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Born 1820 . . . still going strong

MEET A GREAT SCOT! When Johnnie Walker arrives on the scene,
the greeting is sincere, the welcome warm. Immediately, his presence
signals good fellowship. He belongs. For Johnnie Walker, everywhere,
is the toast of people of taste. They hail this matchless Scotch for its
superb flavour, for its wholehearted mellowness, for its natural light-
ness. And so will you. Red Label— Black Label— Both 86.8 Proof.
Canada Dry Ginger Ale, Inc., New York, N. Y., Sole Importer.

JOHNNIE WALKER Blended Scotch Whishy
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,M”Z,&J /Zl&" L /@J(%in black and white $110

Beautifully inscribed by Fred Greenberg— for southern sojourns now—or for early Summer pairing later on.

Or THE PLAZA & NEW YORK 19

Sill? surah, printed in sharp black and white, velvet-etched, to make a luncheon- B E R G D OR F
shopping-cocktail costume for ladies in the social swim. Sizes 14 to 40. G@ D M A N

5TH AVEMUE AT 58TH STREET




THE THEATRE

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

His awnp

PLAYS

Hers—This comedy, by Fay and
Michael Kanin, hasn't much to recommend it
except the performances of Celeste Holm and
Robert Preston, but perhaps they are enough.
Howard St. John, Elizabeth Patterson, and
George Voskovee are also in the cast. (48th
Street Theatre, 48th St., E. CI 3-4106.
Nightly, except Sundays, a1 240, Matmees
Wednesdays and Saturdays at z:40.)

In THE Summer House—A sombre description of

the strained relationship between a domineer-
ing mother and her disconsolate daughter.
Occasionally unsteady, this play by Jane
Bowles is nevertheless a solid eontribution to
the theatre, and as the mother, Judith Ander-
son is impressive and autheritative. Mildred
Dunnock, Elizabeth Ross, Logan Ramsey,
and Jean Stapleton lend her fine support.
(Playhouse, 48th St., E. CI 5-6Gobo f\_lgzhH}-',
except Sundavs, at B:g40. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at z:50.)

Kinp Sir—Although Mary Martin and Charles

Bover do their best with this empty-headed
comedy about sex in exalted circles, nothing
much comes of it. Norman Krasna is the
author; Joshua Logan is the producer and di-
rector; and the rest of the cast consists of
Dorothy Stickney, Margalo Gillmore, Frank
Conroy, anid Robert Ross. (Alvin, sz2nd St
W. CI s-5226. Nightly, except Mondays, at
f:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

MaDEMOISELLE CoLomee—Julie Harris gives a

very fine and touching performance in Louis
Kronenberger's only intermittently amusing
adaptation of a Jean Anouilh comedy. Edna
Best is co-starred, and among the others in
thie cast are EH Wallach, Sam Jaffe, Harry
Bannister, Mikhail Rasumny, and Frank
Silvera. (Longacre, 48th St.,, W. CI 6-5630.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinees
Wednesdays and Saturdays at z:40.)

OH, Men! On, Womenl—Edward Chodorov's

THE
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comedy concerning a psychoanalyst whose
own mind comes under something of a strain
trails away a little at the end, but it is ex-
tremely comic just the same. Franchot Tone
is the tormented healer, and Eetsy von
Furstenherg, Gig Young, Anne Jackson, and
Larry Blyden are among those who con-
tribute to his distress. (Henry Miller, 33rd
St., E. BR g-3070. Nighily, except Sundays,
at 8:40. Matinées Thursdays and Saturdays
at =Z:40.)

Tue Prescomt Prorosals—Katharine Cornell is

her usual gracious self in this rather dis-
appointing Lindsay-Cronse play about a erisis
in the affairs of the United Nations. [Felix
Avlmer, Lorne Greene, Ben Astar, and Minoco
Daver are in the east, and Donald Oenslager
designed the brilliant sets. (Broadhurst, j4th
St.. W. Cl 6-66g99. Nightly, except Sundays,
at #:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

REMARKAELE Mer. Pennyracker—I| iam
(O’Brien’s jolly account of a wonderfully
prolific higamist whose life gers hopelessly
mixed up when one of his wives, in Wil
mington, learns about ancther one, in hila-
delphia. Burgess Meredith is the entangled
hero, and Martha Scott, Thomas Chalmers,
I'na Merkel, Glenn Anders, and Michael
Wager share in his diverting confusion.
(Coronet, qoth St., W. CI 6-8870. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Thurs-
days and Saturdays at z:40.)

Saerina Fair—Margaret Sullavan, as a chauf-

feur's daughter, and Joseph Cotten as a
young millionaire, in Samuel Taylor’s not
very substantial comedy having to do with
life on the North Shore of Long Island. John
Cromwell, Luella Gear, Scott McKay, Cath-
leen Nesbitt, and Russell Collins are in the
talented supporting cast. (National, g1st St
W. PE 6-8zz0. Nightly, except Sundays, at
#:35. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
ut 2:30.)

THe TeaHOUsSE OF

Lone Rums—opiaL

SeMeT eWeTeFeg§
21 | 22 | 23
24 | 25 |26 |27 |28 | 29 | 30

THe Soun Gotp Capittac—Josephine Hull, who

can do no wrong, in a very funny comedy
about some complicated skulduggeries in the
husiness world. George S. Kaufman and
Howard Teichmann are the authors, and
others in the irreproachable rast are Loring
Smith, Geoffrey Lumb, Wendell K. Phillips
Reynolds Evans, and Henry Jones. (Belason,
44th 5t., E. JU 6-7050. Nightly, exeent Sun-
days, at 8:50. Matinées Wednesdays and Sat-
urdays at 2:40.)

Tea AND SYMPATHY—A preparatory-sciool stu-

tlent, charged with homosexuality, is saved
by the understanding wife of his house-
mester, Infortunately, Robert Anderson’s
piay, while often affecting, doesn't quite come
off, though Deliorah Kerr and John Kerr are
admirable in the central roles. The cast,
which was directed by Elia Kazan, also in-
cludes Leif Erickson, John McGovern, and
Richard York (Ethel Barrymore, g7th 5t
W. CI 6-0ozo00. Nightly. except Sundays, at
8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:..1.0.]

THE Aueust Moown—David
Wayne has a feld day in John Patrick’s
comedy about the Americanization of Okina-
wa, and there are other goud performances
by John Forsythe, Paul Ford, Larry Gates,
William Hansen, and Mariko Niki. Robert
Lewis directed the memorable proceedings
{Martin Beck, 4s5th St.. W. CI 6-6363.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40 Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdavs at z:40.)

"m' ror MurDEr: An English
melodrama, by Frederick Knott, about a man
{ Maurice Evans) who hires an old college
mate to murder his wife. (Booth, 45th St., W.
CI 6-5g6g. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40.
Matinees Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:40.) ...THE FIFTH SeasoN: [Fun among the
denizens of the Seventh Avenue garment belt,
with Menasha Skulnik and Richard Whord.
(Cort, 48th 5t., E. CI 5-4280¢, Nightly, ex-
cept Mondays, at #:40. Matinées Saturdays
and Sundays at 2:40.) . . . PICNIC: Sex run-
ning like a grass fire through the lives of
some ladies in a Kansas town, A play by
William Inge, with Janice Rule, Ralph Meek-
er, and Peggy Conklin, (Music Box, g4sth
St., W. CI 6-1636. Nightly, except Sundays,
at #:30. Matinées Thursdays and Saturdays
at 2:30.) THE SEVEN YEAR ITcH: (eorge
Axelrod's comedy dealing with a middle-
aged man who gets more or less carried away
with his own fantasies about heing a Valen-
tino. Tom Itwell is the man, and Vanesza
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN Mﬁ

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR OF EVENTS OF INTEREST

Brown is his inamorata. (Fulton, 46th St
W. CI 6-6380u. Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:40. Matineces Wednesdays and Saturdays
at z:30.])

Scheduled o open wo late for review in this

1ssne:

Tue Caine Mumny Courr Marmar—A  play
atlapted by Herman Wouk from his ownp
novel, with an all-male east that includes

Henry Fonda, John Hodiak, and Lloyd XNolan.
Presented by Paul Gregory and directed by
Charles Iaughton. (Plymouth, gs5th St., W.
CI 6-g1=26. Nightly, excent Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinees Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:40.)

MUSICALS

Can-Can—The churevgraphy by Michael Kidd,
the scenery by Jo Mielziner, and Motley's
costumes are the chief assets of this play
about Montmartre in the nineties. Cole
Porter wrote the music and lyrics, Abe Bur-
rows did the hook, and the cast is distin-
guished by the presence of Lilo, Gwen Ver-
don, and Peter Cookson. { Shubert, 34th 5t.,
W. CI 6-5000. Nightly, except Sundays, at
S:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at

2:30:)
Comeor IN Music—Victor Borge in a one-man
show presented by Harry D.  Squires.

((Golden, g4s5th 5t., W. C]l 6-6740. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at z:30.)

JoHN Murray ANDERSON'S ALMANAC—A revie
that includes some lively sketches in which
Hermione Gingold, Orscen Bean, Alice Pearee,
and Billy De Wolfe make merry, and songs
and dances in which Harry Belafonte,
Carleton Carpenter, Elaine Dunn, Celia Lip-
ton, and Nanci Crompton are quite agree-
able. There are other mterludes that are not
so pleasant, however, and at times things
get downright tedious. (Imperial, 4s5th St
W. CO 5-2412, Nightly, except Sundays, at
8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:30.)

Kismer—This adaptation of Edward Knoblock’s
ig11 comedy-melodrama is very handsome
and spirited, and Alired Drake and Doretta
Morrow are excellent as a vagabond poert
and his beautiful daughter. Rohert Wright
and George Forrest pieced together a score
from the music of Alexander Boroedin and
equipped it with lyrics, Charles Lederer and
Luther Dawis revamped the hook, Jack Cole
did the chereography, and Lemuel Avers de-
signed the costumes and the sets. With
Richard Kiley, Joan Diener, Philip Coolidze,
and Henry Calvin. (Ziegfeld, Sixth Ave. at
34th St. CI 5-5200. Nightly, except Sundays,
at B2, Matinées Wednesdays and Satur-
davs at z2:30.)

Me anp Jurier—That favorite theme, backstage
life, has now been given the Rodgers and
Hammerstein treatment. The best things
about the result are the breezy choreography
by Robert Alton and the inventive settings
by Jo Mielziner. With Isabel Bigley and Joan
McCracken. (Majestie, 44th St., W. CI 6-
o730, Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Mat-
in¢es Wednesdays and Saturdays at =2:30.)

Lone Runs—rTHE KiNG anp 13 The Rodgers and
Hamimerstein view of Siam. Yul Brynner is
the King, and Annamary Dickey is the Eng-
lish teacher. (St. James, 44th St., W. LA 4-
4664, Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:25. Mat-
inées Wednesdays and Saturdaysat 2:25.) ...
wonperrul Town: “My Sister Eileen” again, on
thi= occasion with music by lLeonard Bern-
stein and with Rosalind Russell in the leading
role. (Winter Garden, Bruadway at soth 5t.
CI 5-4878. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.)

OPENINGS

(There are often last-minute chanpes in dates

and curtain tinies, so it is a good idea to verify

them before starting out.)

FutH Draper—In a series of characier sketches.
Presented by Charles Bowden and Richard
Barr for a three-week engagement. Opens

,3,rd_5t., New Y_orri-: a6, N. ¥. B, H. Fleischmann, president; E. R. Spaulding
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GM MOTORAMA OF 1954

The General Motors Show
WALDORF-ASTORIA Through Jan. 26 (wse 4sth st entrance)
ADMISSION FREE!




GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

Monday, Jan. z5. (Vanderhilt, 48th St., E.
CI 5-7175. Opening-night curtain at 8; there-
after nightly, except Mondays, at 2:40. Mat-
inées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.)

OFF BROADWAY

Amato Orera THEATRE—''The Barber of Seville.”
Performances in English, except Friday
through Sunday evenings, Jan. zz-24, when
it will be sung in Italian. (Amato Opera
Theatre, 150 Bleecker St, GR 7-2844. Fridays
through Sundays at 8:30. Matinées Saturdays
at 2:30. Admission is free, but reservations
should be made in advance.)

BareizoN-PLazA THEaATRE—“The World of Sholom
Aleichem,” with a cast, directed by Howard
Da Silva, that includes Morris Carnovsky,
Ruby Dee, and Jack Gilford. (Barbizon-
Plaza Theatre, Sixth Ave. at s8th St. CO
s-7845. Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:40.
Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at z2:40.)

CIRCLE IN THE SQuARE—"'American Gothic,” Vic-
tor Wolfson's dramatization of his novel
“The Lonely Steeple” has a lot in common
with plays like “Ethan Frome” and “Desire
Under the Elms"” but hardly their force. José
Quintero handled the central staging, and
Clarice Blackburn heads the able cast. (Cir-
cle in the Square, 5 Sheridan Sq. OR 5-0437.
Nightly at B:40. Matinée Saturday at z:40.
Closes Sunday, Jan. z4.)

Proenmix Tueatre—Robert Ryan, John Emery,
and Mildred Natwick in Shakespeare’s
“Coriolanus.” Directed by John Houseman,
and presented for a limited engagement by
T. Edward Hambleton and Normis Hough-
ton. (Phoenix Theatre, Second Ave. at 1zth
S5t. GR 7-0713. Nightly, except Mondays, at
8:30. Matinées Saturdays at 2:30 and Sun-
davs at 3.)

SHAkEsPEARE GuiLp FesmivaL Company—"0Othello.”
(Jan Hus House, 351 E. 74th St. TR g-
5480, Wednesdays through Sundays at 8:30.
Closes Sunday, Jan. 31.)

Tueatre pe Lys—Hurd Hatfield in “Bullfight,” a
rather muddled account of a matador whose
cowardice costs his brother his life. { Theatre
de Lys, 121 Christopher St. WA 4-8782.
Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:40. Matinées
Saturdays and Sundays at 2:40.)

BALLET AND DANCE PROGRAMS

New York Ciy Bawev—Tentative schedule—
Thursday evening, Jan. z21: “Interplay,”
“Swan Lake,” “Afternoon of a Faun,” and
“Cakewalk.” .. .9 Friday evening, Jan. =2z:
“Serenade,” " Prodigal Son,” “Harleguinade,”
and “Pied Piper.”...4 Saturday matinée,
Jan. =z3: “Serenade,” *“Sylvia: Pas de
Deux,” “La Valse,” and “Pied Piper.” ...
 Saturday evening, Jan, 23: “Swan Lake,”
“Afternoon of a Faun,” “Prodigal 5Son,”
and “Fanfare” . . .9 Sunday matinée, Jan.
24: “Interplay,” “*Scotch Symphony,” “Opus
34,” and “Cakewalk.” , . .9 Sunday evening,
Jan. 24: “Concerto Barocco,” “Age of Anxi-
ety,” “Pas de Trois,” and “Fanfare.” _ .
q Tuesday evening, Jan. z6: “Swan Lake,”
“"Metamorphoses,” "“A la Francaix,"” and
“Bourree Fantasque.” ... Wednesday eve-
ning, Jan. z7: “Concerto Barocco,” “Fire-
bird" “Pas de Trois,” and “Calewall.’”. ..
4 Thursday evening, Jan. 28 “Fanfare,”
“Opus 34,” “Harlequinade,” and “Symphony
in C."...9Fnday evening, Jan. 2¢: “Con-
certo Barocco,” “Filling Station,” “The
Cage,” and “Bourrée Fantasque.”...9€ Sat-
urday matinée, Jan. zo: “Firebird,” “Filling
Station,” “Pas de Trois,” and “Fanfare.” ...
U Saturday evening, Jan. 3o0: “Serenade,”
“Age of Anxiety,” “Sylvia: Pas de Deux,”
and “Cakewalk.” (City Center, 131 W. 55th
St. CI 6-8¢g8g. Evenings at 8:30. Matinces
at 2:30. Through Sunday, March =21.)

Roranwp Pent's Barrets pe Paris—A  company
headed by Roland Petit, Colette Marchand,
and Leslie Caron in “Ciné Bijou,” “Le
Loup,” “Deunil en z4 Heures,” and “Car-
men.”” (Broadway Theatre, Broadway at 53rd
St. CI w-7ooz2. Nightly, except Mondays, at
8:30. Matinces Saturdays at 2:30 and Sun-
days at 2:45. Through Sunday, Feb. 28.)

Harmierte Ann Gray—With her company, in a
dance recital. (Central High School of Nee-
dle Trades, z25 W. 24th St. Saturday, Jan.
23, at 8:15. For tickets, call GR 3-1301.)

S.M-T'W'T.F'S’
21 1 22 | 25
28 | 29 | 30

24 1 25 | 26 ) 27

Ana Maria—With her Spanish ballet. (Brook-
lyn Academy of Music, 3o Lafayette Ave.
ST 3-6700. Saturday, Jan. 3o, at 8:30.)

José Limén—With his company and Pauline
Koner, and with the Juilliard Orchestra
conducted by Frederick Prausnitz. For the
benefit of the Dance Scholarship Fund of the
Juilliard School of Musie. (Juilliard Con-
cert Hall, 130 Claremont Ave., at 12z2nd St
Friday through Sunday, Jan. 29-31, at 5:30.
For tickets, call PL 7-zo0z7.)

MISCELLANY

Hollywoon lce Revue—RBarbara Ann Scott, Jac-
queline du Bief, Freddie Trenkler, and a
company of about two hundred. (Madison
Square Garden. CO 5-6811. Sundays at 7
and every other evening, except Thursday
and Friday, Jan. z1-22, at 8:30. Matineces
Saturdays and Sundays at 2:30. Through
Wednesday, Feb. 3.)

NIGHT LIFE

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

DINMER, SUPPER, AND DANCING

Ameassapor, Park Ave. at sist St. (PL s5-
1000)—The circumspect dance music of
gules Lande’s orchestra and Nino de Moraes'
and can be heard at dinner and supper in the
Trianon Room. In the adjoining Rotunda,
William Adler’s violin swoons at cocktail
time. Neither room has music on Sundays.

Bitmore, Madison Ave. at g3rd St. (MU 7-
7000 )—Gleb Yellin and his ensemble are
burbling, as of yestervear, in the Palm Court
at cocktails every day but Sunday, and in the
Madison Room from seven to nine Mon-
days through Fridays. No dancing in either
place.

EL Morocco, 154 E. 54th St. (EL 5-8760)—
The brass rings for this perpetual merry-go-
round are, of course, platinum-plated. Chaun-
cey Gray's orchestra and Chiquito’s rumba
hand for dancing.

New Yorker, Eighth Ave. at 34th St. (LO 3-
1000)—The entire show in the Terrace
Room is served well iced at dinner and sup-
per. The skate work of Arnold Shoda is con-
spicuous, so are the young ladies of the cast,
a generally healthy lot. Ernie Rudy's or-
::!heatra does the dance music. Closed Sun-
days.

Pierse, Fifth Ave at 61st St. (TE 8-RBooo)—
There's many a double take in the impish

dances of the perfectionists named Mata and
Hari. The singing is executed by Denise
Darcel, a fine, upstanding lady who may
someday discover her true métier. As always,
Stanley Melba's orchestra and Chico-Relli's
band emit the dance music. The locale is the
Cotillion Room. Only a dinner show Sundays,
and nothing at all Mondays. ... % In the Café
Pierre, dancing from cocktails through sup-
per to a small orchestra, which is usually
Stanley Worth’s.

Praza, Fifth Ave. at s58th 5t. (PL g-3000)—
Kay Thompson's singing and dancing have
all the velocity and brilliance of chain light-
ning, but her words and music have a tenden-
cy to strike twice in the same place, She’s in
the Persian Room, where the eminent Ted
Straeter playvs piano and conducts an irresist-
ible invitation to the dance. Other music is
provided by Mark Monte's group. Closed
Sundays....¥9 The Rendez-Vous Room goes
on serving dinner and supper in the tradi-
tional grand-Iive way. Maximillian Ber-
gere’s and Nicolas Matthey’s tinkling dance
music starts at eight-thirty. ... 9Leo Le-
Fleur’s group plays for cocktails (but not for
dancing) every day but Monday in the Palm
Court.

Roosevert, Madison Ave. at g5th 5t (MU 6-
pzoo)—The Lombarde family, a tribe that
certainly seems to increase. is singing and
trumpeting away in its annual winter gquar-
ters, the Grill, every evening but Sunday.

S1. Recis, Fifth Ave. at 55th St. (PL 3-4500)—
In the grand duchy called the Maisonette.
where the sun shines bright and the inhabit-
ants are happy as the day is long, Milt Shaw's
band and Ray Bari's ensemble play non-stop
dance music except when, at dinner and sup-
per, Russell Nype has a go at a few songs in
his familiar eager-beaver manner. Closed
Sundays.

Savov-PLaza, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (EL 5-
2600 )—Every afternoon and evening, except
Monday, Irving Conn’s orchestra supplies the
clientele of the Café Lounge with music to
dance to.

SHerry-NerHerLAND, Fifth Ave. at sqth St. (EL
5-2800)—The Carnaval Room, a small and
jaunty triumph of the lily painter’s art, has
almost continuous dance music and, at dinner
and supper, the quiet arias of Héléne
Francois, Closed Sundays and Mondays

StaTLer, Seventh Ave. at 33rd St. (PE 6-
soo0)—Ifot nights in the old Cafe Rouge,
where the Dorsey hoys, Tommy and Jimmy,
are in double harness again. Their joint and
jovial band operates at dinner and supper. On
Friday, Jan. 29, Horace Heidt's troupe of
musicians, singers, and dancers will replace
them. Closed Sundays.

Store Crue, 3 E. 53rd 5t. (PL 3-1940)—The
who's-that-with-him-tonight 7 set comes in
here to get out of the cold and get into the
papers, 'ayson Re's orchestra and a rumba
band play for dancing,

VErsaiLLes, 151 E. soth 5t. (PL 8-0310)—
The plot of George White's miniature mu-
sical comedy never deviates from the modern
boy-meets-churl line, but the comedians (Fay
DeWitt, Georgie Kaye, Lou Nelson, and Don
Liberto) and the décor ( Margie Duncan and
Linda Lombard) easily surmount this prob-
lem. Panchito’s band and Salvatore (Gioé's
orchestra play for dancing after nine.

Watrborr-Astoria, Park Ave. at 4oth St. (EL
5-3000)—Years of thought have gone into
perfecting the golden American blonde, ex-
emplified in the Empire Room by Dolores
Gray, a statuesque, assured, and electric slice
of birthday cake who lets the customers have
her songs straight from a splendid pair of
shoulders. Nat Brandwynne, the old reliable,
plays puissant piano, to say nothing of run-
ning one of the best of the big hotel bands.
Closed Sundays. .. .9 Alex Fogarty is at the
piano in one segment of the felicitous Pea-
cock Alley from six to twelve, and Michael
Zarin's dance orchestra alternates with him
after eight-thirty, except Sundays, when an-
other group does the honors,

Nore—The Rainbow Room, an Alp with a re-
markahly rapid funicular railway, offers
cocktails and modest non-dance music from
four-thirty to nine every evening except Sun-
day. The best seats, of course, are€ up near
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The phenomenal 200-hp Buick Centurr—highest-powered car at its price in America.

HE wonder is that Twin-Turbine Instant new response on getaway.

Dynaflow could be bettered at all.  Cyclonic new powerin one single, sweep-
Bt i tbhe speotacular THEA Bl ks ing, velvet stroke from standing start to
legal limit. Smoothness beyond meas-
urement — infinite and constant. And
new quiet every step of the way.

there’s a whole long list of happy sur-
prises besides the completely new bodies
and glamorous new styling.

That’s literal fact—and we’ll gladly
prove it to you at the wheel of a beautiful
new 1954 Buick. Drop in this week for

And one of them is the silken new whip
and carry of TT Dynaflow as powered by
the mightiest Buick engines ever built.

a sampling — and for a .y
Come drive one of these gorgeous new  face-to-face meeting with
’54 Buicks with this fully automatic  the buy of the year.
transmission and you’ll see what we  “Stendard on Roadmaster, optional

al extra cost on other Series.

b
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MILTOMN BERLE
STARS FOR BUICK | i

See the (4
Buick-Berle Show | J©

Tuesdaoy Evenings /£

When better autoemobiles
are built
Buick will build them

"BUICK

the beautiful buy

TO .
21 through Janvary 2

8

ALL 1954 BUICKS HAVE L e~
V8 ENGIMES with stepped-up e i ‘-M

. I ...ﬂ-""-_-"w - -
horsepowers, including the low-priced ---M

Buick Sreciar, shown here in the stunning Riviera body style.

Wulduﬁ-hsturiu—-!unuuw

then
SEE YOUR BUICK DEALER
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the windows. The address is 30 Rockefeller
Plaza, the telephone Cl 6-5800.

SMALL AND CHEERFUL

(No dancing, unless noted.)

co@ rouce, 65 L. s56th St. (PL 3-8887):
FEddie 'l)'u1- as much of an American mile-

stone as Plymouth Rock, is still rattling off
his smooth, débutante-speed dance tunes
after eight-thirty. Closed "-inmhnb . LITTLE

cLug, 7o E. 55th 5t (PL 3-0425): I.ifc the
way 1t looked (and espe ul' sounded) in
the dave af the lgnoble Experiment. How-
cver, the |,.;;_:].,. priusL ]}} JtJiI!]H} Mehegan at
both dinner and supper (except Sundays) 1=
definitely 1954 1n stvle, and Ralph Strain's
supper piano, though in a handsomely ro-
mantic mood, is by no means dated. cither.
. .« WEYLIN ROOM, 40 IE 54th 5t. (P’L 3-0100):
Cy Walter has a fru-iﬂ} minted "'.th.nm.l}
on which his high-styvle offheat muasic .'_\L:'I'I:]'H‘:I.Ei,
if possible, better than ever. He's around
from six to eight and ten to twa every day
but Sunday. armMaNpo's, 54 E. 535th 5t
(PL 3-076 t’;;.} ‘L i L0 .:ml a violin discourse
decorously after ten in a room where cvery-
body seems to know evervhody else, often
put loud. Closed Sundavs. . . . ceveste, 28 W.
s6th St. (JU 6-go63): At the end of the din-
ner hour, except Mondays, Jim Mahoney he-
rins his nightly plano recital of the good
show tunes, past and present. . .. DRAKE ROOM,
=1 L& 5ﬁﬂl "'nt (Pl. 5-0600): Surrounded by
a certain subdued splendor, Addison Bailey
caresses the plano at cocktails and during
dinner and supper except Sundavs.. .. EL
cHico, So Grove St., at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-
4646): Latins from Manhattan and the old
country mingled in a pleasant outhurst of
Spanish seng and dance, with the clients
joining in the latter. Closed Sundays....
cAFE NINO, 10 15 sznd St. (PL 3-0014): In
the bar of this decorator's nuit blanche, 1ler-
man Arminski turns out cocktail piano, and
Rudy Timficld plays at dinner and supper.
Closed Sundays. ... CHAMPAGNE GALLERY, I35
Macdougal St, (GR #-9221): Iarmless fun
on a campus whetre the bhoy and girl students
all like to sing and play the piano. There are
sofas and armchairs from which to wateh the
commencenient ExXercises. ... CAFE MADISON,
Madison Ave. at 58th 5t. (EL s-s000): Lou
Wertz is at the piano from cocktails through
supper except Sundays, when José Poniera’s
gquintet plays for dancing frem one in the
afternoon until nine at night. . .. THE EMPRESS,
340 L. 7o0th St. (RE 4-2626): For most of
the evening, Norbert Faconi, a worldly prac-
titioner of the prowler wviolin, moves with
stately mien abwout his bhusiness. The rest of
the amusement is so
management often chucks in a few hasso-
profundo solos. Closed Sundayvs ... HARWYN,
112 E. s5z2nd St. (PL 3-1447): In a setting
that is completely Hallywood-premiére, Ira
Brant plays piano from nine until three or so.
On Tridavs and Saturdays, he heads up a
trio. Closed Sundays.

BIG AND BRASSY

coth St. (Pl. 8-1060):
At last, at last, Dean Martin and Jerry Lewis
in person again, not a B movie. They are sur-
rounded by a show involving almost every-
thing but performing seals, for which lack the
perilously Dbeautiful Copa corps de bhallet
should be ample compensation. Dancing. ...
LA VIE EN ROSE, 123 [T, 54th St, (M1 B-8420):
A slightly abbreviated edition of Madison
Square Garden on hockev night. Daorothy
Dandridge. a spectacular instance of the
come-hither approach to music, sings at un-
predictable intervals in the course of the
evening, There is additional song (of sorts)
by the De Marco Sisters. Dancing if thete's
room.,

SUPPER CLUBS
[ No dancing, unless noted.)

(PL. 3-5008):
Charles Trenet is onte of the best composers,
gingers, and translators of FFrench licht verse
to show up in some time. His companions are
Stan Freeman, composer, singer, and player
of rowdydow American light verse; Jackie
Caine amd Roy Kral, a delightful young
couple with a knack for imaginative progres-
sive halladry; and Jorie Remes, a small
Vesuvins who is making a sardoniec report on

SeMeTeWeToFos
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family-style that the .

EDDIE CONMDON'S, 47 W

torch-singer types, Bart Iloward's m;nm "Lﬂd
Jimmy Lyons' vibrant trio are also in evi-
dence. Mr. Freeman may depart on Saturday,

Jan. 23; M. Trenet may depart on Monday,
Jan. 2s5....vILLAGE vaNeuarp, 175 Secventh
Ave. 5., at 11th St. (CIH z-u3355): A happy

little family comprised of the Three Riffs,
conecocters of most eveellent fooling: Rose
Murphy, whose fancy grin and teasing sing
g« Lm 't conceal the fact that she's a steam-
i 15:—11m pianist; and Trude Adams, a bouquct
of spring flowers with a truly lyric voice.
The dance music 15 by Clarence Williams’
trio, which has Carl Lynch on guitar. Closed
Sundavs. . . . te rueaN BLEY, 4 E. c6th St (PL
3-6426): T!lm hatchery of small wonders has
just unfurled Arte Johnson, a youngster with
the aspect of a college grind. a sense of hu-
mor that runs to the precivus—well, mmyway,
the semiprecious—and an attractively mild
manner. Also around are a bright new grass-
roots humorist named Jonathan Winters; a
slightly bumptious new soprano named Isabel
Robins; the Jackson Sisters and their light-
hearted jive ditties; the whelly unique music
of the Norman Paris trio; and the piano of
Julins Monk, the mentor of this brood, Closed
Sundavs. ... oMe FiFTH aveMug, Fifth Ave. at
Bth St. (S 7-7000): Nancy Andrews takesa
dim view of anything pertaining to the male
sex. Iler lyries explam why. The attorney for
the defendant is ]r_-ﬁ' Warren, whose songs are
all romantic, She's off Sundays, he's m—: Mon-
dave. As usual, there's lively “doubie piano by
Bob Downey and Flarold Fonville, and solo
piano by Hazel Webster. Ancient movies on
Sundays; amateur nights on Mondavs. ...
BYLINE ROOM, 137 E. sznd St, (EL 5-8310):
Except Sundays, Mabel Mercer sings, in her
sad, loving voice, her very special chansons
d'mneur for a very special andience. Sam
Hamilton is at the piano. Her salon is up-
stairs over the febrile Show Spot Lounge.
. BoN soir, 40 W. 8th St, (OR 4-0531): The
whole damn shooting match—the barrethouse
songs of Mae Barnes, the Lewis Carroll pat-
ter of Kirkweood and Goodman, the rampant
music of the Three Flames (led by Tiger
Haines), the ostensibly nostalgic refrains of
Jimmie Daniels and MNorene Tate, the rough-
house antics of the Madmoiselles, and the
deadpan foolishness of Bruce Kirby—takes
a couple of hours, and then it's repeated for
the benefit of those who come in late. On
Thursday, Jan: 28, Kirkwood and Goodman
will give way to Kaye Ballard, a fairly
formidable lady elf. Closed Mondays.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC

(Open until late, and no dancing, unless noted.)

3rd 5t. (GR s5-R630):
The top brass here i3 Wild Bill Davison's
trumpet, Cutty Cutshall, Edmond Hall, Gene
Schroeder, Clifl Leeman, Walter Page. and

Mr., Condon provide him and it with glitter-
ing support. Ralph Sutton has the solo-piano

chore. Tuesday mt,hts when other _"uncncnn
primitives drop in, arc especially rugged.
Clozed Sundavs. .. . THE Emeers, 161 E. =4th
St (PL ¢-3228): Monday thmugh Saturday,
the erisp, :_lc“m. galvanic sound of Joe Bush-
lkin's gquartet L{_“.nzy Cole. Johnny Smith, and
Clyde Lombardi are his side men) and the
strs I-h bt <-mthi1‘:;zr heat of Eddie Heywood’s
trio pervade this temple of the fine arts from
riteg tu three, Sunday ¢vening is devoted to
Barbara Carroll, an enchanting slip of a girl
whose cool modern piany glides without effort
from shadow into substance and back again.
Her background is Joe Shulman on bass and
Herh Wasserman on drums. . . . MIck's, Sev-
enth Ave. 3. at 1oth 5t. (CH =z-6683): Phil
Napoleon and his Memphis Five are happily
slivering the timbers of their old homestead.
Smndlay afternoon is jame-session time. Closel
Mondays. . .. MMy RYAN'S, 53 W. sznd St
(EL s-g6oe): Wilbur de DParis’s congrega
tion, which invelves Sidney de Paris and
Omer Simeon, 15 still dealing out the sort of
traditional music that used to make this
grags-grown byway a bustling, highway. Don
I'tve is the solo pianist. Jam sessions Mon-
day nights, Closed Sundays....BIrRDLAND,
1658 Broadway, at sznd St. (JU 6-1368):
A turbulent El‘llcl]'_'r' often full of nothing hut
birds of unexpected passage; still, \,ﬁ‘rh any
luck, vou should find Cootie ‘-.".*ﬂh ins’ or-
chestra and Lester Young's quintet there
now. On Thursday, Jan., 28, a now deal,
priueiﬂﬂh involving Slim Gaillard’s gang
and Paul Quinichette's quintet, is predicted.
Mondays, -.-.hf,n the regular crews are off,
are jam-session nights, ... CHILDS PARAMOUNT,
]:.undu ay At 44th St. (CH 4-0440): leuuq
music resounds in the echo-chamber eril]
Tuesdays through Saturdays until after mid-
night, and Sundays from nine-thirty to
cleven-thirty. Conrad Janis and his tailgaters
are responsible. On Sunday, Jan. 24, from
Ave-thirty to eight-thirty, there'll be a jam
session in which Max Kaminsky will supply
first aid to the local group. Dancing. ...
HICKORY HOUSE, 144 W. gznd St. (CT 7-
05214): After nine-thirty, Marian McPart-
land plays real pretty up-to-date piano at the
head of her trio. They're around except Mon-
davs. . . . STUYVESANT CASINO, 140 Second Ave.,
at gth 5t. (GR 3-9742): On Friday, Jan. 22,
this ancient Brauhaus should be host to Bob-
by Hackett, Wild Bill Davison, Jimmy Me-
Partland, Miff Mole, Lou McGarity, Bud
Freeman, Pee Wee Russell, Joe Sullivan,
and George Wettling, Dancing. ... CENTRAL
PLAZA, 111 Second Ave., at 6th St. (AL 4-
9800): On Friday and Saturday, Jan. 2z-23,
there'll be an invitation tournament by
Charlie Shavers, Buck Clayton, Buster
Bailey, Big Chief Russell Moore, Jimmy
Archey, Willie the Lion Smith, Freddy
Moore, and Red Allen. Dancing.

ART

(Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
weekdays from around 10 to between 5 and 6.)

GALLERIES

Arrican Namive Arr—A small but curiously in-
teresting exhibition of masks, carvings, and
other objects from the Gold Coast, many
borrowed from their native owners; through
Feb, 6. (Carnegie Endowment International
Center, 345 E. g6th 5t. Mondays through
Fridays, noon to 5:30, Saturdays, noon to 6.)

Harop BaumeacH—Dost-lmpressionist  land-
scapes, still-lifes, street scenes. and other oils
by a New York artist; through Jan. jo.
(Sql}u,ten 42 E. 37th S5t Weekdays, 11 to

5:30.)

|I.'|"A BoLorowsky—A new set of paintings by aone
of the more inventive of the American non-
chjectivists: through Jan. 23. { Borgenicht, 61
E. 57th 5t.)

Bonnaro—Sinteen 15;1inti115,{5. the carlicst dated
1':4:;{3 and the latest 1942; through Feh. 6.
{Fine Arts Associates, 41 E sxth St.)

PauL-EmiLe Borowas—The first New York exhi-
hition of paintings by a leading Canadian ab-
stractionist; through Jan. 23. (Passcdoit, 121
E. s7th St.)

A CotLector's Taste—Twentv-four paintings
from the Stephen C. Clark Collection, includ-
ing such well-known items as Rembrandt's
“St. James,” Cézanne’s “The Card Players,”
and:- van Gorh’s “Le Café de Nuit;” a bhenefit




New!...
Ultra=-New

JUST WAIT till you see it! Oldsmobile’s
—Super “88” for 1954—the newest new
Oldsmobile in 57 years. With that new longer,
lovelier, low-level silhouette—so low you can
look right over the top! With a daring “new
slant” in its panoramic windshield . . . a
definite “sports car look” in its sweep-cut

windows and doors. And just wait till you drive

for '54!

LE-28-195X

it! There’s 185 horsepower in that new World’s

Record “Rocket” Engine, plus the highest
compression ratio in Oldsmobile history. More
dazzling performance than ever . . . and new
economy, too! So make a date with this new

*“88” . . . it’s at your Oldsmobile dealer’s now!

Car illustrated: 1954 Super 88" Holiday Coupé. W hite Side-
wall Tires optional at extra cost. A General Motors Value.

World's Record "Rocket"

SEE

OLDSVIOBILE

1954 OLDSMOBILES AT THE GM MOTORAMA-—JAN. 21-26
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for the Fresh Air Association of St. John.
Through Jan, zo. (Knoedler, 14 E. 57th 5t.)

Cusism 10 1918—The first decade of the move-
ment, as seen through the works of its three
great exponents, Picasso, Braque, and Gris:
through Feb. 6. (Perls, 32 E. 58th St.)

Frank b1 Giola—Another set of this artist’s con-
tinuously enjoyable commentaries on life in
Little Italy; through Jan. 23. (Milch, 55 E.
s=2th St)

Euvrorean Expressionists—A small but well-se-
lected survey, including works by such sel-
dom seen artists as Heinrich Campendonk
and Franz Mare; through Jan. zo. (Feigl,
601 Madison Ave., at s7th 5t.)

ALreo Facel—Sculptures and drawings, mostly
with religious motifs, plus bas-reliefs of
Gandhi, the Annunciation, and the Three
Marys; through Jan. 23. (Weyhe, 704 Lex-
ington Ave., at 615t S5t)

Barcome Greene—Fourteen new oils dealing
with light on human figures; through Jan, 23
(Bertha Schaefer, 32 E. 57th St.)

Kart KnatHs—Canvases selected from his work
in Provincetown over the last eight years,
many of which are on exhibit for the first
time; through Feb. 6. (Rosenberg, 20 E. 7oth
St.)

JoHn Mamn—A large retrospective, with almost
a hundred oils, water colors, etchings, and
drawings, tracing the late artist’s work for
forty-nine years; through Feb. 14. ( American
Academy of Arts and Letters, Broadway at
155th St. Daily, except Mondays, z to 5.)
... A smaller selection of paintings, these
dating from 1950 until his death last October;
through Jan. 3o. (Downtown, 32 E. s1st St.
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 6.)

Nine AMericans—A painting apiece, and each an
unusually representative one, by Stuart
Davis, Jackson Pollock, Hans Hofmann, and
six other leading modernists; through Jan.
30. (Janis, 15 E. 57th 5t.)

NortH AMerican Inpian Arr—Carvings, pottery,
and other art objects, including some rare
pre-Columbian ones; through Jan. 0. (Carle-
bach, g37 Third Ave., at 56th 5t.)

CHartes PrenpErcasT—A memorial exhibition of
paintings and other works, charming in their
_delicate fancifulness, by the too often disre-
garded brother of Maurice PFPrendergast:
through Jan. 23. (Kraushaar, 32 E. 57th 5t.)

Jean-PauL RiopeLLe—Abstract paintings, bril-
liantly colorful, if a bit repetitive in design,
by a young Canadian artist new to this coun-
try; through Jan, 23. (Matisse, 41 E. 57th
St.)

Larry Rivers—Portrait heads and other sculp-
tures, a little Rodinesque m inspiration;
through Jan. 23. (The Stable, g24 Seventh
Ave., at 58th 5t. Weekdays, 11 to 6.)

AnNe Rvan—Dappled color and fragile abstract
patterns, in both paintings and collages;
through Jan. 23. (Parsons, 15 E. 57th St.)

Davip Smitn—New sculptures, continuing this
artist’s attempts to find significant forms in
common materials; through Jan. zo0. (Wil-
lard, 23 W. s6th 5t.)

WaLrer Stuempric—Landscapes, figure studies,
and still-lifes that have been completed dur-
ing the last two years by this Pennsylvania
artist; through Feb. 6. (Durlacher, 11 E.
s7th St.)

Twenty Drawines—One each by as many modern
artists, among them Philip Evergood, George
Biddle, and Ben Shahn; through Feb. 1. (The
gm\}msm1::1c:|:*ari.3:;r g50 Madison Ave., at 7sth

t.

Grour SHows—At the curt vaLentin, 32 E. 57th
St.: A large, lively show of sculptures, along
with a few drawings, by a group that ranges
from Rodin and Renoir to Giacometti and
Picasso; through Jan. 23.... YILLAGE ART CEN-
Ter, 44 W. 11th St.: The ninth annual sculp-
ture and drawing show; through Jan, 2=
(Daily, 1 to 6, and Wednesday, Saturday,
and Sunday evenings, & to 10.)

Some of THis Week's OeeMines—AL the creaTive
GaLLERY, 108 W. s56th St.: Fred Haucke:
through Feb. 5. (Weekdays, 1o:30 to 3:30.)

