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CIGARETTES Encore gives you the full satistactlen of superb tobaccos.
. N Encore, in short, filters the smoke but not the taste
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smart papers for your correspondence . .. correct papers for your social needs

iLLusTrATED: Semi-nofe and letler sheet of Crane's
Kid Finich in Wedgwood Blue with while border;
half-sheet in HMoonstone Grey, silk laid, with white
border, tissue-lined envelope; baronial note and

baronial two-fold letter sheet (for formal

%z:ﬁ,ﬁ} correspondence) of Crane's Kid Finish, pearl white;
Y | tiwo-fold single sheet of Crane’ s Kid Finich, pearl
J while, in senale size for a man's letlers; informal

§ & and calling cardr engraved on

Crane's Parchmont, naturel.

CRANE'S FINE PAPERS : MADE IN DALTON. MASSACHUSETTS + SINCE 1801

100% ALL-RAG FAPERS FOR SOCIAL AND BUSINESS CORRESPONDENCE ® CURRENCY » SECURITIES = CARBOMN & TRACING




GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

THE THEATRE

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

PLAYS

AnNIvErRsarY WaLtz—Kitty Carlisle and Macdon
ald Carey do their best in this comedy by
Jerome Chodorov and Joseph Fields, but the
remarkably primitive nature of the humor is
against them. (Broadhurst, 44th St., W. CI
fi-6600. Nightly, except Sundays, at B:40.

Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:40.)
Tue Caine Muniny Courr Marmar—Herman

Wouk's dramatic version of a section of his
novel is a highly impressive achievement, and
Charles Laughton’s direction of it is illustri-
ous. Lloyd Nolan, John Hodiak, and Barry
Sullivan currently head the cast, (Plymouth,
asth St., W. CI 6-9156. Nightly, except Sun-
daws, at 8:40. Matinées ‘-.-‘E-"cdnes(iays and Sat-
urdays at 2:40.)

Kine of Hearts—Maybe this unobtrusive come-
dy by Jean Kerr and Eleanor Brooke lacks
substance, but it has enough real humor to
compensate for its defects. It's about an
egocentric comic-strip artist, Lord help us.
The play was directed by Walter F. Kerr,
and Donald Cook, Cloris Leachman, and
Jackie Cooper are in the cast. (Lyceum, asth
St., E. LU 2-3807. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Satur-
days at 2:30.)

OH, Men! OH, Women!—Franchot Tone as a
psychoanalyst who gets caught in his own net.
Betsy von Furstenberg, Barbara Baxley,
Tony Randall and Larry Blyden are those
who conspire to complicate his life in Edward
Chodorov’s bright and expert comedy.
(Henry Miller, 43rd 5t., E. BR g-3g70.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées
Thurisda}'s, except June 3, and Saturdays at
2:40.

Onpine— Without Audrey Hepburn, this Girau-
doux fantasy, adapted by Maurice Valency,
probably wouldn't amount to much; with her,
it makes for a captivating couple of hours
at the theatre. Miss Hepburn, who moves to
some pleasant incidental music by Virgil
Thomson, needs, and gets, only slight sup-
port from Mel Ferrer, who is co-starred with
her. Directed by Alfred Lunt. (46th Street
Theatre, 46th St., W. CI 6-4271. Nightly, ex-
cept Sundays, at 8:35. Matinées Wednesdays
and Saturdays at 2:35. Special performance
for the Actors’ Fund Sunday evening, June

THe RemarkaeLe Mr. Pennyracker—Burgess Mer-
edith, as the hero of Liam O’Brien’s very
lively farce-comedy, has eight children in
Wilmington and nine in Philadelphia, and
you can see how confusing that might be.
Martha Scott, Thomas Chalmers, Una Merk-
el, and Glenn Anders are also in the cast,
{Coronet, 4oth S5t., W. CI 6-8870. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at 2:40.)

Sasrina Fair—This sociclogical document by
Samuel Taylor, which has something to do
with a romance between a millionaire and the
daughter of a chauffeur, now has Leora Dana
and Tod Andrews in the principal roles.
(Royale, 45th St., W. CI s5-5760. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:35. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at z:30.)

THe Soup Gowp Capitac—A  pertinent and
spirited satire on the business world of today.
Josephine Hull, the star, is unfortunately out
of action at the moment, but Loring Smith is
still rampageous as a magnate whose weak-
ness is reciting “Spartacus to the Gladiators.”
The play is the work of George S. Kaufman
and Howard Teichmann., (Music Box, asth
St., W. CI 6-4636. Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:40. Matinees Wednesdays and Saturdays
at 2:40.)

Tea AND SympatHY—AL present, Joan Fontaine
is playing the part of an understanding older
woman and Anthony Perkins that of a sensi-
tive boy accused of homosexuality in this
thoughtful but not altogether convincing
play by Robert Anderson. (Ethel Barrymore,

A CONSCIENTIOUS CALENDAR
OF EVENTS OF INTEREST

SoeMeTeNWeTeFef§
J 4 3
6 7 8 9 10 n 12

ayth St., W. CI 6-0390. Nightly, except Sun-
days, at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and
Saturdays at z:40.)

THe TEAHOUSE OF THE Aucust Moon—John Pat-

rick’s diverting comedy about Okinawa under
the American Occupation. David Wayne is
happily all over the place as a resident Orien-
tal, and John Forsythe, Paul Ford, Larry
Gates, and William Hansen are some of the
transient Occidentals. There is also an inter-
esting contribution by Mariko Niki, who

plays a geisha. Directed by Robert Lewis.’

(Martin Beck, 45th St, W. CI 6-6363.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinees
Wednesdays and Saturdays at z:40.)

Lone Rums—THE EIETH sEASON: Menasha Skulnik

and Richard Whorf are the stars of this play
about the garment industry, (Cort, 48th 5t,,
E. Cl 5-428¢. Nightly, except Mondays, at
8:40. Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at
2:40.) . .. THE SEVEN YEAR ITCH: Tom Ewell has
the leading role in George Axelrod’s comedy
concerning a man who gets mixed up with a
beautiful girl while his wife is away for the
summer, Sally Forrest and Neva Patterson
are the ladies in the case. (Fulton, 46th
St., W. CI 6-6380. Nightly, except Sundays.
at 8:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Satur-
days at z:30.)

MUSICALS

By THE BeaumiruL Sea—Although Shirley Booth is

entrancing and Wilbur Evans and Mae
Barnes are a big help, too, the show's book,
by Herbert and Dorothy Fields, is a serious
handicap, and Arthur Schwartz's music is by
no means in his best vein. Helen Tamiris pro-
vided the dances, and Jo Mielziner designed
the pleasant, old-fashioned Coney Island
setting. (Majestic, 44th 5t, W. CI 6-0730.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
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Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30. Special
performance for the Equity Welfare Fund
Sunday evening, June 6.)

Comepy 18N Music—Victor Borge in a one-man

show. (Golden, g5th St., W. CI 6-6740.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.)

THe GirL 1M Pink TigHTs—Jeanmaire is always

bewitching as a Parisian ballerina in old
New York even though the Chodorov-Fields
book and Don Walker’s arrangement of the
Sigmund Romberg score just get in her way.
Charles Goldner and Brenda Lewis furnish
some nseful comedy, and Alexandre Kaliouj-
ny appears to excellent effect in the Agnes de
Mille dances. (Mark Hellinger, sist 5t., W.
PL 7-7064. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
]'.'-,'Iatit:':ér;ﬁ Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.

THe Gorpen AppLe—A cheerful but fairly stand-

ard musical that transports Ulysses, Paris,
Helen, and all that clan to nineteenth-century
America. It is chiefly the work of John La-
touche (book), Jerome Moross (music), and
Hanya Holm (dances). With Kaye Ballard,
Jack Whiting, Jonathan Lucas, Bibi Oster-
wald, and Stephen Douglass. (Alvin, g:and
St., W. CI 5-5226, Nightly, except Sundays,
at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and Satur-
days at 2:30.)

Joun Murray AMpeErson's ALMamac—Five very

funny sketches are the highlights of this
potpourri, which features the comic gifts
of Hermione Gingold, Billy De Wolie, Alice
Pearce, and Orson Bean. Among the singers
and dancers are Carleton Carpenter, Elaine
Dunn, Celia Lipton, and Nanei Crompton.
(Impenial, 45th St., W. CO 5-2412. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days and Saturdays at z:30.)

Kismer—Alfred Drake cuts a dashing figure

as the vagabond poet in this adaptation of
Edward Knoblock's comedyv-melodrama, and
his leading associates include Doretta Mor-
row, Richard Oneto, Joan Diener, Philip
Coolidge, and Henry Calvin. Robert Wright
and George Forrest pieced together a score
from the music of Alexander Borodin, and
Jack Cole did the choreography. (Ziegfeld,
Sixth Ave. at 54th St. CI s-5200. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
days and Samrda};s at z:30.)

Mew York Citr Licht Orera Company—The last

in a series of three productions presented by
the company will be Rodgers’ and Hammer-
stein’s “Carousel,” with Jo Sullivan, Chris
Robinson, Winifred Heidt, and John Conte.
(City Center, 131 W, s55th 5t. CI 6-89¢80.
Nightly, except Monday, at 8:30. Matinées
Saturdays and Sundays at z:30. Closes Sun-
day, June 13.)

The Pasama Game—This comedy about love and

confusion In a pajama factory is easily the
best musical of the season. John Raitt, Janis
Paige, Eddie Foy, Jr., and Carol Haney have
leading roles; George Abbott and Richard
Bissell wrote the book; Richard Adler and
Jerry Ross handled the music and lyrics; the
scenery and costumes are by Lemuel Avers;
and Bob Fosse was responsible for the dances,
(5t. James, 44th St., W. LA 4-4664. Nightly,
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées Wednes-
dayes and Saturdays at 2:30.)

Lone Runs—can-can: Cole Porter did the music

and lyrics for this spectacle set in the Paris
of 18g3, and Peter Cookson, Gwen Verdoen,
and Lilo are among those in the cast. Nor-
wood Smith will succeed Mr. Cookson start-
ing Monday, June 7. ( Shubert, 44th 5t., W.
CT 6-3gg0. Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30.
Matinees Wednesdays and Saturdays at
2:30.) ... wonNDerfUL TOwN: Life and love in
Greenwich Village in the mid-thirties. The
music is by Leonard Bernstein, and the cast
is now headed by Carol Channing, (Winter
(GGarden, Broadway at soth St. CI 5-4878.
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.)

OFF BROADWAY

Amato Opera THeatRe—Starting Friday, June

g4: “The Marriage of Figaro,” in English.
(Amato Opera Theatre, 150 Bleecker St. GR
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

#-2834 Fridays through Sundays at 8:30.
Admission is free, but reservations should
be made in advance. Through Sunday, June
20.)

Proewmix Tuearre—Chekhov's “The Sea Gull”
presents a good many problems, and it is
doubtful whether this presentation of it is
completely successful in overcoming them.
Judith Evelyn, Montgomery Clift, Maureen
Stapleton, Kevin McCarthy, June Walker,
Will Geer, and Sam Jaffe are in the company.
( Phoenix Theatre, Second Ave. at 12th St.
AL 4-o525. Nightly, except Monday, at 8:40.
Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at z:40.
Closes Sunday, June 13.)

THeaTre pE Lys—“The Homeward Look,” a new
comedy by Effie Young and Ernest Pagano,
with Vieki Cummings and Roddy McDowall.
Opens Thursday, June 3. (Theatre de Lys,
121 Christopher St. WA 4-878z2. Nightly,
except Mondays, at 8:40; opening-night cur-
tain at 8. Matinées Saturdays and Sundays
at 2:40.)

NIGHT LIFE

{ Some places at which you will find music or
other entertainment. They are open every eve-
ning, except as indicated.)

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING

Ameassapor, Park Ave. at sist St. (PL 3-
1000 )—The Garden, whose floral exuberance
is the handiwork of man, not God, has danc-
ing every evening but Sunday to the music
of Jules Lande's orchestra,

Astor Roof, Broadway at a4th St. (JU 6-
ooo)—This timber-line lodge, large enough
%or a polo field, is often full of youngsters
having a fling to the music of Sammy Kaye's
great Ing band. Closed Sundays.

Biurmore, Madison Ave. at azrd St (MU 7-
7000 )—Gleb Yellin and his ensemble make
soft music “under the clock” at cocktails,
except Sundays, and from seven to nine in
the Malison Room Mondays through Fri-
davs. No dancing.

EL Morocco, 154 E. g4th St (EL 5-8760)—
“Vanity Fair,” enacted by an all-star cast,
some of it flown in from the Coast. Dancing
to Chauncey Gray's orchestra and Chiquito’s
rumba group

New Yorker, Fighth Ave. at 34th St, (LO 3-
1000)—That time-honored recipe: Take 1%
doz. pretty girls, 7 doz. skates, zo00 lbs. ice ...
provides the amusement at dinner and supper
in the Terrace Roum, where Steve Kisley's
orchestra plays for dancing. Closed Sunday
and Monday nights.

Pierre, Fifth Ave. at 61st St. (TE 8-Booo)—
Denise Darcel is a buovant house guest,
whose only idiosynerasy 1s a passion for an
occasional singing-in-the-bathtub sort of re-
cital. Charles Carts can do anvthing with a
pack of cards, including rousing an audience
to laughter. Stanley Melba's orchestra and
Chico-Relli’s band take care of the diners’
athletics, All this takes place in the Cotillion
Room,; Sundays there’s only a dinner show,
and Mondays the room is closed. ... Q@A
small orchestra, usually Stanley Worth's,
plays for dancing from cocktails through
supper in the sedate Café Pierre.

Praza, FFifth Ave. at s8th 5t. (Pl g-3000)—
Helen Gallagher, a prepossessing waif, at-
tacks her songs with an enthusiasm and skill
far above and bevond what some of them de-
serve. She is in the Persian Room. Alon
with her is a pretty young dancer nan1e§
Joan Holloway, who does all right for her-
self, too. Ted Straeter, a cherubic vocalist,
coaxes mellifluous sounds from his piano and
his dance band, and Mark Monte’s quintet
adds to the jollity, Clused Sundays. ...
€ After eight-thirty in the Rendez-Vous
Room, which is restfully nineteenth-century,
Maximillian Bergere’s and Nicolas Matthey's
dance orchestras sprint from one familiar
tune to another. ...¥ Leo LeFleur’s cocktail
music is audible in the Palm Court every day
but Monday. No dancing.

RooseveLr, Madison Ave. at 4s5th St. (MU 6-
yzo0)—Except Sundays, the Grill affords
dancing to Guy Lombardo’s orchestra, which
perambulates along at a Shetland-pony pace.

S1. Recis Roor, Fifth Ave. at s5th St. (PL 3-
4500)—The good old summertime looks its
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sentimental best from the elegant and beau-
tiful Roof, which has almost continuous
dance music by Milt Shaw’s band and Ray
Bari’s ensemble, as well as a decorous clien-
tele. Closed Sundays

Savor-Puaza, Fifth Ave at soth St (EL 5-
z600)—Irving Conn’s dance music fills
the Café Lounge every afterncon and eve-
ning.

Stork CLug, 3 E. 5ard St. (PL 3-1940)—A long-
run television show with all manner of guest
artists and an interesting giveaway gimmicl.
Payson Ré’s orchestra and a rumba band
play for dancing.

Versaiies, 151 E. soth St. (PL 8-0310)—The
party (George White's pint-size musical)
had been going on for a year hefore Irwin
Corey showed up, but he 1s already the life
of it. Fay DeWitt and Lou Nelson are no-
ticeably humorous, too, which is a lot more
than can be said for the libretto. Salvatore
Gioé's band and Panchite’'s rumba men
dream up dance music after nine.

WaLpore-Astoria, Park Ave at g4oth St. (EL
z-3000)—The Starlight Roof has Freddy
Martin's orchestra to add to the romantic
maood, and another band to fill in on Sundays.
... % In one room of the maze called Peacock
Alley, Alex Fogarty pours forth casual, re-
laxed piano off and on from six to twelve
every night but Sunday.

Nore—The sky-high conning tower called the
Rainbow Room serves (from four-thirty to
nine, except Sundays) as a lounge where,
over cocktails and frequent swatches of
music, one may study Hoboken, Union City,
Long Island City, West New York, Welfare
Island, and other escapists’ paradises. The
address, 30 Rockefeller Plaza;: the phone, CI
fi-5800.

SMALL AND CHEERFUL
(No dancing, unless noted.)

LE coo Rrouck, 65 E. s6th St. (PL 3-8887):
Even after all these years, Eddie Davis seems
pleased by the dance music of his tiny band,
and, accordingly, so do the customers. It's in
action from eight-thirty on, Closed Sundays.
...Lore crug, 70 E. s5th St. (PL 3-0425):
An olio of the lively days when America was
technically dry territory, played by a general-
ly competent cast. Norbert Faconi, who
wields his strolling-minstrel violin without
being in any way g}'pﬁg about it, heads up
a group of musicians who wander in and out
during the evening. Sundays offer an entirely
different deal: On June 6, after the theatre,
the eminent Carlos Montoya will present the
first of a series of guitar recitals....WEYLIN
rooM, 40 E. s4th St. (PL 3-0100): In a

vlacid, mannerly alecove, Cy Walter shows up,
Ifrﬂm six to eight and from ten to two, except
Sundays, to play the sort of offhand piano
that spunds easy until yvou try it vourself. . ..
brRAKE RoOOM, 71 E. s6th St. (PL s-0600): An

ornate assortment of armchairs in which to
listen to the calm, collected piano of Addison
Bailey during cocktails, dinner, and supper.
Sunday is his day of rest....ArRMANDO'S, 54
E. s5th S5t. (PL 3-0760): Piano and violin
after ten for people who consider this their
home away from home. Closed Sundays. ...
ceLeste, 28 W, s6th St (JU 6-9063): Around
nine, Jim Mahoney starts his brisk but nostal-
gic piano recital in this quiet, well-run dining
room. Closed Mondays. . . . EL cHico, 80 Grove
St., at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2-4646): A sort of
permanent picnic (Latin-American style).
with all the appropriate words and musie,
Dancing. Closed Sundays and Mondays. . ..
caft MINO, 10 E. s5znd St. (PL 3-goi4):
There's Herman Arminski’s piano at cock-
tails and Rudy Timfield's at dinner and sup-
per in the bar of this establishment, a heap-
mg handful of clearly mobile décor. Closed
Saturdays and Sundays. ... CHAMPAGNE GAL-
Lery, 135 Macdougal St. (GR 7-9221): An old
favorite of the small fry that is a mixture of
restaurant and off-Broadway theatre work-
shop. Someone or other always seems to be at
the piano, or singing, or both. . .. cAré MaDI-
soN, Madison Ave. at 58th S5t. (EL s-5000):
Lou Wertz plays piane for cocktails, din-
ner, and supper, except Sundays, when
Jose Poniera’s quintet functions for dancing
from one in the afternoon until nine at
night.

EIG AND BRASSY

coracaBaNA, 1o E, 60th St, (PL f-0900): Jim-
my Durante is a comedian who relies on a
true (if viclent) sense of humor, a true love
of life, and the knowledge that he’s a house-
hold pet rather than a professional per-
former—a formula other comedians might
profitably copy. Dancing for everyone, too,
imcluding the Copa ballerinas, those pretty
and petulant individualists. On Thursday,
June 10, a new show will move in. Sam
Levenson will be the funnyman. .. . LA viE EN
rose, 123 E. 54th St. (MU 8-8420): Hardly
a leisurely way to pass an evening, but the
singing of Eartha Kitt, a delightful tempest
in a handsome teapot, may well be sufficient
compensation. Dancing if there’s room. The
place will be open at least through Wednes-
day, June o, and perhaps longer.

SUPPER CLUEBS

(No dancing, unless noted.)

BLUE aNGEL, 152 E  sgss5th St (PL 3-5008):
Robert Clary has become a clown in the
round, all the way from quiet pathos to out-
landish merriment, You'll rarely see as expert
a job of gamut-running. Leo de Lyon has a
one-track mind—wit at its wildest and wool-
liest. No vast problems burden the joint songs
of Martha Davis and Calvin Ponder, who are
obviously out for an evening on the town: as
for the songs of Trude Adams, they're fullof a
youthful and charming innocence, The hack-
drop 1s the subdued but fervid tone poems of
Jimmy Lyons' trio and the persuasive piano
of Bart Howard or Otis Clements. .. .¥ The
Davisesi are in the lounge from two to four
every night but Saturday, doing more of the
Same. . .. YILLAGE YANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave.
S., at 11th St. (CH 2-9355): Marshall Izen
and his puppets reduce vpera as we know it to
a cheerful shambles: Enid Mosier and Bobbi
Wright, both girls with a pleasant streak of
hoyden in their hallads, do the rest of the
honors. Clarence Williams' trio, with Carl
Lynch on guitar, plays for kicks and for
dancing. Closed Mondays. . . . LE RUBAN BLEU, 4
E. s6th 5t. (PL 3-6426): At times, you'll
feel that you're trespassing on a summer-
theatre rehearsal, but there are always pro-
fessionals to leaven the dough, such as Lee
GGoodman, that solemn owl, and his deftly
casual bumor; June Ericson and her caln,
sweet little voice, Julius Monk, his com-
mentary, and his piano; and the incomparable
Norman Paris and his trio, who supply the
background music., Closed Sundays. ... oNe
riFtH avenue, Fifth Ave. at 8th St. (SP 7-
7o000): Jimmy Kirkwood, who by now knows
exactly how, is making the jokes around here.
He's away Sundays. Bob Downey and Harold
Fonville play vigorous double piano, and
Hazel Webster is, as always, the solo pianist.
Bvgone movies are added on Sundays; ama-
teur performers are added on Mendays. ...
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BYLINE ROOM, 137 E. sznd St. (EL 5-8310):
The almost lost art of the salon is still prac-
ticed by Mabel Mercer, who has first call on
the songs of the top young composers. Sam
Hamilton's pianc is the appropriate setting.
Closed Sundays. The place is over the fre-
quently raucous Show Spot Lounge.. .. goN
soIr, 40 W. 8th St. (OR 4-0531): Hammer
and tongs are the weapons of choice at this
particular county fair. The wielders are Mae
Barnes, a hog caller who gives her hapless
ditties the Waring Mixer treatment; Jimmie
Komack, whose rantipole topical tunes are
highly seasoned; Charlotte Rae, a deadpan
parodist with an unerring aim; Jimmie Dan-
iels and his Left Bank lyrics; Norene Tate,
singer of sad songs and playver of blithe
piano; the Three Flames, makers of poly-
phonie music; and Bruce Kirby, the loeal fall
guy. Closed Mondays.

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC

(Open later than most places, and no dancing,
unless noted.)

EDDIE coMDoN's, 47 W. s3rd S5t. (GR 35-8630):
Under this spreading chestnut tree, Wild Bill
Davison, a leading Village smithy, heads up
a splendid anvil chorus. He gets nohle back-
ing from Cutty Cutshall, Edmond Hall,
Gene Schroeder, Cliff Leeman, Walter Page,
and Mr. Condon. Ralph Sutton plays his
splendid four-hand jazz piano during the in-
termissions., On Tuesday nights, the racket is
increased by a hard-riding passel of guest
fusiliers. Closed Sundays. .. . THE EMBERS, 161
E. 54th 5t. (PL g-3228): The sound and the
fury in this fairly plush temple of the fine
arts is mainly Gene Krupa's handiwork on
his drums. He and his trio alternate with the
recently revised Barbara Carroll trio, which
has come in off the road suffering from a
mild but unmistakable attack of bop. They're
otherwise occupied Sundays. Ronnie Selby’s
piano, audible every night but Wednesday, is
an i1deal dinnertime apéritif. . . . mick's, Sev-
enth Ave. 5. at 1oth 5t. (CH 2-6683): Phil
Napoleon and his Memphis Five act as hap-
py as if they owned the joint, on which by
now they ought to have at least squatters’
rights. Jam sessions on Sunday afterncomns.
Closed Mondays.. ..MMy rYan's, s3 W.
sznd St. (EL 5-9600): Those who are will-
ing to accept no substitutes for the real origi-
nal jazz may as well settle for the band of
Wilbur de Paris, which includes Omer Sim-
eon, Sidney de Paris, Zutty Singleton, and
Eddie Gibbs. Don Frye is the solo pianist.
Jam sessigns Monday nights, Closed Sun-
days. .. .eimoLAND, 1678 Broadway, at sznd
St. (JU 6-1368): The Terry Gibbs' quartet is
the leading light at the moment. Starting
Thursday, June 10, Duke Ellington’s band
will be added to the mixture, which can only
be improved thereby. E‘Ionda;,*s., when the
regulars are off, are jam-session nights. ...
easin sTreev, Broadway at sist St. (PL 7-
3728): Ella Fitzgerald, sterling pioneer in
the study of sound waves, is chanting her
rituals, and Lou Bellson’s new band, which
includes such good men and true as Charlie
Shavers and Roy Eldridge, is clamoring
away between times. On Tuesday, June B,
they'll all be replaced by Lionel Hampton's

vast and strident agglomeration. Closed
Mondays. . .. HICKORY HOUSE, 144 W. s52nd
St. (CI 5-g324): After nine-thirty, ex-

cept Mondays, the trio belonging to Manan
McPartland, a latter-day piano player with
a mind and a touch of her own, puts her
ideas into music in the center of the bar. ...
STUYYESANT CASINO, 140 Second Awve., at oth
St. (GR 3-9742): Friday, June 4, there'll be
a wholesale uproar, probably by Bobby Hack-
ett. Buck Clayton, Wild Bill Davison, Lou

McGarity, Tyree Glenn, Eddie Barefield, Joe
Sullivan, Pop Foster, Jimmy Rushing, and
(after all these yvears) Sammy Price. Dane-
Ing....CENTRAL PLAZA, 111 Second Ave. at
6th St. (AL 4-9800): Friday and Saturday.
June 4-5, a welkin-ringing contest between
(it is reliably reported) Conrad Janis's boys
(among them Gene Sedric, Art Trappier,
and Dick Wellstood), Jimmy Archey, Sonny
Greer, Willie the Lion Smith, and Henry
Goodwin. Dancing.

