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Pleated linen skirt, 14.95 
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GOINGS ON 
THE THEATRE 

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

PLAYS 
Aunmie Mame—Rosalind Russell is entrancing 

as the unorthodox heroine of this comedy, but 
is just possible that the piece itself is a 

bit too arch to satisfy everybody. Adapted 
by Jerome Lawrence and Robert E. Lee 
from a noel by Parick Dennis, the play 
also has Polly Rowles, Marian Winters, 
Robert Higgins, and Peggy Cass in its cast 
(Broadhurst, 44th St, W. CI 6-660. Night- 
ly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Tre Fins Genrieman—Norman Ginsbury’s play 
about the Prince Regent who later became 
George 1V is a rather baffling mixture of low 
comedy and wracking pathos. and is not quite 
successful on cither level. Walter Slezak 
appears in the title role, and among his ac- 
complices are Isobel Eliom, Inga Swenson, 
Peter Donat, and Maud Scheerer. Tyrone 
Guthrie directed, and Ralph Alswang and 

      

Motley. respectively, designed the sets and 
costumes, (Belasco, 4th St., E. JU 6-7050. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at S:s0. Matic 

  

nées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 
The Hapeiest Mituonaise—This comedy, Kyle 

Crichion’s adapration of a book he wrote with 
Cordelia Drexel Biddle about her father, 
pictures a household that is a good deal 
oder, if considerably less entertaining, than 
the one in “Life with Father Walter 
Pidgeon heads a cast that also contains Ruth 
Matteson, Ruth White, Diana van der V] 
and_George Grizzard. (Lyceum, 45th St, 
E. JU 2-3807. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:40. Matinces Wednesdays and Saturdays 

  

   

  

A Howe in me Heao—Several good actors, 
among them Paul Douglas, David Burns, 
and Kay Medford, trying to make some: 
thing exciting out of a torpid play about 
an oaf who is having trouble raising his son. 
(Plymouth, 45th St. W. CI 6-156. Nightly 
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées Wednes 
days and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Hotioay ror Lovers—Don Ameche may easily at- 
tract a considerable female following co this 
Ronald Alexander comedy, a sort of trave- 
logue that covers four but doesn't really 
get anywhere in particular The cast includes 
Carmen_ Mathews, Audrey Christie, and 
George Mathews. (Longacre, 48th St., W. CI 
6-s630. Nightly, except Sundays, at S:40. 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:20.) 

HoreL Parapiso—A stimulating variation on a 
French farce of 1886, as adapted by Peter 
Glenville, in which Bert Lahr is his usual 
authoritative comic self. He is sturdily as- 
sisted by Angela Lansbury, John Emery, 
Vera Pearce, and Douglas Byng. (Henry 
Miller, 43rd St., E. BR 9-3970. htly, ex- 
cept Sundays, at 8:0. Matinces Thursdays 
and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Lone Dar's Joumney Into Niowi—Eugene 
O'Neill's monumental attempt to understand 
the tragedies of his youth makes an im- 
pressive and disturbing play. Fredric March, 
Florence Eldridge, Bradford Dillman, an 
Jason Robards, Jr., are all superb as mem- 
bers of the haunted family, and Jose Quin- 
teres direction is brilliant, (Helen Hayes, 
46th St, W. CI 6-6380. Nightly, except Sun’ 
days, at 7:30.) 

Mason Barsara—A\ really first-rate presentation 
of Shaw's comedy about poverty considered 
25 a crime, Charles Laughton, Cornelia Otis 
Skinner, Burgess Meredith, Anne Jackson 
end Eli Wallach head the cast, which Mr. 
Laughton directed, and the delightful sets 
were created by Donald Oenslager. (Morosco, 

5th St., W. CI 6-6230. Nightly, except Sun’ 
days, at 8:30. Matinees Wednesdays, Satur- 
days, and Friday, May 3, at 2:30. Closes 
Saturday. May 18) 

Orereus Descenoing—The Orpheus in this Ten- 
nessee Williams melodrama is a strolling 
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guitar player who wanders into a canebrake 
Settlement and throws a susceptible matron 
into an emotional uproar with calamitous re- 
sults, Although not as effective as some of 
Mr. Williams’ previous works, the play has 
been well staged, and Maureen Stapleton 
and Cliff Robertson are highly satisfactory 
in the central roles. (Martin Beck, 45th St, 
W. CI 6-6363. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:30 Matinces Wednesdays and Saturdays 
t2:30) 

Tre Pornine Sneo—A smoothly written, expertly 
acted, and, for the most part, absorbing play 
by Graham Greene, whose technique seems to 
be as surefire with sacred mysteries as with 
profane ones. Robert Flemyng, Frank Con- 
Toy, and Sybil Thorndike set the pace for the 
fine cast.” (Golden, 43th St, W. Cl 6-6740. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:40.) 

Separate TABLES—A two-part effort by Terence 
Rattigan that doesn't accomplish much in the 
first stanza but winds up splendidly with 
a piece about a pair of bedevilled people 
Who are rescued from despair by their 
neighbors’ charity. Eric Portman and Mar- 
garet Leighton are excellent as the hero and 
heroine of both offerings. (Music Box, 45th 
St, W. CI 6-4636. Nightly, except Sun- 
days, at S:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Tue Tusner or Love—Tom Ewell gives a very 
nice performance in this gag-ridden but occa- 
sionally entertaining comedy, by Peter De 
Vries and Joseph Fields, about sexual goings 
on in Westport. Nancy Olson, Darren Me- 
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ABOUT TOWN 
  Gavin, Elisabeth Fraser, and Elizaberh Wil 

son support him attractively. (Royale, 45th 
St, W. CI 5-5760. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at &:40. Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:40.) 

A Visit To A SMALL PLANET—A funny account of 
the adventures of a Spaceman who, drops out 
of the beyond into a home in Virginia. Cyril 
Ritchard, as the Spaceman, ard Eddie Maye- 
hoff, as a Virginia Earthman, are endlessly 
amusing, and so, for that matter, are Philip 
Coolidge, Sarah Marshall, Conrad Janis. and 
Sibyl Bowan, who give them a hand. Mr. 
Ritchard is responsible for the astute direc: 
tion, (Booth, 45th St, W. CI 6-069. Night 
ly, except Sundays, at 8.40. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays af 2:40.) 

THe WALTZ oF THe Toreabors—Ralph Richardson 
pleasantly occupied as the hero of an Anouilh 
comedy about an aging Don Juan. Directed 
with style and perception by Harold Clurman, 
the play has a generally stimulating cast that 
includes Mildred Natwick, Mericl Forbes, 
and John Stewart. (Coronct, goth St, W 
CI 68870. Nightly, except Sundays. af & 30 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:30.) 

Lone RuNs—THE DIARY OF ANNE FRANK: Frances 
Goodrich’s and Albert Hackett’s dramatiza- 
tion of the record left by a young victim of 
the Nazis. Joseph Schildkraut, Gusti Huber, 
and Dina Doronne appear in it. (Ambassador, 
oth St. W. CO 5-1%s5, Nightly, except 
Mondays, at 8:50. Matinées Saturdays at 
2:40 and Sundays at 3.) .. INHERIT THE WIND: 
A reconstruction of the Scopes evolution 
trial, with Paul Muni and Ed Begley as the 
two celebrated orators. (National, 41st St., 
W. PE 6-8220. Nightly, except Mondays, at 
8:30. Matinées Saturdays and Sundays at 

).. MIDDLE of THe mir: Edward G 
Gena Rowlands, June Walker, 

and Patricia Benoit in Paddy Chavefskys 
play centering on a romance between a fifty 
three-year-old man and a twenty-four-year- 
old girl. (ANTA Theatre, 52nd St, W. CI 
6-6270. Nightly, except Sundays, at £40. 
Matinées Wednesdays and Saturdays at 
2:40.) ..NO TIME FOR SERGEANTS: Ira Levin's 
stage version of Mac Hyman's novel having 
to do with a draftee whose kindness almost 
kills the Air Force. At present, Charles 
Hohman is playing the hillbilly hero, and 
Rex Everhart and Arte Johnson fill sub- 

W. CI 5-5226. 
except Sundays, at 8:40. Matinées 
ays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

MUSICALS 
Bes Ane Rineine—Judy Holliday is an inspira 

tion to us all in this comedy about a fele- 
phone-service answerer who takes her work 
seriously. Betty Comden and Adolph Green 
are responsible for the rather thickly plotted 
book and the generally commendable lyrics, 
and Jule Styne did the score. Sydney Chaplin 
is featured in a cast that inclides Jean Staple- 
ton, Eddie Lawrence, and Dort Clark, (Shu- 
bert, 44th St, W. CI 6-s000. Nightly, except 
Sundays. at §:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Brcaoon—Jo Hurt, Robert Rounseville, and 
Scott McKay in a revival of the Alan Jay 
Lerner-Frederick Loewe musical. (Adelphi 
54th St., E. JU 6-378 Thursday and Friday 
at 8:30; Saturday at 2:30 and 8:30, and Sun- 
day at 2:30 and 7.30. Closes Sunday, May 5.) 

Happy Huntine—Ethel Merman cutting loose 
with her accustomed gusto in a fairly feeble 
‘musical about a lady who wants her daughter 
to follow in the footsteps of Grace Kelly, 
The back 1s by Howard Lindsay and Russel 
Crouse, the songs are by Harold Karr and 
Matt Dubey, and Fernando Lamas is visible 

  

  

    

   

      

      

     
  

  

         
Miss Merman's fellow-principal  (Ma- 

jestic, 44th St, W. CI 6-0730. Nightly, ex- 
cept Sundays, at #20. Matinees Wednesdays 
and Saturdays at +20) 

Li'e Asner—L{ you are an admirer of Al Capps 
comic-strip hero and his playmates, the 
chances are that you will enjoy this apparent- 
ly quite faithful reproduction of their carry- 
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museum prints that make an art of looking 

fresh and fashion-right. Original designs by the 

famous artists, D. D. and Leslie Tillet—in breeze-cool 

Haberdasher cottons. 8 to 16. Each, 25.95. 

      
    

     

Left: the new, low plunge-back above a skirt with a graceful 
fall of pleats. In an abstract print, predominately pink or blue. 

eck or Right: the wide, wide skirt, beautifully controlled by deep, deep pleats, 
belted in burlap. Blue overprinted with green, or tomato with khaki. 
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ings-on. The stage version is the work of 
Norman Panama and Melvin Frank; Johnny 
Mercer and Gene de Paul wrote the lyrics 
and music; and Peter Palmer and Edith 
Adams head the cast. (St. James, 44th St. 
W. LA 4-4664. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8:30. Matinces Wednesdays and Saturdays 
at 2:30.) 

e Auer—Although Eartha Kitt is an 
icing Mehitabel and Eddie Bracken a 

reasonably entertaining Archie, this adapta- 
tion of the adventures of Don Marquis's 
wayward cat and literary cockroach doesn't 
add up to much as a musical comedy. The 
book is the work of Joe Darion and Mel 
Brooks, and_the former is responsible for 
the Iyfics. The music was composed by 
George Kleinsinger, the dances have been ar- 
ranged by Rod Alexander, and the costumes 
and sets designed by Motley and Eldon Elder, 
respectively. (Broadway Theatre, Broadway 
at 53rd St. CI 7-7002. Nightly, except Sun- 
days, at 8:30. Matinées Wednesdays and 
Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Zigcreto Fouues—This revue has the services 
of Beatrice Lillie and Billy De Wolfe, a pair 
of superb comedians, but the book affords 
little more than you might get from the comic 
section of the News. Harold Lang, Helen 
Wood, Jane Morgan, Micki Marlo, and Carol 
Lawrence also participate. (Winter Garden, 
Broadway at soth St. CI s-4878. Nightly, 
except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinees Wednes 
days and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

Lowe Runs—oawmN yankees: Gretchen Wyler plays 
a demon, Howard Caine her employer, and 
Stephen Douglass her earth-hound suitor in 
this musical derived irom the novel “The 
Year the Yankees Lost the Pennant.” (46th 
Street Theatre, 46th St, W. CI G-4271. 
Moves on Tuesday, May 7, to the Adelphi, 
sath St, E, JU 6-378; Nightly, except 
Sundays and Monday, May 6, at 8:30. Mat- 
inces Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

THE Most HAPPY Fela: Frank Locsscr 
Wrote the music and the lyrics and adapted 
the book for this operatic treatment of Sid- 
ney Howard's “They Knew What They 
Wanted.” Robert Weede (Richard Torigi 
substitutes for him at the matinee perform 
ances), Jo Sullivan, Art Lund, and Susan 
Johnson head the cast. (Imperial, 45th St. 
W. CO s-2arz. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8:30. Maines Wednesdays and Satur- 
days at 2:30.)... MY FAIR Laov: Rex Harrison 
and Julie Andrews in an adaptation of Shaw's 
“Pygmalion.” The cast also includes Stanley 
Holloway, Viola Roache, and Robert Coote. 
(Mark Hellinger, sist St, W. PL 7-7064. 
Nightly, except Sundays, at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2:30.) 

    

    

   

  

  

    

  

  

OPENINGS 
(There are often last-minute changes in dates 
and curtain times. so it is a good idea to verify 
them before starting out.) 
A Moon ror THe Missesorren—Eugene O'Neill's 

play, with Wendy Hiller, Franchot Tone, and 
Cyril Cusack. Produced by Carmen Capalbo 
and Stanley Chase, and directed by Mr. 
Capalbo. Opens Thursday, May 2. (Bijou, 
45th St, W. JU 6-5442." Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8:15; opening-night curtain at 7. 
Matinées" Wediesdays and Saturdays. at 
2s. 

Te Greatest Man Auvel—Dennis King in a play 
by Tony Webster. Staged by Elliot! Nugent 
and presented by Frederick Fox, in associa 
tion with Mr. Nugent and John Gerstad. 
Opens Wednesday, May 8. (Ethel Barry. 
more, 47th St, W' CI G-0300. Nightly, e 
cept Sundays, at 8:40; opening-night curtain 
28, Matinées Wedicadays and Saterdays at 
2:40 

  

  

OFF BROADWAY 
(Confirmation of dates, curtain times, and casts 
is generally advisable.) 
New York City Center Licut Opera Company— 

“South Pacific,” with Mindy Carson, Robert 
Wright, and Juanita Hall, is the fourth in 
this season’s series of five musicals. (City 
Center, 131 W. 55th St. CI 6-880. Nightly, 
except Mondays, at 8:30, Matinees Saturdays 
and Sundays at 2:30. Closes Sunday, May 

  

  

12.) 
Amato Opera Tueatre—Friday through Sunday, 

May 3-5: “The Magic Flute,” in English... . 

  

© Starting Friday, May ro: “Faust.” (Amato   

STATUES OF CENTRAL PARK 

Ludwig van Beethoven 

. . 

Opera Theatre, 150 Bleecker St. GR 7-2844. 
Fridays through Sundays at 8:15. Admission 
is free, but seats should be reserved in ad- 
vance.) 

Cherny Lane Theare—Sean O'Casey’s comedy 
“Purple Dust,” with Harry Bannister, Alvin 
Epstein, and Paul Shyre. (Cherry Lane 
Theatre, 38 Commerce St. CH 2-4468, Tues- 
days through Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 
6:40 and 9:40; and Sundays at 2:40 and 
8:40.) 

Circle In THE Squae—Leo Penn and Farrell 
Pelly in a revival of Eugene O'Neill's “The 
Tceman Cometh,” directed by José Quintero. 
(Circle in the Square, 5 Sheridan Si. OR 5- 
9437. Nightly, except Mondays, at 7:30.) 

Downtown Treatae—The first New York show- 
ing of George Bernard Shaw’s “In Good 
King Charles's Golden Days.” (Downtown 
Theatre, 85 E. 4th St. GR 3-4412. Tuesdays 
through’ Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7:30 
and 10:30; and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40.) 

Jan Hus House—Louis Gossett heads the cast 
(Josh White, Jr., takes over for him on Sun- 
day afternoons) 'in a revival of Louis Peter- 
son's “Take 2 Giant Step.” (Jan Hus House, 
351 E. 74th St. LY 6-8047. Tuesdays through 
Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 5:30 and 0:15; 
and Sundays at 2:40 and 8:40. Closes Sun: 
day. May 19.) 

PHOENIX THEATRE: 

  

   

    

      

except Mondays, at 8:30. Matinées Saturdays 
and Sundays at 2:30. 

SHAKESPEAREWRIGHTS—P resenting the American 
Savoyards in a Gilbert and Sullivan reper- 
tory. Through Sunday, May 5: “FLM.S. Pina- 
fore”... 4 Tuesday “through Sunday, May 
7-12: “The Pirates of Penzance.” (Shake: 
spearewrights, 264 W. 87th St. SU 7-2277 
Nightly, except Mondays, at 8:40; opening 
night curtain at 7:45. Matinées Saturdays and 
Sundays at 2:40.) 

Tuearre oe Lrs—Kurt Weil's “The Threepenny 
Opera,” with an English libretto by Mare 
Blitzstein. In the cast are Katherine Sergava, 
Gerald Price, and Jane Connell. (Theatre dé 
Lys, 121 Christopher St. WA 48782. Night- 
1y, except Mondays, at 8:30. Matinces Satur- 
days and Sundays at 2:30.) 

Theare East—The Trish Players in three one- 
act plays by J. M. Synge—"In the Shadow of 
the Glen,” “The Tinker’s Wedding,” and 
“Riders to the Sea” (Theatre East, 
E. 6oth St TE 8-8030. Tuesdays through 
Fridays at 8:40; Saturdays at 7:30 and 10:30; 
and Sundays af 2:30 and 8:40.) 

BALLET 
Batter Russe oe More Carto—Final perforin- 

ances of the engagement—Thursday evening, 
May 2: “Giselle,” “Don Quixote: Pas de 
Deux,” and “Schéhérazade.”. . . € Friday eve- 
ning, May 3: “Swan Lake? “Cirque de 
Deux,” and “Coppélia.”.. . 4 Saturday mat- 
inée, May a: “Swan Lake,” “The Nutcrack- 
er,” and “Le Beau Danube.”. .. 9 Saturday 
evening, May 4: “Swan Lake” “Pas de 
Trois,” “Harlequinade,” and “Gaité_Pari- 
sienne” (Metropolitan Opera House. LO s- 
3040. Evenings at 8:30. Matinées at 2:30.) 

MISCELLANY 
The Cincus—The Garden will echo to the 

calliope wheeze and drum roll on Sund: 
May 12. (Madison Square Garden. CO s5- 
6811. Weekdays at 8:30 and Sundays at 7. 
Matinées daily at z....4The doors open 
weekdays at 1 and 7, and Sundays at 1 and 6, 
for those who like to roam around among the 
sideshows and the menagerie in the base- 
ment.) 

  

   
  

          

  

  

   

   

  

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

DINNER, SUPPER, AND DANCING 
Awsassavor, Park Ave. at sist St. (PL s- 

1000)—Tn the Embassy Club, one of the 
stateliest homes of all Park Avenue, Chaun- 
cey Gray's orchestra and a rumba band play 
for dancing after ten. Up to then, the music 
is solely for listening purposes. Closed Sun- 
days. i 

Er Morocco, 154 E. sath St. (EL 5-8760)— 
The headquarters of several extremely active 
mutual-admiration organizations. Charles 
Holden's orchestra and Freddy Alonso's rum- 
ba band vamp until the cameramen are ready 

Piere, Fifth Ave. at 61st St. (TE 8-8000)— 
Jane Morgan, one of the handsomer stage sets 
of the “Ziegfeld Follies,” plays hooky long 
enough to_whipsaw a few undernourished 
quatrains in the Cotillion Room about nine 
and about midnight. Also present are Lucille 
and Eddie Roberts, thought-transferrers 
whose intercom code has never been broken. 
They all go away on Saturday, May 4. The 
room will be shut on Sunday, ‘to reopen on 
Monday, May 6, with Celeste Holm, a woman 
of vast aplomb and good humor, at the wheel 
The_ customers will go on prancing to the 
music of a dandy orchestra led by Joseph 
Sudy and to Alan Logan's rumba band. . 
@ There's dancing in the Café Pierre from 
cocktails through supper to a small‘orchestra, 
which is generally Stanley Worth’s. 

Puaza, Fifth Ave. at s8th St (PL o-3000)— 
The Persian Room's dinner and supper bill of 
fare includes Margarita Sierra, who has gone 
to the trouble of learning her trade (Latin 
cantatas, with and without castanets) thor- 
oughly before appearing in public. Her re- 
citals are surrounded by the music of Ted 
Straeter’s combined orchestra and glee club 
and Mark Monte’s smaller unit of bandsmen 
Closed Sundays....dA life of luxury and 
case is within grasp at the Rendez-Vous, a 
dining room of long standing, where the dance 
music of Maximilian Bergere and Gunnar
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
Hansen starts at _eight-thirty....9Leo Le- 
Fleur's string orchestra plays at the cocktail 
hour in the Palm Court No dancing....9In 
the Edwardian Room, the LeFleur group does 
a reprise at the dinner hour. No dancing. 

Roosever, Madison Ave at asth St. (MU 6- 
9200)—To keep peace in a family playroom 
like the Grill, the music of Sammy Kaye's 
dance band sometimes sounds quite Perry 
Como, but once in a while it breaks into uri- 
mistakable Dixie. Tee-off time is seven. 
Closed Sundays 

st. Reais, Fifth Ave. at ssth St (PL 3-4500)— 
The Maisonette, a club where punctiliousness 
is the order of the evening, is presenting 
Julie Wilson, a fine, upstanding girl who has 
the saving grace of never taking herself or 
her den-of iniquity ballads too seriously. 
She's around at dinner and supper. Waltzing 
by the guests is encouraged the rest of the 
time by the small bands of Milt Shaw and Ray 
Bari. Closed Sundays 

Savor-Puaza, Fifth Ave. at soth St (EL s- 
2600)—Every day of the week in the Cae 
Lounge. from cocktails to dinner and supper, 
Irving Conn’s orchestra takes care of any- 
one in a mood for motion. 

Staten, Seventh Ave. at 33rd St (PE 6- 
5000)—In the ample Caf¢ Rouge, Jimmy 
Dorsey's orchestra, right now operating with- 
out Mr. D. on the throne. makes well-educat- 
ed dance music off and on all evening. Closed 
Sundays 

Wacoore-Astonia, Park Ave. at 4oth St (E 
3000)—Juliette Greco, who (despite her 
Solemn raiment and demeanor) looks far too 
young to die, declaims her final chanson de 
malhewr in the Empire Room on Saturday, 
May 4. On Monday May 6, Johnnie Ray, 
evangelist, cakewalker. and Singing fool, 
will take charge. Emil Coleman's orchestra 
and Mischa Borr's band will stick to their 
guns. Closed Sundays... 41In an 
the voluminous Peacock Alley, Joz 
boys and Bernie Leighton’s trio plunk down 
music for listening from cocktails to cight- 
thirty, and for dancing from cight-thirty until 
one. On Sundays, from cight to twelve, Mr. 
Borr's dance band does the rumbling. 

Nore—The Rainbow Room, a cloud consider- 
ably larger than a man's hand, presents 
hushed non-dance tunes and cocktails from 
four-thirty to nine every evening except 
Sunday. The choice seats and the choice view, 
of course, are up near the windows. The 
address is 30 Rockefeller Plaza, the telephone 
CI 6-3800. 

SMALL AND CHEERFUL 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

orake room, 71 E. 56th St. (PL 53-0600): 
A green pasture maintained in spic-and-span 
order by the very best greenkeepers, A quiet 
American named Addison Bailey is at the 
concert grand during cocktails, dinner, and 
supper, except Sundays, when Paul Morse 
drops in. 70 E. z5th St (PL 
35-0425): Outdoor and indoor athletes, tanning 
themselves in the fitful glare of flashlight 
bulbs. The accompaniment is Kurt Maier's 
piano most of the night. Closed Mondays. . 
coLoie's New York, 232 E. 53rd St. (PL o- 
7245): Louis (or Goldie) Hawkins’ combina- 
fiom civic center and canteen, where good 
neighbors gather for an evening's pastime. 
The counterpoint to the chatter is the piano 
of Wayne Sanders (dreamlike) and of the 
owner (chipper). It begins at cocktail time. 
Closed Mondays. . . MoNsicNoRe, 61 E. 55th 
St. (EL 5-2070): One of the most luxurious 
of the Roman holidays, in which it ard to 
tell whether the hero of the evening is the 
chef or the lilting string orchestra of Teo 
Fanidi. The herome, always some soprano 
or other, feels that urge to let go late in the 
evening. Music from dianer right through 

apper. Closed Sundays... asve, t45 E. 35th 
St. (EL 5-0250): The sort of tiny conver- 
sation room that fascinates people Ton whom 
Manhattan encompasses the universe. Don 
Carey’s nostalgic piano is the prime mover 
at cocktails and dinner; later, he i: joined 
by Don Evans, whose drawing-room piano 
far transcends the usual parlor tricks, and, 
still later, by Jo Hurt who is part skylark 
and part girl spirit of mischief. Miss Hurt 
and Mr. Carey are off Sundays: Mr. Evans 
is off Mondays. ARBERRY ROOM, 10 E. 52nd 

  

      

    

    

  

    

  

  

  

    
    

    

    

    

  

SeMseTeWeTeFeg 

2 3 4 

S 6 7 8 9 10 n 

St. (PL 3-5800): From mine to one, in an 
amphitheatre of some elegance, Renato Ros- 
sins guitar speaks fondly of love. The more 
impetuous passages occur after eleven. Closed 
Sundays. . . . GATseY's, 83 First Ave, at 4oth 
St. (PL 5-1067): You'll spend the first hour 
trying to higure out how they got all that nine- 
teen-twentics décor into one small room; after 
that, you'll probably listen to the sedate piano 
and Songs of Maxine Thomas, who is here 
during dinner and supper every night except 
Sunday and Monday, when Sanford Gold is 
the pianist. ... wevtiN, 40 E. sath St. (PL 3- 
4907): The hands of Cy Walter, professor 
emeritus of the Steinway, are as light-fin- 
gered as ever, his portfolio as selective, He's 
around from Six to cight and again from ten 
to one or even later, Closed Sundays. ... et 
cHico, 80 Grove St, at Sheridan Sq. (CH 2- 
4646): Possibly the oldest, and certainly one 
of the happiest, of the Spanish settlements on 
this continent. The inhabitants hew faithfully 
to the line of their ancient customs, principal- 
ly singing and dancing, Closed Sundays... . 
CHATEAU HENRI IY, 37 E. 64th St. (RE 7-818 
When knighthood was in flower, done in 
glorious Technicolor. The menu is twentieth- 
century, though, and the music of Norbert 
Faconi, an amazingly agile walking, talking 
violinist, is from the Vienna Woods. He is on 
from eight-thirty through supper every night 
but Sunday... err sank, 300 W. soth St 
(CO 5-8056): A commendable effort to bring 
culture to the Far West—an art gallery 
framed on the walls, 1057 interior decora- 
tion, and the piano and crooning of Hubbell 
Pierce, collector of uncollected songs. The 
Lee Evans trio muses while Mr. Pierce takes 
his breathers. The music starts about ten. The 
trio is absent Sundays, Mr. P. Mondays. ... 
casanova, 1528 Second Ave, at 7oth St. (TR 
0-813): Amid the candelabra and lush archi- 
tecture, you'd expect to see a ghostly Bourbon 
or two sampling the French cuisine and the 
Pan-European piano and violin, all of which 
are available every evening but Sunday. . . . te 
Pémcomn cart, Fifth Ave. at soth St. (PL 5- 
0650): It's actually the Sherry-Netherland 
bar, where Steve Weltner, late of the Vene- 
zuelan_ pleasure-dome circuit, is at the piano 
off and on from dinner until after one every 
night but Sunday... cwanoas, 307 E. 7oth 
St. (RH 4-0382); Even the maitre d’holel can 
sing, and well. There's lots of other sound 
track, too, for both listening and dancing, 
Dut never enough to impair the pervading air 
of peace. Closed Mondays. .. . VIENNESE LAN- 
TeRn, 242 E. 7oth St. (RE 4-0044): Music, 
music everywhere, all night long. The best of 
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it is produced by Monica Boyér, who is vocal, 
and by a six-man band in the “Zwei Her. 
zen” tradition. Closed Mondays. .. . wAverLy 
LouncE, To3 Waverly PL (AL 4-0776): In the 
faintly bleak bar of the Hotel Earle, after 
eight every night but Monday, Laurie Brewis 
is reviving the melodies you thought every- 
one but you had forgotten. ... CHAMPAGNE 
caer, 135 Macdougal St (GR 7-9221): 
Harmless antics, largely piano and small talk, 
in an extremely relaxed household. 