.. HELLER, 63 E. 57th 5t.: Vasilieff; through
Feb. 13....weLtons, 70 E. s6th St.: Robert
E. Borgatta; through Jan. zo....9 Group
shows at the a.c.a., 63 E. 57th St.; through
Jan. 3o. miotown, 17 E. s7th St.; through
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Feh. 6. NMATIOMAL AcADEMY oF DEsicM, Fifth
Ave. at 8gth St.; through Feb. 7. (Daily, 1
to 6.) wWILDENSTEIN, 1o E. 64th 5t.; through
Feb. zo.

MUSEUMS

MerroroLiTAM Museum, Fifth Ave. at Band St—
Over six hundred oils, water colors, and
other works, in a huge, somewhat higgledy-
piggledy, but still generally interesting re-
view of American art from 1754 to the
present. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

MuseuM oF Mopern Art, 11 W 53rd St.—Sculp-
tures, textiles, gold and silver pieces, feather-
work, pottery, and quantities of other arti-
facts in a show called “Ancient Arts of the
Andes,” which covers the time between 400
B.C and the sixteenth century; starting Jan.
27. (Weekdays, noon to 7; Sundays, 1 to 7.)

Brookiyn Museum, Eastern Parkway—No spe-
cial art exhibitions; just the permanent col-
len;ticms (Weekdays, 1o to 5; Sundays, 1 to
5.

SoLomon R. GueceENHEIM Museum, 1071 Fifth
Ave., at 8gth St —On the first floor, a selec-
tion from the Guggenheim Collection, with
examples by Bonnard, Kandinsky, and Bran-
cusi, on the second ﬁ-:u:rr, an instructive, if
Sligﬁt]}? spotty, survey of the younger Euro-
pean painters. Through Feh, 21. (Tuesdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 6; Sundays, noon to
6.)

Morcan Lisrary, 2g E. 36th St-—A collection
of drawings (largely on loan from the
Kunsthaus, in Zurich) and water colors by
Henry Fuseli, compared with works in the
same mediums by William Blake; through
Feb. 6. (Daily, except Sundays, 9:30 to 5.)

MNew-York HistoricaL Sociery, 170 Central Park
W., at 77th S5t—A loan exhibit of about
thirty works by William Sidney Mount, one
of the founders of the American school of
genre painting; through Feb. ». (Tuesdays
through Fridays, and Eunda}rs, 1 to 5; Satur-
days, 10 to 5.)

Riversipe Museum, 310 Riverside Dr., at ro3rd
St.—This year’s annual by the Federation of
Modern Painters and Sculptors presents
works by, among many others, Henry Botkin,
Rhys Caparn, Vaclav Vytlacil, and Edwin
Dickinson; through Jan, 31. (Daily, 1 to 5.)

WHitHeYy Museum, 10 W. 8th St.—A cross-sec-
tion of the work of George Grosz, which in-
cludes his early anti-war drawings, done in
Germany, but concentrates on his later oils,
water colors, and drawings, which were
painted in this country; through March 7.
(Daily, except Mondays, 1 to 3.)

MUSIC

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

OPERA

MerroroLITAN Orera—Thursday, Jan. =21, at
8:15: “Cosl Fan Tutte” (in English), with
Eleanor Steber, Blanche Thehom, Patrice
Munsel, Richard Tucker, Frank Guarrera,
and John Brownlee. . . . € Friday, Jan. 22, at

8:30: “"Lucia di Lammermoor,” with Lily
Pons, Thelma Votipka, Jan Peerce, and
Ettore Bastianini... .9 Saturday, Jan. 23,
at 2: “Fledermaus” (in English), with El-

eanor Steber, Patrice Munsel, Jarmila No-
votna, Charles Kullman, and John Brownlee.
Alicia Markova will appear as guest bal-
lerina. (A non-subseription performance.) ...
qSaturday, Jan. =23, at 7:45: “Boris
Godunov” (in English), with Nell Rankin,
Mildred Miller, George London, Brian Sul-
livan, and Salvatore Baccaloni. (A benefit for
the Rand School.) ...¥Y Monday, Jan, =5, at
&: “Don Giovanni,” with Margaret Harshaw,
Eleanor Steber, Roberta Peters, Cesare
Siepi, and Erich Kunz....9Tuesday, Jan.
26, at 8: “The Rake's Progress” (in Eng-
lish), with Hilde Gueden, Blanche Thebom,
FEugene Conley, and Mack Harrell....
€ Wednesday, Jan. 27, at 8:30: “La Travi-
ata,” with Dorothy Kirsten, Margaret Rog-
gero, Jan Peerce, and Giuseppe Valdengo.
... 9 Thursday, Jan. 28, at 8: “Le Nozze di
Figaro,” with Eleanor Steber, Nadine Con-
ner, George London, and Cesare Siepi....
q Friday, Jan. 29, at 7:45: “Boris Godunov”
(in English), with Blanche Thebom, Martha
Lipton, Nicola Rossi-Lemeni, Charles Kull-
man, and Brian Sallivan..., ¥ Saturday,
Jan. 30, at 2: “Lucia di Lammermoor,” with
Lily Pons, Thelma Votipka, Jan Peerce, and
Frank Valentino. .. .9 Saturday, Jan. 30, at
s:30: “Rigoletto,” with Roberta Peters. Jean
I'v_il:l?deira, Richard Tucker, and Robert Mer-
T1ll.

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES

PHiLHARMONIC-SYmPHONY—At Carnegie Hall—
Bruno Walter conducting all-Beethoven pro-
grams, Thursday, Jan. 21, at 8:45, and Fri-
day, Jan. 22, at z:30 (both with Joanna
Graudan, piano; John Corigliano, violin; and
Laszlo Varga, cello); and a Haydn-Mahler
program Sunday, Jan. 24, at 2:30 (no solo-
ists).... ¥ Dimitri Mitropoulos conducting
on Thursday, Jan. 28, at 8:45, and Friday,
Jan. 29, at 2:30 (both with Rudolf Serkin,
piano); and on Saturday, Jan. 30, at 8:4%
(with iR:.fmn Janis, piano).

Lirtie OrcHestra Sociem—Thomas  Scherman
conducting, with Maria Stader, soprano, and
Bernard Garfield, bassoon. (Town Hall. Mon-
day, Jan. 25, at 8:30.)

THree Faiths CHoir Festivar—Music by contem-
porary composers, including Vaughan Wil-
liams, Darius Milhaud, Igor Stravinsky, and
Ernest Bloch, performed by the Choirs of
Union Theological Seminary, the Choir of
the Hebrew Union School of Sacred Music,
and the Concert Choir. The second of two
programs celebrating the bicentennial of
Columbia University. (St. Paul’'s Chapel,
Amsterdam Ave. at 117th St, Tuesday, Jan.
26, at 8:30. No tickets necessary.)

Dessorr Choirs—Paul Boepple directing Mo-
zart’s Great Mass in C Minor, with Christina
Cardillo, soprano; Shirlee Emmons, mezzo-
soprano; John McCollum, tenor; and Norman
Farrow, baritone. (Carnegie Hall. Wednes-
day. Jan. 27, at 8:45.)

RECITALS

WaLrer Giesexine—Piano, (Carnegie Hall., Fri-
day, Jan. z2, at 8:30.)

NaTioNAL AssOCIATION FOR AMERICAN COMPOSERS
Ano Conpuctors—The National Arts Club
Chamber Chorus; the National Arts Club
Wind Quintet; and John Kirkpatrick, piano,
in a program of music by various composers,
among them Charles Ives and Ruth Craw-
ford-Seeger. (Town Hall. Saturday, Jan. z3,
at 5:30. No tickets necessary.)

Marian Anperson—Contralto. (Hunter College
Assembly Hall, Park Ave. at 6gth St. RE
7-8400. Saturday, Jan, z3, at 8:30.)

PHiLHARMONIC CHAMEER EnsemeLe—Conducted, in
part, by Dimitri Mitropoulos, who will also
play the piano; the second in a series of three
concerts. (Kaufmann Auditorium, Y.M.H.A.,
Lexington Ave. at gznd St. TR 6-2366. Sat-
urday, Jan. 23, at 8:40.)

Concert Sociery oF New York—The Hungarian
Quartet and Kathleen and Weldon Wilber,
French horns, (Town Hall, Sunday, Jan. 24,
at 5:30.)

WitoLp MaLcuzynski—Piano.
Tuesday, Jan. z6, at 8:30.)

Harpsicioro Quarter—Sylvia Marlowe, harpsi-
chord; Claude Monteux, flute; Harry Shul-
man, oboe; Bernard Greenhouse, cello; and
the Kroll étring Quartet, The last in a series

(Carnegie Hall.




TOMORROW’S

LOOK

TODAY

Years ahead in their artful contours, their wide-sweeping panoramic windshields
and graceful long lines, Bodies by Fisher bring thrilling new beauty to General
Motors cars for 1954.

And beneath this fresh beauty will be found a new precision of structure and
craftsmanship, a new tidiness of fit, which represents a multimillion-dollar invest-

ment in making Body by Fisher better than ever.

Thrill to the Famous Five with Body by Fisher at the GM Motorama.

GENERAL MOTORS presents the GM Motorama of 1954 » Waldorf-Astoria. N.Y.
49th Street Entrance * Opens 1:00 PM. Thursday, January 21 + Other days
10:00 A.M. through January 26 except Sunday, January 24 at 12 Noon * Closes
Daily at Midnight * No Admission Charge

BODY iy FISHER
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AUTRONIG-EYE

AUTOMVIATIC HEADLIGHT CONTROL

Electronic magic—{for greater night driving
safety! That’s the Autronic-Eye, now fea-
tured on the thrilling new 1954 Cadillac,
Oldsmohile, Pontiac and Chevrolet! This
amazing device aummmimﬂ'f dims your
headlights when an oncoming car ap-
proaches . . . holds them dim until all traffic

ANOTHER

passes. Then back to bright—automatically! ENGINEERING
Look for this very latest General Motors
safety development on the new models FIRST

at the Motorama— Waldorf-Astoria,
January 21-26. Once you try it, you'll
want the Autronic-Eye on your 1954 car!
& Trademark Registered U5, Par. Off.

GUIDE LAMP DIVISION - GENERAL MOTORS CORPORATION - ANDERSON, INDIANA

GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

of three recitals. (Carnegie Recital I1all
Tuesday, Jan. 26, at 8:30.)

Herra Guraz-—>Mezzo-soprano, with Marjorie
Fulton, violin; the last in a series of three
recitals. (Kaufmann Auditorium, Y.M.H A,
Lexington Ave. at g2nd St. TR 6-2366. Tues-
day, Jan. 26, at 8:106.)

Eueene Lisr—Piano. (Town Hall, Wednesday,
Jan, 2%. at 8:30.)

Pere Seecer—ITolk singer. (McMillin Theatre,
Broadway at 116th 5t. UN 5-4000, Ext. 2461.
Thursday, Jan. =28, at 8:30.)

ALrrepo Campor—Violin, (Town Hall, Friday,
Jan. 29, at 8:30.)

Gritter  Staine Quarter—Chamber  music.
{ Washington Irving High School, Irving
Pl. at 16th St. Saturday, Jan. 30, at 8:15.
For tickets, call GR 3-1391.)

Note—The Griller String Quartet will give a
chamber-music recital at the IFrick Collection
(1 E. yoth St.) on Sunday, Jan. 31, at 2:55.
Free tickets will be issued on Tuesday, Jan.
26, in order of written application. Applica-
tions must he received on Tuesday morning—
not before—and a separate request must be
made for each ticket.

MISCELLANY
Benerir Conceri—The ninth annual Franklin D.
Roosevelt DBirthday Memorial Concert,

Deems Tavlor presiding, with Ogden Nash,
narrator; the Little Orchestra Society, con-
ducted by Thomas Scherman; Roland Hayes,
tenor; Amparo Iturbi, piano; and the West
"oint Cadet Glee Club, directed by Captain
Barry Drews. A benefit for the National
IFoundation for Infantile Paralysis. (Town
Hall. Saturday, Jan. 30, at 8:30. For infor-
mation abhout tickets, call CO 5-7460.)

SPORTS

Boxine—\Vince Martinez vs. Rocky Casillo,
welterweights, 10 rounds, (Madison Square
Garden, CO s5-6811. Friday, Jan. zz2. Pre-
liminaries at 8:30; main bout at 10.)

Inboor Poro—Two matches every Sunday
afternoon. (Squadron A Armory, Madison
Ave. at g4th St. AT o-6o20. Games begin at
3:30.)

Skating—NMiddle Atlantic Fipure Skating
Championships—VFriday, Jan. 20, at 8 A.m.:
School-figures competition; Juveniles’. Men’'s
and Women’s Novice Singles, and Women's
Junior Singles....¥ Friday, Jan. 2o, at
5:30 P.M.: Free-skating competition in the
classes listed ahove, and Mixed Pairs.
¢ Saturday. Jan. 3o, at 8 A.m.: School-figures
competition; Men’s Junior Singles, and
Women's and Men's Senior Singles....
¢ Saturday, Jan. 30, at 5:30 P.a.: Free-ckat-
ing competition; Men's Junior Singles,
Women's and Men's Senior Singles, and
Women’s Pairs. ... % Sunday, Jan. 31, at
o A.M.: Junior, Veterans’, and Senior dance
competitions. (Tceland Rink, Eighth Ave at
soth St. CO g-0681. Tickets at the box office
only, and onlv on the davs of the events,)

FOR CHILDREN

Concerr—By  the TPhilharmonic-Symphony,
Wilfrid Pelletier conducting, with Judith
Jaimes, piano. (Carnegie Hall. CI 7-7460.
Saturday, Jan. 23, at 11.)

PLays—DBy the pLavmaRT cHILDREN'S THEATRE: “Rip
Van Winkle.” (Carl Fischer Concert Hall,
i W. srth St. Saturdays at 1 and 2:45 and
Sundavs at 2:45. For tickets, ecall PIL. 3-
0%46.) ... suMior THEaTRE: ““The Adventures
of Tom Sawyer.” (Carnegie Recital Hall
Saturdays at z:15. For tickets. call CI 6-
0224.)

Movies—Cartoons and. sometimes, feature pic-
tures. ( Trans-Lux 85th Street Theatre, Mad-
ison Ave. at 8sth St. BU 8-3180, Saturdays
at 11,)

Mote—The Wollman Memorial Skatine Rink,
in Central Park, is open (free) exclusively to
ice skaters of fourteen and under on Satur-
days from 10 to 1a2.

OTHER EVENTS

Uwmiten Nations—The organization’s activities
will be more or less quiescent until Thursday,




Jan. 28, when the Trusteeship Council is
scheduled to convene In the meantime, there
are periodic meetings of the Security Council
and regular sessions of various commissions
and committees to which the public is ad-
mitted (General Assembly Building, First
Ave at 4sth St. A limited number of tickets
are available, but only to those applying for
them in person at the admissions desk in the
public lobby no earlier than thirty minutes
before the start of each meeting, Meetings
start at 10:30 and z:30 Mondays through Fri-
davs.) . ..U Hour-long tours, conducted by
the American Association for the United
Nations, leave the lobby of the General As-
sembly Building about every ten minutes
daily from o:30 to around 4:30....%9Ques-
tions ahout the United Nations will be
answered by the Information Center for
the United Nations, 345 E. 46th St.,, MU =2-
2658,

Poethy Center Reapines—Wednesday, Jan. z7:
William Carlos Williams reading from lis
own works. . ..U Saturday and Sunday, Jan,
30-31: W. H. Auden reading Elizabethan
verse; also sixteenth-century music by the
New York Pro Musica Antiqua. (Kaufmann
Auditorium, Y.M.H.A., Lexington Ave. at
aznd St. TR 6-2366. Evenings at 8:40.)

Mamional Motor Boar Swvow—Boats and motors
everywhere, nor any drop to drink or sail on,
(Kingsbridge Armory, 2o W. Kingsbridge
Rd, at Jerome Ave., the Bronx. Daily, 1 to
i1; through Saturday, Jan. 23.)

Aveert ScHweiTzer—About fifty photographs, by
Erica Anderson, recording the Doctor’'s ac-
tivities in Europe and Africa during the past
three vears; through Jan. 24. (American
Museum of Natural History, Central Park
W. at 7oth St. Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays
1tos5.)

Tue BicewtemniaL ofF Corumeia Uwniversity—In-
dividual displays tracing the histories of
Columbia College and the twenty-two schools
that comprise the University. lncluded are
photographs, letters, manuscripts, books, and
charts. Through March 31. (Museum of the
City of New York, Fifth Ave. at 104th 5t.
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 1o to 5; Sun-
days, 1 to 5)...9A show concentrating
on the first hundred years of King's College
and presenting the first printed edition of the
original charter of 1754, statutes stating
student entrance qualifications and conduct
requirements, pictures of the first presidents,
and other concomitant items: through July
31. (New-York Historical Society, 170 Cen-
tral Park W., at 77th 5t. Tuesdays through
Fridays, and Sundays, 1 to 5; Saturdays. 10
6 5.)

Georce Gissing—The original manuscripts for
“Demos,” “The Emancipated,” and “New
Grub Street:” letters to family, friends,
critics, and publishers; and volumes of
diaries. A show assembled from the New
York Public Library's Berg Collection.
Through May 31. (New York Public Li-
brary. Fifth Ave. at gznd St. Weekdays, o
to 5.)

Havoen Pranerarium, Central Park W at Hist
St.—Total and partial eclipses of the sun and
the moon, meteor showers, and the eguinox
and the solstice are some of the natural phe-
nomena that are simulated in the January
show, “Celestial Preview of 1054." Half-hour
conducted tours of the Planetarium take place
every night at 8. (Mondays through Fridays
at 2, 3:30, and 8:30. Saturdays and Sundays
at 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 8:30. Extra performances
Saturday mornings at 11.)

Aucrions—At the Parke-Bernet Galleries, 980
Madison Ave., at 76th 5t. ( Exhibition hours:
Tuesdays, 10 to &, and Wednesdays through
Saturdays, 10 to 5.)—Friday and Saturday,
Jan. =zz2-23, at 1:45: English and Ameri-
can eighteenth-century furniture, Dr. Wall
Worcester porcelain (ecirca 1755-75) and
other English porcelains, and various bibelots
and paintings; from the estate of Mrs J.
Insley Blair and from other sources....
§ Tuesday. Jan. 26, at 1:45 and 8: Modern
French bouks, many with decorated bindings
and others with illustrations by such artists
as Matisse, Bonnard, Chagall, and Picasso:
from the collection of Sir Francis Rose, of
London. .. . 9 Wednesday, Jan. 27, at 8:
Taintings by artists of the seventeenth
through the nineteenth centuries, ranging
from Titian, Rubens, and Van Dyck to Con-
stable, Corot, and Inness; the property of the
late Lillian E Jackson and others. Exhibition
starts Saturday, Jan. 23.

11FF

IFTH AVENUE & 57 STREET, NEW YORK 22 - PLAZA 5-8000

aqnf/!}fé’ﬂf china service ]_ﬁates.

from England ... for America’s most
distinguished tables.

: 1R

Top te Bottom Price per Dozen
Grosvenor China, “Carnalea”

Green and Gold Leaves and Gold Edge . . . $115.
Minton China

Gold Greek Key Border with

two Red Bands with Gold Laurel . . . . . 546
Spode China

Yellow and White Panels with

Gold Leaves and Birds . « . - . . . . . 238

Mail and Telephone Inquiries Receive Prompt Attention

&(0.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN
MOTION PICTURES

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION

THe Carprain's Parapise—Alec Guinness again,
and just as funny as usual. This time, he's a
nautical bigamist who lives a placid life with
an English wife and a sportive one with a
Morocean beauty Celia Johnson is Mr. Guin-
ness's quiet girl, Yvonne De Carlo his lively
one. An English picture, (Paris, 4 W. 58th,
MU 8-0134.)

THe Conguest oF EveresT—An account of moun-
tain climbing in the Himalayas, this one
involving the British expedition that reached
the top of the highest peak in Nepal last May.
Probably the best film on the subject ever
made. In color, and with an illuminating com-
mentary by Louis MacNeice (Fine Arts, 128
E. 58th, PL s5-6030.)

THe CrueL SEa—A deeply moving, almost docu-
mentary English version of the Monsarrat
novel of British heroism and doggedness at
sea during the Second World War, Jack
[Tawkins 1s outstanding as Captain Ericson.
{ Baronet, 3rd Ave. at soth, EL 5-1663; Jan.
23-24.)

Frowm HEere 1o ETermitTy—An estimable adaptation
of the James Jones novel about the way
things were at Schofield Barracks, in Hon-
olulu, before the Japanese descended on Pearl
Harbor, The cast, which is uniformly capable,
is headed by Montgomery Clift, Burt Lan-
caster, and Frank Sinatra. (Gramercy, Lex-
ington at 23rd, GR 5-1660; Jan. 21.)

GiLeert anp SurtivaN—A chronicle of the ca-
reers of the light-opera wizards that adds
up to a very buoyant film. Robert Morley and
Maurice Evans are verv good as G, and 5.,
and the D'Oyly Carte Opera Company, com-
plete with Martyn Green, renders excerpts
from the operettas admirably. (Bijou, zoo W.
45th, CO s-82z15, Showings at 2:40 and 8:40;
extra performances Saturdays at 5:30 and
11:30 and Sundays at 5:30. Reserved seats
only.)

Heioi—A charming interpretation of the Jo-

hanna Spyri story concerning a Swiss orphan

who comes down from an alp to spread sweet-
ness and light in Frankfurt. A Swiss film

(with English dialogue superimposed), in

which a fine little girl named Elsheth Sig-

mund plays the title role. Showing in tandem
with this film is a brief French picture called
= “YWhite Mane.” It's a handsome account of
the adventures of a boy and a stallion who
form a partnership in southern France
(Little Carnegie, 146 W. 57th, CI 6-3454.)

It Swouro Harren 70 You—A funny comedy
about an odd young lady (Judy Helliday) who
spends her life savings putting her name on a
billboard on Columbus Circle, and winds up
feeling even odder after a whirl with adver-
tising men and television wizards. Written by
Garson Kanin and directed by George Cukor,
and with Jack Lemmon and Peter _I:E'i".‘.'fl}rﬂ in
the cast. (State, B'way at 45th, JU 2-3070.)

JuLius Caesar—A collaboration between Joseph
Mankiewicz and William Shakespeare, in
which the former shows a commendahle ap-
preciation of the majesty of the latter’s lines
but too little appreciation of what the camera
can do for his action. James Mason, John
Gielgud, and Edmond O’Brien read the

Astor, B'way at q5th. (JU 6-2240)
“The Bigamist,” Edmond O'Brien, Joan Fon-
taine, lda Lupino.
Busou, zog W. 45th. (CO s5-8z15)
GILEERT AMD SULLIVAN.
CapitoL, B'way at sist, (JU 2-5060)
“liss Sadie Thompson' (in 3-D), Rita Hay-
worth, Jose Ferrer.
Criterton, B'way at ga4th, (JU z-lyg‘ﬁ}
“Peonovan's Brain,” Lew Ayres, Gene Evans.
GLoeg, B'way at 46th, (JU 6-5555)
“How to Marry a Millionaire” (in Cinema-
Scope), Marilyn Monroe, Betty Grable,
Lauren Bacall.
Houay, B'way at 47th. (CI 5-5530)
Through Jan. 26 (tentative): “Crime Wave,”
Phyllis Kirk, Gene Nelsomn. _
From Jan. z7y (tentative): “The Diamond
Queen,” Fernando Lamas, Arlene Dahl,

sonorities with skill, (Plaza, 42 E. 58th, EL
§5-3320.)

The Living Deserr—A Walt Disney nature film
that describes life and death among the
assorted rats, snakes, hawks, tarantulas,
tortoises, bats, and scorpions who populate
our Western deserts. Magnificently photo-
graphed, and often fascinating, but not for
the syueamish (Sutton, 3rd Ave. at 57th, PL
9-1411.)

Tue Roee—A costume drama dealing with early
Christians, All wool and a yard wide, owing
to the fact that it is done in CinemaScope.
Richard Burton, Victor Mature, Michael
Rennie, and Jean Simmons are prominent
among many. (Trans-Lux Colony, znd Ave,.
at 7gth, BU 8-9468; starting Jan. 26.)

Roman HoLipay— Audrey Hepburn makes some-
thing quite wonderful out of a trite story
about a roval princess on the loose in Rome,
Gregory Peck is on hand as an American
newspaperman, and it's all good fun. (Bar-
onet, ard Ave at soth, EL 5-1663; through
Jan. 2z, .. .9 Greenwich, Greenwich Ave. at
12th, WA ¢9-3350; through Jan. =23....
€ 68th St. Playhouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th,
RE 4-oz02; through Jan. 27, tentative.)

REVIV ALS

CuarLin Comepies—"Dough and Dynamite.”
“His Trysting Place,” and “Caught in a
Cabaret," all one-reelers from the silent past.
(Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-7014; starting Jan.
bl |

Conressions of A Mobet (1038)—Cinderella
stuff. Danielle Darrieux and Douglas Fair-
banks, Jr. Formerly called “The Rage of
Paris.” (Terrace, oth Ave. at z3rd, CH =2-
nz280: Jan. 26-27.)

Destry Ripes Acain (1030)—Marlene Dietrich’s
début in horse opera. With Una Merkel and
James Stewart, (Terrace, oth Ave. at z3rd,
CH z-9z80; Jan. z4-25.)

Forrow tHE FLEer (1936)—Fred Astaire, Gin-
ger Rogers, Irving Berlin music, and the
Navy, (Trans-Lux 7yznd 5t., 1st Ave. at
=2nd, BU 8-g304; through Jan. z7, tenta-
tive.)

Foreippen Games (1952)—A French film about
the effect of war and death on two small

THE BROADWAY AREA

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

Mavrair, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CI s5-9800)
Jan. z1: “Here Come the Girls,” Bob Hope,
Tony Martin, Arlene Dahl.
From Jan. zz: “Escape from Fort Bravo,”
William Holden, Eleanor Parker.
Music HaLL, 6th Ave, at goth. (Cl 6-4600)
“Knights of the Round Table” (in Cinema-
Scope), Robert Taylor, Ava Gardner, Mel
Ferrer,

Paramount, B'way at g43rd. (LO 3-1100)

“The Command” (in CinemaScope), Guy
Madison, Joan Weldon.

children. With Brigitte Fossey and Geurges
Poujouly (Thalia, B'way atgsth, AC 2-3370,
Jan. z1.)

Tre Lapy Yamisues (1938)—Hitcheock's express
train, with Dame May Whitty, Margaret
Lockwood, and Paul Lukas aboard (Beek-
man, 2nd Ave, at 66th, RE 7-2622; starting
Jan. z3.)

Last Houbay (1g50)}—Alec Guinness as a pre-
sumably doomed salesman having his final
fling at a fancy watering place. A British
picture. (Beverly, ird Ave. at soth, EL 5-
8r00; Jan. 24-26.)

Tue Limmie Worwp of Don Camitto (19531 —A
hardboiled priest (ernandel) frustratiou the
plans of a Communist mayor (Gino Cersi) in
a small [talian town. Made in [taly, with
French dialogue. (8th 5t. Playhouse, 52 W.
8th, GR 7-7874; through Jan 23.)

THE Mavrrese Farcon (1og41)—Humphrey Bo-
gart, Mary Astor, and Svdney Greenstreet in
the Dashiell Hammett yarn, (Trans-Lux
85th St., Madison at 8sth, BU 8-3180; Jan,
24-26.)

A Prace i THE SuN (1g21)—A wariation on
Dreiser’s “An American Tragedy.” Directed
by George Stevens, with Montgomery Clift,
Elizabeth Taylor, and Shelley Winters.
(Beverly, azrd Ave. at soth, EL s5-8790;
through Jan. 23.)

A Run ror Your Moner (1050)—More Alec
(Guinness, this time as a garden specialist
involved with a pair of Welsh miners on the
loose in London. (Beverly, 3rd Ave. at soth,
EL 5-8790; Jan. z24-26.)

SHapow ofF A Doust (1g43)—Ancother Hitch-
cock job, this vne about a mild little family
and a mysterious uncle., With Teresa
Wright and Joseph Cotten. (Trans-Lux
85th St., Madison at 8sth, BU 8-3180; Jan.
24-26.)

STRANGERS OM A TraIN (10351)—A Hitcheoek pic-
ture (this is his week) that deals with every-
thing from tennis to schizophrenia. With
Farley Granger and Robert Walker. (Bever-
ly, 3rd Ave. at soth, EL 5-87¢0; through
Jan. z3.)

Thue 39 Sters (1035)—And still further Hitch-
cock mystification, here concerned with a
chooting in a theatre, a man hunt in Scot-
land, and so on. A British film, with Made-
leine Carroll and Robert Donat, (Beekman,
znd Ave. at 66th, RE 7-2622; starting Jan.
23.)
useum ofF Mooern ARrT FiLm Lisrary—Through
Jan. z24: “The Band Concert” (1935), by
Walt Disney, with Mickey Mouse and Donald
Duck; and “Top Hat” (1g35), with Fred
Astaire and Ginger Rogers, and lyrics and
music by Irving Berlin. . . . Q@ Starting Jan.
25: “St. Louis Blues” (1928), with Bessie
Smith; *Zéro de Conduite” (1933), in
French, directed by Jean Vige; and “La
Péche a la Baleine"” (1934), in French, with
Jacyues Prevert. (Showings at 3 and 5:30. A
limited number of reservations are available,
but only to those applying for them in person
at the Museum, 11 W. 53rd, after noon on
the day of the showing.)

Rivour, B'way at 4oth. (CI 7-1633)
“King of the Khyber Rifles” (in Cinema-
Scope), Tyrone Power, Terry Moore,

Roxy, 7th Ave. at gsoth, (CI 7-foo0)
“Beneath the 12-Mile Reef” (in Cinema-
Seope), Terry Moore, Robert Wagner.

State, B'way at s5th. (JU =2-5070)
IT SHOULD HAPPEN TO YOU.

Yicroma, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540) .
“Forever Female,” Ginger Rogers, William
Holden

Warner, B'way at g7th, (CO 5-57117
“Cinerama,” a demonstration of a new
movie-projection  technique. (Mondays
through Thursdays at 2:40 and 8:40; Fri-
days at 7:30 and 10:30; Saturdays at 2, s,
#:40, and 11:40; and Sundays at 2, 5, and
8:50. Reserved seats only.)




EAST SIDE

Arr, 36 E. 8th. (GR 3-7014)
Through Jan. 26: “Hundred Hour Hunt,”
Anthony Steel, Jack Warner; and “Twice
Upon a Time,” Hugh Williams, Jack

Hawkins.
From Jan. 27: cHAPLIN COMEDIES (silent). re-
vival: and “Rules of the Game” (in

French), revival.

Acapemy of Music, 126 E. 14th. (GR 7-0653)

Through Jan, 23: “Three Sailors and a Girl,”
Jane Powell, Gordon MacRae; and “Thun-
der Over the Plains,” Randolph Scott, Lex
Barker.

Jan. 24-26: “Little Caesar,” revival, Edward
G. Robinson; and “Public Enemy,” revival,
James Cagney, Jean Harlow.

From Jan. z7: “Walking My Baby Back
Home,” Donald O’Connor, Janet Leigh;
and “Jack Slade,” Mark Stevens, Dorothy
Malone.

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-1660)

Jan. 21: FROM HERE TO ETERNITY.

Jan. z2-26: “Kiss Me Kate,” Kathryn Gray-
son, Howard Keel.

From Jan. 27: “Folly to Be Wise,” Alastair
Sim. Martita Hunt; and “The Passionate
Sentry,” Nigel Patrick, Valerie Hobson.

Beverty, 3rd Ave. at soth, (EL 5-8700)

Through Jan. 23: A PLACE IN THE SUN, revival;
and STRANGERS ON A TRAIN, Tevival.

Jan. 24-26: LAST HOLIDAY, revival; and A RuN
FOR YOUR MONEY, revival.

From Jan. z7: “The Story of Three Loves,”
revival, Kirk Douglas, James Mason, Pier
Angeli; and “Pat and Mike™ revival,
Spencer Tracy, Katharine Hepburn.

LexineTon, Lexington at s1st. (PL ganggﬁ]

Through Jan. 24: “Botany Bay,” Alan Ladd,

James Mason; and “Flight to Tangier,”
Joan Fontaine, gar:k‘ Palance.

Jan. 25-26: “The Assassin,” revival, Richard
Todd, Eva Bartok; and “Phantom from
Space,” revival, Ted Cooper.

From Jan. 27: “Easy to Love,” Esther Wil-
liams, Van Johnson; and “Main Street to
Broadway,” Herb Shriner and a whole lot
of other people.

Trans-Lux52npSt., Lexingtonatsznd.(PL3-2434)
“Lili,” Leslie Caron, Mel Ferrer.

Sutton, 3rd Ave, at g7th, (PL g-1411)
THE LIVING DESERT.

R.K.O. 581d S1., 3rd Ave. at 58th, (EL 5-3577)

Through Jan. 23: “Three Sailors and a Girl,"”

Jane Powell, Gordon MacRae; and “Thun-

der Over the Plains,” Randolph Scott, Lex
Barker.

Jan. 24-26: “Little Caesar,” revival, Edward
G. Robinson; and “Public Enemy,” revival,
James Cagney, Jean Harlow.

From Jan. 27: “Walking My Baby Back
Home,” Donald O'Connor, Janet Leigh;
and “Jack Slade,” Mark Stevens, Dorothy
Malone.

Fine Arts, 128 E. 58th. (PL 5-6030)
THE CONQUEST OF EYEREST.

Piaza, 4z E. g8th. (EL 5-3320)

JULIUS CAESAR.

Baroner, 3rd Ave. at soth. (EL 5-1663)
Through Jan. z2: ROMAN HOLIDAY.
Jan, 23-24: THE CRUEL SEA.
From Jan. 2z5: “The Final Test,” Jack
Warner, Robert Morley.

Trans-Lux 607H S1., Madison at 6ath. (PL 5-2746)
“The Horse’s Mouth,” Robert Beatty, Vir-
rinia McKenna,

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

Through Jan, zz: “Kiss Me Kate,” Kathryn
Gravson, Howard Keel, and “Fighter At-
tack ” Sterling Hayden, J. Carrol Naish.

Jan. 23: “Three Guys Named Mike,” revival,
Jane Wyman, Van Johnson: and “The
Clown,” revival, Red Skelton, Jane Greer.

Jan, 24-25: “Calamity Jane,” Doris Day,
Howard Keel; and “The Glass Web,” Ed-
ward G. Robinson, John Forsythe.

Jan. 26-27: “Penny Princess,” revival, Yo-
lande Donlan, Dirk Bogarde; and “To-
morrow Is Forever,” revival, Claudette
Colbert, Orson Welles.

BeexmaN, 2nd Ave. at 66th, (RE 7-2622)
Through Jan. 22: “Kiss Me Kate,” Kathryn
Grayson, Howard Keel.
From Jan. 23: THE 39 stees, revival; and THE
LADY VAMNISHES, revival.

NEIGHBORHOOD
HOUSES

SeMeTeWeTeFeS
21 |22 | 23

24 | 25126 | 27

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST
APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED
ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE

687H ST. PLavHouse, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (RE 4-0302)
Through Jan. 27 (tentative): ROMAN HOLIDAY.

Loew's 72np S1., 3rd Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-7222)

Through Jan. 24: “Botany Bay,” Alan Ladd,

James Mason; and “Flight to Tangier,”
Joan Fontaine, Jack Palance.

Jan. 25-26: “The Assassin,” revival, Richard
Todd, Eva Bartgk; and “Phantom from
Space,” revival, Ted Cooper.

From Jan. z7: “Easy to Love,” Esther Wil-
liams, Van Johnson; and “Main Street to
Broadway,” Herb Shriner and a whole lot
of other people.

Trans-Lux 72np ST., 15t Ave. at72nd. (BU 8-0304)
Through Jan. 27 (tentative): FOLLOW THE FLEET,
revival,
Trans-Lux Corony, 2nd Ave.at 7oth. (BU 8-9468)
Through Jan. 23: “Kiss Me Kate,” Kathryn
Grayson, Howard Keel;, and "“Savage
Mutiny,” revival, Johnny Weissmuller.
Jan. z4-25: To be announced,
From Jan. 26: THE ROBE, ~

Trans-Lux 85tH ST., Madison at 85th. (BUB-3180)
Through Jan., 23: “Murder on Monday,”
Ralph Richardson, Margaret Leighton.
Jan. 24-26: THE MALTESE FALCON, revival; and
SHADOW OF A DOUEBT, revival.
From Jan. z7: “The Actress,” Spencer Tracy,
Jean Simmons.

R.K.O. 861H S7., Lexington at 86th. (AT o¢-8g00)

Through Jan. 23: “Three Sailors and a Girl,”

Jane Powell, Gordon MacRae; and “Thun-

der Over the Plains,” Randolph Scott, Lex
Barker.

Jan. z4-26: “Little Caesar,” revival, Edward
G. Robinson; and “Public Enemy,” revival,
James Cagney, z]ean Harlow.

From Jan. z7: “Walking My Baby Back
Home,” Donald O'Connor, Janet Leigh;
and “Jack Slade,” Mark Stevens, Dorothy
Malone.

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

Through Jan. z4: “Botany Bay,” Alan Ladd,
James Mason; and “Flight to Tangier,”
Joan Fontaine, Jack Palance.

Jan. 25-26: “The Assassin,” revival, Richard
Todd, Eva Bartok; and “Phantom from
Space,” revival, Ted Cooper.

From Jan. 27: “Easy to Love,” Esther Wil-
liams, Van Johnson; and “Main Street to
Broadway,” Herb Shriner and a whole lot
of other people.

WEST SIDE

Waverty, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA ¢-8038)

Jan. z1: “Kiss Me Kate,” Kathryn Grayson,
Howard Keel: and “Pat and Mike,” re-
vival, Spencer Tracy, Katharine Hepburn.

Jan. z2-23: “The Beggar’s Opera,” Laurence
Olivier; and “Something Money Can’t
Puy,” Patricia Roec, Anthony Steel.

Jan. z4-25: “Calamity Jane,” Doris Day,
Howard Keel: and “The Glass Web,"” Ed-
ward G. Robinson.

From Jan. 26: “The Actress,” Spencer Tracy,
Jean Simmons; and “Take the High
Ground,” Richard Widmark, Karl Malden.

81H S1. Pravnouse, 52 W. Bth. (GR 7-7874)
Through Jan. 25: THE LITILE WORLD OF DON
camitto (in French), revival,
From Jan. 26: “The Actress,”
Tracy, Jean Simmons.

SHErRIDAN, 7th Ave. at 12th, (WA ¢-2166)

Through Jan. 24: “Botany Bay,” Alan Ladd,
James Mason; and “Flight to Tangier,”
Joan Fontaine, Jack Palance.

Jan, 25-26: “The Assassin,” revival, Richard
Todd, Eva Bartok; and “Phantom from
Space,” revival, Ted Cooper.

From Jan. 27: “Easy to Love,” Esther Wil-

Spencer
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liams, Van Johnson; and “Main Street to
Broadway,” Herb Shriner and a whole lot
of other people.

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

Through Jan. 23: ROMAN Hotipay; and “Out-

post in Malaya,” revival, Claudette Col-
bert, Jack Hawkins.

Jan. z4-26: “Stalag 17,” William Holden,
Don Taylor: and “Holiday Affair,” revival,
Robert Mitchum, Janet Leigh.

From Jan. z7: “Folly to Be Wise,” Alastair
Sim, Martita Hunt; and “The FPassionate
Sentry,” Nigel Patrick, Valerie Hobson.

R.K.O. 23rp Sr., 8th Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-3440)

Through Jan. 23: “Three Sailors and a Girl,”

Jane Powell, Gordon MacRae; and “Thun-

der Over the Plains,” Randolph Scott, Lex
Barker.

Jan. 24-26: “Little Caesar,” revival, Edward
G. Robinson; and “Public Enemy,” revival,
James Cagney, Jean Harlow.

From Jan. 27: “Walking My Baby Back
Home,” Donald O’Connor, Janet Leigh;
and “Jack Slade,” Mark Stevens, Dorothy
Malone,

Terrace, oth Ave. at z3rd. (CH 2-g9280)

Through Jan. z3: “Kiss Me Kate,” Kathryn
Grayson, Howard Keel; and “Fighter At-
tack,” Sterling Hayden, J. Carrol Naish.

Jan. 24-25: DESTRY RIDES AGAIN, revival; and
“Savage Mutiny,” revival, Johnny Weiss-
muller.

Jan, 26-27: CONFESSIONS OF A MODEL, revival;
and “Shockproof,” revival, Cornel Wilde,
Patricia Knight.

Guio, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-z406)
“Times Gone By” (in Italian), Vittorio De
Sica. Aldo Fabrizi.

55tH ST. PLavHouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6-4500)
“The Spice of Life” (in French), Noel-No€él

Normanpig, 110 W, gyth. (JU 6-4448)

“The Golden Coach,” Anna Magnani. (Show-
ings at 2:30 and 8:30; extra performances
Saturdays and Sundays at 5:30. Reserved
seats only.)

Lirtee Carnecie, 146 W. s7th. (CI 6-3454)
Hei; and “White Mane” (in French), Alain
Emery.

Pamis, 4 W. s8th. (MU 8-0134)
THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE,

Loew's 83rp St1., B'way at 83rd. (TR 7-3190)

Through Jan. 24: “Botany Bay,” Alan Ladd,
James Mason; and “Flight to Tangier.™
Joan Fontaine, Jack Palance.

Jan. 25-26: “The Assassin,” revival, Richard
Todd, Eva Bartok; and “Phantom from
Space,” revival, Ted Cooper, ~

From Jan. z7: “Easy to Love,” Esther Wil-
liams, Van Johnson; and “Main Street to
Broadway,” Herb Shriner and a whole lot
of other people.

Tuauia, B'way at gsth. (AC 2-3370)

Jan, 21: roreiopEN GAMEs (in French), re-
vival; and “The Sinners” (in French),
revival,

From Jan. z2: “The Seven Deadly Sins” (in
French and Italian), revival, Michele
Morgan, Gérard Philipe.

Riversipg, B'way at o6th. (RI g-9861)

Through Jan. 26: “Three Sailorsand a Girl,”
Jane Powell, Gordon MacRae; and “Thun-
der Over the Plains,” Randolph Scott, Lex
Barker.

From Jan. 27: To be announced.

Ouymria, B'way at ro7th. (UN 5-8128)

Through Jan. z4: “Botany Bay,” Alan Ladd,
James Mason; and “Flight to Tangier,”
Joan Fontaine, Jack Palance.