DINNER IN THE COUNTRY

(Places to dine while out motoring. Telephon-
ing ahead is always wise; a few places insist on
it. No dancing, unless noted.)

BANKSYILLE, N.Y.: La Cremaillere (Bedford Vil-
lage 4-3306); closed Mondays. ... BETHPAGE,
L.I.: Beau Sejour ( Hlcksville 3-0001); closed
Tuesdays. ... CONGERS, N.Y.: Jean's (Congers
8-61%8); closed Mondays. ... DANBURY, CONN.:
White Turkey Inn (Danbury 3-2726)....
EAST NORWICH, L.1.: Rothmann's Inn (OYster
Bay 6-0266)....FsHiILL, N.Y.: Boni's Inn
(Beacon g-7304). .. .9 Gertrude Hart's ( Bea-
con g-7384). ... GARRISON, N.Y.: Bird and Bot-
tle (Garrison 4-3342): closed Tuesdays. ...
GLENWOOD LANDING, L.I.: Swan Club (ROslyn
3-0037); music nightly and dancing on Fri-
day and Saturday evenings. ... HARTSDALE,
N.v.: Tordo’s (WHite Plains 8B-0507). .. . LAKE
success, L.1.: Andre; formerly Mori's (HUnt-
ington 2-7717).... NORWALK, CONN.: Silver-
mine Tavern (Volunteer 6-2588).... ponr
WASHINGTON, L.I.: Nino's Continental (POrt
Washington 7-1604), dancing every evening
except Monday....9 Riviera (POrt Wash-
ington 7-6500),; dancing on Friday and Sat-
urday evenings. ... POUND RIDGE, N.Y.: Emily
Shaw's Inn (Pound Ridge 4-8873); closed
Mondays. ... rIDGEFIELD, coONN.: Stonchenge
(Ridgefield 6-6511); Peter Walters at the
piano every evening. ... % Fox Hill, on Route
= between Ridgefield and Danbury (Ridge-
field 6-7628)....nrosLyN, L.1.: Blue Spruce
Inn (ROslyn 3-3300); closed Mondays....
sMITHTOWN, L.1.: Frank Friede's Riverside Inn
( Smithtown 2z-1016); closed Tuesdays....
4 Mont d’Or Inn ( Smithtown 2-1997); closed
Mondays. . .. S0UTH HUNTINGTON, L.i.: Round
Hill (Huntington 4-1371); closed Mondays.
...5vosseT, L.a.: Villa Victor (SYosset 6-
3886). ... tarryTrOowN, N.Y.: Tappan Hill (T Ar-
rytown 4-3030); dancing on Friday and Sat-
urday evenings....WwESTBURY, L.z Westbury
Manor (WEstbury 7-2184): piano every eve-
ning except Sunday. . .. wesTrorT, cONN.: Red
Barn (Capitol 7-6z04).

ART

{Unless otherwise noted, galleries are open
Mondays through Fridays from around 10 to
between g and 6.)

GALLERIES

Jonynas—Landscapes, done m water color but
with a density that approaches oil, by a
Lithuanian artist new to this country;
through Friday, June 11. ( Wevhe, 704 Lex-
ington Ave., at 6i1st St.)

Sarkis KatcHapourian—Copies of mural paint-
ings in the cave temples of India, executed
with great fidelity and, considering the diffi-
culty of the undertakang, considerable spirit;
through June zo. (New India House, 3 E.
64th St. Open Saturdays.)

KLee, Kanpinsky, anp LEcEr—A selection of paint-
ings by these three artists, concentrating on
water culors and oils by Klee; through June
15. (Saidenberg, 1o E. 77th 5t. Weekdays, 2
to 3:30.)

Dowmis Lee—Portraits of George Sand and Edith
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see your travel agent

orwrite: THE MEXICAN GOVERNMENT TOURIST BUREAU

630 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK 20, NEW YORK
wjhltlxﬂ # Los Angeles « San Antonio « Mew Orleans = Miami = Houston = San Diego
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LLANVIN
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Ohne of the greatest names in the
whole wide world of fashion! Here
i1s the Gift Ideal for Father's Day:

The Neckties that carry the
famous Lanvin label have, quite

naturally, a touch of genius in the
individuality of their Designs and
in the richness of their Silks. And
so they offer, just as naturally, a 1;%
real inspiration in your selection =
of them as a Gift. ;E
Designed by Lanvin. Silks of "‘:

superb quality. Printed and wo-
ven in contemporary patterns and
colors of unusual distinction. Silk-

lined. $6.50, $7.50, $8.50, $10.

"4 Label Kol ,J/éf/ﬁ character

In New York: GO0 Fifth Avenue at 48th Street
479 Fifth Avenue at 41st Street
258 Broadway af Warren Street
In Boston: 104 Tremont St. o Bromfield St.
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GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

Sitwell are included in a group of thirteen
oils; the rest of the paintings, on varied sub-
jects, are in gouache Through Saturday,
ilum: 5. (Assuciated American Artists, 711

Fifth Ave., at s5th St. Open Saturdays.)

Estver Rouick—Landscapes and interiors prin-
cipally, semi-naive in style and earnestly and
honestly handled; through Wednesday, June
0. ( Jacques Seligmann, 5 E. 57th St.)

Crara McDonatn WiLLiamson—A first showing
of oils by a seventy-nine-yvear-old Texas
primitive who has an unusually fine feeling
for color and composition; through Friday,
June 11. (Alan, 32 E. 65th 5t.)

AMERICANS; Grour SHOwWs— At the sascock, 33 E.
s7th St.: A summer exhibit of oils and water
colors by Winslow Homer, Henry Botkin,
and a score of others; through Aug. 3I1.
{ Open Saturdays.) ... pavis, 231 E. 6oth St.:
Small, restrained paintings mostly, by Len-
nart Anderson, Shelidon Fink, and others:
through June 19. (Open Saturdays.)...
powntown, 32 E. sist St.: Paintings and
sculptures by Georgia O'Keeffe, William
Zorach, and several others, along with the
initial showing of pieces by the late Yasuo
Kuniyoshi and John Marin; through June 25,
... Hewitr, 18 E. 6oth St: Summer is the
theme of paintings in oil and tempera (along
with a few collages) by, among others, John
Wilde, Elwyn Chamberlain, and William
Harris; through June 18, . |, xrausHasr, 32 E
s7th St.: Paintings, etchings, woodeuts, and
lithographs by Secng Moy, Will Barnet, and
other contemporary painter-printmakers;
through June 18, (Open Saturday, June s5.)
...MiLcH, 53 E, 57th 5t: An o1l apiece, plus
a number of water colors, by Stephen Etnier,
Childe Hassam, and a dozen other nineteenth.
and twentieth-century painters; through July
30....ROSENBERG, 20 E. 7oth 5t.: Eighteen
canvases, evenly divided between Abraham
Rattner, Kar]l Knaths, and Marsden Hartley,
through June 3o,

AMERICANS AND EurOoPEANS: GrOUP SHOWS—ATL the
Jackson, 22 I, 66th St.: A lively set of oils
and other works by Albertoc Burri, John
Hultberg, Antonic Tapies, and others;
through Saturday, June 12, (Open Satur-
days.) ... koovz, 6oo Madison Ave., at s7th
St.: Baziotes, Lassaw, and Soulages are
among the nine American and French paint-
ers and sculptors whose works are being
shown; through Saturday, June 12, (Open
Saturdayﬁ. )

Bercian;, Grour SHow—Paintings by a group of
contemporary Belgian artists, from James
Ensor to René Magritte and Paul Delvaux:
through June 19. (The Stable, 524 Seventh
Ave, at 58th St. Weekdays, 11 to 6.)

FrencH; Grour SHows—At the niveau, ofiz Madi-
son Avwve., at 76th 5t.; Chagall, Bombanis,
Rouault, and other moderns whom the gallery
regularly represents; through June 19, (Open
Saturdays.) ...PerLs, 32 E. g8th St.: The
second section of a two-part exhibit of paint-
ings by Brague, Dufy, Picasso, and other
modern masters; through June 18

Drawines—Amonyg the contributors to a display
of drawings in all mediums are Syd Solo-
mon, Helen Gerardia, and William Harris;
through June 30. (New York City Center
Gallery, 131 W, ssth 5t. Weekdays, 1 to 6,)

LitHoGRAPHS—A selection from the Cincinnati
Museum’s third biennial exhibition of con-
temporary color lithography, The painters,
from twenty-two countries, include Alfred
Manessier, Zaoc Wou-ki, and George Biddle,
through June 3z0. (The Contemporaries,
g0 Madison Ave., at 7s5th St. Weekdays,
9:30 to 6; Sundays, 2z to 6.)

ViLLace AT CenTER—An eleven-year retrospec-
tive put together by the Center and com-
prising paintings, sculptures, and graphies by
an international group of artists, including
Domenico Faeei, Maleom Case, and Bertram
Goodman; through June 15. ( Whitney Muse-
um, 10 W. 8th St. Daily, except Mondays. 1
to 5.)

WHITE Jape—Over thirty Chinese carvings,
from the Sung to the Ch'ien Lung dynasties,
in a loan exhibition; through June 23. (China

House, 125 E, 65th St.)
Some ofF Next WEEk's Opeminegs—At the armists’,
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Many vyears ago — long before Father .
even had a “Day”— White Stag began ; \
outfitting men for the out-of-doors. |
Now, for his lighter momenis — for sheer ’ - ¢
&

comfort — he'll go White Stag when- "
ever he takes off his necktie... «

whenever he seeks the sun. ﬂ )
n
'
T AL g 5 ) l

Father’s Day calls for sportswear,
definitely! Look closely — you'll see Dad
at his comfortable best in Cool-ordinates !
Caps, Shirts, Shorts, Slacks,
Amphibians, from $3.95 to $14.95.

Whits* X Shagy

Portland 9, Oregon * Dept. ]

........

Active sportswear for men ... now in our 70th year!



‘What helps thig guit gwim

as we

Whether you're swimming or sun-bathing,
it’s “Orlon”—the fiber of sweater fame —
that helps knit swim suits like this show
such good form. For, like your sweaters of
“Orlon™. these suits obliginglv keep their

fit—come from the water as sleek-looking
as they dove in. Then,real bliss, between

ag it gung ?

swims “Orlon™ gives these suits such
sweater softness, you can sun-bake or
beachcomb in beautiful comfort.

Look for knit suits of “Orlon™ in stores
now—along with other fine things to wear
of “Orlon™ acrylic fiber. They’re all made

for modern active living.
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ACEYLIC FIBER

Du Pont makes fibers, not fabrics or gorments

BIC Y 5. paz ot

BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER LIVING
.+« THROUGH CHEMISTRY

“Orlon™ is Du Pont's trade-mark for its acrylic fiber



GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

?—fl Lexington Ave., at 64th St.: Joseph
ahn; starting Friday, June 11 (Weekdays,
11 to 5:30.) ... %9 Group shows at the associ-
ATED AMERICAN ARTISTS, 711 Fifth Ave., at 55th
St.; starting Wednesday, June ¢. (Open Sat-
urdays.) mvers, 3z W, Bth St., starting
Tuesday, June 8. {Tuesdays thmugh Fri-
davs, 10 to 6; Saturdays, 11 to 5.)

Note—The semiannual Washington Square
Qutdoor Art Exhibit is on view daily, start-
ing at two and continuing until dark; through
June 13.

MUSEUMS

MerroroLiTan Museum, Fifth Ave at 8znd St—
No special art exhibition; just the permanent
collections., (Weekdays, ro to 5; Sundays, 1
to 5.)

Museum ofF Mopern Art, 11 W. s53rd St—The
first large retrospective exhibit in this coun-
try of the works of Edouard Vuillard, with
over a hundred oils and about thirty prints,
starting with his early works arqund the turn
of the century and continuing until his death
in 1940. Through Sunday, June 6....9A
survey of JTacques Lipchitz’s snulptures fmm
1g11 to the present, including several pleces
that have never been shown before in Amer-
ica; through Aug. 1. (Weekdays, noon to 7;
Sundays, 1 to 7.)

Brookyn Museum, Eastern Parkwayv—The
eighth annual exhibition of American graph-
ics; through June 27. (Weekdays, 10 to 5;
Sundays, 1 to 5.)

SoLomon R. GucecenHElM Museum, 1071 Fifth
Ave., at Both St—Fifty-odd young Ameri-
can artists represented by everything from
inks to oils (and even cement panels);
through July z5. (Tuesdays through Satur-
days, 10 to 6; Sundays, noon te 6.)

JewisH Museum, Fifth Ave. at gznd St—A loan
exhibit of thirty examples of Biblical themes
in nineteenth-century American folk art, in-
cluding Edward Hicks’ painting “The Peace-
able Kingdom,” combinations of water color
and needlework on fabrie, and decorated
wrought-iron objects; through June 15,
( Mondays through Thursdays. 3 to 5: Sun-
days, 11 to 6.)

Museum ofF THe Citr oF New York, Fifth Ave. at
104th St—Clippers, harbors, sailors, and the
sea are the subjects, as usual, of Gordon
Grant’'s fifty or sixty ocils, water colers, and
prints on display here; through Sept. jo.
( Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 5; Sun-
days, 1 to 5.)

SPORTS

Baseeall—At Yankee Stadium: Yankees vs.
Cleveland, Thursday and Friday, June 3-4, ot
..9Yankees vs Baltimore, Saturday,
June 5, at 1:30 (doubleheader), and Sunday,
June 6, at 2 (doubleheader). ...9¥ Yankees
vs, Detroit, Tuesday, June B, at 8:30,
and Wednesday and Thursday, June o-10,
at 2....9 Yankees ws. Chicago, Friday,
June 11, at B:3o, and Saturday, June 1z,
at z.

Boxine—Friday, June 4: Eduardo lausse, of
Argentina, vs. Joe Rindone, middleweights,
10 rounds. ... %9 Friday, June 11: Joey Giar-
dello vs. Bobby Jones, middleweights, 10
rounds. (Madison Square Garden. CO s-
6811, Preliminaries at 8:36; main bouts at
10.)

Fencing—National Championships—Friday,
June, 11, at 7: Women's foil team. (Fencers
Club, 320 E. 53rd 5t. EL 5-88¢8.) ... 9 Sat-
urday, June 12, at 7: Men's épee team. (New
York Athletic Club, Seventh Ave. at soth
St. CI 7-5100. Members only.)

Gor—New Jersey State Golf Association
Amateur Championship. (Suburban Golf
Club, Unicn, N.J. Thursday through Sunday,
June 3-6.) ...% Sectional gualifying rounds
for the U.S.G.A. Open Championship,
{Winged Foot Golf Club, Mamarﬂnec
Rockville Country Club, Rmhlile,
Hempstead Golf Club, Hempstead, L 1.; ami
Montelair Golf Club, Montelair, N.J. Mﬂn-
day, June 7.)

Horse SHow—Devon Horse Show. (Devon, Pa,
Through Saturday, June 5.) .. .9 Fairfield-

ol ||'” |

T et

Ili1I.I |
lll ||{'|[' |
IJ| il il |;,|

/’ _
'l' m&l.,u--
&H_ ..

11




12

A

v o

N s L WP N N S E o\ T o)

s

s s

o =z - s

e

i

o

s o

colorful and exclusive new gift items |
SPORT WALLETS, KEY CASES
AND CIGARETTE CASES
featuring our distinctive tie silks

These finely made tan pigskin wallets and cases '
are covered with our own exclusive English tie

silks...in Rep stripes or your individual Zodiac

sign...and are most attractive and unusual as gift

items for sport or casual wear. Designed by us,

and sold exclusively by us.

Wallets, $12%* + Hip Cases, $10%* + Key Cases, $6
Cigarette Case for regular or king size, $7

Rep stripes with black or maroon backgrounds. Zodiacs
(give day and month of birthday) in blue backgrounds.

#plus 109 Federal tax

ESTABLISHED 1818

ks Opaitbers;

C GELOTHINGSI)
BMens Furnishings, Blats & Shoes
NEW YORK + BOSTON « CHICAGO *+ LOS ANGELES « SAN FRANCISCO

Address Mail Orders to 346 Madison Avenue, New York 17, N.Y.
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GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

Westchester P.H.A. Show. (Stamford. Sun-
day, June 6.) . .. 9 Upperville Colt and Horse
Show. (Upperville, Va. Friday and Saturday,
June r1i1-12.)...9Greenwich Horse Show.
(Harrison, N.Y, Saturday and Sunday, June
12-13.)

Porc—At Blind Brook Polo Club, Purchase:
Sundays at 3:30.

Tennis—5ears Cup Matches. ( Longwood Cricket
Club, Chestnut Hill, Mass, Friday and Satur-
day, June 11-12.)

Racine—At BeLMoONT PARk: Weekdays at 1:15;
through Saturday, June 12, The Peter Pan
Handicap, Saturday, June 5; the Top Flight
Handicap, Wednesday, June o; and the Bel-
mont, Saturday, June 1z. (Frequent trains
leave Penn Station for the track Mondays
through Fridays between 10:45 and 1, and
Saturdays between 10:30 and 1:25.) . . . MON-
MOUTH PARK, Oceanport, N.J.: Weekdays at
2:30, from Saturday, June 1z, through Mon-
day, Aug. 0. (A special train will leave Penn
Station for the track Mondays through Fri-
days at 1 #2535, and Saturdays at 11:55. Week-
days, a boat will leave Pier 81, W. 42nd St.,
at 11:15, and he met at Atlantic Highlands
by buses for the track.) ... wooDBINE FARK,
Toronto: The Queen's Plate, Saturday, June
12,

OTHER EVENTS

Uniter Nanions—Visitors may attend sessions of
the Trusteeship Council and of various com-
missions and committees, as well as periodic
meetings of the Security Council, (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 2
Mondays through Fridays.) ... 9 Hour-long
tours, conducted by the American Association
tor the United Nations, leave the lobby of the
General Assembly Building about every ten
minutes daily from 9¢:30 to around 4:30....
49 Questions about the United Nations will be
answered, Mondays through Fridays, by the
Information Center for the United Nations,
345 E. 46th 5t., ML 2>-2658,

Flower SHows—The annual flower mart spon-
sored by the Outdoor Cleanliness Association
on the steps of St. Patrick’s Cathedral.
( Wednesday, June ¢, from 1o to 6; Thurs-
day if it rains.) ... QA June garden display
presented by the Horticultural Society of
New York. (Essex House, 160 Central Park
5. Wednesday, June ¢, from 1 to 4:30.)

THe Barogue OrcHesTRA—About a hundred and
fifty European stringed and wind instruments
played in the times of Monteverdi, Lully, and
Bach, together with paintings (by such art-
ists as Van der Helst and Rubens), tapestries.
and prints demonstrating their use, and re-
lated literary material; through Aug. 31,
( Metropolitan Museum of Art, Fifth Ave. at
82nd St. Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

STARS AND SCENES FROM SHAKESPEARE—I’rints, pho-
tographs, scene and custume designs, and set
models illustrating twelve of Shakespeare's
plays as they have been presented on the
stage, screen, and television. The memora-
bilia dates from as far back as 1800, and in-
cludes a suit of armor made for John Barry-
more's 1020 appearance in “Richard TIL”
Through Sept. 6. (Museum of the City of
New York, Fifth Ave, at 104th St. Tuesdays
through Saturdays, 10 to 5; Sundays, 1 to 5.)

Percr BrssHe SHeELLey—Letters, journals, and
manuscripts, tracing the lives of the poet and
his family and supplemented with maps, por-
traits, and first editions. On view are Shel-
ley’s diary and the manuscript of Mary
Shelley’s “Frankenstein.” Through June 15,
{New York Public Library, Fifth Ave. at
aznd 5t. Weekdays, ¢ to 5.)

Havoen PLameramium, Central Park W. at Bist
S5t. (TR 3-1300)—The June show, “Nature's
Blackout—the Eclipse,” deals with both the
lunar and solar phenomena, with special em-
phasis on the total eclipse of the sun that will
occur at the end of the month., (Mondays
through Fridays at 2, 3:30, and 8:30. Satur-



HE MEASURED Eratosthenes, the first man to measure the earth’s
circumference, lived more than 2000 years ago. His instruments
]
THE EARTH’S WAISTLINE were primitive, his facts were hazy, but his answer was

almost perfect—25,000 miles.

Measuring distances accurately is a specialty of ours at Rand MSNally.

S ey

Yet with all the wealth of scientific information at our disposal,
we're still amazed at the nearness of Eratosthenes’ calculation. Accuracy

is the scientist’s first weapon. It is the essence of every _f,’
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publishing task we perform at Rand M¢Nally —the distinguishing mark B AHII “‘“ AI.I-Y & coup ANY

of our fine maps and atlases, the vital ingredient of our S I __l__.f_-. i ]

famous textbooks and works of nonfiction. A ; el A T

PUBLISHERS & PRINTERS ® MAP MAKERS » ESTABLISHED 1856 e CHICAGO ¢ HNEW YORK = SAN FRANCISCO = WASHINGTON



SAKS FIFTH AVENUE MEN'S SHOPS

Saks’” Own Success Collection of

Custom Hitched Belfs —Made to order, and the perfect
gift for father. Choose from the finest of leathers, handsomely
buckled and hitched at the sides with polished bronze. Hand
turned and leather backed, in dark brown or black alligator,
19.50; ostrich or natural snake, 15.00; pigskin, 12.50; calf
in navy, tan, brown, red, black or white, 12.50. In sizes from
30 to 48. Mail and phone orders filled in two weeks’ time.

AT ROCKEFELLER CENTER, NEW YORK - DETROIT - BEVERLY HILLS

GOINGS ON
ABOUT TOWN

days and Sundays at 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, and 8:30.
Extra performances Saturday mornings at
11. ... YU Half-hour conducted tours of the
Planetarium start every nizht at §)

CommMENCEMENT Dates— Annapolis, Friday, June
4; Smith and Yale, Monday, June 7, West
FPoint, Tuesday, June 8&; and N.¥.U,
Wednesday, June o.

COMING EVENTS

(A listing for forehanded readers.)

BasesarL—At YANKEE sTaDIUM: June 13-14, July
z-3, July 6-7, and July 15....EBEETS FIELD:
June 15-20, June 2z-27, and July 6-11....
POLO GROUNDS: June 135-27 (June 28: Benefit
exhibition game, Giants vs, Red Sox), June
2g-July 1, July g, and July g-11.

Boxine—Raocky Marciano vs. Ezzard Charles,
15 rounds, for the World Heavyweight
Championship, (Yankee Stadium. June 1%.)
... 9 Orlando Zulueta vs. Johnny Gonsalves,
lightweights, 10 rounds, (Madison Square
Garden, June 18.) .. .9 Lulu Perez vs. Percy
Bassett, featherweights, 10 rounds, ( Madison
Sqguare Garden June 23.)

Crew—VYale-Harvard Regatta. (New London
Conn. June 1y.)...% Intercollegiate Rowing
Association Regatta. (Onondaga Lake, Syra-
cuse. June 19.) ...% Henley Roval Regatta
(];Ienlc}wm1-'I'h:u-:;m_a, England, June zo-July
3,

GoLr—Metropolitan Golf Association Father
and Son Tournament. (Westchester Hills
Golf Club, White Plains, June 15.)...
GU.S.GA. Men's Open Championship.
(Baltusrol Golf Club, Springfield, N.J. June
17-19.) . ..%9 Metropolitan Golf Association
Junior Championship. (Ardsley Country
Club, Ardsley-on-Hudson, June z3-25.)...
4 Long Island Golf Association Open Cham-
pionship. (Southward Ho Country Club,
Bay bShore. June 2z0-30.)...9U.5.G.A.
Women's Open Championship. ( Salem Coun-
try Club, Salem, Mass, July 1-3.) ... 9 New
Jersey State Golf Association Open Cham-
pionship, ( Essex County Country Club, West
Orange, N.J. July #7-0.)...9 New York
State Golf Association Amateur Champion-
ship. (Fairview Country Club, Elmsford.
July 7-11.) .. .9 Metropolitan Golf Associa-
tion Sentor Championship. (Ridgewood
Country Club, Ridgewood, X.J. July 11.)