BIG AND BRASSY 
copacasaNa, 10 E_ Goth St. (PL 8-000): Sasi- 

‘my Davis, Jr., thoroughly imbued with a rage 
to live, lets off steam, song, and dance ad in- 
Hite in the midst of a monolithic floor 
show. 

  

SUPPER CLUBS 
(No dancing, unless noted.) 

BLut ance, 152 E. 55th St. (PL 3-5008): Orson 
Bean, author of “Martians 1 Have Met” and 
“Shaggy Dogs Are Man’s Best Friend,” is on 
leave from the Harvard School of Applied 
Humor; Dorothy Loudon, tormentor of popti- 
lar and unpopular songs,'is occasionally just 
plain on leave from her senses. On Tuesday, 
May 7, the lady known as Spivy will return 
from a long absence in Europe, probably with 
the same worldly récifatifs that amused the 
avant-garde of another generation of boife- 
trotters. The new-cra Jimmy Lyons trio and 
hie piano of Bart Howard are a perfect 
backdrop for everything. ... 4 In the lounge. 
except Sundays, there's cocktail and din- 

    

   

  

-.. DONWSTAIRS ROOM, Six 
(C1 35-9465): June Ericson, Ceil 
Gerry Matthews, and Jack Fletcher—four 
children who should bé not only seen but heard—are the spokesmen for a small revue 
that is no respecter of persons or anything 
else. Its wicked witticisms were devised by Ronny Graham and Bud McCreery and blend- 
ed by Julius Monk, who knows precisely what 
to do with children, revues, and witticisms, It comes to life around ten-thirty. Stan Keen 
and Gordon Connell are at the plural pianos 
Closed Sundays. . .. UPSTAIRS AT THE DOWNSTAIRS, 
Sixth Ave. at sist St. (CI 5-0465): A fond reminder of the days when Provincetown was 
the summertime Existentialist capital of the United States, and faithful to the prototype 
in décor, mood, and personnel—Julius Monk, 
régisseur of the Downstairs Room, Stella 
Brooks, a diseuse who manages to blend Cleo- 
patra, the Delphic Oracle, Edith Sitwell, and Carrie Nation; Blossom Dearie, whose silky 
voice adds a new dimension to the art of cool singing; and Daphne Hellman, a girl with a harp and heart of gold. Closed Sundays. . .. VILLAGE VANGUARD, 178 Seventh Ave. S., at 11{h 
St. (CH 2-935): Mae Barnes, who cracked 
the sound barrier years before the jet plane was born, is still in full voice and fall cry. There are gentler songs by Lurlean Hunter, until now an ornament only of Chicago night life, and remarks by Charlic Manna that often border on lunacy. The background is the Clarence Williams trio, which has Carl Lynch on guitar. Closed Mondays. ... son som, 40 W. 8th St. (OR 4-0531): Bugs in a rug having more fun than most of us. The most frenzied are Bibi Osterwald, a young woman with a will of iron and a voice of granite; Phil Leeds, into whose little head 
float the damnedest notions; and Tiger 
Haynes and the Three Flamcs, makers. of shattered tone poems. There are, besides, Felicia Sanders, whose love songs sometimes burn ittle hole in any latent complacency, 
and Jimmie Daniels, the establishment's per. ennial man-about-town On Wednesday, May 
8, Sylvia Syms, a blues singer with a don 
tread-on-me manner, takes over from Miss Sanders. Closed Mondays... sYLINE Room, 25 
W, 56th St. (CI 7-1718): Matt Dennis, who 
writes a lot of the nation’s songs, sings and 
plays them as well as anybody possibly, could. 
His trio, to which he contributes fascinating 
free-form piano. gets to work at ten-thirty. 
Sam Hamilton's piano begins at nine-thirty. 

sed Sundays... reo career, 130 E. soth 
St. (PL 5-4718): A smoke-filled room where 
people who get up af the crack of dusk can 
listen to the electrifying nocturnes (voice and 
piano) of Bobby Short, a horn entertainer 
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GOINGS ON ABOUT TOWN 
and a born nighthawk. He and his hot trio 
sleep Sundays. ...ONE FIFTH Avenue, Fifth 
Ave. at 8th St. (SP 7-7000): As always, Bob 
Downey and Harold Fonville are tinkling 
away at the twin pianos when someone else 
isn’t singing or joking. Sundays there are also 
silly old silent movies, and Mondays are ama- 
teur nights. 

MOSTLY FOR MUSIC 
(Open later than most places, and no dancing, 
unless noted.) 
sone conoon's, 47 W. 3rd St. (GR 5-8630): 

Exactly the right kind of music for muskrats 
to ramble to is being made by Wild Bill 
Davison, Cutty Cushall, Gene Schroeder, 
Bob Wilber, George Wetfling, Leonard Gas: 
kin, and Mr. Condon, the well-known guitar 
and ringside-table jockey. Between sets, Cliff 
Jackson keeps the piano as warm as toast. 
Tuesdays, which are visiting days, are often 
real hurricanes. Closed Sundays. |. THE eu- 
sens, 161 E. sqth St. (PL 03228): On the 
podium of thid occasionally rumbustious pic- 
nic ground are the trios of Don Shirley and 
Charley Beal, which start at nine. The Beals 
will be replaced on Monday, May 6, by the 
Johnny Costa threesome. There is also cock- 
tail and dinner piano every day; on Sunday 
nights guest musicians hold the fort. . 
nick's, Seventh Ave. S. at toth St. (CH 2. 
6683): Billy Maxted’s band is going on about 
how it's finer to be in Carolina. Jam sessions 
on Sunday afternoons. Closed Mondays. . . 
Jimmy rvan's, 53 W. 52nd St. (EL 5-0600) 
Sidney de Paris is minding the candy store 
while his brother Wilbur is on tour, and Vic 
Dickenson, Eddic Gibbs, Cecil Scott, and 
Herbie Nichols are helping him out. Don 
Frye is the intermission pianist. The chan 
in personnel means no change in the music. 
which is true to first American principles 
Closed Sundays; jam sessions Monday nights. 
..He composer, 68 W. s8th St. (PL o- 
6683): You'd be wise to skip the non listeners 
at the rain-forest bar and join the listeners in 
the hack room, where Billy Taylor, pianist, 
runs riot through a maze of beautifully and 
sometimes wittily conceived figures. His trio 
and the trio of Eddic Costa, a progressive 
pianist given to understatement, open fire 
around nine. The Costas hide out on Sunday, 
and the Taylors on Monday. On Thursday, 
May o, the Jimmy Smith trio will succeed the 
Costa group. Johnny Mehegan, the eminent 
Juilliard pedagogue, and his thoughtful piano 
études are on tap from six to around nine 
every evening but Saturday, when he's awa; 
Sundays and Mondays, he's there all night. . 
BIRDLAND, 1678 Broadway, at sznd St. (JU 6. 
7333): The place that has launched a thousand 

mers has now installed Herb Pomeroy's 
orchestra in the catapult. The quintet called 
Les Modes are only slightly older comers. 
Mondays are guest nights. . .. HICKORY HOUSE, 
144 W. 52nd St. (CI 7-0524): The triad led 
by Bobby Scott, a piano modernist of vim, 
vigor, and virtuosity, occupies the dais in the 
center of the oval bar. It opens fire at ten 
every evening but Monday, its day of res 
THe PLAYROOM, 130 W. 58th St. (CI 5-7878): 
Cy Coleman and his trio, forerunners of the 
future, bounce around in their new niche— 
ane just big enough for a few kindred souls, 
They let the cat out of the bag at nine. Closed 
Sundays... MeTRoPOLE, Seventh Ave. at 48th 
St. (JU 6-2278): If you're able fo make 
ourself heard in here, you belong up on the 
baclk.bar with Tony Parénti, Marty Napoleon, 
Ken Kersey, Red Allen, Sol Yaged, Bustct 
Bailey, Cozy Cole, and Claude Hopkins, who 
sound off in the course of a staggering day 
that starts at 3:30 rw. It starts even earlicr, 
at 1:30 pw. Saturdays and Sundays, when 
Coleman Hav kins, Charlie Shavers, Roy Eld- 
ridge, Pee Wee Erwin, Zutty Singleton, and 
Russell Moore join forces with the Messrs. 
Parenti and Napoleon. ... CENTRAL PLAZA, 111 
Second Ave, at 6th St. (AL 4-0800): A 
weekend sand pile for small fry who like 
their_music hot and Southland. On Friday 
and Saturday, May 3-4, it will be inhabited 
by the likes of Tyree Glenn, the Conrad Janis 
Tailgaters, Tony Parenti, Max Kaminsky, 
Gene Sedric. Johnny Windhurst, Willie the 
Lion Smith, Dick Wellstood, Arvell Shaw, 
Art Trappier, and Panama Francis. . .. vor: 
acer room, 353 W. 57th St. (CO s-Giou): 
From nine to one every evening, the all too 
rarely visible Bobby Hackett and his silver 
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cornet revive happy memories in a big open 
space on the second floor of the Henry Hud- 
son Hotel. Among his virtuoso followers, five 
in all, are Ernie Caceres and Dick Cary, The 
intermission pianist is Teddy Roy. Closed 
Sundays. ... CAFE BoMEMIA, 1s Barrow St. 
(CH 3-274): It’s hard to tell who's on first, 
tenoa sax, or drums, but the inside dope is 
that Ronnie Bright's trio is there now and 
that the Jazz Lab quintet puts in on Friday, 
May 3. Jackie Paris, a largely invisible 
singer whose recordings have aroused great 
interest, is supposed to be here May 3 and 4. 
Closed Tuesdays. 

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

GALLERIES 
Carrie Brown—Bottles, goblets, fruit, and 

other objects, in a new set of Sicilian still- 
lifes; through Saturday, May 11. (Viviano, 
az E. 57th St.) 

Donato Carmick—Semiabstract landscapes of 
Spain and Greece. First one-man show in 
New York; through Saturday, May, tr. 
(Barone, 1018 Madison Ave. at 7othi St. 
Weekdays, 11 t0 6.) 

Linn Chaowick—Work by this modern British 
sculptor. First one-man show in New Yark; 
through Saturday, May 11. (Saidenberg, 10 
E. 77th St.) 

Aworé Derain—Drawings never shown before in 
America; through May 25. (Galerie Chalette, 
1100 Madison Ave, at 82nd St. Weekdays, 
10:30 to 6.) 

Max Esnsi—New paintings and sculptures, re- 
vealing interesting changes in his general ap- 
gos through May 17. (Tolas, 123 E. ssth 
St. 

  

   
SHouam  Farser—Large, sensuously colorful 

nudes; through Saturday, May 11. (Salpeter, 
42 E.'s7th St. Weekdays, 11 to 5:30.)   

Fae Fare—Sculptures, mixing Oriental with ab- 
stract influences; through Saturday, May 4. 
(Rosenberg, 20 E. 70th St.) 

Léonon Fini—Paintings, gracefully Surrealist in 
mood; through May 15. (Gallery 75, 30 E. 
75th St.) 

Jonny Frieouaenoer—Etchings by a Paris art- 
ist. First one-man show in New York; 
through May 31. (Weyhe, 794 Lexington 
Ave, at 61st St.) 

Jon Gritto—Paintings, swirlingly Abstract 
Expressionist in manner; through Saturday, 
May 4. (Bertha Schaefer, 32 E. 57th St.) 

SaraH Grito AND ANTONIO FERNANDEZ Muro— 
Non-objective oils by an Argentine couple; 
through Saturday, May 4. (De Aenlle, 50 W. 
53rd St. Daily, noon to 6.) 

Wittiam Groveer—New oils, ranging from the 
playfully satiric to the caustic, plus a series 
of fifty “capriccios” in lithograph; through 
Saturday. May 11. (A.CA.. 63 E. 57th St.) 

Cram Gross—Stone, wood, and bronze sculp- 
tures, freshly baroque in fecling; through 
Saturday. May 4 (Duveen-Graham, 1014 
Madison Ave., at 78th St.) 

  

      

J. M- Hanson—Work by a professor of paint- 
ing at Cornell University; through May 25. 
(Passedoit, 121 E. 57th St.) 

Jon Heuer— Abstract Impressionist land 
scapes of New York and Nova Scotia, and 
portraits, through Saturday, May 11. 
(Kraushaar, 1055 Madison Ave, at Soth St.) 

Anoré Lanskor—A small retrospective (1926- 
56) of paintings by an artist of the contempo- 
tary Paris school; through Saturday, May 4. 
(Fine Arts Associates, 41 E. 57th St.) 

Giacomo Manzi—Bronzes, bas-reliefs, and 
drawings. First one-man show in New York; 
through May 18. (World House, 087 Madison 
Ave, at 77th SE) 

Cranes E. Marmn—Water colors, casein, and gouaches painted on Monhegan Island; 
through Saturday, May 4. (White, 42 E. 57th 
St. Weekdays, 11 to 5:30.) 

Eu Naoeman—A small memorial show of 
sculptures and drawings in various mediums, plus etchings; through May 18. (Hewitt, 20 E. 65th St.) 

Anmiur Osver—Abstractions derived from na- 
ture; through May 17. (Grand Central Mod- erns, 1018 Madison Ave, ut 7oth St.) 

Jues Pascin ano THE School or Pams—Oils, water colors, and drawings by Pascin (188s. 1030), supplemented by oils by Vlaminck, Duy, Picasso, and others; through May 18. (Perls, 1016 Madison Ave. at 78th St) 
Cantomra Permna—Paintings that mingle ba- roque and Surrealist suggestions, First one- man show in New York; through Saturday, 

May 4. (Crespi, 232 E. 58th St. Weekdays, IT to 5.) 
Luis QuintaniLA—Paintings by this Spanish- 

born artist; through Saturday, May 11. 
(Wildenstein, 10 E. 64th St.) 

WiLuiam RoNaLo— Abstract paintings by a young 
and talented Canadian. First one-man show in New York; through Saturday, May 4. (Kootz, 1018 Madison Ave, at 70th St.) 

Goroon Russet—Oils and drawings. First one- 
man show in New York; through May 18. 
(Durlacher, 11 E. 57th St.) 

Giuseppe SantomAso— Abstract oils and gouaches. 
First one-man show in New York; through 
May 18. (Borgenicht, 1018 Madison Ave., at 
79th St.) 

Jonn Sennnausen—Collages and water colors; 
through May 31. (Zabriskie, 835 Madison 
Ave., at 60th St. Weekdays, noon to 6.) 

Chmis Seuron—Fancifully stylized figure stud- ies and other oils. First one-man show in 
New York; through Saturday, May 11 (Barone, 1018 Madison Ave., at 7oth St 
Weekdays, 11 to 6.) 

Josepw SteraneLi—Large, dramatically colorful 
Abstract Expressionist paintings; through 
Ti May 11. (Poindexter, 21 W. 56th 
St. 

Jack Tworkov—Graceful, colorful abstractions, some reflecting the current trend towards rep: 
resentation; through Saturday, May 4. (Stable, 024 Seventh Ave, at 58th St.) 

Jonn Whorr—New water colors; through Sat- 
urday, May 4. (Milch, 55 E. 57th St.) 

Jean Xceron—Abstract paintings, clean and 
economical in pattern; through Saturday. 
May 1. (Fried, 40 E. 68th St.) 

Amenican Asstaact Ammists—A compact, lively 
exhibition of oils, sculptures, and other 
works; their twenty-first annual. Through 
Saturday, May 11. (The Contemporarics, 002 
Madison Ave., at 77th St.) 

AMERICANS; GROUP SHows—Af the DowNTOWN, 32 
E. sist St: Recent examples by Stuart 
Davis, Georgia O'Keeffe, William Zorach, 
and others; through Saturday, May 4. 
caeenwicH, 71 Washington PL: The gallery 
opening exhibition, consisting of fifty paint- 
ings and sculptures by as many living arti 
ranging from Milton Avery to Will 
Zorach; through May 31. (Weekdays. 1 to 

  

  

   

  

   

     

  

   

   

  

    
6.)...mErzer, 38 W. sth St: Oils by, 
among others, Sigmund Menkes and George 
Constant; through May I8. own, 17 E. 

op, Henry 7th St. Drawings by Tsabel Bi 
oerner, and others; through Saturday, May 

4... NEW YORK CITY’ CENTER GALLERY, 131 W. 
53th St: The May offering contains about 
fifty oils chosen hy Herbert Katzman and 
Louis Bouché; through May 24. (Mondays 
through Fridays, 1 to G.)... weitons, 17 E. 

  

   



   

        

   
   
      
   

  

   
   
   
   
      

  

       

  

  

Non-objective art with an 

object—to decorate your bath 

in vastly original fashion. 

The medium: deep-rich 

Martex terry towels. 

The means: a 

revolutionary decorative 

panel design that never 

repeats itself—is both 

printed and woven in 

fresh new colors kindled 

with golden or silvery 

threads. And the real 

talent appears in 

the completely new look 

of luxury they create. 

About $4. For store 

names, write Martex, 

65 Worth St., N.Y. 18. 
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*This is the oficial Arnel symbol—evidence that this fabric of this new 

GO vi» ARNEL 
Arnel Triacetate is the new Celanese ease-of-care fiber 
that gives you a flying start for the summer. This Arnel and 
cotton shirt teamed with Arnel sharkskin shorts soars high 
and handsome —with no problems, great wearability, and 
very few wrinkles. Laundering couldnt be simpler — just 
pop into the automatic, and use a light hand with the iron. 
And there you are. Arnel-fresh! 
Celanese Corporation of America, New York 16. 

  
Fabric by Cohama—Arnel & cotton “Treasure” and 
“Sailing High” sharkskin. Shirt and Jamaica shorts hy 
Southampton Casuals designed by Liuba Kutchma 
Both in sizes 8 to 16. Shirt about $6. In black and white. 
Shorts about $8. In white only. At Bloomingdale's. New 
York: Jellefl’s, Washington, D. C, Jordan Marsh Co.. 
Boston: The Halle Bros. Co.. Cleveland; Mandel Bros. 
Chicago. Celancse®  Aracl 

ARNEL... A CI loncde CONTEMPORARY FIBER



GOINGS ON 
ABOUT TOWN 

64th St: A set of sculptures by nineteen re- 
cent recipients of Fulbright awards; through 
Saturday, May 4. (Weekdays, noon to 7:30.) 

Awmericans anp Europeans; Group Stow—Oils, 
drawings, and sculptures by such artists as 
Maurice Prendergast, William Glackens, and 
Corot, through May jo. (Davis, 231 E. oth 
St 

Europeans; Group SHows—At he GALERIE HERVE, 
611 Madison Ave., at sth St.: Paintings by 
Viaminck, Utrilio, Lorjou, and others; 
through Aug. 31....sans, is E. s7th S 
Modern paintings and sculptures by twent; 
two artists, from Brancusi to Giacometii; 
through Saturday, May . KNOEDLER, [4 
E. 57th St: A loan exhibition of paintings, 
sculptures, and drawings, primarily of the 
school of Paris, collected by Louise and 
Joseph, Pulitzer, Jr; for the benefit of the 

oge Art Museum of Harvard University. 
Through Saturday, May 4. 

AsstRacT Ast Berore Columesus—Seventy-five 
architectural ornaments, urns, and other ob- 
jects of clay, stone, gold, and jade dating 
from 1500 B.C; through May 31. (Em. 
merich, 18 E. 77th St. Weekdays, 11 to 6.) 

Asmican Arr—A show entitled “Abstract Forms 
in African Art; through June 1. (Segy, 708 
Lexington Ave, at 57th St.) 

Some oF Nex Week's Orennes—ALt the sues 
108 W. s6th St.: Winnie Borne Sherman; 
starting Sunday, May 5. (Opening day, 4 
to & Monday, May 6, from 10 to 8; and daily 
thereafter, 10 t0 6.)... CADAN, 150 E. 78th 
St: Abidine Dino; starting Thursday, May 
5. (Weekdays, 10 to 5:30; Sundays, 3 0 6.) 
... oe aenLLe, 50 W. 53rd St: José Echave; 
Starting Monday, May 6. (Daily, noon to 6.) 
_..oentia scatren, 32 E. syth St: Walter 
Kamys; starting Monday, May 6... . WeLLons, 
17 E. 64th St: Vincent Glinsky; starting 
Monday, May 6. (Weekdays, noon’ to 7:30.) 
+. Group Shows at the ASSOCIATED AMERICAN 
ammists, 712 Fifth Ave, at ssth St; starting 
Monday, May 6 caste, 4 E. 77th Si 
starting Monday, May 6. (Daily, 2 to 6. 
oowntown, 32 E. 51st St; starting Tuesday, 
May 7. xoorz, 1018 Madison Ave. at 7oth 
St; starting Monday, May 6. MibTown, 
E.s7th St; starting Tuesday, May 7. mi 
ss E. spth St; starting Monday, May 6. 
Rosensero, 20 E. 7oth St; starting Monda 
May 6. Sculeruné center, 167 E. 6oth St; 
starting Monday, May 6. (Weekdays, 11 to 
5 and, except Saturdays, & to 10,) STABLE, 024 
Seventh Ave, at séth St; starting Tuesday, 

    

   

  

    
  

  

      
  

  

  

May 7. white, 42 E. 57th St.; starting Tues | 
day, May 7. (Weekdays, 11 to 5:30.) 

MUSEUMS 
Merropouran Museum, Fifth Ave. at 82nd St— 

Some seventy masterpieces of European art 
(by, among others, Titian, Goya, Cézanne, 
van Gogh, and Modigliani), lent by the Sido 
Paulo Museum of Art, in Brazil; through 
June z....9 Sixty-five’ Greek vases (prin- 

  

  

Cipally Attic and ranging in date from the | 
carly sixth to the late fourth century B.C.) 
from the Hearst collection, purchased last fall 
by the Museum....GFrom the Museum's 
collection, sculptures and drawings by 
Auguste Rodin, a set of seventy-three sculp- 
tures by Degas, and works by Maillol, Bran- | 

and others. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; Sun- 
1tos) 

Museum of Mooern Aer, 11 W. 53rd St. 
special exhibitions right now; Just th 
manent collections. (Weekdays, 
days, 1 to 7.) 

  

     

  

  

    

Brookiyn Museu, Eastern Parkway—The nine- | 
teenth biennial international watercolor exh 
bition, featuring Italian and American art- 
ists; through May 26. (Weekdays, 10 to 5; 
Sundays, 1 to 5.) 

Sotomon R. GuccenweM Museum, 7 E. 72nd 
St—The second selection of 1956 Guggen- 
heim Intemational Award candidate paint- 
ings, plus eighteen regional winners and the 
international winner, Ben Nicholson's “Au- 
gust 56 (Val d'Orcia);” through May. 10 
(Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 6; Sun- 
days. noon to 6.) 

Museum oF Paimimve Arr, 15 W., sqth St—A 
museum founded by Nelson A. Rockefeller, 
with some five hundred objects he has gath. 

    
TIFFANY & CO. 

NEW YORK 

GRADUATION 

PRE SENT 

Three beautifully 

designed feminine 

watches, each with 

seventeen jewel 

movement. The cases 

and bracelets in 

fourteen karat gold. 

By Movado. 

Left: Rectangular design 

with eight round 

diamonds, faceted 

crystal, flexible 

bracelet, 595. 

Center: Narrow 

bracelet watch 

with round dial, 225. 

Right: Tapered 

mesh bracelet with faceted 

round crystal, 395. 

Prices include federal tax. 

i
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ered from all over the world (the earliest 
example dates from about 20000 B.C.), sup- 
plemented by gifts from other collectors. Cur- 
rently on view are about sixty items, includ 
ing Stone sculptures, greenstone carvings, 
ivories, wood masks, pottery figures, and gold 
jewelry. (Daily, except Mondays, 1 to 5.) 

Whiter Museum, 22 W. sath St—A retrospec- 
tive exhibition of abstract oils, water colors 
and drawings by Hans Hofmann; through 
June 16. (Daily, 1 to 5) 

MUSIC 
(The box-office number for Carnegie Hall is CT 
7-7460 and for Town Hall JU 2-4536. Other 
box-office numbers are included in the listings.) 

