment of
paintings, many of 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
erandfather was a counsellor of em-
bassy, my father was Deputy Director
of Political Affairs in the Foreign Of-
fice, and my brother 15 our Ambassador
to NATO.” He went on to say that after
graduating from the Unmversity of
Paris, with degrees in law and political
economy, he became assistant to Jacques
Ruecff, the French financial attaché in
London, for a couple of 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. Seydoux also has a special feeling
for the Ecole Libre des Sciences Poli-
tiques, in Pars, of which he became
Secretary-General in 1934, “It’s a pri-
vate school of great reputation that
trains high civil servants,” he said. “It
was founded by the political writer
Emile Boutmy and others in 1871.
During the Second World War, it was
scaled by the Germans at the beginning
of the Occupation; I was its 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 was a move to putit under
state control, but we resisted that, and
accepted a mariage de raison with the
University of Paris, of which it is now

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, Tumisia, where he served,
sequentially, as Minister Delegate, High
Commissioner, and Ambassador. After
that, from 1956 to 196(), he was Di-
rector-General of Cultural and Tech-
nical Affairs in the Foreign Office.
“Tunisia was an exhausting post,” he
said. ““T'he situation changed every day.
There were strikes and riots, with your
own compatriots often against you. This
is peculiarly painful. It was a foretaste
of Algeria, and in 1960, when I became
Ambassador to Morocco, therc was
somewhat the same feeling. The French
took over the habits of those countries,
and they were not always the best habits.
But they are very beautiful countries,
and the people are fundamentally nice.
After your worst difficulties with them,
you sit down and have lunch with
them.”

We got up from lunch, where our
worst difficulty was to refuse a second
helping of verv thin pancakes, and, over
coffee in the sitting room, learned that
our hosts have two sons, fifteen and six-
teen, at school here, who feel that their
parents move 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 especially the U.N_, and
the traffic is much worse in Paris.”
“You have the feeling here of being
close to Europe,” Mme. Seydoux said.

I ITERARY INTELLIGENCE: This sum-
mer will witness the birth of a pulp
magazine called True Divorce.

Cinema Underground

IF the mark of a true artistic avant-

garde 15 being both angry and hun-
gry, then the forty-odd members of the
Film-Makers’ Cotperative certainly
qualify. The Codperative is the chicf
spokesman for what s unofhaally
known as the Underground Cinema, a
group of independent makers of experi-
mental movies, and the chief spokesman
for the Codperative 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 fanatically parti-
san “Movie Journal” in the Village
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 we read in
Mekas’s column that the Codperative
had cancelled its Monday-midnight
screemngs of members’ works at the
Bleecker Street Cinema, we dropped
down to his headquarters to find out
whether the action was the result of
anger or of hunger.

“Neither,” Mr. Mekas said. “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 flms.
We've made a new arrangement, for
Monday-evening programs at the
Gramercey 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 among the film-makers, according
to the length of their films,” he said.
“The creator of a five-minute flm of
pure poetry might get five dollars, but
this is more than he would have got
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before the Cobp 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 ume, and %
don’t have jobs at all.
One of our members
has produced a fiftv-
minute feature for only
three hundred dollars.
How! T think he steals
his film. Of course,
everyone is 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
back issues of Filmn Culture (which Me-
kas publishes and which also loses mon-
ey ); a battered couch; two movie pro-
jectors; some film-editing equipment;
and several hve film-makers, who, we
learned, wandered in and out all day to
chat, use the equipment, and occasional-
ly sleep on the couch. The sleepers,
Mekas explained, were “between apart-
ments.”’

After introducing us to a couple of
absolutely broke film-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
look on all licenses as instruments of
government censorship and wouldn’t
get one even if they could afford it.
(Some can’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 T'rees,” includes a
scene of a young man defacing the facade
of a mmdtown Fifth Avenue bank. “We
rehearsed nearby, on a less crowded
street, When the scene was all blocked
out and the actors were cued, we raced
around the corner, held back the pedes-
trians, shot one minute of film, and
jumped into a getaway car. It was more
like a bank robbery than a location shot.
Another flm-maker wants to shoot a
scene in a supermarket, but he’s waiting
until he can afford a better suit.” To
earn a little extra suit money, some film-
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“Good Lord, no! IPm 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
15 full of film-makers,” Mekas said.
“Sometimes it seems as if every street
has someone shooting on it.”

One unsympathetic critic has dis-
missed the Underground Cinema as no
more than “home movies with preten-
sions,” but Mekas says that in the course
of economizing with hand-held cam-
eras, natural lighting, and staccato edit-
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 most share a total disdain
for the traditional manner of storytelling
on film, and also for the “self-conscious-
ly arty” experimental films of the twen-
ties and thirties. “Sirius Remembered,”
a twelve-minute silent 16-millimetre
color film by Stan Brakhage, one of the
best-known of the independent film-
makers, is listed 1n the Codperative’s
catalogue thus: “A dead dog decays in
four interrelated, dreamlike sequences.”
It can be rented for ten dollars.

The Underground, we were told,
feels that since it has survived critical
disapproval, industry neglect, and audi-
ence mockery, the only thing that might
possibly shake its composure now is suc-
cess—such as a 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’
enough to 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 Cobperative’s growing col-
lection of rental prints, showed more
concern over a classic organizational
problem. “We started as a salon des
refuses,” 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 ong that we think is just awful. So
Jonas and T have had to start turning
down some films. But only the really
impossible ones.”

We asked if he wasn’t afraid that the
Cotperative itsclf might become part of
the Establishment.

“I'm terrified of it,”* Brooks said.

Mekas nodded and smiled.

Ken Jacobs looked angry.

IGN in the window of a Province-
town novelty shop: “Houdini’s
Impossible Trick—Easy to Do.”

Neaw President

HE director of one redoubtable re-
pository is 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. Olds as president of the New-
York Historical Society. Before we go
any further, let us say that the hyphen n
the Society’s name is not, in the Society’s
opinion, optional. ““T’he Society was
founded in 1804, and in those days
‘New York’ had a hyphen,” said Mr.
James J. Heslin, the New-York’s direc-
tor, who, with Mr. Adams, received us
in situ the other day. “It so appears in
our name.”

“We all make a great effort to sce
that the hvphen is 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, Coolidge posed willingly for
an oil portrait to be included in our Gal-
lery of Presidents. Gladstone and Bis-
marck were members—I don’t know
just why.”

We recalled, from our dazzled child-
hood, a large and irrelevant collection
of Egyptian antiquitics, ranging, in one
category, from mummies of cats to three
enormous mummies of sacred bulls, and
we asked about it.

“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 what 1t had
cost him. T'he Society bought
it, in 1860, for thirty-four
thousand dollars. It attracted
a great deal of attention for
decades, and additions were
made to it in 1890 and 1907
by bequest and gift. In 1937,
the entire collecton was lent to the
Brooklyn Museum, which subsequent-
Iy 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, cwvil,
literary, and ecclesiastical history of the
United States in general, and of this
State in particular,’ but in its early days
there was no other muscum in New
York, and it was felt that the only way
certain things could be saved for the
public was to get them here.”

“The Society used to take the whole
field of art history for its province,” Mr.
Adamssaid. “In 1858, it accepted thir-
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 heavy to 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
remnant of the art-muscum era is still
here—the Thomas J. Bryan collection
of nearly four hundred paintings, some
of themm American, but most of them
European, from the Byzantine school
on.” Mr. A. went on to inform us that
Bryan, a Philadelphian and an 1823
Harvard graduate, 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. Adams said. “They were
the first big European art collection
here; some of them are quite good in-
deed.”

“Mr. Brvan was a bachelor,” Mr.
Heslin said. “He had a French valet
who turned out to be a woman in dis-
guise, but the Society fecls sure that
Mr. Bryan never suspected her sex. 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
push the idea, but nothing came of 1t.”