Horse Smows—Ox Ridge Hunt Horse Show.
(Darien, Conn, June 18-z0.) ...% Fairfield
County Hunt Horse Show. ( Westport, Conn.
June =25-27) .. .9 'Warrenton Pony Show.
(Warrenton, Va. July 10.)

Racine—At aQueoucr: June 14-July 10....
ascor, England: Royal Ascot Race Meeting,
June 15-18, ... sARATOGA AT JAMAICA: July 12-
T,

Tewmis— International Lawn Tennis Champion-
ships. (Wimbledon, England, June zi-July
3.) ... % New York State Men's Champion-
ships. (County Tennis Club of Westchester,
Hartsdale. July s-11.) . . .9 New York State
Women's Championships., (Pelham Country
Cluby, Pelham. July 6-10.)

Yacunine—>5tart of the Newport-to-Bermuda
race, June 1g.

THeatre—Guy Lombardo's musical production
“Arabian Nights,” with Lauritz Melchior,
Helena Scott, Ralph Herbert, Mia Slavenska,
and Lottie Mayer's Disappearing Water
Ballet, will be presented nightly throughout
the summer at the Marine Theatre, Jones
Beach, starting June 24.

Music—Guggenheim Memorial Concerts by the
Goldman Band, on the Central Park Mall
June 18-Aug. 15....9Lewisohn Stadium
Concerts, June 21-July 31.. . .9 The first two
in this year’s series of New Haven Pops Con-
certs, in the Yale Bowl, June 2z and July
6....% Aspen Festival, at Aspen, Colo.,
June 28-Sept. 5....% Berkshire Festival, at
Lenox, Mass., July 7-Aug, 15,

Oter  Dares—Commencements:  Dartmouth,
June 13; Vassar, June 14; Princeton, June
15; and Harvard, June 17....% Quarterly
federal income-tax payments are due Tues-
day, June 15... € The first day of summer
is June z1....%M The Fourth of July falls on
a Sunday; Monday, July 5, will he a holiday,



BERT STERM

FOR DAD—BECAUSE

One of the best gifts you can think of for a busy man is,
paradoxically enough, the Nettleton Loafer®. These days
it’s as active as Dad himself. It goes to the golf club or the
office with equal ease, incomparably comfortable and inim-
itably correct for a city-country summer.

Any shoe that gets such a workout should be finely made.
That’s why it’s so important to give the erigmal Loafer —
Nettleton’s. A bit more expensive, but men who wear them

Illelore

AT THE HNETTLETON SHOFS

MEN'S SHOF, SYRACUSE
GOLDSMITH"S, MEMPHIS

IN NEW YORK, HARTFORD, OAKLAND
= ROTHSCHILD'S, COHLAHOMA CITY
KELLER-ZANDER, NEW ORLEANS , . .

HE’'S NO LOAFER!

know from experience: It’s extravagant to pay less!
Loafer illustrated is $15.95 in white buckskin with tan
or black calf. Also in wheat nylon mesh with tan calf or
classic tan calf, black calf, blue suede, brown suede.
At the fine stores listed below or ORDER BY MAIL from
A. E. Nettleton Co., Syracuse 2, N. Y. Mail your order
before June 10 for delivery before Father’s Day. When

ordering specify shoe size, width, color and leather.

ALSO AVAILABLE AT THE

« C.N.VICARY, CANTOMN * LANIER-WOMBLE, RALEIGH

AND OTHER FINE SHOPS.
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN

FILMS OF MORE

Annarurna—How things went with the French
expedition, led by Maurice Herzog, that con-
quered one of the highest mountains in the
Himalayas and paid terribly in personal suf-
fering for the triumph. A gallant and color-
ful picture. (York, 1st Ave. at 64th, RH 4-
5779; June 8-0.)

Tue Conguest or EveresT—DNMore about mountain
climbing. This 1s a faseinating mowvie about
the British expedition that went to the top
of the world last May. The picture is in color,
and has a powerful commentary by Louis
MacNeice. (8th 5St. Playhouse, 52 W. 8th,
GR 7-7874: June 3, tentative.)

DiaL M For Murper—An adaptation of the play
dealing with a retired tennis player who
has a homicidal urge to get rid of his wife.
Directed hy Alfred Hitchcock, the picture
1s more static than his top-drawer efforts,
but it is compelling part of the time, Ray
Milland, Grace Kelly, and Anthony Daw-
son are, respectively, splendid as the ath-
lete, the unfortunate wife, and a hired
killer. (Paramount, B'way at 43rd, LO 3-
1100.)

Genevieve—A thoroughly likable English film
in which a pair of ancient-car fanatics try a
run from London to Brighton and back with
astonishing results. One of them takes his
wife, the other takes a model, and all four
are pleasant people. With John Gregson,
Kenneth More, Dinah Sheridan, and Kay
Kendall. (Sutton, zrd Ave. at 57th, PL g-
I411.)

Jutivus Caesar—A collaboration between Joseph
Mankiewicz and William Shakespeare, in
which the former shows a commendable ap-
preciation of the majesty of the latter’s lines
but too little appreciation of what the cam-
era can do for his action, James Mason,
John Gielgud, and Edmond O’Brien read
the sonorities with skill. (Lexington, Lex-
mgton at sist, PL 3-0336; Loew's 7znd
St., ard Ave. at 72nd, BU 8-7222; Orpheum,
3rd Ave. at 86th, AT g-4607; Sheridan, 7th
Ave. at rzth, WA 9-2166; Loew’s 83rd St.,,

FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE

Astor, B'way at 45th. (JU 6-2240)

“Elephant Walk,” Elizabeth Taylor, Dana
Andrews, Peter Finch.

Capitor, B'way at sist. (JU 2z2-5e6a)

KHOCK ON WOOD.

Criterion, B'way at gqth. (JU z-1796)

“The French Line” (in 3-D), Jane Russell,
Gilbert Roland, Arthur Hunnicutt

GLoee, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-5555)

Through June g (tentative): ‘““Barefoot Bat-
talion” (in Greek), Maria Costi, Nicos
Fermas

Houioay, B'way at 47th. (CI 5-5530)
THE WESTERNER, revival; and peap emp, revival.

MOTION PICTURES

THAN ROUTINE INTEREST ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION

B’'way at 83rd, TR 7-3190; and Olym-
pia, B'way at 1o7th, UN 3-8128; through
June 6.)

Knock o Woop—Danny Kaye as a mixed-up
ventriloguist who somehow gets entangled
with a set of international spies, Obviously,
the plot doesn’t amount to much, but it does
afford Mr. Kaye ample opportunity to run
through a lot of his dizzying routines. (Capi-
tol, B'way at s1st, JU z-5060.)

THE Living Deserr—Another Disneyv exploration
into the world of birds, insects, and animals,
This one, magnificently photographed, has to
do with the wildlife indigenous to the West-
ern deserts of the United States. Some of the
creatures under surveillance are a bit hard
to take (snakes, rats, tarantulas, bats, and
the like), but the picture has the virtue of
plenty of action and enormous detail.
(Trans-Lux 8sth St., Madison at 8gth,
BU 8-3180; through June s, tentative....
g Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, WA ¢-8038;
June 4-5.)

THE Pickwick Parers—Sam P., Sam Weller, and
all the old crowd in a movie that should
please the Dickens buffs, even though it is
quite lengthy. An English film. (Trans-Lux
6oth 5t,, Madison at 6oth, PL 5-2746.)

Roman Houipay—Audrey Hepburn makes some-
thing quite wonderful out of a trite story
about a royal princess on the loose in Rome.
Gregory Peck is on hand as an American
newspaperman. (Greenwich, Greenwich Ave.
at 1zth, WA g¢-3350; starting June 9.)

REVIVALS

THe Caprain's Parabise (1953)—Alec Guinness
demonstrating that bigamy can be a rather
blessed state. An English film, with Celia
Johnson and Yvonne De Carlo. (Lexington,
Lexington at sist, PL 3-0336; Loew’s 72nd
St., 3rd Ave. at 72nd, BU 8-7222; Orpheum,
3rd Ave, at 86th, AT g9-4607; Sheridan, 7th
Ave. at 12th, WA 9-2166; Loew’s 83rd St,,
B'way at 83rd, TR 7-3190; and Olympia,

THE BROADWAY AREA

INTEREST APPEAR IN HEAVY TYPE AND ARE DESCRIBED IN THE

Mavrair, 7th Ave, at 47th, (CI s5-9800)

“Johnny Guitar,” Joan Crawford, Sterling
Hayden, Mercedes MeCambridge.

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

“Executive Suite,”” William Holden, June
Allyson, Barbara Stanwyck.

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (LO 3-1100)

DIAL M FOR MURDER.

Roxy, 7th Ave. at soth. (CI 7-6000)

Through June g: “Three Coins in the Foun-
tain” (in CinemaScope), Clifton Webb,
Dorothy McGuire, Jean Peters -

state, B'way at gs5th., (JU 2-5070)

GOME WITH THE WIND, revival

B’)wa:f at 1o7th, UN 5-8128; starting June

0.

Deap Enp (1037)—The Sidney Kingsley play.
Sylvia Sidney, Joel McCrea, and Humphrey
Bogart. (Holiday, B'way at g47th, CI 53-
5530.)

Gone witH THE WiND ( 1939)—Nearly four hours
of Vivien Leigh, Clark Gable, and thousands
of others. (State, B'way at 45th, JU z-50%0.)

THE MaLTese FaLcon (1041 )—Humphrey Bogart,
Mary Astor, and Syduney Greenstreet in the
Dashiell Hammett yarn. (Terrace, gth Ave,
at 23rd, CH 2-0280; June 7-8.)

A Prace 1N THE Sun (1951)—A variation on
Dreiser’s “An American Tragedy."” Directed
by George Stevens, with Montgomery Clift,
Elizabeth Taylor, and Shelley Winters.
(Trans-Lux 7znd St., 1st Ave. at 72nd, BU
8-0304; through June 8, tentative.)

SHapow of a Dousr (1943)—A Hitcheock job
about a mild little family and a mysterious
uncle. With Teresa Wright and Joseph Cot-
ten. (Terrace, oth Ave. at z3rd, CH z-gz80:
June 7-8.)

Stace Door (1037)—From the Kaufman-
Ferber play. Ginger Rogers, Katharine Hep-
burn, and Adolphe Menjou. (Greenwich,
g:rgegnwich Ave. at 1z2th, WA 9¢-3350; June

Tor Hat (1935)—Fred Astaire and Ginger
Rogers dancing to Irving Berlin’s music.
(Greenwich, Greenwich Ave, at 12th, WA o-
3350; June 6-8.)

THE Westerner (1940)—Plains, homesteaders,
saloons, gun fights, and Gary Cooper. (Holi-
day, B’'way at 47th, CI 5-35530.)

Museum of Mobern Art Fium Lierary—Through
June 6: “Rain” (1932), with Joan Crawford,
Walter Huston, and William Gargan, ...
4 Starting June 7: “The Story of G.I. Joe”
(194?], with Burgess Meredith and Robert
Mitchum, (Showings at 7 and z:30. A limited
number of reservations are available, but only
to those applying for them in person at the

Museum, 1 1 W. 53rd, after noon on the day
of the showing.)

SECTION ABOVE

‘fl-:::mnm, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540)
“Secret of the Incas,” Charlton Heston,
Nicole Maurey, Robert Young.

Warnes, B'way at 47th, (CO s-s711)
“Cinerama,” a demonstration of a new
movie-projection  technigue { Mondays
through Thursdays at 2:40 and 8:40; Fri-
days at 7:30 and 10:30; Saturdays at 2, s,
8:40, and 11:40; and Sundays at 2, 5, and
8:40. Reserved seats only.)

WorLp, 153 W, aoth. (CI 7-5747%)
“Sensualitd,” Eleonora Rossi-Drago, Amedeo
Nazzari.




EAST SIDE

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

Through June o (tentative): “Always a

Bride,” Peggy Cummins, Terence Morgan.
Acapemy oF Music, 126 E. 14th. (GR 7-0653)

Through June 6: “Lucky Me"” (in Cinema-
Scope), Doris Day, Robert Cummings; and
“Duffy of San Quentin,” Louis Hayward,
Joanne Dru.

June 7-8: “Monte Carlo Baby,” Audrey Hep-
burn, Jules Munshin; and “Terror Street,”
Dan Duryea, Elsy Albiin.

From June ¢: “River of No Return” (in
CinemaScope), Robert Mitchum, Marilyn
Monroe; and “Loophole,” Barry Sullivan,
Dorothy Malone.

Gramercy, Lexington at z3rd. (GR 5-1660)

Through June o (tentative): “Always a
Bride,” Peggy Cummins, Terence Morgan.

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

Through June 7: “Secret People,” Audrey
Hepburn, Valentina Cortesa; and “The
Fighting Pimpernel,” David Niven, Jack
Hawkins, Margaret Leighton.

From June 8: "Angels One Five,” Jack
Hawkins, John Gregson; and “Hundred
Hour Hunt,” revival, Anthony Steel, Jack
Warner.

Lexington, Lexington at s1st. (PL 3-0336)

Through June 6: JULIUS CAESAR,

June 7-8: “The Iron Glove,” Robert Stack,
Ursala Thiess; and “Blackout,” Dane
Clark, Belinda Lee.

From June g: THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE, revival;
and “Prisoner of War,” Ronald Reapgan,
Dewey Martin.

Trans-Lux52npST., Lexingtonatsznd.(FL 3-2434)
“Lili,” Leslie Caron, Mel Ferrer.

Sutron, 3rd Ave. at 57th, (PL g-1411)
GEMEYIEYE,

R.K.O. 58t 5t1., 3rd Ave. at 58th, (EL 5-3577)
Through June 6: “Lucky Me” (in éinema-
Scope), Doris Day, Robert Cummings; and
“Duffy of San Quentin,” Louis Hayward,
Joanne Dru.

June 7-8: “Monte Carlo Baby,” Audrey Hep-
burn, Jules Munshin; and “Terror Street,”
Dan Durvea, Elsy Albiin.

From June g¢: “River of No Return”™ (in
CinemaScope), Robert Mitchum, Marilyn
Monroe; and “Loophole,” Barry Sullivan,
Dorothy Malone.

Fine Arts, 128 E. <8th. (PL 5-6030)
“Beauties of the Night” (in French), Gerard
Philipe, Gina Lollobrigida.

PLazA, 42 E. s8th. (EL 5-3320)

Through June 4: “Devil’'s Pitchfork” (form-
erly called “Ana-ta-han;” in Japanese,
with an English narration by Josef von
Sternberg, who also wrote and directed
the film).

From June 5: “Dreams of Love”
French), Pierre-Richard Willm.

Baroner, 3rd Ave, at soth. (EL 5-1663)
“The Spell of Ireland.,” a documentary film.,

Trans-Lux 0711 S1., Madison at 6oth, (PL 5-2746)
THE PICKWICK PAPERS,

York, 15t Ave. at 64th. (RH 4-5779)

Through June 4: “Witness to Murder,”
Barbara Stanwyck, George Sanders; and
“Beachhead,” Tony Curtis, Frank Love-
oy.

]u't]]E}s: “Kiss Me Kate," Kathryn Grayson,
Howard Keel; and “Under the Red Sea,”

revival, a documentary Alm.

(in

June 6-7: “The Naked Jungle,” Eleanor
Parker, Charlton Heston; and “Red
Garters,” Rosemary Clooney, Jack Car-

som.
June 8-0: annapurna; and “Justice Is Done”
(in French), revival, Claude Nollier.

Beekman, 2nd Ave. at 66th, (RE 7-2622)
Through June o (tentative): “Always a
Bride,” Peggy Cummins, Terence Morgan

681H St. PLAYHOUSE, 31d Ave. at 68th. (RE 4-0302)
Through June ¢ (tentative): “Rhapsedy,”
Elizabeth Tavlor, Vittorio Gassman.

Loew's 72np St1., 3rd Ave. at yznd. (BU B-y222)

Through June 6: JULIUS CAESAR.

June #-8: “The Iron Glove,” Robert Stack,
T'rsala Thiess: and “Blackout.” Dane
Clark, Belinda Lee.

From June o: THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE, revival;
and “Prisoner of War,”" Ronald Reagan,
Dewey Martin.

Trans-Lux T2np St1., 15t Ave.at y2nd. (BU 8-g304)

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

Through June B (tentative): A PLACE IN THE
suN, revival; and “Stalag 17,"” revival, Wil-
liam Holden, Don Taylor.

From June ¢: To be announced,

Trans-Lux Corony, znd Ave. at 7oth. (BU 8-9465)

June 3: “Witness to Murder,” Barbara Stan-
wyck, George Sanders; and “Beachhead,”
Tony Curtis, Frank Lovejoy.

June 4-5: “The Naked Jungle,” Eleanor
Parker, Charlton Heston; and “Red
Garters,” Rosemary Clooney, Jack Car-
sOn.

June 6-8: “The Marrying Kind,” revival,
Judy Holliday, Aldo Ray; and “The Street
with No Name,” revival, Richard Wid-
mark, Mark Stevens.

From June g: “Rose Marie” (in Cinema-
Scope), Ann Blyth, Howard Keel;, and
“Riders to the Stars.” William Lundigan,
Herbert Marshall.

Trans-Lux851H 51., Madisonat 8sth. (BU 8-3180)
Through June s (tentative): THE LIVING DESERT.
June 6-8 (tentative): “Act of Love,” Kirk

Douglas, Dany Robin.
From June g (tentative): “The Naked Jun-
gle,”" Eleanor Parker, Charlton Heston.

R.K.O. 8611 S7., Lexington at 86th. (AT ¢-8c00)
Through June 6: “Lucky Me” (in Cinema-
Secope), Doris Day, Robert Cummings; and
“Duffy of San Quentin,” Louis Hayward,
Joanne Dru

June 7-8: “Monte Carlo Baby,” Audrey Hep-
burn, Jules Munshin; and “Terror Street,”
Dan Duryea, Elsy Albiin.

From June g¢: “River of No Return” (in
CinemaScope), Robert Mitchum, Marilyn
Monroe; and “Loophole,” Barry Sullivan,
Dorothy Malone.

OrpHEUM, 31d Ave. at 86th, (AT g-4607)

Through June 6: JuLius CAESAR.

June 7-8: “The Iron Glove,” Robert Stack,
Ursala Thiess; and “Blackout,” Dane
Clark, Belinda Lee.

From June o: THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE, revival;
and “Prisoner of War,” Ronald Reagan,
Dewey Martin

WEST SIDE

WaverLy, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA ¢-Bo38)

June 3: “The Naked Jungle,” Eleanor Park-
er, Charlton Heston; and “Red Garters,”
Rosemary Clooney, Jack Carson

June g4-5: THE LviNG DEsSerT; and “The Gentle
Gunman,” revival, John Mills, Dirk
Bogarde.

June 6-7: “Phantom of the Rue Morgue,”
Karl Malden, Claude Dauphin; and “The
Creature from the Black Lagoon,” Richard
Carlson, Julia Adams.

June 8-g: “The Golden Coach,” Anna Mag-
nani; and “Three Girls from Rome,” Lucia
Bose

8tH St. PLavHousg, 52 W. 8th. (GR 7-7874)
June 3 (tentative): THE CONQUEST OF EVEREST.
From June 4 (tentative): “The Fighting

Pimpernel,” David Niven, Jack Hawkins,
Margaret Leighton; and “Mr Denning
Drives North,” revival, John Mills, Phyllis
Calvert.

5tH Ave. CineMaA, s5th Ave, at 12th. (WA 4-8330)

Through June 6: “Dirty Hands" (in French),
Daniel Gelin, Pierre Brasseur, Claude Nol-
lier.

From June 7: “The Red Inn” (in French),
Fernandel, Francoise Rosay

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

Through June 6: JULIUS CAESAR.

June 7-8: “The Iron Glove,” Robert Stack,
Ursala Thiess; and “Blackout,” Dane
Clark, Belinda Lee.

From June o: THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE, tevival;
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and “Prisoner of War,” Ronald Reagan,
Dewey Martin.
GreenwicH, Greenwich Ave.at 12th (WA g-3350)

Through June 5: “Counsellor-at-Law,” re-
vival, John Barrymore Bebe Daniels; and
“Only Yesterday,” revival, Margaret Sul-
lavan, John Boles.

June 6-8: stace poor, revival; and Tor Har,
revival.

From June g: roman HoLibAy; and “‘Stalag
17, revival, William Holden, Don Taylor.

R.K.O. 23rp Sr., Bth Ave, at z3rd. (CH 2z-3440)
Through June 6: “Lucky Me” (in Cinema-
Scope), Doris Day, Robert Cummings; and
“Duffy of San Quentin,” Lounis Hayward,
Joanne Dru.

June 7-8: “Monte Carlo Baby,” Audrey Hep-
burn, Jules Munshin; and “Terror Street,”
Dan Duryea, Elsy Albiin

From June g: “River of No Return” (in
CinemaScope), Robert Mitchum, Marilyn
Monroe; and “Loophole,” Barry Sullivan,
Dorothy Malone.

Terrace, oth Ave. at z3rd. (CH 2-9z80)

Through June s5: “The Naked Jungle”
Ileanor Parker, Charlton Heston; and
“Red Garters,” Rosemary Clooney, Jack
Carson.

June 6: “Buck Privates,” revival, Abbott and
Costello; and “Two Flags West,” revival,
Linda Darnell, Joseph Cotten.

June 7-8: THE MALTESE FALCON, revival; and
SHADOW OF A pouBT, revival,

From June ¢: “The Prince Who Was a
Thief,” revival, Tony Curtis, Piper Lau-
rie; and “Scarlet Angel,” revival, Yvonne
De Carlo, Rock Hudson.

Guite, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406)
“Out of This World,” a documentary film
of Tibet, photographed by Lowell Thomas
and Lowell Thomas, Jr.

B5TH S1. PrLavHouse, 154 W. 5s5th. (JU 6-4500)
“Flamenco” (in Spanish).
Normanpie, 110 W. s7th. (JU 6-4448)
“Le Plaisir” (in French), Danielle Darrieux,
Simone Simon, Jean Gabin.

Lirrie Carnecie, 146 W. 57th, (CI 6-3454)
“La Ronde” (in French), Gérard Philipe,
Dianielle Darrienx

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

“Caroline Cherie” (in French),
Carol.

Loew's 83rp Sr.. B'way at 831 (TR 7-3190)

Through June 6: JULIUS CAESAR.

June 7-8: “The Iron Glove,” Robert Stack,
Ursala Thiess; and “Blackout,” Dane
Clark, Belinda Lee.

From June g: THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE, revival:
and “Prisoner of War,"” Ronald Reagan,
Dewey Martin.

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

Through June 7: “The Grapes Are Ripe” (in
German); and “The Berliner” (in Ger-
man), Gert Frobe.

From June 8: “Drdéle de Drame” (in French;
also known as ‘““‘Bizarre, Bizarre”), re-
vival, Louis Jouvet, Francoise Rosay; and
“Les Visiteurs du Soir” (in French,
also known as “The Devil's Enveoys”),
revival,

Riversioe, B'way at gfth. (R] ¢-g861)

Through June B: “Lucky Me” (in Cinema-
Scope), Doris Day, Robert Cummings: and
“Duffy of San Quentin,” Louis Hayward,
Joanne Dru.

From June g: “River of No Return” (in
CinemaScope), Robert Mitchum, Marilyn
Monroe; and “Loophole,” Barry Sullivan,
Dorothy Malone.

Ovrmeia, B'way at 1o7th. (UN 5-2128)

Through June 6: JULIUS CAESAR.

June #-8: “The Iron Glove,” Robert Stack,
Ursala Thiess; and “Blackout,” Dane
Clark, Belinda Lee.

From June 9: THE CAPTAIN'S PARADISE, revival;
and “Prisoner of War,” Ronald Reagan,
Dewey Martin.

Cotiseum, B'way at 181st. (WA 7-7200)

Through June 6: “Lucky Me"” (in Cinema-
Scope). Doris Day, Robert Cummings; and
“Duffy of San Quentin,” Louis Hayward,
Joanne Dru,

June 7-8: “Monte Carlo Baby,” Audrey Hep-
burn, Jules Munshin; and “Terror Street,”
Dan Durvea, Elsy Albiin,

From June g: “River of No Return” (in
CinemaScope), Robert Mitchum, Marilyn
Meonroe; and “Loophole,” Barry Sullivan,
Dorothy Malone,

Martine



As inimitable
asa CM tie. ..