OPERA 
“'PanriLo AND Laurerma''—The Columbia Theatre 

Associates and the Music Department of 
Columbia University presenting a new opera 
by Carlos Chavez, with a libretto by Chester 
Kallman, Howard Shanet is the musical di- 
rector and Bill Butler the stage director. 
(Brander Matthews Theatre. 420 W. 117th 
St. UN s-g000, Ext 2135. Thursday and 
Friday, May o-10, at &:40; Saturday, May 11, 
at 2:40 and 8:40; and Monday through Satur’ 
day, May 13-18, at 8:40.) 

ORCHESTRAS AND CHORUSES 
PHILHARMONIC-STMPHONY—At Carnegie Hall, the 

final performances of the season—Dimitri 
Mitropoulos conducting on Thursday, May 2, 
at 8:45, and Friday, May 3, at 2:30 (both 
with Gregor Piatigorsky, cello). 
Autori conducting on Saturday, May 4, at Bip 1sK8Y 

NDED scoTcH WH 8:43 (with Ray Dudley, piano). . . . € Dimitri 
Mitropoulos conducting on Sunday, May 5 
at 2:30 (with Gregor Piatigorsky, cello); and 
Thursday, May 9, at 8:45; Friday, May 10, 

  

      

  

  

    

  

at 2:30; and Sunday, May 12, at 2:30 (all 
with David Lloyd, tenor; Giorgio Tozzi, bass; 
and the Schola Cantorum). 

Cantata Sincers—Alfred Mann directing a per- 
formance of Bach’s Easter chorale “Christ 
lag in Todesbanden,” as well as settings for 
the same text by other composers. With 
Helen Boatwright and Bethany Beardslee, 
sopranos; Russell Oberlin, countertenor; 
Charles Bressler and Otto Hammer, tenors: 
and Kenneth Smith, bass. (St. Michael's 
Church, Amsterdam Ave. at goth St. Thurs- 
day, May z, at 8:30. For information about 
tickets, call MO 6-6350.) 

Interracial FeLLowsHip CHorus—Harold Aks di- 
recting, with Arabella Hong, soprano; Carol 
Brice, alto; Charles Bressler, tenor; Eugene 
Brice, bass, David Labovitz, piano; and Bron- 
son Ragan, organ. (Carnegie Hall. Sunday, 
May s, at 8:30. For tickets, call DI 4-7200, 
Ext. 56.) 

CotLeciate Chorate—Ralph Hunter directing 
Mendelssohn's “Elijah,” with Mack Harrell, 
baritone, and other soloists. (Town Hal 
‘Tuesday, May 7, at 8.) 

Solo AND CoRAL CANTATAS 8v Franz Tuwoer 
(1414-1667) —Howard Boatwright directing a 
program by the Choir of St. Thomas's Epi 
Copal Church, New Haven, and an instr 
‘mental ensemble of the Yale School of Music, 
with Helen Boatwright, soprano, and other 
soloists. (Grace Rainey Rogers Auditorium, 
Metropolitan Museum, Fifth Ave. at 83rd St. 
TR 90-5512. Tuesday, May 7, at 8:30.) 

Gree CLUB OF THE Fristiniy Sons go Sr. mony 

> : George Mead directing, with William J. 

The lighter...drier...smoother Scotch | Cine ao "nd Pearse 7. Merghes: 
bass. (Town Hall, Friday, May 10, at 8:30.) 

The Coviese Souno—Barbershop to calypso, 
sung by groups from Bowdoin, Brown, Col- 

  

  
      

i gate, Columbia, Connecticut College, Cornell, Compare the superb lightness and dryness of VAT 69. | ate Columba, Connecticut College, Cornell 
You'll be delighted to find that it is Scotch at its smoothest | Dei Hall Friday, May 10, at 8:30.) 

RECITALS 

  

  and lightest. Tonight, enjoy light, dry VAT 69—you owe it | Tear Musaav—Pianc. (Town Hall. Thursday, 
May 2, at 8:30.) 

MISCELLANY 
Cawveso Procrams—The Trinidad Steel Band. 

(Carnegie Recital Hall. Saturdays at 8:40 
and at midnight.) 

Benerir Concemr—Rina Telli, soprano; Thomas 

pda to your taste for Scotch! 

    
Imported by National Distillers Products Co., New York. Blended Scotch Whisky. 86.8 Proof.  



Hayward, tenor; Salvatore Baccaloni, bass; 
‘Aurora Mauro-Cottone, piano; and a harp 
ensemble. For the benefit of Boys Towns of 
Italy. (Carnegie Recital Hall. Sunday, May 
5, at 8:30. For tickets, call PL §-2838.) 

Openas-iN-Brier—Carmen,” the last in a series 
of abbreviated operas to be presented uptown 
by the Amato Opera Theatre. (Town Hall. 
Tuesday, May 7, at 5:30.) 

SPORTS 
BasesaL—AL the poto Grounvs: Giants vs. Cin- 

cinnati, Thursday, May 2, at 1:30; Friday, 
May 3, at 8 and Saturday, May 4, at 2... 
G Giants vs. Chicago, Sunday, May s, at 2, 
and Monday, May 6, at 1:30... 4 Giants vs. 
St. Louis, Tuesday, May 7, at 8, and Wednes- 
day, May §, at 1:30. .... 4 Giants vs. Dodgers, 
Friday, May 10, at §, and Saturday, May 11, 
at 2... essers feo: Dodgers vs, St. Lous, 
Thursday, May 2, at 8, and Saturday, May 4, 
at 2....4U Dodgers vs. Milwaukee, Sunday, 
May 5, at 2, and Monday, May 6, at 8.... 
G Dodgers vs. Cincinnati, Tuesday and 
Wednesday, May 7-8, at 8... . ROOSEVELT STA- 
ow, Jersey City: Dodgers vs. St. Louis, Fri- 
day, May 3. at 8. 

Crew—Blackwell Cup Regatta: Columbia, 
Pennsylvania, and Yale. (Derby, Conn. Sat 
urday, May 4.)...9 Goes Trophy Regatta: 
Cornell, Navy, and Syracuse. (Onondaga 
Lake, Syracuse Saturday, May 4. 
G Compton Cup Regatta: Harvard, M.LT, 
and Princeton. (Cambridge. Saturday, May 
4.). .. 9 Adams Cup Regatta: Harvard, Navy, 
and Pennsylvania. (Philadelphia. Saturday, 
May 11.)...9 Carnegie Cup Regatta: Cor- 
nell, Princeton, and Yale. (Ithaca. Saturday, 
May 11.) 

Gour—Long Island Golf Association Richard- 
son Memorial. (Seawane Harbor Club, Hew- 
lett, LI. Friday through Sunday, May to- 
12.) 

Horse Swows—Sugartown Horse Show. (Mal- 
vern, Pa. Saturday, May 4.)...9 Keswick 
Hunt Club Horse Show. (Keswick, Va. 
Thursday through Saturday, May o-11.) 

Hunt Racine—Virginia Gold Cup Association. 
(Warrenton, Va. Saturday, May 4)... 
Radnor Hunt Club. (Malvern, Pa. Satur- 
day, May 11.) 

Racine—At Jamaica: Weekdays at 1:15; 
through Tuesday, May 28. The Bed 0’ Roses 
Handicap, Saturday, May 4, and the Grey 
Lag Handicap, Saturday, May r1. (Frequent 
trains leave Penn Station for the track Mon- 
days through Fridays between 10:45 and 1, 
and Saturdays between 10:30 and 1:25)... 
Laurer, Md.: Daily at 1:30; through Saturday, 
May 4....GARDEN STATE PARK, Camden, N.J.i 
Weekdays at 2:30, from Saturday, May 4, 
through Saturday, June 1. (A train will leave 
Penn Station at 11:30 and connect with a 
train for the track at North Philadelphia). ... 
CHURCHILL Downs, Louisville, Ky.: The Ken- 
tucky Derby, Saturday, May 4. 

Track—Metropolitan Intercollegiate Track and 
Field Association Outdoor Championships. 
(Downing Stadium, Randalls Island. Satur: 
day, May 4, at 1.) 

Trapsnoonine—Amateur Championships of 
America, sponsored by the New York Athletic 
Club, (Travers Island, Pelham Manor. Fri- 
day, May 10, at o and 1; Saturday, May 11, 
at g; and Sunday, May 12, at 10.) 

Trornine—At Yonkers Raceway: Weekdays at 
8:30; through Wednesday, July 31. (Buses to 
the frack from the Mount Vernon station; 
special train from Grand Central at 7.) 

    

  

   
    

    

    

  

      

  

  

  

   

FOR CHILDREN 
Concemr—Final children’s concert of the sea- 

son by the Philharmonic-Symphony, Wilfrid 
Pelletier conducting, with Ruth and Naomi 
Segal, pianos. (Carnegie Hall. CI 7-7460. 
Saturday, May 11, at 11.) 

Havoen Puanerarium, Central Park W_at Stst 
St. (TR 3-1300)—The new show, “The Sun 
in Action,” deals with the power and influence 
of our nearest star. (Mondays at 2 and 3:30; 
Tuesdays through Fridays at 2, 3:30, and 
8:30; and Saturdays and Sundays at 1, 2, 3, 
4, 5, and 8:30. Extra performances Saturday 
mornings at 11.)...9 Every night, except 
Monday, a half-our conducted tout of the 
Planetarium starts at 8. 

Chitoren's Zoo—An opportunity for city chil- 
dren to learn how to adjust to such barn- 

  

  

  

     

  
  

“THE GREATEST SPORTING GOODS STORE IN THE WORLD® 

  

The Knowing Traveler 

Well-chosen accessories mark the man who knows 
his way about the international airports. He travels 

light and fast, equipped with the indispensables that 

make his way smooth. We have perfected the articles 
he requires and here are some of them. 

  

A&F Changer For instant conver- 
Sion of any foreign currency into 
dollars. Set at the quoted rate of ex- 
change, it converts any amount from 
pennies up to thousands instantly into 
the currency for which it is set. $3.95 

  

A&F Shoulder Hold-ster 
of soft glove leather, our holdster 
holds your passport, travelers’ checks 
and extra cash safely, out-of-sight, 
securely slung under your arm where 
no bulge will shoy. Adjustable to size 

Made 

andisex. 0. UE, sn s0 

Traveling Portfolio Alarm 
Whether for travel or everyday use at 
home, this is the perfect bedside ac- 
cessory. 8-day, 15-jewel imported 
Swiss movement in fine pigskin leath- 
er case. 3-initial stamping if you wish. 
2%" Dial. $45.00 3” Dial. $49.50 
Tax included. 

   ££ ” 

Durabilt Continental Travel Iron 
This 1% lb. iron, with 115-230 volt 
switch adapts it for any foreign or 
domestic current. Big 22 square inch 
ironing surface with snaplock handle 
that folds to 2” high for packing, For- 
cign adapter plug included. $12.95 

ABERCROMBIE & Fitca 
IN NEW YORK—360 MADISON AVENUE 

IN CHICAGO—VL&A—9 NO. WABASH AVE. 

IIE T= —



  

  

  

  
whether shopping in person or by mail... 

NOW IS THE TIME TO CHOOSE YOUR 

COOL, LIGHTWEIGHT SUMMER CLOTHING 

from our unusual, comprehensive selection 

  

You can avoid the longer waiting time required for 

alterations...and avoid the heat, the rush, the more 

limited choice...by making your selections now from 

what we believe are the most distinctive Summer 

suits in America. Everything from our washable 

town wear suits of Dacron’*-rayon-and-mohair, to 

cool, lightweight tropical worsteds...including cot- 

tons, silks, and our new Irish linen-and-Dacron suits 

...all made exclusively for us in our styles. 

Suits, from $28.75 + Odd Jackets, from $21.50 

Swatches, descriptions and order form upon request. 

“Du Ponts fiber 

ESTABLISHED 1818 

rocks sitters; 
CGCLOTHING 
Bens Furnishings, Hats Shoes 

346 MADISON AVENUE, COR. 44TH ST., NEW YORK 17, N. Y. 
111 BROADWAY, NEW YORK 6, N. Y. 

BOSTON * CHICAGO * LOS ANGELES + SAN FRANCISCO 
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yard pets as lambs, ducks, rabbits, geese, 
and piglets. (Bronx Zoo. Open, weather 
permitting, weekdays 10:30 to 4:30 and Sun- 
days 10:30 to 5. Adults are admitted only if 
accompanied by a child.) 

Movies—Cartoons and, sometimes, feature pic- 
tures. (Trans-Lux Ssth Street Theatre, 
Madison Ave at Ssth St. BU 8-3180. Satur- 
days at 11.) 

OTHER EVENTS 
Uniren Namions—Visitors may attend sessions of 

the Trusteeship Council (which is tentatively 
scheduled to adjourn Friday, May 3), periodic 
‘meetings of the Security Council, and regular 
sessions of various commissions and commit- 
tees. A limited number of tickets are avail- 
able, 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 cach meeting. Meetings usually 
convene at 10:30 or 17 and at 2, 2:30, or 3, 
Mondays through Fridays. (General Asser: 
bly Building, First Ave, at 4sth St)... 
CHour-long tours leave the lobby of the 
General Assembly Building every ten min- 
utes or so from ¢ to around 4:30 daily. 

Garoens—Some of the city’s private gardens 
and penthouse terraces will be opened to the 
public oy Tuesday, May 7, and Tuesday, 
May 14, from 2:30 to 6, in a benefit exhibition 
arranged by the City Gardens Club, The gar- 
dens on display on May 7 will be those of 
Princess Artchil Gourielli, 625 Park Ave. 
Mr. and Mrs. Leroy Wagstaff, 206 E. 62nd 
St; Mr. and Mrs. Edwin Harris, Jr., 232 
E. 68th St; Mrs. Walter White, 242 E. 65th 
St; Mr. and Mrs. A. Ronald Tree, 123 E. 
70th St; and Mr. and Mrs, Alexander M. 
Arnstein, 1070 Park Ave. (For information 
about tickets, call TR o-0173 Monda 
through Fridays, to to 1 and 2 to 4.) 

Cunnier # Ives Exmsi—Some three hundred and 
fifty lithographs representing the varied out- 
put of the firm. Among the prints are such 
familiar subjects as country and farm life, 
clipper ships, trotting and race horses, and 
Mississippi River scenes. (Museum of the 
City of New York, Fifth Ave. at 104th St 
Tuesdays through Saturdays, 10 to 5; Sun- 
days, 1 t0 5.) 

Aucrions—At the Parke-Bernet Galleries, 080 
Madison Ave,, at 76th St. (Exhibition hours: 
Tuesdays, 10 to 8, and Wednesdays through 
Saturdays, 10 to 5)—Thursday, May 2, at 
vs: Egyptian, Greek, and Roman antiqui- 
ties, as well as Gothic and Renaissance furni- 
ture, sculptures, paintings, and objects of art. The property of Mrs. Chatles E. Crawley and 
others. .. G Friday and Saturday, May 3-4, 

Georgian and Regency furniture and 
decorations, Chelsea and other English porce- 
Iains, a small group of paintings, silver, 
Oriental rugs, and Chinese art; owned by Mrs. Margot A. Holmes and others. ... 

Tuesday and Wednesday, May 7-8, at 1:45 
Part 1 of the late Forest G. Sweet collection 
of historical autograph letters and documents. 
.. 0 Wednesday, May 8, at 8: Primitives and 
Old Masters by such arfists as Scorel, Rom- 
ney, and Raeburn, together with nineteenth- 
century and moder paintings, belonging to 
Walter P. Chrysler, [r., and others. Exhibi. 
tion starts Saturday, May 4. 

Museum oF Mooern Ant Fi Lissary—Through 
May 4: “Outward Bound” (1030), with 
Douglas Fairbanks, Jr... 9 May 5-8: “Juno 
and the Paycock” (1030), directed by Alfred 
Hitchcock. (Showings at 3 and 3:30. A 
limited number of reservations are available, 
but only to those applying for them in person 
at the Museum, 11 W. 53rd, after 11 on the 
day of the showing or, if it is a Sunday, 
after 1.) 

COMING EVENTS 
(A calendar for readers 
ahead.) 

AUTOMOBILE RACING—AL THOMPSON RACEWAY, 
Thompson, Conn: May 26... . INDIANAPOLIS 
spEcowaY: May 30... Lie rock, Conn.: June 
o. 

Baseeatt—oiants—At the Polo Grounds: May 

  

   

  

   

  

  

  

    

     

  

  vho plan a month or so 

 



12, May 28-30, June 4-9, aud June 11-15 
vankees—At Yankee Stadium: May 14-15, 
May 17-22, May 24-26, and May 31-June 2. 
...Doncens At Ebbets Field: May" 24-26, 
June 4, June 6-0, and June 11-15... 9 At 

  

  

Roosevelt Stadium, Jersey City: Jane 5 and 
June ro. 
   tern Association of Rowing Colleges 

onship Regatta. (Princeton. May 18.) 
Vale-Harvard Regatta. (New London 

June 15.) 
Doc SHows— Ladies Kennel Association of 

ica, (Garden City, LI May 18.) .. 
and Essex Kennel Club. (Madison, 

NJ. May 23.)...49 Greenwich Kennel Club, 
(Greenwich, Conn. June 8.) 

Gotr—Long Island Golf Association Open 
Championship. (Woodmere Country Club, 
Woodmere, LI. May 21-22.)...4 Palm 
Beach Golf Championship. (Wykagyl Coun- 
try Club, New Rochelle. May 3o-June 2.)... 
Sectional qualifying rounds for the 
U.S.G.A. Open Championship. (Wheatley 
Hills Golf Club, East Williston, L. 
Baltusrol Golf Club, Springfield, N.J.; Rock 
Spring Club, West Grange, N. 
olis Country Club and Knofl 
Club, White Plains. June 3.)...4 Uni 
States Seniors’ Golf Association Champion- 
ship. (Apawamis Club, Rye. June 4-7.).. 
QU.S.G.A. Open Championship. (Inverness 
Club, Toledo, Ohio June )...4 New 
Jersey State Golf Association Amateur 
Championship. (Hollywood Golf Club, Deal, 
N.J. June 13-16.) 

Horse Swows—Sands Point Horse Show. 
(Port Washington, L.I. May 12.) ...4Dev- 
on Horse Show. (Devon, Pa. May 25-June 
1.) ... 9 Fairfield-Westchester P.H.A. Show. 
(Stamford, Conn. June 2.)...4 Upperville 
Colt and Horse Show. (Uppe a. June 
79.) 

Hunt Racine—Rose Tree Fox Hunting Club 
(Media, Pa. May 18.)...€ Adjacent Hunts 
Racing Association. (Purchase. May 25.) 

Racine—AL pimuico, Baltimore: The Preakness, 
May 18. . .. ELMONT PARK: May 20-Aug. 3 
epsom, England: The Derby, June 5... Mon: 
Mouth park, Oceanport. N.J:: June 11-Aug. 
7: 

Tenwis—Sears Cup Matches, (Baltimore. Md. 
Tentatively June 7-8)...6 Church Cup 
Matches, (Nassau Country Club, Glen Cove. 
LI June 14-15.) 

Track Meers—At Downing Stadium, Randalls 
Island_May 31-June 1: LC.A.AAA. Out- 
door Championships. ... June is: Metro- 
politan’ Association A.A.U. Senior Outdoor 
Championships. 

AL Saratoga Raceway, Saratoga 
June 6-Aug. 24. 

Yacurne—New York Yacht Club Regatta 
(Greenwich. June 8-0.)...9Start of the 
Newport-to-Santander, Spain, race, June 
16 

Music—At carnecie maw (CI 7-7460): Don 
Cossack Chorus and Dancers, May 1z.... 
Town HALL (JU 2-4536): Music for Moderns, 
May 12, 19, and 26. 

Dance Procrams—José Greco and his company 
of Spanish dancers, at the Playhouse, May 
21-Juneg 

Thearre—Productions scheduled to open during 
the next couple of weeks: “New Girl in 
Town,” a musical by George Abbott, based 
on Eugene O'Neill's play “Anna Christie.” 
Gwen Verdon and Thelma Ritter head the 
cast, and the music and lyrics are by Bob 
Merrill. ...€ “The Pajama Game,” with 
Jane Kean, Larry Douglas, and Paul Hart- 
man, the final musical of the New York City 
Center Light Opera Companys current 
season. 

Oren Dares—Armed Forces Day is Saturday, 
May 18....4 New York Antiques Fair, at 
the 71st Régiment Armory, May 19-25. 
9 United Nations Trusteeship Council mee 
ing, May 20-July 12... .9 Memorial Day is 
Thursday, May so... 4 Washington Square 
Outdoor Art. Exhibit, May 30-0me 30... 
4 Commencements: Barnard, Columbia, and 
West Point, June 4; N.Y.U., June 6, An- 
napolis, June 7; Dartmouth and Smith, June 
o; Vasar and Yale, June 10; and Harvard, 
Jime 15... @June’ Garden Show of the 

orticultural Society of New York, at Essex 
House, June 12... Federal estimated in- 
come-tax payments are due Saturday, June 
15, but you can squeeze by on Monday, June 
17. 
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Yesterday's Elegance: 

        

     
    
       

        
     

The touch of a 

master engraver’s 

hand transforms 

these 14k gold 

watches into moiré 

ribbons of subtle 

light. We call it 

Florentine engraving 

because it bears the 

           

  

genius -stamp of Bi
 

      
    

     

    16th century artisans. 

Beneath the glittering 

dials beat strong, R
E
 

    

        

      
     

17-jewel movements 

by Movado, Swiss 

wizards of watch- 

making. Accuracy, 

dependability and 

breathtaking beauty 

«..what more could [
T
T
L
 

DR
 

da
d!
 

   

   

one ask of a watch? ol
 

Round case with tapered bracelet $360 

Square case with straight bracelet $350 

Cushion case with tapered bracelet $368 

Square case with straight bracelet and diamonds $495 

  

Actual size Federal tax included 
Write or Phone Jean Tree PL 7-8100 

BLACK STARR-GORIAM 
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Arounp THE WORLD In 80 Davs—A big, splashy, 

funny adaptation of the Jules Verne fanta: 
The film has a huge cast, headed by David 
Niven and the Mexican comedian Cantinflas, 
all of whom are fine. As for the scenic effects, 
they're tremendous. (Rivoli, B'way at oth, 
CI 71635. Nightly at 8:30. Matinées 
Wednesdays, Saturdays, and Sundays at 

30. Extra performances Saturday morn- 
ings at 10:30. Reserved seats only.) 

Bagy Doui—Elia Kazan's interpretation of tl 
work by Tennessee Williams is highly di- 
verting, and the actors, led by Carroll Baker, 
Eli Wallach, and Karl Malden, are con- 
sistently effective. (Trans-Lux 8sth St., 
Madison at 85th, BU 8-3180; through May 6, 
tentative. ... € Art, 36 E. Sth, GR 3-7014; 
starting May 8, tenfative.) 

Funny FAce—Fred Astaire, as a fashion-mag- 
azine photographer, and Audrey Hepburn, 
as his reluctant model who aspires to be a 
heavy intellectual, make a genial team in 
this ‘musical, and Kay Thompson, as Mr. 
Astaire’s editor, adds some comic touches. 
Best of all are the views of Paris, where 
most of the action takes place. (Music 
Hall, 6th Ave. at soth, CI 6-4600.) 

Tre Goto of Nartes—Four stimulating episodes 
in the lives of some beguiling residents of 
southern Italy. Directed by Vittorio De Sica, 
who figures as an actor in one of the 
stanzas, this Italian film also includes in its 
admirable_cast Sophia Loren, Totd, Paolo 
Stoppa, Silvana Mangano, and Pasquale 
Cennamo. (Paris, 4 W. 58th, MU 8-0134.) 

Tue Grea Man—José Ferrer as an embattled 
radio commentator assigned to do a heroic 
obituary of a broadcasting figure who was a 
four-ply heel. The mores of the radio and 
television world get a savage going over, and 
the piece is reasonably entertaining. ' Mr. 
Ferrer bas the support of Keenan Wynn, 
Dean Jagger, and Ed Wynn (Riverside, 
Bway at 06th, MO 3-4530.... 4 Academy 
of Music, 126 E. 14th, GR 32277; RK.O. 
86th St. Lexington at 86th, AT 0-800; 
RK.O. 23rd St., 8th Ave. at 23rd, CH 2 
3440; and Nemo, B'way at rioth, MO 
6.8210; through May s....GRK.O. sSth 
St, ard Ave. at s8th, EL s-3s77; and 
Coliseum, B'way at 18ist, WA 77200; 
through May 7.) 

Lust ror Lire—A splendid color film that reviews 
the carcer of Vincent van Gogh with quite a 
bit of perception. As the Dutch Master, Kirk 
Douglas is estimable, and as Gauguin, An- 
thony Quinn is also right up to the mark. A 
good many of van Gogh's works are exhibited 
in the course of the film, and they are won- 
derful to see. (Plaza, 42 E. 58th, EL 5-3320.) 

The Rack—The trial of an American Army cap- 
tain who, after being captured during the 
Korean War, sells out to the enemy. A 
solid courtroom Alm that deals honestly 
with a very thorny subject. Paul Newman 
is completely convincing as the pitiable 
protagonist. (Lexington, Lexington at Srst, 
PL 3-0336; Loew's 72nd St, 3rd Ave. at 
yond, BU 87222, Orpheum, 3rd Ave. at 
86th, AT o-4607; Sheridan, 7th Ave. at 12th, 
WA 9-2166; Loew's 83rd St., Bway at 83rd. 
TR 7-3100; and Olympia, B'way at 107th, 
UN 5-8128, through May 4.) 

Tre Rainmaker—A confidence man loose in, the 
prairie belt convinces a rather homely maiden 
that she is really a most desirable female. In 

   

    

  

      

    

  

Astor, Bway at 4st] JU 6-2240) 
“The Strange One,” Ben Gazzara. 

Carrror, Bway at sist. (JU 2-5060) 
May 2: 12 ANGRY MEN. 
From May 3: “The Little Hut,” Ava Gard- 

ner, David Niven, Stewart Granger. 

  

Cuirenion, Bway at 44th. (JU 2-1706) 
THE TEN COMMANDMENTS. 

Grose, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-5555) 
“The Living Idol,” Steve Forrest. 

Mareair, 7th Ave. at 47th. (CI 5-080) 
Through May 3: “The Buster Keaton Story,” 

Donald O'Connor, Ann Blyth. 
From May 4: “Dragoon Wells Massacre.” 

Barry Sullivan, Mona Freeman. 