“For some time, we've been trying
to concentrate on the acquisition of ma-
tenal in the fields of New York City
and New York State,” said Mr. Adams,
who has been a Society trustee since
1948. “Our library contains nearly half
a million printed volumes and the
fourth-largest collection of
eighteenth-century  newspa-
pers in the countrv. 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
aiven 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 gencrous bequest.
It even includes a fund to take care of
the material.”

“Lots of writers use our reading
room,” Mr. Heslin said. “About sixty-
five books a year are researched, or part-
ly researched and partly written, there.
Walter Lord, Cecil Waoodham-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.
The library is a kind of listening post;

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

Golden Boy
NSETTLING note received by a

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
EST Thursday, at the Americana

Hotel, after twice taking an eleva-
tor to the wrong floor, we landed 1n the
second-floor lobby leading to the Prin-
cess Room. We had been invited 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 how easy it is to ignite charcoal
with Justrite Fire Starters. Justrite Fire
Starters are so harmless, we were told,
that they can be safely eaten by a small
child. The Princess Room and an ad-
joining terrace were occupied by a bevy
of photographers, waiters, and public-
relations people; a smiling, red-faced
fireman; a Cub Scout; and a Boy
Scout—all drinking, eating, or just wait-
ing for the main attraction. Five char-
coal grills had been set up at the southern
end of the terrace, and opposite them
were four other grills—more claborate
ones, on which a chef was preparing as-
sorted international specialties, includ-
ing hot dogs. A large supply of red and
aqua water pistols lay on the terrace
ledge.

We sat down at 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
my arm 1n the elevator door on the way
up here,” he added cheerfully.

We had barely 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
Isracl, Miss Norway, Miss England,
and Miss Ireland, a last-minute substi-
tute for Miss [taly, who had missed the
plane from Rome. The girls lined up be-
hind the five unlit grills, and a man rep-
resenting the French Company intro-
duced them, imparted to us their chest,
waist, and hip measurements in cent-
metres and inches, and announced that
the Cub Scout and the Boy Scout would




judge which girl lit the best fire fastest.
A number of men on the terrace leaped
from their scats and struggled among
themseclves for a better view of the con-
test.

When each of the potential Miss Uni-
verses had lit a kitchen matchand touched
it to the Fire Starters scattered through
her charcoal, the Scouts began to pace
solemnly up and down, peering into the
flames that sprang up in the grills. “The
judges must have come to a 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!
Move in closer,” he directed.

-

“Mischa! Youw're really asking for a midnight knock on the door!”

L] ®

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 Germany was led with the other
girls to a table at the far end of the
terrace. The dictatorial photographer
pursued them and returned to the
erills with Miss Israel, whom he or-
dered to light a match and smile. A
chaperon ran up to him and said that
Miss Israel might hold the match and
smile but that she might not light it
and smile. The photographer lost the
argument.

“You were great judges,” the master
of ceremonies said enthusiastically to the
Scouts, who continued to have difficulty
smiling.

A window-washer several stories

above our table spilled water on our head
and on the remains of our Smitzelbank
Surprise while we were watching the
fireman finish extinguishing the fires; he
emptied the coals into a barrel labelled
“Tin Cans Only.”

As we left, the man at our table was
uying to take a picture of a moth that
had flown out onto the terrace from the
Princess Room.

OLLOQUY overheard the other
sweltering afternoon on a Madi-
son Avenue bus:

FirsT Younc Matron: “I'm get-
ting so tired of having all our meals
in the bedroom.”

Seconp Young MaTron: “In the
bedroom?”

First Young MATRON:
where our air-conditioner is.”

“That’s
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A LEAVE~TAKING

HE had not even finished dressing
when he arrived. She had meant,
of course, to take especial care

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

He had taken a train that got him to
town about noon: it was the only possi-
ble vne, on Sunday. The day before,
when he telephoned her from the coun-
try, he had said, “I’ll leave the car with
May and the children.” 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
telephone at his summer house 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 two days of silence and sus-
pense—he had left town on Wednes-
day to talk the whole business out with
May—and the overstated nonchalance
of the telephone conversation made her
frantic. “But can’t you tell me any-
thingr” she cried, as he prepared to

hang up. After an admonishing silence,
he had said only, “When I see you on
Sunday.”

She finished buttoning her dress and
pushed her feet into a pair of sandals be-
forc she opened the door. Her face still
ghstened 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 journey in a hot train. He seemed
a little browner, and his eyes were bright
and shghtly reddened as though he had
slept badly. He came in without speak-
ing, and she closed the door after him.
He was holding a briefcase, which he put
down in a corner of the tiny hall. When
she turned from closing the door, he said
her name, and put his arms around her
with such intensity of feeling that she
had no time to raise her own and stood
within his embrace as if she did not sub-
mit toit. Love, however, was too strong
for her, and she moved her cheek
against the side of his head. I will have
to know soon, she thought, what he has
agreed to do.

“I left the coffee on,” she said, un-
clasping his arms and stepping aside. She
went into the kitchen without glancing
at him, and turned the gas off. He came
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and stood in the doorway. She still could
not look at his face, which she knew
must explain everything to her. “Shall
I make you some lunch?” she asked.

“Tust coffee.”

She was lifting down the cups and
saucers. “If you take the coffee in, I’ll
bring the tray.” He stood back to let
her pass, and she went into the living
room and put the tray on a table in front
of the sofa. ““T'hanks. Oh, not there;
that won’t stand heat—yes, there, on
the tile.” Sitting on the sofa, 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, “T was exhausted.” She was
suddenly reminded of her appearance.
She put her cup down and raised her
hand to her head. “I haven’t even done
my hair.”

“It doesn’t matter,” he said.

“Let me do it 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 hand in both of
his for a moment, and then pressed it
against his mouth and burst into tears.

She let him put his head on her breast,
withdrawing her hand so that 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—asshe
held him and moved her
hand consolingly up and
down his shuddering
spine. She also regarded
him with a certain
amount of vulgar curi-
osity—she had never
seen a man weep before,
and was young enough
to consider it a monu-
ment in 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 found herself
invested, instead, with
the kind of momentary
self-possession  that s
summoned up in a doc-
tor’s waiting room. She
breathed, through the
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salt smell of his hair, the
steam of the coffee and
even regretted that her
cup must get cold. Her
eyes, uptilted by her at-
titude, rested on the
pale-green wall oppo-
sitc her. She reflected
thatin love one can 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
confronted her.)

He raised his head
and shifted his position
so that he, too, leaned
back on the sofa, al-
though his shoulder sull
pressed on hers, He held
her right hand in his
own, and with his left
felt for his handkerchief
and blew his nose. He
closed his eyes, frown-
ing, and she could see
that he was studying
how to begin. She
tightened her clasp on his hand and said
kindly, almost politely, “Don’t worry.
Just tell me.”

He opened his eyes and sat up a little.
“How good you are,” 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 not at all that her judg-
ment of him should remain thus pitiless-
ly detached—that she saw him, perhaps,
more clearly and with less admiration
than ever before. The insight was use-
less to her, trapped as she was in 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 any case, 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 handkerchicf with a
faint air of getting down to business. “I
can only tell you what we feel about
'

At the 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 had already 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 terrif!”

think [ told you I no longer loved my
wife.”’

“Yes,” she said.

“I only said that once, didn’t 1?7

“Several times,” she answered, un-
accommuodatingly.

“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
they could face themselves. How many
justifications made n order that they
might simply, please themselves. How
dangerous they were in their self-right-
eousness—infinitely more dangerous
than women, who could never persuade
themselves to the same degree of the
nobility of their actions.

“What are 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 was no reason why she should en-
courage him, and he reminded himself
of that; he was nothing if not fair.

“Why did you sav it, then?” She
looked up briefly. “If it wasn’t true?”