Jan. 25-26: “The Assassin,” revival, Richard
Todd, Eva Bartok; and “Phantom from
Space,” revival, Ted Cooper.

From Jan, z7: “Easy to Love,” Esther Wil-
liams, Van Johnson; and “Main Street to
Broadway,” Herb Shriner and a whole lot
of other people.

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

Through Jan. 23: “Three Sailors and a Girl,”
Jane Powell, Gordon MacRae; and “Thun-
der Over the Plains,” Randolph Scott, Lex
Barker.

Jan. z4-26: “Little Caesar,” revival, Edward
G. Robinson; and “Public Enemy,” revival,
James Cagney, Jean Harlow,

From Jan. z7: “Walking My Baby Back
Home,” Donald O’Connor, Janet Leigh;
and “Jack Slade,” Mark Stevens, Dorothy
Malone.
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A NEW GENERAL MOTORS ENGINEERING DEVELOPME]

HARRISON

Loes “Out in Lront’in

AIR CONDITIONING

with a completely new system for hot weather comfort

Available in the
1954 PONTIAC

ON SPECIAL DISPLAY AT THE GM MOTORAMA, WALDORF ASTORIA



*Ifarrisun Radiator Divi-
sion of General Motors Cor-
ﬁm&iﬂn ts the world’s largest

ilder of temperature-con-
trol systems for motor cars.

lo give you

Fresh Cool Air

Jor your summer driving

Now Harrison Radiator Division of Gen-
eral Motors brings you something entirely
new in automotive air conditioning—a
complete, compact, practical system for
keeping you cool in your car.

It is the first system to be produced with
all cooling elements located “up front”, out
of sight and out of the way. Fresh, refriger-
ated outside air flows from adjustable jets
on the instrument panel, cools you quickly,
gently and evenly from the front.

With Harrison’s simple, full-range con-
trol, the cooled air entering the car can be
adjusted to suit the comfort of the passen-
gers. With Harrison’s adjustable jet out-
lets, you can direct the cool air stream
exactly where you want it. Another
General Motors engineering “‘first™,
Harrison’s advanced, “out in front” Air
Conditioning System is now featured in
the great new Pontiac for 1954. See it at
your Pontiac dealer’s.

1 FRESH
REFRIGERATED
AIR FROM
THE FRONT

2 COOLED TO
JUST THE RIGHT
TEMPERATURE

3 DIRECTED JUST
WHERE YOU
WANT IT

AIR CONDITIONING SYSTEM




SINCE WAY BACK WHEN!!

Chevrolet has been “stopping the show”
ever since the 1927 model pictured above
came on the scene. That year, inciden-
tally, marked the beginning of Chevrolet’s
popularity leadership, and over the entire
period since then, Chevrolet has been
America’s first choice car.

You’ll see why Chevrolet is stopping
the show again this year when you visit

THE NEW 1954 CHEVROLET
Brimming with Beauty!

the General Motors Motorama. You'll see
the beautiful new Chevrolet for 1954—
the car that’s Powered for Performarnce!
. . . Engineered for Economy! And you’ll
see the sensational new Chevrolet Cor-
vette — the first all-American sports car.

See these and other exciting attractions
at the Motorama, Waldorf-Astoria, Janu-
ary 21 through 26. Admission free.

THE NEW CHEVROLET CORVEITE
First All-American Sports Car!

CHEVROLET
on display at the General Motors

MOTORAMA
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‘
France Iﬁlulely different! No other place on earth

offers you such rich ond varied travel experience: the

1."\

charm and sparkle of Paris—the inspiration of great French
monuments and museums—the beauty of French villages

and countryside —and the unparalleled excellence of food

and wines. Let your Travel Agent help you plan now the
frip you'll cherish always—and for booklets and maps,
write: Dept. E-17, Box 221, New York 10, N. Y.

FRENCH GOVERNMENT TOURIST OFFICE

MEW YORK « CHICAGO =« SAMNM FRANCISCO « LOS ANGELES ¢« NEW ORLEANS « MONTREAL
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Model shoun above is the 1954 Cadillac Convertible

Advanced styling features include a comn-
pletely redesigned grille and bumper
assembly, a new panoramic windshield,
with a new Z2-inch overhanging roof
extension on the sedans, a new cowl air
intake at the base of the windshield, a
new headlamp design with new head-

lamp visors, and a new V" and crest.




FOR Y EARS TO

s,

T'his is not just a new model. It is a wholly restyled and
-ompletely re-engineered Cadillac—new, from its more
massive grille to its more distinctive rear deck.

[t is lower and longer in silhouette . . . more modern and
sraceful in its body lines . . . and with greater majesty
and dignity in every detail. Beyond question, it is destined
to influence the design of motor cars for years to come.

Matching this new exterior beauty, and adding their own
full measure of glamour and graciousness to the car, are
Cadillac’s luxurious new interiors—more generously pro-
portioned and more beautifully appointed than ever before.

And, what is even more remarkable, this wonderful new
Cadillac is as thrilling to drive as it is to see!

A great new 230-horsepower engine has added new power

YOUR

and responsiveness. A vastly improved Hydra-Matic
Drive provides even greater smoothness and flexibility.
Advanced Cadillac Power Steering brings with it a whaﬁﬁ
new concept of steering and handling ease. And new
Cadillac Power Braking® has introduced wonderful new
motoring safety and convenience.

This greater Cadillac beauty—and this finer Cadillac
performance—are available for 1954 in three brilliant new
series of motor cars . . . the remarkable Series 62, the
magnificent Fleetwood Series 60 Special and the distin-
guished Fleetwood Series 75. And, of course, there is the
supremely beautiful Eldorado.

These Inspiring creations are in our showroom now—
awaiting your critical inspection. We cordially invite you
to see and drive them at your earliest opportunity.

¥ptional af extra cost.

CADILLAC DEALER




Sign of a good time to fly

No snowdrifts, no icy roads when you travel along TWA’s “fair-weather
level.” Just a smooth, relaxed, easy-going atmosphere as your swift TWA
Constellation speeds you to your destination. You nap, read, catch up on work
— feast yourself on delicious complimentary meals while snow-covered roads
and surface storms pass unnoticed below. Try it on your next trip. Sun and fun are only hours owoy via TWA. Big fare

: : y savings with TWA’s economical Sky Tourist service fo
You'll discover there’s every good reason to fly . . . every season of the year. Cisliforaba. Arizenn:: the Mediomtneon i I

Where in the world do you want to T
go? For information and reservofions, ’F/ _é h f t F ‘ Y
call TWA, or see your fravel agent }/ e ” 95 -0 e —

TRANS WORLD AIHIIHES

-

X
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Pontiac presents

the pattern for

fHE STRATO-STREAK
Spectptar sporfs cor, .
cwsbom built fer ofsploy nnlr,_; ;

See the magnificent new Pontiacs
at the Motorama. Explore the fu-
ture with Pontiac. See the completely
new Star Chief—herald of a new
value trend with fine-car length,
luxury, beauty and performance at
prices near the lowest. Look at the
special Motorama models—the fas-
1 cinating Strato-Streak and Bonne-
ville Special. Get the proof that this
year, or any year, dollar for dollar
you can't beat a Pontiac.

@ PONTIAC

THE BONNEVILLE SPECIAL

Speciol sports car bulll solely
feor the Motoromao.

g

8 T '*-“-'f*"mﬁ""‘ e Tk

THE STAR CHIEF PONTIAC
Magnificent new leader of the '54 Pontioc line.

DON'T MISS THE GM MOTORAMA AT THE WALDORF-ASTORIA e ADMISSION FREE—USE 49TH ST. ENTRANCE
SEE YOUR NEAREST PONTIAC DEALER




. . . and at East Orange, White Plains and Manhasset

FIFTH AVENUE

B. ALTMAN & CO.

W.. the finest, most subtle
R T e

nylons ever . . . 75 gauge’’ is the

secret of their filminess

DEXDALE works this magic for you, spinning thin filaments of

yarns into the sheerest flattery for your legs. The soft colors . . . Maple
N and Bermuda Beige . . . are nearly invisible . . . only

the hair-line seams and delicate heels reveal that you're

wearing stockings at all! 12 denier, sizes 8 1/2 to 11,

in proportioned lengths, pair 2.95

F Altman hosiery, main floor
L
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THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

VER since a Philadelphia corre-
E spondent wrote us that the State

of Pennsylvania, which imposed
a limited sales tax not long ago, exempt-
ing wearing apparel and certain other
“necessity’”’ items, has defined in this
nontaxable category men’s suspenders,
women’s hats, nuts, ten-cent-and-under
candy, and women’s girdles, the while
setting up as taxable luxuries men’s
neckties, men’s garters, eleven-cent-
and-over candies, and men’s girdles,
we’'ve been trying to reconstruct, from
the bones of this table, the lawyer who
drew it up. Hollywood-shirted, good
figure, bad case of varicose veins, stylish-
stout wife, children with modest con-
fectionery tastes—O.K. But what’s he
exempted nuts for? Nothing is more
fattening. Let him keep on munching
those nontaxable pecans and he’ll be

Lo
5

driven into a luxurious, taxable men’s
girdle. There must be something
wrong with our anthropology. Well,
the Piltdown man 1s a fake, and this will
have to do.

UR intermittent buttonholing of
spry octogenarians, or better,
has prompted a seventy-nine-year-old
friend to send us a letter he received the
other day from Robert W. Service, who
wrote ‘““T’he Shooting of Dan Mec-
Grew” forty-seven years ago and re-
cently celebrated his eightieth birthday
at the Villa Aurore, Monte Carlo,
where he is too far away for us to but-
tonhole him.

To me [Service wrote, forgetting, per-
haps, that he was addressing a man only
one year his junier], my age seems unreal
and a little weird, and if I only had a long
beard and half a dozen concubines I might

feel like a Bible patriarch. However, the
flag is full mast high and the old hulk
breasting the billows. All the men I knew
of my generation have beat me to the bone-
yard, silly asses! There’s a lot of fun in
living, even after eighty. and the last phase
of life should be the happiest. The decent
thing to die of is Old Age, and as an advo-
cate of Longevity it's up to me to prove it.
I don't smoke, rarely drink alcohol, and am
a ninety-per-cent vegetarian. I eat once a
day—nothing in the morning and a snack
supper. I never drink at meals and eat
very slowly. I walk three hours a day and
sleep ten. The lyric spring still bubbles
up and most days I make a rhyme or two.
"The end of this month I will be sending my
last verse book to my publishers. Anything
I do from now on will, I suppose, be pub-
lished posthumously, Well, I've had a good
innings and am still amazingly alert.

Service is a British subject, and, ac-
cording to our Concise Oxford Diction-
ary, the word ““innings,” a cricket term,
has as a figurative meaning tenure of
office or dominance of political party.
Service’s party is the Sourdoughs, of
which he is chairman of the board. We
wish him continuing tenure, and never

a rhymeless day.
AS a general thing, we don’t like to
talk shop, but the fact is that a
writer has just submitted to us a piece of
fiction accompanied by a word count, a
self-addressed, stamped envelope, and a
bank reference. “Such & Such National
Bank,” it reads. “Account No. 528.”
“This shows a nice spirit. [t makes us feel
that the contributor’s story (which we
haven’t read yet) must deal, like the
works of Edith Wharton and Lous
Auchincloss, with responsible, well-
heeled characters, and that she (for Ac-

i i

count No. 528 is a lady) expects, upon
acceptance, to send us a check, rather
than sit around waiting for us to send
her one. We have made an appointment

with our treasurer, and plan to propose to
him that any writer giving a really first-
class bank reference be excused from
enclosing a stamped return envelope.

Doawnhill Fast

E’RE fresh from a chat with a
man who has had the good sense
to turn two of his youthful avocations
into a vocation, and a highly profitable
one at that. The sensible man is John

Jay, of Williamstown, Massachusetts—

he’s a great-great-great-grandson of the
John Jay—and the youthful avocations
were skiing and taking color movies.

Now, at thirty-eight, he has become a
sort of latter-day Burton Holmes on
skis, giving eighty or so shows a year
that combine movies of skiing activities
in various resorts here and abroad with
a lighthearted, more or less impromptu
commentary. His audiences range in
space, climate, and cultural interests
from schoolteachers in upstate New
York to Panamint Indians in Death
Valley. A sizable fraction of his movies
have been taken, at the risk of his
neck and camera, in breathless downhill
pursuit of some of the best and fast-
est skiers on earth, and when you sit
watching the screen, with maybe the
tips of two skis showing in the fore-
ground and the base of a snow-covered
Alp or Rocky coming up to meet you
at a rate of more than forty miles
an hour—well, 1t may not be Cin-
erama, but you're likely to moan with
relief when the bottom of the slope
is reached. Anyhow, the schoolteachers
moan. As for those Death Valley In-
dians, their chief informed Jay that he
would have nothing to do with skis.
“Skis no good,” said the chief, firmly
planted in sand two hundred and eighty
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“‘But in a larger sense, we cannot dedicate, we cannot

consecrate, we cannot hallow this ground ...

feet below sea level. “They take me
places I don’t want to go.”

After graduating from Williams, in
1938, Jay went to work for “The
March of Time,” then got a commis-
sion from the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way to make a promotional movie about
skiing in the Bantf-Lake Louise area,
where the season 1s from November to
May. Next, the Grace Line had him
make a movie about skiing in the Andes,
where the season is from June to Octo-
ber. He regards it as a proof of the
beneficence of providence that good
skiing is to be found somewhere on
earth all the year round; the occasional
difficulties are, he claims, mostly man-
made. “Like having to take a siesta in
the Andes,” he said with Yankee im-
patience. “The ski lifts begin working
at eleven in the morning, then stop
from noon to three. It starts getting
dark about five, so you can see how
much skiing gets done.”

During the war, Jay served with ski
troops stationed at Camp Hale, Colo-
rado. “Our job was to teach guys how
to ski in six weeks, and we did,” he said.
“A lot of them were from the Deep
South and spent the whole time grous-
ing about their ‘torture boahds.”” He
has been a skier-cameraman-lecturer
for eight years now and 1s sull pleasant-
ly astonished by the vast number of
people who apparently ask nothing bet-
ter of life than to sit in a warm, safe

yn

place and look at pictures of other
people careering down mountains or
off ski jumps. “Skiing, which people
think of as having been a popular Amer-
ican sport for decades, actually got its
first big boost in this country in 1932,
when the winter Olympics were held at
Lake Placid,” he said. “By now, there
are supposed to be three million skiers
between here and Califormia, and, of
course, a good many of them turn up for
my shows, but sometimes 1t happens that
not a single person in the audience has
ever been on skis in his life. I'm just back
from ten days in the Hawaiian Islands,
where I showed my films to over twenty
thousand people, including the lepers of
Molokai. No skiers in Hawaii. A while
ago, I gave a show at the Colony Club
here—nothing but ladies. Three white-
haired dowagers arrived in wheelchairs
and got such a bang out of the show that
they nearly turned their chairs over.”

Every winter, Mr. Jay and his wife,
who is also an expert skier, fly a select
group to Europe for a skiing holiday.
The principal requirement for the trip
(aside from the necessary, which comes
to about a thousand dollars) is that you
know how to ski. Last year, there were
forty-one in the party. They left Idle-
wild on a Saturday morning, dressed
in ski boots, parkas, and so on, to keep
down excess-baggage charges, arrived
in Zurich on Sunday afternoon, and by
sunset were high in the little Alpine
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village of Ziirs, with ten feet of snow
on the inn roof over their heads. “We
skied Grindelwald, Klosters, and Cor-
tina d’Ampezzo,” Jay said. “Had a
marvellous time. One poor fellow broke
his leg in three places the first day ,out
but decided to stay with the party. Said
he’d rather recuperate hobbling about
Switzerland than hobbling about New
York. This year, we’ll be skiing Bad-
gastein, Ziirs, and Klosters. The lift at
Klosters is thirty-five hundred feet long,
gives you runs of up to ten miles, and
starts at the front door of the hotel.
After the main party flies home, my
wife and I are taking a few people on
to Sicily, for skiing on Mount Etna, and
from there to French Morocco, for
skiimg at Marrakech, way up in the
Atlas Mountains, and from there to La
Molina, in the Spanish Pyrenees, for
still more skiing. The thing is you have
to be a nut about skiing. Know what 1
do in my spare time?” “Water-ski,”
we guessed, and we were right.

INCIDENTAL INTELLIGENCE: Red
crayon scrawl on the wall of the up-
town Eighth Avenue subway platform
at Fiftieth Street, in the Gallic neighbor-
hood of the Brittany and the Paris-Brest
restaurants: “Madeleine aime Lucten.”

Tristan

UR recent mention of Bermuda as

one of the world’s most remote
inhabited islands led us to bone up on
the inhabited 1sland that is the most re-
mote— I ristan da Cunha, which sits all
by itself in the middle of the South At-
lantic, nineteen hundred miles from
Cape Town and twenty-three hundred
miles from Rio de Janeiro. Tristan has
a population of between two and three
hundred people, whose nearest off-
island neighbors are on St. Helena, six-
teen hundred miles to the northeast and
itself no slouch for remoteness. Tristan
had little traffic with the rest of the
world until 1949, when a group of
South African firms built two plants on
the island for the quick-freezing of
spiny-lobster tails, the only natural re-
source in which Trstan is rich. About
a million pounds of spmy-lobster tails
are now shipped out of Tristan annual-
ly; part of the pack reaches New York
as South African lobster tails. Up to
1949, it was rare for as many as three
ships a year to put in at Tristan, and
sometimes three years would pass with-
outa ship’s being so much as sighted. The
top of-an enormous extinct volcano,
Tristan is roughly circular in shape,
has a diameter of nine miles, and rises
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at the center to a height of over sixty-
seven hundred feet. It was discovered
in 1506 by the Portuguese explorer
Tristio da Cunha, who made no effort
to land, and small wonder, for the island
is without natural harbors and in most
places leaps out of the sea to form cliffs
one or two thousand feet high.

Nobody paid much attention to T'ris-
tan until the eighteenth century, when
whaling ships started putting in there
for fresh water. For a while, too, it
proved a profitable hunting ground for
sealers. In 1811, Jonathan Lambert,
a native of Salem, Massachusetts, set-
tled on the island with several com-
panions, and it has been continuously
inhabited ever since. Noting that the
island had never been formally claimed
by any country, Lambert claimed it for
himself and his heirs, and sent a proc-
lamation announcing that fact to the
Boston Gazette, with instructions that
copies should be forwarded to every
chancellery in Europe. Lambert also
designed a flag—blue and red diamonds
on a white ground—to fly over his em-
pire. Roused to action by his get-up-
and-go, the British claimed the island
in 1815. That was the year Napoleon
was installed on St. Helena; the follow-
ing year, to make sure that Tristan
wasn’t used as a base for rescuing Na-
poleon, the British placed a garrison on
the island. By then, drownings or intra-
mural fights had killed off all but one
membér of Lambert’s party. In 1817,
feeling less edgy about Boney, the Brit-
ish removed the garrison, but a corporal
named William Glass, formerly a gen-
tleman’s gentleman, and his wife, two
children, and two soldiers were given
permission to remain.

Glass, a most Admirable Crichton,
ruled the island mildly and wisely for
thirty-five years. The little colony
slowly gained strength through the as-
similation of castaways and deserters
and through a judicious importation of
wives from St. Helena and the Cape
Colony. Mrs. Glass set a lively pace for
the rest of the island ladies by producing
fourteen more children. The present
inhabitants trace their ancestry back to
most of the countries of western Europe,
as well as to the United States, Africa,
and Malaya. Among them, they have
but seven surnames—Green, Glass,
Swain, Lavarello, Rogers, Hagan, and
Repetto. They avoid close intermar-
riage and are a highly moral people.
Until 1948, there was no formal body
of law, for none was needed. Crime and
violence are unknown. Moreover, the
people are as neat as they are temperate,
The one native of Tristan who com-
mitted suicide cut his throat with a

razor, then folded the razor and put it
back in his pocket. Disease is rare and
death is nearly always due to accident
or old age. The island’s principal
health problem is the wave of colds that
follows the arrival of a ship. The na-
tives never brush their teeth, which are
said to be the best in the world.

Life on T'ristan has always been hard.
The only crop that can be scratched
from the poor soil is potatoes. The basic
diet is fish, birds’ eggs, and potatoes,
each item taken at a separate meal. All
the houses are on a four-square-mile
plateau on the north side of the island,
known officially as Edinburgh, in honor
of a visit paid to it in 1867 by the
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then Duke of Edinburgh. The is-
landers have long since forgotten the
Duke. Edinburgh is known locally
both as “the settlement” and as “the
houses.” The houses are built of porous
volcanic stone, have walls up to six feet
thick, and are thatched with flax from
New Zealand. The chief domestic re-
finement is mattresses of penguin feath-
ers. 1 he Reverend E. H. Dodgson, a
brother of Lewis Carroll, was once the
rector of the only church on Tristan.
The natives have forgotten him, too.
They are, however, very proud of being
part of the British Empire, and run up
the Union Jack whenever a ship is
sighted. The first three questions put to

T

p— i - —

o g, =

“IPs kind of a dull, heavy

hackache. I have it every morning when I wake up.”
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a Briton who went ashore there in 1937,
no one else having visited the island in
eight months, were “How’s the King
and Queen?,” “Was they crowned?,”
and “What warsison?”

The islanders “sir” strangers lavishly,
have a small vocabulary, and are reluc-
tant to learn new words. They rarely
use the past tense, favor double compara-
tives, and say “half” for “very’’—no
one knows why. Puns have no mean-
ing for them. The island’s place names
have a pleasant narrative quality. Such
names as the Ridge Where the Goat
Jump Off are always spoken in full.
“North” and “south” have fallen into
disuse over the years, and “east” and
“west” get hard wear indeed; islanders
speak, for example, of the east end of a
table or bench. Birthdays are important,
particularly the first, twenty-first, and
fiftieth. “Going out to tea” signifies a
visit beginning at any hour and last-
ing from a few minutes to several days.
Since 1938, Tristan has been a depend-
ency of St. Helena, and since the end
of 1948 it has had a resident admin-
istrator. The British have often pro-
nounced Tristan uninhabitable and have
offered to resettle the natives in South
Africa, but the natives would have none
of it. Now that the freezer plants are in
operation, the British will probably stop
worrying.

Skunked
RATHER long-winded lady has

just given us an example of the
death of the faculty of attention, which
she believes is rampant. Let her present
it in her own heart-rending words: “I
suppose, like everybody else in the world,
you've learned that if you’re paying
anybody to do anything for you, they’ll
give you anything you want except
their attention. I mean painters will
deliberately paint your place orange
when you’ve begged for plain white,
and if you buy a rose, the florist can’t
wait to break it off at the neck and
garrote 1t with wire and sticky green
paper, and strip all the leaves and thorns,
and people come to scrape your living-
room floor on the day when you’re hav-
ing a few people in, and then you come
home to find the living-room floor done
but the bathroom floor looking as though
the Russian Army had marched over
it, even though you begged them to re-
member you had just gone down on
both knees and scrubbed it. The strange
thing about it all is that there is no re-
course for any of these things. The paint
is on the walls and it was your stupidity
for not explaining what color white s,
and the rose is ruined, and there’s noth-

ing to be done about the floor except
get right down again and hope it'll be
done, and you’ll be ready, by the time
those people show up. For some reason,
you’re stuck with the damage, and also
for some reason you owe the money,
and if you get angry, the workers or
florists have the right to smule at what
a ridiculous object you are. I mean
youw’re stuck with their mistake but
somehow it turns out to be your mis-
take,

“Now the end has come. I had that
little black-and-white skunk bag that 1
was inhumanly fond of and I had the
idea of having a collar made to match it,
so I took it to this very goed little shop
downtown and asked the girls there if
they’d get me the collar. They said yes
and called their man, and he said sure
he could make the collar, but he would
have to have the bag to match the color
of the skin. He said he would have to
have the bag. So, after some protest, I
left the bag and carted my belongings
away in a paper bag, and today they
called up in agony to say that the little
man had turned up with the collar, but
when they said, “Where’s the bag?’ he
said, “‘Well, T didn’t think she’d want
the frame, so I threw it away.” He had
made the bag into the collar. He said he
only wanted the bag to match the skin,
and then he chopped up this madly
expensive bag and made a measly little
collar out of it.”

Well, there you are, in case you've
paid any attention.

Accessible

rancis W. H. Apawms, the new

Police Commissioner, is a tall, mod-
est, keen-looking, well-built, well-
dressed man of forty-nine, an amateur
painter, an ornament of the University
Club, the occupant of an apartment in
the East Nineties and a country place in
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Alford, Massachusetts, a graduate of
Williams and of Fordham Law, and the
product of an outdoorsy boyhood in
New York and New Jersey. He re-
ceived us in the Commissioner’s office,
at Headquarters, last week, and invited
us to examine several artifacts—a desk
installed by Teddy Roosevelt, Golden
Gloves won by the Department, and a
musty statuette inscribed ‘““The Rescue:
An Episode of Central Park” and show-
ing a mounted policeman rescuing a
fainting, sidesaddle lady from her run-
away horse. Dark walls of elaborately
carved wood surrounded us; scrolls
abounded; a small, semi-secret door led
to a tiny bird-cage elevator, the vehicle
of the Commissioner’s arrivals and de-
partures. “You expect to see Fouché’s
chost slip out of the walls,” he said, al-
luding to an earlier police official. “I
translated a French life of Fouché into
English once. I wonder what happened
to it.”

We turned the Commissioner’s
thoughts a century or so ahead, and
he said, “My father, who died very
recently, had a wonderful old Dutch
Colonial house in Saddle River. I rode
to public school in Hohokus, a mile
and a half away, on my horse. All
the kids had horses. We stabled them
at an inn near the school. My father,
a cold-storage-warechouse man, kept
trotting horses and was president of the
Hohokus Riding and Driving Associa-
tion. My family on both sides is part
Yankee, part Irish. I think the good
part of me is Irish.” He decided to
go into law in 1925, after Williams.
“It seemed a good way to avoid selling
bonds,” he told us. While at law school,
he clerked at (3’ Brien, Boardman, Con-
boy, Memhard & Early, and then prac-
ticed with the irm until 1934. Next, he
was Assistant United States Attorney
for the Southern District of New York,
chief of the criminal division of the
United States Attorney’s Office, Chief
Assistant United States Attorney, Unit-
ed States Attorney, and Special Assist-
ant to the Attorney General. As part of
the last job, he investigated the burning
of the steamship Morro Castle, in 1934,
which resulted in a hundred and thirty-
four deaths. “We presented the case to
the grand jury,” he said. “Over a hun-
dred witnesses were called at the trial.
Resulted in a conviction.” We asked
about other criminal cases. “I don’t
like to refer to them,” he replied, “be-
cause some of the people convicted have
been rehabilitated, and, come to think
of it, are making a lot more money than
Iam.”

Myr. Adams, who returned to private
practice in 1936, is on leave of absence




from Satterlee, Warfield & Stephens. “T
went to Moscow in May, 1945, as a
special adviser to the American delega-
tion of the Allied Reparations Commis-
sion,” he said. “I was among the first to
find that you can’t do business with the
Russiané. I talked with my Russian
opposite number a whole day without
getting anywhere, and then wasn’t able
to persuade him even to draw up a list
of the things we couldn’t agree on.”
The Commissioner, who helped
Wagner in his campaign, was tapped
for his present post the Monday before
Christmas. “It really was a surprise,”
he said. ““The Mayor-elect sent for me
during the time a case [ was trying was
adjourned, owing to the illness of Lee
Shubert, ene of the parties, and asked
for my answer the next day. I gave it to
him Wednesday, after a great deal of
soul-searching, and was sworn in on
New Year’s Day. The job still has a cer-

tain amount of glamour for me, but
there’s too much paperwork. And I
don’t care much for all the telephones
that have been installed in my apartment;
it’s like a wire room. I’m supposed to be

accessible at all times. The Commis-
sioner of Sanitation called me up the
other morning at a quarter to six to tell
me it was snowing. Of course, I was
very happy that he let me in on that,”

Mr. Adams said he had been attend-
ing a wonderful painting class at the
Y.M.H.A.,, a few blocks from his home,
and added, “I’ve had to withdraw be-
cause of this job. No time. I’'m a con-
servative and academic painter, if you
can call me a painter.”

Wanter 1dylls
/ I ‘HIS being the electric-blanket sea-

son, we have two appropriate items
to report, both of them from more
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“Pd think you would have
learned by now that
seniority doesn’t

count for a thing

around here.”

or less snowbound regions. A young
lady in Marion, Massachusetts, has a
miniature poodle and a full-size elec-
tric blanket. The poodle likes to sleep
on the blanket, and the lady likes him
to do so, but since the poodle’s nor-
mal temperature 15 a hundred and
two degrees, he causes the blanket’s
thermostat to turn the blanket’s heat off
every time he lies down on it. The
young lady doesn’t know what to do,
and neither does the poodle. On the
other hand, an elderly lady in New
Britain, Connecticut, has known exactly
what to do since her electric blanket got
out of order the week before last. Her
bed 1s close to a radiator, so she leaves
the furnace on at night, epens her win-
dow as usual, and hangs a corner of the
blanket over the radiater, The heat
from the radiator passes through the
blanket’s coils and keeps her, she tells us,
as warm as all getout.
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A CASE OF PIESPORTER

Y wife had a birthday recently
M and I went through the usual
brain flogging about what to
get her. It wasn’t until the day before
the occasion that I found something. As
I was hurrying through a faint drizzle
to catch the five-thirty-two home to
Westport, my eye was caught by a dis-
play in the window of a liquor store of
a variety of Moselle known as Piespor-
ter, on sale at three dollars and ninety-
two cents a bottle. I had drunk very
little Piesporter, but enough to feel
that here was a wine worth furthering
one’s acquaintance with, and the bot-
tles in the window were a steal, be-
cause, as I knew, the year, 37, was
a great one. So I went in and snapped
up a case. ‘Can you get it out to West-
port, Connecticut, tomorrow?”’ I asked
the salesman. That would be Saturday.
“I need it tomorrow, and I’'m not
driving.”

“I’'m sorry, we can’t deliver across a
state line,” the salesman said.

“I see.” I pondered my problem.
There was only one solution, short of
making a special trip in my car for the
stuff, if I was to have it for the weekend.
“I’ll take it with me,” T said.

“The whole case?” the salesman said,
boggling. “Can’t you take a few bottles

home at a time— I mean if you come
into the city regularly?”

I explained that the purchase was for
a birthday and that I did not want to dis-
sipate the gesture by executing it piece-
meal. I had made more forbidding
portages on Christmas Eve, I let him
know, and wasn’t going to be daunted
by twelve bottles of Piesporter. Besides,
I had a system all doped out in my mind.
“Make two parcels of five bottles each,”
I instructed him. “I’ll carry one of those
in each hand, and a bottle in each of my
overcoat pockets. Make the parcels good
and strong, with lots of stout twine to
hold them by, and I’ll phone my wife
while you’re doing that, if I may, to tell
her I’ll be out on a later train.”

It was a figure laden on the above
lines that the rush-hour throngs saw
toiling down the ramp at Grand Cen-
tral, bent over double and plashing au-
dibly, its eyes bulging and its hair pelted
into absurdity by the sudden downpour
into which the faint dnzzle had

changed. Moselle is a reasonably light
wine, but not by avoirdupois, and I was
now proceeding on the remnants of
strength left by sprints for cabs, which
had punctuated my quarter-mile walk to
the station (fruitless sprints, in the gen-
eral competition), dashes across traffic
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intersections, and the broken-field run-
ning that makes up so much of a com-
muter’s life. My arms felt as though
they were coming out of their sockets,
and the parcels grazed the floor. The
effect was doubtless a little Iike that
prowling gait that is the hallmark of
Groucho Marx, except that it can’t have
gone very well with a wet-sheepdog
look. I had entered the station with
bangs to my chin, and had stopped to
brush my hair back. Now I paused
again, to see 1f buttoning my overcoat
would relieve the dead weight of the
bottles in my pockets, but fastening the
coat only made it bind unendurably,
and I stopped to loosen it again. Some-
how I got through the main waiting
room, and, dragging myself through the
gate to my train, I heard the conductor
yelling, “All aboard!” In a final spasm
of effort, I swung onto the last coach. I
dropped my cargo in a corner of the
vestibule and stood with my back to the
door,

Breathing heavily, I thought of the
affectionate dedication behind the pro-
duction of such a wine as this, of how the
workmen in the German valleys climb
the steep terraces on which the vineyards
grow, nursing the fruit into maturity
by constantly rearranging individual
pieces of slate in the soil, so that each
grape will get the reflected sunhght—
effort more painstaking and
backbreaking than what I was
going through to acquire the
product, but not much. Any-
way, I had the bottles to take

home and lay at my wife’s feet,
which, God knew, would be
aboutas high as I could lift them.

I felt a hand on my shoul-
der as the train got under way,
“Are you all right!” a man

asked. I saw out of the tail of
my eye that it was the con-
ductor,

~ “Pm O.K.,” I said. When
he hovered, solicitous, behind
me, I repeated testlly, “I’m
0.K.”

“All right. T was only try-
ing to be helpful,” he said.
“I’s my duty to ask when
somebody looks—" He hesi-
tated, then went on, “The oth-
er day we had a case of acute
indigestion.”

“This is a case of Piespor-
ter,” I said, without turning
around.

“A case of what®”

“Piesporter.”

““I'hat’s a new one on me,”
the conductor said, and I sensed
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him removing his cap and rummaging
in his hair. “What’s Piesporter, if I
may ask?!”

“It’s a growth in the Middle Mo-
selle.”

So I was quite myself again, such as
that may be, and by the time we rum-
bled out of the tunnel and into the 125th
Street station, I was seated in the car
where I could keep an eye on the ves-
tibule, for I had left the packages out
there. My overcoat, with the two bot-
tles still in it, was placed carefully on
the luggage rack overhead.

HE walk from the Westport sta-

tion to the car in which my wife
sat waiting for me was no problem,
being only twenty feet, though I could
feel the parcel cord biting into the crop
of blisters I had sprouted in the course
of my New York heats. The rain had
stopped.

“What are those?”” my wife asked as
[ stowed the packages in the back of
the car.

“Everything in its time,” I said mys-
teriously. I took off my overcoat and
laid it on the back seat. “Just be patient.”

However, as we sat reading in the
living room that evening, I began to
wonder what the Piesporter was like,
and a marked thirst came about. I put
my book down.

“Logk, I know you’re dying with cu-
riosity,” I said. ““That was your birthday
present I brought home, and T can’t
wait to see the expression on your face
when you open it. It’s only an hour and
forty-five minutes till midnight, which
is when the great day officially begins.
Want to open the present now?”

“Can 12”7

Well, nothing would do but that I
dig the parcels out of the closet where
T had hidden them, and bring them into
the living room. (I kept the two sepa-
rate bottles carefully out of sight, as
they would have tipped the whole thing
off.) With an eager smile, my wife
knelt on the floor to open the first of
the parcels. She drew outsone of the
bottles.

“Well, wine,” she said. She read the
label. “Piesporter?”

“It’s that Moselle you’re so crazy

about.”
“Tam?”

“Yes. We had it at Hans Hoffman’s
that night” Remember?”

“] see. Well, gee, thanks.” She
looked expectantly over at the other
package. “Now I’ll open this one.”

“That’s Piesporter, too,” I said. “I
got you a whole case of it. You’ll notice
it's a ’37—a great year for German
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wines, and for a lady, too,” I went on
prettily. She got to her feet and dusted
off her skirt. “Also, you’ll notice, it’s a
Spatlese,’ 1 said, tapping the label of a
bottle T had picked up. “That means
it’s from selected grapes which have
been allowed to become dead ripe, which
is— Where are you going?”

“Just over here and sit down.”

“Which is when these grapes are at
their best,” I continued, sitting down
myself. “It’s a condition the Germans
call Edelfiule.”

“Yes. Well, thanks a lot. That’s
wonderful.”

She picked up the magazine she’d
been reading from the floor where she’d
dropped it, but it lay ignored in her lap.
At last, she said, “Did you mean to say
women are at their best when they’re—
What did you call that when the grapes
get ripe! Gestalt?”

“No, no—Edelfiule. 1 believe that’s
the way Hans pronounced it. He went
into the whole thing with me while you
were playing duets with Elsa after din-
ner. It’s a fascinating subject. I'd like to
know more about it. Why, certainly
women are at their best when they’re
mature. That goes without saying.”

“Then why say it?”

“I didn’t say it.”

““No, but you insinuated it. With that
remark abour the vintage year and ali.”
She dropped the magazine on the floor
again. “Do I look thirty-seven?”

“You do not,” I answered with sin-
cerity and alacrity.

-

“When are you supposed to be mid-
dle-aged? Thirty-five?”

“Oh, I don’t think tll forty,” [ said.
“And even then—"

“Even then what?”

“Even then, a woman is only just
beginning to get into her— to get into
this—"" I wriggled restively in my chair.
“Well, into this Gestalt— 1 mean ge-
fiilte— Oh, damn it, you’ve got me do-
ing it now. The French have a term
for it, too. What is that expression
again? Oh, yes—pourriture noble, I be-
lieve. It means a noble ripeness. When
the grapes are so ripe they’re ready to
fall off the vine.”

There was a silence.

I said, “Age is a guarantee of body
and perfume.”

The silence deepened. She looked
over at the cellaret, on top of which
stood a bottle of Canadian Club. “I
think I’d like a drink,” she said, and
rose and started for it.

“Why don’t we open one of these?”
[ said, indicating the Piesporter. “Come
on, let’s start celebrating! I'll have one
chilled in a jiffy,” I added, heading for
the kitchen. “I can’t wait to see the ex-
pression on your face when you taste it.”

Y wife and I sat regarding one

another moodily across an ice-
filled saucepan from which the neck of
a bottle of Piesporter protruded like the
muzzle of a gun. However, I had a
fresh napkin, if not a proper wine cooler,
and I poured and served the Moselle
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with style. I toasted the occasion, and
we drank.

“God!” T said, working my lips.
“Isn’t that beautiful ?”

“Mmm,” she agreed,
“Quite nice.”

“Get that delightful fruitiness char-
acteristic of all your fine Mosgelles.” T
was relieved to find the wine good, be-
cause I’d suddenly remembered some-
thing about Moselles having to be
drunk young, which meant that my find
was pushing senility, and also shed a
little light on it as a shopping coup.

My wife set her glass down on an
end table beside her chair. Then she
picked up a package of cigarettes. Shak-
ing one out, she said, “You’re really
getting to like wine, aren’t you? Espe-
cially white wine.”

“Just what do you mean by that?”
I asked.

“I mean you like white wine,” she
answered, a flintiness in her voice that
recalled the great Chablis’s.. “You'd
probably love to lay in cases of it, have
a cellar, but it’s too expensive.” She
reached for a box of matches. “Unless
you buy it on special days, when you’d
be expected to spend that much any-
how—"

“T think that wasuncalled for,” I said.
“T remember distinctly you were crazy
about the wine we drank at Hans’s.
You exclaimed about the Piesporter we
had first, and you exclaimed about the
bottle he opened later, I remember that
bottle, because I memorized the label,
as a sort of gag. It wasa 1937 Riides-
heimer Hinterhaus Riesling Auslese—"’

“You have to exclaim at Hans’s or
he sulks.”

“I’'m not through yet.” I started
over from the beginning. “It was a
1937 Riidesheimer Hinterhaus Ries-
ling Auslese Wachstum und Original-
Abfiillung Grafen von Francken-Sier-
storpff.”

“Don’t make so much noise,” she
said, with a warning nod toward the
room where the children were sleeping.
“Do you bone up on the subject dur-
ing those tough three-hour lunches you
have to go through in New York every
day?”

“You mean while you're curled up
here at home reading a book?” T said,
pointing to a volume spread-eagled on
an ottoman,

“Not curled up with it, exactly,” she
said, “but doing my best to wade
through it—it and the rest of that set
of Trollope you bought me on my last
birthday because you were dying to re-
read him. What am I likely to get next
year? A nice Burchfield to hang over

nodding.

FAREWELL TO NARCISSUS

Farewell to Narcissus, who mistook

his face in the brine brook
for another looking back,

for a lover, a kissing and caressing brother.

He’s gone in his own grave, sealed as stone

in his own rapt look, alone
as a bird in a mirror, lown

off forever from the hunter and the weather.

The brain like a trigger then is locked

in an echo: thought is rocked

in its own cradle; blood is blocked.

The camel is bigger than the eye of the needle.

Narcissus is seduced by his own look.

His heart skips back and forth

from earth to water, south to north,
captured in the crooked brook, the sweet serenader.

A last farewell to the fluttered encounter,

[f it ever mattered,
the fond fool is flattered.

Nothing now shall leave, now nothing more shall enter.

L ]

the mantel there? You like him so
much.”

I really could not let this pass. I rose
with a wounded air and said, “I don’t
think that was a very nice thing to say.”
Then my tone became somewhat sharp-
er. ““This is the thanks I get for carting
that whole damn case home,” T said.
My arms still ached too much for me to
wave them to any great extent. “Are
we going to start appreciating some of
the finer things of life, or are we going
along on the level of taste of these
friends we’ve picked up here in Subour-
bon Heights?”

Since the gag was a visual one, it
made no sense to her whatever, and I
was too proud to spell it out. I expanded
on the subject of the portage. “All the
way across town during the rush hour
and in a downpour, and then halfway
across two states, Why, the distance I
lugged this stuff to get it home on time
is big enough to include all the vine-
yards between Braunsberg and Schwein-
furt!”

She may have thought I was swearing
at her, because she ground out her ciga-

—RoBERT HoORAN

rette, rose, and started out of the room.
I stepped into her path.

“T'ake a look at these,” I said, spread-
ing my hands to display the rows of
water blisters on them. “Talk about
Edelfiule!” My wife passed around me,
after an accommodating glance at the
lesions, and marched on into the bed-
room with great dignity.

“Good night!” she called back satiri-
cally. “Sleep tight!”

“Don’t worry, I will,” T said, draw-
ing the Piesporter from its ice even as I
reached with my other hand for my

glass.