MOTION PICTURES 
FILMS OF MORE THAN ROUTINE INTEREST 

ARE DESCRIBED IN THIS SECTION 

the hands of Burt Lancaster and Katharine 
Hepburn, these characters are quite stimu- 
lating. (8th St. Playhouse, 52 W. 8th, GR 
7-7874; through May 4, tentative. . .. © 68th 
St. Playhouse, 3rd Ave at 68th, RE 4-0302; 
through May 83 

THe Reo BALtoon—In this charming fant 
written, produced, and directed by Albert 
Lamorisse, we follow an adventurous small 
boy as he wanders about Paris, pursued by 
a balloon that has adopted him as its master 
The young one is portrayed by Pascal La- 
morisse, the dircctor’s son, and he makes you 
wish the picture would go'on for longer than 
the half hour it takes to unravel. (Fine Arts, 
130 E. 58th, PL 5-6030.) 

The Sienr Worto—Life underwater, including 
everything from ravenous sharks to giant 
rays, filmed by the cameras of Captain 
Jacquies-Yves Cousteau in the course of his 
Submarine peregrinations. A French film, 
with an English narration. (Gramercy, Lex” 
ington at 23rd, GR 5-1660; through May 7, 
tentative.) 

La Steaa—A topflight Italian film whose di- 
rector, Federico Fellini, demonstrates an 
ability to see the Italian scene steadily and 
whole. The leading actors—Anthony Quinn 
2nd Hichord Basehaet—do well by the en. 
terprise; the only difficulty, in fact, is that 
Giulietta Masina, the heroine, is a rather 
limited actress. (Trans-Lux sand St, Lex- 
ington at sznd, PL 3-2434.) 

The Ten Commanoments—What life might have 
been like in Old Testament times if Cecil 
Blount deMille had been around to expand 
and enliven things. A spectacular piece of 
work, as you might expect, which goes on 
for almost four hours. (Criterion, Bway at 
4ath, JU 2-1706. Mondays through Fridays 
at 2 and 8; Saturdays at 9:30, 2:30, and & 
and Sundays at 2:30 and 8. Reserved seats 
only.) 

12 Ancry Men—A rewarding exposition of the 
workings of the jury system, in the course 
of which the impanelled veniremen cook up 
quite a head of steam while determining the 
fate of an cighteen-year-old youth accused of 
patricide. Among the jurors are Henry Fon- 
da, Lee J. Cobb, and Jack Warden, good ac- 
tors onc and all. (Capitol, B'way at sist, 
JU 2-5060; May 2.) 

We Are Au Muroesers—The case against capital 
punishment is presented dramatically in this 
rench film, which is brilliantly acted by all 

hands, including Marcel Mouloudji, Ray- 
mond Pellegrin, Antoine Balpetre, and 
Julien Verdier. (Beekman, 2nd Ave. at 66th, 
RE 7-2622; starting May §, tentative.) 

Wee Georoie—The story of a youthful weakling 
in Scotland who fakes 2 correspondence 
course in physical culture and winds up as the 
greatest hammer thrower ever seen. A British 
film that moves along amiably and has the 
benefit of some lovely Scottish scenery. Bill 
Travers, Alastair Sim, Norah Gorsen, and 
Paul Young are the principals. (Waverly, 
6th Ave. at 3rd, WA o-8038; and Green: 

  

    

THE BROADWAY AREA 

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

IN THE SECTION ABOVE 

Music Hatt, 6th Ave. at soth. (CT 6-4600) 
FUNNY FACE. 

Paramount, B'way at 43rd. (LO Jiro) 
Through May 7: “Abandon Ship,» Tyrone 

Power, Mai Zetterling. 
From May 8 “The Way to the Gold,” 

Jeffrey Hunter, Sheree North. 
Riou, B'way at goth. (CI 7-1633) 

‘AROUND THE WORLD IN 80 DAYS. 

  

wich, Greenwich Ave. at 12th, WA 90-3350; 
through May 4. ...@ Trans-Lux Colony, 2nd 
Ave. at 7oth, BU 8-0468; starting May 7.) 

REVIVALS 

AnimaL Fam (1054)—An English cartoon film 
derived from George Orwell's acid allegory 
about totalitarian ways. (Gramercy, Lexing- 
ton at 23rd, GR 5-160; starting May 8, ten- 
tative.) 

Carmen Jones (1054) —Oscar Hammerstein's 
way-down-South version of the Bizet opera. 
Dorothy Dandridge and Harry Belafont¢ 
play the lovers. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 53-7014; 
starting May 8, tentative.) 

Canivat IN Fuanoers (1036)—Sly doings in a 
medieval Flemish town. In French, with 
Louis Jouvet, (Baronet, 3rd Ave. at soth, 
EL 5-1663; through May 3, tentative.) 

Cinoeretta (1950)—Disney’s interpretation of 
the fairy tale. (Trans-Lux Colony, znd Ave. 
at 7oth, BU 8-9468; May 5-6.) 

DiasoLioue (1955)—How the wife and the mis- 
tress of a cad join forces to bring about his 
elimination. A French film, with Vera Clou- 
zot, Simone Signoret, and Paul Meurisse. 
(Academy of Music, 126 E. 14th, GR 
53-2277; RK.O. 86th St, Lexington at 86th, 
AT 9-800; RK.O. 23rd St, 8th Ave. at 
23rd, CH 2-3440; and Nemo, B'way at 110th, 
MO 6-8210; May 6-7.) 

Docror in THE House (1955)—Fun and games 
among medical undergraduates. Dirk Bo- 
garde, Kenneth More, Donald Sinden, and 
Donald Houston are the budding medicos in 
this English film. (Art, 36 E. 8th, GR 3-7014; 
through May 7, tentative.) 

In Which We Serve (1942)—Noel Coward's pic- 
ture about a British destroyer. (Thalia, 
B'way at osth, AC 2-3370; starting May 7.) 

Tre Kine Ano | (1056)—Deborah Kerr and Yul 
Brynner in a presentation of the Rodgers 
and Hammerstein musical. (Terrace, oth 
‘Ave. at 231d, CH 2-9280; starting May 8.) 

The Laoy Vanisues (1038) —Hitcheock’s express 
train, with Dame May Whitty, Margaret 
Lockwood, and Paul Lukas aboard. (Thalia, 
B'way at sth, AC 2-3370; May 2.) 

THe Man Who Never Was (1056)—How the 
British, in 1043, floated a corpse onto a 
Spanish beach and deceived the Germans 
about the Allied plan to invade Sicily. An 
English film, with Clifton Webb and Robert 
Flemyng, (Waverly, 6th Ave. at 3rd, WA 
9-8038; May 5-6.) 

Manie ou Port (1051)—A village barmaid helps 
a world-weary big-city fellow out of his 
ennui. A French film, with Jean Gabin. 
(Thalia, B'way at osth, AC 2-3370; starting 
May 7.) 

Te 39 Sters (1035)—More Hitchcock mysti- 
fication, taking in a shooting in a theatre, a 
man hunt in Scotland, and so on. A British 
film, with Madeleine Carroll and Robert 
Donat. (Thalia, Bway at osth, AC 2-3370, 
May 2.) 

Torment (1047)—The machinations of a p 
chopathic teacher who attempts to frustrate 
a juvenile love affair. In Swedish. (Sth St 
Playhouse, sz W. 8th, GR 7-7874; starting 
May 8, tentative.) 

Museum oF Mooesn Art Fim Lisrary—Sce listing 
under “Other Events,” page 14. 

     

    

  

      

Roxy, 7th Ave. at soth. (CI 7-600) 
“Boy on a Dolphin,” Alan Ladd, Clifton 
Webb, Sophia Loren. 

State, Bway at 45th. (JU 2-5070) 
“The Ride Back," Anthony Quinn. 

Victoma, B'way at 46th. (JU 6-0540) 
“The ‘Bachelor Party,” Don Murray, E. G 

Marshall 
‘Warner, B'way at 47th. (CO 5-5711) 

“Seven Wonders of the World,” the third 
Cinerama production. (Mondays through 
Fridays at 2:40 and 8:40, and Saturdays 
and Sundays at 2, 5, and 8:40. Reserved 
seats only.) 

‘Wonto, ES W. 4th. (CI 7-5747) 
“The Devil's General” (in German), Curt 

Jurgens, Marianne Cook. 

  

 



  

EAST SIDE 

Aur, 36 E. 8th. (GR 3-7014) 
Through May 7 (tentative): voctor i THe 

wouse, revival; and “Doctor at Sea,” re- 
vival, Dirk Bogarde, Brigitte Bardot 

From May 8 (tentative): sasv voi; and 
CARMEN JonEs, revival 

Acapemy of Music, 126 E. 15th. (GR 3-2277) 
Through May 's: THE GREAT MAN; and ‘The 

Tattered Dress,” Jeff Chandler, Jeanne 
rai 

  

  

   
    ABOLIGUE (in French), revival; and 

“Rififi,” revival, Jean Servais 
From May &: “Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison,” 

Deborah Kerr. Robert Mitchum; and “Man 
Afraid,” George Nader, Phyllis Thaxter 

Gramercy, Lexington at 23rd. (GR 5-160) 
Through May 7 (tentative): THE SILENT WORLD; 

and “Full of Life.” Judy Holliday, Rich- 
ard Conte 

From May 8 (tentative): ANIMAL FARM, Te- 
vival, and “Albert Schweitzer,” a_docu- 
mentary film narrated by Fredric March 
and Burgess Meredith. 

Lexneron, Lexington at sist. (PL 3-0336) 
Through May 4: THE RACK: and “Ten Thou- 

sand Bedrooms,” Dean Martin, Anna 
Maria Alberghetti. 

May 5-7: “The Big Boodle,” Errol Flynn; 
and “The Big Caper,” Rory Calhoun. 

From May &: “The Vintage," Pier Angeli, 
Mel Ferrer; and “Revolt at Fort Laramie,” 
John Dehner. 

Trans-Lux52noSt., Lexingtonat s2nd. (PL3-2434) 
La strapa (in Italian). 

Surrow, 3rd Ave at syth. (PL 9-1411) . 
“Reach for the Sky,” Kenneth More, Muriel 

Pavlow 
RK.O. 58th St., 3rd Ave. at s8th. (EL 5-3577) 

Through May 7: THE GREAT Man: and “The 
Tattered Dréss,” Jeff Chandler, Jeanne 
Crain. 

From May &: “Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison,” 
Deborah Kerr, Robert Mitchum; and “Man 
Afraid,” George Nader, Phyllis Thaxter. 

Fine Aes, 130 E. 58th. (PL 5-6030) i 
THE RED sALLOON (a French film without dia- 

logue); and “The Lost Continent” an 
Italian documentary film on Indonesia and 
Malaya, with an English narration. 

Puaza, 42 E. s8th. (EL 5-3320) 
Lust FoR LIFE. 

Baroner, 3rd Ave. at soth (EL 5-1663) 
Throtigh May § (tentative): CARNIVAL IN FLAN- 

ves (in French), revival, 
From May 6 (tentative): “Under the Roofs 

of Paris” (in French), revival, Albert 
Préjean. 

Beckman, 2nd Ave. at 66th. (RE 7-2622) 
Through May 7 (tentative): “La Sorciére” 

(in French), Marina Viady; and “The Iron 
Petticoat,” Bob Katharine Hepburn. 

From May 8 (tentative /E ARE ALL MURDERERS 
(in French). 

681 ST. PLavHous, 3rd Ave. at 68th. (RE 4-0302) 
Through May §: THE RAINMAKER. 

Logw's 72n0 St., 3rd Ave. at 72nd. (BU 8-7222) 
Through May 4: THE rack; and “Ten Thou- 

sand Bedrooms,” Dean Martin, Anna 
Maria Alberghetti. 

May 5-7: “The Big Boodle,” Errol Flynn; 
and “The Big Caper,” Rory Calhoun 

From May &: “The Vintage,” Pier Angeli, 
Mel Ferrer; and “Revolt at Fort Laramie,” 
John Dehner. 

Trans-Lux Coton, 2nd Ave. at 7oth, (BU 8-0468) 
May 2: “Tears for Simon,” David Farrar, 

David Knight; and * Above Us the Wave: 
John Mills John Gregson, 

May 3-4: “The Incredible Shrinking Ma 
Grant Williams, Randy Stuart; and 
Deadly Mantis” Craig Stevens 

    

   
   

  

  

  

  

      

    

  

   
     

      

  

     

NEIGHBORHOOD 
HOUSES 

Se MeT-WeTsFeS 
  

2 3 4 

  

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

ON THE OPPOSITE PAGE 

May 5-6: cinpereuia, revival; and “Men of 
Sherwood Forest,” Don Taylor 

From May 7: wee Geonoie; and “Trouble in 
the Glen,” revival, Margaret Lockwood. 
Orson Welles. 

‘Teans-Lux 85th St., Madison at 85th. (BU 8-3180) 
Through May 6 (tentative): sAsY ool. 
From May 7: To be announced 

R.K.O. 86m Sr., Lexington at 86th. (AT 0-8000) 
Through May 5: THe GREAT MAN; and “The 

Tattered Dress,” Jeff Chandler, Jeanne 
Crain. 

May 6-7: piAsouigue (in French), revival; and 
“Rififi,” revival, Jean Servais, 

From May 8; “Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison,” 
Deborah Kerr, Robert Mitchum; and “Man 
Afraid,” George Nader, Phyllis Thaxter. 

Oreweum, 31d Ave. at 86th. (AT 9-4607) 
Through May 4: Te rack; and “Ten Thou- 

sand Bedrooms,” Dean Martin, Anna 
Maria Alberghetti. 

May 5-7: “The Big Boodle,” Errol Flynn; 
and “The Big Caper.” Rory Calhoun. 

From May 8: “The Vintage,” Pier Angeli, 
Mel Ferrer; and “Revolt at Fort Laramie, 
John Dehner. 

WEST SIDE 
Waveawy, 6th Ave. at 3rd. (WA o-8038) 

Throvigh May 4: Wee GEORDIE. 
May THE MAN WHO NEVER WAS, revival; and 

“Bus Stop,” revival, Marilyn Monroe, Don 
Murray. 

May “The Ladykillers,” revival, Alec 
inness, Cecil Parker; and “Adorable 

Creatures” (in French), revival, Daniel 
Gelin, Martine Carol. 

811 ST. Puavwouse, 52 W. Sth. (GR 7-7874) 
Through May 4 (tentative): THE RAINMAKER. 
May s-7 (tentative): “Full of Life,” Judy 

Holliday, Richard Conte. 
From May 8 (tentative): torent (in Swed- 

ish), revival; and “Panic” (in French), 
revival, Viviane Romance. 

57H AVE. Cinema, sth Ave. at 12th. (WA 4-8330) 
Through May 8 (tentative): “The Naked 

Eye,” a documentary film on photography, 
narrated by Raymond Massey. 

Suerioan, 7th Ave. at 12th, (WA 0-2166) 
Through May 4: THE Rack; and “Ten Thou- 

sand Bedrooms,” Dean Martin, Anna 
Maria Alberghetti. 

  

   
  

  

  

  

    
    

  

  

  

Mel Ferrer; and “Revolt at Fort Laramie,” 
John Dehner 

Greenwich, Greenwich Ave.at 12th. (WAo-3350) 
Through May 4: wee eoroie; and “Three Sin- 

ners” (in French), revival, Fernandel 
May 5-7: “Tears for Simon,” David Farrar, 

David Knight; and “Above Us the Waves.” 
John Mills, John Gregson. 

From May & “Invitation to the Dance,” 
vival, Gene Kelly, 
and “Svengali,” 
Donald Wolfit. 

  

  

  re- 
Tamara Toumanova, 
val, Hildegarde Neff, 

    
    

R.K.O. 23#0 S., 8th Ave. at 23rd (CH 2-. 
Through May 5: THE GReAT MAN: and 

Tattered Dress.” Jeff Chandler, Jeanne 
Crain. 

May 6-7: piaBoLIQUE (in French), revival; and 
“Rififi,” revival, Jean Servais, 

From May 8: “Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison,” 
Deborah Kerr, Robert Mitchum; and “Man 
Afraid,” George Nader, Phyllis Thaxter. 

Terrace, oth Ave. at 23rd. (CH 2-9280) 
May ‘2: “The Guns of Fort Petticoat,” Audie 

Murphy, Kathryn Grant; and “Hellcats of 

    

  

  

    the Navy,” Ronald Reagan, Nancy Da 
May 3-4: “Green Fire,’ revival, Stewart 

Granger, Grace Kelly; and “The Court 
Jester,” revival, Danny Kaye, Glynis John: 

  

  May 5: “No Place to Hide," David Bria 
Marsha Hunt; and “Fighting Trouble” 
Huntz Hall. 

May 6-7: “The Bed” (in French and Eng- 
ish), revival, Richard Todd, Vittorio De 
Sica; and “House of Pleasure” (in French; 
also known as “Le Plaisir”), revival 
Danielle Darrieux, Simone Simon 

From May 8: tHe 6 AND 1, revival, and 
“Anastasia” Ingrid Bergman, Yul Bryn- 
ner. 

Guns, 33 W. soth. (PL 7-2406) 
Through May 's: “The Young Stranger,” 

James MacArthur, Kim Hunter. 
From May 6: “John and Julie,” Lesley Dud- 

ley, Colin Gibson. 
5511 St. Puaviouse, 154 W. ssth. (JU 6-4500) 

Through May 3: *On the Bowery,” a semi- 
documentary film. 

From May 4: “The Winner's Circle” (in 
French), Jean Cordier, Paul Frankeur, 

Trans-Lux Normanie, 110 W. 57th. (JU 6-4448) 
“If All the Guys in the World” (in French) 

André Valmy. 
Limi Carneste, 146 W. s7th. (CI 6-3454) 
“Nana (in French), Martine Carol, Charles 

Boyer. 
Paws, 4 W. 58th St. (MU 8-0134) 

THE GOLD OF NAPLES (in Italian) 
Logw's 83m St., Bway at 83rd. (TR 7-3100) 

Through May 4: THe mack; and “Ten Thou- 
sand Bedrooms,” Dean Martin, Anna 
Maria Alberghetti. 

From May s: To be announced. 
Tuaua, Bway at sth. (AC 2-3370) 

May 2: THE LADY VANISHES, revival; and THE 39 
al. 
The Snow Was Black” (in 

), Daniel Gelin, Marie Mansart; 
ccrets of the Reef,” revival, a na- 

ture film on marine life. 
From May 7: IN WHICH WE SERVE, revival; and 

MARIE bu PORT (in French), revival. 
Ruversioe, Bway at o6th. (MO 3-4530) 

THE GREAT MAN; and “The Tattered Dress,” Jeff 
Chandler. jeanne Crain. 

Ouveia, B'way at 107th. (UN 5-8128) 
Through May 4: Te rack; and “Ten Thou- 

sand Bedrooms,” Dean Martin, Anna 
Maria Alberghetti. 

From May 5: To be announced. 
Nemo, B'way at 110th. (MO 6-8210) 

Through May s: THE GREAT MAN: and “The 
Tattered Dress,” Jeff Chandler, Jeanne 
Crain. 

May 6-7: 

  

    

   

  

   
    

    

  

  

  

   

  

1ABOLIQUE (in Frene 
“Rififi, val, Jean Servai: 

From May ‘Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison,” 
Deborah Kerr, Robert Mitchum; and Man 
Afraid,” George Nader, Phyllis Thaxter. 

Couseum, B'way at 181st. (WA 7-7200) 
Through Ma; © THE GREAT MAN; and “The 

ss,” Jeff Chandler, Jeanne 

revival; and 
    

   
  From May 8: “Heaven Knows, Mr. Allison,” 

Deborah Kerr, Robert Mitchum; and “Man 
Afraid,” George Nader, Phyllis Thaxter. 
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MAJER You: sons 

Shades of coolness! L 

It’s very coo 
July and —in tropicals 
made of “Da * and worsted. And 

ause they contain “Dacron” poly- 
ester fiber, these fine, lightweight 

lacks hate a wrinkle, love a sharp 
se, keep you looking neat no mat- 

ter what the weather. Tropicals of 

n” and 45% tropical worsted. About $20 at fine stores like John David, New 
Pasadena; Godchaux’s, New Orlea 

“Dacron” and worsted are available 
in many styles and many patterns. 

ar’s new, lighter shades, 
s look just 

rk for 
r fiber, 

d National Clothing Co., Rochester. 

ighter colors in neater tropicals 

DACRON 
REG. U. 5. PAT. OFF. 

QUPIND 
BETTER THINGS FOR BETTER LIVING ...TH  



      A SUMMERTIME THING! 

Leather Industries of America 
411 Fifth Avenue. NY.



The thread of the story is LUREX 

  
LUREX®...IN THE BRILLIANT CONTINENTAL HILTON. Luxuriant, imperishable color! This is the 

impression Lurex creates throughGut Mexico's newest hotel—in fabrics, carpeting. ..even in murals. 

Here the Lurex-woven fabrics are the decor, as created by David T. Williams—linking the ancient arts to 

modern living...enlivening all other fields of design. Lurex, the non-tarnishing metallic yarn made only by 

The Dobeckmun Company, Cleveland 1, Ohio - New York: 350 Fifth Avenue - London - Amsterdam
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Pleasures are ever in our hands or eyes. 

Alexander Pope 

      
Expect to find in Benson & Hedges certain pleasures no 

other cigarette offers. Luxurious flavor, classic in taste. 

Costlier tobaccos, meticulously blended. Cigarette-case 

box, custom-tailored. Filter mouthpiece, recessed so that 

only the flavor touches your lips. 

BENSON & HEDGES - Regular and King Size 

 



  

Superglow Face Powder 
an entirely new concep? of face powder which gives a natural luminosity 

Zo the wearer by reflecting Ught nage instead of absorbing them. 

‘‘Lumium”’ is the new chemical product of our research laboratories which enters into the mixing 

of this amazing face powder and which gives the complexion a new, more intense glow 

designed to make you look younger and more beautiful. 

This powder also comes in solid form in beautiful compacts. 

Germaine Morel



  

THE TALK OF THE TOWN 

Notes and Comment 

N anticipation of the start of what 
is called the Silly Season, the wom- 
en’s page of the World-Telegram 

& Sun carried a big feature on baseball 
recently, for the announced purpose of 
initiating women into the mysteries of 
the game. We guess we had better warn 
the ladies not to expect any help from 

fo a 
The New Yorker's advertising col- 
umns. We ran an ad a couple of weeks 
ago for Schaefer Beer (which sponsors 
the Dodgers) that showed a young lady 
and her escort at a ballpark, each 
clutching a cup of the brew. In the girl’s 
other hand, there was a filled-in score 
card, and you never saw a sillier piece 
of work. According to her card, the 
Dodgers sent only their pitcher to 
the plate in the third inning, and in the 
fourth they gave up their turn at bat 
with two out and a man on second. 

    

Preserve 

\Y! JE published a story in this de- 
partment a while ago about a 

young doe that, apparently bored with 
the rural quiet of the Palisades, swam 
across the Hudson, came ashore at Fort 
Washington Park, routed a couple of 
murderous holdup men there, then dis- 
appeared. She hasn’t been seen since, 
and the chances are that, having had 
enough excitement for one day, she 
simply turned tail and went back to 
New Jersey. In any event, her brief 
presence uptown has led us to look into 
the number and variety of wild crea- 
tures that cither live in New York or 
consider it a fine place to visit. We have 
concluded from our investigation that 
the city limits are, in effect, the limits of 
a densely populated game preserve; in- 

deed, if it were possible to take an accu- 
rate animal census, we might discover 
that there are more mink, muskrats, 
skunks, raccoons, rabbits, squirrels, 
pheasants, foxes, geese, ducks, deer, and 
possum within the five boroughs than 
there are human beings. 

This being the case, it didn’t sur- 
prise us to learn that state game pro- 
tectors are on duty hereabouts, that 
there’s a legal trapping season, and that 
there’s a hunting season for ducks and 
other waterfowl, which has the dis- 
tinction of being legal in the eyes of 
the state but not in the eyes of the city, 
since there’s a local ordinance forbidding 
the use of firearms and other weapons. 
Still, it’s perfectly all right to carry a 
shotgun or other weapon, provided you 
don’t try to conceal it, and a good deal 
of hunting goes on in our outlying 
marshes and woods that the police can’t 
put a stop to unless they happen to wit- 
ness the shooting. The state imposes a 
closed season on deer all the year round, 
but permits an open season all the year 
round on certain animals that it consid- 
ers vermin—for example, foxes, pos- 
sum, weasels, and rats. A man who shot 
a fox in the Yankee Stadium a few 
years ago (the fox had been living in 
a pile of seats under the left-field 
stands) was doing right from the point 
of view of the state and wrong from 
the point of view of the Bronx police, 
but since the fox had proved an un- 
nerving nuisance to baseball fans, the 
law benignly overlooked the incident. 

There are a few resident deer on 
Staten Island, and deer often visit, but 
rarely reside in, the Bronx and Queens. 
Raccoons are a plague in the Riverdale 

  

section of the Bronx, where they lift 
the lids off garbage cans in the course 
of their night's foraging and, some peo- 

ple claim, deliberately set the lids roll- 
ing away down the sidewalks, especially 
in hilly sections. As you might expect, 
the wildlife of Manhattan is nothing 
like as active as that of the other bor- 
oughs; we have a few woodchucks in 
Riverside Park, a few pheasants in 
Inwood Park, some rabbits and lots 
of ducks in Central Park, and innu- 
merable squirrels, muskrats, and just 
plain rats in most other areas. At least 
fifty skunks dwell on and rule Hunter's 
Island and Twin Islands, off Orchard 
Beach, in the Bronx, while Staten Is- 
land is the favorite resort of chipmunks 
and pheasants. Shifting cargo from 
one plane to another, somebody once 
dropped a crate of European hares at 
Idlewild. The crate burst open, the 
hares escaped, and there’s now a goodly 
colony of them in those windy wastes. 
Idlewild is also the haunt of feral dogs, 
which is to say dogs that have reverted 
to a wild state and hunt in packs. There 
are supposed to be about seven such 
packs there, each consisting of six or 
seven dogs of assorted breeds. Théy’re 
known to kill cats, pheasants, and other 
dogs, and the story goes that they like 
nothing better than to come on an isolat- 
ed human being and gobble him up, but 
as far as we can determine, this has 
never happened. 