He said slowly, “I thought it was true

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

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

“T would always care about you,” he
went on, 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
we can go on being tond of one another,
that you can think of me as someone
who . . .”” He paused for a moment and
then continued, unconscious of irony,
“who showed you what love 1.7 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 earnestly—almost in a tone of re-
assurance. ‘It’s only that I cannot bear
it.”

He withdrew his hand and leaned
forward with a little sigh, his elbows on
his knees. Having been compelled to
look at him, she now could not stop do-
ing so. When he turned back to her,
he was unnerved by that intent, expect-
ant stare. Spreading one of his palms
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DEAR MEN AND WOMEN

(In MeEmory oF VAN Wyck Brooks)

In the quiet before cockcrow when the cricket’s
Mandolin falters, when the light of the past
Falling from the high stars yet haunts the earth
And the east quickens, I think of those I love—
Dear men and women no longer with us.

And not in grief or regret merely but rather

With a love that is almost joy I think of them,

Of whom I am part, as they of me, and through whom
I am made more wholly one with the pain and the glory,
The heartbreak at the heart of things.

I have learned it from them at last, who am now grown old

A happy man, that the nature of things is tragic
And meaningful beyond words, that to have hived
Even if once only, once and no more,

Will have been—oh, how truly—worth it.

The years go by: March flows into April,
The sycamore’s delicate tracery puts on
Its tender green; April is August soon;
Autumn, and the raving of insect choirs,
The thud of apples in moonlit orchards;

Till winter brings the slant, windy light again
On shining Manhattan, her towering stone and glass;

Doors are opened that never before were opened,
New ways stand open, but quietly one door

Closes, the door to the future; there it s written,
“Thus far and no farther”—there, as at Eden’s gate,
The angel with the fiery sword.

The Eden we dream of, the Eden that lies before us,
The unattainable dream, soon lies behind.

Eden 1s always yesterday or tomorrow,

There is no way now but back, back to the past—
The past has become paradise.

And there they dwell, those ineffable presences,
Safe bevond time, rescued from death and change.
Though all be taken, they only shall not be taken—
Immortal, unaging, unaltered, faithful yet

To that lost dream world they inhabit.

T'ruly, to me they now may come no more,

But I to them in reverie and remembrance

Still may return, in me they still live on;

In me they shall have their being, till we together
Darken in the great memory.

Dear eyes of delight, dear youthful tresses, forcheads
Furrowed with age, dear hands of love and care—

And age deepens—oh, much is taken, but one
Dearer than all remains, and life is sweet

Stll to the now enlightened spirit.

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

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

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

She got up and put the cups and
saucers back on the tray. “Is Scotch all
right?” She went into the kitchen, and
in a few moments reappeared carrying
a bottle and a glass full of ice. He saw
that her hand shook as she set the glass
on the table.

“You mustn’t exaggerate the im-
portance of this,” 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 pronouncement that he took
an extra sip of whaskey to gain time,

“Yes,” he went on. “It seems—i5—

Lying awake at dawn, T remember them,

With a love that is almost joy I remember them:
Lost, and all mine, all mine, forever.

frightful, if you bke. But darling, I
mean that you have everything ahead of
you. At your age, this isn’t a—matter
of life 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 way of putting it, since it is
really easier to die than to do almost
anything.) The possibility of taking her
own lhife was, however, something to
be held ih reserve, like a pain-reheving
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
command so long as there remained the
possibility of their repetition; it seemed
hard that one should have to go to such
lengths to make one’s point.

If, on the other hand—as he sug-
gested—she was merely beginning a
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series of similar 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 go in
for more than a little halfhearted dis-
sembling. Up to this, she had led a 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 the offering of her person, repre-
sented less than it appeared to. That cir-
cumstances might oblige him to with-
draw from her she 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 uncombed hair.
Startling him, she got up quickly from
the sofa and went into the bedroom.
She stood at the dressing table, 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 come for, she
sat down on the side of her unmade
bed, propped one elbow sidewise on the
pillows, and leaned her jaw on her hand.
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When he appeared in the doorway,
she made a small explanatory gesture
with the hairbrush, which still dangled
from her right hand, then reached
across and replaced it on the dressing
table. He leaned for a moment against
the doorframe, and when he came into
the room she curled her legs up on the
crumpled sheets and drew back on the
pillows, allowing him to sit at the foot
of the bed. They passed, in this way,
some minutes of that hot afternoon.
Both had the sensation of leaving be-
hind them, simply by changmng the
scene, the antagonism in the living
room.

At last 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 hand holding hers opened briefly
and closed again. “There aren’t many
possibilitics. . . . We shall see less of each
other. Not meet at all; 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.”

He lowered 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. 18s the humidity.”
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“somcthing that won’t be hard, or lone-
I}r.’}
“My dear,” he said. Even to him, it
was inconceivable that her love should
not be reciprocated. In compassion, he
kneaded her fingers for a moment with
his own. “What should T tell you?
How happy I’ve been with you?r How
many things you’ve done for me? That,
in a way, you've brought me back to
lifer” He let her hand go so that she
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,
“I owe you everything.”

This admission seemed to her to set
the seal on the dissolution of their love:
total indebtedness could only be ac-
knowledged where no attempt at re-
payment was tontemplated. She closed
her eyes on some sustained crest of pain.
Tears of desolation moved haltingly
from the corners of her eyelids and dis-
appeared into the hair above her ears.
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.

“I 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
eyes still shut. “I think T must hope to
sce them less clearly.” She felt him sit

up and lower his feet to the floor. She
opened her eves as he rose and came
round the bed to stand beside her.

“If I leave,” he said, “‘you might get
some sleep.”

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

He sat down again, 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.”

“My love,” she said, in the same
hushed voice. “It hurts me so.”

“I know, I know.” His fingers
passed irresolutely down her head and
began to spread out the tangled hair on
her shoulder, “T know,” he said again,
half to himself. “It isn’t easy.”

He looked at her with such bewilder-
ment that she raised her hand and laid
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; the still-
ness in the room was the passionless,
critical silence of a sickroom. He lifted
her hand aside and unfastened the belt of
her dress as gently and carefully as if
she had had a serious accident, and he
was ministering to her.

—SHIRLEY Hazzarp
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“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 thewr time to make it a success. Keep up the good work, Virgins.
For the young marrieds there will be a meeting at the volcano’s edge at the next full moon.”



MYOPIA

I am walking up a pavement of hex-
agonal cement sidewalk tiles. On one
side, there are trees that grow n a strip
of dwt between the sidewalk and the
curb. On the other side, there is a black
iron fence around the yard of a Victori-
an house. The upright spikes of the
fence are spears, their fleur-de-lis points
at the level of my eyes. The sharp tips
make my lids squinch mvoluntarily, and
to avoid them I walk near the trees.
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 pomts pass so close that
the regular succession of their tips 15 re-
flected in my eyeballs. My hand raises
itself to protect my eyes, but my balance
is gone. I am going to fall. My feet are
off the ground and I am moving n an
arc through the air toward the mverted
wron hearts. The spikes flow past so near
that all I can see is their upright, black
knife blades. In terror, as the ponts
touch my eyes, 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.
I ularly in my early adolescence.
Then, one night when I was thir-
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 my brain closed
before I closed the door. I turned and
went back down the hall I had come up,
as though I had seen nothing. My mind,
by some process 1 do not understand,
swallowed whole, without awareness,
what my eyes had seen. Nevertheless, it
swallowed it. I can remember now what
I saw. I do not know when the sight
returned or what called it back. [ know
only that at the time it vanished, leaving
no result that I was conscious of, and
that after a long period, when events
had separated me from it, the memory
came back.
Up until the night I opened the door,
I remembered my dreams. 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 recognized it. But if any
other nightmare broke my sleep, I for-
got what it was about by morning. And
of all the other dreams I had during the
night I remembered nothing.
So long as my dreams had stayed in
my consciousness, they had not inter-
ested me. After they vanished, I longed

HAD this recurring nightmare reg-

to know what I was concealing from
myself, and I listened with great interest
to the dreams of others. One morning,
my mother related, to her horror and
my delight, her dream of the night be-
fore that she had cooked me and my
brother in a large frying pan and eaten
us. Did T 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 front of her, a nar-
row plank, no wider than a board in the
living-room floor, stretched straight to
the horizon. The voice 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 endless little 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 became nearsighted. My
self-protecting unawareness apparatus
was so efficient that I myself did not dis-
cover my inability to see; it had to be
pointed out to me. In mathematics class,
my last year of junior high school, I was
unable to read the equations to be copied
down from the blackboard, but I as-
sumed that the hardness of the chalk
and the smallness of the
teacher’s handwriting,
not my ecyesight, was
the trouble. Our seatsin
class were arranged by
our grades, from the
front row to 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 seer from 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.