ELL, I patched it up. I smoothed

it over. I smoothed it over with
ministrations there is no point in going
into here and, mainly, with another
present. It was a set of recordings, by
Casadesus, of all—but all—of Ravel’s
piano music. Three records (six sides,
mind you, and all long-playing ), which
I was lucky enough to lay my hands on
the next morning at a place in Westport
called Melody House. The French Im-
pressionist has always been a great fa-
vorite of my wife’s. I threw in a hottle of
Veuve Clicquot (that’s the Miller’s High
Life of champagnes) for good measure,
and we had that on our midnight re-
turn from a dinner-and-theatre evening
in New Haven. But it was the Ravel that
really went over. Made a nice remem-
brance, I think, because it’s the sort of
thing T can’t abide—PETER DEVRIEs




“Cette . . .and cette . .. and cette . ..and cette.”
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WONDELGEM~THE HOUSE IN THE COUNTRY

WO houses stand behind me—

one, my grandfather’s sombre

house in the city of Ghent, where
my father, George Sarton, grew up; the
other, all ight and sunshine, my parents’
country house three miles outside the
city, in Wondelgem, where I was horn
in 1912, “Wondelgem”—the name it-
self sounded like magic to me as a child.
It was part of that faraway paradise “be-
fore the war.” It was quite literally in
another world, since I did not remember
it myself (I was two and a half when
we left Belgium)—a little girl who, in
Cambridge, Massachusetts, heard the
peculiar tenderness the word evoked in
her mother’s voice, as if the walls of the
tiny apartment where we lived opened
out at its sound into a great secret gar-
den, and into a still, airy house with roses
climbing all over it and, inside, the walls
covered with books.

The house had been bought by the
profits from the sale of my grandfather’s
wine cellar, which was a part of my
father’s inheritance. Instead of turn-
ing water into wine, the magic had
turned wine into strawberry beds,
into a small orchard, into great oaks
at the bottom of a long green lawn,
into the furniture my mother designed
herself. Never mind if she and her
young husband had to sleep on mat-
tresses on the floor for three months
while workmen lovingly polished the
bird’s-eye maple and walnut, fittng
together the patterns in the wood so
that each piece of furniture
seemed 1n the end to show
the heart of the tree itself,
cut open. It was all alive,
this house and garden, in
process of creation. Bel-

gian workmen thought
my English mother crazy /
when she insisted that the W

cold frames be dug to a
depth of four or five feet,
but the English green
thumb was a determined
thumb and she had her
way. While she saw to the
planting of gooseberry
bushes and red currants
and English borders of
mixed flowers, my father
unpacked boxes and boxes
of books and measured out
the shelves in his study,
where a new field of
scholarship, which he
called the History of Sci-
ence—"“It’s my own in-
vention,” he might have

said, like the White Knight
born.

Full of their own dreams, these
young people paid no attention to Oncle
Jules, one of my father’s uncles, who
was writing articles in the papers to point
out that it seemed rather strange the
Germans were building huge railway
stations and junctions so near the Bel-
oian border. For what were these de-
signed, he asked pointedly. But in those
days, only a little over forty years ago,
war could still be considered an anach-
ronism—rmedieval madness that nine-
teenth-century “progress” had made
impossible. People planned their lives
for peace. Deep in the country, under
the shade of the oaks, my tall, slim
mother was sewing at the printed linen
curtains—delicate, yet so strong they
would last a hifetime. The blue flax from
which they were made had waved in
the fields along the Lys. And my father
was writing letters to scholars all over
the world, announcing that he was
founding a review to be devoted to the
histery of science and civilization. Isis,
as it was named, was born in 1912, and
I am its twin sister. The comical baby,
as my mother described me, or Extra-
Sec, as my father somewhat ironically
called me, lay in a basket, flounced in
pink-and-white dimity, on the floor
where the copies of the fifty-page pam-
phlet formally introducing Isis to the
world lay ready to be folded and mailed.

The new review was such a huge idea

was being
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that it never occurred to
young George Sarton the re-
sponse might not be commensurate with
the dream. (Would five hundred copies
of the first number be sufficient, he won-
dered.) “We were innocents,” he often
says today.

As I grew out of a basket and into an
outdoor crib, my father’s notes for his
book, the “Introduction to the History
of Science,” grew in their boxes, and the
garden was growing all the time. There
were expeditions to antique shops in
Ghent to look for old pieces of Flemish
furniture, beautiful in their heaviness,
in the lustre of their dark wood, in the
twisted columns that supported a table
or adorned a cupboard. Friends came
out to spend a day in the country; I
was carried from flower to flower in my
mother’s arms, reaching out, as most
small babies will, to the color and scent.
The dramas were small dramas: my
first independent adventure, escape
from the crib and a crawl to the straw-
berry beds, where I was found red with
juice, delighted with what the world
outside had to offer; and the trickle of
answers to my father’s letters, and sub-
scriptions to [sis, which grew to be a
hundred, but that small company was
already a sign of the journal’s inter-
national appeal—it even included one
Indian rajah! We were beautifully
independent, all three. My mother
was very busy designing a suite of furni-
ture—exquisite it was, with wreaths
of brilliant flowers inlaid in the smoky
blue of bird’s-eye maple—for a firm
in Brussels. This suite
would surely establish
her when it was shown
at an exhibion of arts
and crafts due to open in
Brussels in August, 1914.
I had my fierce ambitions
and desires, too. Once,
soon after I learned to
walk, it came upon me
with violent certainty
that I must have a bowl
of goldfish I saw in a
little shop in the village.
I was wearing a white
coat and hat and white
shoes and stockings, and
when this wholehearted
need was denied me, I
fung myself into a mud
puddle 1n revenge. I
had other tantrums, but
the doctor’s remedy—to
plunge me into a tub of
water fully dressed—I
treated as a delightful
game. [ loved flowers
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“Please, Madam Foreman, just the verdict!”

and my mother passionately; I was a
little frightened of my father, who used

to throw me high in the air and cry,
“Wa, wa! Wa, wa!”

IN late June (the Archduke Francis
Ferdinand was assassinated on the
twenty-eighth), my mother was ab-
sorbed in supervising the embroidery on
the emerald-green curtains and in the
making of the rugs for the grand suite.
All through July, as my father worked
quietly in his study and my mother won-
dered why again this year the plum tree
looked as if it would not bear fruit,
diplomats hurried back and forth across
Europe. The papers were filled with
rumors, and Oncle Jules grew apo-
plectic in his warnings to his cronies in
the cafés of Antwerp. But few could
take the threat of war seriously; it was
called a “scare.”

Preparations, of a sort, were made.
The Civil Guard, to which my father
had at one time belonged, took its uni-
forms out of mothballs and drilled now
and then in the village. Sometime in
July, the guardsmen were issued ancient
muskets, the firing of which seemed
more dangerous to the bearer than to
any enemy. But no one really believed in
that impossible war as a reality. In any
case, they reminded each other, Bel-

gium itself was neutral. Nothing could
happen there.

On August 2nd, the Germans de-
manded free passage across Belgium
and were refused, and the next day
the gray armies marched in. In the
little village of Wondelgem, church
bells rang the tocsin; the postman de-
livered mobilization orders from door
to door. My father, though no longer
a member of the Guard, got out his
heavy Civil Guard coat, reported for
patrol duty, and was issued an old mus-
ket. He was set to guard the railway
crossing. There, alone, a lantern in one
hand, his gun in the other, he paced up
and down, hoping that the German
armies would not come hurtling down
the track that night. Fortunately, they
did not.

What followed is confused in my
mind, but bits and pieces of the tales so
often told float up. No one knew just
what was happening. In the retreat of
the Belgian Army from Antwerp, an
officer friend of my father’s turned up
suddenly, exhausted, filthy, hardly able
to speak, and then went on to try to
find the remains of his decimated regi-
ment. At night, the sound of bridges
being blown up made the still house
in the country tremble. The major
fighting was elsewhere, but eventually,
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as happened to so many villages like this
one, the gray flood of soldiers swept
through. Belgian resistance was all but
over. In Brussels, the furniture my
mother had designed for the exhibition
was packed away in a cellar.

The fruit was ripe on the trees (all
except the plum, which for some reason
was infertile), and an enemy battalion,
at a five-minute break, started climbing
over the wall to steal it. This was too
much for my English mother’s sense of
decency. She ran out, her blue eyes blaz-
ing, and berated the Germans in no un-
certain terms. Very sheepishly, they
scrambled down and went on their way.
At night, she and her husband tried to
decide what to do—whether to stay on
under the German Occupation or to
leave, to escape via neutral Holland and
perhaps get across to England, where
my mother’s relatives would take us in
until further plans could be made.
Money was frozen in the banks. During
this time, sixteen German soldiers and
three officers were quartered on the
place. One officer, looking over the
billet, walked through the house while
my mother’s heart stopped beating as
she remembered the Civil Guard coat
hanging on a door, for at this time
the Germans were ordered to shoot
members of the Civil Guard on sight,
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like spies. But by a miracle she was
able to push the door back and stand
against it, and that night the coat was
buried in the garden. Confusion, panic,
all sorts of decisions to be made—and
a hittle girl crying upstairs. The maids
were no use at all. They put ther
aprons over their heads and wept with-
out ceasing.

We would have to leave, it secmed.
But then what to take? “Just this book,”
George would plead, and a pair of shoes
would be dumped out to make room.
The boxes of notes could not go; they
were packed into a small metal trunk,
which my English grandfather had used
in India, and this was buried, late one
night, in the garden. At last, the days of
waiting for trave] permits were over, the
suitcases were strapped onto the car-
riage, and the little caravan set out for
the border, meeting the advancing Ger-
man armies; my father and mother
watched them pour down through the
standing grain Iike lead. There had been
hardly time to take a last look at the gar-
den, at the beloved house lying there
so airy and sunny and quiet in its orchard
green. Did my mother look back one
last time at the long, protecting wall
that had sheltered all she-loved for such
a very brief time? At the great oaks
standing inviolate, their leaves shining
in the sun?

. I remember none of this. It still
sounds like a fairy tale, a fairy tale that
after all, after many tribulations, ended
well, since no one died, and it came full
circle at last in another deep-green
garden, in Cambridge, Massachusetts,
many, many years later.

Y memories of the house at Won-
delgem begin and end on one day
in 1919. This day stays with me like
some marvellous, strange dream when
you are allowed to go back in time but
everything is curiously distorted. I was
seven and we were going to Europe for
the first time since the war. Until then,
Belgium had meant to me the postman
hurrying up the path (this was a year
earlier) saying “Mrs. Sarton! Mus.
Sarton!” and handing her those first
letters with Belgian stamps after four
years of silence, and my mother sitting
down, tears streaming down her cheeks,
unable for a moment to read, yet know-
ing at last that they were alive—the
friends who had been imprisoned behind
the wall of suffering while we, the
earliest and most cherished of refugees,
slowly found ourselves and our new life
in Cambridge.
Now we were on our way to Won-
delgem. How did we get there once we

reached Ghent? By
trolley? By carriage?
Like a dream, this jour-
ney has no beginning.
We are there, at the
gate. The first thing
we see, even before we
2o in, 1s the once barren
plum tree laden with
huge blue plums. I can
feel all through me my
mother’s beating heart.
We push open the gate
and are in Sleeping
Beauty’s garden. It is
all so still, so lush,
so overgrown that we
have to tear a path
through tall yellow
flowers to reach the house, but the house
stands. It is there, waiting—somehow
proudly, in spite of two bomb holes in
the roof and the jungle of green all
around. Everything feels ripe and
breathless. It is very hot. Fruit every-
where; cherries, peaches, plums (have
[ invented this?) look like fruit in a
dream. One hardly dares to touch it,
for it may not be real. And I am noth-
ing, an observer—nothing but eyes.
[t is my father’s and mother’s moment,
the long, poignant look back into the
lost past.

Inside, we are met by destruction—
chairs broken up for firewood, rub-
ish knee-deep in the corners, utter
desecration. Between these patient walls,
armies had flowed back and forth,
making do with what they found, and
if it was a fourteenth-century chair,
later looters would break it up if they
refrained. At first, my mother and
father must have only felt their life to-
gether violated, trampled down, made
ugly and filthy in every possible way.
The dream, so beautiful and mysterious
while we stood outside, had turned
into a nightmare. I opened a cupboard
and saw on the floor what looked like
a pile of large cannon balls made of
mud. What were they? I donotknow,
even now, but I have never forgotten
them.

But just then my mother cried
out, “Look, George!” She lifted out
of a pile of rubbish a single Venctian
glass on a long, delicate stem, so dirty
it looked opaque, yet intact. How had
this single fragile object survived® [t
seemed like a miracle and gave us
courage.

The dream fades out into a story—
perhaps a legend. It seems that two Ger-
man officers lived in the house during
the first two years of the war, that they
stole a girl from the village to work
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for them. Someone had a ghmpse of
her through the curtains of the closed
carriage that bore her to Wondel-
gem—>but that is all. She was never
scen again.

The officers had ome GeCcupy
themselves with more than military mat-
ters, apparently, for they must have sent
home or sold all the German books on
the history of mathematics and physics.
My father is taking down what few
books are left—moldy, dusty books—
and opening them at random, to dis-
cover that they, too, have been violated.
The officers had amused themselves by
ripping out an end paper here, an il-
lustration there, until they had gone
through the library, sparing not a single
volume—a methodical, not very amus-
ing game, one would think. But no
doubt they were bored.

I was beginning to feel that we were
chosts, entirely unreal, that only the
rubbish and desolation were real, when
we heard someone tearing through the
flowers. One of our peasant neighbors
stood shyly at the door. She was smil-
ing broadly, holding out to my mother
a pile of beautiful old plates. (“But
where? But how!” my mother ex-
claimed.) All those years, she had stored
them up, one by one, as the officers paid
for eggs and butter with some object
from the house. Never knowing if we
would come back, she had saved the
plates. She had hoped; she had foreseen
the happiness she might one day have
in her hands to give. Only then, with
the plates, so clean, so brilliant, so un-
touched, so wrapped in human kind-
ness, in her own hands, did my mother
weep.

Later, I must have been told about
the notes for my father’s book; it does
not seem to be part of that day, A distant
cousin of ours had succeeded in digging
them up, safe in the metal trunk, and
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had kept them for my father’s return.
Like the Venetian glass, they survived,
as fragile, and even more prized, since
without them he could not have writ-
ten the first volume of the history of
science.

HAT s what I

which I had almost forgotten. It came

back with a rush the first tme I heard

remember of
Wondelgem, except the very end,

they chopped down the great oaks, three
hundred years old—“to get a view,”’
they said.

So the heart of the house was pulled
up by the roots and carried across the sea,
where little bits and pieces of Wondel-
gem still give a flavor to our house in
Cambridge and an atmosphere that feels
like happiness—the happiness that comes
from continuity, from old dear things
much lived with, such as the bahut
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the polished smoothness of the white
wood, the mother-of-pearl butterfly,
and the little secret drawers, so smooth
inside they feel like satin. It was not
designed for Wondelgem, but it has
always seemed to me to carry with
it the atmosphere of that house, so
gay, so full of life, precious as a jewel
that will never lose its radiance, and
so intense, perhaps, because the life
there, rich in hopes and dreams, was so
May SARTON

the axes chopping down the cherry trees
at the end of Chekhov’s “Cherry Or-
chard.” And then I remembered in a
flash of pain. We went back to the house
once more that summer, after the place
had been sold, like the one in ““The
Cherry Orchard,” to be broken up into
small lots, for villas. There was a
strange noise like tearing silk, and then
we saw that the new owners were

in the living room, with its beautiful
twisted pillars, and the table with legs to
match these, both pieces sturdy, dark,
glowing. There is even—memory of a
glory that never quite came to pass—
one piece of the inlaid furniture my
mother designed for the great exhibi-
tion, a desk with folding doors. My

father managcd to buy it after the war.

very brief.

OUR FORGETFUL AUTHORS

[From “How Lost Has My Weekend,”
by David Dodge]

The cutter was coming in to Utila.
Waiting on the dock were the brass band,
half the island’s population of eleven hun-
dred people, and standard-bearers in stiff

wrenching the climbing roses from the
walls (the rose vines reached the roof
and were all in flower), and I heard
my mother’s desperate cry—*“Couldn’t

they wait till we’ve gone?”

But that was not all. That same day,

We were hard up still, and surely no
jewel could have been more beautifully
a sign of love than this fabulous prece,
too rich for our surroundings. It glows
softly in the dining room, and on great
occasions its doors are opened to show,
within, the brilliant-green leaves laid in

collars waving the United States and
Honduranean flags. —Page 163.

That evening there was a dance in honor
of the distinguished visitors, The music
wasn't much, since the only musical in-
strument on the island was a badly crip-
pled marimba that kept folding up like
an ironing board. —Page 165.
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A REPORTER AT LARGE

N describing whales, and especially
I that greatest of them all—S8zbbaldus
musculus, the blue whale, or sul-
phur-bottom—one quickly runs out of
adjectives, or, rather, never finds a
single adequate one. Huge, immense,
enormous, titanic,
mighty, vast, stupen-
dous, monstrous, gigan-
tic, elephantine, colossal,
Cyclopean, Gargantu-
an—these are about the
only adjectives that
Roget can find to help,
and not only are they all
incapable of conveying
an idea of the bulk of
the blue whale to a per-
son who has never seen
one but some are down-
right misleading. “Ele-
phantine,” for instance,
is a pygmy adjective,
giving an utterly false
impression of this great- :
est of all monsters of .2
all tme, for the blue .
whale has the bulk and
weight of fifty elephants. Like most
people, I imagine, I had always mental-
ly accepted the fact that a whale is big,
but I had never realized how its bigness
transcended adjectives until I saw one
close at hand three years ago, when I
spent eight months serving as senior
medical officer on a British whaling fac-
tory ship in the antarctic. A whaling
factory ship is a hulking brute of a ves-
sel, four hundred or more feet long,
with a gaping tunnel, or skidway, lead-
ing from open water at the stern to a
spacious deck area amidships, and when
[ saw my first blue whale—nearly a
quarter as long as the ship itself—being
dragged up that skidway in order to be
stripped, or flensed, of its blubber on the
open deck, it became clear that no word
in Roget’s section on bigness would ever
mean the same to me again,

I have before me some statistics con-
cerning a fairly large (hundred-and-
twenty-ton) but far from record-
breaking blue whale that was measured
and then weighed, piece by piece, at the
Stromness whaling station, on South
Georgia Island, in the antarctic, on
November 8, 1926, the day after it
was killed. In presenting these figures,
I shall try to correlate them with com-
monplace objects that may help make

AND THERE WAS WHALE
lli~A MATTER OF PROPORTION

them more intelligible. The length of
this whale, then, was eighty-nine feet,
or a bit more than that of a Pullman car;
its height was nine feet and 1ts girth for-
ty-six feet—dimensions that also corre-
spond fairly closely with those of a
Pullman - car. An ele-
phant could have
walked through the
arch of its upended
jawbone without touch-
ing it at any point, for
it was twenty-three feet
long and proportionate-
ly wide. Each fin—
nine and a half feet
long and weighing a
ton—was the size and
weight of a substantial
marble banquet table,
and its eighteen-foot
flukes would have made
a pair of wings for a
fighter plane. Itstwen-
ty-six tons of blubber
would have kept all the
votive candles in St.
Peter’s, in Rome, burn-
ing for a century or more, and its fifty-
six tons of meat would have provided
a hamburger (and a good one, too)
for every person in Boston, Massachu-
setts. Its tongue alone weighed three
tons, and six very strong men would
have been needed to lift its half-ton
heart. Its skull was the size and weight
of an automobile (and the brain it con-
tained was not much bigger than the
automobile’s carburetor). Its blood
would have filled seven thousand quart
milk bottles. Itsliver and lungs weighed
a ton apiece, and its kidneys and stomach
half a ton. All in all, a monster. Its
value today would be about five thou-
sand dollars. Not long ago, in reading
a book about a voyage of the famous
Charles W. Morgan, the last of the
New Bedford whaleships, I came across
this statement: “We continued our
cruise for some six weeks longer and
took whales enough to make us about
two hundred and fifty barrels [of oil].”
The single whale anatomized on South
Georgia Island gave up a total of a hun-
dred and sixty-two barrels of oil, from
its blubber, meat, and bones. But its
carcass had been stripped and dissected
and boiled down by techniques and ma-
chines the old whalemen never dreamed
of, and, furthermore, it was a blue

whale—the mightiest whale of all, and
a species that, because of its speed, was
practically invulnerable in the days of
sails and oars and hand harpoons.
On one perfectly ordinary day at the
peak of the season in the whaling
grounds, near the antarctic pack ice, we
had twelve such whales in tow behind
our factory ship and two more alongside.
I saw them that evening, when I took a
recess from my duties in the sick bay
and went above to see how the whaling
business was progressing. They had
been killed by one or another of our
whale catchers, the small, speedy har-
poon vessels that ranged the ocean and
did our hunting, and they had been
towed back to the factory by our two
corvettes, similar little ships that pro-
vided a fast shuttle service between the
widespread catchers and us. The two
whales alongside the factory served as
fenders, because in the tossing, heaving
antarctic seas no small ship, unless held
off by a cushion, could have made fast
to our big ship without being smashed
to bits, and no fender ever devised by
man provides half so good a cushion as
the rubbery, springy, mountainous bulk
of a whale. As I made my way to my
favorite point of observation, on the
after winch deck, overlooking the vast
working area on the main deck, the bo-
sun of the factory ship, a huge and
grandfatherly Shetland Islander named
Adamson, passed me on his way to check
up on his winchmen, “We’ll easily stow
this lot before morning,” he said. I
stayed up all night to watch them do it.
By international law, every whale
that is not being used for a fender must
be on the deck of the factory ship within
thirty-three hours after it is killed. Any-
one who has smelled a whale that has
been dead longer than that and who
realizes that whales are killed for food,
among other things, can understand the
wisdom of this law, but carrying it out
on a bucking and rolling factory ship in
the short, freezing antarctic night is an-
other matter. The twelve free whales,
moored by their tails with wire rope,
floated in the sea astern of us, looking
uncomfortably pathetic and ridiculous as
they tossed about in the glare of the ship’s
floodlights. A few hours before, they
had been the masters of the ocean, the
mightiest animals that ever knew life
on this planet, and now they were just
so many tons of dead organic matter,




waiting their turn to be converted into
margarine and poultry feed.

Adamson began the business of get-
ting the whales aboard, and I settled
down to watch a show of seamanship
that even the oldest hands on a factory
ship never tire of seeing. The whales
are dragged, tail first, up the skidway
from the waterline at the stern by a
great steel “‘grab,” a clawlike instru-
ment that weighs ten tons and is cun-
ningly shaped to fit over and grasp the
whale’s tail, and getting it into position
to do its work is no job for a tyro.
Under Adamson’s direction, it was
raised from the deck and, by skillful
teamwork between five powerful stern
and center-deck winches, was carried,
suspended in the air, down the skidway.
Arriving in position over the tail of the
first whale, which was lashing about in
the seas that broke into the lower
end of the skidway, the grab hovered
there for a moment or two, follow-
ing, as if it had eyes, the wild move-
ments of the tail. It crept closer, its
jaws wide open. Suddenly, at an instant
when it was directly over the
tail, it seemed to pounce, and,
with a crash of iron that could
be heard throughout the ship,
the jaws slammed together. A
hundred tons of whale were
now secure, and ready to be
pulled on board. The first time
I saw the grab in action, it had
seemed to me to have a brain
and consciousness of its own,
enabling it to pursue the wildly
heaving tail and leap on it at
precisely the moment when the
motions of the sea and the ship
were favorably synchronized.
But as I sat there that night,
I knew that the brain and con-
sciousness were those of Adam-
son, far below me in the flood-
lights. He was quietly leaning
over a rail halfway down the
skidway, in the only place
where he could be seen by all
five winch operators at once,
and with barely perceptible
movements of his hands and
head he was starting, stopping,
slacking, and otherwise con-
trolling the slightest move-
ments of the guy ropes attached
to the grab. He directed his
winchmen, dispersed hundreds
of feet away from him, like a
suave and undemonstrative or-
chestra conductor, and, indeed,
the rhythmic advance of the
grab and the grand climax
when it secured the whale

seemed to demand a musical accompa-
niment. Once the grab was firmly in
position, I saw Adamson jerk his right
thumb sharply upward once. Then he
walked away, and as another and even
more powerful set of winches amidships
went into action, the great whale began
to move up the skidway toward the
deck of the factory. I felt like applaud-
ing, and it seemed as if Adamson ought
to come back and take at least one
bow, but he was already down among
a snapping tangle of wire ropes at the
stern, coaxing the next mmety-foot
monster to the lower end of the skid-
way.

The first whale glided smoothly and
steadily upward. Itsarrival at the top of
the skidway was the signal for the ap-
pearance of the chief flenser, a sombre
and aloof Norwegian. (Most of the
whaling specialists on our expedition, in-
cluding the gunners and flensers, were
Norwegians; most of the men who were
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concerned with the navigation, main-
tenance, and machinery of the ship and
the catchers were British.) This man,
as far as I know, never once spoke to
a soul aboard during the entire eight
months of the expedition. In fact, in
all those eight months I never saw him
without his flensing knife—a wicked-
looking article shaped like a hockey
stick—in his hand, attending to his
specialty. I never found out his name,
or what he did in his spare time, or
where he disappeared to when he was
not at work. As a flenser, he was just
about peerless; the other officers of the
expedition, some of whom had sailed
with him many times before, regarded
him as the most talented practitioner
in the antarctic. But they knew no more
about him than I did. They called him
the Gaunt Stranger. Now, weighing
and balancing his curved knife in its
four-foot shaft, he looked much like
a surgeon about to commence a major
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“And when you get into his office, speak right up and tell him
you have to have more money.”
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operation. He did not wait for his hun-
dred-ton patient to be placed on the op-
erating table before starting his first
incision; as the whale emerged from the
skidway, he stuck his knife into it and
made a long, precise cut through the six-
inch thickness of the blubber as the
whale was drawn past him by the
winches. Then, the whale having come
to rest, he neatly carved out steps in its
carcass, as a mountaineer does on a per-
pendicular ice slope, and, with their help,
climbed atop it. Once there, though
the ship was pitching heavily, he bal-
anced in his spiked boots and made some
more long, sure slices in the blubber,
sometimes cutting out a chunk and
kicking 1t off onto the deck, sometimes
drawing twisting and turning slashes
here and there. Then, like race horses
let out of the gate, the other flensers
leaped at the whale. They sliced and
hacked with what seemed to be random
fury, but actually every cut was de-
liberate, and was the same sort of cut
that the same man had been making
on the same type of whale during all
the years of his experience.

Now wire ropes began descending
from derricks overhead. A flenser was
waiting for each rope as it swung down,
and upon catching it he fixed it to a
toggle he had inserted in a hole cut in
the blubber. Then more winches
steamed up, and great slabs of blub-
her, which would have taken hours
to remove by the old methods, were
stripped from the whale as easly as
peeling an orange—or so it seemed.
There could, however, be no margin of
error among the flensers; one false cut
or one loose shackle and there would
have been blood other than whale blood
sluicing over the pitching, slippery deck.
A flenser who did not fully appreciate
the dangers of his job could not survive
for a month in the midst of that mael-
strom of whirring machinery, straining
ropes, and razor-sharp knives. While at
first glance there appeared to be a state
of complete confusion among the flens-
ers as they dashed about slashing at the
blubber, I had watched them before
and I could see that every man among
them was being both extremely method-
ical and extremely careful. Even at the
height of the melee, not one of the knife
blades was ever turned in the direction
of a fellow-flenser; every wire rope lying
on the deck waswalked around as warily
as one would walk around a rattlesnake;
and each flenser before signalling to his
winch operator to haul away tock a
sharp look about him to make sure that
his mates were standing clear.

There are two particularly danger-

TO EE IS HUMAN

Once there were two men named Mr., Webster and Mr. Merriam,
And they had many differences but in the face of a common danger they decided

to bury ’em.

Some people, vouchsafed Mr. Webster, can’t sece the wood for the trees,

But I can’t see the language for the rising tide of double “‘e’s,

I know, vouched Mr. Merriam even more safely, that jargon will someday over-
whelm our mother tongue, but I can remember before it had begun to,

And the sufix er denoted who did it and the suffix ¢ denoted who it was done to.

In my day, barked Mr. Webster, an employer employed an employce and a
trustee was one who was trusted.

Which, bowwowed Mr. Merriam, although beside the point, is why many

trusters went busted.

Who, rapped Mr. Webster, escapes an escapee?
That, knock-knocked Mr. Merriam, is what puzzles me.
Has the moment come, rapiered Mr. Webster, to abjectly surrender to jour-

naleser

On that, riposted Mr. Merriam, you may bet not only your shirt but also your

jacket and trousees.

Well, epitaphed Mr. Wehster, none so blind as those who will not see;
In the future please address me not as Mr. Webster but as Mr, Webstee.

ous steps in the blubber-stripping proc-
ess. T'he first is the ceremony of the
turning of the whale. After the blubber
has been stripped from one side of the
animal, the carcass must be turned over
to allow the flensers to attack the other
side. This is done by running a wire
rope through a pulley fixed to one edge
of the deck by a shackle, passing it over
the top of the whale, and securing it to
the base of the farther fin. Then a
donkey engine musters all its power, and
the wire rope and shackle begin to take
up the strain. At this point, every flenser
leaves the deck to stand in the mouth of
one of the alleyways leading off it. The
first time I saw the operation, I leaned
far out over the rail of the winch deck
for a better view, and Adamson, seeing
me, shouted, “Get back, for Christ sake!
You bloody fool!”” I did indeed get back,
and quickly, because I knew there must
be good reason for such a blast of strong
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language from the most quiet-spoken
and courteous man on the ship. As soon
as the whale had been turned on®that
occasion, Adamson heaved himself up
the ladder to the winch deck to apolo-
gize. “That’s the most dangerous time
of the flensing process, Doctor,” he said.
“The whole weight of the whale is
taken by that one shackle on the deck,
and there never was a shackle made yet
that won’t give way sooner or later,
When it does give way—and I’ve seen
it happen several times—it acts like a
slingshot. The shackle is the shot, and
the wire rope is the sling, and anyone
who happens to be standing or leaning
inside the arc made by the rope will have
to be scraped off the deck with a shovel.
Sorry if I was rude, but you were right
in line with the shackle, and there wasn’t
time to do anything but bawl you out.”
I thanked the old man for his warning,
and now, later in the season, I needed
no bosun’s shout to make me seek shelter
as the whale was turned over. Standing
several cautious paces back, I watched
the rope tightening until it and the
shackle began to make that groaning,
protesting noise that sailors respect, for
it means that the rope is what they call
“bar tight” and that both rope and
shackle have nearly reached the limit
of their endurance. But the whale gave
first, and, with a slithering smack that
shook the whole ship, crashed over. The
flensers immediately darted out from
their places of shelter and attacked it
again. The first of the two most danger-
ous moments was past.

The second comes when the tons of
baleen—the bony plates that fill the
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tep of the blue whale’s mouth cavity
and strain its diet of small crustaceans
out of the water—are removed and
dumped overside. A century ago, in the
days of corsets and kepis, baleen, or
whalebone, was the most valuable part
of the whale, but in this age of steel
and plastics it is not worth its passage
home, and is therefore jettisoned as
so much junk. To remove it, a wire
rope from a dernick overhead is fixed
securely to the mass with tongs. A
winchman takes a heavy strain on this
rope, pulling the whalebone upward and
outward. Ashe does so, the chief flenser
slices down the length of the whale’s
upper jaw, toward the juncture of the
jawbones. The winchman increases the
strain as the chief flenser cuts more and
more baleen loose. Just before making
his last cut, to sever the appalling carti-
laginous mass from the whale, the chief
flenser cries “Barde!”—Norwegian for
“Baleen!” The men around him take

up the cry, and everybody except the
chief flenser dives for cover. Then the
last cut is started. The winch, keeping
pace with the flenser’s knife, accelerates,
and the barde, with a wrenching tear,
parts from the whale, swings wild-
ly up, and is deftly turned outhoard
by the winchman, just grazing the bul-
warks. For half a second, it is suspended
there; then the winchman releases the
tongs, and the tons of baleen, which
would smash to pulp anyone beneath
them, plunge down toward the sea.
That, at any rate, is the theory. But
occasionally the ship will roll at just the
wrong moment, and the great, jagged
lump of bony matter will come crashing
inboard again. “I’ve seen maybe five
or six men killed by the barde,” Adam-
son told me. “I’d advise you, Doctor,
if you're anywhere in the vicinity and
you hear the cry of ‘Barde!,’ don’t stop
to look around and see where it is, but
get under some kind of cover, or fall

“Well, that little snip
of an wpstairs maid isw’t here, thank goodness”

]

down flat on your face.” Later in the
voyage, when a man was brought to me
in the sick bay who looked as though he
hadn’t a whole bone left in his body and
who was barely able to mutter, “I no
hear them shout ‘Barde!,” 7 1 realized
the wisdom of the old bosun’s advice.
Fortunately, no such accident oc-
curred this time. After the baleen was
safely overboard and the whale was
flensed completely, the blubber was cut
into slivers eighteen inches wide and ten
feet long. These strips were seized upon
by the “blubber boys,” a motley collec-
tion of ragamu#fins ranging in age from
eighteen to eighty, who fixed their
whale hooks in them and hauled them
to round, iron-rimmed holes in the deck
that belched forth steam and fritters of
boiling fat. These holes, the size of man-
holes, led down to a battery of modern
pressure cookers on the factory deck
below. I watched the blubber boys
awhile as they stuffed ton after ton of
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oily fat into the maws of the cookers,
and admired the dexterity with which
each of them wielded his whale hook—
a simple tool consisting of a piece of iron
about two feet long with a sharp hook
at one end and a wooden handgrasp at
the other. The whale hook has been an
essential whaling implement ever since
the first whaleman tried to handle a
shippery piece of blubber. A blubber boy
without a hook in his hand 1s a sorry and
useless lump of sailordom, but with it
he is a prestidigitator of the first order.
He is seen at his best in his battles with
the flensers. Flensers as a class for some
reason hate blubber boys. I have often
seen a flenser cut out a five-pound chunk
of blubber in order to insert a toggle,
and then catch up the slimy mass on
the end of his knife and hurl it venom-
ously at the nearest blubber boy. Some-
times he scores a hit, but equally often
the blubber boy, without even seeming to
look up, retaliates by diverting the course
of the projectile with his whale hook
and sending it along to smack in the
face of the nearest flens-
er beyond, who may be
as much as twenty yards
away. There isa legend
that blubber boys eat
with their whale hooks
and darn their socks
with them. That is not
strictly true, but it is
true that they put the
hooks to a variety of
uses for which they
were never designed.
Let a blubber boy reach
for a rope, and he will
reach with his hook.
Let him open a door,
lift a lid, or steady him-
self as the ship rolls, and
he will always use his
dexterous third arm in
preference to the two
God gave him. Hop-
ping around the deck in
a ring on the outskirts
of the flensing team, the
blubber boys are like
nothing®so much as a
horde of Captain Hooks
playing outfield in some
odd nautical game,
When the blubber
was all flensed, cut up,
and stowed, the Gaunt
Stranger stood back,
still solemn, still silent,
and surveyed his work.
He looked now not so
much like a surgeon as
hike a priest standing in

silent prayer over the remains of a sacri-
fice. Then he nodded curtly and walked
off the scene. His nod was seen by two
winchmen fully two hundred feet for-
ward on the ship. Wire ropes tightened,
all hands stood clear and formed little
groups by the bulwarks, lighting their
pipes or sharpening their knives, and
the skinned whale, now a pink-and-
white mountain of flesh and blood and
bone, began to slide slowly through
an archway amidships. This archway,
known inevitably as Hell’'s Gates be-
cause of the steam and blood and noise
that filled it, led to the lemming deck
forward, where the lemmers, the ex-
pert anatomists of the ship, awaited it.

These lemmers—nobody knows the
origin of their title—use the same type
of knife as the flensers, but they also
have heavy, steam-driven bone saws to
assist them. Thus armed, they dis-
member the carcass and sort out its huge
and ghastly sections into various cate-
gories. From my position on the after
winch deck, I could see little of this dis-
section, so, curiosity overcoming my
terror of the contorting and straining
wire ropes and the mysterious objects
swinging in the air overhead, I ventured
forward to the archway, as I had not
summoned up the courage to do until
that night. The steam and noise on
the lemming deck were ten times as
great as they had been
on the flensing deck,
and the diabolic tempo
at which the lemmers
worked made the flens-
ers seem slow and awk-
ward. For a while, I
stood in dazed un-
certainty at Hell’s
Gates, not sure whether
to retreat or to plunge
forward into the steam
and blood and noise and
take my chances among
the demons who were
rushing about there
with flashing, blood-
stained knives. Then in
the midst of the gro-
tesque charade [ sud-
denly saw a cheerful,
familiar face and a
beckoning arm. It was
a bone-saw man named
Hamish, whom I had
talked with on many
off-duty occasions. He
had a magnificent bris-
tling black beard and
the confident bearing of
a man who is on a job
that he understands as
well as anyone else on
earth. I dived through
the steam toward him
and found a place of
comparative safety be-
hind his saw. “You’ve
never been forrard here
to see us working yet,
have you, Doc?” he
shouted in my ear.
“Well, wait ere I fix
this bluidy backbone,
and then I’ll tell you
what’s going on.”

“Fixing the bluidy
backbone” looked dead
easy as Hamish did it,
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jido -this-,

Little man in a big advertising
agency told us this story the other day.
Client wrote to agency president about
some new development, asked his ad-
vice. President sent his letter with memo
“Look into this, please” to executive
vice-president. And so, through a galaxy
of V-P’s and department heads, until
it arrived at our friend’s desk, heaven
knows how many “Look into this,
please” memos attached. He pondered
it, then squinted about the room, and
there, away over in a corner was one
man, even littler than he. So he wrote
a “Look into this, please” and sent it
on to him.

iWe’re happy to tell you

Nation’s Business cuts down consider-
ably on this sort of thing. Why? Because
Nation’s Business is designed to answer
businessmen’s questions. What about the
tax picture? Defense? The postal defi-
cit? What has the Eisenhower Adminis-
tration accomplished to date?
Answered in the January issue by Tke’s
Cabinet members, themselves. How far,
how fast, how high will man fly in the
next 50 years? Will he reach the moon?
See Nation’s Business, December, 1953.
R Is the coal industry a dead duck?

Answered in Nation’s Business,
November last. Is a U. §. sales tax stll
possible? Read same issue. Can a depart-
ment store operate without clerks? Oc-
tober Nation’s Business. What does
Labor want next? See September. Can
the states take back Washington’s
powers? Answered in Nation’s Business
for August. g

So be it. Today the
lucky businessman has news publica-
tions, magazines of news-behind-the-
news, news-in-depth, and what-not
else? We give him answers. Will give
him answers in 1954 as in 1953. That’s
all. Nation’s Business, ¢ magazine for
businessmen, Washington 6, D. C.
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but I could see that it was in fact a
miracle of coBperation between many
brains and much machinery. By this

| time, the lemmers had sliced the tons

of flesh from the back of the whale as
neatly as a butcher cuts a rump steak,
and this vast quantity of meat had gone
down into a special hole in the deck.
The rib casing—every rib bigger than a
man—nhad been cut away and hauled up
overhead, and now swung suspended
from the derricks like a giant’s feast of
pork chops. In a moment, it, too, would
be carved up and stowed in the cookers.
The innards of the whale had been
heaved out, and lay, each anatomical
pile in its proper place on the deck,
awaiting consighment to the factory
deck below or rejection into the sea.
Only the massive backbone remained,
and it was Hamish’s turn,

First, a chain was passed under the
great ligaments, as thick and tough
as a warship’s anchor cables, that ran
along the millstone-size vertebrae. With
a horrid rending noise, similar to that
made by a dog crunching a bone but
amplified a thousand times, the liga-
ments were ripped free from the spine.
Then a wire rope from a winch beside
Hamish’s bone saw was passed around
a bollard and attached by a heavy iron
double hook to the tail of the vertebral
column. Hamish gave a toss of his head
as the signal to heave away, and the
winchman brought the great mass of
bone and tendon whizzing
across the deck to a point
right under the saw. Hamish
dropped the heavy, steam-
driven fifteen-foot blade in
exactly the right place to cut
off a chunk just big enough
to go down a four-foot hole
to the cookers. Then he
lifted the blade and wagged
his beard, and at this sign
eight men who had been
scattered about nearby knew
precisely what to do. Four
darted in with whale hooks,
seized the severed piece, and
hauled it off to the cooker hole; the
fifth thrust the double hook from the
winch deep into the next vertebra;
the sixth, the winchman, opened his
throttle and pulled the backbone an-
other couple of feet along the deck;
and the seventh and eighth, two little
gnomelike lemmers, scurried out of the
steam and made some intricate cuts in
the backbone with their knives, so that
it would sit properly under the saw.
The ninth man present, Hamish him-
self, brought his immense saw blade
slamming down for the next cut, and

the tenth man, the doctor, cowered a
bit closer against the bulwarks behind
the saw.

It took about three minutes to re-
duce the backbone to lumps of a size
that could be pushed down into the
cookers. Then Hamish had a few mo-
ments in which to light his pipe and
disparage the dangers of his job to me.
“It’s the same as Andy MacTavish, our
village butcher in Peterhead, killin’ and
sawin’ up a cattle beast,” he said.
““T'here’s nae mair to whalin’ than there
is tae Andy’s job, except the beasts are
bigger an’ the slaughterhouse is in a
kinda inconvenient place down here in
the ice. It’s all a matter of proportion.
Andy’s just as likely tae have an accident
w1’ his bone saw as I am wi’ mine, but
when he does, he’ll lose a finger or two,
whilst if T make a mistake, as like as
not I’ll nick the head off that little lem-
mer there.”

Hamish turned to tinker with his
saw blade, and I ventured forth to
observe some of the other operations
that were going on in the gigantic
butchery. I found that the liver of the
whale, weighing nearly a ton, had been
hauled to a corner of the deck, where a
man was engaged in chopping it into
chunks and popping them into a hole
that led to the “liver plant” below. The
stomach and intestines had also been
hauled aside—mnot to a hole in the deck
but to a break in the bulwarks, through
which they were to be cast
into the sea. (They are
the only parts of the whale
other than the flukes and
the baleen to be thrown
away.) Before they were
heaved overboard, how-
ever, Adamson arrived on
the scene, armed with a
flensing knife. He split the
stomach open and spilled
its contents, a hundred-
weight or so of little red
shrimps, out onto the deck,
and then drew a notebook
from his trousers pocket
and wrote something down with a stub
of pencil. I asked him what on earth he
was doing, taking notes in such a setting.
“The law insists that we do this,” he
said. “I’m writing down the contents of
the stomach, which we’ve got to do for
every whale we take. The biologist
boys reckon they can work out some-
thing about the migrations of whales
from what we find they’ve been eating.
Any old whaleman will tell them they’re
wrong, of course.”