Wild mink are comparatively rare 
in New York; twelve or fourteen are 
trapped here every year, mostly in 
Queens and Staten Island, and their 
pelts are worth from ten to twenty dol- 
lars apiece. The only local wild animal 
worth bothering about from a financial 
standpoint is the muskrat, and even he 
has been losing ground economically. 
Some twenty-five hundred muskrats are 
trapped here each year, and an un- 
damaged pelt brings a little over a dol- 
lar; fifteen or twenty years ago, many 
thousands of muskrats were trapped 
here annually, and a pelt was worth 
five dollars. Two years ago, Edward 
Verture, a trapper on Staten Island, 

trapped his wife a full-length fur coat 
(seventy-five skins), and last year he
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trapped her a handsome stole (twenty- 
five skins). 

[eo TAL INTELLIGENCE: Robert 
E. Lee Associates, of San Diego, 

have their offices in the U. S. Grant 
Hotel. 

Erudite Georgian 

VER a number of years, we have 
noticed the name Alexandre 

Tarsaidz¢ signed to remarkably schol- 
arly and detailed letters to the Times, 
the Herald Tribune, and other papers, 
correcting and amplifying articles about 
pre-Sovict Russia, and, as often as not, 
stressing acts of friendship between im- 
perial Russia and the United 
States. We recently lunched with 
this writer at a midtown hotel, 
and found him to be a personable 

Georgian with black hair, a trim 
mustache, and a red carnation in his 
buttonhole. We asked him how he had 
got going as a letter writer, and for the 
story of his life. 

“I was born in Tiflis in the carly 
nineteen-hundreds,” he said. “I tell the 
girls Pm thirty-five. I have a library of 
two thousand books on Russia and Rus- 
sian Americana, and I try to be objec- 
tive. I'm apolitical. We Georgians are 
a freedom-loving people and very demo- 
cratic. My father was a famous oculist 
and my mother was a Princess Eristoff. 
Elsa Maxwell, in her autobiography, 
quoted Jean Patou as saying that any 
Georgian who owned three sheep was 
automatically a nobleman, but that isn’t 

so. In the eighteenth century, the King 
of Georgia, Wakhtang the Sixth, of 
the Bagration dynasty, published a code 
of laws limiting princely titles to persons 
having in their possession ‘no fewer than 
two fortresses, a church, and several 
dependent non-titled noblemen.” Geor- 
gian princes were recognized by Russia 
when Georgia joined the Russian Em- 
pire, in 1801. There were only ninety- 
four princely names in Georgiain 1917, 
out of a population of aver two million. 
There are only two hundred and fifty 
Georgians in the United States. We're 
the smallest foreign colony, I think, next 
to the Monegasques—you know, Prin- 
cess Grace. All Georgians are Russian, 
but not all Russians arc Georgian. 
Georgians are Caucasians, Russians are 
Slavs. We have no fat people; we had 
to be strong and wiry to survive the 
many attempts to eradicate us—by the 
Romans, the Persians, the Arabs, the 
Mongols, and the Turks. Georgia was 
overrun by the Romans in the fourth 
century, and Christianity was intro- 

duced around that time. “Tarsaidzé 
means ‘the son of the carly Christian’ in 
Persian. We were subjugated by Persia 
in the fifteenth century. We are kin to 
the Celts and the Basques. We are cav- 
alry people, and once had kilts and bag- 
pipes. We are called Georgians because 
we venerated Saint George. We 
climbed the mountains and ate a lot of 
yogurt and drank red wine, which we 
produced in great quantities. Jason 
went to Colchis, which later became 
the western half of Georgia, to look for 
the Golden Fleece. We call him a 
Georgian admiral. Actually, very few 
Georgians, who arc primarily horse 
people, went into the Navy. Since 
1701, when Peter the Great founded 
the Imperial Naval School, only thirty- 

nine Georgians served in the Rus- 
sian Imperial Navy.” 

“What happened after 
were born?” we asked. 

“I tried to follow in the steps of 
the thirty-nine,” Mr. Tarsaidzé said. 
“As a child, I read Jack London’s sto- 
rics about windjammers going to Alaska 
and the Klondike, so I decided to be- 
come a naval officer, My childhood was 
spent in Tiflis and at a litde country 
estate we had near Gori, fifty milcs 
away. Stalin was born in Gori. My first 
puppy love was the wife of the son of the 
man who owned the shoe factory where 
Stalin’s father worked. Life in Gori 
was feudal; we grew our own tea, baked 
our own bread, and pressed our own 
wine, which we drank or bottled and 
sold. T entered the Imperial Naval 
School, in Petrograd, at fourteen. I tell 
the girls T was two ycars old at the time. 
Well, the 1918 Treaty of Brest Litovsk 
dishanded the Navy before I could 
graduate, so I joined the Iberian Caval- 
ry Regiment. The eastern part of Geor- 
gia used to be called Iberia. Trotsky 
sent the regiment back to Georgia to 
start a revolt. It took me a month, in- 
stead of the usual three days, to get to 
Tiflis—in a boxcar. My train went to 
the Black Sea first. Once the regiment 
arrived in the south, we all deserted. 
We had joined it only to get away from 
the Reds. T knew English, so I signed 
up with Hoover’s American Relief Ad- 
ministration as an interpreter. It was a 
good life until the Reds attacked Tiflis, 
in 1921. T then went to Batum as an 
interpreter with a Georgian naval flotil- 
Ja. The anti-Communist government 
fled, and the American consul put me 
on an American destroyer, the Whip- 
ple, which took me to Constantinople. I 
was a refugee, with one dollar, Iva 
Patcevitch, a Tiflis neighbor and a 
classmate of mine at the Imperial Naval 

School, now president of the Condé 

you 
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Nast Publications, was connected with 
the American Relief Administration in 
Constantinople and gave me a job in 
it. In 1923, when the Allies evacuated 
the city and the Turks came back, I 
beat it again, to America.” 

We asked Mr. Tarsaidzé what he 
did when he got here. 

“Worked as a book-wrapper at Mac- 
millan at thirtcen dollars a week,” he 
said. “The heavy paper cut my hands, 
so I bought some red rubber gloves at 
the five-and-ten. All the staff came to 
watch the crazy Russian in his rubber 
gloves. T was offered a better job, as a 
salesman for books on women’s dis- 
cases, but I said I didn’t know, or want 
to know, anything about women’s dis- 
cases. Presently, at a friend’s sugges- 
tion, I wrote Macy’s for a job, giving 
several grand dukes as references. Jack 
Straus later told me they thought I was 
a madman, but I was taken on the 
training squad, and in 1926 I became 
a buyer of diamond jewelry. TI left in 
1934 to join Prince Matchabelli in the 
perfume business. He died the next year, 
while I was organizing a London office 
for Serge Obolensky to run. Serge and I 
then started Parfums Chevalier Garde, 
of which T was president until 1940, 
when the war cut us off from French 
imports. I sold the company and, after 
Pearl Harbor, worked for Army Intel- 
ligence as a civilian. The Navy had 
rejected me. I eloped in 1941, and 
have been married again since, but I'm 
a bachelor now. In 1949, I became as- 
sistant to Obolensky, who was then 
president of the Sherry-Netherland.” 

Mr. Tarsaidz¢ has also been the 
Hotel Ambassador’s director: of public 
relations and has done free-lance public- 
relations work for the Plaza. In 1955, 
he founded his own public-relations 
firm. He is a member of the Former 
Russian Imperial Naval Officers’ Asso- 
ciation, secretary of the Russian Nobili- 
ty Association, and a member of the 
Georgian Association in the United 
States of America. “The Nobility Asso- 
ciation does a good job unmasking pho- 
nics, who are galore,” he said. “I’ve 
interviewed three self-styled Anastasias 
claiming to be daughters of the Czar. 
One isin Germany and two are in New 
York. I unmasked them all. Pve also 
unmasked any number of soi-disant 
Russian dukes and counts. We help 
needy members and we give certificates 
to Russians with authentic titles. T am 
really the dread of the Russian émigrés; 
I have a 1914 Annual Register of St. 
Petersburg, which gives the number of 
acres owned by the listees and also gives 
the men’s ages. You can often deduce 
the women’s ages, so sometimes I'm not 
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too popular. I also have a 1916 Petro- 
grad telephone book.” 

We asked the ladies’ scourge what 
else he was up to. 

“I write historical articles for the 
Russian press here—Rossiya and No- 
voye Russkoye Slovo, both daily pa- 
pers,” he said. “Right now I’m busy 
showing a documentary film, ‘Emperor 
Nicholas TI,’ which Igor Mestchersky 
and I made. I’ve shown 
it at the Ambassador, 
at Palm Beach, and at 
Vassar, and in clubs 
along Avenue A, and to 
Russian organizations 
in Brooklyn and Pas- 
saic. It has shots of the 
Czar walking right with 
the people. His succes- 
sors have never dared 
do that. Historically 
considered, Russia was 
more democratic than 
many people think, Tn- 
dividuals were ennobled 
for achievement. After 
commanding an Army 
that defeated the Swedes 
at Kalisz, in 1706, 
General Aleksandr 
Menshikov, the son of a 
stableboy, was elevated 
to the rank of prince 
by Peter the Great.” 

Mr. Tarsaidzé pro- 
duced a letter of his in 
the Times that expati- 
ated on this, and then 
handed us a scrapbook 
of thirty or forty more 
such published epistles, 
which stated, in part, 
that Ivan Koulibin, a 
simple peasant, invent- 
ed the steamboat, in 
1772; that Paul Ya- 
blotchkoff was the Rus- 
sian Edison; that 
Nicholas II, contrary 
to what Walter Du- 

ranty once wrote in 
the Times, did not 
gain the throne through 
the death of his elder 
brother, and, in fact, 
never had an elder 
brother (Duranty apol- 
ogized for “gross con- 
fusion of memory”); 
that the Russian Navy’s 
first steam warship was 
built here in New 
York, around 1840; 
that the movie “War 
and Peace” is guilty of 
a solecism in showing 

officers dancing at a ball with their 
sabres on (“just as unusual as dancing 
with galoshes on”); that Alexander T, 
petitioned in 1814 by King Tomari of 
Hawaii to establish a Russian protec 
torate there, declined, on the ground 
that the Hawaiian Islands were too cold, 
but sent Tomari a fur coat and the tops 
of the uniforms of the Hussar Regiment 
(“but, unfortunately, the tops only”); 
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and that the Russian Museum of the 
Academy of Art, in what is now Lenin- 
grad, had, at last pre-Sovict accounts, 
the most extensive collection of Ha- 
waiian feathers in the world. 

. 

VERHEARD on a bus on Fifty- 
seventh Street: “At the next 

stop, youll be able to sce Carnegie 

  
“Me M-G-M.”



  
    

    

  

    

“More bad news, gentlemen. The Sheik of El Quisaiba has 
turned in one of his Cadillacs for a Zis.” 

Hall. That's where “The Telephone 
Hour’ comes from.” 

Cynosure 

\ A JHAT man-made object attracts 
the most attention daily in this 

city? The sign in Times Square that 
blows smoke rings? The Statue of 
Liberty? The television tower on the 
Empire State Building? Nobody will 
ever know for sure, but we'd be inclined 
to place our bet on an object that, though 
it isn’t actually within the city limits, is 
a conspicuous feature of our land- and 
seascape, glanced at no telling how 
many times a day by no telling how 
many hundreds of thousands of New 
Yorkers. We refer to the great clock 
on the roof of the Colgate-Palmolive 
Building, in Jersey City, which for the 
past thirty-odd years has been ticking 
away over the harbor like some benign 
goddess of punctuality. The Colgate 
clock, said to be the largest timepiece in 
the world, is relied on by any number of 
commuters and downtown business peo- 
ple to keep them on schedule, and when   

the clock fell a bit behind time some 
days ago, an aggrieved Wall Street 
friend of ours called us up and an- 
nounced the fact in a voice that would 
have served equally well to announce 
the end of the world. After consoling 
him, we got in touch with Colgate to 
learn something of the clock’s history 
and its record for accuracy. 

First off, we were informed that the 
clock started telling time at noon on 
December 1, 1924. The cost of its 
construction and its maintenance from 
that day to this amounts to about half a 
million dollars, which Colgate considers 
a cheap price to pay for all the good will 
it has engendered. The skeleton of the 

enormous dial—an octagon fifty fect in 
diameter and covering just under two 
thousand square feet, which represents 
one of the Colgate trademarks—is made 
of structural steel, and the face consists 
of scores of narrow stainless-steel slats, 
spaced a couple of inches apart. The 
engineer who designed the clock figured 
that openwork construction would 
stand up best in the high winds to 
which the clock would be subjected in 
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that exposed place, and 
he was right; in hurri- 
canes and gales that 
have knocked off the 
cornices of nearby 
buildings, the Colgate 
clock has swayed slight- 
ly but has never lost 
so much as a single 
light bulb. There arc 
three hundred and for- 
ty-five bulbs lighting 
the clock, by the way, 
as well as a hundred 
and eighty-eight feet 
of neon tubing, which 
outlines the hands and 
the five-minute mark- 
ers. The big dial has 
neither numerals nor 
minute markers; since 
it was intended to be 
consulted at distances 
of up to twenty miles, 
it seemed foolish to 
bother with anything 
more finical than the 
five-minute markers, 
which are seven feet 

high and two and a half 
fect wide. The hands 
are on a no less prodi- 
gious scale. The min- 
ute hand, including its 
counterbalance, is just 
over thirty-six feet 
long, while the hour 
hand and its counter- 
balance are twenty- 

seven and a half feet long. The tip 
of the minute hand travels thirty-one 
inches a minute, or, roughly, three- 
quarters of a mile a day—too fast and 
too far to make it an attractive perch 
for weary gulls. 

The original hands, which were of 
wood encased in steel, gradually rot- 
ted away and were replaced two years 
ago by aluminum hands with a facing 
of porcelain-covered steel. The hands 
weigh about half a ton apiece, but are so 
exquisitely balanced that they can be 
adjusted with one finger. They fit into 
bronze sockets attached to a shaft that 
leads to something known as the Denni- 
son release escapement, which we will 
skip past as quickly as possible, noting 
only that it is connected, in turn, with 
the master clock, down on the first floor 
of the building. The master clock gets 
its time from Western Union. How ac- 
curate is the Colgate clock? Well, it 
usually stays within a minute of the 
correct time; whenever it exceeds 
that margin of error, an alarm sounds 
and a Colgate handyman rushes up 
to the roof, clambers out onto the face
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of the clock, and makes the necessary 
adjustments. 

High Life 
T a school down in the Village the 

other day, a teacher set about 
describing to a group of second-graders 
the various places she was going to visit 
on a forthcoming trip to France. She 
wound up her discourse by asking her 
pupils which of the areas she’d talked 
about they would most like to see. “The 
best one, I think,” a small girl observed, 
“Ss the River Area.” 

Gabardine to Huichol 

E went over to the Waldorf- 
Astoria one day last week to see 

the work of eleven couturiers who had 
been assembled from all over the world. 
Under the inspiration, or prodding, of 
an outfit called Slenderella Interna- 
tional, which makes a business of ma- 
nipulating gelatinous women until they 
are as firm as winter apples, the eleven 
creators in cloth had gathered to do their 
bit for the worthy cause of the New 
York Infirmary, a charitable institution, 
and to further the clasping of artistic 
hands around the globe. Upon arriving 
at the Waldorf, we were immediately 
taken in hand by a properly slim Slen- 
derella representative, who identified 
himself as Buddy Clarke and informed 
us that we must meet George Oka, a 
Japanese designer. Mr. Oka turned out 
to be a small, white-maned man, look- 
ing impeccable in a dark suit and a white 
Russian-style blouse. 

We bowed and he bowed. 
“Tt must be difficult,” we observed, 

making conversation, “to adapt the an- 
cient, elaborate costuming of Japan to 
the present day.” 

Mr. Oka bowed and we bowed. 
“Nowadays,” we said ingratiatingly, 

“women would rather reduce the elab- 
oration of clothes than look as beauti- 
fully complicated as they used to.” 

Mr. Oka bowed again, but we re- 
fused the gambit. 

The impasse was resolved by a pretty 
Japanese girl, who moved in on us rap- 
idly and said, “Mr. Oka is the famousest 
designer in Japan. He makes the de- 
signs that are for U.S. ladies in Japan. 
He also speaks no English.” 

Mr. Oka, to whom, you might say, 
we were talking, had taken up a posi- 
tion at a table in the foyer just off the 
Sert Room, where the exhibition of 
global dressmaking was to be held. 

From an enclosure to his rear, set 
off by a bamboo screen, we heard a 
hard, high female voice exclaim, “Who 

the hell said these squirts with candid 
cameras were allowed to take shots 
here?” 

“Sayanara,” we said to Mr. Oka, 
summoning all our Japanese for the mo- 
ment of truth. 

He bowed, and we went behind the 
bamboo screen, where we encountered 
an assortment of models, who were get- 
ting into their dresses. We were retreat- 
ing from this situation when we were 
buttonholed by another Slenderella 
beater, an earnest youth called Joe 
Wolhandler. “The theme of this 
show,” said Mr. Wolhandler, “is the 
United Nations. If we can establish a 
norm for politics, then we should es- 
tablish a norm for beauty.” 

Mr. Clarke burst in upon our chat to 
announce that Charles James, who he 
said is the one and only true-blue All- 
America real genius-type couturier, had 
not as yet shown up, and added, “Those 
characters in the Sert Room are so 
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hungry they are gnawing at their own 
mink.” 

Mr. Wolhandler soothed Mr. Clarke, 
and all of a sudden up came Mr. James. 
“Dear God, am I utterly—but utter- 
Iy—exhausted!” he said. “Last night, 
one of the dresses turned up with a hem 
five inches short—Tliterally five inches— 
and when I went to my doctor today, 
he was treating somebody who had 
tried to commit suicide, and couldn’t 
give me my pills for hours.” 

Mr. James drifted into the midst of 
the models, and Mr. Clarke brought on 
a handsome blond lady named Rita Til- 
lett, who, we learned, was responsible 
for the Mexican styles to be displayed. 
Mrs. Tillett, who was accompanied by 
her brother-in-law Leslie, said that she 
had got her love of color from her 
father, a painter, and that Leslie and her 
husband, James Tillett, designed and 
printed her fabrics in Mexico. A small, 
dark girl, rolling her eyes heavily, 

“Now, remember. You skip your tranguillizer. Watch for him 
to take his. Then hit him for the raise.”



  

  
“Hand me my pen, Miss Hume.” 

passed us mincingly in what we thought 
was a coolie outfit—horizontal straw 
hat, loose blouse, and pants. 

“You can’t beat the Chinese for sim- 
plicity,” we remarked to Mrs. Tillett. 

“That happens to be typically Mexi- 
can,” she said, “and it’s one of my de- 
signs. It was supposed to be on a taller 
girl. The model, I might add, is Ital- 
ian.” 

We figured it was time to join the 
spectators in the Sert Room, and there 
the ladies were, perhaps half a hundred 
strong, surmounted by bewildering 
hats, shrouded in the fur of every animal 
known to man, and gabbling like geese. 
What they needed, plainly, was to be 
fed and watered, but the soup was slow 

  

in coming on. As we settled down in 
a covey of the ladies, one of them 
snarled, “I ate three bread sticks and 
then the waiter took them away and told 
me I couldn’t eat them until I got my 
soup. Imagine!” Fortunately, the soup 
did come along just then, and was fol- 
lowed at a reasonably brisk pace by— 
as you might guess—roast chicken, and 
the ladies, assuaged, stopped concen- 
trating on their food to gaze at a stage, 
the background of which represented 
the skyline of New York City, domi- 
nated by the United Nations Building. 
‘Through the middle of the sated ladies 
there extended from the stage a kind of 
Minsky runway, and over this presently 
coursed all the beauties that so recently 

we’d seen behind the bamboo screen. 
As they did their turns in inventions 
from Australia (gabardine), Cuba, 
England, France, India, Ireland, Italy, 
Japan, Spain, the United States, and 
Mexico (Huichol), they looked every 
bit as lovely as the General Assembly. 

Chain Breaker 

E were confronted on lower 
Fifth Avenue the other evening 

by a tattered stranger, who swayed be- 
fore us for a while and then announced, 
“I may not look like much, but I broke 
the cigarette habit. Would you lend me 
a couple of bits to help me taper off on 
the hard stuff?”



ANSWERS TO HARD QUESTIONS 
T wonder if anyone has ever seen a baby pigeon in New York City? Or are they 

hatched fully grown?... I wonder if the pigeons in midtown Manhattan drink 
water, and, if so, where do they find it? ... . T wonder where pigeons have their nests, 
or don’t they?.. . I wonder why pigeons live in cities? . . I wonder why pigeons arc 
so fond of air conditioners? But, pigeons, thank you for making my life so full of 
wonder. Or is it Manhattan, en foto, that does it?—Eugenia Bedell in Promenade. 

minish by so much as a crumb of 
information the charming wonder- 

ment of a lady. Yet the above questions 
have been asked publicly. They stand 
plain and inquiring, crying for direct 
answers. 1 shall take them up in the 
order of their appearance. 

Q-—1I wonder if anyone has everseen 
a baby pigeon in New York City? 

A—Yes, cases have been reported. 
I saw a squab this afternoon in a nest 
at No. 813 Fifth Avenue, third floor 
front, a short walk from the men’s bar 
of Carlton House, one of the hotels that 
sponsor Promenade. The nest com- 
mands a view of the pony ride in Cen- 
tral Park, enjoys a fashionable address, 
and belongs to the baroque school of 
pigeons’ nests (Fig. I). 
Q—Are they hatched fully grown? 
A—When hatched, a squab is about 

the size of a pigeon’s egg. Except for 
patches of fuzz, it is as naked as a baby. 
It attains full stature in about four 

IE has never been my desire to di- 

  

  

  

Fig. I. Baroque 

weeks, during which time the parent 
birds will probably have started a second 
nest. Pigeons, being city dwellers by 
choice, have caught the excitement of 
New York, and, like an executive who 
enjoys having two phones on his desk, 
a pair of pigeons like to keep two nests 
going at the same time. They deliber- 
ately place themselves under this sort of 
pressure. The pair at 813 Fifth Ave- 
nue, as I write, have two nests, both at 
that address. Squabs are being fed in 
one, eggs are being incubated in the oth- 
er (Fig. I). Busy days! The cock and 
the hen take turns sitting on the eggs 
and pumping pigeon’s milk into the 
mouths of the young. Pigeon’s milk is 
a regurgitated substance. It is made of 
popcorn and ice and all things nice. 
Q—T wonder if the pigeons in mid- 

town Manhattan drink water, and, if 

so, where do they find it? 
A—Pigeons in all five boroughs 

drink water. They drink it not as a fowl 
does, by scooping a few drops up and 
letting them trickle down its throat, but 
as a child does when it sucks a soda 
through a straw. On wet days, pigeons 
find water everywhere—in gutters, de- 
pressions in the sidewalk, discarded con- 
tainers. In dry spells, pigeons hunt about 
for water. Atruck draws up to deliver 
shaved ice to a restaurant, a few flakes 
of ice fall to the pavement; pigeons 
swoop down to await the tiny thaw. In 
freezing weather, pigeons seek subway 
ventilators and other flues, where the 
warm draft creates local melting condi- 
tions. A thirsty pigeon will drink almost 
any sort of Manhattan cocktail: the 
creamy spillage from a caterer’s tray 
blended with the drip from the tailpipe 
of a cross-town bus. I have watched a 
thirsty pigeon sip sidewalk juices that 
would turn the stomach of a hog. In a 
pinch, a pigeon can fly to the yak’s yard 
in the zoo and drink from the fountain. 
Q—T wonder where pigeons have 

their nests? 
A—At this writing, pigeons have 

their nests at 18 East Fiftieth Street 
(Engel Furs); at 42 West Forty-fourth 
Street (Bar Association); at the freight 
entrance to 444 Madison Avenue; atop 
one of the trefoils of a gable in the Lady 
Chapel of St. Patrick’s Cathedral, be- 
tween Fiftieth and Fifty-first; on a 
window ledge in the south face of St. 
Thomas's, on Fifty-third just west of 
Fifth; under an air conditioner at 912 
Fifth Avenue; on a ledge at 867 Madi- 
son Avenue, above Jean Beecher Sample 
Hats; in an embrasure of the Seventh 
Regiment Armory, about twelve feet 
west of Lexington Avenue; at 64 East 
Sixty-sixth Street, on a capital near a 
bowed window with stained-glass panes; 
and at 901 Fifth Avenue, just north of 
Frick’s flowering magnolias. Other ad- 
dresses of pigeons can be obtained by 
watching pigeons. I have listed only those 
T happen to be aware of at the moment. 

Nests change from day to day. Pi- 
geons are fast workers. Nests usually 
contain only two eggs and the eggs 
hatch in seventeen days. Squabs develop 
with amazing rapidity. By the time these 
answers to Miss Bedell’s questions ap- 
pear, the whole scene will have changed, 
for better or for worse: nests that now 
contain eggs will contain young birds; 
nests that now contain young birds will 
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be inactive, the squabs having flown or 
been pushed out of the nest to join the 
great crew of city pigeons. 

I have illustrated four common types 
of nests: the baroque, the modern, the 
Gothic, and the military. There are 
many others. The hen at 912 Fifth 
Avenue (Fig. IT) has gone modern but 
is paying a heavy price. The air con- 
ditioner gives her a broad, protecting 
  

  

  

  

          
      

  

  

Fig. II. Modern 

roof, but there is insufficient headroom. 
She must crouch for seventeen days. 
Furthermore, there is almost no room 
for nesting material. From my vantage 
point across the Avenue, itappeared that 
the bird was forced to lay her eggs on 
the bare ledge, where they are in danger 
of rolling off. I was unable to use my 
binoculars on this nest, not wanting to 
risk arrest, so my report is not as re- 
liable as I would wish. 