MASCULINITIES

AFTER SHAVE LOTION:
Presentation Flagon (illus.) 10.00
Regular Bottle 3.50

COLOGNE:

Presentation Flagon (ifius.) 12.50
Regular Bottle 5.00

CM MASCULINITIES —
ARE OBTAINABLE AT
STORES OF PRE-EMINENCE
including :

Akron, Ohie.. The

Amarille, Texas

Ann Arbor, Mich A Cenrr Wagner & Company

Atlenta, Ga
Alonta, Ga, ccvvrinves
Birminghem, Ala. ... .

Boston, Mass................ .....
Chattancoge, Tenn. . .......coociricre

Cincinnati, Ohio ........
Denver, Cole. ...........

Petroit, Mich. .. .. .
Detreit, Mich. ...
Fort Werth,. Texos .. ... ...

Fresno, Calif.

Housten, Texos .........
Jockson; Mich..... .
Kansas City, Me. ...
Kansas Ciry, Mo. .

Little Rock, Ark...............
Los Angeles, Calif............

Lovisville, Kentucky ..

Memphis, Tenn..................
Minneopelis, Minn............

C. 1. Lang Clothing Ca.
. Harry Helland

vuer . John Jarrell, Inc.

Rich’s, Inc.

. Odum, Bowers & White

MWm. Filene's Sons Co.
Koblentz, Inc.
eeee Jenny, Inc.

SRR . 1111 11 Y3
.. The 1. L. Hudson Co.
. Kilgore and Hurd, Inc.
weeeene John L. Ashe, Ine.

Denslows-ot Rodder’s Modemoiselle
Herrishurg, PO..iiniin
Hollywood, Calif........ .. .

.. Allan Stuart

Jock Bell

... Sokowitz Bros.
Oppenheim’s, Inc.
ceerveneernne. JOEK Henry
Sem— T ]
.. Bouman's Men's Shep
wonnnenns | Mognin & Co.
SRR | [ 1 {1 18-
eeernnee PHil A, Halle
Mavrice L. Rothschild

YOUNG-QUINLAN COMPANY

MNew Orleans, Lo.. ...........

rrvirerensenn Godchoux's

Mew York City, M. Y.. . Countess Mara, Inc.

Mew York City, M. Y......

Cklahomao City, Okla. . ..........

Omaha, MNeb. ....... i

Posadena, Calif.. ...
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A—BOW TIE SERIES—Newly-proportioned shapes, new designs highlighted
on season-right pastels. Ready-tied Bows at 4,50, Tie-on Bows ot 5.00

B B~TEMPO SERIES—A new group of Countess Mara Traditionals reflecting
the modern manner of 7.50 :

C—HOLIDAY SERIES—Light-hearted collection capturing summer's magic
at 8.50

D-CURIO SERIES-—Interesting studies etchcd on frost-tones at 10.00
E~IRIDESCENT SERIES—New weaving skill imparts an inner radiance to

338 PARK AVENUE-NEW YORK 22, N. Y, this new group of silk prints at 15.00



Superglow

FACE POWDER WITH LUMIUM

What’s Lumium? Lumium is that miraculous light reflecting ingredient
that just seems to brush away lines and discoloring shadows.

As pace-setters for this year’s look, Germaine Monteil introduces two fresh pastels:
Porcelaine — a real Monteil pink — and Camelia — which is
self-descriptive — in its palest tone. Both of course glowing with the built-in radiance of Lumium.

qtnma«&u& %mf&p



THE TALK OF THE TOWN

Notes and Comment

PECIAL problems demand special
S solutions. One trouble with dying
very old, for men who have made

their mark, is not only that so often
they may have outlived their achieve-
ments but that almost always they
have outlived the newspaper obituary
writers familiar with those achieve-
ments. LThen where are they? Lan-
guishing tersely in the paid notices, like
as not, at two dollars an agate line
(no flowers; please contribute to the
Geriatrics Institute ), and no mention of
committees, foreign decorations, and
the part they took in the Hudson-Fulton
Celebration; no editorials penned by
fellow-members of the Century Club—
lost forever the fanfare, so useful to
compilers of future encyclopedias, that
tempers the grief of the survivors of
distinguished men cut down in the prime
of life, or, anyway, under eighty. O.K.
That gets us to the thing we had in
mind when we started—a letter that
Mr. Charles C. Burlingham, the ad-
miralty lawyer, recently wrote to the
Herald Tribune. “J. Archibald Mur-
ray, who died a few days ago in his
ninety-seventh year,” this ran, “was
never looked upon by his friends as an
ancient,” and it went on to tell of
Mr. Murray’s continuing spryness—Hhis
drives about the city on business or

for pleasure, his yearly flights to and
from Bar Harbor, his humor and spirit.
What did not emerge from Mr. Bur-
lingham’s letter is that he himself is in
his ninety-sixth year—Harvard ’79,
to Mr. Murray’s ’78. Let the Herald
Tribune and the Times call upon Mr.
Burlingham and his quick contem-
poraries for obituaries of ther contem-

poraries. Turn the nonagenarians over
to other nonagenarians and all will
be well.

Natural

OLI‘JETTI, the celebrated TItalian
manufacturer of typewriters and
other office equipment, opened a sales-
room on Fifth Avenue last week, and
what a salesroom! Fantastico!l Ma
vista primal A front door sixteen feet
high, of solid Italian walnut, with shiny-
brass Italian hinges; a couple of show
windows on the same grand scale, one
of which measures twelve by fifteen
feet and is thought to be the biggest sin-
gle sheet of glass on the Avenue; a floor
of mottled-green marble, out of which,
here and there, sprout mottled-green
stalks of pedestals, topped by the neat,
handsome products of the firm; a bas-
relief, against one wall, fashioned out
of sea sand and plaster and not an inch
less than seventy feet long—these are
some of the marvels that Olivetti means
to make a resounding local splash with.
(Up to now,* the company, which
founded its American branch in 1950,
has been getting along with a New York
headquarters that could have been al-
most anybody’s New York headquar-
ters, and what good was that? ) We
visited the showroom, which is just
north of Forty-seventh Street, a day
or so before it opened, while the last
dabs of putty and paint were being
hurled into place, and were so carried
away by its air of Mediterranean high
spirits that we could scarcely refrain
from snatching a portable off a pedestal
and racking up a “quick brown fox”
or two.

We were shown about the premises
by Miss Natalie Hoyt, the only lady
builder we know. An associate of the
contracting firm of Murphy-Brink-
worth, Miss Hoyt has been in charge
of construction on the Olivetti job,
and we found her full of enthusi-
asm for its designers, the Milanese firm

of Belgiojoso, Peressuti & Rogers.
(Rogers is an Italian of English de-
scent.) “Not that it’s been easy,” Miss
Hoyt said. “Italians don’t have as strict
a notion of measured drawings as Amer-
icans do. Besides, the blueprints turned
out to be in metres, instead of in feet and
inches. And I think Italian architects
enjoy ad-libbing more than ours do.
Mr. Peressutti would come over from
Milan to see how things were going,
have an inspiration, and make a draw-
ing of what he wanted on the nearest
patch of bare wall. The next day, a
painter would come along and paint

L
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over the patch, and nobody—not even
Mr. Peressutti—would be able to re-
member precisely what the drawing
had called for. And the Building De-
partment! Don’t get him started on
that!”

As if on cue, up came Mr. Peressut-
ti, accompanied by Costantino Nivola,
the maker of the bas-relief. Peressutt
looked as stormy as Nivola looked sun-
ny. “Building Department!” he ex-
claimed. “How much more beautiful
this room would have been without
your Building Department! What we
like in Italy is the natural. What you
like in America is to imitate the natu-
ral. Stone is not stone, it is a decalco-
mania of stone, Here, in this long, nar-
row cube, we wished to give a sense of
natural richness and interpenetration,
like stalagmites and stalactites in some
imaginable cave. If we have succeeded
at all, it is in spite of your forbiddings.”
He indicated a short flight of stairs lead-
ing to a mezzanine at the rear of the
room. The stairway had treads of ex-
quisitely cut and polished pink marble.
Incongruously bolted to the underside
of the stairway were two ordinary steel
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“Please wait till I ask the question.”’

girders. ““Please do not trouble to paint
those girders,” Peressutti commanded
Miss Hoyt. “Let the world see how
beauty is destroyed by law. Stairs of
marble are not safe in one room of
a skyscraper that is all steel, stone,
and concrete. Oh, no! Someday, some-
how, they might catch fire and melt
away.”

Miss Hoyt proposed that we talk
about the bas-relief. Nivola, a former
art director for Olivetti and a resident
of this country since 1939, beamed. “It
15 fireproof, at least,” he said. “It 15
also the biggest of my sand sculptures.
T cast it 1n sections, at my place on Long
Island, close to the shore. How 1s it

created? I tell you. First off, in wooden
forms I place wet sand and make my
design. My tools are anything—a knife,
a shell, my thumb. When the design is
complete, I pour plaster of Paris into
the sand mold. When the plaster hard-
ens, there is my sculpture, wearing a
face of nice, fuzzy sand.” We asked
him how the critics described his work.
“They call it neo-abstract,” he said.
“What do you suppose that means? As
for what I think my sculpture means,
[ think it means whatever you like. 1
call this big one ‘Hospitality,” and why
not? Is that not as good a name as any
otherr” Nivola went on to say that he
devised his method of making sculpture

JUNE 5, 1954

in sand by chance, while playing on a
beach with his family. “Many smaller
sculptures 1 have poured right on the
beach,” he said. “It is necessary then,
of course, to watch out for the tide.
Once, Le Corbusier was visiting us.
He was much impressed by my work
on the beach and started making a de-
sign beside me. But that day, alas,
the tide was too quick for us, and be-
fore the plaster had hardened, our sculp-
tures were washed away into the sca.
Le Corbusier was much displeased. It
does not make him happy to losc the
least of his handiwork. Myself, 1 feel
there will always be plenty of sand,
plenty of sea to wet it with, and in
here”—he tapped his head—%“plenty
of designs.”

“You are the lucky one,” Peressutti
said. “Sand, sca, and no Building De-
partment!”

NCIDENTAL [NTELLIGENCE: Solar

Pawnbrokers, at Fifty-sixth Street
and Eighth Avenue, has changed its
name to 116th Street Pawnbrokers.

Corner-Corncrer

LEVEN years ago, we touched on
the work of Mr. Richard H.
Pough (pronounced Poe), then an Au-
dubon Society staff man, in connection
with the prosecution of illegal traffickers
in eagle and other wild-bird feathers,
and we recently ran into him again,
head of the Museum of Natural His-
tory’s Conservation and General Ecol-
ogy Department, at a Linnaean So-
ciety dinner. “Pough’s the predators’
friend,” a man at our left said, and we
talked Mr. Pough into a biographical
chat, learning that he was born in
Brooklyn in 1904, the son of a Union
Sulphur Company engineer, moved to
St. Louis when he was fifteen, graduated
from M.I.T., and worked in various
businesses—the Southern Acid & Sul-
phur Co., Port Arthur, Texas; the Ful-
ton Iron Works, St. Louis; the Mac-
Callum Stores, Philadelphia—for ten
years before he got into full-time con-
servation work. “I began to keep bird
lists when I was ten,” he said. “I was
a director of the Brookline Bird Club
when I was at college. I had a rather
lucky job for a while at Port Arthur—
night superintendent at the acid plant.
I took cat naps at night and spent every
day out birding. Port Arthur 1s a
marvellous place for spring migrations
and wintering waterfowl. In 1936,
I sold my interest in MacCallum, which
deals in photographic supplies, to my
brother Harold—I hayve another broth-
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er, Frederick, who’s a mineralogist—
and joined the Audubon staff in New
York. I was put in charge of per-
secuted species—notably hawks and
owls. These predators are useful, and
they were being persecuted senselessly.
I’ve opened up hundreds of hawk
stomachs and always found jack rab-
bits and rodents. Do away with pred-
ators and you destroy the balance of
nature.”

Mr. Pough, who in the early thirties
was the sparkplug of a twelve-hundred-
acre predator-and-other-bird sanctuary
at Hawk Mountain, in Pennsylvania,
joined the Museum in 1948. He is an
ex-president of the Linnaean Society,
president of the John Burroughs Asso-
ciation, and president of the Nature
Conservancy, which has its national
headquarters in Washington, D.C.
“The Conservancy is encouraging local
groups to set aside little samples of vege-
tation,” he said. “We call them ‘living
museums of primeval America.’” We
want to keep these last little corners.
What with building developments, lum-
bering, and swamp-clearing, there’s no
such thing as an out-of-the-way corner
any more.” Mr. Pough has helped pre-
serve living museums on Fire Island
and in the Adirondacks, and in 1949
he arranged for the Museum of Natural
History to acquire Great Gull Island,
off Orient Point, as a research station
for the study of tern behavior. He 1s cur-
rently rounding up corners in or near
Bedford, Stamford, Morristown, and
New Brunswick. “Troy Meadows,
near Morristown, is the finest fresh-
water marsh in the entire Northeast,”
he said. “Half a million pintail ducks
are there at times. The local branch
of the Conservancy has picked up nine
hundred out of a desired twelve hun-
dred acres of the marsh. It’s quite a job
unravelling the ownerships.”

Mr. Pough lives in Pelham, with his
wife and two sons, nine and thirteen,
and the whole family takes part in local
bird expeditions. He is the author of
two Audubon Bird Guides—one on
land birds and one on water birds—
which have sold close to four hundred
thousand copies, and right now he is
busy collecting material for a Hall of
Forests that the Mu-
seum is constructing.
His conservation activi-
ties have taken him to
London, where the
Duke of Devonshire in-

vited him and his wife

had been elected a2 member. © ‘More
dues to pay,” my wife whispered to me,”
Pough told us. ““T'he Duke overheard
this and said, ‘Not at all. Honorary. All
dues are taken care of by a legacy from
Lord Rothschild. It pays for the lunch,
too.” I’ve also been well received in the
Bahamas, where I went to help save the
flamingo. The governor asked me to
lunch and introduced me to Admiral
William Tennant, who was there on
his first official visit since the war. I took
the Admiral on a bird tour. He was an
awfully good scout. And we had won-
derful luck. T was able to show him a

lizard cuckoo.”
T

Critic

N you know, sooner or later small
talk at parties gets around to
maids. A lady we know was recently
trying to loosen up a taciturn gathering
with some tales of a large, aggressive
servitor called Katherine. In the middle
of her conversational gambit, our friend
noticed that Katherine was loitering
near her. “What is it, Katherine?” she
inquired. “I’d like to hear,” said Kath-
erine, “how you’re going to tell the
stories this time.”

Liberace

UR man Stanley somehow man-

aged to snag a ticket to the
Liberace concert at Madison Square
Garden last Wednesday evening, and
he dropped by the office several days
later, still shaken, to leave the follow-
ing notes:

“It’s love, and love alone, that makes
the world go round. Arrived outside
Garden fifty minutes bhefore concert,
scheduled to begin at 8:30. Huge
crowds pouring into place, police prowl
cars standing by on Eighth Avenue, in
case of emergency. Shuffled through,
clutching passport to accommodations:
Side Arena, Section 120, Row D, Seat
13, $5. First concert I ever attended
with accommodations in side arena.
Countless men in inner lobby wearing
white cards attached to white hats,
reading, ‘“NOVELTIES $1 NOVELTIES.’
Men peddling Liberace souvenir pro-

to a lunch given by the
Society for the Promo-
tion of Nature Reserves
and announced that he

5T.
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grams. Cries of ‘Program! Official
program! Here’s your program! There
is no other program!’ Thought maybe
I was at hockey game. Bought official
Liberace program. One dollar. Di-
rected to seat toward west end of Gar-
den, overlooking platform on floor of
arena occupied by giant grand piano—
top up—and musicians’ stands. Garden
filling fast, mostly with women of forty-
one plus, wearing glasses. Men present,
too, but subdued-looking. Buzz of ro-
mantic expectancy in air. Settled down
in seat, read souvenir program. Read
‘LIBERACE (pronounced Liber-AH-
chee) was only four years old when
he seated himself for the first time at the
family piano in Milwaukee and then
proceeded to unveil the soul of a super-
sensitive child as he played simple melo-
dies seemingly with some strange and
invisible guidance.” Rapidly turned
pages to pictorial section. Saw picture
of Liberace at home, sitting at edge
of piano-shaped swimming pool. Saw
picture of Liberace having Sunday
buffet with Mother Liberace. Saw pic-
ture of Liberace giving autographs
to fans. Also saw pictures of Liber-
ace’s brother, George Liberace. Read
‘George has developed a flair for com-
edy.” Getting on toward 8:30. Excite-
ment mounting. Mousicians entered,
took seats. Many women in Garden
carrying binoculars. Program hawkers
now shouting their wares inside Garden.
Garden draped with American flags
and red, white, and blue bunting; huge
turquoise hanging at west end with
piano symbol. All seats filled now, with
exception of several in uppermost
reaches of east end, at approximately
18,000 feet.

“Lights dimmed at 8:48. Magnifi-
cent stir throughout huge assemblage.
George Liberace appeared, to applause,
raised baton, conducted orchestra in
something by Bizet. George looked
tired. Multicolored spotlights focussed
on southwest corner of Garden, where
elephants emerge during circus. Tense
moment. No sound in entire Garden,
other than heavy breathing. The en-
trance! Liberace! Himself! A poem
in white tie, white tails, white shoes,
and pancake makeup! Auditorium be-

side itself. Scenes of
pandemonium. Ladies
waved handkerchiefs,
chirped greetings,
shouted welcome, Cries
of joy! Great happi-
ness! Liberace smiling
like well-fed baby. His
dark curls gleamed un-
der spotlights. ‘It’s a
dream come true,” he



said. ‘Playing here tonight! Did you
count them, George?’ George smiled
wanly. ‘I wonder if we could turn on all
the lights,” said Liberace. All lights im-
mediately turned on. Liberace able to
grasp size of audience for first ime. Ob-
viously delighted. Sat down at piano,
burst into ‘Cornish Rhapsody.” Fast and
loud. Strong fingers, this fellow. Loves
to run them up keys, back down, then
up again. Series of runs and flourishes.
Pedal work difficult to analyze. Keeps
pumping feet up and down and side-
wise, as though he were on electric
horse. Keyboard technique interesting.
Bang, bang, bang; up, down, back up.
Ended number with huge gesture—
hands in air, high over head, and head
thrown back. Triumphant. Women be-
side themselves. Shrieks and cries. Lib-
erace still smiling. George looked tired.

“Liberace introduced entire orches-
tra, one by one. Said they were all great.
Played Parisian number, played Mexi-
can number (George shook gourds,
slowly ), played number of his own crea-
tion, sang song to himself, sang ‘Cement
Mixer (Put-tiy Put-ti).” All numbers
pretty much the same—up keyboard,
down keyboard, up again, bang, bang,
bang. Talked about some of his televi-
sion sponsors—a tuna firm, a railroad, a
tissue company, a detergent outfit, and
a beer crowd. Mopped his brow with
handkerchief, said it was ‘the beer com-
ing through.” House beside itself with
laughter. Talked about inspiration he
had received from Paderewski. Said
Paderewski last pianist to give solo con-
cert in Garden. Said he wanted to dedi-
cate next number to Paderewski and to
Chopin. Said he and Paderewski had
same ideas about music, played for hap-
piness of masses. Masses applauded.
Played some Chopin. At conclusion,
Liberace introduced his mother. Fine-
looking woman, under spotlight, in side-
arena box. Liberace wept. Crowd wept.

“Liberace announced intermission
but promused to return and ‘go real
crazy.” Mother Liberace held court
during intermission, leaning over box
to shake hands with well-wishers. Pho-
tographers ever-present. Great scenes
of affection and appreciation for Moth-
er Liberace. Liberace returned after
intermission in gabardine dress suit.
More banging. Liberace disappeared for
a moment, reappeared to do hayseed
act, with Tattersall vest and farmer
hat. Did a soft-shoe shuffle around
stage. Reminded me of Paderewski,
and old days at Garden. Auditorium
hysterical. Liberace disappeared again
for a moment, returned through ele-
phant door wearing brocaded dinner
jacket. ‘I’m not the least bit tired, if
you’re not,” he said. More banging.
Up keyboard, down keyboard, up
again. Liberace called for request num-
bers. Ladies began to shriek titles.
Liberace played medley. Recognized
“Tea for Two.” Sounded like “Tea
for Three Hundred.” Grand finale—
head thrown back, hands over head.
Thanked throng. Thanked mother.
Promised to return and play in Yankee
Stadium.”

Something for Everybody

WESTCHESTER father of two has

given us the benefit of an experi-
ence that we believe sheds absolutely no
light on the recent Congressional-com-
mittee investigation of the effects of
comic books on the young mind. He
took his little ones into a local drugstore
to buy them each a comic book, and
led them to a big wooden rack where
scores were displayed. “Pick out a
funny one, Daddy, so I won’t have a
bad dream,” said his daughter, seven.
He selected an innocuous Donald Duck.
Meanwhile, his son, four and a half,
after scrutinizing the lot, chose one with

r Wo21aAM
Mmﬂu’i ah 75 o

a particularly horrendous cover and
said, “Oh, I think I’ll have a bad

dream.”

Lion

HE national flag of Ethiopia—

three broad horizontal stripes of,
from top to bottom, green, yellow, and
red—is flying outside the Waldorf this
week, in honor of His Imperial Majesty
Haile Selassie, who is inside. This is
the first time it has ever flown at the
Waldorf, which ordered the flag two
months ago, upon learning that the
Emperor was soon to be a guest, and
stowed it away in the flag room, on the
third floor, along with the three hun-
dred and forty-two other flags that are
kept on hand there, clean, pressed,
and ready for use at the first hint of ap-
proaching greatness. The Ethiopian
royal party is by no means outsize, by
either royal or Waldorf standards. It
includes the Conquering Lion himself;
his youngest son, Prince Sahle, who is
twenty-three; his eldest granddaughter,
Princess Syble Desta, also twenty-three;
the Ethiopian Ministers of War, Justice,
and Foreign Affairs, all well past twen-
ty-three; the Chief of Protocol; the
Ethiopian Ambassador to the United
States and his wife; the Embassy press
attache; His Majesty’s private secretary;
His Majesty’s aide-de-camp; the aide-
de-camp’s assistant; the Director of the
National Library of Ethiopia; the Di-
rector-General of the Ministry of Fi-
nance; the second secretary of Foreign
Aftairs; and four valets. The foregoing
are Ethiopian citizens. Also in the party
are His Majesty’s physician, who 1is a
Greek; Forrest Finley, an American
public-relations man, who was laid on
specially for His Majesty’s visit; two
Americans, named John Spencer and
Albert Garretson, who, on the recom-
mendation of the State Department,



have been serving as advisers to the
Ministry of Foreign Affairs, back in
Addis Ababa; and an American lady
named Mrs., Deborah Coller, wha
works for the Ethiopian delegation to
the United Nations and is accompany-
ing the party in order to help deal with
vexatious matters like luggage, of which
there are precisely one hundred and ten
pieces, all tagged.

The three royal personages have
quarters on the twenty-eighth floor of
the hotel; non-royalty is scattered over
five floors. His Majesty and His Majes-
ty’s valet are occupying the nine-room
suite that on other occasions is the local
foot-on-the-ground of the Duke and
Duchess of Windsor. As soon as the
royal party was settled at the hotel, last
Tuesday, His Majesty’s granddaughter
set out for Saks Fifth Avenue, where,
in less than an hour and a half, she
bought two evening dresses, a silk suis,
a pair of shoes, a hat, a pair of gloves,
and a handbag. When His Majesty
was told, the next day, that Mayor
Wagner had come to pay his respects,
he was in a gray business suit. He

thought it would be all right to greet
the Mayor in mufti, but the newspaper
photographers would have none of it,
and he rather wearily but cheerfully got
back into the field marshal’s uniform in
which he had arrived.

Upon consulting with members of
our State Department, the Waldorf
staff discovered that Ethiopians, as
members of the Coptic Church, eat no
pork and on Wednesdays and Fridays
abstain from meat, shellfish, and such
animal products as milk, butter, and
cheese. The Waldorf therefore under-
took to prepare a nice Wednesday lunch
of filet of sole; in the nick of time,
word was received from the royal party
that for lunch it would like broiled lob-
ster and sirloin steak. Qur State De-
partment had failed to tell the Waldorf
staff that during the two months fol-
lowing the Coptic Easter nobody in
Ethiopia fasts on any day. The Wal-
dorf staff has suffered a further upset
of its arrangements. Whenever a dis-
tinguished foreign visitor arrives, it is
the practice at the Waldorf to have
him served by a waiter who speaks the

distinguished foreign visitor’s native
tongue. On investigation, it turned out
that none of the waiters at the Waldorf
could speak a word of Ambharic, the
Ethiopian tongue. Not that it matters
to His Majesty, who speaks excellent
French and creditable English; it is just
that the Waldorf hates to fail at any-
thing. In the end, the staff decided to
assign to His Majesty a waiter who
speaks French.