“Are ye finished with these guts yet,
Bosun?” an irritated voice broke in
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roomettes...have individual controls
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You'll be surprised by the unique
system of dinner reservations in the
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from the surrounding steam as I was
asking Adamson more questions; it was
clear from the tone that I was guilty wf
the major crime aboard a whaleship—
holding up production.

“Aye!” replied Adamson, and with
that a winch clanked in the distance, a
rope tightened close at hand, and a
mountain of whale innards slid toward
the ship’s side and dropped into the sea
far below.

I leaned over the rail to see the fate
of these parts of the whale for which
man has no use. It was not long in com-
ing. Hundreds of black-and-white Cape
pigeons gathered around the filthy mess,
and in a few moments each one had
ripped off a small piece and was swim-
ming about in the ocean, tearing at his
dinner. An occasional albatross glided
down on his ten-foot wings, chased off
some of the shrilly complaining pigeons,
and made a silent and dignified meal
before starting a long run on the water
to rise and glide off. And all the while
a cloud of Wilson’s petrels fluttered
above the mess; every few minutes one
of them would dart down to take a tiny
beakful of the rich fodder, and then
rise into the air again to digest it.

But the birds did not get the entire
feast, by any means. Five killer whales,
the most voracious animals in the South-
ern Ocean, showed up for their share,
and a large share it was. They were
from twenty to thirty feet long, and
their huge black dorsal fins rose
rhythmically from the water as they
advanced upon their meal. From time
to time, they revealed their evil black-
and-white snouts and their malignant,
fang-filled jaws; only hyenas on land
and vultures in the air can convey the
same sense of remorseless ill will against
all creation, These killer whales were
about five hundred yards out when I
first saw them rise to blow, scarcely rip-
pling the water as they did so. Each of
them puffed once, then slid below the
surface again, its horrible sickle-shaped
fin niding it ke a hunchback’s hump.
About ten seconds later, the perform-
ance was repeated a hundred yards clos-
er in. Then the last appearance, fifty
yards off, and this time I could see their
cold, black little eyes. Again they slid
below, and now suddenly all the birds
that had gathered around the offal rose
squawking into the air. There was a
great swirling of water, and chunks of
the stuff began to disappear beneath the
water, half a ton or so at a tme. One
of the killers, evidently made overcon-
fident by the lavishness of the feast,
pushed his snout above the water to
grab a hundred-pound tidbit floating
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For the first time an actual piano recital has been

recorded! The time: last Feb 25th. The place:
Famous Concert actually recorded —Cicsic nan e occusion: e 250 Aniver
sary of Vladimir Horowitz" American debut.

in Came gie H a l l The concert was sold out months before. Even

the stage was jammed with listeners. Thunderous
applause followed the playing of each work.

Hear this famous Horowitz concert come
“alive” with RCA Victor "New Orthophonic™
High Fidelity Sound. The program, on two Long

Play records:
Sonata in B-Flat (Posthumous)............ Schubert
Nocturne in E Minor, Op. 72, .. ... ... Chopin
- SCHere O SBIMINGE, 5 o s e e bt dhie s s Chopin
Sonata No.9, Op.68.....................Scriabin
W0 EEARS e e Scriabin
Hungarian Rhapsody No, 2. ......... Liszt-Horowitz

Encore pieces by Debussy, Chopin and Prokofieff

RCA VICTOR
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A New Ca-mu-dr by JOHN PATRICK RS
B [Adopted from the Novel by Yern Sneider) !
MMl Production Directed by ROBERT LEWIS
Evgs. 8:40—Mon, thru Thurs.: $4.80-1.80. Fri. & Sot. Evgs.:
$6.00-1.80. Mats. Wed, & Sof. 2:40—%3.60-1.20, (Tox Incl.)
MARTIN BECK THEA., 45th St. W. of Bth Ave,

high on the sea. He never drew his
meal below the surface. From the wing
of the bridge overhead, where Mark,
the ship’s chief officer, was on duty,
came the sharp crack of a rifle, The
killer, drilled neatly behind the eyes by a
heavy bullet, leaped half out of the water
in his death spasm and then sank in a
whirl of spray and blood. “There’s
Mark at his favorite sport again!” some-
one remarked at my shoulder. “He hates
killer whales with a loathing quite out of
proportion to the damage they do to him
and his bonus, though it’s true they tear
out the tongues and the best part of the
oil from half the whales we catch. He’ll
be happy all night now he’s killed that
one,”

By morning, as Adamson had prom-
ised, all fourteen whales had been dis-
posed of. Just as the early antarctic
dawn was breaking, iron covers were
hauled over the cooker holes and
clamped down, and the steam straight-
way vanished. The winchmen heaved
in their loose ropes and shut off their
winches. A gang of men appeared and
hosed down the decks. A young cadet
officer went up to a platform on the
starboard side and checked over the
stores, spare harpoons, and ropes laid
out for the next catcher that might
need them. Hamish was greasing his
saw and tuning it up for the next lot
of whales. And the hundred-odd men
who had been slaving all night on the
deck were slipping off to their cabins
or messrooms. In something less than
an hour after the last whale had been
hauled up the skidway, not a vestige
of the fourteen remained abovedecks,
except their blood, which lay about in
slippery clots.

Just before I left the deck of the
now apparently lifeless ship, I heard
another burst of rifle fire from the
bridge overhead, and T knew that one
other person was still wide awake.
Mark, whiling the time away as he
conned our huge ship through the
freezing dawn, was indulging his hatred
of the killer whales.

ACCORDING to the regulations of
the International Whaling Com-
mission, which are enforced by a board
that sits in Sandefjord, Norway, no
more than fifteen thousand five hun-
dred blue-whale “units” may be taken
from the Southern Ocean in one season
by the fifteen or twenty expeditions, of
various nationalities, that venture there,
A unit is one blue whale or its equiva-
lent—two fin whales, two and a half
humpback whales, or six sei whales.
Humpbacks—the friendly little whales
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RODGERS & HAMMERSTEIN'S

New Musical Comedy
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with ISABEL BILL JOAN
BIGLEY HAYES McCRACKEN

RAY MARK JACKIE
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that have not yet recovered from the
massacre the whaling barks inflicted on
them early in this century—are so tight-
ly restricted that only twelve hundred
and fifty of them may be taken each year
by all expeditions to the south. No limits

are set on the catching of sperm whales, T. S. ELIOT ... The Englishman from St. Louis, Mo., has done
except that tth,- mav not be hunted for it again. The Nobel Prize-winning poet has turned his sinuous wit
more than eight months a year. To 1n- to a new comedy, “The Confidential Clerk”...Remember “The
Cocktail Party?” It intrigued, provoked, infuriated, delighted and
caused more talk than took place at the Panmunjom parleys..
Well, in my opinion, (and I was privileged to present “The Cock-
tail Party”) it was even more fun to produce “The Confidential
Clerk”...It is an uproarious charade in the great tradition of Oscar
Wilde. But through the laughter something bigger happens — some-
thing impinges on the mind and rings in memory when all else is
forgotten...It opened at the Edinburgh Festival and is currently
the toast of London. In it, Ina Claire has found a comedy to lure
her from a seven-year retirement. To co-star with her is Claude
Rains in his first Broadway appearance since his triumph in “Dark-
ness at Noon."” Also, it introduces to Broadway the star of “Kind
Hearts and Coronets,” “The Man in the White Suit” and “The
Importance of Being Earnest”" — Joan Greenwood...Come Febru-
ary, “The Confidential Clerk” will be on all tongues wherever sen-
tient people gather. Therefore, make reservations now. I know you
will laugh. More important, I know you will not forget it.

Sincerely, M

|
for Henry Sherek and Producers’ Theatre

an open letter to you about...

THIS MAN, ELIOT-

sure that these and other regulations
issued by the Commission are obeyed,
two whaling inspectors sail with every
expedition—British  inspectors  with
British expeditions, Norwegian inspec-
tors with Norwegian expeditions, and so
on. ““T’here shall be maintained on each
factory ship at least two inspectors of
whaling for the purpose of maintain-
ing twenty-four-hour inspection,” says
the law, and, as with most international
laws, there is much more implied than
written in that sentence. The whaling
inspectors, like many officials of inter-
national organizations today, have a
double loyalty—a first loyalty to the
government that employs and pays
them, and a second (but no less de-
manding ) one to the organization they

Their job i i GREENWOOD “The Con dential Clerk”
serve, Their job i1s mainly to curb
overzealous whalemen, in order to pre- Opens Thurs. Eve., Feb. 11 at the Morosco Thea., 221 W. 45 St.
serve the various species of whale and PRICES: Mon, thru Thurs. Eves.: Orch. & Boxes $5.40; Balc. $4.80, 4.20, 3.60, 3.00, 2.40.
: it the dang] Fri. & Sat, Eves.: Orch. & Boxes $6.00; Balc. $4.80, 4.20, 3.60, 3.00, 2.40. Wed. Mats.
to see to it that despite the slaughter Orch. & Boxes $3.60; Balc. $3.00, 2.40, 1.80. Sof. Mots.: Orch. & Boxes $4.20; Balc.
: : o = e $3.00, 2.40, 1.BD. Premiare: Orch. Divans $12.00; Orch. & Boxes $7.20; Balc, $6.00,
they even get a chance to breed and in 4.80, 3,60, 3.00, 2.40. All prices include tox. Please specify two alfernale dates ond
crease, j_ ]'!E IIISp‘ECtOI'S must kEEp n enclose stomped, self-addressed anvalops.

ORCHESTRA DIVANS: Evenings $7.80; Motinees 54 80

“EXCITING...ENGROSSING...
EN TERTAIHIHG”‘?J'#'.‘EEZ?

mind a hundred or more regulations
and restrictions. They must make sure
that no whale shorter than the lengths
internationally agreed upon for the sev-
eral species is taken; they must preserve

“Judith Anderson magnificent in a gifted
drama brilliantly acted.” —ATKINSON, Times

Judith,

LELAND HAYWARD presents

[ Y W N )

. . i A 1 3
the rarer species, such as the right whale v a o play £y Jame Bowfa. [\dlh(li ine ( orne " b""
and the gray whale, inviolate; they must W mPﬂ%Wﬁ'Pﬂﬁpf’}' (o .‘J
limit whaling to the times and seas pre- m“.% N ooy b
scribed by the Commission; and they HOWARD LINDSAY ond RUSSEL CROUSE fq
ety e ey o || Wil omnect ., prumn
pany from trespassing on great whale Elizabeth Ross  Logan Ramsey o L B

. ey PLAYHOUSE, 48th St £ of B'y, Evs. 8:40, Mats. Wed. & dat. Directed by HOWARD LINDSAY
sanctuaries that have been set aside in

=20 BROADHURST THEATRE
the oceans of the world. They must be e A

seamen, zoologists, mathematicians, T Thapics Slls e lng“" s oy s Eet0 o o
and men of F;tb'iﬂlutf integrity, who ‘wtill PULITZER A
refuse the bribes that are presented daily P‘RIIE

in sundry attractive forms. They must
be detectives with the acumen of
Holmes, and they must also be lawyers

present
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RALPH MEEKER JANICE RULE

“GAY and INVENTIVE."

and PEGGY COMNKLIN —Gibbs, The Hew Yorker
Staged by JOSHUA LOGAN “ORIGINAL undNH‘!p,Eu_ﬁ;-
. —Atkinson, M. T. Times
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$6.=1.80. Mats. Thurs. & Sat, 2:30.$3.60,~ 1,20, Tax Incl. ol fodit S ol
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Letter to Qur
Dear, Dear, Dear ...
| -~ Dearest Mrs. Richards:

Please put this in front of fhat
man around your house who has
muffed Valentine's Day for years.
If he doesn’t read, chat with him. Chat quietly,
casually, discreetly about amaryllis, the winter-
flowering house plant that blooms gorgeously
when the days are dark and cold, that blooms
year after year, that gets bigger and bigger, that
—well, it's all true.

0f course, chances are that a man who has
forgotten Valentine's Day as long as Richards
has forgotten, will just grunt defensively. But
that's your cue. Say, firmly, “Dear, I'm going fo
order one of those lovely planis.” And what will
he do then? If | know Richards he’ll sneak this
page and buy one for his mother—and one for
you for Easter, too. Richards does this every time.
Sincerely,
Amos Pettingill

P.S. Our amaryllis are all Dutch Warmenhoven,
the world’s finest strain. They are potted, ready
to grow, posiage free in the U.S.A. Full instruc-
tions enclosed. Colors: red, salmon, rose, salmon-
pink, apricot, rose with white stripes—$4.95
each. White—§$5.95. (Unpotted bulbs $4.00 each
in colors, $4.95 for white.) Each bulb is guaran-
teed to bloom. We will enclose your card. A.P.

WHITE FLOWER FARM
The Compleat Nursery

l Litchfield 11, Connecticut
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DELINEATOR ©

Ila more trying one bra after
another! Berlé creates for you
a Delineator exaclly fitted to
vour individual contours.
You'll hardly know you're
wearing it. From $17.50 in
the world’s finesf ‘materials.
One—}vear written guaranlee.
Consultation welcomed.,

). BERLE, 26 West 58 St., N. Y.
Telephone: Plaza 5-6250 |

and arbitrators. At the same time, they
must have the ability to keep on terms
of good will with the whale-fleet own-
ers and the whalemen, all of whom,
they must assume, are trying to hood-
wink them. For doing this job and
possessing these qualities, the British
government pays its senior inspectors
sixty pounds ($168) a month and its
junior inspectors fifty pounds ($140).

I have said that the inspector’s job is
to enforce the law of his nation and the
rules of the International Commuission,
but he is given no power to do so. He
cannot order the expedition’s manager,
or the gunners—or, indeed, any man at
all—to do anything. He can only “ad-
vise,” and, long afterward, when he has
returned home, report any delinquen-
cies of which he has absolute proof. Most
breaches of the whaling laws carry a
penalty of three months’ imprisonment
or a fine of fifty pounds, but I have
heard of no case of a man’s doing time
or paying money for a whaling offense.

The senior whaling inspector on our
expedition was a retired Royal Navy
commander named Gyle. Although he
had no big stick with which to enforce
the law he represented, it was a rare
whaleman who did not accept, and at
least try to comply with, his “advice.”
Most of the men in our crew had served
in either the British or the Norwegian
Navy, and they knew Gyle for what he
was as soon as they saw him. He was
the only man I ever heard addressed as
“sir’” on a whaling ship, where chief
officer, gunners, chief engineers, doc-
tors, and the rest are usually addressed
by their first names or by nicknames.
He was the only man who could com-
mit the mortal sin of holding up pro-
duction without causing trouble—and
not because he was the inspector but
because he was Commander Gyle, 2
man who liked and understood seamen
as seamen liked and understood him. He
once told me that when old friends in
his yacht club, on the Isle of Wight, ask
what he has been doing lately, he no
longer replies that he earns a living by
inspecting whales, because he has found
that this causes the old friends to move
down the bar and talk to somebody else;
he now describes himself, with equal
accuracy, as a civil servant connected
with the fishing industry.

I got to know Gyle early in the trip.
We fell in together mainly, I think, be-
cause we were practically the only two
men on the expedition whose future was
not tied up with the whaling company,
and who could thus take an objective
view of what was going on around us.
Most evenings I spent sharing a bottle
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“MOST OUTRAGEOUSLY OUTRIGHT FUN
OF THE SEASON" —HEWES. SATURDAY REVIEW

FRANCHOT TONE ..

a COMEDY by
EDWARD CHODOROY

GIG YOUNG - BETSY von FURSTENBERG

HENRY MILLER'S Theo., 124 W. 43 51, BR 9-3970
Evenings of 8:40. Matiness Thurs. & Sot. at T:40

A hit

"Irresistible fun!
filled with laughs."

—Coleman, Mirror

GEORGE KOMNDOLF presents
MENASHA RICHARD

SKULRIR WHORF
N'THE ¢JSEASON’

by SYLVIA REGAM Staged by GREGORY RATOFF

CORT THEATRE, 48th S5t. East of B'way

Tues. thru Sun. Evge, [Me Meons.) 54.80, $4.20,
$3.60, %3.00. $2.40, $1.90.. Mots. Sat. & Sun.
$3.40, %3.00, $2.40, $1.80, %1.20 (Incl. Tox).
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of fine entertainment
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49

-
'.-.1__:_;,_-.-5" I

e
{|. - - -

e Y

-h_r_“.'...-u' s
o T e e,
A A

£ rmu_ (=0 E L =

i

i
T

< hll.
e

£
e

Now Rayon'’s

B R

“In the bag!”

f
é.
g ¥

Helping with another big chore, this time
on the farm! It's an amazing new rayon
bag fabric developed by Avisco engineers
and bag manufacturers to boost sales of
flour and feed to the farmer.

The bags have to be strong to with-
stand rough handling, and denselv woven
to prevent sifting. Precise engineering
achieved these goals and produces bags
that deliver the goods safe and clean. And
as an added plus, the fabric has real style
interest.

That's where the girls take over. Wash-
ing the bags removes the labels and pre-
shrinks the fabric, which comes in a va-
riety of colors and patterns, ready for
everything from dresses to draperies.

Right now a free Avisco booklet, “Glad
Rags from Rayon Bags,” is giving fashion-
sure sewing ideas and instructions to
many a modern farm Miss and Mrs.

American Viscose Corporation, 350
Fifth Avenue, New York 1, N. Y.

AMERICAN VISCOSE CORPORATION

AMERICA’S FIRST PRODUCER OF -MAN-MADE F1IBERS
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Take the French-Line South!

Derived from one of the most excit-
ing coats that ever left Paris: our
streak of navy crossed with bold white |
stripes. All in the original Glenara

imported Irish linen, Sanforized —and

Tebilized® for lasting crease-resis-

tance. In sizes 8§ to 16. 35.95.
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Baltimore * Detroit * Clevelond * St Louis
Indianapolis * Atlanta * Washington, D. C.
Cincinnati * Hartford * Buffale

with him in his cabin or in mine. He
was born in 1900, the son of a British
naval officer of the old blood-and-thun-
der, the-Navy’s-not-what-it-was-since
they-gave-up-flogging  school, who
came from a line of naval officers going
back almost to the days of Drake; his
mother was a mild-mannered lady from
Boston, Massachusetts. Gyle himself
was a midshipman at the Battle of Jut-
land, and fired his first shot in anger be-
fore his sixteenth birthday. Between the
two wars, he served in the small ships of
the British Navy, in preference to the
big ships, where peacetime naval life
consisted of ceremonial cruises and cock-
tail parties. He was with the Yangtze
gunboats awhile, and then with the
fishery-protection cruisers, and he spent
a year or two on sloops chasing pearl
poachers in the Persian Gulf. He went
anyplace, in fact, where he could have
command of a small ship far removed
from the ballyhoo of the dignified, flag-
showing Navy his father loved so well—
and, whenever possible, where his guns
would be loaded with live ammunition
rather than blanks. During the Second
World War, he got mixed up in more
trouble in and around the Mediterra-
nean than the average fighting sailor ex-
periences during his whole career, At
the end of the war, when the Navy was
again looking for officers who could
conduct themselves properly at cocktail
parties rather than under shellfire, he
found himself out on the street, with a
wife and growing family beside him and
an annual pension of four hundred and
fifty pounds ($1,260) to support them.

Gyle had no marketable ability or
knowledge other than a huge experience
of the sea and of the ways of seamen,
and he did not even try to earn a living
ashore. Fortunately, he heard of a job
afloat that was connected with the small
ships he had always loved so passionate-
ly. He went to interview an elderly gen-
tleman in the Whaling Inspectorate’s
offices, on Whitehall. This old gentle-
man, who, Gyle told me, “thought that
whales were fish, but had around his
office the finest photographs of icebergs
I have ever seen,” sent him off for a
year to study the ways of whales and
the idiosyncrasies of whalemen. Gyle
passed all the tests of seamanship and
personal probity required by the Inspec-
torate, mastered the theory of modern
whaling and the laws relating to it,
and then sailed south as a junior in-
spector. Soon his worth was recognized
and for eight months of every year
he was working in the antarctic as
senior inspector.

In the Army, where I spent m}'(
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D. & J. ANDERSON
SCOTCH GINGHAM

Colorful Plaids, Glenurquharts,
Checks and small Tattersalls!
They're all here. Here at Rogers
Peet in D. & J. Anderson's world-
famous Ginghams expressly woven
for us in Scotland. In Long Sleeved
Sport Shirts. Buttoned pockets.
The nicest kind of shirt for the
South . . . or under a sweater, pull-
over or warm waistcoat in colder
climates priced at $13.95.

Small, Medium, Large, Extra Large.

MAITL ORDERS INVITED
Add 27e meiling charges
beyond Mew York Uni Parcel zone.

DOn New York City deliveries
add 3% Sales Tax.

ﬁqyﬁm @ zel Céwymy

NEW YORK » BOSTON
Writer

f Fogers Peel, 5thAve.at 415t 5., NewYorki17, N. Y.
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this is the place they mean
...fabulous mutton chops,
steaks and roast beef...old
tavern atmosphere . ..
clay pipes and traditions!

Keen's

ENGLISH CHOP HOUSE
72 West 36th Street

CONSULATE dedscom.

At leading furniture and department stores.
Send 3-cent stamp to Dept N for booklet.
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Youve never really enjoyed your records before
...nor had such a wonderful way to play them

200 Selections at your finger Lips

That’s right! 200 selections, 100 records,
of your favorite 45 r.p.m. music ready to
play, instantly, automatically . . . any or
all . . . at the touch of a finger. With this
wonderful instrument you may arrange
programs to play one record . . . five rec-

The Library Unit, For playing

The Custom Unit. For built-in music

ords . . . or for as long as 25 hours without
repetition. And all without touching a rec-
ord . . . without handling an album. Once
you see it, you'll agree the Select-O-Matic
is the most remarkable development for
playing recorded music since the inven-
tion of the phonograph.

Music that has new Tonal Realism

Once the program’s arranged. just sit
back and enjoy the music you never knew
was on the records. Music that takes on
added dimension and presence . .. music
that has new tonal realism.

Music for your business?

Here's the practical, inexpensive method
of bringing the acknowledged advantages
of music to your business. Why not inves-
tigate the complete line of Seeburg Se-
lect-O-Matic “200” Music Systems today ?

Write. A descriptive folder and the
name of your Seeburg Dealer will be sent
on request.

J. P. SEEBURG CORPORATION
Chicage 22, lllinois
dependoble music systems since 1902

2VAV AT
NO WORK ... ALL PLAY WITH Scdelg Sdﬁd’ﬂ*

MO LLC »yusic sysTEMS

AV AV 4

through TY, radio or other am-
plification system. High fidelity
pre-amplifier. Spring tension mag-
netic pickup with genuine dia-
mond styluses. Modern limed oak
cabinet.

systems. Mounted on sturdy, dou-
ble sliding metal track. High
fidelity pre-amplifier. Spring ten-
sion magnetic pickup with genvine
diamond styluses.

TRUE HIGH FIDELITY GIVES
NEW TONAL REALISM

The Conscle. High fidelity power
amplifier (20 watt—20 to 30,000
cps range), high fidelity pre-am-
plifier, high fidelity dual coaxial
speaker. Spring tension magnetic
pickup with genuvine diomond
styluses., Beautiful light Korina or
rich mahogany wood cabinet.
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KEEN observer. the White Queen!
A Here’s a problem every busy ex-
ecutive faces:

The burden of remembering

and the fear of forgetting...
For all those who have many things
they must not forget, must get done. ..
we think we have a specific answer.

* It’s a dictating machine known the
world over as the Dictaphone TIME-
MASTER. Here's an electronic Boswell
for anyone who wants to remember—
without seribbling notes or relying on
someone to take shorthand.

The TIME-MASTER is an executive ex-
press for ideas. Why don’t vou ~“make a
memorandum” of it? Use the coupon.
No obligation, of course.

/
DICTAPHONE"®
makers of the TIME-MASTER
the #1 dictating machine

DICTAPHONE CORPORATION, Dept. G14
420 Lexington Ave., N. Y. 17, N. Y.

Please send me SUCCESS, a free 12-page
illustrated booklet.

Name,

Company

Street

City & Zone State

| service career, it is dogma that the reg-
ular British naval officer is the dumb-
est thing in uniform, but the author of
that partisan generalization had clearly
never met the likes of Gyle, for here was
a man whose every look and gesture de-
clared that he could have been nothing
but Winchester, Dartmouth, and the
Navy, yet who had read as much and
could talk as well about any subject as
any man I have ever known. The part
of his life that was not spent on the
bridge of a fighting ship had mostly been
spent with a book in his hand, and his
knowledge was as wide as his intelli-
gence was high. His reading included
Greek humorists, Latin poets, and Chi-
nese philosophers, as well as everything
ever written by Damon Runyon. And
while he could deliver a two-hour dis-
course on the recession of the nebulae
and showed a thorough understanding
of the politics of Bolivia, he was also the
worst—or, I should say, the most perti-
nacious and the best-informed—gossip
on the ship.

Despite the thousands of miles Gyle
had sailed on whaling ships and the
thousands of whales he had seen brought
aboard, he still took his job very seri-
ously. One day I happened to be on
the flensing deck when a female fin
whale that put no strain on the winches
was hauled up the skidway. As it lay
on the deck and the flensers were at-
tacking it, the second bosun, bearing
a notebook, two spikes, and a measuring
tape of the kind used by surveyors,
emerged from the mate’s office. He
went to the tail of the whale, counted
the notches cut in the stumps of the
flukes to identify the responsible whale
catcher, jotted the number in his book,
and hauled out an old hunter watch
from his greasy breeches and noted the
time, inevitably glancing skyward and
then around the ship, in the way of sea-
men, as he did so, though no informa-
tion from those parts was required. He
thereupon stuck one of his spikes into the
deck, more or less in line with the tail of
the whale, tied his measuring tape to it,
and walked aft, letting out the tape, to
a point more or less in line with the
snout, where he stuck in his second spike,
read the figure on his tape, and made
more notes. At that point, Gyle emerged
from the mate’s office, also with note-
book in hand. He, too, examined the
notches in the stump of the tail and
noted the time, and, being a seaman
himself, glanced automatically around
at the weather and at the state of the
ship as he did so. Then he picked up
the forward spike and, without any
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comment on his part or that of the
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second  bosun, who was watching,
moved it two feet, to bring it into true
line with the whale’s tail. Going aft,
he moved the other spike eighteen
inches, to bring it, too, into true line.
Woalking forward again, he gave one
of the whale’s mammary glands a
squeeze. A jet of milk shot out, and
when this happened, Gyle looked not
only disconcerted but angry. He turned
to go back to the mate’s office, and I
followed him. “Who’s the gunner of
Number Three catcher?” Gyle asked
the mate on duty in an abrupt, com-
pelling Royal Navy tone.

“Ogi Jansen’s gunner of Number
Three,” the mate said. “Good gunner,
Ogi']?

“He may be a good gunner, but he’s
also a first-class bastard,” Gyle said
angrily. “I'm logging him at Sande-
fjord for this one. He’s taken me in too
often. Five short whales this season,
two mysteriously broken whale lines,
which were cut as clean as ever I’ve
seen ropes cut, in direct violation of
the law about abandoning harpooned
whales, and now a short, lactating fin
whale!” And I must say I shared some
of his anger when I thought of the
whale’s calf, which, as we were speak-
ing, was swimming the antarctic seas in
loneliness, searching for its mother and
starving to death.

T'he impetuosity of gunners like Ogi
Jansen is undoubtedly encouraged by
the bonus they receive for each whale
killed—up to fifty dollars, depending
on its size. Another factor is the pro-
duction quota fixed for the expedition
by the whaling company. The com-
pany arrives at this quota by averag-
ing the ship’s production figures for the
previous three years, At least half the
earnings of all the members of our crew,
except the medical and scientific staffs,
were dependent on the quota. If we
reached 1t, all hands would be well
paid. If we did not, the whaling trip
would be almost a dead loss, for the
bonus would be small and would not
bring the men’s wages to anything near
what they considered adequate com-
pensation. But—and here was the
bait—if the quota was exceeded, the
bonus would be automatically increased
by fifty per cent, and the whalemen
would return home with thick wads of
money in their pockets. The quota for
our expedition this season was 131,000
barrels, or 24,000 tons, of oil, and
3,200 tons of by-products, mainly meat
and bone meal, All whale oil today is
stored in tanks, not barrels, but the bar-
rel measure is still used in computing
quantities of oil. (The price of whale
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oil is currently around a hundred and
ninetv-five dollars a ton.)

One cannot spend five minutes in
the officers’ saloon of a factory ship—
or anywhere else on board, for that
matter—without hearing at least a
dozen references to barrels of oil and to
Kvarner cookers, which are used to
boil the oil out of whale tissue and are
something like a housewife’s pressure
cooker but about ten feet high and
twenty feet across. In the officers’
saloon of our ship, this shoptalk in-
evitably began as soon as Old Burnett,
the ship’s chief engineer, entered for
a meal. “How many barrels yester-
day, Mansell?” he would always shout
across the table to our chief produc-
tion officer the moment he sat down.
Mansell would reply aadly that our
score the day before had been only a
thousand or so but that we could easily
double that if Burnett’s department
would supply some decent water and a
proper head of steam, and would do
something about No. 2 Starboard
Kvzrner, which had been on the bum
since we took our first whale. Mac-
Donald, the factory engineer, would
then rise to his chief’s defense, remark-
ing that it was difficult to keep ma-
chinery working when a half-witted
mate allowed his flensers to put any-
thing from wire ropes to unexploded
harpoon grenades into the Kvzrners
along with the blubber. Evans, the
chemist, would take Mansell’s part, and
swear that there was more rust and lu-
bricating oil than whale oil in the sam-
ples he had tested that morning. And
so it would go.

One day, I arranged to spend an
afternoon with Mansell and MacDon-
ald below decks in the intricate maze of
the factory, so that I could see something
of the working of the machinery they
argued over so passionately. The factory
was “on full cook”—that is, going all
out—during our visit. There were eight
whales in the Kvarners and four more
up on deck. Some eighty men were
at work around the Kvarners, mostly
watching dials and regulating valves.
The leading cooker—a man very high
in the whaling hierarchy—was a small,
alert Norwegian Jew, who, in addition
to the important part he played in reduc-
ing whales to their component parts,
was our expedition’s accredited repre-
sentative of the Norwegian Seamen’s
Union. Every conversation I ever had
with him on that trip, whether it began
with a discussion of his asthmatic symp-
toms or of the ideal gear ratio for a re-
volving pressure boiler, ended in our
talking about labor-management rela-
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tions. He had his men strongly behind
him—so much so that before the voyage
was over, I got to calling on him, rather
than on the chief officer, to arbitrate
differences between the medical depart-
ment and the workers on the ship.

The extracting and separating ma-
chinery did not by any means constica‘e
the whole of the factory, for below
were two more decks, filled with devices
for drying, processing, and sorting,
and below them were the tanks and
holds in which our loot was stored. Our
tour of the factory finished in a meat-
meal hold, where thousands of sacks of
dried whale lay stacked and still, ton
upon ton, from deck to deckhead. There
was a queer, spooky atmosphere in this
mausoleum; although ten thousand tons
of machinery were banging away with-
in a few hundred feet all around us,
we found ourselves in absolute silence
except for the swishing of the Antarctic
Ocean against the keel plates on which
we stood. I felt strange and indefinable
emotions as [ reflected that this im-
mense heap of inert matter had lately
been feeding and sporting in that sea—
some of it a month ago, some of it a
few hours ago.

T Christmastime, our ship had a
real blowout, All hands downed
tools, and for twenty-four hours there|
was pandemonium on the polarsea. The
catchers came in on Christmas Eve
not to bring whales but to scrounge
whatever bottles of alcoholic cheer they
could from friends with private stills
or hidden supplies of whiskey aboard.
Then a convenient gale sprang up,
which made all whaling impossible for
a day or two, even had there been
anyone fit to do it, and the whole
fleet, including the factory, hove to
in the lee of an iceberg as big as Man-
hattan.

The celebration got under way stiff-
ly and formally, and this, according to
Gyle, was a most ominous sign. At elev-
en in the morning of Christmas Day, all
the top officers assembled at the expedi-
tion manager’s behest in the smoking
roum, wearing collars and ties for the
first time since the ship had left Euro-
pean waters. Standing uncomfortably
around, we drank two vapid “company
cocktails” supplied by the chief steward,
and cautiously broached a bottle or two
from the manager’s private bond. Our
conversation was subdued and elegant,
and an observer might have thought
that the guests were the elders of a
Presbyterian kirk instead of a bunch of
tough whaling men about to begin their

annual binge in the ice. Once, Old
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Burnett mentioned the word “barrels,”
but disapproving “tut-tut’’s from the
decorous gentlemen around him shut
him up more effectively than the
blasphemous rejoinders his fellow-
whalemen normally made to his in-
terminable talk of oil.

About noon, Mansell brought the
manager’s cocktail party to an abrupt
end by announcing, in his usual bellow,
“Now we all go and have a drink!” In
his cabin, and in a dozen lesser meeting
places throughout the ship, the real cele-
bration began. In the officers’ quarters,
callers started arriving from the lower
deck. It was a privilege of the bosun,
the second bosun, and three or four
other leading personalities of the deck
and the factory to call on every officer
and wish him a merry Christmas, and it
was an ungenerous, and unwise, officer
who sent them away without the cus-
tomary tot. Led by Adamson, that pillar
of sobriety on normal occasions, the little
procession had made its way in leisurely
fashion through the after quarters of the
ship, had negotiated the long, pitching
deck with a most unseamanlike gait, and
was now paying calls on the officers in
the forward quarters. The visitors ar-
rived in Mansell’s room just as he was
opening his first bottle, and in a few
minutes they were all at their case
and comfortably disposed around the
cabin. The motion of the ship in the
gale was violent, and in Mansell’s cabin,
furniture, ornaments, and frequently an
unsteady seaman were being pitched
about. Nobody seemed to notice it; not
a hand was stretched out to save Man-
sell’s books and pictures, or even his
guests, from crashing into the bulk-
head. But I noticed one curious reflex
action among the old seamen: Each
time the ship lurched sharply, a dozen
hands reached out to prevent the bottle
from sliding off the table. The table
itself might glide away altogether, but
the bottle would be safe in the middle
of the chaos, held upright by many large
hands.

The conversation was revealing.
For once, whaling seemed to be a for-
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bidden topic. The men talked of the
Second World War—a subject that
was practically never mentioned on
other occasions, even though nearly ev-
ery man on the expedition had been in
it up to his neck for six years. Victor, the
deck storeman, who was a former divin-
ity student and a bridge player of inter-
national repute, sat with Gyle, discuss-
ing cricket. MacDonald and the chief
electrician argued the merits of Rudyard
Kipling as a poet, and the second huho
operator hauled a copy of “The Oxford
Book of English Verse” out of his pocket
to help them decide a point at issue. The
manager, bored with his own diminish-
ing party, presently joined us, and was
soon 1n a discussion with the bosun about
rug-making, a form of amusement that
occupied them both in their leisure time.
Our host, Mansell, was trying hard to
dissuade Old Burnett from giving a ser-
mon on the evils of drink, which was his
custom whenever whiskey got into
his dark, Calvinistic soul and tempted
him to join the people around him
who were enjoying themselves. I found
myself talking with one of our tough-
est gunners, who confided—threat-
ening me with sudden death if T told
the others—that his ambition was to
make enough money to buy a small
sheep farm in New Zealand and settle
down.

At three o’clock, by which time near-
ly everybody on the ship had visited
Mansell’s unofficial social center, we
broke up the party and went to the
saloon for Christmas dinner. The room
had been decorated in the traditional
way, with all the tinsel and streamers
and greenery that could be found; the
two tables were covered with the usual
cotton snow, sugar. cookies, and silver
bells and angels; and we sat down be-
neath two huge flags—one British, the
other Norwegian—with an imitation
Christmas tree between them. “What a
lot of damned rot!” commented Old
Burnett as the men began to put foolish
paper hats on their heads and the usual
sounds of galety arose from the tables,
“It’s plain ridiculous to 111terrupt the
work of the ship to pretend we’re enjoy-
ing ourselves amongst all these damned-
fool decorations!” But I knew that the
best of the decorations—bunches of
daffodils set off by green ferns, and the
only real flowers anywhere within a
thousand miles of that patch of ocean—
had been grown from bulbs by OIld
Burnett himself, and T was well aware
of the care and trouble he had gone
to and the acute anxiety he had suf-
fered during the past few days lest they
should not be in full bloom for the
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Christmas-dinner tables. The dinner |
was a success, chiefly because most of
those who could do so had contributed a
bottle or two and because Mansell kept
one table roaring with laughter as he
bellowed out slanderous and shockingly
detailed stories of the love life of three
gunners who were present as guests.
The other table was similarly amused
by Archibald, the radioman, who was a
humorist of equal skill but of finer and
more deadly technique. He was busy
attacking the British Navy, and Gyle
was putting up a scintillating and ribald
defense.

There was something lacking, how-
ever, and, gay though it appeared on the
surface, our Christmas feast down in
the lee of that iceberg was fundamental-
ly pathetic. The food was good—
cauliffiower soup with secaweed in it,
then lutefisk (Norwegian salt fish soaked
for days in caustic soda) or turkey, for
those who could not face that Norwe-
gian culinary horror, and, finally, plum
duff saturated with the company’s
brandy. But silences fell now and again
as this gang of tough men looked around
and saw only one another, flushed with
whiskey, wearing absurd hats, and mak-
ing artificial fun. I could not help
feeling that just one woman at that din-
ner—even one fatand fiftyish old house-
keeper—would have made it a festive
triumph, but in her absence it was im-
possible to obliterate the slightly hollow
note in the merriment.

At the end of the dinner, the man-
ager rose and gave us a toast: “Gentle-
men, the King!” We all rose and
drank, and then sat down. The man- |
ager thereupon rose again and gave us
another toast: “Gentlemen, the King!” }
Once more we all solemnly stood and
drank. By tactfully not specifying
whether he was giving us George of
England or Haakon of Norway, the
manager allowed us to toast the Kings
in the order of our individual prefer-
ence.

The meal over, I went aft to my
cabin and took a nap. Two hours later,
when I awakened, the weather had
subsided but the ship was still hove to
in the shelter of the iceberg. I got up
and went to the sick bay to see what
was doing. There I found that my as-
sistant, Sigurd, had just finished sewing
up a scalp and was applying compresses
to a broken nose—the first Scottish and
the second Norwegian.

“Is there a war going on?” I asked.

“It was declared about an hour ago,”
Sigurd replied, with a grin. “I think
Norway is winning.”

I wanted more information before
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viewing the conflict, so I rang up Gyle
on the ship’s phone. Battle had been
joined in the passagewayvs, he told me,
at about two bells. The combat did not
seem to be strictly international in na-
ture; in fact, the casus belli was believed
by the neutral faction to be a remark
made by a Norwegian flenser to a Nor-
wegian gunner to the effect that the
latter shot nothing but short whales. At
that, Mickey, the Irish plumber, had
foreseen trouble, so he had hit the near-
est Scots Presbyterian and then leaped
upon an English steward. “And now,”
Gyle said, “there’s a bit of blood swilling
in the scuppers, but they haven’t got out
the flensing knives yet.”

Thus briefed, I went to have a look,
and arrived just at the climax. The
combatants, about thirty in number, had
fought their way out onto the main
deck, and were filling Hell’s Gates with
murderous cries and the sound of
blows. There were some shouts savor-
ing of nationalism, such as “You bloody
Scots! You no good!” and “Let the
Norski squareheads have it, boys!,” but
in other instances Norwegian was

{ locked in battle with Norwegian, and

Scot with Scot.

Then Adamson arrived, and he
didn’t wait to read the Merchant Ship-
ping Act, or even to call for order, but
immediately set about treating the neu-
tral observers to a sight that I, for one,
had always wanted to see—a bosun
dealing with an unruly crew in the old-
fashioned bosun’s way. He grabbed a
man on the outskirts of the fray; there
was a dull “plunk,” and the man lay
unconscious on the deck. Adamson
reached his enormous paw farther into
the battlefield for another combatant.
There was another “plunk,” and an-
other man lay down in the scuppers. A
third was pulled out of the melce, and
this ime Adamson addressed him before
knocking him out of the brawl. “I’ll
have none of this racial animosity on my
ship!” he said. Then “plunk.” After
he had disposed of three or four more
in this fashion, the fight came to an
end. The remaining warriors withdrew
to places well out of his reach, while
the unlucky ones who had fallen as
examples before his disciplinary fist
began to pick themselves up and crawl
away.

When the battlefield was cleared, we
neutral spectators and Adamson de-
cided upon a drink, so we went back
to Mansell’s cabin to end our Christmas
Day. We found Gyle there. “Well,
Adam, did you win again this year?”
he asked.

“I don’t know what will happen on
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this ship the year I lose,” Adamson said.
“Anyway, gentlemen, it’s been a good
Christmas. Quieter than most years,
though.” —R. B. RoBERTSON
(This is the third of a series of

four articles about life aboard
a whaling factory.)

ANSWERS TO HARD QUESTIONS

I am having terrible trouble with my
sister. She insists on hanging nylons and
lingerie on my xylophone. I have told her
repeatedly that the dampness from her
garments does nothing for the tone of the
instrument, but it seems to do no good. She
always says that the xylophone shouldn't
be in the bathroom in the first place. I
should think by the time a man is 32 years
old he knows where the acoustics are good
and where they aren’t. How can I convince
my sister that she is being unreasonable?