‘The nest on the trefoil of the Lady 
Chapel (Fig. III) is one of several 
Gothic nests in that vicinity. The bird 
in this nest has an unobstructed view 

  

Fig. 111. Gothic 

into Bennett Cerf’s office in Random 

House. She can sit by the hour watching 
the publisher make his hard decisions 
preparatory to appearing on “What's 
My Line?,” where all he has to do is 
guess that the contestant sells inner soles 
in the Outer Hebrides. Publishers lead 
lives as varied and shameless as pigeons,
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but are less beautiful against the sky. 
‘The bird in Figure IV (military) has 

built an unusually ambitious nest for a 
pigeon. This bird is large and in fine 
plumage; the nest is 
well conceived, well 
executed. The Sev- — 
enth Regiment Ar- 
mory is in great de- 
mand by nesting 7 
birds. Every available 
embrasure is either 
occupied or being [/)] 
fought over. A few [ 
of the embrasures, 
however, have been 
fitted with pigeon baf- 
fles by the military. |) 
Here again 1 was 7 
handicapped by city  [)   conditions; when I ~~ [/ 
found myself stand- 
ing in front of the 7 
Cosmopolitan Club, [| 

      on Sixty-sixth Street, 
peering at the Seventh 
Regiment Armory, 
through binoculars, T 
felt as though T were 
taking snapshots of Fort Knox. I put 
the glasses away immediately, and did 
not see as much as I wished. 

Q—1I wonder why pigeons live in 
cities? 
A—The city pigeon is a descendant 

of the wild rock dove, a bird of cliffs and 
ledges. Pigeons live in cities because a 
city offers cliffs and ledges. Unlike the 
robin and the barn swallow, the rock 
dove, or “pigeon,” has no natural talent 
for nest building. What a pigeon needs 
is just what the city provides in abun- 
dance: a nook, a ledge, a recess, a niche, 
a capital, an outcropping, the tin elbow 
of a downspout, the hronze musette bag 
of a war hero, the concrete beard of a 
saint, the narrow channel between two 
buildings. (A good example of the 
channel nest 1s the one at the freight en- 
trance of 444 Madison, around the cor- 
ner on Fiftieth.) In April, when airs are 
soft, the very sight of a slot, a scroll, a 
squinch, a corbiestep, a buttress, a tran- 
som, a ventilator, is enough to send the 
cockbird whirling in circles and set his 
neck feathers on fire. The hen, equally 
excited but less willing to admit it, final- 
ly drops her defenses and picks up a few 
twigs. Besides offering a pigeon a wide 
choice of homesites, the city gives a 
pigeon a free lunch, and pigeons have 
taken up with men for much the same 
reason cowbirds have taken up with 
cows—there’s a living in it. Unfortu- 
nately, the diet of city pigeons is too 
salty (handouts of salted nuts), and 
many birds suffer from salt poisoning. 

  
Fig. IV. Military 

Pigeons’ nests are everywhere at this 
happy season. They go largely unob- 
served, however. Most nests are more 
than five fect above the ground (pigeons 
prefer second- and third-floor loca- 
tions), and New Yorkers do not ordi- 
narily lift their gaze above eye level. 
While studying the nest shown in Fig- 
ure IV, T stood across the street from 
the Armory and watched the passersby. 
The pigeon sat only about fifteen feet 
above the sidewalk, yet hundreds of 
people walked by without seeing the 
fine spectacle of a bird on cggs in spring- 
time. Most of those who passed scemed 
deep in thought—scheming, worrying, 
hoping, dreaming, but not looking, or at 
any rate not looking up. The location of 
a pigeon’s nest is often betrayed by the 
parent that is off duty at the moment. 
When you sce a pigeon standing per- 
fectly still and looking bored, scan the 
nearby ledges and you will usually dis- 
cover the mate, quiet on the eggs. 

Q—1I wonder why pigeons are so 
fond of air conditioners? 
A—Air conditioners form nooks 

with window casings (Fig. IT). 
Q—But, pigeons, thank you for 

making my life so full of wonder. Or is 
it Manhattan, en toto, that does it? 

A—T am hampered in answering this 
question by not knowing the meaning of 

“en toto.” The phrase does not turn up 
in my reference books. I knew a gorilla 
once named M’Toto, and there is a 
barroom in the John Ringling Hotel, 
in Sarasota, Florida, called the M’ Toto 
Room, but “ez toto” is another matter. 
As for the wellsprings of wonderment, 
they run deep. The quiet mind, the 
youthful heart, the perceptive eye, the 
racing blood— these conflow to produce 
wonder. Manhattan Island, entire, can 
sometimes cause such a confluence. For 
me, the nesting bird can cause it every 
time. 

Because of the trend toward plainer 
facades, the city of the future may hold 
no charm for pigeons. Lever House of- 
fers little inducement to a nesting pair. 
As far as that goes, unless men cultivate 
the dove more successfully than they 
appear to be doing in this century, the 
city of the future may be inhospitable to 
men and doves alike. (The pigeon, 
strange to say, is closely related to the 
dodo.) But there are still doves among 
us. While they endure we must note 
their locations, elevate our gaze above 
the level of our immediate concerns, im- 
bibe the sweet air and perfect promise: 
the egg miraculous upon the ledge, the 
bird compact upon the egg, its generous 
warmth, its enviable patience, its natural 
fortitude and grace. —E. B. Ware 

A LITTLE ODE 

(In Honor oF THE INTERNATIONAL GEOPHYSICAL YEAR) 

(a) 
You who mend simple fuses by magic, 
To whom Isotope and Tonosphere 
Are characters in a new mythology, 

Andyoulovers, embracing 
In the atomic dark, O 

Raise a cheer 
For the padded heroes of Antarctica, 

And the eerie Grasshopper 
“That, at the Pole of Inaccessibility, 

Transmit to an attuned ear 
The snowy secrets 

Of the International Geophysical Year. 

(8) 
Now Megacycle and Minitrack 

Echoin a poet’s verse 
As eloquently as the place names 
Of Attica. And philosophers, 

Too skeptical 
Of what Meaning means to be sure 

Of anything, agree 

Toa Free Fall; and children, 
Travelling without fear 

Beyond earth’s Gravitational Pull, 
Share in sleep 

‘The argosies of the world to be. 

(r) 
‘What shall we ignoramuses implore 

‘This year of scientific grace? 
Predictable weather for the wedding? 

Or escape to a star? 
O Indefinable Powers, 

Grant, as rival nations release 
Their Moons of Good Will 
Into our last breathing space, 

‘We may hear 
‘The heartbeats of the vulnerable 

And authentic Dove 
Descending with the Gift of Peace. 

—F. Pratt GREEN
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ZOOEY 
7h facts at hand presumably 

speak for themselves, but a trifle 
more vulgarly, I suspect, than 

facts even usually do. As a counterbal- 
ance, then, we begin with that ever- 
fresh and exciting odium: the author’s 
formal introduction. The one I have in 
mind not only is wordy and earnest be- 
yond my wildest dreams but is, to boot, 
rather excruciatingly personal. If, with 
the right kind of luck, it comes off, it 
should be comparable in effect to a com- 
pulsory guided tour through the engine 
room, with myself, as guide, leading the 
way in an old one-piece Jantzen bath- 
ing suit. 

To get straight to the worst, what 
I'm about to offer isn’t really a short 
story at all but a sort of prose home 
movie, and those who have seen the 

footage have strongly advised me against 
nurturing any elaborate distribution 
plans for it. The dissenting group, 
its my privilege and headache to di- 
vulge, consists of the three featured 
players themselves, two female, one 
male. We'll take the leading lady first, 
who, I believe, would prefer to be brief- 
ly described as a languid, sophisticat- 
ed type. She feels that things might 
have gone along well enough if I'd 
just done something about a fifteen- or 
twenty-minute scene in which she blows 
her nose several times—snipped it out, 
I gather. She says it’s disgusting to 

“Do you mind settling an argument, sir? Was it my sneeze 

watch somebody keep blowing her 
nose. The other lady of the ensemble, 
a svelte twilight soubrette, objects to 
my having, so to speak, photographed 
her in her old housecoat. Neither of 
these two lovelies (as they’ve hinted 
they’d like to be called) takes any very 
shrill exception to my over-all exploitive 
purposes. For a terribly simple reason, 
really. Tf, to me, a somewhat reddening 
one. They know from experience that 
T burst into tears at the first harsh or 
remonstrative word. It’s the leading 
man, however, who has made the most 
eloquent appeal to me to call off the pro- 
duction. He feels that the plot hinges on 
mysticism, or religious mystification— 
in any case, he makes it very dlear, a too 
vividly apparent transcendent element 
of sorts, which he says he’s worried can 
only expedite, move up, the day and 
hour of my professional undoing. Peo- 
ple are already shaking their heads over 
me, and any immediate further profes- 
sional use on my part of the word 
“God,” except as a familiar, healthy 
American expletive, will be taken—or, 
rather, confirmed—as the very worst 
kind of name-dropping and a sure sign 
that Pm going straight to the dogs. 
Which is, of course, something to give 
any normal fainthearted man, and par- 
ticularly writing man, pause. And it 
does. But only pause. For a point of ob- 
jection, however eloquent, is only as 

  that woke you up or was it his ‘Gesundheir?” 

MAY 4, 1957 

good as it is applicable. The fact is, I've 
been producing prose home movies, off 
and on, since I was fifteen. Somewhere 
in “The Great Gatsby” (which was my 
“Tom Sawyer” when I was twelve), 
the youthful narrator remarks that ev- 
erybody suspects himself of having at 
least one of the cardinal virtues, and he 
goes on to say that he thinks his, bless his 
heart, is honesty. Mine, I think, is that 
I know the difference between a mysti- 
cal story and a love story. I say that my 
current offering isn’t a mystical story, 
or a religiously mystifying story, at all. 
I say it’s a compound, or multiple, love 
story, pure and complicated. 

The plot line itself, to finish up, is 
largely the result of a rather unholy col- 
laborative effort. Almost all the facts to 
follow (slowly, calmly to follow) were 
originally given tome in hideously spaced 
installments, and in, to me, somewhat 
harrowingly private sittings, by the three 
player-characters themselves. Not one 
of the three, IT might well add, showed 
any noticeably soaring talent for brevity 
of detail or compression of incident. A 
shortcoming, I’m afraid, that will be car- 
ried over to this, the final, or shooting, 
version. I can’t excuse it, regrettably, 
but I insist on trying to explain it. We 
are, all four of us, blood relatives, and 
we speak a kind of esoteric, family 
language, a sort of semantic geometry 
in which the shortest distance between 
any two points is a fullish circle. 

One last advisory word: Our family’s 
surname is Glass. In just a 
moment, the youngest Glass 
boy will be seen reading an 
exceedingly lengthy letter 
(which will be ‘reprinted 
here in full, I can safely 
promise) sent to him by his 
eldest living brother, Buddy 
Glass. The style of the let 
ter, I'm told, bears a con- 
siderably more than passing 
resemblance to the style, or 
‘written mannerisms, of this 
narrator, and the general 
reader will no doubt jump 
to the heady conclusion that 
the writer of the letter and 
I are one and the same per- 
son. Jump he will, and, I’m 
afraid, jump he should. We 
will, however, leave this 
Buddy Glass in the third 
person from here on in. At 
least, I see no good reason 
to take him out of it. 

1] Bata on a 
Monday morning in 

November of 1955, Zooey 
Glass, a young man of
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twenty-five, was seated in 
a very full bath, reading a 
four-year-old letter. It was 
an almost endless-looking 
letter, typewritten on sev- 
eral pages of second-sheet 
yellow paper, and he was 
having some little trouble 
keeping it propped up 
against the two dry islands 
of his knees. At his right, 
a dampish-looking cigarette 
was balanced on the edge of 
the built-in enamel soap- 
catch, and evidently it was 
burning well enough, for 
every now and then he 
picked it off and took a drag 
or two, without quite hav- 
ing to look up from his let- 
ter. His ashes invariably fell 
into the tub water, either 
straightway or down one 
of the letter pages. He 
scemed unaware of the 
messiness of the arrange- 
ment. He did seem aware, 
though, if only just, that 
the heat of the water was 
beginning to have a dehy- 
drating effect on him. The 
longer he sat reading—or 
re-reading—the more often 
and the less absently he 
used the back of his wrist 
to blot his forehead and 
upper lip. 

Tn Zooey, be assured carly, we are 
dealing with the complex, the overlap- 
ping, the cloven, and at least two dossier- 
like paragraphs ought to be got in right 
here. To start with, he was a small 
young man, and extremely slight of 
body. From the rear—particularly 
where his vertebrae were visible—he 
might almost have passed for one of 
those needy metropolitan children who 
are sent out every summer to endowed 
camps to be fattened and sunned. Close 
up, cither full-face or in profile, he was 
surpassingly handsome, even spectacu- 
larly so. His eldest sister (who mod- 
estly prefers to be identified here as a 
Tuckahoe homemaker) has asked me 
to describe him as looking like “the blue- 
eyed Jewish-Irish Mohican scout who 
died in your arms at the roulette table 
at Monte Carlo.” A more general and 
surely less parochial view was that his 
face had been just barely saved from 
too-handsomeness, not to say gorgeous- 
ness, by virtue of one ear’s protruding 
slightly more than the other. I myself 
hold a very different opinion from ei- 
ther of these. I submit that Zooey’s 
face was close to being a wholly beauti- 
ful face. As such, it was of course vul-   

“Now you're talking!” 

nerable to the same variety of glibly 
undaunted and usually specious evalua- 
tions that any legitimate art object is. 
I think it just remains to be said that 
any one of a hundred everyday men- 
aces—a car accident, a head cold, a lie 
before breakfast—could have disfigured 
or coarsened his bounteous good looks 
in a day or a second. But what was 
undiminishable, and, as already so 
flatly suggested, a joy of a kind for- 
ever, was an authentic esprit super- 
imposed over his entire face—especially 
at the eyes, where it was often as ar- 
resting as a Harlequin mask, and, on 
occasion, much more confounding. 

By profession, Zooey was an actor, a 
leading man, in television, and had been 
for a little more than three years. He 
was, in fact, as “sought after” (and, 
according to vague second-hand reports 
that reached his family, as highly paid) 
asa young leading man in television per- 
haps can be who isn’t at the same time a 
Hollywood or Broadway star with a 
ready-made national reputation. But 
possibly either of these statements, with- 
out elaboration, can lead to an overly 
clear-cut line of conjecture. As it hap- 
pened, Zooey had made a formal and 

serious début as a public performer at the 
age of seven. He was the second young- 
est of what had originally been seven 
brothers and sisters*—five boys and two 
girls—all of whom, at rather conveni- 
ently spaced intervals during child- 
hood, had been heard regularly on a 
network radio program, a children’s 
quiz show called “T's a Wise Child.” 
An age difference of almost eighteen 

*The aesthetic evil of a footnote seems in 
order just here, I'm afraid. In all that follows, 
only the two youngest of the seven children will 
be directly seen or heard. The remaining five, 
however, the senior five, will be stalking in and 
out of the plot with considerable frequency, like 
s0 many Banquo's ghosts. The reader, then, may 
care to know at the outset that in 1053 the eld- 
est of the Glass children, Seymour, had been 
dead almost seven years. He committed suicide 
while vacationing in Florida with his wife. 1 
alive, he would have been thirty-cight in 1055. 
The 'second-eldest child, Buddy, was what is 
known in campus-catalogue parlance as “writer- 
in-residence” at a girls’ junior college in upper 
New York State. He lived alone, in a small, 
unwinterized, unélectrified house about a quar- 
ter of a mile away from a rather popular ski 
run. The next-eldest of the children, Boo Boo, 
was married and the mother of three children, 
In November, foss, she was travelling in 
Europe with her husband and all three of their 
children. In order of age, the twins, Walt and 
Waker, come ater Boo Boo. Walt had been 
dead just over ten years. He was killed in a 
freakish explosion while he was with the Army 
of Occupation in Japan. Waker, his junior by 
some twelve mintites, was 2 Roman Catholic 
priest, and in November, 1055, he was in Ecua- 
Gor, attending = Jesuit conference of some Lind. 

     



  
years between the eldest of the Glass 
children, Seymour, and the youngest, 
Franny, had helped very considerably 
to allow the family to reserve a kind 
of dynastic seating arrangement at 
the “Wise Child” microphones, which 
lasted just over sixteen years—from 
1927 well into 1943, a span of years 
connecting the Charleston and B-17 
Eras. (All this data, I think, is to some 
degree relevant.) For all the gaps and 
years between their individual heydays 
on the program, it may be said (with 
few, and no really important, reserva- 
tions) that all seven of the children had 
managed to answer over the air a prodi- 
gious number of alternately deadly- 
bookish and deadly-cute questions—sent 
in by listeners—with a freshness, an 
aplomb, that was considered unique in 
commerical radio. Public response to the 
children was often hot and never tepid. 
In general, listeners were divided into 
two, curiously restive camps: those who 
held that the Glasses were a bunch of 
insufferably “superior” little bastards 
that should have been drowned or gassed 
at birth, and those who held that they 
were bona-fide underage wits and sa- 
vants, of an uncommon, if unenviable, 
order. At this writing (1957 ), there are 
former listeners to “It’s a Wise Child” 
who remember, with basically astonish- 
ing accuracy, many of the individual 
performances of each of the seven chil- 
dren. In this same thinning but still 
oddly cotericlike group, the consensus 
is that, of all the Glass children, the 
eldest boy, Seymour, back in the late 
twenties and early thirties, had been 
the “best” to hear, the most consistently 
“rewarding.” After Seymour, Zooey, 
the youngest boy in the family, is gen- 

  
erally placed second in order of prefer- 
ence, or appeal. And since we have a 
singularly workaday interest in Zooey 
here, it may be appended that, as an ex- 
panelist on “It’s a Wise Child,” he had 
one almanaclike distinction among (or 
over) his brothers and sisters. Off 
and on, during their broadcasting years, 
all seven of the children had been fair 
game for the kind of child psychologist 
or professional educator who takes a 
special interest in extra-precocious chil- 
dren. In this cause, or service, Zooey 
had been, of all the Glasses, hands 
down, the most voraciously examined, 
interviewed, and poked at. Very no- 
tably, with no exceptions that I know 
of, his experiences in the apparently di- 
vergent fields of clinical, social, and 
newsstand psychology had been costly 
for him, as though the places where he 
was examined had been uniformly 
alive with cither highly contagious trau- 
mas or just plain old-fashioned germs. 
For example, in 1942 (with the ever- 
lasting disapproval of his two eldest 
brothers, both of whom were in the 
Army at the time) he had been tested 
by one research group alone, in Boston, 
on five separate occasions. (He was 
twelve during most of the sessions, and 
it’s possible that the train rides—ten 
of them—held some attraction for him, 
at least in the beginning.) The main 
purpose of the five tests, one gathered, 
was to isolate and study, if possible, the 
source of Zooey’s precocious wit and 
fancy. At the end of the fifth test, the 
subject was sent home to New York 
with three or four aspirins in an engraved 
envelope for his sniffles, which turned 
out to be bronchial pneumonia. Some 
six weeks later, a long-distance call 

   

  

came through from Boston at eleven- 
thirty at night, with much dropping of 
small coins in an ordinary pay phone, 
and an unidentified voice—with no in- 
tention, presumably, of sounding pe- 
dantically waggish—informed Mr. and 
Mrs. Glass that their son Zooey, at 
twelve, had an English vocabulary on 
an exact par with Mary Baker Eddy’s, 
if he could be urged to use it. 

To resume: The long, typewrit- 
ten, four-year-old letter that Zooey had 
checked into the bathtub with, on this 

Monday morning in November, 1955, 
had obviously been taken out of its en- 
velope and unfolded and refolded on 
too many private occasions during the 
four years, so that now it not only had 
an over-all unappetitlich appearance but 
was actually torn in several places, 
mostly along the creases. The author 
of the letter, as stated earlicr, was 
Zooey’s cldest living brother, Buddy. 
‘The letter itself was virtually endless 
in length, overwritten, teaching, repe- 
titious, opinionated, remonstrative, con- 
descending, embarrassing—and filled, 
to a surfeit, with affection. In short, it 
was exactly the kind of letter that a re- 
cipient, whether he wants to or not, car- 
ties around for some time in his hip 
pocket. And that professional writers of 
a type love to reproduce verbatim: 

  

3/18/51 
Dear ZooEy, 

Dve just finished decoding a long let- 
ter that came from Mother this morn- 
ing, all about you and General Eisen- 
hower’s smile and small boys in the 
Daily News who fall down elevator 
shafts and when am I going to have my



  

  

  

phone in New York taken out and get 
one installed up here in the country, 
where I really need it. Surely the only 
woman in the world who can write a 
letter in invisible italics. Dear Bessie. 
1 get five hundred words of copy from 
her like clockwork every three months 
on the subject of my poor old private 
phone and how stupid it is to pay Good 
Money every month for something no- 
body’s ever even around to use any more. 
Which is really a big fat lie. When I’m 
in town, T invariably sit talking by the 
hour with my old friend Yama, the God 
of Death, and a private phone’s a must 
for our little chats. Anyway, please tell 
her T haven’t changed my mind. I love 
that old phone with a passion. It was 

  

  
the only really private property Sey- 
mour and I ever had in Bessie’s entire 
kibbutz. It’s also essential to my inner 
harmony to see Seymour’s listing in the 
goddam phone book every year. I like 
to browse through the G’s confident- 
ly. Bea good boy and pass that message 
along for me. Not quite word for word, 
but nicely. Be kinder to Bessie, Zooey, 
when you can. I don’t think I mean be- 
cause she’s our mother, but because she’s 
weary. You will after you're thirty or 
so, when everybody slows down a little 
(even you, maybe), but try harder now. 
It isn’t enough to treat her with the 
doting brutality of an apache dancer 
toward his partner—which she under- 
stands, incidentally, whether you think 
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so or not. You forget that she thrives on 
sentimentality almost as much as Les 
does. 

My telephone problems aside, Bessie’s 
current letter is really a Zooey letter. 
I’m to write and tell you that you 
have your Whole Life Before You 
and that it’s Criminal if you don’t go 
after your Ph.D. before you go in 
for the actor’s life in a big way. She 
doesn’t say what she’d like you to get 
the Ph.D. in, but I assume Math rather 
than Greek, you dirty little bookworm. 
At any rate, I gather that she wants 
you to have something to Fall Back On 
if for some reason the acting career 
doesn’t work out. Which may be very 
sound, and probably is, but I don’t feel
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like coming right out and saying so. It 
happens to be one of those days when T 
see everybody in the family, including 
myself, through the wrong end of a 
telescope. IT actually had to struggle at 
the mailbox this morning to know who 
Bessie was when I saw her name on the 
return address of the envelope. For one 
good enough reason, Advanced Writ- 
ing 24-A loaded me up with thirty- 
cight short stories to drag tearfully 
home for the weekend. Thirty-seven 
of them will be about a shy, reclusive 
Pennsylvania Dutch lesbian who Wants 
To Write, told first-person by a lech- 
erous hired hand. In dialect. 

I take it for granted you know that 
for all the years ve been moving my 
literary whore’s cubicle from college 
to college, I still don’t have even a B.A. 
It seems a century ago, but I think 
there were two reasons, originally, why 
I didn’t take a degree. (Just kindly sit 
still. This is the first time I’ve written 
to you in years.) One, I was a proper 
snob in college, as only an old Wise 
Child alumnus and future lifetime 
English-major can be, and I didn’t 
want any degrees if all the ill-read 
literates and radio announcers and ped- 
agogical dummies 1 knew had them 
by the peck. And, two, Seymour had 
his Ph.D. at an age when most young 
Americans are just getting out of high 
school, and since it was too late for me 
to catch up with him in style, T wasn’t 
having any. Of course, too, I knew for 
certain when I was your age that I'd 
never be forced to teach, that if my 
Muses failed to provide for me, I'd go 
grind lenses somewhere, like Booker T' 
Washington. In any particular sense, 
though, I don’t think I have any aca- 
demic regrets. On especially black days 
T sometimes tell myself that if I’d load- 
«d up with degrees when I was able, I 
might not now be teaching anything 
quite so collegiate and hopeless as Ad- 
vanced Writing 24-A. But that’s prob- 
ably bunk. The cards are stacked (quite 
properly, I imagine) against all profes- 
sional aesthetes, and no doubt we all de- 
serve the dark, wordy, academic deaths 
we all sooner or later die. 

1 do think your case is a lot different 
from mine. Anyway, I don’t think I'm 
really on Bessie’s side. If it’s Security you 
want, or that Bessie wants for you, your 
M.A. will at least always qualify you to 
pass out logarithm tables at any dreary 
boys’ prep school in the country, and 
most colleges. On the other hand, your 
beautiful Greek will do you almost no 
good at all on any good-size campus un- 
less you have a Ph.D., living as we 
do in a brass-hat, brass-mortarboard 
world. (Of course, you can always 

IT IS A WIND WHERE ALL WAS STILL 

Tt is a wind where all was still. 
It was a glozed and polished lake 
Whose unblown sunlight, settling, fell 
In flake on still unruffled flake. 
It was my spring and youth apart. 
The gale howls in the darkening day. 
It was the country of my heart, 
And all is with the wind away. 

The spring of love with liquid eyes, 
The parted lip, the open arm, 
The evening kisses, midnight sighs, 
The sleeping cool and waking warm, 
The shrubbery in the scented night, 
The wrestling in the lusty hay 
Shake out their wings and poise for flight, 
And all is with the wind away. 

Hums reaper in the haycocked meadow 
All bumclock-droning afternoon, 
While my love in the freckled shadow 
Dozes now but will wake soon 
To linger through the breast-high barley 
Where the dogs and robins play— 
Oh, she is startled and rose early, 
And all is with the wind away. 

Blow northern wind, the petals blow! 
‘The muslin of the dancers flies 
Into the tunnelled air like snow, 
‘And love weeps out through hollow eyes. 

shall rise and go without companions, 
Breasting this gale that will not stay 
Since time unfurls his blustered pinions, 
And all is with the wind away. 

Life, each to her appointed lover 
“Turns, but no more to me whose day 
Ts done, whose night is endless ever, 
And all is with the wind away. 

move to Athens. Sunny old Athens.) 
But the more I think of it, the more I 
think to hell with more degrees for you. 
The fact is, if you want to know, I 
can’t help thinking you'd make a damn 
site better-adjusted actor if Seymour 
and I hadn’t thrown in the Upanishads 
and the Diamond Sutra and Eckhart 
and all our other old loves with the 
rest of your recommended home read- 
ing when you were small. By rights, 
an actor should travel fairly light. 
When we were kids, S. and I once had 
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a beautiful lunch with John Barrymore. 
He was bright as hell, and full of lore, 
but he wasn’t burdened down with any 
of the cumbersome luggage of a too 
formal education. I mention this be- 
cause I was talking to a rather pompous 
Orientalist over the weekend, and at 
one point, during a very deep, meta- 
physical lull in the conversation, I told 
him T had a little brother who once got 
over an unhappy love affair by trying to 
translate the Mundaka Upanishad into 
classical Greek. (He laughed uproar- 
iously—you know the way Orientalists 
laugh.) 