Wrong Slot
AVING learned that a TV net-

work was reading produced and
unproduced plays for possible adapta-
tion, a playwright of our acquaintance
submitted a comedy that had been pre-
sented on Broadway to a resounding
lack of critical applause. Two weeks
later, the script came back from the net-
work, with a note from the head of the
program department that said that he
not only had secen the play during its
fieeting engagement but had previously
read it, made an investment in it, and
lost every penny.
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POINT OF THE NEEDLE

S I look back on my school days in
Worcester, Massachusetts—in
the Providence Street grade

school at the start of the century, and
Jater in the Classical High School—I
can see that these contemporary in-
stitutions were rather ineffectual in
combatting the sombre fascination of
the medievalism of my home. There
we were—my parents, my two older
brothers, and I—a family uprooted from
a veiled and ancient and unhappy past,
and plumped down, unaccountably, in
the tenement district of an industrial city
in New England. Our very birth dates
belonged to the past, for my father had
reckoned them by the Hebrew calendar
and recorded them on the inside back
cover of one of the volumes of his be-
loved Talmud. Consequently, we boys
were all born in five thousand and some-
thing. The American myths I acquired
in my school history books—George
Woashington and the cherry tree, and
the others—were thin and anemic com-
pared to the Biblical exploits I heard
about at home. My father related the
Old Testament stories as if they had
taken place recently—as if they con-
stituted his personal past. His own youth
had been spent in hourly terror of perse-
cution in a town in Russian Poland, and
this terror had merged with more an-
cient fears and had flowed, finally, into
the Biblical sea that was his refuge. How
he had managed such a feat as to
make the long journey from Poland
to Worcester was a matter of endless
speculation for me, and I constantly
tried to delve into it, but with only
fragmentary results. There was sim-
ply no relation between my father’s
world and the contemporary one. The
streets of Worcester, my life with my
playmates, the themes I studied at school
were all marginal exercises. The Great
Theme was at home, and it concerned
God and the thick-textured history of
the Jewish people. It was dark, fear-
ridden, and oppressive, but it had the
warmth and tenderness of companion-
ship in a common danger. For all its
fascination, it bred in me an acute long-
ing to escape, and shake off those extra
centuries my father had added to my life
the moment I was born.

This escape for which I longed so
passionately was provided for me—in
part, at least—by the lucky acaident of
my intimacy with a friend of my broth-
ers’, whom I shall call Willie Lavin. For
some unaccountable reason, Willie be-
gan to take an interest in me when I was
very young, and during my entire boy-
hood he braved the jocularities of his

older companions to befriend me. “How
can you spend so much time with a
kid?” they demanded of him. As I look
back on it now, the pains Willie took
with me pass all credence. When I had
a sudden craving to learn to play the
piano, he rented a room and a piano for
me, got me a teacher, and paid for it
all out of his own pocket. When I first
began to write—this was not until I was
about fifteen—he went over all my
manuscripts, analyzing them, correcting
them, and taking endless trouble to
prepare them for submission to, and, of
course, eventual rejection by, various
publications. Later, when I graduated
from high school, and plans were being
made for me to go to work, he persuaded
my family to send me to Clark College,
in Worcester. After I had been there for
two years, he accomplished, by main
strength, a revolutionary feat. I had
shown some interest in the drama, so he
decided I must leave Clark and go to
Harvard, to study dramatic writing un-
der George Pierce Baker. This wanted
some doing. Willie did it. And during
all these years there was no intellectual
problem, no practical dilemma, no psy-
chological crisis at home that [ did not
dump in Willie’s lap. He became, so to
say, my liaison officer between the medi-
evalism of our household and the latter-
day world; he understood both worlds,
and he enjoyed trying to reconcile them
for me,

During all these years, Willie himself
was very busy, first as a student at the
Worcester Polytechnic Institute, where
he made an excellent record, and later
as a chemist at the Worcester Water
Works. While he was employed by the
city, he decided to study law, and he did
it by commuting to Boston four evenings
a week to attend law school at Boston
University. He got his degree in three
years and passed the bar exams.

I don’t know how Willie explained
his preoccupation with me to his con-
temporaries, but he explained it to me
by saying that it was “a question of
planes.” He adored my brothers and his
other friends, he said, but he moved
with them on a different plane from
the one he shared with me. They were
wonderful fellows, but Willie found
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them, as he put 1it, “a bit excessively
down to earth.” He said he couldn’t
discuss with them the things he discussed
with me—abstract questions, for in-
stance. [ gathered also that I was a more
patient listener than my brothers and
their friends. Of course, I was young
enough to have nothing to do but listen,
whereas Willie’s older friends all had
jobs and were absorbed in their own lives.

MY father was a sad, kindly, God-
haunted man who did everything
for his children that his meagre resources
would allow. So long as we observed
the ritualistic pieties—and these were
fairly exacting—he overflowed with
loving-kindness toward us. But he did
sternly forbid us two exercises: we were
not to try under any circumstances to
discover the true name of the Lord; we
were not to think about the problem of
infinity. It is unlikely that I would have
done much speculation in either of these
areas 1f I had not been so explicitly for-
bidden. In the first, I would have ac-
cepted as sufficient for my needs the
various names of the Lord I heard in
common use around the house—
Adonai, Elohim, Adoshem, Melech
Haolom, and Ribono Shel Olom—
but these, my father said, were mere
pseudonyms. They were names, not
the Name. This I must never try
to discover, for in it lay coiled the ulti-
mate, pent-up sunburst of truth. And
unless I was prepared to receive this
truth—a preparation achieved only by
the rarest of saints—the mere fact of ap-
proaching it, the faintest hint of what it
was, might be instantly pulverizing. He
said that even some of the saints, men
who had spent their lives delving for
the Name and had led lives of purity and
piety in order to be ready to receive it,
had, in approaching the split second of
revelation, been atomized—not, T un-
derstood, because of any impurity in
them but because of their arrogance in
believing that they deserved to know.
The Name was the final kernel of
knowledge and to possess it was to be
destroyed.

My father also warned me that it was
especially hazardous and reprehensible
to try to ambush the Name by resorting
to black magic and the occult arts. He
cautioned me as sombrely and literally
as if Providence Street were teeming
with such diabolical opportunities. Ac-
tually, among my pals on the hill I en-
countered neither abortive saintliness
nor thaumaturgy. When I brought up
the subject of the Name with my
friends, I was amazed to find how little
curiosity they had about it—with the
exception of Willie, of course. The
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boys of my own age
seemed to be more than
satisfied with the names
of the Lord that were .
current, and even a bit ' T.
jaded about them. 8

My father really ol §
worried unnecessarily; :
the data at my disposal
for making so lethal a
discovery were rather
scarce, my curiosity had
little to feed on, and
in general I obeyed his
prohibition against ex-
cessive research. I did
experience a certain
terror of inadvertently
stumbling on the dread
Name, by overhearing
it, perhaps, or seeing it
written in letters of fire
in a2 dream—a dream
from which I would
never wake up. How-
ever, my fears were
groundless, too; no in-
timation ever reached
me, nor did the repre-
sentative of any occult
society suggest that I
take part in illicit experiment. The only
magicians I saw were at Pol’s Vaude-
ville Theatre and they were engaged in
less abstract exhibitions. The principal
effect of my father’s prohibition was
to induce my resentment, for it seemed
to contradict the exhortations I was
receiving constantly in school, and
from my education-ravished elders at
home (including my father), to pur-
sue knowledge inexorably and whote-
heartedly. If the ultimate molecule
of truth resided in the hidden name
of the Lord, and if I was forbidden
to seek it, what was the use of slav-
ing over grammar and arithmetic?
School seemed a waste of time alto-
gether. This gave me a convenient
excuse on lovely spring days to play
hooky and walk to the lake or, in au-
tumn, to escape to Newton Hill and
hunt for chestnuts.

My father’s second injunction—not
to think about infinity—gave me con-
siderable trouble. Infinity involved the
perpetually receding end of things. Here
we were, my father and I, at a fixed
point in space—31 Providence Street,
Worcester, Massachusetts. Above us
was the visible sky. Above the sky, there
was space, which went on endlessly
through an unimaginable number of
remoter skies. To use the word “end-
lessly” was in itself a verbal evasion, be-
cause it wasn’t possible to imagine any-
thing without an end. And yet it was
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“It seemed like a good idea at the time”

equally impossible to imagine space as
finite. This was indeed a dilemma.
Those who thought about infinity too
much, my father solemnly warned me,
usually went insane. “Therefore,” he
always said in conclusion, “you must not
think about it!” But I could see that he
himself was pondering it. Vainglorious,
I suggested that perhaps one might,
one day, with sufficient concentration,
get to the bottom of it. My father shook
his head. The problem was not for
mortals to think about, still less to solve,
and the penalty for solution was identi-
cal to that attendant on discovering the
true name of the Lord—instant annihi-
lation.

Lying in bed at night, I found my-
self engaged in formidable engineering
projects, constructing arbitrary termi-
nals for the eons of space—high ram-
parts, nonporous to the invading tide of
infinity. But, tremendous as these bar-
riers were, my imagination leaped them,
as did space itself. Space must, I thought
desperately, be put a stop to; it couldn’t
be allowed to run on forever. Yet it did.
What was forever? One couldn’t im-
agine it, but one had to if one was to
tackle the subject at all. “Forever” was
a term in time, yet it could also be ap-
plied to the limitlessness of space. It
was very bewildering. In an effort to
compromise with space, to be reasonable
with it, [ decided to give it all the scope
it wanted—trillions and trillions of

miles—in the hope that somewhere it
would call a halt. But it always wanted
more. Wrestling with space gave me
a headachy feeling; it made me toss
about in bed at night; it was maddening.
That was what my father must have
meant when he forbade me to think
about the problem at all. But I couldn’t
stop. I thought about it sitting in classes
at school, when I should have been
listening to my teachers.

Finally, wearied of these agonies of
cerebration, I reached a point where I
knew I couldn’t bear it alone; I needed
help. So one summer day when I was
trudging to the lake for a swim with a
boy named Freddie Eisenberg, I intro-
duced the subject. Freddie was the star
pupil of my class and an acknowledged
intellectual. Appropriately enough, I
put the dilemma before him while we
were passing the insane asylum on
Shrewsbury Street. Freddie was un-
sympathetic. He shrugged the whole
thing off in an unaccountably callous
manner. “I'll worry about that after we
get to Jerry Daly’s bathhouse,” he said.
““T'hat’s space enough for me!”

INCE I couldn’t whip up any inter-
est in these pressing problems among
friends of my own years, I was forced to
take them to Willie. They were right up
his alley. The day I brought up the sub-
ject of space and time, he invited me into
Easton’s Drugstore for a milk shake,
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and there he met infinity head on.
While he didn’t, as I remember, actual-
ly solve the problem, he diminished it,
somehow, by multiplying it. He didn’t
in any way duck the issue, but he wid-
ened the area and shifted the field; he
relegated it to its proper place by reveal-
ing it as only one thread in the fabric of
a larger mystery. Willie had a way of
starting his discussions with impres-
sive phrases: “I can well imagine a
situation where ...” “I venture the
opinion that . . .” “I will go so far as to
say that . . .” “Letus begin by reducing
the problem to its component parts . . .”
Or he would say, “There is no problem
that will not yield to analysis,” and then
proceed to analyze. He was equally
adept at swift reversals. “On the other
hand,” he would say, “I can equally
well imagine a situation where . . .”” As
he warmed up to his subject, he had a
habit of cracking his knuckles and rub-
bing his hands together as if he were
washing them.

After the milk shake at Easton’s,
which somehow 1n itself made me feel
better about infinity, Willie took me for
a walk down Main Street to Court Hill,
striding along briskly and analyzing flu-
ently. ““There are many infinities,” he
announced. “Take the matter of the

Name, which bothers you so much. Per-
sonally, I’m an agnostic, but I can well
imagine a situation where at the very
heart of things there is a simple, cosmic,
unifying truth. This is the Name. Or if
you prefer,” he added magnanimously,
“God. Everything is an infinity, Take
that fellow Kelly, who threw the steel
bolt out the window at Mr. Reilly. I
will go so far as to say that if you
thoroughly analyzed Kelly’s motives,
you would stub your toe on another in-
finity—the infinity of responsibility.”

In my father’srather melancholy con-
versation, there was a good deal about
blood, and especially about the shedding
of what he invariably referred to specifi-
cally as “Jewish blood.” I knew from
early on that Jewish blood had al-
ways flowed copiously, but I had never
been much affected by this knowledge.
My father’s preoccupation with the sub-
ject bored me; it seemed like a peevish
dwelling on old grievances, and I wasn’t
interested, because I didn’t know what
the grievances were. They had no ac-
tuality. But the attack on Mr. Reilly,
to which Willie had referred, had sud-
denly dramatized my father’s preoccu-
pation. It happened one Saturday
afternoon on Winter Street, in front

of Lavin & Lupkin’s, the drygoods store
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owned by Willie’s father,
where I sometimes worked on
Saturdays as an errand boy.
Mr. Reilly was a nice old Irish-
man with a beautiful head of
silver hair and a flowing white
beard. He was a peddler, and
he used to come into Lavin &
Lupkin’s each Saturday after-
noon to stock up for his pere-
grinations of the following
week. That day, as he ap-
proached the store, someone
threw a steel bolt at him from
a window of Crompton &
Knowles, a factory that faced
the Lavin & Lupkin building.
I happened to be in the base-
ment of L. & L.’s at the time,
wrapping bundles with Willie.
My brothers were there, too;
they had dropped in to see
Willie. We heard a commotion
on the street and ran put to
find Mr. Reilly lying on the
sidewalk with blood flowing
from a wound in his forehead.
My oldest brother and the
Messrs. Lavin and Lupkin car-
ried Mr. Reilly inside; Willie
ran to get Dr. Nightingale,
The Doctor came quickly and
found that Mr. Reilly had
suffered only a scalp wound,
which he quickly stitched up.
Within an hour, the vicum was sit-
ting happily in the office at the back
of the store eating sandwiches, which
I had been sent to get for him from
the delicatessen down the street. Mean-
time, the neighborhood cop, a core-
ligionist of Mr. Reilly’s, vowed that he
would find the hurler of the bolt if
it was the last thing he did.

The cop made good his word. Mor.
Reilly’s assailant proved to be a nine-
teen-year-old boy named Pat Kelly, of
theretofore exemplary reputation. He
confessed to his crime with a certain
bravado, was arrested, and within a
week was hauled up before Judge Utley.
(Judge Utley bore the sobriquet in
Worcester of ““Thirty-Days Utley,” be-
cause he habitually confined the punish-
ment he meted out for minor offenses
to that somewhat arbitrary period.)
Willie and my brothers and I all went
to the hearing, feeling very important,
as witnesses,. if not to the actual attack,
at least to the events that followed it.
The bolt thrower’s defense was unex-
pected: he said the whole thing had been
an optical illusion. He assured the Judge
that he didn’t know Mr. Reilly and had
nothing whatever against him personal-
ly. Looking out of the factory window,
he had seen him walking down the street
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and, because Mr. Reilly wore a long
white beard, had concluded that he was
Jewish, and had therefore thrown the
bolt at him on general principles. The
boy said this with such an air of guileless
innocence—almost as if he had done a
good deed without expectation of re-
ward—that he was disarming. Had he
known that his victim’s name was Reilly,
he said, he would have loved him dearly.
[ still remember Kelly’s expression of
utter bewilderment when Judge Utley
was not instantly softened by an error
so manifestly human and pardonable.
[nstead, the Judge rapped his desk
sharply with his gavel and said, “Nine
months in the penitentiary!” It was
a sensational departure. The most the

adherents of Mr. Reilly had hoped for

was thirty days. Mr. Reilly, the cop,
and my brothers exchanged warm and
congratulatory glances, but I watched
the criminal as he was taken away and
saw an incredulous look on his face—
the look of 2 man who had blundered
into a topsy-turvy world,

The incident made a field day for
Willie. He sat beside me at the hearing
and noticed, as I did, the boy’s expression
of bewilderment. “I venture the opin-
ion,” said Willie on the way home, “that
if you analyzed this Kelly’s heredity and
environment and the influences that
have played on him from the time he
was born, you would find that they
threw the bolt—not Kelly!” Enlarging
upon this idea, Wilie worked himself
up into a lather of speculation. He made
an easy transition from the Winter
Street incident (of about 1905) to the
War Office in Paris, France, in 1899.
Only the week before, Willie had taken
me to Lothrop’s Opera House, where
I had seen my first play. It was a melo-
drama called “The Devil’s Island,”
and the hero was a Captain Dreyfus. It
couldn’t have been a very subtle play,
and yet I hadn’t understood it at all.
This did not keep me from being thrilled

by it. There was a miraculous scene at

the end of the second act where the
Captain escaped from Devil’s Island;
you actually saww him getting into a boat
and being rowed to a sloop waiting to
transport him back to Paris. You even
saw the sloop. The Caprain wore a
waxed mustache, and although he was
sorely put upon by everybody—in an
earlier scene his sword had been broken
and the buttons cut off his uniform be-
fore a crowd of officers, themselves in
brilliant uniforms—his mustache re-
mained glossy and imperturbable. I had
never seen such aplomb. The play
had a villain called Major Esterhazy,
who was discomfited in the end, where-
as Captain Dreyfus got his sword and
his uniform back and everybody loved
him. Esterhazy’s discomfiture had made
me happy, but now when Willie
brought the bolt thrower from Cromp-
ton & Knowles and the wvillain of
“The Devil’s Island” close together
in a2 wonderful juxtaposition, I wasn’t
so sure. Willie went so far as to say
that if you subjected Major Esterhazy
to the same patient analysis he was pre-
pared to give Pat Kelly, you would
discover that outside, stronger forces,
not Esterhazy, had wrought the evil
against Captain Dreyfus. Ultimately,
Esterhazy was innocent. Ultimately, the
bolt thrower from Crompton &
K nowles was innocent. To Willie, they
were both nice fellows who had been
badly used by their heredities and en-

vironments.

SOME years earlier, Willie had had
a far harder time absolving me of
guilt. I was quite a small boy then, and
for weeks I suffered an anguish of re-
morse over my inexplicable cruelty to a
cat of which I was fond. I had made
friends with the cat—a yellow-furred,
blue-eyed vagrant—and when I walked
down Providence Street, he would fol-
low me. Flattered by his fidelity, I some-
times lifted him up and carried him,
and he seemed to enjoy that. He espe-
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cially liked to accompany me on my
hunts for odds and ends in the dump
yard that was next to the Crompton &
Knowles factory. The yard was a fas-
cinating place, containing all sorts of
oddments—zinc shavings, acid jars,
heavy rubber bands that had fastened
the covers of the jars, flat pieces of
metal, oddly stamped. It was particu-
larly rich in tinfoil, which we boys used
to collect, roll up into balls, and send
off somewhere for the few pennies it
would bring us. The yard was iridescent
with coal dust and the vivid discolora-
tion of decay. On very hot days, the
dust gave off a heat of its own and the
rubber bands bubbled. The cat secemed
to enjoy prowling about the yard as
much as I did, though there could have
been small nourishment in it for him.
One hot summer day, after taking a rich
bag, my pockets bulging with baking
bits of glass and metal and rubber, I
started home to sort out my treasures in
the privacy of our back yard. The cat
trotted happily beside me. Perhaps to
compensate him for having found so lit-
tle for himself when I had so much, I
picked him up and carried him. It was
terribly hot and the loot in my pockets
burned against me. I began to feel a
miserable discomfort, and the climb up
Providence Street seemed insupportable.
I stopped for a moment, grasped the cat
firmly, and threw him head first onto
the sidewalk. I heard his skull crack.
The sound unnerved me so much that
I could not bear to look down at the cat.
I went on up the hill. The stuff in my
pockets now felt heavy as well as hot
and I began throwing it away. By the
time I got home, I had nothing left. 1
kept hearing the sound of the cat’s skull
hitting the sidewalk. In the yard next
to ours, there were some cherry trees,
and that day the cherries were ripe and
glowed in the sun. I climbed one of the
trees, though it was forbidden, and
picked a few cherries. When I got down
to the ground, I threw them away and
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ran back to find the cat. I knew ex-
actly where 1 had hurled him down;
it was in front of Cassie MacMahon’s
house. (Cassie MacMahon was a class-
mate.) When I reached the spot, the
cat was gone. I never saw him again.
Willie had a hard time with me about
the cat. For a long time, I wouldn’t tell
him what was wrong, but he knew that
something was bothering me and he
finally got it out of me. He called on his
standbys, heredity and environment, to
assist him in absolving me, but they
didn’t work as well as they did, later,
for Kelly and Esterhazy,
whose heredities and environ-
ments Willie did not know.
Unfortunately, he knew all
about mine.
My father and mother
were both gentle people.

My father, who was almost perpetually:

in mourning for ancient bloodletting,
had an abhorrence of violence of all
sorts. I implored Willie never, never
to tell my father about the cat; his
anger and humiliation would have been
terrible. Somewhat in a corner, Willie
turned from my parents, whom we
knew, to their ancestors, whom we did
not know. Among them, Willie hinted
as tactfully as he could, there mght
have been an aberrant murderer. It
was unlikely, but it was possible. Or
perhaps I had done this cruel thing
only out of curiosity, to see what would
happen. If this was so, Willie said,
it had been a purely scientific impulse.
He kept telling me to put the incident
out of my mind and stop worrying
about it. But I did worry about it,
because it revealed such unaccountable
and dreadful potentialities within me.
I kept hearing the sharp sound of
the cat’s skull on the brick sidewalk.
I hear it stll, after more than fifty
years.

HE most precious possession in our

Providence Street tenement was
my father’s many-volumed edition of
the Talmud. The books were great
tomes bound in calf, with marbled cov-
ers. My father had inherited them from
his father and had brought them with
him from Europe. I grew up with these
books and saw them constantly, but
since they were written in Hebrew, I
was never able to read them, for though
I studied Hebrew briefly when 1 was
quite a small boy, I never got sufficiently
proficient to read or understand the
esoteric complexities of the Talmud. I
used to stare at the pages, wondering
what fascinating secrets they contained.
I remember the look of those pages—
grave, wide, solid columns of text in the

center and, islanding them, equally solid
columns of finer print. This finer print,
my father explained to me, was the
Rashi, or commentary on the text. Did
it contain dissenting opinions, or what?
I never knew.

My father belonged to a small group
of the Providence Street devout, headed
by the learned and humorous Rabbi
Silver, whose aim was to go through one
of the volumes of the Talmud, text and
commentary, annually. The group
met once a month, in the afternoon,
at the homes of the different members.
[ remember how my mother,
on the one day of the year
when it was my father’s turn
to play host, would sit in
the kitchen, her own prepa-
rations made, waiting for the
summons and hoping that
some perfectionist was not being too
difficult over the minutiae of interpreta-
tion. The tea and cakes and liquor
could not be served and the festivities
begin until the last page of the day’s
stint had been reached. The scholars
sat in the dining room—the only time
in the year, except for Passover, when
1t was used. Normally we ate in the
kitchen; using the dining room was like
opening the throne room of a palace.
When the food was finally served, I
was allowed in and given a piece of
cake—TI suppose as an encouragement
to emulate my elders—but it was some-
times hours before I got this unearned
reward. I used to peep in, but I would
be shooed away until the last moot point
had been settled. I remember, on one
of these occasions, conceiving a strong
dislike for the father of one of my play-
mates, because he was pedantic and kept
raising questions. I still see the Rem-
brandtesque scene: The men sat around
the table, the great books before them;
it was late afternoon and the tension
was so great that no one had bothered
to turn on the lamp; the heckler was
insistent; Rabbi Silver pushed his glasses
back on his forehead and pondered;
no one moved and the silence was in-
tense; all eyes were fixed on Rabbi
Silver, imploring resolution of this crisis
of interpretation. It came. Rabbi Silver
read justed his glasses and spoke, Every-
one was satisfied, even the heckler. The
relief was tremendous. The books were
closed and the scholars relaxed in their
chairs, jolly and suddenly garrulous.
My father nodded to me to tell my
mother that the refreshments could be
brought in. After that, it was all fun.