My psyche and body did not allow
themselves to be fooled so easily. They
had more tricks up their sleeve in the
effort they had begun toward blindness.
With upsetting rapidity, my eyes ad just-
ed themselves. Inside of a year, they
saw no more through the concave lenses
than they had seen without them, and
my glasses had to be made stronger.
My mind, too, set to work to shut out
my immediate 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 book for pleasure. T'hat year, myv
mother went to work at an office job
in the daytime, and my brother and
I had fallen out. I belonged to no one,
and I tried to give myself to reading.
My eyes pored over printed pages as
continually as though reading were a
part of their effort to shut out the visible
world. The books that I liked I started
over again as soon as I fimshed them.
Thev were often beyond my compre-
hension, but my wanting more from
them made me capable 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 impatient if she called me
away from my book. Reading, I saw
nothing that went on around me. It was
the same as when 1 slept, and one min-
ute it was mght and the next minute
morning. But what I read did not dis-
appear the way my dreams did. Also,
in retrospect, I seemed to know what
had gone on around me while I read,
and to know it more clearly than if I
had observed it. It was as though some-
one had written that
down and 1 had read
it, too. From not look-
ing, I began to see.

AT one time, mj
mother’s family

had money. It vanished
when [ was twelve
years old. Until then
had lived in the
homeplace, which had
been built by her father.
During that earlier pe-
riod, my mother had
long hair, and after she
had washed and dried
it she used to lie down
on the leather couch
in the living room and
allow me to brush 1t for her. I loved
to look at her. Her beauty was the
one unquestioned fact of my childhood,
and to me her possession of it was com-
pletely fulfilled 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
movement of the brush.

My mother seldom went out. The
people she dressed up for were her
brothers and sisters and their wives and
husbands, and the women who came
to the house to play bridge. She also
dressed up when she, my brother, and I

We
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went driving on Sunday afternoons with
a man who had been a friend of hers
before her marriage and had begun
to sce her again after she divorced my
father. But her dressing up for these
drives secemed more of a convention,
more a part of Sunday and less con-
nected with people, than it did on the
days when the women came to the house
for their bridge games. She played her
part of mother so well that it filled the
picture for me. I never thought that any
section of the picture was missing, or that
there was any other part for her to play.
Now, however, I began to realize that
there was some of my hife that I could
not share with her, and I saw how small
and oddly shaped a bit of humanity our
family was. Vaguely, I realized that I
had been aware of only a fragment of
my mother’s possible existence and that
she herself was fulfilling only a frag-
ment of it; she was not just my mother
but a woman like other women.

In the evenings when she was fixing
supper and I was poring over my books,
I saw her with a new awareness, as
though she were someone I had never
seen before, or as though I were a per-
son other than myself. The beauty that
I had taken for granted from my child-
hood was there. But, despite my ncar-
sightedness and the book in 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 saw the enlarged pores on her
checks 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 who loves them.
Her looks were changing, day by day,
year by year, and it seemed to me that
the life we were living, and not merely
the passage of time, was the cause of the
change. I felt an urgent sense of loss.
Suddenly [ wished with all mv heart
that she would remarry.

My nearsightedness made me see
other things. The first day that I put on
glasses, every object became simultane-
ously clearer and farther away. The
distance from my head to my feet in-
creased so much that [ walked awk-
wardly, Iike someone on stlts. Never-
theless, down on the sidewalk, beside
my sharply 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 way across the room from me. And
in the movies I noticed that the nose of
my favorite actress moved up and down
like a rabbit’s nose when she talked. In
time, I probably would have become
accustomed to these details and have
lost interest in them, but my eyes adjust-
ed themselves to my glasses so rapidly
that the details began to disappear while
I was still unused to them. As they fad-
ed, I made an effort to keep them in
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focus. When I raised my eyes from the
pages of my book or from my desk at
school, where I usually lay my cheek an
inch or two from the shect of paper I
was writing or drawing on, it was with
an interest in particulars that I had not
possessed before. I no longer took ap-
pearances for granted.

I began to look objectively at other
members of my mother’s family, too.
Now that the 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 family still met fre-
quently, usually for Sunday-night sup-
per, and on these visits to the houses and
apartments of my various aunts and
uncles I saw that none of them felt at
ease in any house except his own, just
as I had not felt at ease when we used
to go to their houses from the home-
place. Then I had seen only that their
lives differed from the life that was lived
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 not just my relatives,
they were a small number of the human
beings who make up the world.

Like Moliére’s M. Jourdain, who dis-
covered that all his life, without know-
ing it, he had been speaking prose, 1
discovered that all my life, without
knowing it, I had been living among
?f'upfr'.

As we went to the houscs of these
aunts and uncles for Sunday-night sup-
per, I also began to see more of my cous-
ins. There were five girls and seven boys
among my first cousins, and many more
once and twice removed. I did not be-
come intimate with them, but [ saw
their rooms, their schoolbooks, their
yards, and met some of their friends.
The cousin I liked most was a girl, sev-
eral years older than I was. Even before
we had left the homeplace, she had come
face to face with the things I was hav-
ing my first objective glimpses of, and I
had sometimes scen her there crying and
talking to my mother about her troubles
at home. Her features were delicate and
sensitive, and I thought of delicacy and
sensitivity as beautiful. But exactly these
traits were now plucking out her beauty,
the way she plucked out her eyebrows.
She wore her hair combed straight back
from her forchead, leaving her face
bare. Her expression was at the same
time a confession and a dehance, and
in her eyes I could see reflections of the
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disapproval and frustration that were
enclosing her on all sides. From the
conversations of my aunts, 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.”
Her features were as delicate as ever, but
they had become set, like a mask, from
behind which the lost face of happiness
looked wildly out of the small openings
of her eyes, Her glance moved too quick-
ly in its search for approval or disap-
proval. Her pleasure in being agreed
with was too open. And sometimes 1
was embarrassed by the intensity of her
friendliness.

One Sunday night, as she was telling
me how much she liked me and how she
used to fight with another of my girl
cousins for the privilege of taking care
of me when I was a babv, I realized
that what I saw in her face was the per-
mancent change from happiness to un-
happiness. I had scen 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 and visible difference that results
when the belicf in happiness gives way to
the realization that happiness is no long-
er possible.

T'o counteract the loss I saw in my
cousin’s face that night, I searched the
features of my aunts and uncles for some
sign of the gain that would take its place.
But what I saw did not make me feel
that the loss was justified. I was like a
child who is ignorant of war judging re-
turning soldiers. What they had fought
for meant nothing to me-—only the
marks their losses had 1mposed upon
them. My uncles no doubt had striven
against conformity, but they sat motion-
less in their chairs, as if they had been
placed there by someone else. The ex-
pression in their eyes was that of hus-
bands who are powerless to speak of
what interests them, except when it hap-
pens to coincide with the interests of
their sisters and wives, or when they es-
cape. Their belts curved comfortably
around their heavy waists. They looked
trapped—creatures whose basic desires
had been anticipated and satisfied before
they could pursue them, and who had
become aware, too late, that other de-
sires had gradually been substituted for
their own.