I wish to God I had some idea what 
will happen to you as an actor. You're a 
born one, certainly. Even our Bessie 
knows that. And surely you and Franny 
are the only beauties in the family. But 
where will you act? Have you thought 
about it? The movies? If so, I’m scared



  
  

      

  

    
  
  

  

  

                                    
  

  

  

stiff that if ever you gain any weight 
you'll be as victimized as the next young 
actor into contributing to the reliable 
Hollywood amalgam of prizefighter 
and mystic, gunman and underprivi- 
leged child, cowhand and Man’s Con- 
science, and the rest. Will you be con- 
tent with that standard box-office 
schmalz? Or will you dream of some- 
thing a little more cosmic—zum Bei- 
spiel, playing Pierre or Andrey in a 
Technicolor production of War and 
Peace, with stunning battlefield scenes, 
and all the nuances of characterization 
left out (on the ground that they're 
novelistic and unphotogenic), and Anna 

Magnani daringly cast as Natasha (just 
to keep the production classy and Hon- 
est), and gorgeous incidental music by 
Dimitri Popkin, and all the male leads 
intermittently rippling their jaw mus- 
cles to show they’re under great emo- 
tional stress, and a World Premiere at 
the Winter Garden, under floodlights, 
with Molotov and Milton Berle and 
Governor Dewey introducing the celeb- 
rities as they come into the theatre. (By 
celebrities [ mean, of course, old Tol- 
stoy-lovers—Senator Dirksen, Zsa Zsa 
Gabor, Gayelord Hauser, Georgie Jessel, 
Charles of the Ritz.) How docs that 
sound? And if you go into the theatre, 
will you have any illusions about that? 
Have you ever seen a really beautiful 
production of, say, The Cherry Or- 
chard? Don’t say you have. Nobody 
has. You may have seen “inspired” pro- 
ductions, “competent” productions, but 
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never anything beautiful. Never one 
where Chekhov's talent is matched, 
nuance for nuance, idiosyncrasy for 
idiosyncrasy, by every soul onstage. 
You worry hell out of me, Zoocy. For- 
give the pessimism, if not the sonority. 
But I know how much you demand 
from a thing, you litte bastard. And 
Dve had the hellish experience of sitting. 
next to you at the theatre. I can so clear- 
ly sce you demanding something from 
the performing arts that just isn’t resid- 
ual there. For heaven’ sake, be careful. 

Granted I'm off today. I keepa good 
neurotic’s calendar, and it’s three years, 
to the day, since Seymour killed himself. 
Did I ever tell you what happened when 
I went down to Florida to bring back 
the body? I wept like a slob on the 
plane for five solid hours. Carcfully 
adjusting my veil from time to time so 
that no one across the aisle could see 
me—T1 had a seat to myself, thank God. 

About five minutes before the plane 
landed, I became aware of people talk- 
ing in the scat behind me. A woman 
was saying, with all of Back Bay Bos- 
ton and most of Harvard Square in her 

voice, “...and the mext morning, 
mind you, they took a pint of pus out 
of that lovely young body of hers.” 
That's all I remember hearing, but 
when I got off the planc a few minutes 
later and the Bereaved Widow came 
toward me all in Bergdorf Goodman 
black, I had the Wrong Expression on 
my face. T was grinning. Which is ex- 
actly the way I feel today, for no really 

good reason. Against my better judg- 
ment, I feel certain that somewhere 
very near here—the first house down 
the road, maybe—there’s a good poet 
dying, but also somewhere very near 
here somebody’s having a hilarious pint 
of pus taken from her lovely young 
body, and I can’t be running back and 
forth forever between grief and high 
delight. 

Last month, Dean Sheeter (whose 
name usually transports Franny when 
1 mention it) approached me with his 
gracious smile and bull whip, and T am 
now lecturing to the faculty, their wives, 
and a few oppressively deep-type under- 
graduates every Friday on Zen and Ma- 
hayana Buddhism. A feat, I haven’t a 
doubt, that will eventually win me the 
Eastern Philosophy Chair in Hell. The 
point is, I'm now on the campus five 
days a week instead of four, and what 
with my own work at nights and on 
weekends, T have almost no time to do 
any elective thinking. Which is my 
plaintive way of saying that I do worry 
about you and Franny when I get a 
chance, but not nearly so often as I'd 
like to. What I'm really trying to tell 
you is that Bessie’s letter had very little 
to do with my sitting down in a sea of 
ashtrays to write to you today. She 
shoots me some priority information 
about you and Franny every week and 
I never do anything about it, so it isn’t 
that. What brings this on is something 
that happened to me at the local super- 
market today. (No new paragraph. Ill
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spare you that.) T was standing at the 
meat Counter, waiting for some rib lamb 
chops to be cut. A young mother and 
her little girl were waiting around, too. 
‘The litte girl was about four, and, to 
pass the time, she leaned her back against 
the glass showcase and stared up at my 
unshaven face. I told her she was about 
the prettiest little girl I'd seen all day. 
Which made sense to her; she nodded. 
1 said I'd bet she had alot of boy friends. 
I got the same nod again. I asked her 
how many boy friends she had. She 
held up two fingers. “Two!” T said. 
“That’s a lot of boy friends. What are 
their names, sweetheart?” Said she, in 
a piercing voice, “Bobby and Dorothy.” 
1 grabbed my lamb chops and ran. But 
that’s exactly what brought on this let- 
ter—much more than Bessic’s insistence 
that I write to you about Ph.D.s and 
acting. That, and a haiku-style poem 
I found in the hotel room where Sey- 
mour shot himself. Tt was written in 
pencil on the desk blotter: “The little 
girl on the plane/ Who turned her 
doll’s head around/ To look at me.” 
With these two things on my mind, I 
thought as I was driving home from the 
supermarket that at long last T could 
write to you and tell you why S. and T 

took over your and Franny’s education 
as carly and as highhandedly as we did. 
We've never put it into words for you, 
and T think it’s high time one of us did. 
But now I’m not so sure I can do it. 
The litde girl at the meat counter is 
gone, and I can’t quite see the polite 
face of the little doll on the plane. And 
the old horror of being a professional 
writer, and the usual stench of words 
that goes with it, is beginning to drive 
me out of my scat. It seems terribly 
important to try, though. 

The age differences in the family al- 
ways seemed to add unnecessarily and 
perversely to our problems. Not really 
between 8. and the twins and Boo Boo 
and me, but between the two twosomes 
of you and Franny and S. and me. Sey- 
mour and IT were both adults—he was 
even long out of college—by the time 
you and Franny were both able to read. 
At that stage, we had no real urge even 
to push our favorite classics at the two 
of you—not, anyway, with the same 
gusto that we had at the twins or Boo 
Boo. We knew there’s no keeping a 
born scholar ignorant, and at heart, I 
think, we didn’t really want to, but we 
were nervous, even frightened, at the 
statistics on child pedants and academic 

  

MAY 4, 1957 

weisenheimers who 
grow up into faculty- 
recreation-room  sa- 

vants. Much, much 
more important, 
though, Seymour had 
already begun to believe 
(and 1 agreed with 
him, as far as I was able 
to see the point) that 
education by any name 
would smell as sweet, 
and maybe much sweet- 
er, if it didn’t begin 
with a quest for knowl- 
edge at all but with a 
quest, as Zen would put 
it, for no-knowledge. 
Dr. Suzuki says some- 
where that to be in a 
state of pure conscious- 
ness—satori—is to be 
with God before he 
said, Let there be light. 
Seymour and I thought 
it might be a good thing 
to hold back this light 
from you and Franny 
(at least as far as we 
were able), and all 
the many lower, more 
fashionable lighting ef- 
fects—the arts, sci- 
ences, classics, lan- 
guages—till you were 
both able at least to 

conceive of a state of being where the 
mind knows the source of all light. We 
thought it would be wonderfully con- 
structive to at least (that is, if our own 
“limitations” got in the way) tell you 
as much as we knew about the men— 
the saints, the arhats, the bodhisattvas, 
the jivanmuktas—who knew something 
or everything about this state of being. 
That is, we wanted you both to know 
who and what Jesus and Gautama and 
Lao-tsc and Shankaracharya and Hui- 
neng and Sri Ramakrishna, ctc., were 
before you knew too much or anything 
about Homer or Shakespeare or even 
Blake or Whitman, let alone George 
Washington and his cherry tree or the 
definition of a peninsula or how to parse 
a sentence. That, anyway, was the big 
idea. Along with all this, I suppose I'm 
trying to say that IT know how bitterly 
you resent the years when §. and T were 
regularly conducting home seminars, 
and the metaphysical sittings in particu- 
lar. I just hope that one day—prefera- 
bly when we're both blind drunk—we 
can talk about it. (Meantime, I can 
only say that neither Seymour nor I 
ever had a notion, that far back, that 

you were going to grow up into an 
actor. We should have, no doubt, but 
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we didn’t. If we had, I feel certain S. 
would have tried to do something con- 
structive about it. Surely somewhere 
there must be a special prep course for 
Nirvana and points East designed strict- 
ly for actors, and I think S. would have 
found it.) The paragraph should close, 
but I can’t stop muttering. You'll wince 
at what comes next, but come it must. I 
think you know that T had the best in- 
tentions of checking in now and then 
after Ss death to sce how you and 
Franny were holding up. You were 
eighteen, and I didn’t worry about you 
overly. Although 1 did hear from a 
gossipy little snip in one of my classes 
that you had a reputation in your college 
dorm for going off and sitting in medi- 
tation for ten hours at a time, and that 
made me think. But Franny was thir- 
teen at the time. I simply couldn’t move, 
though. I was afraid to come home. I 
wasn’t afraid you'd both, in tears, take 
up a position across the room and fire the 
complete set of Max Mueller’s Sacred 
Books of the East at me, one by one. 
(Which would have been masochistic 
ecstasy for me, probably.) But I was 
afraid of the questions (much more 

than the accusations) you might both 
put to me. As I remember very well, I 
let a whole year go by after the funeral 
before I came back to New York at all. 
After that, it was easy enough to come 
in for birthdays and holidays and be 
reasonably sure that questions would 
run to when my next book would be 
finished and had I done any skiing late- 
ly, etc. You've even both been up here 
on many a weekend in the last couple 
of years, and though we’ve talked and 
talked and talked, we've all agreed not 
to say a word. Today is the first time 
Tye really wanted to speak up. The 
deeper I get into this goddam letter, 
the more I lose the courage of my con- 
victions. But I swear to you that I had 
a perfectly communicable little vision 
of truth (lamb-chop division) this after- 
noon the very instant that child told 
me her boy friends’ names were Bobby 
and Dorothy. Seymour once said to 
me—in a crosstown bus, of all places— 
that all legitimate religious study must 
lead to unlearning the differences, the 
illusory differences, between boys and 
girls, animals and stones, day and night, 
heat and cold. That suddenly hit me 
at the meat counter, and it seemed 
a matter of life and death to drive 
home at seventy miles an hour to get 
a letter off to you. Oh, God, how I 
wish I'd grabbed a pencil right there 
in the supermarket and not trusted 
the roads home. Maybe it’s just as 
well, though. There are times when 
1 think you've forgiven S. more com- 

pletely than any of us have. Waker once 
said something very interesting to me 
on that subject—in fact, I'm merely 
parroting what he said to me. He 
said you were the only one who was 
bitter about S.’s suicide and the only 
one who really forgave him for it. The 
rest of us, he said, were outwardly un- 
bitter and inwardly unforgiving. That 
may be truer than true. How can I 
know? All I do know for certain is 
that I had something happy and exciting 
to tell you—and on just one side of 
the paper, double-spaced—and T knew 
when I got home that it was mostly 
gone, or all gone, and there was noth- 
ing left to do but go through the mo- 
tions. Lecture you on Ph.D.s and the 
actor’s life. How messy, how funny, 
and how Seymour himself would have 
smiled and smiled—and probably as- 
sured me, and all of us, not to worry 
about it. 

Enough. Act, Zachary Martin Glass, 
when and where you want to, since you 
feel you must, but do it with all your 
might. If you do anything at all beauti- 
ful on a stage, anything nameless and 
joy-making, anything above and beyond 
the call of theatrical ingenuity, S. and 
TI will both rent tuxedos and rhinestone 
hats and solemnly come around to the 
stage door with bouquets of snapdrag- 
ons. In any case, for what little it’s 
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worth, please count on my affection and 
support, at whatever distance. 

Buopy 

As always, my passes at omniscience 
are absurd, but you, of all people, should 
be polite to the part of me that comes 
out merely clever. Years ago, in my 
carliest and pasticst days as a would-be 
writer, I once read a new story aloud to 
S. and Boo Boo. When I was finished, 
Boo Boo said flatly (but looking over at 
Seymour) that the story was “too clev- 
er.” 8. shook his head, beaming away at 
me, and said cleverness was my perma- 
nent affliction, my wooden leg, and that 
it was in the worst possible taste to draw 
the group’s attention to it. As one limp- 
ing man to another, old Zooey, let’s be 
courteous and kind to each other. 

Much love, 
B. 

HE last, the under, page of the 
four-year-old letter was stained a 

sort of off-cordovan color, and it was 
torn in two places along the folds. 
Zooey, finished reading, treated it with 

some little care as he put the letter back 
into page-one order. He tapped the 
pages, to even them out, against his 
dry knees. He frowned. Then, mercuri- 
ally, as though he’d read the letter, by 
God, for the last time in his life, he 
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stuffed it like so much excelsior into 
its envelope. He placed the thick en- 
velope on the side of the tub and be- 
gan to play a little game with it. With 
one finger he tapped the loaded en- 
velope back and forth along the tub 
edge, sccing, apparently, if he could 
keep it in motion without letting it fall 
into the tub water. After a good five 
minutes of this, he gave the envelope 
a faulty tap and had to reach out quick- 
ly and grab it. Which ended the game. 
Keeping the retrieved envelope in his 
hand, he sat lower, deeper, in the 
water, letting his knees submerge. He 
stared abstractedly for a minute or two 
at the tiled wall beyond the foot of the 
tub, then glanced at his cigarette on 
the soapcatch, picked it off, and took a 
couple of test drags on it, but it had 
gone out. He sat up again, very abrupt- 
ly, with a great slosh of tub water, and 
dropped his dry left hand over the side 
of the tub. A typewritten manuscript 
was lying, face up, on the bathmat. 
He picked it up and brought it aboard, 
as it were. He stared at it briefly, then 
inserted his four-year-old letter in the 
middle pages, where the stapling in a 
manuscript is tightest. He then propped 
the manuscript against his now wet 
knees, an inch or so above the water- 

line, and began to turn the pages. When 
he came to page 9, he folded the manu- 
script, magazine-style, and began to 
read or to study. 

‘The role of “Rick” had been heavily 
underlined with a soft-lead pencil. 

TiNa (morosely): Oh, darling, darling, 
darling. I'm not much good to you, am 1? 

Rick: Don't say that. Don’t ever say 
that, you hear me? 

‘Tina: It's true, though. I'm a jinx. I'm 
a horrible jinx. If it hadn't been for me, 
Scott Kincaid would have assigned vou to 
the Buenos Aires office ages ago. I spoiled 
all that. (Goes over to window) I'm one 
of the little foxes that spoil the grapes. I 
feel like someone in a terribly sophisticated 
play. The funny part is, I'm not sophisti- 
cated. I'm not anything. I'm just me. 
(Turns) Oh, Rick, Rick. I'm scared. 
‘What's happened to us? I can’t seem to 
find us anymore. I reach out and reach out 
and we're just not there. I'm frightened. 
I'm a frightened child. (Looks 
out window) 1 hate this rain. 
Sometimes I see me dead in it. 

Rick (quietly): My darling, 
isn’t that a line from “A Fare- 
well to Arms”? 
TNA (Turns. furious): Get 

out of here. Get out! Get out 
of here before I jump out of 
this window. Do you hear me? [ 

RICK (grabbing her): Now 
you listen to me. You beautiful 
little moron. You adorable, 
childish, self-dramatizing— 

Zooey’s reading was sud- 
denly interrupted by his 

mother’s voice—importunate, quasi 
constructive—addressing him from out- 
side the bathroom door: “Zooey? Are 
you still in the tub?” 

“Yes, Pm still in the tub. Why?” 
“I want to come in for just a teeny 

minute. I have something for you.” 
“I'm in the tub, for God’s sake, 

Mother.” 

“Pll just be a sninute, for goodness’ 
sake. Pull the shower curtain.” 

Zooey took a parting look at the page 
he had been reading, then closed the 
manuscript and dropped it over the side 
of the tub. “Jesus Christ almighty,” he 
said. “Sometimes I see me dead in the 
rain.” A nylon shower curtain, scarlet, 
with a design of canary-yellow sharps, 
flats, and clefs on it, was bunched up 
at the foot of the tub, attached with plas- 
tic rings to an overhead chromium bar. 
Sitting forward, Zooey reached for it 
and shot it the length of the tub, closing 
himself off from view. “All right. God. 
Come in if you’re coming in,” he said. 
His voice had no conspicuous actor’s 
mannerisms, but it was rather excessive- 
ly vibrant; it “carried” implacably when 
he had no interest in controlling it. 
Years earlier, as a child panclist on “It’s 
a Wise Child,” he had been advised re- 
peatedly to keep his distance from the 
microphone. 

The door opened, and Mrs. Glass, 
a medium-stout woman in a hairnet, 
sidled into the bathroom. Her age, un- 
der any circumstance, was fiercely in- 
determinate, but never more so than 
when she was wearing a hairnet. Her 
entrances into rooms were usually ver- 
bal as well as physical. “I don’t know 
how you can stay in the tub the way 
you do.” She closed the door behind her 
instantly, as someone does who has been 
waging a long, long war on behalf of 
her progeny against post-bath drafts. 
“It isn’t even healthy,” she said. “Do 
you know how long you’ve been in that 
tub? Exactly forty-five—" 

“Don’t tell me! Just don’t tell me, 
Bessie.” 

“What do you mean, don’t ell you?” 
“Just what I said. Leave me the god- 

dam llusion you haven’t been out there 
counting the minutes P've—" 

“Nobody’s been counting any min- 
utes, young man,” Mrs. Glass said. She 
was already very busy. She had brought 
into the bathroom a small, oblong pack- 
age wrapped in white paper and tied 
with gold tinsel. It appeared to con- 
tain an object roughly the size of the 
Hope diamond or an irrigation attach- 
ment. Mrs. Glass narrowed her eyes 
at it and picked at the tinsel with her 
fingers. When the knot didn’t give, she 
applied her teeth to it. 

She was wearing her usual at-home 
vesture—what her son Buddy (who 
was a writer, and consequently, as Kaf- 
ka, no less, has told us, not a nice man) 
called her pre-notification-of-death uni- 
form. Tt consisted mostly of a hoary 
midnight-blue Japanese kimono. She 
almost invariably wore it throughout 
the apartment during the day. With its 
many occultish-looking folds, it also 
served as the repository for the para- 
phernalia of a very heavy cigarette 
smoker and an amateur handyman; 
two oversized pockets had been added 
at the hips, and they usually contained 
two or three packs of cigarettes, several 
match folders, a screwdriver, a claw- 
end hammer, a Boy Scout knife that 
had once belonged to one of her sons, 
and an enamel faucet handle or two, 
plus an assortment of screws, nails, 
hinges, and ball-bearing casters—all of 
which tended to make Mrs. Glass chink 
faintly as she moved about in her large 
apartment. For ten years or more, both 
of her daughters had often, if impotent- 
ly, conspired to throw out this veteran 
kimono. (Her married daughter, Boo 
Boo, had intimated that it might have 
to be given a coup de grace with a 
blunt instrument before it was laid away 
in a wastebasket.) However Oriental 
the wrapper had originally been de- 
signed to look, it didn’t detract an iota 
from the single, impactful impression 
that Mrs. Glass, chez elle, made on a 
certain type of observer. The Glasses 
lived in an old but, categorically, not 
unfashionable apartment house in the 

East Seventies, where possibly 
two-thirds of the more ma- 
ture women tenants owned 
fur coats and, on leaving the 
building on a bright weekday 
morning, might at least con- 
ceivably be found, a half hour 
or so later, getting in or out 
of one of the elevators at 
Lord & Taylor’s or Saks or 

I] Bonwit Teller’s. In this dis- 
tinetly Manhattanesque lo- 
cale, Mrs. Glass was (from 
an undeniably hoyden point



  

  
  

  

        

  

          

    

  

  

“Nathaniel’s expecting his Civil War Book Club selection today.” 

of view) a rather refreshing eyesore. 
She looked, first, as if she never, never 
left the building at all, but that if 
she did, she would be wearing a dark 
shawl and she would be going in 
the general direction of O’Connell 
Street, there to claim the body of one 
of her half-Trish, half-Jewish sons, 
who, through some clerical error, had 
just been shot dead by the Black and 
‘Tans. 

Zoocy’s voice suddenly and suspi- 
ciously spoke up: “Mother? What in 
Christ’s name are you doing out there?” 

Mis. Glass had undressed the pack- 
age and now stood reading the fine print 
on the back of a carton of toothpaste. 
“Just kindly button that lip of yours,” 
she said, rather absently. She went over 
to the medicine cabinet. It was sta- 
tioned above the washbowl, against the 
wall. She opened its mirror-faced door 

and surveyed the congested shelves 
with the eye—or, rather, the masterly 
squint—of a dedicated medicine-cabinet 
gardener. Before her, in overly luxuri- 
ant rows, was a host, so to speak, of 
golden pharmaceuticals, plus a few 
technically less indigenous whatnots. 
The shelves bore iodine, Mercuro- 
chrome, vitamin capsules, dental floss, 
aspirin, Anacin, Bufferin, Argyrol, 
Musterole, Ex-Lax, Milk of Magnesia, 
Sal Hepatica, Aspergum, two Gillette 
razors, one Schick Injector razor, two 
tubes of shaving cream, a bent and 
somewhat torn snapshot of a fat black- 
and-white cat asleep on a porch rail 
ing, three combs, two hairbrushes, a 
bottle of Wildroot hair ointment, a hot- 
tle of Fitch Dandruff Remover, a 
small, unlabelled box of glycerine sup- 
positorics, Vicks Nose Drops, Vicks 
VapoRub, six bars of castile soap, the 

stubs of three tickets to a 1946 musical 
comedy (“Call Me Mister”), a tube 
of depilatory cream, a box of Kleenex, 
two seashells, an assortment of used- 
looking emery boards, two jars of cleans- 
ing cream, three pairs of scissors, a nail 
file, an unclouded blue marble (known 
to marble shooters, at least in the twen- 
tics, as a “purey”), a cream for con- 
tracting enlarged pores, a pair of tweez- 
ers, the strapless chassis of a girl's or 
woman's gold wristwatch, a box of bi- 
carbonate of soda, a girl's boarding- 
school class ring with a chipped onyx 
stone, a bottle of Stopette—and, in- 
conceivably or no, quite a good deal 
more. Mrs. Glass briskly reached up 
and took down an object from the bot- 
tom shelf and dropped it, with a muf- 
fled, tinny bang, into the wastebasket. 
“Pm putting some of that new tooth- 
paste they’re all raving about in here
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for you,” she announced, without turn- 
ing around, and made good her word. 
“I want you to stop using that crazy 
powder. It’s going to take all the love- 
ly enamel off your teeth. You have 
lovely teeth. The least you can do is 
take proper—" 

“Who said so?” A sound of agitated 
tub water came from behind the shower 
curtain. “Wha the hell said it’s going 
to take all the lovely enamel off my 
teeth?” 

“I did.” Mrs. Glass gave her garden 
a final critical glance. “Just please use 
it.” She nudged an unopened box of 
Sal Hepatica a little with the trowel 
of her extended fingers to align it with 
the other sempervirents in its row, and 

then closed the cabinet door. She turned 
on the cold-water tap. “I’d like to know 
who washes their hands and then 
doesn’t clean the bowl up after them,” 
she said grimly. “This is supposed to 
be a family of all adults.” She increased 
the pressure of the water and cleansed 
the bowl briefly but thoroughly with 
one hand. “I don’t suppose you've 
spoken to your little sister yet,” she 
said, and turned to look at the shower 
curtain. 

“No, IT have not spoken to my little 
sister yet. How ’bout getting the hell 
out of here now?” 

“Why haven’t you?” Mrs. Glass de- 
manded. “I don’t think that’s nice, 
Zooey. I don’t think that’s nice at all. 

  
“I know. Back in the boom days of °27 and *28 things looked pretty 

black, too. But I hung right on, and then came October, 1929.” 

I asked you particularly to please gc 
sce if there’s anything— 

“In the first place, Bessie, I just got 
up about an hour ago. In the second 
place, I talked to her for two solid hours 
last night, and I don’t think she frankly 
wants to talk to any goddam one of us 
today. And in the third place, if you 
don’t get out of this bathroom I’m going 
to set fire to this ugly goddam curtain. 
I mean it, Bessie.” 

Somewhere in the middle of these 
three illustrative points, Mrs. Glass had 
left off listening and sat down. 
“Sometimes I could almost murder 
Buddy for not having a phone,” she 
said. “It’s so unnecessary. How can 
a grown man live like that—no phone, 
no anything? No one has any desire 
to invade his privacy, if that's what he 
wants, but I certainly don’t think it’s 
necessary to live like a hermit.” She 
stirred irritably, and crossed her legs. 
“It isn’t even safe, for heaven’s sake! 
Suppose he broke his leg or something 
like that. Way off in the woods like 
that. I worry about it all the time.” 

“You do, ech? Which do you worry 
about? His breaking a leg or his not hay- 
ing a phone when you want him to?” 

“I worry about both, young man, for 
your information.” 

“Well... don’t. Don’t waste your 
time. You're so stupid, Bessie. Why 
are you so stupid? You know Buddy, 
for God’s sake. If he were twenty smiles 
in the woods, with both legs broken and 
a goddam arrow sticking out of his 
back, he’d crawl back to his cave just to 
make certain nobody sneaked in to try 
on his galoshes while he was out” A. 
short, pleasurable, if somewhat ghoulish, 
guffaw sounded behind the curtain. 
“Take my word for it. He cares too 
much about his goddam privacy to_die 
in any woods.” 