I'TH some of my pals whose flats
were furnished, as ours was, with
many-volumed editions of the Talmud,
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I speculated on the contents of these
mysterious books. We were like those
medieval inquirers who theorized in a
vacuum, without ever consulting nature.
Since we could none of us read the text,
there was really no other way to go
about it. But scraps and fragments came
to us from older boys, sons of the pun-
dits for whom Talmud reading was a
full-time occupation. These older boys
were often satirical; it seemed to me
they were even blasphemous. The
books, they said, were not mysterious at
all but discussed quite practical prob-
lems—what to do and how to behave in
critical emergencies. For example, two
men are walking along the street, com-
ing from opposite directions. Simultane-
ously, they spy on the ground a valuable
object. Each one makes for it. One says,
“This find is mine!” The other makes
an equally valid claim. What to do,
since the object is indivisible? One scoff-
er used to insist that the problems dis-
cussed in the Talmud were remote and
had little to do with everyday life in
Worcester. He swore that one of the
Talmudic situations pondered by our
parents was this: A man is walking on
a rampart; at the foot of the rampart
an unmarried girl is taking the air; the
man on the rampart slips and falls; re-
grettably, he falls on the girl, and she
becomes pregnant. What, then, is the
status of this fortuitous pregnancy? This
particular skeptic felt that it was un-
profitable to spend so much time on a
problem so remote from Providence
Street, where there were no ramparts.
Whether this situation is actually dis-
cussed in the Talmud, I don’t know,
but I certainly grew up believing that
the holy book was full of tidbits like that.

Still, generally speaking, I was toler-
ant, and even a little proud, of our Tal-
mud—perhaps because, on the hill, my
father’s authority on it set him up as a
sage and a scholar—and T liked to leaf
through the volumes. The one in which
my father had written our birth dates
continued to bother me. They forced
me to think unhappily about what
was, apparently, an immense discrep-
ancy between my present environment
and my antecedents. There were no
family portraits in the house, no evi-
dence of any direct ancestors. The only
portraits on our walls were engravings
of Jewssh saints who had lived in the
Middle Ages. These appeared to be all
the progenitors we had, and they
weren’t even relations. We seemed to
have come right out of the Middle
Ages. To be sure, we had one living
grandmother, my mother’s mother,
who sat in a rocking chair in my aunt’s
flat, radiating affection, but before her
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day was a great anterior darkness. I
asked my parents questions about their
pasts but could find out very hittle. All
I knew was that my father had em-
barked for America at Hamburg, with
my mother and the two elder children,
in the steerage of a boat that was headed
for New York. Apparently what had
troubled him most on this journey was
the fear that he would be unable to ob-
serve the dietary laws, He had come to
Worcester because my uncle was there, 1
asked thisuncle why Ae had come, and he
said because he had a cousin in Boston.
But if there was little talk about the
family past, there was incessant talk
about pogroms. I was bored with these
pogroms. When the Kishinev Massacre
occurred, in April, 1903, it was a kind
of windfall for my fa-
ther. He had sensed my
apathy about sharing
his indignation and his
grief over the earlier
pogroms, and now,
with a certain sorrow-
ful triumph, he pointed
to the newspaper head-
lines on Kishinev and
said, “That, my son, 1s
apogrom!” It had hap-
pened not far from his
original home. But
even then what struck
me as grotesque was
that my father, who
had made a journey to
escape a peril as formi-
dable as this, could stll
have been worried
about dietary laws. It
scemed to me to show
no sense of proportion.
I felt myself drnfting
away from him.
Increasingly, I felt
the weight on me of
bygone blood feuds, of
oppression from dead
centuries, T his malaise,
too, I confided to Wil-
lie. He met 1t with gus-
to. It was a natural for
him. He gave me an al-
luring invitation. “Take
Kishinev,” he said. 1
was inclined to refuse
it, but he insisted. Willie
was widely, if vagar-
iously, read, and right
after offering me Kishi-
nev he offered me Saint
Bartholomew’s Day, of
which T had not pre-
viously heard. “Part of
the pattern of history,”
said Willie, with a large

wave of the hand. “Kishinev is only
a Saint Bartholomew’s Day reserved
for Jews!” He made it seem that there
was a certain distinction in it. My com-
plaint about the absence of family por-
traits and the obscurity of my ante-
cedents he met with a disquisition on the
mystery and infinity of the chain of
birth. When I pointed out that my birth
date was recorded in an incompre-
hensible language and by a vanished cal-
endar, he was withering. “You were
born, weren’t you?” he demanded,
making it seem like an incredible feat.
According to Willie, it actually was an
incredible feat. “I will go as far as to
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say, he went on rapturously, “that the
simple statement you may read any-
where on any tombstone, ‘Born 1888,
say—born anywhere, any time—is the
most dramatic of all declarations. Think
of the nexus behind it.” Nexus was a
word of which Willie was very fond.
“Think of the nexus of dangers and
the collusion of circumstances that
have to be just right before you can say
of anybody that he was born. Think
of the accidents you have to escape,
the menaces from man and from
nature! In each individual, once he

manages to be born, there i1s a majesty of
ancestry that reaches back to the very

“They landed in one of those new twin-engine, single-rotor Stkorsky
helicopters—claim to be some sort of gods.’
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beginnings of time. Let’s say
you did have family portraits.
How far back could they go?
If you had enough of them,

>

rou  couldn’t ive them
¥ g

houseroom. You’d have to
have a warehouse!” Willie
managed to make me feel
that to wish to have ancestral
portraits was to be unbear-
ably spoiled and snobbish and

extravagant.

WILLIE’S penchant for

separating problems in-
to their component parts got
full play while I was in high
school. He helped me in the
inter-high-school debates and
he gave me a major position
on a little staff of researchers
he organized, whose object
was to win the large sums of
money offered by the Boston
papers at that time in their
puzzle contests. Willie was
a great behever in hobbies,
and for a period the solution of these
puzzles became his major hobby and
an extracurricular activity for me,
There were, I remember, a Proverb
Contest, a2 Great Names Contest, and
a Familiar Sayings Contest, among
others, and the prizes offered by the
Herald, Globe, or Post in their circula-
tion drives were bigger, actually, than
those offered nowadays by the radio
and television Santa Clauses and far
more satisfactory, since instead of win-
ning pressure cookers, and deep freezes
full of hams, you could win thousand-
dollar and hundred-dollar and fifty-
dollar bills.

Willie approached these contests sci-
entifically, mobilizing all his resources
to take them out of the hit-or-miss
area of gambling and transmute them
into a rational pursuit. I remember
particularly our exhaustive researches
for the Familiar Sayings Contest. Ev-
ery day, there appeared in one of the
papers—which one I now forget—an
untitled drawing illustrating some say-
ing, and you were suppused to supply
five aphorisms, in the order of your
preference, as your five captions for each
picture. If you hit the right saying on
your fourth choice and somebody else
had hit it on his first, you naturally lost
out. The final winner, after several
weeks of daily effort, was to be the per-
son who had the highest percentage of
early guesses. Willie’s surveys of previ-
ous contests had shown that the “mass
average” of the winners was what
counted most heavily; that is to say, the
winners were not usually those who had
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the most firsts but those who had the

greatest number of correct answers
among their first three choices. Wil-
lie put in a lot of heavy reading on the
laws of probability and averages, and
we were soon moving in the high realm
of numerical theory. We were equipped
in every way: we kept elaborate card-
catalogue files; we reduced the element
of chance to a minimum; we were sci-
entifically and theoretically right. But
we didn’t win that contest—or any
other.

It was during my junior and senior
years in high school that Willie encour-
aged me to take part, under his tutelage,
in the inter-high-school debates. Here
his special dialecuic method—his “On
the other hand I can imagines and “I
venture the opinion”s—served him ad-
mirably, and, thanks to his coaching, I
became the president of the Sumner
Club, Classical High’s debating society.
If, for instance, the Sumner Club took
the affirmative in a debate on the refer-
endum and recall, or on whether capital
punishment should be abolished, Willie
would bone up on the negative, in order
to prime me with answers to any points
our opponents might raise. He and I
used to work for hours together in the
Public Library reading room, handing
Poole’s Index back and forth between
us. Willie attended all the debates,
and 1if the Sumner Club team won, Wil-
lie always came up to congratulate
me, beaming as happily as Diaghilev
might have done after a triumph of
Nijinsky’s.

It was because of Willie, as I have

said, that my famuly decided to send me
to Clark College instead of to work.
Willie used to follow my progress in
English under Dr. Loring Dodd, read-
ing the themes I wrote for him and
judiciously cogitating the Professor’s
marginal comments. When Dr. Dodd
gave me a bad mark on a theme, Willie
took it hard. Though Dr. Dodd did not
know it, Willie was his unofficial assist-
ant.

After I had been at Clark for two
years, Willie began to read about
George Pierce Baker and his new
Drama Workshop at Harvard, which
was then much in the news. I had
started writing short stories, and Willie
labored over them painfully, spending
a long time placing commas; he was
fascinated by commas and would go
into a dithyramb on their loveliness.
But since all my stories were swiftly re-
jected by the magazines Willie and I
submitted them to, he thought maybe
I should turn to the drama. Once
the idea hit him, nothing would serve
but my going to Harvard to study
under Professor Baker. The transfer
from Clark was difficult, but Willie ar-
ranged it and I moved to Cambridge
for my junior and senior years. Our
relations continued close. Willie was
delighted when, after submitting an
essay to Charles Townsend Copeland,
I received a postcard from Copey ad-
mitting me to English 12, and he was
positively triumphant when, in my senior
year, after submitting a one-act play to
George Pierce Baker, I was invited to
join English 47, the playwriting course



Willie had read so much about in the

newspapers.

By then, Willie had married and was
practicing law in Worcester. His wife,
whom I knew well, since she grew up
on Providence Street, was devoted to
him, and she accepted his friendship
for me with tolerance, as she accepted
his other idiosyncrasies. Willie came
often to Cambridge to see me, and dur-
ing my holidays in Worcester I had high
times and rampant discussions with him.
We gave commas and theories of all
sorts a brisk workout. However, dur-
ing the summer between my junior and
senior years at Harvard—the last
months I was to spend in Worcester—I
became aware, without being able ex-
actly to put my finger on it, of some
cloud that occasionally shadowed
Willie’s usual exuberance. For one
thing, he was worrying about his inabil-
ity to concentrate. He had theories
about concentration, and, by the stand-
ard of what he called “ulamate concen-
tration,” he found himself woefully
lacking. I pointed out to him that he
seemed able to pass with ease the most
difficult examinations, which certain-
ly must mean that he could concen-
trate. Perhaps, although I was too
young to realize it then, he had begun
to worry about his inability to concen-
trate on anything except the abstract,
and to realize that when he was faced
with the workaday problems of practic-
ing a profession, he shied off. One day
in the fall of my senior year, he startled
me by calling me on the telephone to ask
if I could make an appointment for him
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in Boston with a reliable psychiatrist. 1
inquired around and was given the name
of a well-known doctor, and made an
appointment with him for Willie. I went
with Willie to the doctor’s office, and
sat in the waiting room during the con-
sultation. I could never find out much
about what took place, but I gathered
later that Willie felt the famous psychia-
trist’s views on his special problem were
“superficial.” Willie quit him after that
one visit but went several times to see an-
other Boston psychiatrist. Before long,
he began to pull out of this particular de-
pression and told me with a laugh that
he’d found he couldn’t even concentrate
on a psychiatrist.

By the tume of my graduation in
June, a ceremony that Wille at-
tended, he was his old self again. After
that, I went to New York to live with
my brothers, who were already estab-
lished there in their own accounting
firm, but I kept in constant touch with
Willie by letter and phone, and we met
during my frequent visits to Worcester
to see my mother. My brothers were ex-
pert accountants, and perhaps it was
their influence that made Willie sud-
denly determine to switch careers again.
He had decided that accounting was a
fresh field in Worcester and that his
legal training would be a help in it, so
he once more studied in Boston, and, at
the end of his course, passed the difficult
examination that qualified him as a certi-
fied public accountant,

Meanwhile, I was having a tough
time in New York. As I was unable to
get a job, I did graduate work at Co-
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lumbia. After I had re-
ceived my M.A. de-
gree, [ got an offer of
an instructorship at the
University of Minne-
sota, at twelve hundred
dollars a year. I ac-
cepted it. Just as I was
about to leave for the
West, Willie made one
of his wvisits to New
York to see my brothers
and me. He went first
to sce my brothers at
their office, where they
told him about my ap-
pointment. Willie took
I a poor view of it. In
fact, he put his foot
down. I must stay in
New York and go on
writing, he told them.
It was extraordinary
how firm and decisive
Willie could be about
any problem affecting
me. Nevertheless, my
oldest brother and I started out the
next day to buy a round-trip ticket to
Minneapolis, but when we discovered
that the fare would use almost half
of my first year’s salary, we gave up
the idea. Willie was delighted when
he heard this; he rubbed his palms to-
gether and cracked his knuckles with
elation.

In 1926, I sold my first play. Within
an hour after I heard that it had been
accepted for production, I was on the
train to Worcester to tell Willie about
it. No telephone call would serve for
such great news. He came to the open-
ing night in New York, and instead of
going to the party given for the cast, [
met him in Childs after the play. Willie
was in fine fettle. He elaborated on the
difference between the drama and other
literary forms. I had, he decided, made a
good choice, and I reflected, without
saying so, that it was Willie’s choice as
much as mine.

Then I began to travel a bit, but be-
fore every journey I would telephone
Willie in Worcester, and I always
called him up within an hour of my re-
turn. We also kept up an incessant cor-
respondence. At the end of one long
absence from New York, I asked my
brothers for a report on Willie. They
said that they were worried about him,
and told me that one day while they
were walking with him and discuss-
ing accounting problems, Willie had
stopped 1n the street to point out an ad-
vertising sign and ask them whether
they could explain the mystery of a
conjunction in the sign. Why was it
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there? One of my brothers said that it
was just a connective word. Willie
wouldn’t let it go at that. He said he
was increasingly troubled by the func-
tion of conjunctions, prepositions, and
relative clauses in sentences. After a bit,
he let it go and was his usual jolly self.

When my brothers told me this, I
had that tantalizing sense of recurrence
that so often afflicts one, QOut of a
drowse of memory, out of a very dis-
tant past, I heard again (did
I remember it or didn’t I?)
a long wrangle between
Willie and my father while
I lay in my bedroom on
Providence Street, supposed
to be asleep but actually wide-
awake and eavesdropping. I
heard my father talking to
Willie as he had to me,
setting limits to certain fields of in-
quiry, and Willie valiantly rejecting any
limits, which I had never had the cour-
age to do. I began to remember more
clearly: My father had said you mustn’,
for example, speculate overmuch on in-
finity. I wondered whether Willie
was now continuing his early defiance
of my father. Had he merely shifted the
focus from the cosmic to the infinitesi-
mal, both illimitabler Was Willie suf-
focating from some constriction of curi-
osity that he couldn’t work out of? In
his arguments with my father, Willie
had flouted mystery in favor of illumina-
tion. Was Willie now lost in mystery?
Had my father been right to set limits
and Willie wrong to ignore my father’s
“Keep Off” signs? For the first time
since I had known Willie, I began to
feel a deep malaise about him. Before
long, I shook it off, telling myself that,
after all, this was merely another mani-
festation of his lifelong fetish for analyz-
ing things and breaking them down into
their component parts.

N one’s later middle life, long jour-
neys become perilous, because of the
workings of mortality at home. To re-
turn and find that somebody one has
dearly loved has died in one’s absence
cives one a sense of special loss, almost
a feeling of having been callous, as if by
not being present one had failed to pre-
vent or delay the loss. I had this strange
feeling after my mother died while I
was on the way back from a trip to
Europe; almost the same thing hap-
pened to me, years earlier and under the
same circumstances, with Willie. In
Willie’s case, my sense of having
deserted was particularly poignant,
because his death was what 1s referred
to glibly and superficially as “volun-
tary.” In the summer of 1928, I was

sailing from New York for Europe, and
I had a long-distance telephone talk
with Willie just before I boarded the
ship. By that time, he was in his fourth
career. Willie’s father had sold his
retail store to go into manufacturing,
and Willie had abandoned accounting
to serve as an executive in his father’s
factory. When I talked with him the
evening I sailed, he was gay, and told
me proud anecdotes about his two chil-
dren. I was going to be very
busy and would be moving
about a good deal in Eu-
rope on that trip, with many
changes of address, so we
agreed not to write to each
other while I was away.

Several months later, on
my return, one of my broth-
ers met me at the pier, as he
did later when my mother died, and
took me to my hotel. I went at once to
the telephone to put in a call to Willie,
but my brother stopped me. He told me
that Willie was dead. He said that a
few months earlier Willie had had
some kind of nervous breakdown and
had been sent to a neurological institu-
tion in Massachusetts, where it was con-
fidently expected that he could be cured.
He had seemed to be getting better and
only a few weeks before my return he
had had a cheerful visit at the hospital
with his wife and children. The eve-
ning after that visit, he had broken the
window of his room and cut his throat
with a piece of glass.

Along with my grief, I felt a kind of
terrible self-reproach; I could not re-
press the feeling thatif I had been there,
I might, by some miracle of friendship,
have held off the steep, dark walls that
converged on Willie to extinguish him,
The residual medieval superstition that
those who are afflicted by mental ill-
ness are possessed by devils dies hard. I
have seen people who are sincerely sym-
pathetic in cases of physical illness be-
have toward people suffering from
mental diseases as though they were self-
indulgent, capricious, or perverse. For
one thing, those so bedevilled (the very
word is a legacy of the superstition!)
are often at large, stumbling through
the ordinary thickets of social life, where,
unprotected by the accoutrements of
the sickroom, they have to endure
criticism instead of being comforted by
compasston. And yet their sort of men-
tal suffering impinges on the most
delicate and mysterious and impene-
trable of our faculties—the faculty that
is the source of idiosyncrasy, of the
distinguishing trait, of what differen-
tiates us from the inarticulate animals
and from each other, Where the mind is

touched, the taut string at the heart of
the personality is plucked. If one could
trace to its source the wild logic that
compels those like Willie to their deaths,
one would have solved the mystery of
one of the infinities in which we swim.
I have asked many psychiatrists about
Willie, and all of them have told me
that he was probably a “schizophrenic.”
This 1s a cataloguing and descriptive
word, What does it explain of the mys-
tery that goes on within the human
mind? The psychiatrists have also told
me that autopsies in such cases reveal
no lesion in the brain. It is perhaps an
evidence of the persistence of the magic
and mystery in my inheritance that in
my rebellious and passionate grieving at
finding myself in a world without
Willie T recalled the talk I had had
with him when I was a child and was
troubled about the enigma of the Name.
Willie had been well able to understand
my tribulation then, and he had ven-
tured the opinion to me, as I had to my
father, that someday, somewhere, there
would emerge an intelligence subtle
enough and courageous enough to hear
the true name of the Lord, even if it de-
stroyed him. Had Willie, in his lonely
hours, importunately sought the Name?

Had he, I wondered, come too close?
—S. N. BEHRMAN

EXIT, PURSUED BY A BEAR

Chipmunk chewing the Chippendale,
Mice on the Meissen shelf,

Pigeon stains on the Aubusson,
Spider lace on the delf.

Squirrel climbing the Sheraton,
Skunk on the Duncan Phyfe,
Silverfish in the Gobelins

And the calfbound volumes of Life.

Pocks on the pink Picasso,
Dust on the four Cézannes,

Kit on the keys of the Steinway,
Cat on the Louis Quinze,

Rings on the Adam mantel

From a thousand bygone thirsts,
Mold on the Henry Millers

And the Ronald Firbank firsts.

The lion and the lizard

No heavenly harmonies hear
From the high-fidelity speaker
Concealed behind the Vermeer.

Jamshid squats in a cavern
Screened by a waterfall,

Catered by Heinz and Campbell,
And awaits the fireball.

—QOGDEN NasH



GOOD NIGHT, LADIES

whom I have recently been visit-

ing, live across the street from a
small Konditorei, and the other day I
went there for a quick cup of chocolate.
I took a table next to one where two old
ladies were sitting. One of them could
hardly have looked more sombre. She
was dressed in black and had an air of
bereavement so absolute, conclusive,
and monumental—so unlit by any
gleam from a prior state—that it seemed
to imply a widowhood achieved, by a
fluke, without benefit of matrimony.
The other lady, on the contrary, was
a dashing, even a hilarious sight. She
had hair rigged up into quantities of
little curls—some beige, some gray—
with a pale-blue ribbon haphazardly
looped through them and tied above
one eye in a jaunty bow. She wore a
complicated sort of dress, crisscrossed
at unexpected places and angles. Bits
of tulle gushed from it, and it was
clamped down (for security as much as
for style, I judged) by an assortment
of large brooches. Her eyes were as
bright and darting as a child’s, and
her withered cheeks were rouged with
great recklessness.

Both ladies put down their coffee
cups and stared at me. “Schén, schin!”
said the jaunty one. Then, in English,
“It is my favorite color.”

The subject, apparently, was my
sweater—a violet one. I said, “It comes
from Ireland. I got it in Dublin.”

The old lady who had spoken ap-
peared to be galvanized with delight.
“You are Irish?” she asked, then went
on urgently, imperiously, “No, no—ein
Moment! Don’t tell me. I will guess.
You are English, T think. And yet not
quite English.”

“Englische,” said the widow, in a
thudding voice.

“So!” said the other, her voice sud-
denly tart. “And what do you know
about it, may I ask? You will tell me, I
suppose, ‘She has eyes of blue.” But so
have the Finns. So have the Germans,
if it comes to that. And you won’t try
to inform me that she’s German, will
you?”

“How can you tell I'm not?” I
asked.

“You don’t make enough noise,” she
answered.

Since I had barely arrived, it seemed
rather a snap judgment. “As a matter
of fact, English is half right,” I said.
“I was born in London. Now I am an
American.”

“American!” she cried. “But I— I,
too! I am an American!”

SOME Berlin friends of mine,

“You are! Really?” I said. Her
English was unplaceable; that is, it was
the cultivated, unaccented English to
be found, at certain levels, anywhere
in the world.

“From Maryland,” she said, and de-
manded, without a pause, “You know
Swannee—ryes?”

“Wannsee,”
her.

Coldly, the jaunty-looking old lady
repeated, “Swannee. It is something
American. You would not know.” She
turned to me. “And maple sugar?”
she asked.

“Yes, I know maple sugar,” I said,
and since I was a bit mystified, I asked
where she lived now. Was her home
here in Berlin?

“Naturally,” she said.

“I mean—have you been here for a
long time?r”

“Until the end of the war, 1 lived
in Dresden,” she said. “My husband
was Commander of the Military Acad-
Em}?_-??

Obviously she meant the war of
1914-18.

“But during the last war were you
here—in Berlin?” I asked.

“Of course. In Berlin,” she said,

the widow corrected
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and added, without any change of tone,
“It was very noisy.”

HERE was a pause. My chocolate

came. “Where’s my spoon?” the
jaunty old lady asked. She searched in
her lap, where there were a number of
other articles, and found it. Having un-
earthed it, she casually dropped it back
in her lap. “I live up three flights of
stairs,” she said. “And do you know
what happened?” Daintily she leaned
toward me, lowering her voice.

“Yes,” said the widow.

“Not you—her! How can she know
what happened to me?”

“What did?” T asked.

“One day, I fell down all the statrs—
all down them—and fractured my hip,”
she said. “I have very delicate bones,”
she added fastidiously. “You saw the
Coronation film, I expect?”

Yes, I had seen it.

“That huge crown!” she cried. “It
must have been an agony! You have
been to Sherry’s?” But before I could
answer, she began, very lightly and un-
certainly, to sing. “ “Good night, ladies.
Good night, ladies. Good night, ladies.’
What comes after that?”

“‘I’'m going to leave you now,” ” I
said,

“So it does. Of course.” She turned to

“So 1 said 1o the wife, “Maybe we can’t have a home like
this, but we can have some of the things in it ”
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“From these eternal hills my spirit rapt
I1s never-failing draughts of color drinks,
Nor knows what pageantry ...’

the widow and regarded her with mock
concern. “Poor Elisabeth!” she said.
“How distracted she looks!”

I thought the widow looked about
as distracted as a hearse.

HE jaunty old lady turned back
to me, and now she was con-
spiratorial, her voice sly. “Do you know
what I am going to do?” she asked.
“I am going to get a flat on the
Kurfiirstendamm. I have made up my
mind. What I like are many people,
all eating and talking, and music being
played. And a great many lights, left on
all night. She says she will leave me,
so I say very well! Skiddoo, 1 say. T will
get myself a cat. You are fond of cats?”

“Not very,” I said.

“In Maryland, I had a very excep-
tional cat,” she said. “Although a male,
for he was called Thomas, he had eleven
kittens.”

“Itis not possible,” said the widow.

“You see?” said the other old lady.
“My friend knows all things! You have
eyes of blue, and so you must be Eng-
lish. You should profit from meeting
her. You should ask her something.
Ah, well. Itis all quite useless. The only
way to think, I have always said, is to
clear out of the head everything one
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knows. From [Ireland, did you say?”

“The sweater is from Ireland,” I
said. “I’m not.”