And what of my mother and aunts,
who secemed 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, and in their practi-
cal movements, there was nothing unfa-
miliar or impersonal. They scemed

somehow smaller, as though after the
loss of the homeplace they had shrunk
to the dimensions of the bungalows
and apartments they lived in, and had
also, bv a concentration of energy,
drawn down the size 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’s plates, putting another heaping
spoonful on each after they had been
told that it was enough.

We ate at the diming-room table, with
a crocheted tablecloth and Sunday dishes.
Midway in the meal, the conversation
touched on Mother’s friend, who had
taken us for a drive that afternoon. He
had been asked to supper but had been
unable to come.

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

I was watching and listening. 1
longed to hear a discussion of this sub-
ject, which I would never have brought
up. But wearing glasscs, instead of mak-
ing me feel conspicuous, made me feel
that I was invisible, and a question di-
rected to me came as a surprise.

“I wouldn’t mind.”

No one believed me. I had blushed
as though I were lying. And, besides,
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what [ had said was not their idea of
what children feel about their parents’
marrying again. Mother was sitting next
to me. From my lowered eyes I could
see two small white scars on her neck
just below the hairline, where she had
had two moles removed after her hair
was bobbed. She did not for a moment
think that I was sincere. While she was
assuring me that I need not worry, that
she had no intention of marrying any-
one, the cousin [ liked, who was watch-
ing me, said, “I think Donald means
what he says. I really think he does.”
Mother and my aunts 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 eapressions were like the
expression [ had seen earlier in my cous-
in’s eyes. I was not capable of think-
ing that their view of life was not large
enough to contain it, and that by cling-
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 squeeze life into a conception
that fitted 1t no better than their shoes
fitted their feet, Yet they accepted thewr
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 thev took off their shoes in
the living room to try each other’s on, I

“Stop the presses!”



28

AS | WAS GOING TO SAINT IVES

As I was going to Saint Ives

In stormy, windy, sunnv weather,

I met a2 man with seven wives

(The herons stand on the swift water).

One drinks her beer out of his can
In stormy, windy, and bright weather,

There’s one whose mind’s so like his mind
In streaming wind or balmy weather,

All joy, all wisdom scem one kind.

(The herons stand in the swift water.)

And one whose secret mazes he
In moon-swept, in torrential weather

And who laughs more, she or her man?
(The herons stand sull on the water.)

One knows the room his candle lit,

In stormy, lightning, cloudburst weather,
That glows again at the thought of it
(Two herons still the swift water).

His jealous, wild-tongued, Wednesday’s wife—
In dreepy, wintry, wind-lashed weather
—What’s better than that ranting strife?
("Two herons still the roaring water.)

Ransacks, and cannot find the key
("T'wo herons stand in the white water).

He’ll think of none save one’s slim thighs,
In heat and sleet and windy weather,
Till death has plucked his dreaming eyes

("T'wo herons guard the streaming water ).

And when to Saint Ives then I came
In fairest, rainiest, windiest weather,
They called his shadow by my name.
(The herons stand in the quick water.)

And the one whose love moves all he’s done,
In windy, warm, and wintry weather,
—What can he leave but speaks thereon?
(Two herons still the swift water. )
—Dan1eL G. HoFFMAN

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

O doubt I did not reason my fam-
ily’s morality out of their ap-
pearances so much as I lent to their
appearances what I felt about their lives.
Nevertheless, at the same time, an opti-
mistic excitement welled up inside me. I
saw more and I felt more. But my feel-
ing of possibility was not the result of my
discovering other people and other ways.
And my new sensations did not lead to
new beliefs, 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 coming in,
crowded and made a jumble of my oth-
er teeth, previously straight.

In the absence of people, I sometimes
shared my excitement with objects. I
used to sit and stare for long periods at
the cover of §tory 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 my being interested in this maga-
zine and finding in it the names of au-
thors whose books I took out of the
library, my reading had begun. I had
never read any of 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 no one who read the books
I did, the cover—so different from the

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 1 shared
Iiterature, and I used to sit and stare
at It, trying to penetrate its character.
Just looking at it strengthened my feel-
ing that the world was more wonderful
than the people around me understood,
and that they did not ask nearly enough
of Iife.

While this feeling was growing, an-
other important change was taking place
beneath it, 1 was becoming accustomed
to seeing things habitually in a way dif-
ferent from the people around me. By
concealing from consciousness what 1
had seen that night, my psyche had made
it unnecesSary for me to judge by others’
moral standards when I had no stand-
ards of my own. Now the disparity be-
tween my observations and those of
other people slowly forced me to form
judgments. I looked at everything with

openly curious and accepting eyes, and
when my conclusions conflicted with
other people’s, [ did not know how to
dismiss my own. It upset me if I found
myself at odds with my mother. Never-
theless, 1t seemed to me that the life
around me was being made ugly by cir-
cumstances when 1t did not need to be,
and that she and her family, out of an
ununderstandable idea of security and
morality, were aiding the distorting cir-
cumstances. It was as though they all
had heard the Devil say “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 made the at-
tempt, they failed, and they condemned
cach other’s failure. Whereas, I felt
that the wrong was to accept the chal-
lenge, and condemned the attempt.

This change of attitude took place in
me so naturally that I was not aware of
what was happening. T knew that I 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
morahity as my mother, whereas security
scemed to me to be the limiting of
possibility, and a morality based on se-
curity to be immoral. In a short time,
without outward change, I became a
different person and—for practical pur-
poses, according to the standards of the
people around me—totally amoral.

I began to feel guilty. I could not see



why I was wrong, but
I could no more feel
right than I could in
R.O.T.C. class at
school when [ was the
only one in the platoon
out of step. I needed to
deny either myself or
the people I loved, and
I had not the cowardice
to do the one or the
courage to do the other.
My nearsightedness had
taught me to look with
artificial sharpness at
the things around me,
but the self-protecting
unawareness on which
it was based did not al-
low my sharp-sightcd-
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 was at a dis-
tance. My glasses were
made stronger at the
end of the first year and
again at the end of the
second. The lenses re-
mained thin, not nearly
strong enough to be dis-
torting, and I wore rim-
less frames with wire-
thin metal temples that my mother told
me were not noticeable, Nevertheless, [
took them off when I looked in the mir-
ror. My sense of being at odds with the
people around me had created, beneath
my other feclings, a dissatisfaction with
myself as pervasive as my unawareness,
and I could not dismiss my apprehensions.

I did not sleep well at night. The
backs of my knees jumped with “grow-
ing pains,” 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
them later and to keep me interested in
the more violent dreams of others. My
unknown mightmares probably reta ned
the visual quality they had had carlier.
Nearly ten years would pass before 1
would wake up having dreamed the sen-
tence “More sins are committed in the
name of righteousness than in the gar-
den.” A short while after the time [ am
wr.ting about, however, 1 began to
awake remembering a new recurring
dream that throws some light on my
protective self-deception. I was in 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
on the second foor, used by my cousin
Carl, was there. From the far corner
of the room, steps went up into the attic,
where the ghost Bloodybones lived, and
I was afraid to go near the room after
dark. It was lit by a dim, newspaper-
shielded lamp when I arrived. In the
bed an unrecogmizable form lay, covered
head and all 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.

COULD write now, as I came to

remember it years later, what I
saw that night I valked up the hall and
opened the door. But not only was that
scene not a part of my ufe at the time,
but a 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

29

“Well, here we go agamm. Another discussion abour the meaning of ‘as is.””

permit us to discuss events too upsetting
to examine individually.

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
start lying in order to tell the truth. The
answer probably is: at the same point at
which you became blind in order to see
and ignorant in order to know.