I B.E
—Philadelphia Bulletin.
The problem of the xylophone in the
hathroom is as old as the bathroom it-
self; in fact, it goes back to the palaces
of the Aegean civilization, many of
which were equipped with rather elab-
orate baths and a xylophone in every
bath. Your sister is behaving the way so
many barbarians have behaved in the
past, people who overthrew highly de-
veloped civilizations such as your bath-
room typifies. “Xylophone” is a Greck
word meaning “wood sound,” and
bathing was an important function in
the life of the Greeks. The Greeks were
obsessionists as well as percussionists; the
men wouldn’t take a bath at all if there
was anything on the xylophone, even a
fillet. They would rather go dirty.
You're made of the same stuff, appar-
ently. Rome had its baths, too, but the
Romans were different in their habits.
The bather undressed and left his
clothes in the apodyterium. He oiled up,
bathed, and then was scraped with
strigiles. (‘Those were the sticks of the
xylophone.) It’s possible that if you
fixed your sister up with an apodyte-
rium, she might come to her senses and
leave her clothes there. But it doesn’t
necessarily follow. Women are funny.
Your sister’s contention that the xylo-
phone shouldn’t be in the bathroom
illuminates the amazing rigidity of the
female mind and belongs with a vast
body of feminine prejudices: the lacrosse
stick shouldn’t be in the broom closet,
the photographic developing fluid
shouldn’t be in the roasting pan, the
Indian clubs shouldn’t be in the vesti-
bule. One could go on indefinitely with
the list. You asked how you can con-
vince your sister that she is being unrea-
sonable. Have you ever tried wrapping
her toothbrush in electrician’s tape?
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e,

British contribution that closed

after a single performance, Diana
Morgan, its author, wished to say that
in an age that has lost sight of its goals
it is conceivably better to follow a
false star than to have no star at all.
This proposition may be more or less
debatable (Hitler, Mussolini, and the
successive Russian sorcerers will prob-
ably occur to the class), but it is at
least an interesting point, and it seems
a pity to have to report that Miss Mor-
gan succeeded only in reducing it

IN “The Starcross Story,” a very

POST~MORTEM

to nagging triviality. The language
she chose to employ was a vexing
combination of high-lown balderdash
(“Immortality for him lay always just
over the rim of the world”) and
threadbare clichés, Her humor was al-
most uniformly dismaying, including
such samples as “You’re an escapist,”
“No, I'm a Presbyterian;” “You look
like death warmed over;” a hamstrung
variation of the quip about calling a
spade a spade; and several dozen other
old friends, of equally numbing impact.
Her narrative method was curiously dat-

———

“KISMET”

T'his dashing figure is Alfred Drake, who plays the vagabond poet

i the musical version of Edward Knoblock’s old melodrama, and

the comparatively subdued young lady is Doretta Morrow, as his
daughter. At the Ziegfeld.

ed and naive, producing, for instance, a
sequence in which the heroine was dog-
gedly put in possession of a great many
facts about her husband’s past by the
device of having her listen to a synopsis
of a moving picture that was to be made
about his life, There was some attempt
to take the curse off this tedious pro-
cedure by splitting the exposition up
among several characters, but it re-
mained a striking example of maladroit
technique, and the rest of the evening
was not on a noticeably more inspired
level.

The plot may need a little separate
investigation, Fifteen years before the
opening of the play, Christian Starcross
and four followers had died, appar-
ently within sight of their goal, on an
expedition to Tibet. Thanks largely to
the untiring efforts of his widow, he
had become a legendary hero, and it
was almost inevitable that a film com-
pany should undertake his biography.
Lady Starcross and three of the other
bereft ladies were agreeable to this no-
tion, and it was about to be carried out
when Anne Meredith, who had been
engaged to another member of the
party, appeared and set herself to gum-
ming up the works. For one thing, it
came out that she had been the lost
leader’s mistress (he had been in the
habit of addressing her as his mouse),
and naturally this circumstance was
rather distasteful to his relict. For an-
other, the girl was the recipient of a let-
ter from her dying fiancé in which he
stated that, far from being the nation’s
dream, Starcross had actually been a
ruthless monomaniac, who had know-
ingly conducted his companions on a
fatal journey to nowhere. Lady Star-
cross, as it happened, had been aware of
these facts all along (there was some
complex business about a misdirected let-
ter that needn’t concern us here), but
she was reluctant to have them brought
out into the open, since her whole life
had been given to bolstering the myth,
and there was also the matter of her
young daughter, who had grown up in
the belief that her father was incompara-
ble among men. However, the whole
embarrassing truth eventually came
out, right down to the mortifying dis-
closure that the scoundrel’s name
hadn’t been Christian Starcross at all
but a plebeian Leonard Williams, and
it scemed for a while that it might be
more discreet to abandon the picture.
Fortunately, though, there were deeper
thinkers in the house, and it was decided
that a finer service would be rendered
to posterity by letting the lie live on.
This was consoling te everybody, ex-
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How hard does
a Senator
work?

You’ll learn from this month’s
HOLIDAY that most United
States Senators work very hard
indeed.

You'll also learn and un-
learn much else about your
Senate. It is called the World’s
Most Exclusive Club. (Itisn’t.)
Its members have been called
a number of things, from Mon-
ster to Unprintable. (They’re
not.) It is sometimes referred
to as the greatest legislative
body in the world. (It might
very well be.)

All this is in an article by
Blair Moody, who not only was
and is a crack newspaperman,
but who was and isn* a Sena-
tor. (A Washington corres-
pondent appointed to fill out
the term of the deceased Sena-
tor Vandenberg.)

It’s the most enlightened and
enlightening Senate piece
we've ever seen, another in
the HOLIDAY series on great
American institutions, another

example of HOLIDAY’s knack
of fitting writer to subject.

#® # & * *

Also in the February issue are
articles on: New England Win-
ter, Montego Bay, Nisei Re-
turns, Warm Springs, The New
Somerset Maugham, California
Snow Boom, Sarasota, The Lost
Americans and Baghdad.

cept, of course, the mistress, who should
have had enough sense to keep her
mouth shut in the first place,

The ladies principally entrusted with
delivering this message were Eva Le
| Gallienne, who, as Lady Starcross, con-
ducted herself in a haggard, tight-lipped
fashion that was probably well suited to
her role, and Mary Astor, who, as her
rival, appeared very decorative but
rather dense. They were assisted by
Anthony Ross, as a dyspeptic but high-
minded film producer; Una O’Connor,
as a maid, who issued the Presbyterian
joke, along with several like it; Lynn
Bailey, as the Starcross daughter; Chris-
topher Plummer, as a young film direc-
tor, who courted her in a perfunctory
sort of way; and Margaret Bannerman,
Philippa Bevans, and Doris Patston, as
three extremely talkative widows. Their
performances were all commendable,
but I rather wished that John C. Wil-
son, their director, had instructed a little
more economy in the matter of gestures.

ALT HOUGH it has its effective
moments, “Bullfight,” at the
Theatre de Lys, down on Christopher
Street, struck me on the whole as tEdl—
ous, murky, and irritatingly mannered
in its production. There is a place, of
c::nurse, for experimental offerings in

New York, and this one probably de-
served its hearmg, but I’m afraid I have
to note that there is almost nothing in it
for the pleasure seeker and very little for
the serious student. Summarized as
briefly as possible, the Leslie Stevens
play focusses on Domingo del Cristébal
Salamanca, a man of exalted Spanish
lineage who had some success in the bull
rings of Mexico until he was gored and
obliged to retire. He goes to the United
States and, returning at the opening of
the play, reports that he has picked up a
glamorous reputation there as a prize-
fighter, a moving-picture star, and a
lion with the ladies. These triumphs
were terminated, or so he says, only by
the fact that in America it is necessary to
cooperate with gangsters, and this course
was naturally repugnant to one of Cas-
tilian blood.

Back home on the family ranch in
Mexico, he is humiliated to learn that
his younger brother, Esteban, has mar-
ried a peon woman and that the house is
overrun by the members of her family
and their deplorable friends. The wife’s
father, indeed, is in charge of Esteban’s
début as a bullfighter and proposes to
bring the boy along in a cautious and
typically peasant fashion. Domingo is
anxious to correct this degrading situ-
ation, and, thanks to his worldly charm
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and dashing reputation, he is presently |
successful in cowing his in-laws and
also in taking over the handling of his
brother’s career. Everything is going
very well for him, in fact, when rumors
crop up to the effect that he was neither
a fighter nor an actor nor a great lover
in New York but simply a pimp, hanging
out in cheap night clubs. This revelation
is inevitably damaging, but he regains
enough hold on his brother so that he is
still in the younger man’s corner, or
whatever the phrase is, when he goes
into the arena, and his professional in-
fluence 1s such that he persuades the boy
to indulge in some fancy capework,
which results in his death.

The message in all this is presumably
that Domingo’s pride and courage died
when he was gored himself, and that
there 1s nothing left in him except an
instinct to destroy the memory of them
as represented by his brother. The
trouble with it dramatically, I think, is
that no character on the stage is ever

Z= 4 EXCLUSIVE NEW FEATURES
fully and coherently developed. It is \

r2, 3, 4 players...or solitaire
stated that Domingo was once a great for 2, 3, lllﬂ!
man, but there is no evidence of past 52’ 53, $5 at all llllng stores

grandeur, or even competence, in any-
thing he says or does; his brother’s wife,
who 1s the first to see him for what he is,
is undoubtedly intended to be a symbol of
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all the peasant virtues, but she conveys — - ' < 2
little beyond stupidity and bad temper; f‘,f??‘lh =
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is wholly unaccountable from beginning
to end. It is possible, I guess, to deduce
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and I doubtif many of you would care to
make it. In addition to this basic defect,
the form in which the story is told is so Delicate * Fragrant * Robust
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in these low-budget productions, is hard
to identify and generally rather drab and
unsatisfactory. While Hurd Hatfield, as
Domingo, is the center of the action and
does as well as might be expected with
this curiously shapeless part, the only
really interesting performances for me
were those given by Mario Alcalde,
whose Esteban had an occasional vitality
against dismaying odds, and a yourg
actress named Loretta Leversee, who
showed great charm and promise in the | - i
idiotically written role of the ravished orj sROCHU oL iDs 3 WIDBICOMB FURNITUR] .. GRAND RAPIDS
girl. —WoLcort Giegs | : R T AGO LOS ANGELES
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Time was when ale was a man’s
drink. Now most ale and beer
seems to be competing to see
just how ladylike a beverage can
be. Degrading, isn’t it!

Now, from Canada, comes re-
lief. A rich, mellow, satisfying
brew that packs all the authority
of an ancient tradition. Matter of
fact, the first Molson’s Ale dates
from 1786. The same family
have been brewing Molson’s on
the same site in Montreal ever
since. Today it is Canada’s most
asked-for brand.

You won’t find Molson’s just
anywhere in New York, but if
you demand it in a gruff voice in
the right places you’ll exercise
your right to know what a man’s
ale tastes like.

You can enjoy Molson’s af home, too. Call
Mid-City Distributors, 568 11th Ave.,
New York, N.Y., BRyant-9-2065 for name of
nearest grocer or delicatessen. Serve
Molson’s at the correct temperature —
about 45° — and discover the true bouquet
of hops.
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Bringing Up Boris
—a Moussﬁkcsxv’s
W% “Boris Godu-
Fg; nov,” as anyone
who looks up its his-
tory can learn, exists
} only as a rrilaggiﬁ-
cent dramatic idea
“™ for which a gifted
but technically ill-equipped composer
wrote some rather disjointed music,
parts of it so inspired as to rank among
the greatest moments in operatic litera-
ture but most of it so awkwardly put

together as to be virtually unperform- |

able. Actually, the so-called original
“Boris Godunov” that is so often talked
about is a sort of half-realized myth—
fragments of a massive and noble tapes-
try that must be stitched together some-
how by somebody if it is to make an
intelligible whole. The tremendous task
of editing “Boris,” which has been es-
sayed by various people, is a very im-
portant one, for the composition, despite
its technical flaws, is a tremendous piece
of artistic pageantry, and its central
theme—the gradual crumbling of a hu-
man mind under the strain of guilt and
fear—definitely belongs among the
world’s great dramatic subjects. The
standard editing job is, of course, that of
Rimski-Korsakov, whe handled it with
high professional competence—bright-
ening Moussorgsky’s rather muddy or-
chestration and touching up the se-
quence of dramatic episodes—and laid
himself open to a lot of criticism for
making the thing too slick. Since Rim-
ski-Korsakov did his version, there have
been a number of attempts to get closer
to the crude monumentality of Mous-
sorgsky’s original conception, and these
attempts have concerned themselves—I
think rightly—with preserving the ex-
treme individuality of Moussorgsky’s
musical thought, even though-it con-
flicted violently at times with the tradi-
tions of what most people think of as
opera.

A week ago Monday, the Metropoli-
tan Opera presented, with some addi-
tional alterations, the original—or more
approximately original—‘Boris” that it
staged for the first time last season,
This version is the work of Karol
Rathaus, 2 modern composer, who has
conscientiously stuck closer to the more
primitive aspects of the Moussorgsky
manuscript. The result is extremely in-
teresting. A couple of Moussorgsky’s
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scenes have been reinstated, and the
opera ends not with the surefire dra-
matic climax of Boris’s death but with
the scene in the Forest of Kromy, where
the Simpleton wails his unforgettable
little song suggesting the eternal suffer-
ing and patience of peasant Russia.
This is both more subtle and more quiet-
ly moving than the standard ending.
Elsewhere, in spots, the new version
seems less effective—notably in the fa-
mous coronation scene, which Rimski-
Korsakov made into a stunning spec-
tacle and which is now so cluttered with
the noise of church bells that its musical
content is practically indiscernible. “T'he
opera was performed m-English, for the
very good reason that the Met hasn’t
enough Russian-speaking singers to do
it in the original language. The transla-
tion used, which is the work of John
Gutman, is generally trite and pompous,
but this fact was almost unnoticeable, be-
cause most of the words issued from
the mouths of singers who obviously
couldn’t sing English, either. To this
rule, there were two outstanding excep-
tions: Charles Kullman, who sang
the role of Shuiski with immaculate
enunciation and great dramatic subtle-
ty, and Mildred Miller, who did sim-
ilarly well with the minor role of Boris’s
son.

The other performances, barring the
problem of language, were generally
creditable. Nicola Rossi-Lemeni turned
in his best characterization to date as
Boris, singing the role with fervor and
acting with unmistakable sincerity and
considerable spirit. Salvatore Baccaloni
clowned with reasonable persuasiveness
as the drunken mendicant Varlaam.
Among the other members of a large
cast were Brian Sullivan, as Grigori;
Blanche Thebom, as Marina; and Clhif-
ford Harvuot, as Rangoni. They per-
formed adequately, though none of
them reached any special heights of dis-
tinction. The chorus should have been
far more animated than it was, and I
found Fritz Stiedry’s pacing of the pol-
onaise in the Polish castle much too rapid
to convey the aggressive dignity in-
herent in the music. The costumes
were, in general, superb. A perfect
“Boris” is, I suppose, an impossibility.
The Met’s new production is, I think,
a courageous and absorbing experiment,
which, despite its faults, 1s something
well worth going to hear.

“Yucia pr LAMMERMOOR” made its

first appearance of the season last
week on Wednesday night, and all that
need be recorded about it is that Lily
Pons, who sang the title role, hasn’t
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changed a bit. Her “mad scene” ex-
hibited the same good looks, the same
perky assurance, the same flutelike tone
quality, and the same squeaky high note
that have been features of it for at least
ten years, and she was applauded with
the same obvious affection.

Saturday night’s “Cosi Fan Tutte”
was a different and more serious mat-
ter—a nearly perfect performance of a
great and lighthearted masterpiece. I say
“nearly” because I thought Fritz Stied-
ry’s conducting of it a shade heavy, and
some of the stage business, particu-
larly that which involved Patrice Mun-
sel’s various impersonations, a shade
exaggerated. Vocally, it was almost
flawless, with Eleanor Steber, Blanche
Thebom, Miss Munsel, Richard Tuck-
er, Frank Guarrera, and John Brown-
lee all singing as beautifully as I have
ever heard them sing. Dramatically, it
is still just as much fun as it was when
Alfred Lunt staged it two years ago.

HE New York City Ballet opened

its season on Tuesday evening of
last week at the City Center and seemed
to be generally in good form. There
were no novelties, “Swan Lake” I found
a little tired where the corps de ballet
was concerned, but Maria Tallchief and
André Eglevsky danced well in the
principal parts. Jerome Robbins’ “Fan-
fare,” the humorous ballet based on the
music Benjamin Britten wrote for a
British documentary film called “In-
struments of the Orchestra,” was more
vigorously performed and quite delight-
ful. As for the concluding Ravel-
Balanchine “La Valse,” it has long been
such a favorite of mine that I have lost
all critical detachment in regard to it.
The score is, of course, one of the most
magnificent used in ballet. Aside from
that, I guess my enthusiasm for it anses
simply from the fact that I just love to
see so many handsome people, hand-
somely costumed, dancing elegantly in
an atmosphere of romantic nostal-
gia. —WINTHROP SARGEANT

HD“T. SPECIALIZED SHOULD
TRAINING FOR BUSNESS
TEACHERS BE?

—Title of an article listed in the Journal

of Business Education.
Well, it might include a course in

proofreading,

HISSES WE DOUBT EVER GOT HISSED
[ From the M anchester Guardian Weekly]
A tall woman, filled with emotion,

raised her head and hissed vehemently,
“The day will come.”
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ELIOT

THE only furniture my father and
mother owned when they began
their married life was a billiard
table and a bugle. As the billiard table
was too big to go inside my parents’ first
home, it was put in storage, and I was
eight years old before I saw it. The
bugle we had with us right along.

That year, the year I was eight, we
moved from the South of England to
an isolated village on the edge of the
Derbyshire Peak country. My father
was a clergyman, and our Derbyshire
rectory was a large house; it had fifteen
bedrooms. My mother was appalled
at the thought of all the furniture she
would now have to buy, even though
the house was to be occupied only by
two grownups and one small girl; 1
don’t think it ever occurred to her that
she might shut off some of the rooms.
My father advised her to consult his
sister Mary before she went shopping.
My Aunt Mary was a single lady who
had travelled widely, picking up furni-
ture as she went. She was the eldest
of my father’s brothers and sisters, and
she was believed to have fallen in love
with the Mediterranean. She spent most
of her time moving about the countries
that border on that sea, and, since she
lived in hotels, used none of her furni-
ture, most of which was farmed out in
other people’s houses. She was delighted
to lend some of it to us.

My aunt’s taste ran to mass and
weight, but this did not matter in our
rectory; in fact, I think
it helped. In almost no
time, our home was
amply furnished, and of
all the stuff we ac-
quired—breakfronts,
chests, bureaus, tables,
heavily upholstered
chairs, and so on—my
favorite was an enor-
mous Venetian bed. My
aunt did not know the
exact date of this bed,
but it is probable that
it was built during the latter part of
the eighteenth century or the opening
years of the nineteenth, a time when it
was fashionable in Venice to copy a style
extant three hundred years earlier. The
bed was made of solid dark mahogany,
with low, elaborately carved head- and
footboards. It stood on a dais; one
climbed three shallow steps to get into
it. Four fluted columns supported a
heavy, handsome mahogany canopy, on
the underside of which was a painting
in twelve sections depicting the twelve

apostles. These sections were wedge-
shaped and radiated out from an em-
bossed coat of arms—presumably that of
the bed’s original owner. The most
striking thing about the bed was its
carved mahogany figures of Cupid.
There were six of them, each the size
of a six-month-old baby. One clung to
the foot of each column, and two more,
wings spread in flight, occupied the cen-
ter of either side of the canopy. The
supports for the mattress consisted of
ropes rather than springs. The mattress
was wide enough to sleep three people,
and over it lay a beautifully embroidered
red-and-white coverlet, which another
of my father’s sisters had copied from
an eighteenth-century design.

The Venetian bed was very hard and
uncomfortable, and my father, who
tired of visitors quickly, insisted that it
be set up in our largest and best guest
room. My father’s family, of course,
knew all about the bed and refused to
sleep in it. Other guests were flat-
tered—at least the first time.

My father’s billiard table was a special
one, designed to double as a dining
table. In English billiards, the stand-
ard table is twelve hy six feet and has
six pockets. Qurs was three-quarter
size, and a set of French-polished ma-
hogany leaves came with it, which fitted
across the cushions. There were iron
extensions that slid up out of the legs to
raise the tabletop several inches, for bil-
liards. You lifted one end of the top at a
time, and pushed or
pulled, and with a sort
of click it settled into
place. When the table-
top was resting on the
legs, the table was only
thirty inches high. Ex-
cept for the pockets that
hung down at the cor-
ners and in the middle
of the two longer sides,
the table did not then
look like a billiard ta-
ble at all, and a guest
drawing up his chair would be aston-
ished when a handful of string slid gen-
tly into his lap. My parents played bil-
liards nearly every evening, and they
taught me. They also taught successive
generations of my father’s confirmation
classes. It became the custom for any-
body who wished to do so to stay behind
after class for a billiard lesson. Nobody
else in our village owned a billiard ta-
ble, but two miles away, in the Wel-
fare Institute of a colliery village called
New England, there were tables that
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could be hired by the hour. Billiards
was a popular game in the neighbor-
hood, and when my father visited the
Welfare Institute, he usually had a
game with Alf Birk, the manager. Alf
always won.

Along with our big house, we had a
large garden—so large that in parts of
it we could not hear anybody calling
from the house. We were summoned
to meals or to answer the telephone or
to greet callers by my father’s bugle.
Each of us had a different arrangement
of notes as our bugle call, and 1t was
really because of this bugle that Eliot
came to work for us.

My mother employed a part-time
cook, who did not live in (she was
married to the gardener and they had
their own home), and a man and
a boy—the man to do the work of
the house and the boy to run about
our stone corridors for him. The first
man we had—his name was Winters—
had been divorced from his wife, who
nevertheless used to come to tea with
him on Wednesdays. She would put her
head round the kitchen door and say
sharply “Are you there, Winterst”
and Winters would reply “Of.course!
Good afternoon.” The boy always had
Wednesday afternoon off, so as to
leave the field clear for this event, which
meant that Winters had to do the boy’s
work of answering the telephone. One
Wednesday, the telephone rang and
Winters answered it. The call was for
my mother. Winters took the bugle to
the front door and blew my father’s
notes on it. My father was at the far
end of the orchard, transferring a
swarm of bees from a tree. When he
returned to the house and found that
he had been summoned by mistake, he
aspersed Winters’ bugleship, and Win-
ters took offense and left.

It was embarrassing for my mother
to have to stipulate, among the quali-
ties that she required in a manservant,
the abhility to blow a bugle, but Eliot,
the only person who answered her ad-
vertisement in the county paper, did
not seem surprised. He was a tall, thin
man of forty-two, with stooping shoul-
ders and black hair, which he wore
combed in streaks across the bald top of
his head. Eliot always kept his eyes
deferentially lowered; I don’t think I
ever saw him look directly at anyone.
As a result of injuries during the First
World War, he had spent several years
in and out of hospitals before he came
to us. He lived on a scanty diet, but
he seemed to know how to handle his
complaint; he was never ill. Eliot had
two character references from before
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the war and an honorable discharge |
from a London regiment. On the
strength of these documents, my mother
engaged him.

Eliot was an extremely reserved man.
He never told us anything about him-
self, and he made it clear that he did
not wish to be asked. He had none of
the humor or quaintness of the English
manservant in books and plays, but he
had all the efficiency one could want.
He worked by a carefully planned
schedule, and his free time was equally
regulated. At half past five every after-

noon, he would go out, wearing a well-
brushed bowler and gloves, and take a
half-hour walk, which brought him to
the Goat and Compasses at opening
time. Here he would consume a pint of
mild, and after exchanging a few re-
marks with Mr. Worboys, the innkeep-
er, he would return to the rectory in
time to serve dinner. I once asked Elot
if he liked walking in the country, and
he said, “My preference is for the city,
Miss Joyce, where there is something
to look at.”” Once a week, on his after-
noon off, Eliot did go to the city—to
Nottingham, twenty-five miles away.
He left on the one-o’clock bus and re-
turned at nine; he never told us what
he did there. He made no close friends
in the village. Sometimes he went
to Sunday supper with the cook and
the gardener, and now and again our
sexton, Mr. McQueen, dropped in at
the pantry for a cup of tea. Eliot’s
response to these gestures was the same
polite indifference with which he treat-
ed everything. No one got to know
him.

We were neither a tidy nor a well-
organized family, and we soon came
to rely more and more on Eliot. He
found things for us when we lost them,
he remembered our appointments, he
sent our clothes to the cleaners, washed
our cars, and kept the billiard table
swept. He was always undertaking
jobs that were not really his to do, and
completing them with ease and dispatch.
Nothing ever seemed to be too much
trouble.

Every January, we closed the rectory
and went to London for a fortnight’s
vacation. The business of shutting the
house was troublesome to my mother,
and when Eliot offered, the second
winter he was with us, to keep the place
open and look after everything in our
absence, my parents gladly accepted his
offer. My mother wondered if Eliot
would be lonely in our great gray bar-
rack by himself, but we heard the cook
assuring him that he would be welcome

at her house any time, and my father
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pointed out that staying at the rectory
had, after all, been Eliot’s idea.

We had been in London for just over
a week when a telephone call came from
the village postmistress. Would my par-
ents please return home at once? FEljot
was dead.

As we drove back to Derbyshire, we
wondered whether Eliot’s mysterious
sickness had finally caught up with him
or whether (my suggestion) it was
murder. It turned out to be suicide.
Eliot’s body had been found in the Vene-
tian bed, with one of the thin gas pipes
that fed the jets by which the room was
lighted bent backward and twisted so
that it hung above his face. The piping
was old, and it had apparently been quite
easy for Eliot to pull it away from the
wall.

Mrs. McQueen, the sexton’s wife,
had found him, She had gone to the
rectory early that morning to give Eliot
a piece of her mind. McQueen had
come home at 2 a.M., merry as a lark
and singing hymns. Shocked into some
sort of sobriety by the reception he got
from his wife, he admitted that he and
Elot had spent the evening sampling
the rector’s wines. Such an amuse-
ment was altogether unlike McQueen,
who was always complaining about
the bell ringers’ time-honored custom
of drinking beer in the belfry, and
Mrs. McQueen was curious as well as
angry. She went along to the rectory
immediately after breakfast, expecting
anything but what she found there.
Eliot had not bothered to draw corks.
He had simply opened bottle after bot-
tle of beautiful old wine by breaking
the neck. Much more wine had been
opened than had been consumed, and
a great deal was spilled and wasted. In
the dining room, the billiard table stood
uncovered and two cues rested across
the cushions. On the cloth, with the
three balls, lay a quantity of broken
glass; the glass lampshades that normal-
ly hung above the table had been
smashed. When Eliot did not answer
her call, she went upstairs, looking for
him.

The two McQueens did what they
could. They sent for the police and
the doctor, and as soon as they were al-
lowed to do so, they had Eliot’s body
removed to the undertaker’s. Then they
set to work to clean up the spilled wine
and the broken glass. By the time we
reached home, the house was more or
less in shape again.

IT was several days before we were
able to piece together what had hap-
pened. It seemed that Eliot, although
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he had never told us this, was a billiard
player of considerable skill. On the day
we left for London, he opened up my
father’s table, and from then on, except
for pauses for food and sleep, he prac-
ticed constantly, arranging difficult shots
for himself and then going at them over
and over, until he had mastered them.
He did not take his usual walks to the
Goat and Compasses; so far as we could
learn, he did not go out of the house at
all. Mr. McQueen called a couple of
times, but, finding Eliot even less com-
municative than usual, he did not stay
long.

On the night of Eliot’s death, Mec-
Queen called at the rectory again, bring-
ing with him one of his wife’s meat pies.
Eliot was working over the billiard table
like 2 man possessed, and McQueen cut
himself a wedge of pie and sat down
nearby to eat it. At about seven o’clock
(it was dark, of course), the doorbell
rang. There was a short cut through
our garden between the road to our
village and the lane to New England,
and my father encouraged people to
use this whenever they wished. From
this path, our dining-room windows
were clearly visible, and Eliot had
omitted to close the shutters. Alf Birk,
on his way home from the Goat and
Compasses, had stopped to watch from
the garden, and it was he who rang
the doorbell. When Eliot came to the
door, Birk said, “Whyn’t you let us
know you played? We could’ve used
you on the team all this time,” and
challenged Eliot to a game. Eliot hesi-
tated, shrugged, and reluctantly agreed
to play. McQueen was installed as
marker.

The two men played in silence—
no sound but the click and thud of the
balls as they kissed each other and cush-
ioned. The room was the way my
father always had it, in darkness except
for the floodlit cloth and the illumi-
nated hands and faces of the players
as they leaned over the table. Be-
tween the lights and the cloth, motes of
dust could be seen, the particles look-
ing red and green and purple in the
bright light.

From the start, McQueen said, both
men played grimly. Birk was pathetical-
ly eager to win, and it must have been
immediately clear to all three of them
that he could not. Eliot seemed to woo
the balls rather than strike them; they
rolled wherever he wanted them to go.
However, he was apparently not satis-
fied merely to win. He seemed to want
to do so by a large margin. He played
as if every point made an immense dif-
ference, and although he was hundreds
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ahead of his opponent, his intensity
never diminished. At the end of three
hours, Birk dropped his cue.

With the game over, Eliot’s mood
changed. He became, for him, almost
affable. Taking the keys of my father’s
wine cellars from his pocket, he invited
Birk to accompany him below and pick
out his own refreshment.

McQueen was not accustomed to
late hours, and although he enjoyed
watching a good game of billiards, he
was exhausted by this one. Earlier in
the evening, he had announced that he
was going home, but the players had
ordered him to stay, and McQueen was
not a strong-mindgd man. When Eliot
and Birk returned to the dining room
with their arms full of bottles, he de-
cided that he had earned a drink, as
indeed he had.

The next part of the evening was
described for us by Birk, who apologized
to my father and offered to pay for
the damage that had been done. My |
father accepted the apology but refused
the rest. He felt that the blame for what
had happened lay entirely with us,

Eliot knew about wines, and as the
men drank, he described to them what
they were drinking, and spoke of the
countries from which the wines came.
Later, he began to talk of something he
called “lily work.” On the tops of the
pillars, he said, there was lily wark.
MeQueen and Birk had no idea what
he was talking about, but my father
recognized this as a quotation from the
seventh chapter of the First Book of
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Out here, in the rain country, we make
these luxurious coats and they're famous.
Travelers wear them away and requests
come from everywhere. Two coats are
joined making a double weather coat of
supple, fine combed cotton poplin (dur-
ably water-repellent — custom make de-

tail) natural, red, powder blue.
Your dress size and height with check
or money order.  Postage paid... $50

LIPSHUTZ

CUSTOM MAKERS OF
CLOTHES FOR WOMEN SINCE 1201
530 S. W, 10th Avenue * Portland 5, Oregon

Kings, the description of the building
of Solomon’s temple: On the tops of
the pillars, where nobody could see it,
was the most beaurtiful carving of all,
and no one but the artist who did it
and the workmen who put the pillars in
place knew it was there. Eliot wept as
he spoke of it. Afterward, they sang,
and Eliot wept some more because he
sang so badly.

After Birk and McQueen had gone
home, Eliot smashed the dining-room
lampshades and threw over two bronze
busts that stood at either end of the
mantelpiece. He did not smoke; other-
wise the place would probably have heen
set on fire. ‘

Whether he chose the Venetian bed
for his end because he felt it a fitting
place for one who had shared, or
thought he had shared, in the world’s
lily work or whether he had gone there
in a fit of bravado, we had, of course,
no way of knowing. I am inclined to
think it was the latter. If Eliot had
been able to see clearly when he went to

bed, then the figures on the canopy

The third generation of
a famous family of
portrait photographers

FABIAN

Bachrach

DIRECT COLOUR
PHOTOGRAPHS
OF MEN

54 EAST S52ND STREET
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TURTLES

_Made Only by
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177 M. FRANKLIN ST., CHICAGO &, ILL

)
SOLD AT LEADING CANDY COUNTERS EVERYWHERE
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above him must have caused his con- |
science considerable pain. He was by
nature an exact man, he had disgraced
his stewardship, and at no time is bed
the place in which to meet, simultane-
ously, the censorious stares of twelve
elderly men.

Y parents tried for months to trace
Eliot’s relatives, if he had any, or
even to find his friends. Eliot left noth-
ing to guide them. He could hardly
have lived more anonymously. The
only thing we learned about him was
that on his weekly visits to Nottingham
he had spent his time at a pool hall
there, practicing, alone. The Notting-
ham pool halls did not normally open
until evening, but Eliot had made a
special arrangement with the owner of
one of them, and the janitor who let
him in each week (and who never saw
him play) said he had seemed a pleasant
gentleman.

McQueen wrote my father a letter
of resignation, which my father refused
to accept. McQueen was a very good
sexton, and, what with village gossip

and Mrs. McQueen, my father felt
that justice had already been well
served.

Several months after Eliot’s death,
my mother said, “I miss him all the
time. He did so much for us,”

My father added, “To think we had
a first-class billiard player actually Lving
in this house!” —JoyceE WARREN

THE CLOUDY NIGHT SKY
[ From the Journal-American, October 7,

1952]

From David Sturgis, our favorite as-
trologer, who horoscoped FDR, the Duke
and Duchess of Windsor, and forecast
Truman’s election and MacArthur's ad-
versity: “Stevenson will win. But this is
alarming news for America and the Ameri-
cans. For every President born like Steven-
son under the sign Aquarius has plunged
us into devastating wars, and Stevenson
will be no exception.”

Sturgis has this to observe about the
stars of Eisenhower: “They clearly show
he will never be the Chief Executive of
this country. But they do reveal at his
country’s call he will resume his military
career. His horoscope is badly afflicted
from Oct. 11 to 15, and from Nov. 5 to 11.
He should guard his health well to avoid
a lingering illness.”

The company contends that it would be
risky to navigate the Guayas River to
Guayaquil, inasmuch as the channel is
only twenty-one feet in spots and Grace
liners have a twenty-seven foot draft.
—The Herald Tribune.
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Good Taste Has No Substitute....

MILK CHOCOLATE

IMPORTERS: CRESCA COMPANY INC., 111 EIGHTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 11 N. Y.

Oh, go on. Take a gamble. 1

ONE OF A SERIES OF FAMOUS EUROPEAN TRAINS

The new SUD EXPRESS saves 3% hours
between Paris, Madrid and Lisbon.

The longest and fastest daily non-stop
in the world...Paris to Bordeaux.

A direct, comfortable route to Biarritz.

The Sud Express carries Pullmans,
Coaches and a Dining Car.

Secure your rail accommodations before
vou leave. Tickets may be purchased and
advance reservations made at any of our
three offices or through your travel agent.

s 123151 Catherine St., W., Montreal: P.Q

Dept NY |

323 Geary 5t., San Francisco, Cal.
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FRENCH NATIONAL RAILROADS, 610 FIFTH AVE, M. Y.

Please send me free Name
illustrated booklel Address
" “Railroading in Fronce.” ¢y

State,
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ON AND OFF THE AVENUE

FLDWEF.LIKE wed-
ding dresses, de-
signed on the prem-
§ ises, are the order of
the season in Rosette
Pennington’s Bride’s
Shop. Most of the
skirts billow airily at
the sides, and all of
them have trains, so
the bride’s silhouette is striking and
pretty from any angle. In the custom
department, there’s an off-the-shoulder
white taffeta princesse dress called
White Tulip, fitted and slender, with
Brussels lace appliqued along the décol-
letage and on the shirred sleeves. Petals
of white organdie flutter over the scal-
lops that mark the hemline. Pink Ca-
mellia, a heavenly dress of white nylon
tulle, is decorated with lightly sequinned
leaves of pale-pink organdie. A gay,
round-necked affair of white dotted
swiss over pale-blue rayon taffeta is
caught up at one side of the throat
with nosegays of forget-

me-nots and pale-blue

ribbons; more forget-

me-nots and ribbons are

strewn, for balance, on

the opposite side of the

skirt. In the Penning-

ton ready-to-wear col-

THIS AND THAT

rayon taffeta slip, is encircled grandly
by four wide tucks narrowing at the
sides. A strapless, floor-length silk
organza, caught up at the left hip, is
equipped with a tiny detachable cape
across the back, and a short, draped dress
of nylon chiffon has a cowl collar that
barely covers the tops of the shoulders.
All the bridesmaids’ dresses appear in
a variety of colors,

BERGDDRF GoobpMAaN’s Bridal Salon
has been moved down to the sec-
ond floor and filled with a group of
B. G.s own enchanting lace wedding
dresses. An opulent beauty in antique
satin is completely covered in front with
heavily corded Alencon-type lace, and
its modest short sleeves get the same
treatment. A ballerina model of white
net has a yoke and a skirt of rose-pat-
terned imitation Chantilly lace. A wa-
terfall of pleated nylon tulle cascades
down the back of a dress of starched
white lace and then flows into a long

train, White ribbon garlands sprinkled
with pearls, sequins, and dewdrops are
appliquéd on the tight, shirred bodice
and the skirt of a bouffant white nylon
net. These dresses, all ready-to-wear,
start at $195 and go sky-high. You wait
four to six weeks.

Bergdorf, by the way, will convert
heirloom lace berthas into caps or twist
bits of old family lace into coronets with
tlusion net veils; from $75. Rehabilitat-
ing an ancestral wedding gown costs
several times that much.

A_.ICE Tavror, 556 Madison Ave-
nue (56th), has turned out a
good-looking and varied collection of
custom cocktaill and dinner dresses of
hand-knit or crocheted organdie ribbon.
One, in aspider-web pattern, is spattered
with tiny paillettes; another, with a
lovely bateau neckline, is nothing but or-
gandie flowers flecked with gold-metal
threads and joined together by crocheted
strands of fine but nubbly yarn. A dress
of mohair and organdie
in a shell-stitch knit and
shot with silver-metal
thread has a square
neck and cap sleeves;

an ombré organdie in
a chevron knit gets a

plunging V neckline
and a scalloped hem.
"This last comes in three
shades of brown, gray,
or blue and is $155,

short, peaked sleeves
and a bouffant skirt
composed of alternating
gores of taffeta and
nylon tulle that taper
below the waist and
then widen mildly as
they approach the floor.
A positively dewy white
organdie has tiny
sleeves of openwork
embroidery; ruffles of
the same embroidery
froth around the neck.
The custom dresses run
from $155 to $395,
and a week is required;
the ready-to-wear ones
run from $90 to $195,
and take two weeks.
Bridesmaids® dresses
($30 to $5C) take
three weeks. One, a
long-skirted white or-
gandie over a pastel

lection, there’s an out- " 3
standing dress called 4 : A

: 3 e . ——_— ¢
White Iris -2 wh_1te f\. (‘:’ ‘(:S é‘}? E&' é)) ‘S
taffeta bodice with — : 5

y [

“Beginning rtomorrow, Miss Jones, I want you to make a
triplicate of all sales slips for the accounting department.”

il

the lowest price here.
The highest price is
$225. Almost every
dress appears in a wide
assortment of colors.

GENERATICJNS of

prep-school and
college boys have had
their suits made by
Fenn-Feinstein, at 9
East 49th Street, a shop
less famous for being
coeducational. Wom-
en’s topcoats and suits
in the traditional styles,
with a choice of collars
and plain or pleated
skirts, are $175, unless
you want cashmere or
vicuia. The choice of
woollens is far, far
greater. A favorite here
is a twelve-ounce gray
worsted that looks like
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o TRATFORD*® FIVE=PIECE STERLING TEA AND COFFEE SERYICE, 5650 00. ALL PRICES INCLUDE FEDERAL TAX

THE “STRATFORD” COFFEE POT IN STERLING SILVER (812” HIGH, CAPACITY 8 CUPS) $190.00

REED & BARTON

SILVERMASTERS SINCE 1824
TAUNTON, MASSACHUSETTS
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EXTRA FLAVOR

EVEN FOR LOW-COST DISHES WITH

You can dramatize even the simplest meals
with BinB Mushrooms. These tender hot-
house beauties are the mushrooms broiled
in butter till they're golden brown—then
packed in their own delicious —
broth. Thrifty, too—because
there's no peeling, no trim-
ming, no waste!

Packed in 3 Convenient Styles!

BinBE Whole Crowns
BinB Sliced Mushrooms
BinB Chopped Mushrooms

READY TO HEAT AND SERVE!

OLD NEW Y

i
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Old VYiews for the executive's office, or the
doctor, lawyer. Yisit us or write us.

e OLD PRINT SHOP
C=Flarry Shaww Newman o
150 Lexington Ave. at 30tA St., New Yorks
Tel. MUrray Hill 3-3950~ Established 1898

dinner and supper
Kay Holley at the piano

MILT SHAW
and his Orchestra and
The Ray Bari Ensemble

o G

FIFTH AVENUE AT 55th STREET

| flannel. Tubular mufflers of wool knit,
six feet long, in nearly all college colors
and made 1n Scotland, are $6.

HnTHAWAY’S shirts for women, their
severe cut beautifully balanced by
their perfect fit, are made of all sorts of
material. Many of the goods are im-
ported. Among the imports are plaid

madras, Taffaleen (a cotton-and-wool
mixture, checked, from Scotland), fire-
engine-red or Tattersall Viyella flan-
nel, necktie or Paisley silks, and a white
French voile printed in a Stuart Rose

pattern. From $6.50 to $35, in Lord &
Taylor’s Country Clothes Shop.

SAKS FirrH AVENUE is happy about
its new collection of custom shoes
by Perugia. Like all Perugias, they’re
handsome and a joy to wear. The lasts
are fitted at Saks and the shoes are made
in Paris. You can count on wearing
them six weeks after your order has
been taken. Prices run from $100 to
$300. Among the oxfords is a pair
in bright, shining, and magnificently
bold red alligator, fastened with thin
strings of red calf. Sandals of sky-blue
patent leather with high heels of maroon
kid have thin maroon halter straps as-
cending from their curled-up toes to
tie at the back of the ankle. The same
sandals, but low-heeled, are done in
canary patent leather and trimmed with
black patent leather. Among the jew-
elled evening slippers is a pair of em-
erald-green satin with a huge rhinestone
ball at the throat of each shoe, a pair of
pink satin encrusted with tiny pink crys-
tals, and T-strap sandals entirely cov-
ered with rhinestones. Perugia, once an
aviation engineer, is occasionally carried
away by his enthusiasm for gleaming
objects, and uses metal alloys for some
of his heels. One bare evening sandal
teeters excitingly on a towering heel
of metal only an eighth of an inch thick
and paved with rhinestones, which also
make bands over the top of the foot.
A covered-up slipper of black suéde is
conventional enough except for its heel,
which is simply a metal corkscrew,

A fair number of the shoes in Peru-
gia’s ready-to-wear collection are vari-
ations on the opera pump, in black, blue,
russet, red, or green calfskin, with vamp
decorations that include horizontal
tucking, heart-shaped cutouts, and per-
forations. The toes and rear elevation
of some black or navy suéde pumps are
thinly gashed to show a layer of black
patent leather underneath. Another
black suede shoe is vertically slashed

above the instep, which is trimmed with

ginghams by D. & J. Anderson, India |,
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Deep=-Seca
Deliciousness

The tempting deep coral
color of this superb Lob-
ster Bisque bespeaks its
satin - smooth richness,
heightened with fine
Sherry and Brandy. In
14-0z, tins at fine food

shops everywhere.

b 8 /3
9 “
.:..:: ;
| PINESBRIDGE FARM /4
(h®  Sales Office: 630 Fifth Ave., New York, NV, /7
LY il i <

Daytona Beach Florida Ormond Beach

FINE TEAS

Do you know and love fine teas? A
treat awaits you in our famous old-
fashioned black and gold canisters.
Twelve varieties of superb quality
—finest Keemun, smoky Lapsang
Souchong, Himalayan Darjeeling,
etc. Also our fine spices and vintage
wine vinegars—long known to epi-
cures. At fine food shops (or write
for booklet and nearest dealer).