“Naturally,” she said. “I understood
you. You are an American. We had
an Irish tutor for the children once.
He was extremely sad, so he became
a monk. ‘Will you be happier in a
skirt?’ I asked him—"? She interrupted
herself to speak sharply to the widow.
“What’s the matter, Elisabeth? What
are you doing?”’

The widow, who had summoned a
waitress, said she was merely ordering
another cup of coffee.

“And I will have another meringue,”
said the jaunty old lady.

“But you have yet to finish the one
you have,” said the widow.

“I do not eat like a wolf, or a savage,”
the other one said scathingly. “Natural-
ly I have yet to finish what I have.” Im-
periously she ordered a second meringue.

I asked her when she had last gone
back to America.

“Back?” she repeated.

I said, after a moment, “Have you
not been back?”

“Oh, no! Of course not.”

“Not ever?” I asked. “Not since—"

“Eighteen ninety-seven,” she said.

“But why—why didn’t you?”

“How could I?” she said. The fresh
coffee came, and the meringue. “Aha!”
she said, with a kind of sprightly malice.
“Only an American cat could be a male
and have eleven kittens. You know
maple sugar?” |

“Yes, I know it,” I said. “I’ve been
up in Vermont at sugaring time, when
it drips from the trees and is boiled in
vats.”

“Youhear that, Elisabeth? Youdidn’t
know that!” She leaned toward me
again. “You would suppose, wouldn’t
you, that it would break her neck?”

“Her neck?” T asked.

“That crown,” she said impatiently.
“Far too large. The Kaiserin wore
something much more suitable.”

I finished my chocolate. T had an
appointment. As I stood up, the jaunty
old lady stopped dead in the midst of a
sentence. ‘““What’s the matter?” she
asked. “Where are you going?” Her
voice was suddenly sharp.

“I’'m afraid I must leave now,” 1
said. “A friend is waiting for me.”

She looked stricken, all at once—en-
tirely lost.

The widow reached out and quietly
took her hand. “It is all right, Lily,”
she said. “I am here. It’s all right.”

—Dori1s PEEL
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THAT WAS NEW YORK

THE BEECHER~TILTON CASE—I

T nine o’clock on the sultry eve-
A ning of July 3, 1870, Elizabeth
Richards Tilton, a small, dark-
haired woman of thirty-six who was the
mother of four children, returned un-
expectedly to her home at 174 Liv-
ingston Street, in Brooklyn Heights,
and, in her bedroom on the second floor,
confessed to her husband, Theadore,
that she had committed adultery wath
her pastor, the Reverend Henry Ward
Beecher, who was then the most cele-
brated preacher in the nation. Mrs. Til-
ton, who had been at the family’s sum-
mer place in Schoharie, recuperating
from an illness, told Tilton that her il-
licit relations with Beecher, whom she
had revered and loved as her minister
for many years, had begun in the fall of
1868, when she went to him in search
of consolation after the death of her
young son Paul, and had gone on for a
year and a half, untl that spring. Mr.
Beecher, she said, had repeatedly de-
clared that he and she shared a divine
and valid love, and that their full ex-
pression of it was as proper as a hand-
shake or a kiss. Mrs. Tilton, a deeply
devout person, told her husband that
though she had come to regret the de-
ceit of concealment, which she thought
of simply as “nest-hiding,” she had felt
herself justified before God, for she
had been assured by Beecher, “a great
and holy man,” that their affair was
not sinful—that, in fact, God would
not have permitted 1t if it had been.
The pressure of conscience that final-
ly drove Elizabeth Tilton to confess
to her husband led to the greatest
scandal of the time, culminating in two
church councils, or hearings, and a
spectacular public trial that had the
spellbound attention of the whole coun-
try. The immediate results, however,
were anything but spectacular, perhaps
because Tilton had suspected for some
time that his wife’s affection for her
pastor was more than platonic. At all
events, Tilton, who was editor of both
the daily Brooklyn U#nion and the week-
ly Independent, the foremost religious
publication in America at the time,
promised his wife that he would not
say or do anything to harm Beecher.
Even without the issue of infidelity, a
peculiar relationship existed among the
three. The Tiltons had been married
by Beecher in his fashionable Plymouth
Church, on Orange Street, in Brooklyn
Heights, in 1855, and he had been a
frequent and welcome visitor to their
household for years before there was

any question about his exceeding his
status as a divine. He and Tilton had
also had close professional contact on
the Independent, and in crusading for
many liberal causes, among them the
abolition of slavery. In the crusading
field, Tilton had risen from the position
of Beecher’s protégé to that of a full
partner, and while on occasion their
views differed, he later recalled having
regarded the minister as “my man of all
men”’ and having “loved that man as
well as I ever loved a woman.” It was
in the light of this past and after consult-
ing the Gospel According to Saint John
for spiritual support that Tilton resolved
to condone what his wife had done, and
try to restore her “wounded spirit.”
The following day, Beecher went to
Woodstock, Connecticut, to spend the
Fourth of July at the summer home
of one of his parishioners, Henry C.
Bowen, who was a retired drygoods
merchant and one of the wealthiest men
in Brooklyn. Although he was not
aware of it, it was a piquant thing for
him to do under the circumstances.
Bowen, a sallow, bearded, sunken-eyed
man, was the owner of both the [nde-
pendent and the Union. He had been
the person chiefly responsible for bring-
ing Beecher to Plymouth Church in
1847, a move he came to regret when
his wife, Lucy Maria, shortly before her
death in 1863, confessed to him that she
had committed adultery with the minis-
ter. Like Tilton later, Bowen had re-
solved to say nothing about the matter;
Beecher preached at Mrs. Bowen’s
funeral, and Bowen continued to oc-
cupy the most expensive pew in the
church he regarded as his own creation.
As time went on, however, a certain
coolness had become apparent between
Beecher and Bowen; for one thing, the
Independent discontinued its long-

standing practice of printing Beecher’s
weekly sermons. Friends in Plymouth
Church tried to bring the two men
together again for what they consid-
ered the welfare of the community.
Early in 1870, their efforts were part-
ly successful when Beecher, kneeling
by a chair, with a hand on Bowen’s
bony knee and tears rolling down his
face, declared, “Bowen, we must be
friends,” and said that an open break
between them “would kill me.” They
agreed to bury the past, and Bowen,
to show his good faith, promised to re-
sume printing Beecher’s sermons in
the Independent. Bowen, however, was
not wholly reconciled, and from time
to time he hinted to friends that he
knew things that would drive Beecher
out of Brooklyn. Why he did not
speak up is a matter for speculation;
it seems probable that he was moti-
vated by pride and influenced by the
pastor’s great reputation. [he latter
was of material concern to the rich
new aristocracy of Brooklyn Heights,
for the fame of the pastor of Plymouth
Church was indubitably helping to raise
real-estate values in that community.
Moreover, Bowen shared the attitude of
many solid American citizens of the
time, who felt that it was best to cover
up and say nothing about any scandal
that threatened their class. Whatever the
reasons for his silence, on that Fourth
of July at Woodstock he listened to
Beecher deliver an impassioned patriotic
address before an audience that included
President Grant, and then joined him
and some others in a friendly foot race
on Woodstock Common. Bowen and
Beecher finished last, puffing and laugh-

ing, with their arms around each other,

N the summer of 187(), Beecher was
fifty-seven and at the height of his
career. He was earning between thirty
and forty thousand dollars a year—
half of it as pastor of Plymouth Church
and the rest by lecturing and writing.
In the twenty-three years since Bowen
had brought him to Brooklyn from a
pastorate in Indianapolis, he had suc-
ceeded admirably in his declared aim
of developing “that social, contagious
spirit which we call a revival of re-
ligion.” His church came to be known
as “Beecher’s Theatre,” and on Sun-
day mornings, Orange Street was
packed with visitors who had crossed the
river from Manhattan on early-morn-
ing Sunday ferries that were nick-
named Beecher Boats. At ten-twenty,
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after all the regular pewholders were
seated, non-members were allowed to
fill the rest of the church’s twenty-five
hundred seats. The crowds came as
much to see Beecher perform as to hear
his sermons. Beecher seldom used the
pulpit, which was made of olivewood
from the garden of Gethsemane. At
the start of the service, he would quietly
step out of a small door in the front of
the auditorium with a black leather
hymnbook in his hand and seat himself
in a plain armchair on a flower-decked
platform in the center of the rostrum.

Here he had room to display his dra-
matic talent when he stood up to
preach. Mimicking, thundering, implor-
ing, berating, he would make his audi-
ences laugh and cry. Frequently he
would weep himself. He had a wide
assortment of ancedotes, and used gro-
tesque facial contortions to act vut dia-
logues and pantomimes. Once, pretend-
ing to be catching a trout, he cast an
imaginary fly, hooked an imaginary fish,
dodged up and down as he reeled in, and
finally landed his quarry. It was all so
vivid that a man 1n the front row stood
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“Well, how was ‘The Late Late Show’?”

up and shouted, “By God, he’s got
him!” Beecher took a highly vocal stand
on all the controversial 1ssues of the day,
and although some people felt that he
had been a little late in taking a firm
position against slavery, he eventually
played an important role, in his own
pecubar way, in the fight to free the
Negroes. On two occasions, he followed
his Sunday sermon with appeals for
money to help buy the freedom of a
pretty young slave girl who stood on
the platform beside him. These scenes
were completely hysterical; men and
women in the congregation
shouted and wept as they
threw their watches and
bracelets into the collection
baskets.

Beecher was of medium
height, with broad shoulders
and a deep chest that gave
him a powerful look despite
a tendency to fatness.
“There is nothing in his ap-
pearance indicative of days
of fasting and nights of
prayer,” a biographer wrote.
He had a ruddy moon face
and large gray eyes under a
high, wide brow. His nose
was fleshy, his mouth was
full and prominent, and he
wore his graying hair long.
He was not handsome, but
he had a magnetic quality
that almost everyone who
met him responded to. It
was sald of him that
“the men admire him, the
women adore him, and the
children all love him.” An
impulsive man, given to sud-
den inspiration, he generally
composed his sermons only
an hour before delivering
them, in order to retain the
full excitement of creation.
“Some men like their bread
cold, some like it hot,” he
said., “I like mine hot.”
Plymouth Church was Con-
gregationalist, a denomina-
tion that allows its ministers
some latitude in their in-
terpretation of theological
matters. Beecher took full
advantage of this latitude.
He opposed all didactic
creeds—to him they were
“husks that conceal the
corn”—and preached a
mixed doctrine that sounded
Calvinist one week and
Universalist the next. In
neither dress nor manner
did he resemble other minis-
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ters; he wore no clerical collar, and he
affected broad-brimmed, soft felt hats,
which he had made to order, and
square-toed, Puritan-father shoes. “Did
I, when I became a minister, cease to
be a man or a citizen?” he once roared.
“No! A thousand times no! Have I
not as much interest in our government
as though I were a lawyer, a doctor,
a merchant, a banker, a farmer, a ditch-
digger, or a wood-sawyer? QOut upon
this idea that a minister must dress min-
ister, walk minister, falk minister, eat
minister, and wear his ministerial badge
as a convict does his stripes!”

Beecher inherited his revivalist ways
from his father, Lyman Beecher, a
Presbyterian who fought the Antichrist
in various communities on Long Island
and in Connecticut before moving on
to Boston, and finally Cincinnati, where
he was accused, and acquitted, of heresy
because he sought to temper Presby-
terian doctrine with Congregationalism.
The elder Beecher, too, was at his best
when operating at fever pitch, and he
used to keep a pile of sand in his cellar
to shovel about when he was over-
wrought. After preaching, he would
return home and relax by dancing the
double shuffle, an old New England
barn jig, for his seven sons, all of whom
eventually followed him into the min-
istry, and his four daughters. As a boy,
Henry Ward suffered from a stammer,
which made him so uncertain of him-
self that he did rather poorly in school;
as he grew up, he shook off the stammer,
and by the time he went to Ambherst
he was a nimble student. After grad-
uating from college, he attended Lane
Seminary, in Cincinnati, for three
years, and then married Eunice Bul-
lard, the prim daughter of 2 New Eng-
land Puritan family he had visited while
at Amherst. At the age of twenty-four,
he began his ecclesiastical career as a
rural pastor in Lawrenceburg, Indiana,
where he swept out the church, built the
fires, and preached violently against
drunkenness and the Devil to a tiny
congregation. From there he went to
Indianapolis, where he continued his
battle against vice. His peculiar appeal
for women—after he came East, it was
to bring him an average of a hundred
lovesick letters a day—had already be-
gun to manifest itself. A young girl
who lived next door to the Beechers in
Indianapolis remembered him years
later as “‘a great, good-natured, tal-
ented, romping booby of a boy” and re-
called “many a romp
evenings,” when “girls and preacher
rushed pellmell after each other around
the parsonage, and Mr. Beecher sta-
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using his straw hat for a dipper, bap-
tized the girls thoroughly, though quite
independently of the ceremonies of the
church.” In 1847, Beecher accepted
Bowen’s invitation, which was bol-
stered by dozens of persuasive letters,
and moved to Brooklyn, bringing with
him his wife and their three children.
Six more children were born in
Brooklyn.

At the time the Beechers arrived,
Brooklyn was growing tremendously.
In the first half of the century, its pop-
uladon jumped from fourteen hundred
to a hundred thousand. Some of the
finest houses in the East were nsing
on the Brooklyn shore of the Bay, for in
1814, when steam ferries were put in
service to connect the community with
the lower tip of Manhattan, many bank-
ers, brokers, and merchants had started
moving to Brooklyn Heights. In con-
trast to the bustle of Manhattan, life on
the Heights was orderly and simple.
Families went to bed early, except on
evenings when there were church gath-
erings. Soon after Beecher arrived,
Plymouth Church became a center of
Brooklyn’s social life.

During their first few weeks in
Brooklyn, the Beechers stayed with
Bowen and his wife, who lived in one
of the best houses on the Heights—
a spacious, colonnaded Colonial mansion
that covered half a block on Willow
Street. They then moved into a three-
story frame house on Columbia Heights,
four blocks from the church. On the
ground floor in front was an old-fash-
ioned parlor with panelled walls, and in
back, overlooking the Bay, was Bee-
cher’s study, with a large, flat-top desk,
flanked by several high-backed chairs,
in its center. Beecher would begin his
day at six, often seeing visitors before
his usual breakfast of Spanish mackerel
and coffee. He would wnite and read all
morning, and in the afternoon, from
two to four, see more visitors. Strangers
and friends alike received the full bene-
fit of his expansive sympathy, which
he called “love without stint.,”” There
were always at least half a dozen visitors
waiting at two o’clock, and from time
to time Beecher would emerge from
his study, like a doctor, to usher the next
supphicant in with a hearty “How are
you, old fellow?”

Mrs. Beecher not only ran the house
but took care of her husband’s finances
and business mail, which left him free to
devote his full energies to ministering,
A forbearing woman without humor,
whom Brooklynites secretly called the
Griffin, she was scarcely the perfect
mate for so exuberant and effusive a
man. She was both jealous and con-
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Way back in July, 1952, a large
manufacturer of air conditioning equip-
ment wrote us. He said he was happy
with the coupon returns from his first
four advertisements in Nation’s Busi-
ness and that we were, at the moment,
some 50 percent ahead in returns against
the next magazine he was using.
More than a year later, he was nice _ ]
enough to write us again. His letter
quoted a lot of figures, which we have
no right to pass on to you, so we won’t.
But he did say we were the best maga-

zine on his list, and by that, of course,
he meant the most productive.

This
year, in April to. be exact, we heard
from him again. He told us he is happy
about the whole thing, that he has re-
ceived several hundred inquiries already
and that “this is a better return so far
than any other publication in our current
campaign.”

We can hardly wait
for 1955. Nation’s Business, ¢ magazine
for businessmen, Washington 6, D. C.

(Advertisement)

temptuous of the emotional response he
aroused so easily in other women, and
he was apparently quite well aware of
her atutude. One Sunday shortly after
he began paying extraministerial atten-
tions to Mrs. Bowen, he preached a ser-
mon on the subject of marriage. “Do-
mestic unhappiness comes from the fact
that people do not know or do not
enough recognize the peculiarities of
cach other’s natures,” he said, and went
on to speak of the difficulties that ensue
when “a flaming, demonstrative na-
ture” has to deal with “a cool, un-
demonstrative” one. There could be
little doubt that the pastor was a lonely
man at home.

When Beecher came to Brooklyn,
Theodore Tilton was twelve years old,
a tall and extremely handsome youth,
with Grecian features and soft, ex-
pressive eyes. The son of a shoemaker
who came from an old Leicestershire
family, he was born in New York in
1835. He joined the Plymouth Church
congregation when he was eighteen.
After leaving the Free Academy, the
forerunner of the College of the City
of New York (a classmate described
him as “having an intensity both at
work and play that was frightful’”), he
became a reporter for Horace Greeley’s
New York Tribune and rapidly gained
a reputation as one of the city’s most
promising young journalists; later, he
switched to the New York Observer.
Tilton much admired the freewheeling
style of Beecher’s sermons and took
down whole sections of them verbatim
(he was an expert at shorthand) in re-
porting them for the Observer. Bee-
cher, who had a well-developed appre-
ciation of the value of publicity, was
delighted to have such an enthusiastic
amanuensis. Another of Beecher’s
young parishioners was Elizabeth Rich-
ards, who was a schoolmate of one of
his children. It was looked upon as a
most felicitous occasion all around
when, in 1855, Tilton and Miss
Richards were married in Plymouth
Church. Long afterward, Beecher re-
membered them as “one of the fair-
est pairs I ever married.” While not
really beautiful, Miss Richards, a seri-
ous, sentimental, religious-minded girl
who weighed scarcely a hundred
pounds, had lustrous dark eyes, dark
hair that she wore in ringlets, and a
small face that glowed when her feel-
Ings were stirred.

The following spring, Bowen of-
fered Tilton a job as assistant editor of
the Independent. A “famly” religious
paper, the Independent jousted against
all forms of vice and corruption, and
Tilton, who had just refused a posi-
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tion on another newspaper because he
would not work on Sunday, proved to | ssesss——
be just the man for the job. It was his
idea to print Beecher’s sermons in full,
a policy that vastly increased the min-
ister’s following and raised his stock as
a lecturer. Tilton also broadened the
Independent’s scope to include poems
by Elizabeth Barrett Browning and
articles on social and political questions
by such intellectual leaders as Wendell
Phillips, James Russell Lowell, Bayard
Taylor, William M. Evarts, William
Lloyd Garrison, Greeley, and the Hun-
garian patriot Kossuth. He contributed
editorials that showed him to be an
ardent Abolitionist and a supporter of
women’s rights, and wrote poetry,
too—chiefly love poems and poems for
children.

Tilton and Beecher worked closely
together, and every Wednesday, after
they had read the proofs of Beecher’s
sermons in the Independent’s offices 1n
Manhattan, they would ramble for
hours among the city’s bookshops and
picture galleries. "Thinking it all over
one midnight in 1865, Tilton sat down
and wrote to his pastor:

0Oy CAPE COD SUMMER SHOP—-HYANNIS, MASS.

My friend, from my boyhood up you
have been to me what no other man has
been—what no other man can be. ... The
intimacy with which you have honored
me for twelve years has been (next to
my wife and family) the chief affection
of my life. ... You are my minister, teach-
er, father, brother, friend, companion. The
debt I owe you I can never pay. ... Wheth-
er you had been high or low, great or com-
mon, I believe that my heart, knowing its
mate, would have loved you exactly the
same. ... Our friendship is yet of the
earth, earthly. but it shall one day stand
uplifted above mortality, safe, without
scar or flaw, without a breath to blot or
a suspicion to endanger it.

Wherever you are...what-
ever you like best, we can
provide the right clothes
for the place and occasion
of your choice. In our
large collection of cottons
are some that are sure to
appeal not only for com-

fort but also for good
looks.

That was a fair example of the episto-
lary style of the day.

One thing marred this friendship:
Mrs. Beecher hated Tilton. She knew
he had influenced her husband to sup-
port liberal causes that she violently dis-
approved of and thought were none of
his business, such as the right of women
to vote. In 1861, one of the Beechers’
sons, an officer in the Army, was cash-

Cotton Print Bathing Suit . §15.95
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Colors: Red, blue or green. Sizes 10-18.

_ ! : - Sheer Cotton Printed Paisley Blouse . . . . §8.95
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brawl, and Tilton took it upon himself

to get him another commission—a favor Bermuda Length Shorts . . . . . . . . . $6.95
that Beecher appreciated but that his Fly front. Colors: "Army” khaki, "Navy” gray or white. 10-20.

wife deeply resented as an intrusion
into their private affairs. After that,
Tilton never entered the Beechers’ a C

er entered his. Beecher, however, con-
tinued to visit the Tiltons freely. He

loved their place—a rambling and com- CHICAGO STORE: VON LENGERKE O HNTOINE 9 NORTH WABASH
fortable house with a wide, columned

porch, winding staircases at both front N —

MADISON AVENUE at 45th STREET, NEW YORK 17, N. Y.
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and back, and an elegant parlor, in
which distinguished guests like Greeley
and John G. Whittier often held forth.
Pieces of devotional art were scattered
all over the place, giving callers a good
idea of Mrs. Tilton’s outlook on life,
“Oh, Theodore, God might strip all
other gifts from me 1f he would only
give me a wife like Elizabeth and a
home like yours!” Beecher ance said to
Tilton. He was not reticent about his
dissatisfaction with his own home, and
often talked with the Tiltons about ““the
hungry needs” of his heart. Tilton kept
inviting him over, and once, when the
preacher politely begged off, chided him
for his “neglect,” adding, ““There is one
little woman down at my house that
loves you more than you have any idea
of.” During the winters, Tilton was
out of the city a good deal of the time,
for he, too, was in demand as a lecturer,
but his absence had no effect on the fre-
quency of Beecher’s visits. The pastor
was writing a novel called “Norwood,”
and he wanted to read each chapter to
someone as he went along. Mrs. Tilton
was pleased and proud to listen. One
passage, dealing with the romantic
thoughts of Rose Wentworth, the hero-
ine, about her husband, read:

It would seem as if, while her whole
life centered upon his love, she could hide
the precious secret by flinging over it vines
and flowers, by mirth and raillery, as a
bird hides its nest under tufts of grass,
and behind leaves and vines, as a fence
against prying eyes.

ONG before she had a precious se-
cret to hide with vines and flow-

ers, Mrs. Tilton was writing some
singularly revealing letters to her hus-
band as he travelled about the country-
side, from New England to the “Far
West” of [owa and Minnesota. In De-
cember, 1866, addressing him as “My

Own True Mate,” she wrote:

My beloved, I have been thinking of my
love for Mr. B. considerably of late, and
those thoughts you shall have. ... Now, [
think I have lived a richer, happier life
since I have known him. And have you not
loved me more ardently since you saw
[that| another high nature appreciated
me ? It is not possible for any human crea-
ture to supersede you in my heart. ... But
to return to Mr. B. He has been the guide
of our youth. ... During these early years,
the mention of his name, to meet him, or,
better still, a visit from him, my cheek
would flush with pleasure—an experience
common to all his parishioners of both
sexes. It is not strange, then, darling, that
on a more Intimate acquaintance my de-
licht and pleasure should increase. Of
course, | realize what attracts you both
to me is a supposed purity of soul you find
in me. Therefore it is that never before
have I had such wrestlings with God, that
He would reveal Himself to me.... It is
true that I live in an agony of soul daily;
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nevertheless, I am profoundly happy in my |
privileges, opportunities, and blessings.

A month later:

Mr. B. called Saturday. He came tired
and gloomy, but he said I had the most
calming and peaceful influence over him.
... 1 believe he loves you. We talked of
you. ... It would make me very happy if
you could look in upon us without his
knowing 1t.

The children are passing through the
stages of the hooping cough very com-
fortably—thanks to homeopathy....

And then:

Oh, how my soul yearns over you two
dear men! ... I commit you both to God’s
love.... Why I was so mysteriously
brought in as actor in this friendship, I
know not, yet no experience of all my life
has made my soul ache so verily....I do
love him very dearly, and I do love you
supremely, utterly, believe it. Perhaps if
I by God’s grace keep myself white, I may
bless you both. I am striving. God bless
this trinity!

Eight months before she surrendered
her last defenses to Beecher, she wrote
to Tilton:

About eleven o'clock today, Mr. B.
called. Now, beloved, let not even the
shadow of a shadow fall on your dear
heart because of this, now, henceforth, or
forever. He cannot by any possibility be
much to me, since 1 have known you....
Do not think it audacious [of] me to say
I am to him a good deal.... You once
told me you did not believe that I gave
you a correct account of his visits, and
you always felt that 1 repressed much.
Sweet, do vou still believe this? T strive
in my poor word-painting to give you the
spirit and impression which [ give him, and
he [gives] me. It would be my supreme
wish and delight to have you always with
me. This trinity of friendship I pray for
always.