Also, 1t 1s possible that what I remem-
ber as having seen that night was not
merely forgotten during the time it dis-
appeared but was transformed in some
way so that, despite its seeming unac-
ceptableness, it became acceptable. I can
only trust my instinct of what is true
and of what to say. What I saw is hest
said by what I have written here. After
all, my glasses are bought from other
people. They are made, like the cate-
gories of language, to serve a general
need. But my blindness is my own.

—DonaLp WinbuaM

A Fair, like Caesar’s wife, must be all
things to all men.—Robert Moses speak-
ing at the dedication of 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~I

Y May 17, 1954, when the United

States Supreme Court declared

racial segregation in public educa-
unconstitutional, most Southern
states had already desegregated their
state umiversities, some voluntarily and
some under a prophetic series of Supreme
Court rulings on the practical inequality
of “separate but cqual”
education. After the
1954 decision, some of
the states had to pretend
that the Negroes attend-
ing their universities with
whites did not exist; oth-
erwise, a good deal of the
oratory of the late fiftics
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 School in Little
Rock would result, as
surely as election tollows
the Democratic nomina-
tion, in a breakdown of
public order, the Univer-
sity of Arkansas had been
integrated for nine years. Jimmie Davis
promised the voters of Louisianain 1959
that he would go to jail before allowing
a Negro to attend classes with whites,
and was clected governor on that plat-
form, in a state whose university had
been integrated for eight years. And a
year later, when the Louisiana legisla-
ture passed a whole string of bizarre bills
designed to prevent even the token 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 the states of the Deep South where
no Negroes attended white universities
before 1954, the first assault on scgrega-
tion came 1n higher education, and came
after the battle lines were drawn, with
the result that it was considered as much
of a threat to the system as if it had come
in the grade schools or the high schools.
The Negro students involved had none
of the anonymity of those who had inte-
grated the umversities 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. One after
another, they became famous, but only

tion

for two or three weeks, their names, in
some cases, fading so quickly from the
news that many people now find it hard
to keep them straight: 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-

plaintiffts, 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 Jeast 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 accomphshed in a
way and at a time that
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. The walk out of
the Deep South men-
tality has been acceler-
ated a good deal since
then by a federal-court
ruling against the
County Unit System,
which formerly made
Guorgia the only state

sippi; Harvey Gantt, at Clemson Col-
lege, in South Carolina. Student Heroes
of a strange new kind, they were famed
for no achievements in athletics or schol-
arship but merely for showing up to at-
tend classes. Their presence was the test
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, where the state author-
ities decided in advance that upon Har-
vey Gantt’s admission to Clemson order
would be self-consciously maintained.
Nowhere was the 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 began in relative calm, was
climaxed by their both being suspended
“for their own safety” 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

to elect not only its leg-

islature but its gover-
nors, senators, and con-
gressmen by a voting
system designed to favor the rural voter,
and the atmosphere in Georgia now is
tar different from what it was when
Charlayne and Hamilton showed up in
Athens on a cold Monday morning two
and a half years ago. Among the Stu-
dent Heroes, Charlayne and Hamilton
have another distinction, too. They are
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.
As a 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 how integration had worked out at
the University of Georgia—whether or
not the Student Heroes had ever be-



come simply students. And because this
question involved not only the univer-
sity’s attitude toward them but their
attitude toward the university, 1 be-
gan by trying to find out how these
two young people had happened to be-
come Student Heroes in the first place.
Both had always been considered per-
fectly cast for the role. Good-looking
and well dressed, they seemed to bhe
light-complexioned Negro versions of
ideal college students—moaodels for an
autumn Coca-Cola ad in a Negro mag-
azine, Both had attended Turner High
School in Atlanta, and Charlayne, a
shim, attractive girl with striking hazel
cyes, had edited the school paper, had
been crowned Niss Turner, and had
finished third in her graduating class,
The valedictorian 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
the start, and had even-
tually been joined at
the university by several
other  Negro under-
graduates, the situation,
looked at from a dis-
tance, scemed rather
heartening. None of the
stories from Georgia
about school integration
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-
surec of a court casc.
The atmospherc was
such that Emory Uni-
versity, a private school
in Atlanta, had been
able to desegregate its
nursing school volun-
tarily and was planning
the integration of its
medical school, having
alreadv chosen Hamil-
ton Holmes as its first
Negro medical student.
But I knew from occa-
sional communications
I had had from Char-
layne and Hamilton
since they entered the
university that the gen-
cral progress of the
State of Georgia of-

ten did not scem closely related to the
day-to-day problems facing the first
Negroes at the University of Georgia, 1
was reminded of this again by Char-
layne’s reply to a letter I wrote her an-
nouncing my plans to revisit the cam-
pus. “Well, this is Brotherhood Week
in Athens,” she concluded, with char-
acteristic irony, “and I’'m going out
to stand on the street corner and wait
for an invitation to lunch.”

A{‘LANTA, called the Dogwood City
on the city-limits signs, claims to
have the most beautiful spring in Amer-
ica, and on my first day there the claim
scemed justified, It was a warm March
day, and in the heavily wooded residen-
tial sections the white dogwood blossoms
were already coming out. Downtown,
[ saw another rite of spring. Some Ne-
gro students—Ilike all students, Negro
students are always more hkely to pro-
test in the spring—were picketing the
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Henry Gradv Hotel, on  Peachtree
Street. The pickets, who also included
two or three white students, were pro-
testing the white-only policy maintained
by the Henry Grady and most other At-
lanta hotels. One sign read, “No Room
at This Inn.” Another, more to the
point in a city that prides itself on being
concerned chiefly with commercial com-
petition, read, “Dallas, Houston, and
Miami—Why Not Atlanta?” To any-
one who had lived in Atlanta in recent
years, it was a familiar sight. The stu-
dents, solemn and neatly dressed, were
walking slowly up and down Peachtree,
carcful to stay the correct distance apart.
Two or 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 the pickets a glance. 1
had watched the students picket depart-
ment stores and movie theatres in At-

“That sign needs a little rewording.”
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fanta two years before, and it occurred
to me that they would have little 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 when it was not used in the rest of
the state.) The hotelkeepers were al-
ready under pressure 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 out flatly for desegregation of
the hotels. Race relations in Atlanta, 1t
scemed to me during my stay there, had
taken on a faintly Northern flavor, with
a lot of talk about brotherhood and the
fine relations between the races, and
great satisfaction at having schools that
were technically 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
two streets between a Negro neighbor-
hood and a white neighborhood that
felt itself threatened by infiltration, even
had a Northern ending. A judge of 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, announcing that 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 by the
presidents of the six private Negro col-
leges that make up Atlanta Umversity
Center, and it has long had a consider-
able middle class, whose level of pros-
perity and education is the highest in the
Negro South. Negroes have registered
freely since 1944, when the white pri-
mary was declared unconstitutional, and
in the last two mayoral elections in
Atlanta the candidate who was elected
did not have a white majonty. But even
though Atlanta was a relatively enlight-
ened city—“too busy to hate,” a former
mayor used to say—it had achieved Iit-
tle integration by the late fifties. The
traditiona] leaders of the Negro com-