John Wagner & Sons

TEA and SPICE MERCHANTS Est. 1847
233 Dock Street, Philadelphia, Pa.

.
el

Wariss

Erench and Italian cuisine of superb quality
LUNCHEON e COCKTAILS e DINNER

[ 9 $2.25 Open Sunday at 5 P.M. from $3.75
1

EAST 60 ST. TE 8-7314
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a row of tny smoke-pear! buttons and
make-believe buttonholes. The ready-
to-wear shoes are all $29.95.

HE Alteration Center, at 37

Christopher Street, will face skirts
with horsehair, change necklines, con-
vert day dresses into cocktail dresses,
turn long jackets into Eton jackets,
take in or let out waistlines, and rescale
suits for dieters who have shrunk a size
or two. In other words, they will re-
make almost anything. Turning up
hems begins at $1.50. Given an old
hat, they can usually turn it into a
calotte, a pillbox, or a bonnet; given
a straw body and a sketch, they can
produce a first-rate copy of any hat.
Work is generally delivered within a
week, and it is best to telephone for an
appointment.

HE haircutting is superb in Roger

Vergnes’ establishment, at 36 East
57th Street. For women with a natural
curl, however slight, he recommends
his towel cut. This involves lifting up a
thin layer of hair, slipping a towel under
it so he can see exactly where the wave
is, then cutting the layer along the very
crest of the wave, which makes what is
left of the wave turn prettly up. The
operation is repeated, layer by layer,
from crown to nape. A set is not essen-
tial for hair cut like this. The first job
is $10 done by Vergnes himself, or $5
if onc of his capable assistants does the
work. Later sessions are $5 and $4,
respectively.

vcLAax OF LonNpon, at 7 East 53rd
Street, has been specializing in
facials since the days of Queen Victoria.
The treatment starts off with a back
massage. After that your face is cleansed
with a liquid preparation to put you
in condition for the real business, which
takes forty-five minutes and quantitics
of heavy cream, worked gently but
firmly into your face to stir up circula-
tion; particular care is paid to your
eyes, your jawbone, and your throat.
Finally, the cream is sponged off with
a herbal soap and tepid water, and the
skin is deliciously braced with a breezy

1

since 1818
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Cherry Heering

over ice cream

Cherry

Denmark’s liqueur delight
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49 FRDDF. SCHENLEY IMPORT CORPORATION, NEW YORK, N. Y.

25 WEST 43RD STREET, NEW YORK CITY 36, N. Y.

U. S. and Possessions ] year—$7.00; 2 years—$12.00

Canada, Philippines 1 g
Latin America and Span %I year— 8.00; 2 years— 14.00
Other Foreign 1 year—10.00; 2 vears— 18.00
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Please enter my subscription to your magazine for
1 YEAR; [ ]2 YEARS. My remittance is enclosed.
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" drink all the
coffee | want...

| get all the |,
sleep | need !

DONT STOP DRINKING COFEEE...
JUST STOP DRINKING CAFFEIN!

OU SLEEP better at night and feel better
Yduring the day when you don’t drink
caffein. For it’s the sleep-disturbing caffein
in ordinary coffee that keeps so many cof-
fee-drinkers feeling tired, jittery and upset.

That’s why millions of wise coffee-lovers
have switched to New Extra-Rich Sanka
Coffee. It’s 97% caffein-free—gives you all
the rich goodness of really choice coffee,
yet can’t irritate your nerves. Try it!

DELICIOUS IN
EITHER INSTANT OR
REGULAR FORM

- m-'w E;tri-:
SANKA COFFEE

It’s delicious! It’s 97% caffein-free!
It lets you sleep!

lotion that contains camphor. Single
treatments are $6; ten are $45.

Vm«rrr‘f, Vanrry: Maggy Rouff’s
Fleur Folle, a head-turning flowery
perfume with a strong dosage of attar
of roses, is at Gunther Jaeckel. One
ounce is $39.50. . . . Carven’s colognes,
Ma Griffe and Robe d’Un Soir, are now
around in frosted-glass pressure atom-
izers. Hold the bottle at arm’s length,
press the lever, and direct the resulting
jet of thin, fragrant mist at you, your
bureau drawers, your closet, or simply
the room in general. Two ounces are
$2.40. ... Revlon’s Fire and Ice Eau
de Parfum, which hasa fruitv tang, costs
$2.40 for two ounces. The firm’s lip-
stick and nail enamel called Cherries in
the Snow are a true ripe-cherry red;
$1.32 and seventy-two cents, respective-
ly. ... Harriet Hubbard Ayer’s Apri-
cot Cream is a splendid refreshing
cleanser and softener; $1.50 for just
over three ounces. Her lemon hand lo-
tion, made from a very efficient French
formula for preventing chapped skin,
is $1.20. . . . Helena Rubinstein’s Hand
Delight, another dependable anti-chap
lotion, comes in a push-button bottle
that froths cream at a touch; $1.50. . ..
Estée Lauder’s colorless pomade, a
light, almost bodiless creation that goes
on after the lipstick has set and makes
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the mouth look soft and glossy, is $1.8()
a jar. Her Bath Oil, a flowery con-
coction that smells wonderful, is $4.50
an ounce. . .. Charles of the Ritz has
thought up Velvet Foam, a cleanser
for women who find soap too drying,
and also a great idea for travellers.
Dampen the face and hands, squeeze
a half inch of the foam into the palms,
work it into rich froth, and slather
it on. It rinses off easily, taking every
trace of grime with it. A tube of it
is $1.80. ... Yardley has added two
soaps, Crushed Carnation and Red
Roses, to its assortment of bath prepara-
tions, A box of three of either flavor is
$1.50. ... Marcel Rochas is now put-
ting his Femme scent into dusting pow-
der. A huge box of itis $6. . .. Lanolin
Plus Liquid Makeup, a creamy founda-
tion, gives a smooth matte finish to
the skin, so using powder on top is
entirely optional. It’s $1.20 in any of
several excellent shades, including Rose
Flattery (sounds like a servant girl in a
drawing-room comedy ), which isa dcli-
cate rose-beige for medium-fair com-
plexions. Lanolin Plus Shampoo, reliable
and clean-smelling, is also $1.20. ...
Elizabeth Arden’s Invisible Veil is a
solid compact powder that doesn’t cake
and stays put for hours. Case and pow-
der are $1.80 all told. All prices, by
the way, include federal tax.—G. J.

LIVING IN SIN

She had thought the studio would keep itself—

No dust upon the furniture of love.

Half heresy, to wish the taps less vocal,

The panes relieved of grime. A plate of pears,

A piano with a Persian shawl, a cat

Stalking the picturesque, amusing mouse

Had been her vision when he pleaded “Come.”

Not that, at five, each separate stair would writhe

Under the milkman’s tramp; that morning light

So coldly would delineate the scraps

Of last night’s cheese and blank, sepulchral bottles;

That on the kitchen shelf among the saucers

A pair of beetle eyes would fix her own—

Envoy from some black village in the moldings. . . .

Meanwhile her night's companion, with a yawn,

Sounded a dozen notes upon the keyboard,

Declared it out of tune, inspected, whistling,

A twelve hours’ beard, went out for cigarettes,

While she, contending with 2 woman’s demons,

Pulled back the sheets and made the bed and found

A fallen towel to dust the tabletop,

And wondered how it was a man could wake

From night to day and take the day for granted.

By evening she was back in love again,

Though not so wholly but throughout the night

She woke sometimes to feel the daylight coming

Like a relentless milkman up the stairs.
—ADRIENNE CECILE RIcH
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e
trim terry togs
at a special gift value

wraparong ©®

FOR HER . . . wonderful, multi-purpose
gift . . . an oversized towel that's shaped
and fitted . . . buttons on in a wink.
Perfect for tub to phone, shampooing,
make-up, bathing, !nungmg White, blue,
maize, green. Small, medium, large.

snaparong only 3.95

FOR HIM . .. popular terry towel that
snaps on in a uFFy . . ideal for shaving,
bathing, locker room wear. Big, deep
pocket holds shaving needs, cigarettes.

White only. Small {28-32 waist), medium
(34-38), large (40-44). Three adjustable
fasteners. now only 1.95

—_...—_.-—_.————-————I—l-l_—

Send Check Or Money Order.
Add 20¢ for postage. Mention Quantity,
Size & Color desired,

THE TOG SHOP
AMERICUS, GEORGIA

AG AINST
EREST

P
w0 - 5
T an epic of =
i o ] -4 i
_.':-'?;g.__ incredible dari ng .=
in a setting e&?
of unparalleled 2
grandeur! )
i
AVAILABLE in these editions: i
8 mm Headline—$1.95....... O
16 mm Headline—$2.95...... [
8 mm Complete—$5.95......0]
16 mm Complete—%$9.75..... O
16 mm Sound Deluxe—$21.75. ]
See your camera dealer or mail your order
Free Catalog
Castle Films, Dept.D, 1445 Park Ave.,N.Y.C.

BONGO BOARD

. . . the fascinating game of balance.
Big Bongo—adults—3$14.95

Basic Bongo—teenagers—$9.95
Baby Bongo—children 3 to 8—3$6.95

if not available at leading stores will
ship in U. S. or Canada POSTAGE
FREE on receipt check.

1 Washburn-Decker Indush‘ies
4 545 5¢h Ave., N. Y. 1

THE CURRENT
CINEMA

Good Dusplay
“IT SaHourp Hap-

PEN TO YoU”
1s the first Holly-
wood movie In a

satire to good advan-
tage. The targets at
which it aims—television, advertising,
and urban gullibility—are rather easily
pinked, but the film works up a lot of
pleasant comedy while cutting loose at
them. Indeed, it has some of the flavor
of “Nothing Sacred,” the fine old item
that depicted the sympathetic collapse of
all Manhattan at the feet of a fake vic-
tim of radium poisoning. In “It Should
Happen to You,” the heroine takes over
the city much more simply. Having
been defeated in all her previous at-
tempts to make an impression on it,
she is suddenly inspired to invest most of
her life savings, which amount to a thou-
sand dollars, in a billboard on Columbus
Circle. Upon this she has her name in-
scribed. The picture fumbles around
a bit up to that point, but after-
ward it is steadily diverting. By trading
her billboard to a soap manufacturer
who is mad to advertise his wares on
Columbus Circle, our girl becomes the
proprietor of six other billboards, scat-
tered around town, and before long she
is as inescapably in the public eye as
one of the Gabors. Her reasons for
wanting her name posted all over Man-
hattan are elementary: she wants to
rise above the crowd, which she surely
does. She becomes a person to reckon
with on television, and is presently on
display in all kinds of magazines as the
average American girl. This naturally
leads her into various misadventures
with the Madison Avenue set (some of
the film was actually shot in the spec-
tacular real-estate offices of William
Zeckendorf, which probably constitute
an advertising man’s dream of
Heaven), and Garson Kanin, the au-
thor of the script, and George Cukor,
the director, have seen to it that plenty
of time is spent on an examination of the
habits of the drum beaters. No aborigi-
nes ever cultivated stranger mores than
the ones described here, and “It Should
Happen to You” explﬂres them happily.
As is customary in this sort of comic
romp, our heroine is tossed about
for a2 while on the horns of a simple
dilemma: Should she give her heart to
| an honest documentary-film maker and

Expect to
Be Pampered

As our guest,

2t may take you
several days

to see and know the
tnany fabulous facets
that provide

more opportunities

for happiness and
diversion than you

ever suppose existed.
Bur in that

short space of

time you Ll come

to agree with those
who call Boca Raton
“The Paradise

of the Western World.”
For sports,
entertainment,

fine food

and sheer enchantment,
this luxuriant, 3500-acre
tropical park

of man-made

and natural magnificence
is without equal

on this continent.
There' s absolutely
norhing left

to be desired

—Save Your presence.

HOTEL AND CLUB

BOCA RATON, FLORIDA
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ESTOCK CLEARANCE}

Custom Tailors * Furnishers

ENTIRE FURNISHING STOCK,
READY-CUT CLOTHING
& OUTWEAR

The unseasonable weather has left us with a
heavy stock of outercoats in Topeoats and
Winter-Weights which we are marking down

FOR QUICK CASH CLEARANCE

JANUARY 2Ist TO_JANUARY 30th

|
§
g
|

Were Now
125.00 Double Breasted Short Warm, Full
Tartan Wool Lining ..o . 85.00
100.00 Orkney Island T“eeds Fly Front,
Tartan Wool Lining .........cooooooneee . 69, {H}
130.00 Burberry  Overcoats, Highland
Tweeds, Full Plaid Wool Lining . 90.00 J
105.00 Chesterfield Overcoats .. ... 74.00 &

309, — All Burberry Trench Coats, Weath-
er Proofs, Gabardine and Shetland Top=
coats reduced 309%

85.00 & 95.00 Chipp Beady
(Flannels & Worsted) ..........ccooerv. 8.00 2

65.00 Chipp Shetland 0dd Coats 52 JOO

85.00 & 95.00 Chipp Lightweight Tropical %
Dinner Suits, Shawl or Floor Level Peak ¥
Lapels, Plain Front Trousers .. ..... 68.00 "

Cut ﬂuits

ALL SIZES NOT AVAILABLE. SALE &
APPLIES TO IN STOCK MERCHANDISE %
ONLY.

|
|
:
|
%
%
|

—SHIRTS —

% 5.00 Chipp Famous Shirts, & 5.50 Button

Down & Round Collar in All Fabrics... ...
4.10 ¢a., 6 for 24.00 %
$ 7.50 Flannelyte Shirts, Tattersall Checks.
Shepherd Checks, Gingham Checks, Alzo

Famous White Eg}ptian Long Staple
G e TRE TR 5.95 ea., 3 for 17.00 2

__ —ODD TROUSERS —
18.50 Grey

Flannel (12 oz. Plain or %

Pleated Front) ... 16.50 %
% 21.50 Grey Tropical Worsted, 9 oz. (in &
Flannel Shades) ..o 19.00 4

. 27. 5{1 Indian Whipcord, Natural or (‘lerg,s

|
§

— NECKWEAR—

4.50-3.50 Chipp Incomparable Selectlon
English Hand EBlock Foulards, Silk Enit :
2.95 ed., 6 for 17.00 %
2.50 Chipp Designed Red Stripes & Wool 3
Challis 1.95 ea., 6 for 11.50 %
2.50-2.00 Chipp Batwing Bows, Foulards, ,
Reps, Challis ............... 1.65 ea., 6 for 9.00 &
20% —0DD Vests, Mufflers, Gloves—20¢, %
Hats, Caps, Jewetrr, Garters, Braces,

Relts Hoziery, Pajamas, Cummerbunds,

Sweaters, Alma Mater Slippers & Ac-
cessories.

ALL SALES FOR CASH OR CHECK
NO C.0.D.'s—ALL SALES FINAL
NO EXCHANGES

Chipp

14 East 44th St.,, N. Y. 17, N. Y.
MUrray Hill 7-0850

"% | say goodbye to frolic and fortune, or

should she surrender herself to the sudsy
embraces of a soap manufacturer? We
need not dwell on how all this 15 re-
solved.

A good part of the charm of “It
Should Happen to You” derives from
Judy Holliday, who plays the young lady
with the fixation on billboards. As Miss
Holliday has demonstrated before, she
is a great one with Mr. Kanin’s lines,
and on this occasion she is especially ex-
pertin giving them an air of spontaneity.
Together with Jack Lemmon (the
documentary man) and Peter Lawford
(the soap man), she makes a light-
hearted shambles of the film’s romantic
elements. But it is not only to the prin-
cipals that the picture owes a debt. They
are aptly assisted by such solid perform-
ers as Michael (O’Shea, Connie Gil-
christ, and Melville Cooper. Mr.
O’Shea is particularly funny as a seedy
entrepreneur who supervises Miss Hol-
liday’s affairs after her billboards have
made her famous.

“F{JREVER FemaLEg,” which is sup-
posed to have been adapted from,
and bears a vague resemblance to, James
M. Barrie’s “Rosalind,” is full of point-
less chatter. It is one of those backstage
things—about an actress who wants to
play ingénues, despite the fact that she’d
be more properly cast as a lady mincing
into middle age. She has an ex-husband,
who is her producer, and she is in love
with a playwright, who gallantly
changes a role in his play so that she can
fill it. There is also a young actress on
hand, who is deprived of the part. But
let’s not go on. The thing is orthodox
Hollywood nonsense, and it’s toe bad
that the likes of Paul Douglas, Ginger
Rogers, and William Holden got caught
up in it. —Joun McCARTEN

WHAT PAPER D'YA READ?

Asked for his choice of 1953’s Man of
the Year, he [Truman]| named Winston
Churchill without hesitation and added
that it “is no reflection on Eisenhower to
be outranked by Churchill.”—The Herald
Tribune, January 11th.

“My choice would be Churchill,” Mr.
Truman said. “I am a very great admirer
of his. And I will say that it is no reflec-

tion on Mr. Adenauer to be outranked by
Mr. Churchil.”—The Times, same day.

Princeton claimed a foul on the play but
the referee, Frankly Stumped, settled the
question with the flip of a coin.—The News.

Goodness, we knew his mother.
That’s how old we are,

*a Arthur M, Wirtz

ot
JCE ReY

NO W
Thru Wed. Feb. 3

{No. Perfs. Jon. 20, 21, 22)
Mats. Sats. & Suns. Jan. 22-24-30-31

BARBARA ANN SCOTT BOBBY BLAKE
JACQUELINE DU BIEF JACK RAFFLOER
FREDDIE TRENKLER & JERRY MAPES
THE BRUISES PETER FIRSTBROOK
SKIPPY BAXTER THE LAVONNES
NOT TELEVISED
Res. $1.50, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6 (tax incl.)
Children %2 Price Sat. Mats.
MAIL ORDERS PROMPTLY FILLED
Add 25c for Handling and Mailing

J. “Wlondering where to lunch today?
- Try the infimate
DORSET

LUNCHEON = COCKTAILS * DINNER = SUPPER

wors. DORSET

30 West 54th Street
BING & BING, ING., MGT.

If the way
That you feel
Or the calendar
Says you're
Due for a change,
Relaxation or pleasure-
Why delay? Come today!

'GEDHGE !. BH'UHI. General Monoger
New York Office - LOngacre 5-1114
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ATLAMNTIC
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cuisine par excellence

58 EAST 53RD STREET
NEW YORK 22, N. Y.
RESERVATIONS: PLAZA 3-8059




THE RACE
TRACK

Flamingo-Pink Opening

Ai I have probably
said before, the
season in Miami
never really begins
until Hialeah opens,
which it did last Sat-
—A e B8 urday. It isn’t news
i ll ' ! that Tropical Park
LS &0 had a pretty hum-
drum meeting, and it isn’t astonishing
that there was such a quick change in
tempo last week, but from all accounts
there have been few crowds that were
larger and few days of racing in Florida
that were livelier than the one that start-
ed things off at Hialeah. Nearly twenty-
four thousand aficionados were present,
and I venture to say that most of them
went sightseeing, because, for the third
time since it was built, Hialeah has a
new clubhouse—new from top to bot-
tom. This one is three stories high and
has three acres of floor space, five grand
staircases, two elevators, six escalators
(What a godsend just one of those
would be at Belmont!), seats for five
thousand spectators, and, for those who
choose to wander around, as horseplay-
ers usually do, promenades that will ac-
commoddte seventy-five hundred. In-
doors, the décor is green and flamingo
pink. It’s not true that all the coconuts
in the trees on the grounds were painted
flamingo pink for opening day; only
the ones that were cut down and mailed
to stay-at-homes in the North got that
treatment. |
As for the racing, Tidewater, who
ran at Jamaica last autumn, brought oft
a 50—1 chance in the Inaugural Handi-
cap; to be exact, he paid $103. Although
he had won twice and heen second three
times in his five starts at Tropical this
season, his were the longest odds in the
race. But that didn’t keep him from lead-
ing all the way, by lengths, and winning
easily from Sweet Vermouth, Hyphasis,
and fifteen less nimble sprinters. The
race was at six furlongs, the time was
1:11 Y5, and, if you want to make any-
thing of it, Tidewater was ridden by
Fldon Nelson, who used to ride Coal-
town half a dozen years ago. For the
rest, Holandes, a horse from the Argen-
tine, finished second in the first race and
paid $89.10 to place (Merry Mount,
who won, paid $31.60 on the nose); in
the second race, Maharajah, a gray
three-year-old by Mahmoud, romped in
by eight, as they say, and paid $3.10,

DOUBLE ROASTED for the

gourmet palate

INTERNATIONALLY. EAMOUS DEMI TASSE
e
e

Easily brewed in any colfec-makor
At most food stores and all [ine restauranls

S.A. SCHONBRUNN & CO., INC, NEW YORK 5 N.Y.
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Dolores Gray
Musical Comedy Star of Two Continents

Nat Brandwynne
his piano and his orchestra

Mischa Borr & his orchestra

Shows 9:30 and 12:15. Closed Sundays.
Theatre Dinner—$4.50—served 6 to &,
(No entertainment tax)

LUNCHEON DAILY

WALDORFASTORIA

FARK AVENUE—4%9th TO 50th STREETS

See famous old buildings at

7

s @ [l T S

ISIT the colonial capital

city of Virginia restored
to its 18th century appear-
ance. See many famous his-
toric buildings such as the
beautiful Wren Building,
oldest college structure in the
country, where Thomas Jef-
ferson and other great patriots
learned the principles of free-
dom. Fine lodgings in modern
hotels, colonial cottages, and
restored taverns.

Williamsburg Lodge & Taverns
Double from $6.00

Williamsburg Inn & Coflages
Double from $10.00

For informafion wwrite direct, see:
travel apent or Willtamsburg Res-
ervation Ofice, 630 Fifth Avenue,
New York City. Clrcle 6-BE896,

which was fair enough; and Landlocked
came down from Aiken and picked off
the Tamiami Purse. Landlocked may
be worth remembering.

‘ ‘ / INDING up things at Tropical

Park last Friday, Capeador took
the Tropical Handicap, the final and
most important event of the meeting,
from Count Cain, Iceberg II (he was
a topnotcher over turf courses last sea-
son ), and eleven others. It had been
rather expected that Straight Face, who
came back to the races this month and
won twice in brilliant style, would be a
starter, but it turned out that the Green-
tree Stable had other plans for him. He’ll
be flown to Santa Anita for the Maturity
Stakes a week from Saturday, and his
next engagement after that will prob-
ably be the Widener Handicap at Hia-
leah on February 20th. He’s also eligi-
ble for the Santa Anita Handicap the
following Saturday. In fact, he’s only
12—1 in the Caliente future book on the
race. But that looks like a very short
price to me.

ODD things have been happening
lately at Santa Anita. Three wide-
ly known runners—Alfred Vanderbilt's
Find and Calumet’s Hill Gail and
Mark-Ye-Well—were soundly beaten
one afternoon in a picayune ten-thou-
sand-dollar handicap at six furlongs.
Atomic Speed won it and Heliowise
was second. Hill Gail managed to finish
third, but Mark-Ye-Well was fourth
and Find, who is his owner’s candidate
for the Santa Anita—the Big Cap, as
they call it in California—was fifth.
Last weekend, there was another sur-
prise when By Zeus won the San Fer-
nando Stakes, in which Imbros, who had
set a world’s record of 1:2034 for seven
furlongs a fortnight earlier, ran out of
the money. Maybe it’s the fog or the

smog.
AB you may have noted, the weights

for the Experimental Free Hand-
icap have been announced, and the fact
that Turn-To and Porterhouse head
the list, each under a hundred and twen-
ty-six pounds, has been greeted with
varying emotions. I suppose I should
have an opinion about them and the
other top colts, and I daresay I shall,
but right now I’'m in the position of
a bookmaker [ knew in the bad old
days. He took bets over the phone,
and when customers asked what he
liked, as they frequently did, he’d say,
“I’m sorry, but I didn’t get no chance
to study the entries last night.”

—Aupax MiNor |

DBeautiful Hair
B RECK

HBeauty Sllons

BRECK HAIR AND
SCALP TREATMENTS

To make your hair soft,
manageable and beautiful.

Aseries of Breck Treatments
before a permanent, insures
a soft, lovely, lasting wave.

Mr. Fred and Myr. Norman,
hair stylists, and a competent
staff offer complete profes-
swonal hair care services.

S EAST 57th STREET
NEW YORK +« PLAZA 8-1910

LANCERS

=

fj‘-ﬂ rf_(s?rm%rfg Cartonated Vio Rrse

AN UNUSUAL DINNER WINE!

Imported from Portugal

A Light-bodicd Rosé wine—
slightly effervescent—

i delightfully different in
taste. Botded in hand
molded earthenware
M= crock or glass jug.

SOLE IMPORTERS VINTAGE WINES, INC.
114 East 16th Street New York 3 N Y

Need A Nursing Home?

Finding the Home most suitable for the individual's
care and comfort is not eaty. But we can help you.
Our qualified professional staff carefully selects
licensed Homes within a 50 mile area in N, Y., N. J.,
Conn. Patient's special medical requirements {physi-
cian consulted), and individual preferences thought-
i.‘r_ullfsggnsidarad. Several Homes referred for choice.
ee $15,

By appointment only

Adult Counselors & Home Finders
33 Fifth Avenue GR 3-7900
RESTAURANT

@lo English Tabern

Famous for SOUTHERN FRIED CHICKEN
and PLANK PLATTER STEAKS

1043 MADISON AVE. (79-805t.) RE.4-9622

Just a step from Metropolitan Art
Muscum & Central Park

e

Charles Dickens Lives Again at
Maxwell DuErow's

ELIZABETH NORMAN
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HERE IS BEAUTY with a zest for action! Here is the leader look,
suggesting extraordinary ability. Here is haxury of fabric; here are
supreme taste in appointment and new spirit in color and line. With
the Chrysler FirePower V-8 engine, you drive with new confidence
in instant power for safer instant response. The most automatic of

pud Vook

THE PDWEFE OF LEADERSHIP IS YOURS IN A

all no-clutch transmissions, PowerFlite, gives you new automatic
control in any driving situation. With Full-Time Power Steering
and Power Brakes, Chrysler is the one car totally powered for
the first complete driver control. Isn't this the leadership that
should be yours? Isn't now the time to see your Chrysler dealer?

witfol Oyl

THIS WEEK VISIT CHRYSLER'S 30TH ANNIVERSARY DISPLAY, HOTEL COMMODORE. N. Y.
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)eSoto, Chrysler and Imperial

DODGE Royal 4-Door Sedan

*
Hd ﬁlHCtIOIl BY CHRYSLER CORPORATION
J First in Fashion * First in Engineering * First in Value

Enjoy Medallion Theatre—dramatic entertainment for the whole family on CBS-TV




A DISTINGUISHED PRODUCT
FROM THE
HOUSE OF SEAGRAM

Your most exacting guests

will praise your drink creations
when they're made with
Seagram’s Gin,

A Seagram Martini, for instance,
is a golden dry Martini of
unparalleled excellence because
Seagram'’s Gin is so satin smooth
and so pleasantly dry it is
almost a Martini in itself.

Sﬁcagmm’s }
" t//;ffw/ 4#/ Make Seagram’s Gin your
Golden Touch of Hospitality for \
.f/ /Zr/ // / G‘n every important occasion, 4

5\
-_"rj,', M’,""-"}-&" rv’.&-n - é
ff vt f‘--ﬂ'f.-. f--—-q"
AN . LJ-!.'-,;"T .
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¥ |
] .’
For the smartest 1ips Oon your enter- " : -
taining prﬂbl::nl': Mary Grosvenor é*f\ W, L

.FH‘EWUI‘Ih s new booklet “The Golden Touch - . B
of Hospitality” is available in states where i
legal. Send 25¢ to The House of Seagram,
Dept. 40, P. O. Box 193, New York 10, N.Y.

SEAGRAM-DISTILLERS CORP., NEW YORK CITY. 90 PROOF. DISTILLED FROM AMERICAN GRAIN.




TELEVISION
Hedda Get Your Gun!

HE first time I

saw ‘‘Hedda
Gabler,” Nazimova
played Hedda, and,
believe me, it was
a wonderful experi-
ence, especially for a
growing boy with
vine leaves in his
hair. Nazimova was
Hedda, every last, deep, devious, frus-
trated particle of her. There is now a
short pause for the passage of years,
in the course of which I went back
from time to time to what, in these days,
one is forced to call “the original,” and
read and reread the play. An extremely
impressive drama, no matter how you
look at it. Then, a week or so ago,
Hedda reéntered my life, and presuma-
bly the lives of millions of other video
owners, when Miss Tallulah Bankhead
took the plunge and played the role
on “The United States Steel Hour.”
Poor public, poor Tallulah, poor,
poor Henrik Ibsen! “Hedda Gabler”
is a four-act play of standard length,
but the steel authorities apparently de-
cided that, like steel ingots, it could be
cut down to size. The size they favored
was an hour, with several commer-
cial interruptions to demonstrate the
massive power of a large steel mill
and the wonderment of pouring mol-
ten steel from one hideous bucket into
another,

The adaptation of “Hedda Gabler”
was the work of a man called Erik Bar-
nouw, who had, I guess, dipped into Ib-
sen’s play before attempting his own
curious version but, as far as I could
make out, had almost entirely missed its
point. The version that unfolded before
us the other evening was distinguished
by a lack of integrity and by a persistent
attempt to turn Ibsen’s thoughts topsy-
turvy. I daresay that when Ibsen drew
Hedda he did not intend to portray a
character who performed evil actions
joyously and without cause, much as
some mad killer might march down a
street and murder the first stranger who
happened to come along. There were
reasons for everything Hedda did, and
even if she was not aware of them, by
God, Ibsen was. Not so Barnouw, or
Bankhead. By the time Barnouw got
through with Ibsen, there wasn’t much
for Miss Bankhead to play with, but
she took the little bit left and managed
to compound the felony. She seemed to
have the idea that Hedda was the sort

|
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through dealers and decorators only

DIRECTIONAL

201 EAST 57TH STREET, NEW YORK CITY
MERCHANDISE MART, CHICAGO

(et-auay for foug week-ond fuur

COME ... celebrate Lincoln's

or Washington's birthday in the
celebrated Chateau Frontenac.
A round of fun from
dawn to yawn!

ALL THIS:
Skating
Skiing
Sleighing
Teboggaoning
Shopping
Sighiseeing
AND—
Cosy fireside lounge
Social teas
Continental food |
Nightly dancing g
Fine service by
Canadian Pacific

Canadian Pacific
581 Fifih Avenue
MNew York 17, M. Y.

Plaza 9-4433 ;

A CANADIAN PACIFIC HOTEL IN FRIENDLY OLD QUEBEC

Special all-expensé holiday rates: 3 to 10 days, $49 to $151
per person, double room. Also includes meals, ski
lessons and facilities, skating, tobogganing.
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Now Available

by the I]AY, MONTH o- longer
FURNISHED

TOWN SUITES

at @ ‘
% Barclay ¢ S
and

Park Lane

Beautiful..

and individually luxurious town

.spacious

homes with full hotel service in
the best Park Avenue tradition.
Each suite provides a tastefully
decorated and appointed living
room, one, two or more master
chambers, service pantry with
electrical refrigeration . . . plus
the quiet elegance of an ultra-

smart social address.

7
BARCLAY

111 East 48th Street
Just off Park Avenue
PLaza 5-5900

William H. Rorke, Manager

T
PARK LANE

Park Avenue at 48th Street
PLaza 5-4100

REALTY HOTELS, Inc.
Frank W. Regan, President
David J. Martin, Vice President
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of girl the celebrated Miss Mae West
once delighted in interpreting—all
waving hips, bouncing framework, and
ninety-proof larynx. Now and then,
Miss Bankhead abandoned the Westian
interpretation and noisily shifted gears,
emerging as a pallid imitation of Miss
Ethel Merman in the role of Annie
Oakley. The Mermanesque moments
were most evident when Hedda went
over to the old pistol box left her by her
daddy, General Gabler, toyed with the
antique firearms, and engaged in target
practice. All in all, it was a messy,
shrill, and meaningless hour, and only

Luther Adler, as the sinister Judge”

Brack, gave the impression of under-
Standing his role,

NE of America’s folk heroes, Bing
Crosby, turned up on the tiny
screen the other night in a half-hour
show of his own, called, of all things,
“The Bing Crosby Show.” Mr. Crosby,
it seems, has been quite shy about tele-
vision, and has been biding his time,
studying the medium and selling frozen
orange juice. His program was an ab-
surdity from start to finish—suff, for-
mal, humorless, and badly lighted. The
great crooner appeared to be ill at ease,
and his attempts to seem nonchalant
and devil-may-care made me, for one,
embarrassed and apprehensive. In a
sense, the Crosby program was a throw-
back to the early days of radio—and
the later days, too—when an old fa-
miliar favorite would introduce his act
with a few private, sneering references
to other radio favorites, sing a few
songs, bring on a guest celebrity, go
off the air, and head for home. The
guest celehrlt} the other evening was
Jack Benny. He indulged in several
slick, homogenized jokes, and, in turn,
introduced a torrid young woman,
Miss Sheree North, who did an un-
inhibited dance that was not designed,
I should think, for teen-age viewers.
Miss North was an intriguing bundle
of bumps and grinds, but her incendiary
performance was something of an in-
congruity, set down, as it was, hetween
the studiously antiseptic songs of Mr.
Crosby.

AN extremely unpleasant hour-long
drama entitled “The Remarkable
Incident at Carson Corners’” was pre-
sented recently on “Studio One.” The
originator of this work, Mr. Reginald
Rose, is obviously a charter member of
the modern, beat-the-audience-over-
the-ears school of playwriting, the prac-
titioners of which (led, I should say, by
Mr. Arthur Miller) mmply that every

JANUARY 23, 1954
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%/ vear o FIFTH season...

Let our magic carpet add a few
weeks of June to the middle of your
January . .. and enjoy them to the
fullest at the resort where summer
spends the winter—the
Hollywood Beach Hotel. On our
own acres of tropical luxury you’ll
find everything you could want,
to make your Fifth Season the most
fun of any ... from golf, tennis and
fishing to just lazing in the sun, from
exciting might-time entertainment
to relaxing at cards or congenial
conversation . . . and, surrounding
it all, dining on the famous, sumptuous,
American Plan food of the
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evil deed in a naughty world 1s the re-
sult of the collective guilt of mankind in
general and “‘the system” in particular.
The symptom of evil Mr. Rose has in
mind in his play is the tragic death of a
boy who falls from a badly constructed
fire escape outside his school building.
The boy’s little classmates caucus and
plot a special entertainment for their
parents, revealing nothing of the nature
of their plans, and, when the parents
gather in the school building, proceed
to “try”” a pathetic school janitor for
what they consider the murder of the
boy. There is not one parent in the
crowd who stands up, spanks the chil-
dren, and packs them off to bed. There
is not one parent in the crowd who
stands up and announces that kangaroo
courts will not be tolerated in the com-
munity. Oh, no! Most of the parents
instantly believe that the janitor mur-
dered the boy by pushing him oft the
fire escape, but as the hour wears on,
and parent begins to battle parent, it
develops that practically everybody in
the room has, in one way or another,
contributed to the child’s demise. There
is a doctor, for instance, who did not
answer the emergency call from the
hospital when the boy was taken there
in extremis; he preferred to stay home
and watch an old Buster Keaton movie
on television. The boy’s teacher is guilty
of neglect, too; she failled to make cer-
tain that the faulty fire escape was
repaired. And the very father of the
boy, a construction chap, was negligent
when he built the fire escape in the
first place. And so it went—all hands
guilty, and miserable, and shouting
“mea culpa’ at the depressing finish.
—PuiLir HAMBURGER

Roast Prime Rib of Northern Beef and
Aujus—Café adv. in the San Adntonio
(Texas) Express.

There’s no tasticr vegetable, when
it’s fresh.

“T don’t know of any man pulling the
trick women pull frequently: getting preg-
nant by someone of higher social position
to force marriage,” Reider asserted.—San
Francisco Chronicle.

Neither do we, by Gad.
]

LETTERS WE NEVER FINISHED
READING
EastErN FEATHER COMPANY

994 AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS,
NeEw York 18, N. Y.

Gentlemen:
Do you use feathers?...
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AND FOUR OTHER WONDERFUL FLAVORS:
BLACK CHERRY, COLA, ROOT BEER, CREAM 50DA,
AND NEW . . . SALT-FREE CLUB 50DA

2 for 298

Big 16 ounce no deposit bottle

All over town, NO-CAL is the word they're using for
non-fattening soft drinks.

But don’t be deceived by any “NO-CAL type” beverage
claiming to be “almost as good.” Only NO-CAL has
delicious true-flavor. Plus the wonderful new sweetening
discoveryl Be sure you see NO-CAL clearly on the label.

Remember, all the flaver is in—all the sugar (and salt)
is out. That's why NO-CAL is by far the fastest selling
non-fattening beverage.

THRILLS YOUR TASTE — TRIMS YOUR WAIST

KIRSCH BEVERAGES,
BROOKLYM &, M. Y.
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IKE Coca-Cola
and night base-
ball, the Little
Magazine—so
called because of its
circulation rather
than its format—is a
peculiarly American
2 institution. The Lit-
tle Magazine has flowered abroad, too,
but it has been more prolific here, and
also more important in our literary his-
tory. Since the rise of the mass-circula-
tion magazine at the turn of the century,
writers with something new and/or
serious to say have, for the most part,
found it possible to say it only in a Little
Magazine. There were a few earlier
examples, like Harriet Monroe’s Poetry
and Max Eastman’s Masses, but the
genre really began to flourish during
the First World War. As the Ameri-
can literary renaissance grew through
the twenties, so did the influence of
the Little Magazine. The Dial and the
Little Review printed more distin-
guished work and aroused
more excitement than any of
their latter-day successors have,
and such widely read crosses
between a Little and a com-
mercial magazine as H. L.
Mencken’s A merican Mercury
and Frank Crowninshield’s
Vanity Fair made valuable
contributions. By the mid-thir-
ties, the avant-garde had won
considerable acceptance, prud-
ishness about sex and syntax
had disappeared throughout
large sections of the reading
public, and the standard pub-
lishers were increasingly recep-
tive to “‘experimental” writ-
ing. This trend has reached a
bizarre climax in the last year
or two with the appearance of
what might be called Big Lit-
tle Magazines (New World
Writing is perhaps the best
example); that is, periodicals
or anthologies, in pocketbook
format, sold to a mass audience
but having the typical contents
of Little Magazines.

It was a famous victory, but,
like the one Little Peterkin was
so fatiguingly curious about,
its results have been disappeint-
ing. For the triumphant avant-
garde of today seems to have
lost much of the life, the sense

-

BOOKS
Two Acorns, One Oak

of discovery and enjoyment, that its
stiugghng forebears of the twenties so
abundantly possessed. The contrast is
made painfully explicit by two antholo-
gies—“The Little Review Anthology”
and “New Directions 14.” The first of
these volumes, published by Hermitage
House, is a selection by Margaret An-
derson of work from the defunct Little
Review, which she and Jane Heap ed-
ited and which, from 1914 to 1929,
was the most important of the Little
Magazines, printing Joyce, Eliot,
Yeats, Anderson, Pound, and Heming-
way and reproducing the paintings of
Picasso, Matisse, Klee, Braque, and
Miré at a time when those mountain
peaks on the cultural horizon were not
as apparent as they are today. The sec-
ond, which deals with contemporary
writing, is the latest in a series of an-
thologies put out by the leading avant-
garde book publisher, James Laughlin’s
New Directions.

I found the early anthology enliv-
ening and pleasurable, the 1953 one

chiling and depressing. It is by no
means wholly a matter of quality. “The
Little Review Anthology” offers such
fine things as Pound’s criticism, espe-
cially the essay on ““The Chinese Writ-
ten Character,” done in collaboration
with the Orientalist Ernest Fenollosa,
and John Butler Yeats’ wise and gen-
ial “Prohibition and Art of Conversa-
tion.” But such Little Review standbys
as Wyndham Lewis and Ford Madox
Hueffer (later Ford) seem, at least in
this anthology, as arid and contrived
(and long-winded) as most of the New
Directions people. Yet William Carlos
Williams was right, I think, when he
wrote Miss Anderson, “Most of the
stuff the Little Review prints is bad, T
suppose, but the Little Review is good.”
One gets the impression from this an-
thology that the Little Review was a
lot of fun to write for, to read, and
above all to edit. The Misses Anderson
and Heap were often toplofty in a naive
way, sometimes absurd, and almost al-
ways doctrinaire, but they loved writ-

“Would you prefer me to steal?”
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Would you“give away” this masterpiece
just because it created a scandal?
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Now Tﬁu Can Cnllécf the Best-Loved Paintings of Rembrandf, Van Gogh,

“ A STUDY in human degradation, male and fe-

male”! This is how one outraged critic at-
tacked the Degas masterpiece Absinthe when it was
shown in London for the first time in 1883. And
though a few artists and eritics did leap to the
defense, Victorian London was aghast at what it
considered the utter depravity of an alcoholic de-
bauch. Degas must have been surprised at such
English vehemence, especially since the *‘depraved”
models were friends of his, an actress and an artist
whom he had posed on the terrace of a respectable
and popular cafe in the Place Pigalle. But the dam-
age was done and the owner of the painting, a
Scottish collector, was so distressed by the public
scandal that he hastily disposed of the treasure at a
price which even in those days was a Hgive away.”