Tilton, moving around from hotel to
hotel, seems, not incomprehensibly, to
have been beset by doubts from the
start. In 1866, discussing a plan to have
his wife meet him while he was on tour ¢
(the plan did not work out, as it hap-
pened ), he wrote to her from Dubuque:

I don’t expect...to be lonesome much
longer, for I am to meet you in Chicago.
Now that the other man has gone off lec-
turing (as your letter mentions) you can 4
afford to come to me....Leave home, .
children, kith, and kin, and cleave unto * »
him to whom you originally promised to . M,MM MM Dallés Taxos
c}eave. You promised the other man to .
cleave to m leave me all alone
and C].!:;VE i:::?iﬂ‘%ul?railiy! thy name ~ Please send me—model's smocks @ 29.95
is woman!” If you can get anybody to )
pour tea for you, and to take sauce from

the servants, and to receive pastoral visits,
I shall expect to meet you...

color size
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and signed himself “Your Heterodox |
Husband.” In another letter, he wrote
that “the old religious teachings, the
orthodox view, the dread of punish-
ment, the atonement, have less and
less power over my mind.” Tilton’s
growing apostasy was intensely pain-
ful to his wife, whose devoutness pre-
vented her from even receiving guests
or allowing her children to play with
toys on church days. She had always
wanted her husband to become a clergy-
man, and Tilton himself once remarked
to a friend that she should have mar-
ried a minister, adding, “I think she
regarded Mr. Beecher almost as though
Jesus Christ Himself had walked in.”
Shortly before she stepped over the line
mnto adultery with Beecher, she and
her husband outdid each other in let-
ters of self-recrimination. Tilton saw
himself as “a hypocrite, a deceiver,” and
his wife wrote back, “l am haunted
night and day by the remorse of know-
ing that, because of my harshness and
indifference to you, you were driven to
despair—perhaps sin. . . . I am the chief
of sinners!!”

How close to sin Tilton may have
been driven was never made certain, al-
though when the scandal broke, Bee-
cher’s allies did their best to prove that
it had been pretty close. They claimed
that the seventeen-year-old daughter of
a congressman had accompanied Tilton
to Winsted, Connecticut, where he
gave a lecture, and that employees of
his hotel there said that they saw the
girl and Tilton sitting together in front
of a fire and that her dress was undone.
| Tilton denied it. “I never saw her with
her dress unbuttoned,” he declared. On
the other hand, Mrs. Tilton testified
at the first church council arising out of
the scandal that her husband had once
told her he wouldn’t hesitate to take up
with a woman while off on lecture tours,
if he felt like it. The phrase “free love”
was just coming into common use, and
although Tilton characterized it in an
article he wrote as “a beautiful term
designating a revolting thing,” he was
much in favor of liberalizing the divorce

laws. In an open letter to Horace Gree-
ley, he declared that ““T would no more
permit the law of the land to enchain
me to a woman whom I did not love, or
who did not love me, than I would per-
mit the same law to handcuff me as a
slave to a master on a plantation.”

At the time of Mrs, Tilton’s confes-
sion, the Tiltons had living with them,
in addition to their own four children,
a girl named Bessie Turner—*“a little
waif of a thing,” Tilton called her—
who had been commended to the Til-

tons’ care by one of Mrs. Tilton’s
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old Sunday-school teachers. Bessie had
joined the household in 1864, at the age
of thirteen. She stayed ten years, and
by the time she left, she was a handsome,
self-possessed young woman. Her ac-
count at the trial of Tilton’s conduct
around the house was highly damaging
to him. Bessie said that Mrs. Tilton had
“a lovely and amiable disposition” and
was always ready to indulge her hus-
band’s whims—offering him small,
choice oysters at breakfast, and produc-
ing his slippers at night—while Tilton
was “‘a very selfish man, very hard, very
fastidious, very difficult to please, very
dogmatical in his manner, very irritable
and unsociable in his disposition.” Til-
ton, said Bessie, had a way of wander-
ing through the house in his night
clothes, taking pictures from the walls
and rehanging them in different places,
and would go “from one bed to the
other, trying all the beds in the house
before he could make up his mind which
one he would sleep on.” Twice, she
continued, he chased her out of her bed
so that he and his wife could occupy it,
saying to Mrs. Tilton, “Darling, sup-
pose we try Bessie’s bed a little while.”
One night in 1867, according to Bes-
sie, Tilton came to her bedside and
“stroked my forehead and my hair and
said . . . how nice and soft my flesh
was. . . . ‘Why, Bessie, my dear, you
are painfully modest,” he says. “Why,
those caresses, those are all right; peo-
ple in the best society do all those things,
and it is perfectly proper.” And I said
I could not help what they did in the
best class of society; that I had my own
ideas of what was proper and what was
modest. . . . He then laid down, and
asked me if . . . I would not like to be
married. I said that I supposed when
the time came—the right man came
along—perhaps I would get married.
But . . . there was one thing very sure,
I didn’t think I would ever have a
literary man for a husband.” Tilton
denied all Bessie’s accusations as “pure
fiction,” but a fair-sized section of the
public felt that what she said was too
graphic to be written off as simply the
product of a young girl’s imagination.
Another fair-sized section of the public
suspected, however, that she had been
coached by Beecher’s friends to attribute
to Tilton the same language and tech-
niques that he attributed to the pastor.

N August, 1868, when the Tiltons’

infant son Paul died of cholera, Mrs.
Tilton felt more than ever in need of
Beecher’s consoling presence. She and
the pastor first committed adultery on
October 10th of that year, a date she
described in her diary as “A Day
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Memorable.” During five weeks in
1869 when Tilton was absent, Beecher
called at the house twelve times. He
and Mrs. Tilton went shopping to-
gether, and he gave her a variety of
presents, which Tilton later discovered
locked in a closet. They included per-
fumes, fancy soaps, stationery, a pic-
ture of Mary holding the body of
Christ, a collection of photographs of
Beecher, and copies of some of his
books, among them a new edition of his
“Sermons.” In the spring of 1870,
when Tilton was away again, Beecher
publicly took Mrs. Tilton driving in his
buggy. Their adulterous relations had
become infrequent, Mrs. Tilton subse-
quently told her husband, but Beecher
was always persistent. Despite Beecher’s
reassurances, Mrs. Tilton was no long-
er convinced, as she had once been,
that those relations were divine and
proper.

When, on the eve of the Fourth
of July, Mrs. Thlton returned from
the country and confessed to her hus-
band, she spoke, as he later told a
friend, in “words of religious emotion”
that left him “just blasted.” “Both
of us spent the night alone in the midst
of this nightmare. In the morning, I
went early to my office in the Brooklyn
Union Building, but I could not write.
At last I said, “That man is grow-
ing old. I will punish him only to
this extent—LElizabeth shall go and tell
him that I know from her own lips
which pattern of godliness he is.” ”” Hav-
ing thus decided to be “in my secret
self a conqueror,” Tilton said, “for two
weeks I lived in a kind of ecstasy. The
greatness of the temptation I had put
away—the magnanimity of the life I
was leading, the sacrifice—made me
radiant, so that I wrote without labor.”

Mrs. Tilton promised that she would
tell Beecher about her confession, and
went back to Schoharie. Early in Au-
gust, when Tilton was away, she re-
turned to the house on Livingston Street

{and sent a message to Beecher, who

was spending part of the summer on
a farm he owned near Peekskill, ask-
ing him to come to her at once. Beecher
hurried down from Peekskill. He found
Mrs. Tilton lying on a sofa in a room
on the second floor. “‘She seemed to
me like one that wanted to talk, and
didn’t,” he said later. “I then prayed
with her...” Mrs. Tilton could not
bring herself to confess her confession,
and after their prayers, Beecher left. He
called again the next day, but she was
too upset even to see him, so he took
the train back to Peekskill, and presently
went to the White Mountains, where
he was accustomed to stay two months
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every summer because he suffered from |-

hay fever.

Tilton spent most of that summer
brooding alone in Brooklyn. As time
went on, he lost the feeling of ecstasy
that had followed his decision to say
nothing and have his wife reveal his

knowledge to Beecher; the affront to ||

his pride abraded him more and more.
Finally, he went to see two old
friends—first, Oliver Johnson, a man

of the highest probity and character, |

who was associated with him on the

Independent, and then Martha Brad-

shaw, who was a deaconess of Plymouth

Church—and unburdened himself to |

them, relying (with reason, as it turned
out) on their discretion and silence.
They were the first outsiders to hear
the story. The next people to hear it
were three ladies of equally staunch
character—Susan B. Anthony, Eliza-
beth Cady Stanton, and Laura Curtis
Bullard, all of them active feminists with
whom Mrs. Tilton had been associated
in the fight for women’s rights. One
evening in the fall, Mrs. Bullard and
Mrs. Stanton went out to dinner with
Tilton while Miss Anthony stayed in
the Livingston Street house with Mrs.
Tilton, who was feeling ill and nervous.
At dinner, Tilton emphatically told
Mrs. Stanton and Mrs. Bullard what
he thought of Beecher, “Oh, that that
damned lecherous scoundrel should
have defiled my bed . . . and at the same
time have professed to be my best
friend!” he cried, according to Mors.
Stanton’s account of the incident. “Had
he come like a2 man to me and con-
fessed his guilt, I could perhaps have
endured it, but to have him creep like a
snake into my house, leaving his pollu-
tion behind him, and I so blind as not to
sce, and esteeming him all the while as a
saint!” At eleven o’clock, Tilton re-
turned home alone. Miss Anthony later
said that when Tilton appeared, he grew
so angry over some remark about the
lateness of the hour that he seemed
about to strike his wife. She said that she
stayed with Mrs. Tilton all that night,
and that Mrs. Tilton had tearfully told
her about her infidelity. The sixth per-
son to learn of the adultery was Mrs.
Tilton’s mother, a notably violent and
unstable woman, who was confided in
by her daughter. On the spot, apparent-
ly, she gave way to an automatic ma-
ternal reaction and shut her mind to her
daughter’s fall from grace. Instead, she
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st about destroying her son-in-law’s
reputation, and enlisted Bessie Turner’s
aid in spreading gossip about Tilton’s
alleged infidelities around town.

In October, 1870, Mrs. Tilton fled
from her troubles to the house of some
friends in Marietta, Ohio. From there
she wrote a letter to her hushand that
supporters of Beecher ultimately found
highly embarrassing. It read, in part:

FFor the agony which the revelation has
caused you, my cries ascend to Heaven
night and day that upon mine own head
all the anguish may fall.... Even so, ev-
ery word, look or intimation against Mr.
B., though I be in no wise brought in, is an
agony beyond the piercing of myself a hun-
dred times. His position and his good name
are dear to me. Once again I implore
you for your children’s sake. to whom you
have a duty in this matter, that my past
be buried—Ileft with me and my God.

Mrs. Tilton rcturned home early in
November. On the twenty-fourth of
December, she had a miscarriage and
took to her bed. [t was not to be a
pleasant or tranquil holiday season for
Tilton, either. On the day after Christ-
mas, Bowen, who had been listening
with considcrable alarm to the incan-
descent gossip being disseminated by
Mrs. Tilton’s mother, remarked to Til-
ton that he had not been attending
church much lately. At this, Tilton
lost control of himself and told Bowen
that he would never again attend
Plymouth Church. He went on to ex-
plain why; Beecher, he said, had been
guilty of “improper behavior” toward
Mrs. Tilton. All at once, Bowen saw
the opportunity he had long been wait-
ing for to avenge himself on Beecher.
He immediately joined in Tilton’s attack
on Beecher, charging the pastor with,
among other things, having seized a
well-known lady writer, “thrown her
upon the sofa, and accomplished upon
her his deviltry, then left her,” and
wound up by shouting, “You ought to
proceed against him instantly!” After
some wavering, Tilton wrote the fol-
lowing note and asked Bowen to de-
liver it to Beecher:

DEecemiER 26, 1870,

Brookryn

Hexry Warp BrFECHER:
SIR:

I demand that, for reasons which you
explicitly understand, you immediately
cease from the ministry of Plymouth
Church, and that you quit the City of

Brooklyn as a residence.
- THEoDORE TiLTON

At five o’clock that afternoon, Bowen
handed Beecher the note and watched
him intently as he read it. “This is sheer

exclaimed. To Bowen this reaction
] was either a remarkable bit of acting

insanity—this man is crazy!” Beecher [
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or, more likely (as he testified later), |
evidence of genuine amazement. In
any case, he instantly reversed his field
and pledged his support to Beecher.
After all, he no longer had much k-
ing for his editor—there were the male-
dictions of his mother-in-law, which
were bad for circulation, and Tilton’s
admitted doubts about religious doc-
trine, which were even worse—and
it seems quite clear that he was not
averse to goading both men into de-
stroying each other. Now he joined
in Beecher’s attack on Tilton. Five
days later, he fired Tilton from both
his jobs.

On the night of December 26th,
Tilton told his wife about the letter he
had sent to Beecher. He also told his
closest friend, Frank Moulton, a well-
to-do Manhattan importer who lived,
with his wife, Emma, in a house on
Remsen Street, not far from the Til-
tons’. Mrs. Tilton was distressed at the
prospect of an open clash between her
husband and Beecher. Because she was

still confined to bed by her miscarriage,
she asked Tilton to bring Beecher to the
house, so the three of them could talk
the whole thing over. Tilton refused,
and on December 29th, in desperation,
she finally did what she had been trying
for six months to bring herself to do: She
wrote a letter to Beecher telling him
that she had confessed to her husband.
She gave the letter to Tilton, who car-
ried it around with him until the eve-
ning of the next day, when he took it |
to Moulton’s house, entrusted it to his
friend for safekeeping, and asked him
if he would call on Beecher and bring
him back with him. Moulton, a tall,
red-haired, striking-looking man of
thirty-three who had a high sense of
rectitude, reached the Beechers’ house
just as the preacher was about to leave
for his weekly Friday-night prayer
meeting. Moulton was not a member
of Plymouth Church and knew Bee-
cher only casually. As Beecher greeted
him, he said, “Mr. Beecher, Mr. Theo-
dore Tilton is at my house and wishes
to see you.”

Beecher replied, “This 1s praver-
meeting night; I cannot go to see him.”

“Well,” Moulton said, “he wants to
see you with regard to your relations
with his family, and with regard to the
letter that he has sent to you through
Mr. Bowen. You better send some-
body down to your prayer meeting for
you.”

After thinking the matter over for a
moment or two, Beecher sent his ex-
cuses to his prayer meeting. The two
men walked to Moulton’s house, and
Moulton led Beecher into a room on
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the second floor, where Tilton was

L‘.Jr.r'zlii:ing. “I have brought Mr. Beecher

at your request,” Moulton said, and
then bowed and went downstairs to his
parlor to wait.

Both Tilton’s and Beecher’s later ac-
counts of the meeting agree that neither
of them greeted the other. The minister
crossed the room without speaking and
sat down in an easy chair. Tilton, also
without speaking, walked to the door,
locked it, and put the key in his pocket.
Then he took a seat directly opposite
Beecher., “I presume, sir,” he began,
“that you received from me a few days
ago, through Mr. Bowen, a letter de-
manding your retirement from your
pulpit and from the City of Brooklyn?”

“I did,” Beecher said.

Tilton paused. “I have called you
here tonight in order to say to you that
you may consider that letter unwrit-
ten—unsent—blotted out—no longer

in existence.” Beecher bowed his head
i

and murmured his thanks. “Your thanks
should not go to me but to Elizabeth,”
said Tilton. “It is in her behalf that I

hold this interview, and whatever I
' shall say here or in consequence of this

meeting 1s not for your sake, nor for
my sake, but for her sake.” What took
place next was the subject of consid-
erable argument four years later at the
trial. Tilton swore that he read Bee-
cher extracts from Mrs. Tilton’s let-
ter, which he had jotted down on the
back of the envelope before turning
over the original to Moulton. In the
letter, he declared, Mrs. Tilton had
written “‘that. .. there had been dur-
ing a long course of years a friendship
between herself and her pastor; that
this friendship...had been in later

y years more than friendship, it had been

love; that it had been more than love,
it had been sexual intimacy; that this
sexual intimacy had begun shortly after
the death of her son Paul; that she
had been in a tender frame of mind
consequent upon that bereavement; that
she had received much consolation dur-
ing that shadow on our house from her
pastor; that she had made a visit to his
house while she was still suffering from
that sorrow, and that there, on the 10th
of October, 1868, she had surrendered
her body to him in sexual embrace; that
she had repeated such an act the follow-
ing Saturday evening at her own resi-
dence; that she . . . repeated such acts at
various times . , . from the fall of 1868
to the spring of 1870.” For his part,
Beecher swore that Tilton had charged
no more than that “I had . . . insinuated
myself into his family, and . . . in a sense
superseded him and had taken his place,
so that in matters of religious doctrine
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wife looked to me rather than to him;

that T had caused her to transfer her SCOTCH BY

} Ghe Grand

|
\ &
-,

affections from him to me in an in-
ordinate measure .. .that I had cor-
rupted Elizabeth, teaching her to lie,
to deceive him, and hide under fair ap-
pearances her friendship to me . .. that
I had made overtures to her of an 1m-
proper character.” These antithetical
statements were never resolved, for
the letter in question could not be in-
troduced into evidence; it had been de-
stroyed three years before the trial,
at 2 moment when it had seemed that
the scandal would be hushed up for
the benefit of all concerned. Beecher
was aware of the destruction.

As the interview in Moulton’s house

terminated, Beecher asked Tilton’s per- 34 e _ and Hﬁmish

Macnish

vl S0l h
__: | i!%\.__

mission to visit Mrs. Tilton for what ) § o R
he said would be the last time. Tilton
hesitated, and then consented. He told
Beecher she was sick and heartbroken,
and warned him not to “chide her” for
writing the letter. “If you smite her
with a word, I will smite you in a ten-
fold degree,” he added. Moulton ac-
companied the preacher to the Tiltons’
house and left him at the front door.
The Tiltons’ housekeeper let Beecher
in, and he went up to Mrs. Tilton’s BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY—86 PROOF—IMPORTED BY JAS. BARCLAY & CO. LIMITED, DETROIT, MICHIGAN
room. Mrs. Tilton, who was under a
nurse’s care, lay upon her bed, “white
as marble, with closed eyes, as in a
trance, and with her hands upon her
bosom, palm to palm, like one in
prayer,” Beecher later recalled. He
drew a chair up to her bedside, This
is the way he was to describe the scene
in court, weeping as he spoke:

9

I said to her: “Elizabeth, I have just
seen your husband. ... He has been mak-
ing many statements to me, and charges,
and he has sent me to you in respect to
some of them, that you should verify
them.” I then said: “He has charged me
with alienating your affections from him.
He has charged me that I have corrupted
your simplicity and your truthfulness. He
has also charged me with attempting im-
proprieties. . . . Are these things so, Eliza-
beth?’ She— There was the faintest
quiver, and tears trickled down her cheek,
but no answer. . .. And she opened her eyes
and said: “My friend, I could not help it.”
“Could not help it, Elizabeth! Why could
yvou not help it? You know that these
things are not true.” “Oh, Mr. Beecher,”
said she, ‘I was wearied out. ... He made
me think that if I would confess love for
you, it would he’l}p him to confess to m& his
alien affections,” or words to that effect. : S
“But,” I sai?l to her, "EliZahetE'l, this is a “ American Airlines’ DC-7’s are fastest to Los Angeles”
charge of attempting improper things. You
know that that is not true.” “Yes, it is not
true,” she says, “but what can I do?”
“Do! You can take it back again.” She
hesitated, and 1 did not understand her
hesitation. “Why can you not take it

(Advertisement )
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back? It is not true.” She said something
about she would be willing to do it if
it could be done without injury to her hus-
band, which I did not at all understand.
“But,” said I, “you ought to give me a
written retraction of that written charge.”

Beecher swore that Mrs. Tilton then
“raised herself” and without any help
from him wrote the following note; she,
however, later said that he had dictated
it:

Wearied with importunities, and weak-
ened by sickness, I gave a letter inculpating
my friend, Henry Ward Beecher, under
assurances that that would remove all
difficulties between me and my husband.
That letter I now revoke. 1 was persuaded
to do it, almost forced, when I was in a
weakened state of mind. I regret it and
recall its statements. E.R.T.

It was almost ten o’clock when Beecher
left Mrs. Tilton and went back to
Moulton’s place. Moulton accompanied
Beecher to his home, but Beecher said
nothing about the retraction in his
pocket.

Around midnight, Tilton returned
to the house on Livingston Street, and
the nurse heard him arguing with his
wife. Mrs. Tilton never denied that she
voluntarily wrote the following letter
that night:

Decemveer 30, 1870—MipNIGHT
My Dear HusBAND:

I desire to leave with you before going
to sleep a statement that Mr. Henry Ward
Beecher called upon me this evening, asked
me if I would defend him against any
accusation in a council of ministers, and
I replied solemnly that I would, in case
the accuser was any other but my husband.
He (H.W.B.) dictated a letter, which I
copied as my own, to be used by him
against any other accuser except my hus-
band. This letter was designed to vindicate
Mr. Beecher against all other persons save
only yourself. I was ready to give him this
letter because he said with pain that my
letter in your hands addressed to him,
dated December 29, “had struck him dead
and ended his usefulness.”

You and I both are pledged to do our
best to avoid publicity. God grant a speedy
end to all further anxieties. Affectionately,

EL1zABETH

THE role played by Moulton, who
became famous as the Mutual
Friend in the Beecher-Tilton case, was
prompted by his conviction that if the
truth became known, “a great national
calamity would ensue,” which “would
tend to undermine the very founda-
tions of social order” and “lay low a
beneficent power for good in our coun-
try.” To avoid this, Moulton strove
for four years to save both Beecher
and Tilton “from the consequences of
their acts, whether of unwisdom or
passion.” He got his next chance to help
on the morning after the multiple events

of December 30th, when Mrs. Tilton
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wrote him a note from her sickbed and
asked him to try to get back from
Beecher the retraction she had written,
She said she wanted to burn it. That
evening after dinner, Moulton went
around to Beecher’s house. He had in
his pocket a small pistol, which he always
carried because his business obliged him
to make frequent trips into the rough
areas of the New York docks. He told
Beecher, “I think you have been guilty
of a great meanness in getting the per-
mission of a husband to visit his house
and then going there to his wife and
procuring from her what you know
to be a lie.” Here Moulton took his
pistol out of his pocket, laid it on his
knee, and patted it. Beecher protested
that the retraction would be his only
defense if Tilton brought formal
charges against him, but after declaring
himself to be “on the brink of a moral
Niagara” he handed it over, as a means
of helping Moulton keep Tilton quiet.

Beecher was never able to explain satis-

factorily in court why, if he had been |

wrongfully accused, he willingly gave
up his “sole shield of defense,” as Til-
ton’s lawyers called it, to a man he
scarcely knew. Moulton swore that
Beecher had said to him, “Since you
know the truth, I ... throw myself up-
on your friendship.”

On New Year’s Day, Moulton went
to Beecher’s house, at the preacher’s in-
vitation. He said later that the pastor
wept “in misery”” for the crime he had
committed against the Tilton house-
hold. After listening for some time to
the preacher’s words of self-abasement,
Moulton suggested that Beecher write
to Tilton and “express to him the grief
you feel, and the contrition for it,”” add-
ing that he thought Tilton “would be
satisfied with that.” Beecher asked
Moulton to get a pen and some paper,
and then “dictated,” Moulton said,
what became known in the case as the
Letter of Contrition. At the trial,
Beecher denied dictating it, and claimed
that Moulton had simply taken notes
on what he said, and that the language
was Moulton’s, not his. The letter, as
published in the trial testimony, read:

In Trust witH F. D. MouLrton
My DEear Frienp MoULTON:

[ ask through you Theodore Tilton’s
forgiveness, and I humble myself before
him as I do before my God. He would
have been a better man in my circum-
stances than I have been. | can ask nothing
except that he will remember all the other
hearts that would ache. 1 will not plead
for myself. 1 even wish that [ were dead;
but others must live and suffer.

I will die before anyone but myself shall
be implicated. All my thoughts are running
toward my friends, toward the poor child
lying there and praying with her folded
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hands. She is gulltless sinned against,
bearing the transgression of another. Her
forgiveness [ have. I humbly pray to God
that He may put it into the heart of her
husband to forgive me.

I have trusted this to Moulten in con-
fidence. H. W. BercHER

It was five o’clock and the supper bell
was ringing, so Beecher hastily wrote
his name, as he said, “on the edge of
the paper and remote, as nearly as I
could, from the text.” The writing of
this letter became the most controversial
episode in the Beecher-Tilton trial.
Beecher’s public defense of himself was
that Mrs. Tilton had lied about his im-
proper advances and that Tilton had
made the mistake of believing her. But
he was singularly inept at the trial in his
efforts to explain why he had not cate-
gorically denied the falsehood in the
apology. “I thought I was doing it,”
he said, but 