munity, usually called the Old Leader-

ship, seemed to have settled into the
belief that the white businessmen, al-
ways called the Power Structure, would
take care of evervthing in time if the
boat remained unrocked and the voting
coalition remained unbroken. “Atlanta
was comparing itself to Mississippi and
saying how enlightened it was,” says
Whitney Young, Jr., the executive di-
rector of the National Urban League
and a former dean of the Atanta Uni-
versity School of 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 make a study of 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 were in
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
group called the Atlanta Committee for
Cobperative Action, or A.C.C.A. The
editor of the study, which was published
eight months later under the title “A
Second Look,” was Carl Holman, who
was then an English professor at At-
lanta 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 was also editor of the Atlanta
I'nguirer, a lively weekly founded dur-
ing the Atlanta sit-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 financial assistance of
the Old Leadership, and it immedi-
ately became a guide to the action
that was needed. The younger men,
working through existing organizations
whenever that was possible and form-
ing new ones when it wasn’t, initiated
the action, pulling the Old Leadership
behind them—the pattern that integra-
tion activities in Atlanta have followed
ever since. T he man from 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 member of the edu-
cation committee of the
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tional Association for the Advancement
of Colored People, had enlisted the help
of two or three other Negro leaders in
an attempt to desegregate the Georgia
State College of Business Administra-
tion, in Atlanta. Georgia State had the
advantages of being a city college with
no dormitories, which obviated travel
and rooming problems, and of having
night sessions. “In those days,” Hill told
me when I visited him in Atlanta, “peo-
ple hesitated to send a seventeen-year-
old kid into that hostility, and we were
working mainly to get older peaple to
try for the might school. Frankly, we
did some real campaigning. We tried to
enlist some of the people in our own
office, for instance. We got three girls
to apply, and we won our court case, al-
though the judge didn’t order the plain-
tiffs admitted. By that time, the state
had investigated the girls who were ap-
plying and found some 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 laws passed after the 1954 de-
cision, Georgia strengthened its laws
against barratry, or incitement of litiga-
tion ), Hill and some of the other young-
er men compiled a list of outstanding
seniors in the city’s Negro high schools
and began to approach those whose aca-
demic records were so good thata college
would have to find other reasons for re--
jecting them. Hill talked to about a doz-
en students, some of whom agreed to
consider Georgia State and some of
whom were 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,

local chapter of the Na-
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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
formerly all-white high school in Atlan-
ta’s best residential district, and it may be
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 Negro seniors
who integrated Atlanta ligh schools in
1961. “Hamilton Holmes was on the
list,” Hill went on. “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 had retained jurisdic-
tion in the case, and Georgia State had
plenty of vacancies, because of this age
law. The Atlanta Jowrnal had run pic-
tures of almost empty classrooms. That
was important; after all, the University
of Georgia kept Charlayne and Hamil-
ton out for a year just by saying they
were overcrowded, and it sounded pret-
ty legitimate, 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 wanted to go I'll never know, but it
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
phone calls through the facilities of At-
lanta Life, and then got the local
N.A.A.C.P. chapter to put up the
money for the legal expenses that were
necessarily incurred before the litigation
got far enough along to be eligible for
aid from the N.A.A.C.P. Legal De-
fense & Educational Fund, [nc. (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 who had left 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
were residents of the State of Georgia—
documentation that the federal court
ruled was adequate without the addition
of alumni recommendations, which
were formerly required and which, nat-
urally, were not casy for Negro appli-
cants to obtain. Hill, Holman, and
Young met with Charlayne and Hamil-
ton to warn them of what to expect from
Georgia admissions officials 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 jamitors got application blanks
and catalogues for us. Every time we
took a step, we double-checked. I must
have written a hundred letters to the
umversity; they wouldn’t tell you any-
thing. Don Hollowell checked every let-
ter. We had to certify itand send it regis-
tered mail, receipt requested. Anything
that got lost, that was the end of that
for another year. It was just like pulling
teeth. Carl Holman checked and dou-

33

ble-checked the applications. We didn’t
leave anything to chance. And still, it
took a year and a half.”

The energy was provided by the 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 Southern cities 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. “Alotof people were
opposed to this,” Hill told me. “They
said, “These people are going to take re-
prisals on us. There’ll be a loss of jobs,
and all.” During the Georgia State case,
one leader of the Negro community
said, “‘Why’d you take those unwed
mothers over theref’ 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.” 7

UST why “two fine kids™ like Hamil-

ton and Charlayne should want to go
to any Southern white college is a ques-
tion that is often asked in the North,
where many people 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 e¢laborate mo-
tive for going to a formerly all-white
school. Most white Southerners have
already settled the question to their own
satisfaction. They believe that the stu-
dents are chosen by the N.ALA.C.P.—
hand-picked by one of the crafty oper-
ators from New York, where all evil
finds its source, and probably paid 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 1t should be

apparent by now that if the N.A.A.C.P.




“He'd really be a great executive if he could learn to delegate responsibility.”

had a tenth of the resources and efficien-
cy they credit it with, segregation would
have been eradicated years ago. As for
Negroes in Atlanta, when they talk
about why Hamilton went to the Uni-
versity of Georgia they usually begin by
mentioning his family, and especially his
grandfather, Dr. Hamilton Mayo
Holmes, who isan Atlanta physician and
the family patnarch. 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-
segregate the Atlanta public golf courses
in 1955, and, through a 1956 Supreme
Court decision on their case, the courses
became the first integrated public facility
in Atlanta. I had spent some time with
Hamilton’s father, Alfred Holmes, dur-
ing the integration in Athens, and on
one of my first days in Atlanta this
spring I arranged to talk with him at his
office about both his son and his father.
Alfred Holmes, who is known in Atlan-
ta as T'up, 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 Hancock Street, in Athens,
where he worked for six or eight months
as an embalmer early in his career. Al-
most everybody he sees gets a cheery
“How you makin’ it?” or “You makin’
it O.K.?” Serictly Hunter Street in phi-
losophy himself, Tup Holmes shares an

office building there with the Atlanta
Inguarer, the law offices of Donald Hol-
lowell and his associates, the local branch
of the N.AA.C.P. (which disturbed
some of the Old Leadership by moving
there from Auburn Avenue not long
ago), the Southeastern Regional Office
of the N.A.A.C.P., and a school for
beauticians. Holmes has been in several
businesses, mostly selling one thing or
another, and the office he ushered me
into—a small one—was devoted to the
sale of real estate and msurance. Having
assured him that 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
might have influenced him, but Hamp’s
a steady sort 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 gradcs and his
personality. ‘T'hat’s all I had to do was
mention ity before I could do anything
else, he had already talked to Jesse. I
went down to Athens once or 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 to talk to, and he’s
not the kind to do much visiting. He
sticks to his lessons. He made up his
mind he was going to make those crack-
ers sit up and take notice. You know,
I travel around the state quite a bit in

my business, and sometimes I 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 ['m being introduced to
a group of people, sooner or later the
man introducing me gets around to say-
ing, “This 1s the father of Hamilton
Holmes.” And they say, “You mean the
Hamilton Holmes up at Georgia? Let
me shake your hand.” T think he means
so much to those people because of his
grades. The white man in the South has
always accepted the Negro as his equal
or superior physically, because he figures
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
always said that the Negro is 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.
When those people in the backwoods see
those A’s, they stand up. That’s why he
means more to them than James Mere-
dith, or even Charlayne.”

After we had talked a while longer,
Holmes said, “Well, if you’re going to
getin tosee Daddy, we’d better 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
Hunter Street to Auburn Avenue, where
Dr. Holmes has his office, Tup Holmes
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told me about his father, whose prowess
as a doctor, a golfer, and a speaker makes
him almost as popular a subject for
conversation in the Holmes family as
Hamilton.  “My daddy’s a real scrap-
per,” Tup Holmes said.  “He ran away
from home when he was twelve to go
to school. He was from Lousiana.
‘The backwoods. And I mean the real
backwoods. He worked in the sugar
mills in New Orleans and went to
school at night in a small school that’s
now part 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. You have to re-
member that when he was com-

ing up he would have to tip his hat and
move to the side every time he saw a
white lady on the street.”

When we arrived at Dr. Holmes’
office, on the fourth floor of an old
building, 1t was half an hour before his
office hours began, but six or eight pa-
tients were already sitting in the waiting
room, watching television. They hardly
looked up as Holmes and I walked into
the Doctor’s office, where a nurse from
the treatment room, adjoining, told us
to make ourselves comfortable until the
Doctor arrived. Dr. Holmes’ office was
a small room, containing an old-fash-
ioned desk, a refrigerator, a day bed,
a floor safe with a filing cabinet on top
of it, and two or three tables. Almost
every flat surface was covered with golf-
ing trophies, and the walls were covered
with a staggering collection of plaques,
pictures, and framed prayers. There
were several religious pictures, some
family picturcs, and numerous plaques
from golf organizations and fratermties.
In one frame were three glossy prints
of Hamilton and Charlayne and a let-
ter from the Half Century Alumni
Club of Shaw University. The wall
decorations also included a chart show-
ing the postal zone of every street in
Atlanta, a sports award from radio
station WSB for 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 Umnted
Golfers Association, which is the Negro
equivalent of the 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-

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 on the sides of his head and more
tufts of gray hair for cyebrows, he
looked like a tiny Uncle Remus. He
wore a 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.