Today, of course, Absinthe, the most famous of all
Degas’ masterful cafe scenes, is recognized for pre-
cisely what it always was—a brilliant Impressionist’s
tglice of life,”” painted with extraordinary sensi-
tivity and definess,

ABSINTHE (1876)

. . .is but one of the many 11" x 157 framing-size
full-color reproductions which your family will re-
ceive as part of the unique art education program
described below.

We Invite You to Accept for only *1%

Both of these Portfolios—32 Paintings by

Rembrandt
aa Degas

Foithfully reproduced in full color—All prints extro-large
froming size 117x15"—Ildeal for walls ond portfolio disployl

We make this offer to induce you to consider an Associate
Membership in the Art Treasures of the World.

FREE COURSE

The monthly Art Course is a
pandsume brochure measur-
ing 7 = 10” and filled with

Picasso, Cezanne and Other Great Arfists at a Fraction of the Usval Cost!

As an introduction to this program of ART
TREASURES OF THE WORLD we invite
you and your family to examing two beautiful
collector’s Portfolios by Rembrandt and Degas
— 32 paintings reproduced in exquisite full
color, 30 of which are mounted on 11" x 15"
ready-to-frame mats. Each Portfolio is hand-
somely bound with a full-color illustrated cover
and covered with acetate. Although these Port-
folios are sold to subscribers at $2.95 each,
you may have both the Rembrandt and Degas
Collections for only one dollar!

Landscapes, still lifes, nudes, religious themes
and portraits that have brought pleasure to count-
less art lovers, students and children can now be
framed and interchanged freely according to your
mood, since all the reproductions are identical in
mat size (117 x 157). The radiant beauty that
draws millions of people to see these masterpieces
in museums and art galleries can now fill your home
with glorious color and design.

AN ART EDUCATION AT YOUR FINGERTIPS
Perhaps you have always wished that you
really understpod the fine points of painting, to
know how to judge a picture, why it was paint
and how to get at its real meaning . . . ART
TREASURES OF THE WORLD makes this
possible for you in two ways:

1. Members will receive a course on Art Appre-
cigtion. With every Portfolio a treatise on such
subjects as Color, Compasition, Technique, Dis-
tortion. Abstraction and Symbolism will be sent
to you.

2. Each Portfolio contains a brief biography of
the artist plus simple and clear commentaiies on
the color reproductions. These texts are written
by experts on the particular painter.

HOW THIS COLLECTOR’S PLAN OPERATES

Mail the coupon at ofice, together with your
dollar, and we will promptly send you your Hem-
brandt and Degas Portfolios and a free copy of the
first treatise of your Art Appreciation Course. In
addition, we will be happy to extend to you the
courtesy of an Associate Membership. Associate
Membership does not obligate you fo purchase any
additional Portfolic ever! However, each month
as each new Collection is released, it will be an-
nounced to you in advance for the special mem-
ber's price of only $2.95. If you do not wish to
purchase any particular Collection, simply return
the form provided for that purpose. A section from
the Art Appreciation Course will be included free
with every Portfolio you accept.

Because of the infinite care required to pro-
duce these matchless reproductions, the supply is
necessarily limited. Send your dollar for the Rem-
brandt and Degas Collections now!

Art Treasures of the World, 100 Avenue of the Americas, New York 13, N. Y.
Canadian Address: 1184 Castlefield Ave., Toronfo 10, Canada

famous paintings to help
you to better understand and 8
appreciate art.

T Ly v v

Art Treasures of the World, Dept. 912 NY-1 |l
100 Avenue of the Americas, N. Y. 13, N. Y. i

Please send me the Rzmbrandt and Degas l
Portfolios of 32 full-color, framing-size re-
productions, plus the first treatise from
your Art Appreciation Course, for which I
enclose $1.00. Each month, as an Associate I
Member in Art Treasures of the World I l
will receive advance notice of the new
Portiolic of reproductions by a famous
painter, including a new section from the I
Art Appreciation Course, which I may pur-
chase at the special member’s price of only
$2.95 for both, plus delivery charges. How-
ever, I may decline to accept any or all I
the Portfolios offered to me.

Membership is limited to one subscription to ony
fomily or household.

MAME. .. ... i ssssisasmtsnnannannes T e sesn
ADDRESS. .. 3 A e R e e i e P
o b e IONE.. . STATE.......
I Canadian Address: 1184 Castlefield Ave.. Toronto 10, Ont
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For dinner. ..

pannekoek
\-_._._v___—/

You probably can’t pronounce it
. . . but wait till you taste it! It’s a
crisp, golden pancake, filled with
juicy chunks of apple and topped
with cinnamon . . . typical of the
wonderful dishes (both Dutch and
American) you’ll find in this ram-
bling, oak-paneled replica of an old
Dutch tavern. And while you’re
here, notice the antique Delft tiles
. .. some of them date back to 1500!
Complete dinners start from $3.20.
Come early and enjoy cocktails
round the Crescent Bar. For reser-
vations, CI 6-5800.

HOLLAND
HOUSE
TAVERNE

10 ROCKEFELLER PLAZA

ESTABLISHED 1864

Y
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DENISE
DARCEL

STANLEY MELBA
AND HIS ORCHESTRA
with the Cotillion Strings

THEATRE DINNER $5
Served é to 8. No Ent. Tax.
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room

Closed Mondays
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FIFTH AVENUE AT 61st STREET
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ing, writers, and ideas, and the maga-
zine showed it. They went overboard
for heroes and heroines who don’t seem
so heroic today, such as Mary Garden
(“this Aphrodite of the North, this bac-
chante from the sea, this viking of the
soul” ), Tagore, John Cowper Powys,
and W. H. Hudson. But they also had
a passion for Joycé, Yeats, and Eliot.
Ezra Pound, that incredibly shrewd
and lucky prospector on the literary
frontier who became their foreign ed-
itor in 1917, brought these authors
(though also, to be fair, Ford and Lew-
is) to them, and they not only gave him
a free hand but defended him loyal-
ly against the chronic baiting of their
readers. “I really began the Little
Review the way one begins playing
the piano or writing poetry: because of
something one wants violently,” Miss
Anderson has written. “The thing I
wanted—would die without—was con-
versation. The only way to get it was
to reach people with ideas. Only artists
had ideas . . . and of course only the
very good ones. So I made a magazine
exclusively for the very good artists
of the time.” As simple as that, but it
worked.

This sense of conversation has almost
disappeared from our own Little Maga-
zines. Conversation means being able
to disagree and still continue the discus-
sion, and this implies a deep-down basis
of agreement no matter how sharp the
surface dispute. Today there is too much
surface agreement among intellectuals
and not enough basic agreement, so
discussion either is tepid or becomes
poisoned. The liveliest part of “The
Little Review Anthology” is the argu-
ments between readers and editors, be-
tween editors and contributors, and
even between the editors. A cart fight
seems to have been raging most of the
time. When someone invited to take
part in a symposium sent in what the
editors considered a foolish contribution,
they printed it just the same, merely
adding at the end “Bosh!” It wasn’t
safe to write even a complimentary let-
ter to the editor. “Never have I seen
such drawings . . . Da Vinci come to
life!” rhapsodized a Chicago reader. I
suppose this has meaning?” grumbled
Miss Heap, in reply. The magazine
printed Amy Lowell’s poetry, but when
she ventured to publish a book of criti-
cism, the intransigent Miss Heap snort-
ed, “Loose thinking . . . cliché psycholo-
gy . . . indiscriminate as a clubwoman.”
Miss Anderson complained (publicly, of
course, since the interoffice memo was
apparently unknown at the Little Re-
view or was simply incorporated into

JANUARY 23, 1954

sa@ﬁ!

Just hours by air...leisure-
filled days by sea...you may
realize your lifelong desire to
“safari” —to hunt the world's
finest game, with gun or cam-
era, against the thrilling, un-
spoilt East African background.

From Kilimanjaro to Mt. Kenya
...from the Ngorongoro Crater
to the Ruwenzori Range...from
Lake Victoria to the Serengeti
Plains . .. you will follow the
footsteps of famous sports-
men and explorers, guided by
experienced White Hunters
along the ADVENTURE TRAIL
OF A LIFETIME!

For East African safari and
tour folders

SEE YOUR TRAVEL AGENT

or write Dept B
THE

EAST AFRICA TOURIST
TRAVEL ASSOCIATION

295 Madison Avenue
MNew York 17, N_Y.

L

— — —

KENYA - TANGANYIKA - UGANDA - ZANZIBAR

The Knack of Using
Your
Subconscious Mind

UCH great men as Darwin, Edison, Ford,
S Westinghouse and Einstein have said that
some of their best ideas came from their sub-
conscious mind while their conscious mind was
resting or otherwise engaged.

The simple “knack™ of using your subcon-
scious mind to solve ypour most troublesome
problems and do your creative thinking is ex-
plained in The Knack of Using Your Subcon-
scious Mind, by John K. Williams. It is an
intensely practical book written in simp!ei non-
technical langnage. Master this *‘knack” and
vou will work more easily than other people—
and have more good ideas.

A book for the man or woman in business or
any of the professions, for the research scientist,
the creative worker, the craftsman, teacher,
student, wife and mother. The techniques the
author suggests are so simple and effective that
it is a pity to go through life without the help
vour subconscious mind is so ready to give.

112 pages, skillfully condensed for easy read-
ing and reference. Handsomely bound Price.
only $2.50.

At your bookseller’s, or clip out this ad,
attach it to your letterhead or a sheet of paper
with your name and ;ddress,Yan_w_:l enclose "iiimlilé

der for $2.50. Your copy wi
sentyou _ promptly. THE UPDEGRAFF
PRESS, LTD.. 46 Harwood Bldg., Scarsdale,
M. Y.

‘Deliciously non-Yictorian
memories of Victorian days."”
—LEWIS GANMNETT

75 WWus. by the avthor * $3.75




THE NEW YORKER

the magazine) that Pound was loading
the editors up with “intellectual poetry”™
like Marianne Moore’s and that she and
Miss Heap didn’t like the stuff atall. (It
never occurred to them not to print the
poctry; that would have been stifling the
conversation. )

Their favorite poet, whom they
printed constantly despite all the jeers
and groans, was the Baroness Else von
Freytag-Loringhoven, whose verse was
free of everything, including sense and
grammar (“Thine body is the prey of
mice”). Her “The Cast-Iron Lover”
caused an uproar extreme even for the
Little Review. Lola Ridge called it “a
retching assault upon Art,” and there
was a spirited three-cornered argument
between Evelyn Scott (anti), Miss
Heap (pro), and the Baroness (pro)
under the heading “The Art of Mad-
ness.” Miss Scott objected that the
Baroness was loopy; Miss Heap agreed
but said, “We are not limiting ourselves
to the seven arts. No one has yet done
much about the Art of Madness. . ..
Else von Freytag works unhampered
by sanity;” the Baroness murmured,
“Tane Heap understands me wonder-
fully—perfectly.” After a half-dozen
exchanges, during which the confusion
became greater as it hecame clearer that
the defense was basing its case on the
chief contention of the prosecution, Miss
Heap summarized her impression of
Miss Scott: “I feel that I have been per-
mitted a glimpse into the gentle mystic
soul of an adding-machine.” When an-
other Little Magazine, Secession, died
in infancy and the Little Review was
charged with being an accomplice in its
death because it had made fun of the
newcomer’s opening manifesto, the edi-
tors said in print that they were sorry
it had died and even sorrier that it
had given up without coming back at
them, without “fights—discussion—hot
and impolite, jeering and insult to knit
the thing together, to find out and
bring out a definite creative hardness in
this pulp of art in America. . . . Seces-
sion should have fought us and been
our friend . . . a fast friend.” And they
complained that their attacks on an-
other colleague, the Dial, were answered
in the language of engraved announce-
ments,

By 1929, the editors had the wit to
recognize that the conversation was
fatally flagging, that it had become im-
possible because everybody seemed to
agree but no one did really, and that the
game was up because in one sense it was
won and in another was lost. “Our
mission was accomplished,” writes Miss
Anderson. “Contemporary art had ‘ar-
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Help the Vocational Advisory Service give young people
“The Right Start” through frec vocational counseling, by

ordering tickets for one of
TWO BENEFIT PERFORMANCES

Tuesday evening, Feb. 16
Wednesday evening, Feb. 24
Morosco Theatre « 217 West 45th St.
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(Contribution deductible for income tax purposes.)
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VOCATIONAL ADVISORY SERVICE

432 Fourth Avenue New York 16, N. Y.
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Dr. Helen R Smith, Director
Leonard D. Adkins, Treasurer

Mis. Raymond Loewy, Chairman, Benefit Comm.

Mrs. L. Emmett Hole, Jr., Mrs. Walter E. Becer, Jr.,, Co-chairmen




The story behind the publication an
THE SECRET DIARY O

The Story of a Manuscript

N April, 1953, when Simon and Schuster

acquired publishing rights to the secret
diary of the late Harold L. Ickes, the transac-
tion was not unlike bidding for a treasure put
up for auction with its value unknown but
certain to be large. The editors who read it are
also prepared to compare their initial reports
with the very first attempts to assay the Mesabi
Range.

We knew that it ran to almost 6,000,000
words—the rough equivalent of sixty big pub-
lished volumes—filling 104 bulky black folders.
We knew that it included a card catalogue
index of persons mentioned in it—filling twenty-
nine drawers—which read like a highly indis-
creet Who's Who of power during the nineteen
yvears covered by the diary.

There was no question about Ickes’ historical
importance: he had outserved every other man
in Franklin D. Roosevelt’s first Cabinet and
outlived most of them. Nor was there any ques-
tion of his acid personality. He had labelled
himself “curmudgeon”. The diary, too, had
long been a subject of speculation. In one of the
first of the gossip books about modern politics,
published in 1935 and called Our Lords and
Masters, the anonymous author explained Stalin
by writing that: “One of the secrets of his power
is a closely guarded file of information on the
leading members of the Communist Party, simi-
lar to that assembled by Secretary Ickes . ..”

Publishing Problems

A few of the problems confronting the pub-
lishers, before the contract was signed with
Mrs. Ickes, were capable of quick and relative-
ly easy solution. One was to put a lock on the
door of the office in which the manuscript was
being worked on. Another was to take steps to
make certain that the original document, ex-
actly as it was on the day—February 3, 1952—
when Mr. Ickes died, should be preserved from
the ravages of editors and printers to be given

to the Library of Congress where, a hundred
years from now, historians may treat it with
less prickly reserve and hesitation. A third was
to help Mrs. Ickes organize, among her friends
and those of her late husband and of President
Roosevelt, a fascinating but unprintable discus-
sion of some of the basic ethical questions of
democracy, questions like the ones that follow.
How much should citizens be told about
their elected rulers? And how soon? Is there
any civilian equivalent of military security?
Are the drinking habits of—say—a prominent
Senator his own business, or partly the
business of the public? Is it in the public in-
terest to reveal the bitter personal feuds and
private quarrels which lay just under the
surface of the seemingly unbreakable—for
twenty years — coalition which was called
the New Deal?

The final decision was to publish a series of
books, the first of which is called The First
Thousand Days. It covers the period from
March 5, 1933, when the first Roosevelt Cabi-
net held its first meeting, through the 1936
election which swept every state except Maine
and Vermont into the Democratic column.

How the Diary Was Written

Among all the documents published by New
Dealers or about the New Deal, this one alone
belongs in the ancient and honorable literary
form of diary. It is the record unadorned, on
which the author has had no chance to make
the subtle compromises which come with hind-
sight, and in which the reader can find the raw
material with which to make his own judg-
ments on what the fighting and the shouting
were all abour.

Beginning in 1933, Mr. Ickes formed the
habit of keeping notes in his pocket of the
events, the conferences, the conversations, and
the social affairs in which he took part. Every
few days, he would dictate a running story from
these notes to his private secretary. Her first
transcription was then edited by him for accu-
racy, and retyped. The first copy of the secre-
tary’s shorthand notes was burned by him
faithfully in the fireplace, winter or summer,
and the final copy filed under lock and key
where only he could see it.

After his death, this document was found in
his farmhouse near Olney, Maryland. It had
grown to enormous proportions, but the pages
were all numbered in order, and there had been
no revisions.

The Card File

His index was so elaborate that any rewritin
would have thrown out of kilter the entir
fantastic record. Here is a typical file card from
the index:

i A

Heopkins, Harry L. 1935

Slurs against PWA gt hiz press conference,
1169;

Public opinion opposed to his control of
works relief, 1169;

Corcoran’s unfavorable opinion of, 1169;

My letier to the President re Hopking' dan-
ger to political future, 1170;

Poseur, 1171;

My prediction: WPA will be a major issue
in campaign, 1178;

Unfavorable comments on, 1173; I183;

This was one of the early cards. Here are
some of the later entries, made after the two
men had become bitter political enemies:

a -\

Presidential aspirations of, 1507; 1519;

Emotional and sensitive, 2367 ;

My liking for him personally, 2367 ;,

Ladies” man, 2991 :

His poor appearance at White House recep-
tion, 3195;

Visit with him in hospital—said to be af-
flicted with obscure tropical disease,
3985;

Resignation from Cabinet, 4752;

My unchanging opinion of him, 4753;

On Hopkins alone there are eighty-three
cards, each with nearly a dozen entries.

What the Diary Is All About

To try to describe the diary is to try to sum up
what happened to the United States and large
portions of the rest of the world between the
day Herbert Hoover left the White House and
the eve of President Eisenhower’s moving into
it. For Ickes was both a many-sided and a per-
ceptive man. Nothing was foreign to his curious
spirit, and a great many things were very close
indeed to the political battlefield on which he
fought through those turbulent years.

These main themes can be untangled from
the complete diary:

1. The substitution, within the Department of
the Interior, of a tradition of integrity for




remendous success of
JAROLD L. ICKES

the hangover left by Albert B. Fall and
Teapot Dome.

Ickes” unsuccessful effort to make the De-
partment into a true Department of Con-
servation or of Natural Resources. This was
a long tangle with Henry A. Wallace, who
was trying to do the same thing with the
Department of Agriculture.

The bitter running fight of PWA (Ickes)
with WPA (Harry Hopkins).

The struggle for civil liberties, against the
Dies Committee, against Hearst and Mc-
Cormick, which developed Ickes’ gargan-
tuan appetite for feuds with columnists and
newspaper publishers.

The anti-Fascist movement of the 1930,
and the gradual involvement of the United
States in the pre-war diplomacy of Europe
and Asia.

The preparedness effort, and then the total
war mobilization which began in 1942.
The politics of the Roosevelt fight against
the Supreme Court in 1937, and the per-
sonalities of the Supreme Court.

The relation of the New Deal to local po-
litical machines 4n 4 national elections.
The personalities in and around the White
House: literally everyone from F.D.R. to
his youngest grandchild, from Missy Le
Hand to the guests who came to dinner.

. The savage struggle for succession to
F.D.R., including many new stories of can-
didacies which never got off the ground
except in the hearts of the candidates.

. How the Cabinet operated, from its first
meeting when all the banks in the nation
were closed until Ickes was the only origi-
nal appointee left.

These themes are what will interest histori-
1s and make these volumes an indispensable
urce for anyone working on the history of the
st generation. For general readers, they are
oven into a tapestry as complicated, as hu-
an, and as fascinating as the reality of Ameri-
in life itself in the 1930’s and 1940’s.

The Diary’s Infimacy

kes wrote down everything that interested
im. In the first volume he tells, for example:

9% How dreadful the food was at the White
House, and Mrs. Roosevelt’s taste in domes-
tic champagne.

2%~ How strange do-gooders manage to pes-
ter government officials.

2% The curious ways in which great events,
like the recognition of Russia or the aban-

r Ist printing: 15,000 copies — Sd‘f'd MV"
2nd printing : 10,000 copies — g A&l oui"'

3rd printing : 15,000 copies — ?/a—vu. 9 faa’f‘
4th printing : 13,000 copies — o1 }G/T_M

Total 53,000 copies in first 4 weeks

THE SECRET

THE FIRST

THOUSAND

donment of the gold standard, were de-
cided on.

2% How the Republican party set up an
espionage service to spy on the New Dealers
when they first took office.

2% How the Hoover Dam was renamed
Boulder Dam, and how President Roosevelt
reacted. (He chuckled.)

9% How Ickes treated a former Congress-
man who thought 11¢ a day was enough to
feed an Indian child on. (He fired him.)
2% What he thought of MacArthur when
the latter was Chief of Staff.

9% What the wily Russians, Litvinov and
Oumansky, brought with them to their first
White House luncheon. (Envelopes of So-
viet stamps for the philately-minded New
Deal leaders.)

2%~ What Otto Kahn thought would follow
the next depression. (“Our social and politi-
cal structure will not stand the shock.”)

2%~ Why Huey Long could not have been
impeached for calling Roosevelt a liar.

Quoting excerpts from this beok is like pick-
ing threads out of some massive Oriental rug—
it gives no adequate picture of the total nor
does it improve the rug. But in this first volume
alone, there are 752 pages of political writing,
not one word of which is a speech, or a memo-
randum, or a self-justification after the event.
The book is people, what they said and did,
what happened to them.

An Immediate Success

The first volume, released in December, is
currently a runaway bestseller.

Immediately on publication, reviews and
news stories poured in from all over the country
( except New York where the newspaper strike
was on) closely followed by wires from book-
stores asking for more copies, fast.

The Chicago Tribune headlined its front-
page story: “OLp CuRMUDGEON REACHES FROM

Grave To Smure Fors.” “Explosive” said the
St. Louis Post Dispatch and the Boston Globe.

In the Inner Circles of Washington (“Won-
derful and informative reading,” wrote the
Washington Post. “Reveals Backstage Feuds
of New Deal Regime” said the Star’s front-page
article) the book was instantly Conversational
Topic Number One. Word came through to
newsless New York that Ickes’ diary was juicy
with the blood of his closest associates. Then
The New York Times, back in business, called
it “in all probability, the most intimate and
authoritatively ‘inside’ view of FDR’s first ad-
ministration.”

A 4th printing has just been ordered. It has
become clear that thoughtful Americans will
find in this book some of the most important,
entertaining and informative reading of this
generation. Price $6 at all bookstores.

About the Next Volume:
THE INSIDE STRUGGLE

“After reading this volume,” says The
New York Times Book Review, “readers
will be eagerly waiting for the fulmina-
tions yet to come.”

To these readers we suggest that it is
none too early to reserve, at their book-
sellers’, first edition copies of Volume II:
The Insitde Struggle, 1936-1939. It in-
cludes Ickes’ behind-the-scenes stories of
FDR’s attempt in 1937 to pack the Su-
preme Court; the shift within the New
Deal from domestic reform to protection of
the country from the rising threat of fas-
cism; the struggle among the inside New
Dealers for the mantle of crown prince.
Publication is planned for April 1954.

SIMON AND SCHUSTER, PUBLISHERS
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| words,

rived;” for a hundred years perhaps, the
literary world would produce only: rep-
etition.”” A little smug but, to date, not
very inaccurate. Miss Heap wrote, in
the last issue, “We have given space in
the Little Review to twenty-three new
systems of art (all now dead ) represent-
ing nineteen countries. In all of this we
have not brought forward anything ap-
proaching a masterpiece except the
‘Ulysses’ of Mr. Joyce. . . . Self-expres-
sion Is not enough; experiment is not
enough. ... Art today . . . is interesting
only as a pronounced symptom of an
ailing and aimless society.” The editors
were vague about just what had hap-
pened; Miss Anderson wrote that she
could “no longer go on publishing
a magazine in which no one really
knows what he is talking about,” while
Miss Heap felt that the arts “have
broken faith or lost connection with
their origin and function. They have
ceased to be concerned with the legiti-
mate and permanent material of art.”
They sound like two veteran progres-
sive-school teachers who have grown a
weeny bit tired of their energetic, artic-
ulate, expressive little charges and
long for some classic peace. But they
smelled death in the air. How right
they were !

”NEW DirecTtrons 147 contains five
essays, thirteen stories, sixty-
seven prose poems, and thirty-two poemy
poems, the whole adding up to four hun-
dred and eight large pages pullulating,
crepitating, ululant with words, words,
breaking, breaking, breaking
on cold gray stones. Compared to all
these sad young-middle-aged men ex-
acerbating their insensibilities, and
taking their time about it, the most
long-winded Victorian appears terse and
direct, his bread and butter healthy

.| and nourishing alongside these hors
| d’oeuvres from the literary deep freeze.

To read “New Directions 14" is to take
a fatiguing trip on a sightseeing bus jolt-
ing interminably through the dream
landscape of the nerves. Here the eccen-
tricity, which 1s spontaneous and hence
charming and stimulating in “The
Little Review Anthology™ (except for
the mad Baroness and a few other
avant-gardists ), has become contrived,
as depressingly systematic as any other
mannerism. The escape from literary
convention has hardened into a new con-
vention, an Alexandrian formula for
abolishing literary formulas. There are,
of course, exceptions, notahly “Urien’s
Voyage,” written by André Gide in
1893, a long Symbolist reverie that is
melodic, serenely sensuous, gracefully
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passionate; “Fiftcen Poems,” by Con-
stantine Kavafis (who died in 1933), a
series of thoughtful, moving, and nobly
eloquent poems that do for the Hellen-
istic and Roman worlds what another
derivative from the Greek Anthology,
Masters’ “Spoon River Anthology,”
did for mid-American provincial life;
and “The Coming of Something to
the Widow Holly,” by Tennessee Wil-
liams (who, to be fair, is still alive
and kicking), which is nothing tre-
mendous—just some Surrealist fooling
around—but is fast, fresh, and funny,
and it is warming to come on some-
thing fast, fresh, and funny among
all the cold, congealed, overclaborate
ornamentation that gives most of “New
Directions 14> the air of the Paramount
lobby.

The fiction tends to be either under-
written (“It’s not his fault I have a
glass eye, but I have a glass eye™) or
overwritten (““And the blind grinning
and sardonic embryo inside, rooted to
the wall of her womb and extending
groping invisible tendrils into her blood-
stream and into her brain and . . .”).
It is like a storyteller whose deadpan
stolidity or violent, grotesque gestures
distract one from his tale—or, rather,
from his lack of a tale—for there are
few ancient mariners in this old sailors’
home. The essays are almost all over-
written; for example, Louis Zukofsky’s
hallucinated article on Shakespeare,
which is composed in a sort of academic
jive interlarded with lengthy and un-
digested quotations from Spinoza, and
Oskar Seidlin’s turgid inflation of Her-
mann Hesse, a pretentious minor writer
whom Mr. Seidlin’s energetic pumping
operations inflate to increasingly bigger
dimensions until he shares the fate of the
frog in the fable. There is, above all,
Rudolph Friedmann’s Freudulent psy-
choanalysis of the old German chil-
dren’s book ‘“‘Struwwelpeter,” which
carries on in this fashion:

Struwwelpeter himself is followed by a
regression in time to the period of his phal-
lic flowering as Cruel Frederick. The top
illustration shows Frederick, with body
erect, shouting. Shouting is a symbolical
form of sexual aggression. . . . In this pic-
ture the thin whiplash howl of the boy is
directed against the nurse (the mother-
imago in the form of the nurse) and has to
do with the recognition that by giving birth
to the son the mother has shown herself
to be an animal. In this connection one
is reminded of Christ’s constant aggres-
sion against his own mother deriving from
the fact that his unconscious did not be-
lieve her to be a virgin. . . . The first illus-
tration of “The Story of Augustus Who
Would Not Have Any Soup” shows a boy
in whom the pyknic disposition is sustained
only by food; in the four subsequent illus-
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trations (even including the end, which is
schizoid through and through in its heart-
less realistic irony) the innate dynamism
toward nothingness of Northern schizoid
tendencies is revealed in all its melting
pathos.

It is just possible this is a spoof, though
Mr. Friedmann’s biographical note
sounds deadly serious; if so, it was 2 mis-
take to print it in such a context, where
so much teeters on the verge of unin-
tentional parody that an intentional
burlesque is apt to sound like one more
moonbeam from the higher lunacy.
The last eighty pages of the book stum-
ble right over into parody—Charles
Henri Ford’s “A Little Anthology
of the Poem in Prose,” which pre-
sents elegant extracts from standard
authors like Shakespeare, Donne, Mo-
hammed, and Rimbaud salted and
peppered with inelegant, unstandard
modern prose poems. This sideshow is
introduced by Parker Tyler with an
elevated prefatory spiel (“Hasten!
Hasten! Hasten!”) in the best euphuis-
tic New Directions style. For example,
“The catholicity of Mr. Ford’s legisla-
tive impulse is not to be discounted all
the less | sic] because it stems from what
has made him outstanding among
American poets in the past, even while
it made him distinctly partisan: he takes
his inspiration directly from the un-
conscious.” It is hard to see how Mr,
Ford’s legislative impulse has increased
our enjoyment or understanding of
poetry; prose poems and poetic prose
are hardly a novelty, and the modern
instances he adds to the standard au-
thors merely provide an embarrassing
contrast.  “Wrote Charles Henri
Ford,” begins Mr. Tyler his preface,
“as spontaneously as one sometimes
writes the first line of a poem, “The
poem in prose is the form of the future.
Poets, don’t rhyme. Poetry doesn’t
rhyme—any more. The saturation point
has been reached! One more rhyme
and P’ll vomit!”” Without going into
what else besides rhyming is upsetting,
one may agree that in “New Direc-
tions 14" a, if not the, saturation point
has indeed been reached.

—DwicHT MacpoNaLp

BRIEFLY NOTED
FICTION

SAYONARA, by James A. Michener
(Random House). An extraordinary
combination of hysteria and smug-
ness, dealing with a young American
Air Force major who is engaged to
an American girl named Eileen. His
name is Ace Gruver. Eileen is ex-

ceedingly eligible, being the well-
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brought-up daughter of an Air Force
general. She is also very pretty, hav-
ing blond hair, even white teeth,
which show to particular advantage
when she smiles, and a scrubbed com-
plexion. Unfortunately, Ace has be-
come convinced that all American
women, including Eileen, have lost
something womanly, which, though it
is never defined, is plainly important,
because the lack of it drives him to
make love, in a spirit of overwhelm-
ingly enthusiastic tragedy, to a Jap-
anese dancer named Hana-ogi.
Hana-ogi says very little, probably
because she knows no English, but
she fills in the conversational lulls
with expressive movements, Ace is
harrowed by love, but in the end his
training tells, and he allows Hana-
ogi to renounce him so that he can
return to Eileen and a promotion to
lieutenant colonel. The moral of this
dubious piece seems to be that if a
writer finds himself unable to deal
with real people in real situations,
the safest thing to do is to put some
figures into uniform and call them
Americans, put some others into for-
eign dress and call them Japanese,
and then mix them all up somewhere
in Japan during the Korean war and
call it a story.

TuE L1tTLE ARK, by Jan de Hartog
(Harper). A sweet, shallow, whim-
sical little tale of two children cast
adrift on a lonely voyage of peril and
discovery during the Dutch floods of
1953. Mr. de Hartog has an ap-
parently irresistible impulse to fan-
cify, which fritters away much of the
humanity of what he has to say, but
his intention is good, if a bit pat, and
his people are pleasant enough.

Tue FinaL Hours, by José¢ Sudrez
Carrefio (Knopf). Three people—
Carmen, a beautiful young prostitute;
Angel Aguado, a wealthy man; and
Manolo, a boy of the streets who lives
by tips and by stealing—participate,
together and separately, in this 1m-
pressionistic, sad, and inconclusive
story of night life in Madrid. Mr.
Carrefio paints a rich and detailed
picture of the city, but some of his
observations are more memorable
than any of his characters, and the
total effect is of a lively unhappiness
pursued for the sake of its liveliness.

GENER AL
Albert

by Camus
confusion that is commonly referred
to as “French clarity,” Albert Camus
has written a puzzling but engrossing
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book about the political implications
of absolutist ideas. His championship
of human values against all the in-
sidious totalitarianisms is deeply mov-
ing, but the delight in paradox that
leads him to describe Nietzschean
nihilism as “absolute affirmation”
keeps the book’s level of intelligibility
to a minimum, and his conclusion,
that each man’s salvation must lie
in his refusal to become a god, prob-
ably does not solve the problems of
any large proportion of his readers.
Camus’s American publishers have
done him little service by bringing out
a cut version of the book, without an
index and in a translation that con-
tains references to an American Pres-
1dent named "Mackin]nﬂ} ”and a Ger-
man physicist named “Heisenborg.”

CHINA IN THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY:

THE JourNaLs oF MATTHEW
Riccr: 1583-1610, translated by
Louis J. Gallagher, S.J. (Random
House ). The first English translation
of a classic missionary report. Ricci,
an Iralian Jesuit who spent some
thirty years in the Orient and died
in Pekin in 1610, was the founder of
the first permanent Christian mission
in China. He also set a standard of
good will and good sense that must
have been of inestimable value to the
missionaries who followed him. Be-
fore buckling down to the job of in- |
structing the Chinese in the Gc:spel
of Christ, he patiently instructed
himself in the culture of the coun-
try. He learned to speak and write
Chinese, he read the literature (from
which he acquired a great respect
for Confucius), he mastered the
elaborate rituals of social intercourse,
he studied the mechanics of busi-
ness and government, and, above all,
he achieved a real understanding
of the problems he would face. It is
this understanding that gives his
journals a force and flavor unusual
in ecclesiastical documents and that
transforms what would otherwise be
something more than a little special
into a book of truly general interest.
Father Gallagher, archivist of the
New England Province of the So-
ciety of Jesus, contributes a helpful
introduction, and there is a foreword
by Richard J. Cushing, Archbishop

of Boston.

New WorLp oF THE Minp, by Joseph

Banks Rhine (Sloane). This amaz-
ing book starts out in an imposing
scientific fashion, summarizing the
experimental evidence in support of
“psi” occurrences (psychic experi-
ences that seem to defy known
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mask is suddenly dropped and Dr.

impossible it may seem,” and desper-

ately eager to establish ““parapsy-
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chological” powers in order to dem-

onstrate the existence of God and

suddenly becomes obvious: the word

eenth-century poet, night owl, and

Johnson, like the majority of hus con- MAKE RESERVATIONS NOW!
judgment. The author of this new

not in fact 2 left-handed peer, ne rubber seats, just two abreast... choice filet mignon... Starlight
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physical laws or the tables of prob-
ability ) and pleading for a fair hear- s 3
ing from scientists. Halfway through -Eﬂfﬁ “A'lO“A.- [ 1] 'ﬁS‘l’eS'l‘ ®
Rhine is revealed as a passionate
crusader, impressed by the telepathic
powers of a performing horse named
Lady, convinced that hair can turn
the survival of the soul after death,
and so restore “‘spiritual law” as
a weapon against materialism and and NOW ...
Communism. What was not quite
“science” is being used in Mrs.
Eddy’s sense, not in Mme. Curie’s.
Tue ArTIFICIAL Bastarp, by Clar-
ence Tracy (Harvard). A first-rate
drawing-room charmer who is re-
membered chiefly as the subject of
Samuel Johnson’s “An Account of
the Life of Mr. Richard Savage” and
temporaries, was satisfied that Sav-
age was indeed the natural son of
Lord Rivers and the Countess of
Macclesfield, but most subsequent in-
examination, a professor of English
at the University of Saskatchewan, is
inclined to side with Johnson, and he
i + =
has assembled an impressive raft of EXCLUSIVE DC-7 7" LUXURY! Only National
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thorship of a best-seller, and a trial 18 convenient departures. . .11 non-stop flights to Florida and Cuba. ..cvery day!
for murder, and ending, at forty-six,
in a Bristol debtors’ prison, it is a life MIAMI WEST PALM BEACH HAVANA TAMPA
JACKSONVILLE ORLANDO ST. PETERSBURG

the book, however, the sterile gauze
) ’ 2

white overnight “no matter how

dear in Dr. Rhine’s earlier books | just 3 hrs. 20 min. non=stop to Palm Beach
biographical study of the carly-eight-

for his nsistent claims to noble birth.

vestigators have firmly reversed that

data suggesting that if Savage was gives you true luxury! Only the Star offers over-size foam-
adult, or known, life. Beginning

FLIGHTS EVERY HOUR TO MIAMI
as fascinating to read about as it must
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have been nerve-racking to live. (Clearwater)

Noie: “Fhe Second Tree from the [ Sessscensssirvansasnsennansisssnsanserneystasennscogdnestidesaaters teeeanseses Saos
Corner,” a collection of stories, es- 5
says, and poems by E, B. White, has Sec the travel agent displaying this emblem (@It or call MU 7-7200

been published by Harper. Most of
the contents of the book first ap-

peared in this magazine. . .. Harper '?} F !ﬁ
has also published “The Great Iron ‘i‘z} e E"} :
Ship,” by James Dugan, an account . 08 AR

of the career of the steamship Great i QL o
I &_—:——%?éﬁfﬁ c (_./ér/r?é{ K c4-nM-3301-)

Eastern. A large part of this book,
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Hevevears

at her gayest
and loveliest

...surrounds you at the

-%]Z@;a/a{

All the glorious fun of sand and
surf on a famous strand...all
the tropic color and beauty and
matchless charm of Waikiki...
all the gracious ease and luxury
of life at a renowned hotel are
yours to enjoy at the Royal. On
the American plan, its rates are |y
surprisingly moderate, i

,.;!E:.
i '.'
=\
ONE OF THE TRIO OF HOTELS |

ON THE BEACH AT WAIKIKI =

THE ROYAL HAWAIIAN
THE SURF RIDER
THE MOANA

| For reservations see your \
Travel Agent or any Matson Lines
office: Mew York, Chicage,
San Francisco, Seattle,
Portland, Los Angeles,

San Diege : _ :
A i

NS

too, was originally published in The
New Y orker, though in a substantial-
ly revised form.

MYSTERY AND CRIME

Tue Cuckoo LiNe AFFAIR, by An-
drew Garve (Harper). A handsome
but brassy girl accuses a nice old
gentleman of assaulting her in a rail-
way carriage, and this, of course, is
embarrassing enough for him, but the
situation really gets ominous when
her strangled body is found in a salt
marsh and he is charged with the
crime. There are no other suspects,
and the unhappy man seems well
on his way to being hanged when his
two sons and the fiancée of one of
them decide to investigate things for
themselves. Since there are no clues
and no conceivable motives to work
on, they have a hard time, but in the
end their collective intuition proves
sound, and the actual murderer dies
in a rather horrible fashion. The
landscape is British, and the book
has something of its leisurely and
unenterprising quality, but on the
whole it is an agreeable and ingenious
plece of work.

CHrisTMAs AT CANDLESHOE, by Mi-
chael Innes (Dodd, Mead). These
eerie, though bloodless, doings in a
ruined English castle involve the dis-
appearance of some historic paintings,
a feud between two branches of an
impoverished but aristocratic family,
the bumbling intervention of a couple
of American tourists, and the trium-
phant activities of a small boy who
has quite a lot in common with Tom
Sawyer, Jim Hawkins, and Peter
Pan, Mr. Innes is undoubtedly one
of the most mannered performers in
the mystery field (the current speci-
men Is heavily loaded with arbitrary
shifts from the present to the past
tense ), but he has his attenuated
Dickensian charm, and the plot, in
this case, is a lively one.

WORDS OF ONE SYLLABLE DEPT.
[T'een T'alk from Excelsior, Mexico City]

Last Friday night Carolina Teague
gave a “sweater and skirt” party at her
house, which was enjoyed by everyone
immensely as that was the only party held
last week end.

(Q—Are there more states east or west
of the Mississippi River?

A—There are 27 east and 27 west of
the Mississippi.—Utica QObserver-Dis-
patch.

Next question.

I

THE
CAFE LOUIS XIV

IS ONE OF
THE TOP 10
RESTAURANTS
IN NEW YORK

Famouschef Gaston Martin, whomade
the Hotel LaFayette a meeting-place
for gourmets, prepares some of the
finest French food you'll find any-
where . . . impeccably served in quiet
luxury. Cocktails,

Phone Clrele 6-5800

15 WEST 49TH STREET - ROCKEFELLER CENTER
Operated by %%@tﬂf EST. 1864

T

{'ields

AND HIS TRIO

NO TAX
ARK ‘ . NO COVER
L8 NO MINIMUM

HERATON HOTEL
202 West 56th Street

¥
Graceiea

known the world over
for fashionable living

0z - %ﬁ'} (o

BROAD ST. at WALNUT IN PHILADELPHIA

The MAYOR

OF

A M'S GEDNEY WAY

FILET MIGNON o STEAKS « ROAST BEEF
“at its best"

68 GEDNEY WAY Closed Tuesdays
WHITE PLAINS 8-9421 +« White Plains, N. Y.

JANUARY =3, 19354




Fun runs an exciting pace

e?
sailing to and from on the palatial LURLINE

JOHK FLORES

On the LURLINE, you have scores of opportunities for lasting friend-
ships to flower. With your new friends you discover why the LURLINE
makes your trip a foretaste of Hawaii, as delightful as Hawaii itself.
®m You enjoy food that has the famous Matson touch. You move from
outdoor sports to indoor games, spend your evenings at the movies or THE LURLINE IS HAWAII
night club, or watch the stars above a moonlit sea. ® Plan to go this .
spring when Hawaii is at her loveliest and you have a wider choice of
hotel accommodations. Be sure to book round trip and redouble your
pleasure, It’s fwice the fun to sail the LUrLINE both ways. See your

For the finest travel, the LURLINE...

for the finest freight serviee, the
Travel Agent or any Matson Lines office: New York, Chicago, San Matson Cargo Fleet ... to and from Hawaii

Francisco. Seattle, Portland, Los Angeles, San Diego, Honolulu. /
‘
THE LURLINE SAILS FROM SAN FRANCISCO AND LOS ANGELES ALTERNAYELY M'



A FRIENDLY GAME AT COL. CROW?’S, 1848

After defeating his visitors at chess, Kentucky's pioneer distiller James Crow
more than made up for it by serving them some of his justly famous whiskey.

To whiskey-making, as to chess, James Crow brought a e,

keen analytic mind. To this day, the fine quality of
Old Crow has never been duplicated. Enjoy distinctive
Old Crow tonight...now available at a milder 86 Proof as
well as in the traditional 100 Proof Bottled in Bond.

| %Wzd/m;@ Sorurtins”

BOTTLED |

: LIGHTER. IN BOND
N ' MILDER 100
wd 86 PROOF
w

-..f -

THE OLD CROW DISTILLERY COMPANY, FRANKFORT, KENTUCKY