“l traned my children from in-
fancy to fear nothing, and I told my
grandson the same thing,” Dr. Holmes
said. ““I told him to 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

Lord will send his angel to watch

over you and you have nothing to

fear. I’'m glad Hamp has faith;

you have to have faith. Science
is not enough; you have to have more
than science. You have to know the
Lord is watching over you. Hamp is
a religious boy and he’s a natural-born
doctor. He’s wanted to be a doctor since
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
on it, and sure enough, that’s what he
18, a natural-born doctor.”

Dr. Holmes talked a bit about his own
practice. “I’ve been practicing medi-
cine here for fifty-three years, and I'm
busier now than I’ve ever been,” he
said. “I come 1n at eleven-forty-five and
I stay unul four-thirty or five. I come
back at seven and stay tll ten-thirty or
eleven. I don’t much like to work past
eleven any more. I try to treat every-
body as an individual. Once, a lady
came 1n and said, “You sure took a long
time with that last patient,” and I said,
‘O.K., if you want, I’ll hurry on you.’
She said, ‘Don’t hurry on me. Oh,
no!” Well, T treat them all like in-
dividuals, but 1 still see fifty or sixty
patients a day. I work every day but
Wednesday and Sunday. [ play golf
on Wednesdays, and on Sundays I go
to church. Then I play golf.”

I asked Dr. Holmes if his game was
still as good as the trophies indicated.

“I beat nearly everybody I play
with, young and old alike,” he ad-
mitted. ““They say, ‘I’'m waiting for you
to get tired.” I tell them they better 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,
not a stiffness in the joints. Not a corn,
not a callus, not a bumon on my feet,
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 doubt it, or to doubt his
memory. (“Hamp’s granddaddy is quite
a character,” Charlayne told me a day
or two later. “He called up once and
said he’d decided Hamp and I should get
married, and he’d give me any kind of
convertible I wanted for a wedding pres-
ent. He hadn’t consulted Hamp, of
course. I explained to him that Hamp
and I were more hke brother and sister,
and that Hamp had a girl. But he said
we would just have to get married, be-
cause we’d have such smart children.”)

Charlayne, unlike Hamilton, is rare-
ly explained as the logical result of a
family tradition. In fact, even at the age
of eighteen, when she entered the Uni-
versity of Georgia, she scemed remark-
ably independent. “She’s always wanted
to be out front,” I was once told by her
mother, a pretty, retiring woman who
works as a secretary m a Negro real-
estate company. “When she was a little
girl, I never had to get after her to do
her lessons, or anything. She’s just al-
ways been that way.” Charlayne’s poise
during the first days of integration was
occasionally attributed to her having
spent her eighth-grade year as one of
only a few Negroes in an integrated
Army school in Alaska, where her fa-
ther, Charles Hunter, a career Army
chaplain, was stavoned. Now retired,
with the rank of heutenant colonel, he
was often the first Negro to hold what-
ever post he was assigned to, but the
extent of his influence on Charlayne is
not certain. He and Mrs. Hunter sep-
arated after the year in Alaska, and
Charlayne, who had previously gone for
long stretches 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 b]@fheré and her grandmc}ther
Charlayne’s father is a Methodist min-
ister and her mother is also a Methodist,
but Charlayne became a Catholic when
she was sixteen. At Georgia, Charlayne
contimued to look at things from a point
of view of her own. In fact, because
she was a journahsm student, she had a
kind of double vision for those twao
and a half years. During her first week
or two at Georgia, she sometimes
seemed to be watching the reporters
watch her integrate the university, oc-
casionally making notes on both phe-
nomena for one of the articles on the
integration she was later to write for the
Atlanta Inquirer. According to Carl
Holman, who, as editor of the Inguirer,
had also found that covering the inte-
gration news often meant observing his
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own activities, ‘It gave her a detach-
ment she might not have had otherwise.
Hamilton has the views of the average
citizen on the subject; that is, he re-
gards reporters as just as dangerous as
anyone else. But Charlayne was always
studying them, and I think it made
her Feel better that they were around.”

One day last March, while Charlayne
was at home for several days after her
next-to-last round of final examinations
at Georgia, she and T met for lunch at
a restaurant on Hunter Street, and I
found that she was stll able to see her
experience as a news story. Although
she had always received more attention
in the press than Hamilton, she assured
me that Hamilton made a 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 weckend.
He hasa girl here, and his family. I think
my mother and brothers are great, but
that’s the only reason I come home at all.
I’d just as soon stay in Athens and sleep
or read. Hamp’s very uncomfortable
there. For one thing, he’s not crazy about
white people. And he loves Atlanta. I
guess I’m just as comfortable there as I
am anyplace else. Hamp and I were sort
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 my letters and [ wanted to go to
school away from home. When Hamp
brought up Georgia—I think it was
while we were posing together for a
yearbook picture—I said sure, I’d like to
go. [t scemed like a good idea. I can’t
stress enough that I didn’t ponder it. 1
ouess it always was in my mind that I
had the right, but Hamp and I never had
any discussions about Unalicnable, God-
given Rights. We just didn’t speak in
those terms. It sounded bke an 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
wanted to do was possible. Each step got
us more involved, but we didn’t think of
it that way. We just went step by step,
and it scemed kind of lke a dream.
When we got 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
figured if it was white it was good. We
picked up applications at Georgia State,
but neither one of us really liked the
place; the catalogue showed they really
didn’t offer much. We went out on
the steps and stood around, and Hamp
said, ‘I want to go to Athens. That’s the
place to go.” And he pointed right in
the direcion of Athens. I said, ‘I’m
with you,’ and they said ‘O.K., you’ll
go to Athens.” I think a lot of it was
Hamp’s having always taken an interest
in the Georgia football team.”

ONE reason for the dreamlike quali-
ty of the cighteen 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—were carrying on with the state.
Charlayne and Hamilton regularly sub-
mitted apphcations, which were regular-
ly turned down, usually on the ground of
a space shortage, and all 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 into the university
through a temporary restraining order,
ruling that they had not ex-
hausted their administrative
remedies. He did, however,
schedule a December trial 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 was treated
politely, and Hamilton, ap-
pearing before a three-man panel, was
asked such questions as whether or not
he had ever been to a house of prostitu-
tion or a ‘“‘tea parlor” or “beatnik
places”—questions that, Bootle later
noted in a judicial understatement,
“had probably never been asked of any
applicant before.”

All-out stalling 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
law school in 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-
other law school, so that a federal judge
ruled the case moot. The possibilities of
carefully managed stalling are demon-
strated in a sentence from the decision
that eventually ordered the university 1o
admit Charlayne and Hamilton. “Plain-
tiffs have already prosccuted 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 made application
for admission, they would probably use
up the normal four-year college attend-
ance period before securing any final
administrative action.” Some federal
judges in the South, as a matter of fact,
probably would never have ended the
stalling, since the reasons given for re-
jecting Charlayne and Hamilton always
sounded plausible enough. And such de-
laying tactics, even if it could be assumed
that they would end sooner or later,
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 complicate their prob-
lems by applying as transfer students.
Indeed, Georgia admissions officials said
they were very much concerned about
the credits Charlayne and Hamilton
might lose if they transferred in the mid-
dle of the year from colleges that divide
the school year into two semesters to a
college that, lke the Uni-
versity of G