“Nobody said anything about dy- 
ing,” Mrs. Glass said. She gave her 
hairnet a minor and needless adjust- 
ment. “Ive been trying the whole en- 
tire morning to get those people that 
live down the road from him on the 
phone. They don’t even answer. It’s 
infuriating not to be able to get him. 
How many times Dve begged him to 
take that crazy phone out of his and 
Seymour’s old room. It isn’t even nor- 
mal. When something really comes up 
and he needs one— It’s infuriating. I 
tried twice last night, and about four 
times this—" 

“What's all this ‘infuriating’ busi- 
ness’ In the first place, why should 
some strangers down the road be at 
our beck and call?” 

“Nobody’s talking about anybody be- 
ing at our beck and call, Zooey. Just
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don’t be so fresh, please. For your in- 
formation, I'm very worried about that 
child. And I think Buddy should be 
told about this whole thing. Just for 
your information, I don’t think he’d 
ever forgive me if I didn’t get in touch 
with him at a time like this.” 

“All right, then! Why don’t you call 
the college, instead of bothering his 
neighbors? He wouldn’t be in his cave 
anyway at this time of day—you know 
that.” 

“Just kindly lower that voice of 
yours, please, young man. Nobody's 
deaf. For your information, I have 
called the college. I’ve learned from 
experience that that does absolutely no 
good whatsoever. They just leave mes- 
sages on his desk, and I don’t think he 
ever goes anywhere near his office any- 
way.” Mrs. Glass abruptly leaned her 
weight forward, without getting up, 
and reached out and picked up some- 
thing from the top of the laundry 
hamper. “Do you have a washrag back 
there?” she asked. 

“The word is ‘washcloth, not ‘wash- 
rag,’ and all I want, God damn it, Bes- 
sie, is to be left alone in this bathroom. 
That's my one simple desire. If I'd 
wanted this place to fill up with every 
fat Irish rose that passes by, I’d’ve said 
so. Now, ¢’mon. Get out.” 

“Zooey,” Mrs. Glass said patiently. 
“I'm holding a clean washrag in my 
hand. Do you or don’t 
you want it? Just yes 
or no, please.” 

“Oh, my God! Yes. 
Yes. Yes. More than 
anything in the world. 
Throw it over.” 

“I won't throw it 
over, Pll hand it to you. 
Always throw every- 
thing, in this family.” 
Mrs. Glass got up, took 

three steps over to the 
shower curtain, and waited for a 
disembodied hand to claim the wash- 
cloth. 

“Thanks a million. Clear out of 
here now, please. T've lost about ten 
pounds already.” 

“It’s no wonder! You sit there in 
that tub till you're practically blue in 
the face, and then you— What's this?” 
With immense interest, Mrs. Glass bent 
down and picked up the manuscript 
Zooey had been reading before she 
made her entrance into the room. “Is 
this the new script Mr. LeSage sent 
over?” she asked. “On the floor?” She 
didn’t get an answer. It was as if Eve 
had asked Cain whether that wasn’t 
his lovely new hoe lying out there in 
the rain. “That’s a marvellous place to 

      

put a manuscript, I must say.” She 
transported the manuscript over to the 
window and placed it with care on the 
radiator. She looked down at it, ap- 
pearing to inspect it for wetness. The 
window blind had been lowcred— 
Zooey had done all his bathtub reading 
by the light from the three-bulb over- 
head fixture—but a fraction of morn- 
ing light inched under the blind and 
onto the title page of the manuscript. 
Mrs. Glass tilted her head to one side, 
the better to read the title, at the same 
time taking a pack of king-size cig 
arettes from her kimono pocket. “ “The 
Heart Is an Autumn Wanderer,’ ” she 
read, mused, aloud. “Unusual title.” 

"The response from behind the shower 
curtain was a trifle delayed but de- 
lighted. “It’s a what? It’s a what kind 
of title?” 

Mrs. Glass’s guard was already up. 
She backed up and re-seated herself, a 
lighted cigarette in her hand. “Un- 
usual, I said. I didn’t say it was beau- 
tiful or anything, so just—" 

“Ahh, by George. You have to get 
up pretty early in the morning to get 
anything really classy past you, Bessie 
girl. You know what your heart is, 
Bessie? Would you like to know what 
your heart is? Your heart, Bessie, is an 
autumn garage. How’s that for a catchy 
title, ch? By God, many people— 
many uninformed people—think Sev- 

mour and Buddy are the 
only goddam men of let- 
tersin this family. When 
1 think, when I sit down 
for a minute and think 
of the sensitive prose, and 
garages, IT throw away 
every day of my— 

“All right, all right, 
young man,” Mrs. Glass 
said. Whatever her taste 
in television-play titles, or 
her aesthetics in gen- 

eral, a flicker came into her eyes— 
no more than a flicker, but a flicker—of 
connoisseurlike, if perverse, relish for 
her youngest, and only handsome, son’s 
stylé of bullying. For a split second, it 
displaced the look of all-around wear 
and, plainly, specific worry that had 
been on her face since she entered the 
bathroom. However, she was almost 
immediately back on the defensive: 
“What's the matter with that tide? Tt 
is very unusual. You! You don’t think 

   

anything’s unusual or beautiful! ve 
never once heard you—" 

“What? Who doesn’t? Exactly 
what don’t IT think isn’t beautiful?” A 
minor groundswell sounded behind the 
shower curtain, as though a rather 
delinquent porpoise were suddenly at
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play. “Listen, T don’t care what you 
say about my race, creed, or religion, 
Fatty, but don’t tell me I’m not sensitive 

to beauty. That's my Achilles’ heel, and 
don’t you forget it. To me, everything 

is beautiful. Show me a pink sunset 

and Tm limp, by God. Anything. 
‘Peter Pan.” Even before the curtain 
goes up at ‘Peter Pan,’ I'm a goddam 
puddle of tears. And you have the gall 
to try to tell me Pm—" 

“Oh, shut up,” Mrs. Glass said, ab- 
sently. She gave a great sigh. Then, 
with a tense expression, she dragged 
deeply on her cigarette and, exhaling 
the smoke through her nostrils, said— 
or, rather, erupted—“Oh, T wish 1 
knew what I’m supposed to do with that 
child!” She took a deep breath. “I’m 
absolutely at the end of my rope.” She 
gave the shower curtain an X-ray-like 
Took. “You're none of you any help 
whatsoever. But none! Your father 
doesn’t even like to talk about anything 
like this. You know that! He’s worried, 

too, naturally—I know that look on his 
face—but he simply will not face any- 
thing.” Mrs. Glass’s mouth tightened. 
“He's never faced anything as long as 
Tve known him. He thinks anything 

peculiar or unpleasant will just go away 
if he turns on the radio and some little 
schnook starts singing.” 

A great single roar of laughter came 
from the closed-off Zooey. It was 
scarcely distinguishable from his guf- 
faw, but there was a difference. 

“Well, he does!” Mrs. Glass in- 
sisted, humorlessly. She sat forward. 
“Would you like to know what I hon- 
estly think?” she demanded. “TWould 
you?” 

“Bessie. For God’s sake. You're 

going to tell me anyway, so what's the 
difference if [— 

“I honestly think—I mean this, 

now—TI honestly think he keeps hoping 
to hear all you children on the radio 
again. I’m serious, now.” Mrs. Glass 
took another deep breath. “Every sin- 
gle time your father turns on the radio, 
I honestly think he expects to tune in 
on ‘It’s a Wise Child’ and hear all you 
children, one by one, answering ques- 
tions again.” She compressed her lips 
and paused, unconsciously, for addi- 
tional emphasis. “And I mean all of 
you,” she said, and abruptly straight- 
ened her posture a trifle. “That includes 
Seymour and Walt.” She took a brisk 
but voluminous drag on her cigarette. 
“He lives entirely in the past. But en- 
tirely. He hardly ever even watches 
television, unless you're on. And don’t 
laugh, Zooey. It isn’t funny.” 

“Who in God’s name is laughing?” 
“Well, it’s true! He has absolutely 
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| | were.   { night—but nothing!   

no conception of anything being really 
wrong with Franny. But none! Right 
after the eleven-o’clock news last night, 
what do you think he asks me? If I 
think Franny might like a tangerine! 
The childs laying there by the hour 
crying her eyes out if you say boo to her, 
and mumbling heaven knows what to 
herself, and your father wonders if 
maybe she’d like a tangerine. I could’ve 
killed him. The next time he—> Mrs. 
Glass broke off. She glared at the show- 
er curtain. “What's so funny?” she 
demanded. 

“Nothing. Nothing, nothing, noth- 
ing. Ilike the tangerine. All right, who 
else is being no help to you? Me. Les. 
Buddy. Who else? Pour your heart 
out to me, Bessie. Don’t be reticent. 
That's the whole trouble with this 
family—we keep things bottled up too 
much.” 

“Oh, you're about as funny as a 
crutch, young man,” Mrs. Glass said. 
She took time to push a stray wisp of 
hair under the elastic of her hairnet. 
“Oh, I wish I could get Buddy on that 
crazy phone for a few minutes. The 
one person that’s supposed to know 
about all this funny business.” She re- 
flected, with apparent rancor. “It never 
rains but it pours.” She tipped her ciga- 
rette ash into her cupped left hand. 
“Boo Boo won’t be back till the tenth. 
Waker I'd be afraid to tell about it, 
even if I knew how to get hold of him. 
I never saw a family like this in my en- 
tire life. T mean it. You're all supposed 
to be so intelligent and everything, all 
you children, and not one of you is any 
help when the chips are down. Not one 
of you. I’m just a little bit sick of—" 

“W hat chips, for God’s sake? When 
what chips are down? What would you 
like us to do, Bessie? Go in there and 
live Franny’s life for her?” 

“Now, just stop that! Nobody’s talk- 
ing about anybody living her Lfe for 
her. Pd simply like somebody to go in 
that living room and find out what’s 
what, that's what I'd like. I'd like to 
know just when that child intends to go 
back to college and finish her year. Dd 
like to know just when she intends to 
put something halfway nourishing into 
her stomach. She’s eaten practically 
nothing since she got home Saturday 

I tried—not a 
half hour ago—to get her to take a nice 
cup of chicken broth. She took exactly 
two mouthfuls, and that’s all. She threw 

| up everything T got her to eat yester- 
day, practically.” Mrs. Glass’s voice 
stopped only long enough to reload, as it 

“She said maybe she’d eat a 
cheeseburger later on. Just what is this 
cheeseburger business’ From what I
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gather, she’s practically been living on 
cheeseburgers and Cokes all semester so 
far. Is that what they feed a young girl 
at college these days? I know one thing. 
Pm certainly not going to feed a young 
girl that’s as run-down as that child is 
on food that isn’t even—" 

“Thats the spirit! Make it chicken 
broth or nothing. That's putting the ole 
foot down. If she’s determined to have 
a nervous breakdown, the least we can 
do is see that she doesn’t have it in 
peace.” 

“Just don’t you be so fresh, young 
man— Oh, that mouth of yours! For 
your inforzzation, I don’t think it’s at 
all impossible that the kind of food that 
child takes into her system hasn’t a lot 
to do with this whole entire funny busi- 
ness. Even as a child you practically 
had to force that child to even touch her 
vegetables or any of the things that were 
good for her. You can’t go on abusing 
the body indefinitely, year in, year out— 
regardless of what you think.” 

“You're absolutely right. You're 
absolutely right. It’s staggering how you 
jump straight the hell into the heart of 
a matter. Pm goosebumps all over . . . 
By God, you inspire me. You inflame 
me, Bessie. You know what you've 
done? Do you realize what you've 
done? You've given this whole goddam 
issue a fresh, new, Biblical slant. I wrote 
four papers in college on the Crucifix- 
jon—five, really—and every one of 
them worried me half crazy because 1 
thought something was missing. Now I 
know what it was. Now it’s clear to me. 
I sce Christ in an entirely different light. 
His unhealthy fanaticism. His rudeness 
to those nice, sane, conservative, tax- 
paying Pharisees. Oh, this is exciting! 
In your simple, straightforward, big- 
oted way, Bessie, you've sounded the 
missing keynote of the whole New 
Testament. Improper dict. Christ lived 
on cheeseburgers and Cokes. For all we 
know, he probably fed the mult—"" 

“Just stop that, now,” Mrs. Glass 
broke in, her voice quict but dangerous. 
“Oh, I’d like to put a diaper on that 
mouth of yours!” 

“Well, gee whizz. Pm only trying to 
make polite bathroom talk.” 

“You're so funny. Oh, you're so 
funny! It just so happens, young man, 
that I don’t consider your little sister 
in exactly the exact same light that I do 
the Lord. I may be peculiar, but I 
don’t happen to. T don’t happen to see 
any comparison whatsoever between the 
Lord and a run-down, overwrought 
little college girl that’s been reading too 
many religious books and all like that! 
You certainly know your sister as well 
as I do—or should. She’s terribly im-
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pressionable and always has been, and 
you know it very well!” 

The bathroom was oddly still for a 
moment. 

“Mother? Are you sitting down out 
there? I have a terrible feeling you're 
siting down out there with about five 
cigarettes going. Are you?” He waited. 
Mrs. Glass, however, didn’t choose to 
reply. “I dow’t want you sitting down 
out there, Bessie. I'd like to get out of 
this God-damned tub. . . . Bessie? You 
hear me?” 

“I hear you, I hear you,” Mrs. Glass 
said. A fresh wave of worry had passed 
over her face. She straightened her back 
restively. “She’s got that crazy Bloom- 
berg in bed with her on the 

couch,” she said. “It isn’t 
even healthy.” She gave a 
mighty sigh. For several 
minutes she had been holding 
her cigarette ashes in her 
cupped left hand. She now 

"{ reached over, without quite 
having to get up, and emp- 
tied them into the wastebas- 
ket. “I don’t know what I'm 

i supposed to do,” she an- 
nounced. “I just don’t, that’s 

| all. The house is absolutely upside down. 
‘The painters are almost finished in her 

.| room, and they’re going to want to get 
in the living room immediately after 

| lunch. T don’t know whether to wake 
her wp, or what. She’s had almost 70 

| sleep. I’m simply losing my mind. Do 
you know how long it’s been since I've 
even been free to have the painters in 
this apartment? Nearly twen—" 

“The painters! Ah! The dawn 
comes up. I forgot all about the painters. 

| Listen, why haven’t you asked them in 
here? There's plenty of room. What 
the hell kind of host will they think I 
am, not asking them into the bathroom 
when P’m—” 

“Just be quiet a minute, young man. 
Tm thinking.” 

As if in obedience, Zooey abruptly 
put his washcloth to use. For quite a 
little interval, the faint swush of it was 
the only sound in the bathroom. Mrs. 
Glass, seated eight or ten feet away from 
the shower curtain, stared across the 
tiled floor at the blue bathmat along- 
side the tub. Her cigarette had burned 
down to the last half inch. She held it 
between the ends of two fingers of her 
right hand. Distinctly, her way of hold- 
ing it tended to blow to some sort of 
literary hell one’s first, strong (and still 
perfectly tenable) impression that an 
invisible Dubliner’s shawl covered her 
shoulders. Not only were her fingers 
of an extraordinary length and shape- 
liness—such as, very generally speaking, 

one wouldn’t have expected of a medi- 
um-stout woman’s fingers—but they 
featured, as it were, a somewhat im- 
perial-looking tremor; a deposed Balkan 
queen or a retired favorite courtesan 
might have had such an elegant tremor. 
And this was not the only contradiction 
to the Dublin-black-shawl motif. There 
was the rather cycbrow-raising fact of 
Bessie Glass’s legs, which were comely 
by any criterion. They were the legs 
of a once quite widely acknowledged 
public beauty, a vaudevillian, a dancer, 
a very light dancer. They were crossed 
now, as she sat staring at the bathmat, 
left over right, a worn white terry- 
cloth slipper looking as if it might fall 

off the extended foot at any 
second. The feet were ex- 
traordinarily small, the an- 
Kles were still slender, and, 
perhaps most remarkable, the 
calves were still firm and 
evidently never had been 
knotty. 

A much deeper sigh 
than customary—almost, it 
seemed, a part of the life 
force itself—suddenly came 
from Mrs. Glass. She got up 

and carried her cigarette over to the 
washbowl, let cold water run on it, then 
dropped the extinguished stub into the 
wastebasket and sat down again. The 
spell of introspection she had cast on 
herself was unbroken, as if she hadn’t 
moved from her seat at all. 

“Pm getting out of here in about 
three seconds, Bessie! I'm giving you 
fair warning. Let’s not wear out our 
welcome, buddy.” , 

Mrs. Glass, who had resumed staring 
at the blue bathmat, gave an absent- 
minded nod at this “fair warning.” And 
at that instant, more than just mention- 
ably, had Zooey seen her face, and par- 
ticularly her eyes, he might have had a 
strong impulse, passing or not, to re- 
call, or reconstruct, or reinflect the 

greater part of his share of the conver- 
sation that had passed between them— 
to temper it, to soften it. On the other 
hand, he might not have. It was a 
very touch-and-go business, in 1955, to 
get a wholly plausible reading from 
Mis. Glass’s face, and especially from 
her enormous blue eyes. Where once, a 
few years earlier, her eyes alone could 
break the news (either to people or to 
bathmats) that two of her sons were 
dead, one by suicide (her favorite, her 
most intricately calibrated, her kindest 
son), and one killed in World War II 
(her only truly lighthearted son)— 
where once Bessie Glass’s eyes alone 
could report these facts, with an elo- 

quence and a seeming passion for detail
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that neither her husband nor any of her 
adult surviving children could bear to 
look at, let alone take in, now, in 
1955, she was apt to use this same ter- 
rible Celtic equipment to break the 
news, usually at the front door, that the 
new delivery boy hadn’t brought the 
leg of lamb in time for dinner or that 
some remote Hollywood starlet’s mar- 
riage was on the rocks. 

She lit a fresh king-size cigarette 
abruptly, dragged on it, then stood up, 
exhaling smoke. “Ill be back in a min- 
ute,” she said. The statement sounded, 
innocently, like a promise. “Just please 
use the bathmat when you get out,” 
she added. “That’s what it’s there for.” 
She left the bathroom, closing the door 
securely behind her. 

It was rather as though, after being 
in makeshift wet dock for days, the 
Queen Mary had just sailed out of, say, 
Walden Pond, as suddenly and per- 
versely as she had sailed in. Behind the 
shower curtain, Zooey closed his eyes for 
a few seconds, as though his own small 
craft were listing precariously in the 
wake. Then he pulled back the shower 
curtain and stared over at the closed 
door. It was a weighty stare, and relief 
was not really a great part of it. As 
much as anything else, it was the stare, 
not so paradoxically, of a privacy-lover 
who, once his privacy has been invaded, 
doesn’t quite approve when the invader 
just gets up and leaves, one-two-three, 
like that. 

OT five minutes later, Zooey, 
with his hair combed wet, stood 

barefoot at the washbowl, wearing a 
pair of beltless dark-gray sharkskin 
slacks, a face towel across his bare shoul- 
ders. A pre-shaving ritual had already 
been put into effect. The window 
blind had been raised halfway;" the 

bathroom door had been set ajar to let 
the steam escape and clear the mir- 
rors; a cigarette had been lit, dragged 
on, and placed within easy reach on the 
frosted-glass ledge under the medicine- 
cabinet mirror. At the moment, Zooey 
had just finished squeezing lather cream 
onto the end of a shaving brush. He put 
the tube of lather, without re-capping it, 
somewhere into the enamel back- 
ground, out of his way. He passed the 
flat of his hand squeakily back and 
forth over the face of the medicine-cabi- 
net mirror, wiping away most of the 
mist. Then he began to lather his face. 
His lathering technique was very much 
out of the ordinary, although identical 
in spirit with his actual shaving tech- 
nique. That is, although he looked into 
the mirror while he lathered, he didn’t 
watch where his brush was moving but,
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instead, looked directly into his own 
eyes, as though his eyes were neutral 
territory, a no man’s land in a private 
war against narcissism he had been 
fighting since he was seven or eight 
years old. By now, when he was twen- 
ty-five, the little stratagem may well 
have been mostly reflexive, just as a vet- 
eran baseball player, at the plate, will 
tap his spikes with his bat whether he 
needs to or not. Nonetheless, a few 
minutes earlier, when he had combed 
his hair, he had done so with the very 
minimum amount of help from the mir 
ror. And before that he had managed 
to dry himself in front of a full-length 
mirror without so much as glancing into 
it. 

He had just finished lathering his 
face when his mother suddenly ap- 
peared in his shaving mirror. She stood 
in the doorway, a few fect behind him, 
one hand on the doorknob—a portrait 
of spurious hesitancy about making an- 
other full entrance into the room. 

“Ah! What a pleasant and gracious 
surprise!” Zoocy said into the mirror. 
“Come in, come in!” He laughed, or 
gave his roar, then opened the medi- 
cine cabinet and took down his razor. 

Mrs. Glass advanced, meditatively. 
“Zooey...” she sald. “Dve been 
thinking.” Her usual seating accommo- 
dation was directly at Zooey’s left. She 
started to lower herself into place. 

“Don’t sit down! Let me drink you 
in first,” Zooey said. Getting out of 
the tub, putting on his trousers, and 
combing his hair had apparently raised 
his spirits. “It isn’t often we have visi- 
tors at our little chapel, and when we 
do, we try to make them feel—" 

“Just be still 2 minute,” Mrs. Glass 
said firmly, sitting. She crossed her legs. 
“Dve been thinking. Do you think it 
would do any good to try to get hold of 
Waker? I don't, personally, but what 
do you think? I mean in my opinion 
what that child needs is a good psychia- 
trist, not a priest or anything, but I may 
be wrong.” 

“Oh, no. No, no. Not wrong. I've 
never known you to be wrong, Bessie. 
Your facts are always either untrue or 
exaggerated, but you're never wrong— 
no, no.” With much delight, Zooey 
wet his razor and began to shave. 

“Zooey, I’m asking you—just cut out 
the funny business, now, please. Do you 
or don’t you think I should get in touch 
with Waker? T could call that Bishop 
Pinchot or whatever his name is, and 
he could probably tell me where T 
could at least wire him, if he’s still on 
some crazy boat.” Mrs. Glass reached 
out and drew the metal wastebasket in 
close to her and used it as an ashtray for 
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the lighted cigarette she had brought in 
with her. “I asked Franny if she’d like 
to talk to him on the phone,” she said. 
“If I could get hold of him.” 

Zooey rinsed his razor 
“What'd she say?” he asked. 

Mrs. Glass adjusted her sitting posi- 
tion with a little evasive shift to the 
right. “She says she doesn’t want to 
talk to anybody.” 

“Ah. We know better than that, 
don’t we? Were not going to take a 
straight answer like that lying down, 
are we?” 

“For your information, young man, 
I'm not going to take any answer of 
any kind from that child today,” Mrs. 
Glass said, rallying. She addressed 
Zovey’s lathered profile. “If you have a 
young girl lying in a room crying and 
mumbling to herself for forty-eight 
hours, you don’t go to them for any 
answers.” 

Zooey, without commenting, went 
on shaving. 

“Answer my question, please. Do 
you or don’t you think I should try to 
get in touch with Waker? I'm afraid 
to, frankly. He’s so emotional—priest 

briefly. 

"| or no priest. If you tell Waker it looks 
like rain, his eyes all fill up.” 

Zooey shared his amusement at this 

eyes in the mirror. “There’s hope for 
you yet, Bessie,” he said. 

“Well, if I can’t get Buddy on the 
phone, and even you won't help, Pm 
going to have to do something,” Mrs. 
Glass said. Looking vastly troubled, she 
sat smoking for a long moment. Then: 
“If it was something strictly Catholic, 
or like that, T might be able to help her 
myself. T haven’t forgotten everything. 
But none of you children were brought 
up as Catholics, and I really don’t 
see—" . 

Zooey cut her short. “Youre off,” he 
said, turning his lathered face toward 
her. “You're off. You're way off. I told 
you that last night. This thing with 
Franny is strictly non-sectarian.” He 
dipped his razor and continued to shave. 
“Just take my word, please.” 

Mrs. Glass stared full and pressingly 
at his profile, as if he might say some- 
thing further, but he didn’t. At length, 
she sighed, and said. “I’d almost be sat- 
isfied for a while if I could get that awful 
Bloomberg off that couch with her. Tt 
isn’t even sanitary.” She dragged on her 
cigarette. “And I don’t know what I'm 
supposed to do about the painters. This 
very minute they’re practically finished 
in her room, and they’re going to be 
champing at the bit to get in the living 

“You know, I’m the only one in this
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family who has no problems,” Zooey 
said. “And you know why? Because 
any time I'm feeling blue, or puzzled, 
what I do, I just invite a few people to 
come visit me in the bathroom, and— 
well, we iron things out together, that’s 
all.” 

Mrs. Glass seemed on the point of 
being diverted by Zooey’s method of 
dealing with problems, but it was her 
day to suppress all forms of amusement. 
She stared at him for a moment, and 
then, slowly, a new look gathered in 
her eyes—resourceful, crafty, and a 
trifle desperate. “You know, I'm not as 
stupid as you may think, young man,” 
she said. “Youre all so secretive, all you 
children. Tt just so happens, if you must 
know, that I know more about what's 
behind all this than you think I do.” 
For emphasis, lips compressed, she 
brushed some imaginary tobacco flakes 
from the lap of her kimono. “For your 
information, I happen to know that that 
little book she carried all around the 
whole house with her yesterday is at the 
whole root of this whole business.” 

Zooey turned and glanced at her. 
He was grinning, “How'd you figure 
that out?” he said. 

“Just never mind how I figured it 
out,” Mrs. Glass said. “If you must 
know, Lane has called up here several 
times. He's terribly worried about 
Franny.” 

Zooey rinsed his razor. “Who in hell 
is Lane?” he asked. Unmistakably, it 
was the question of a still very voung 
man who, now and then, is not inclined 
to admit that he knows the first names 
of certain people. 

“You know very well who he is, 
young man,” Mrs. Glass said with em- 
phasis. “Lane Coutell. He’s only been 
Franny’s boy friend for a whole year 
You've met him at least half a dozen 
times that / know of, so just don’t pre- 
tend you don’t know who he is.” 

Zooey gave a genuine roar of laugh- 
ter, as if he clearly relished seeing any 
affectation brought to light, his own in- 
cluded. He went on shaving, still de- 
lighted. “The expression is Franny’s 
‘young man,’ ” he said, “not her ‘boy 
friend” Why are you so out of date, 
Bessie? Why is that? Hm?” 

“Never mind why I’m so out of date. 
It may interest you to know that he’s 
called up here five or six times since 
Franny got home—twice this morning 
before you were even wp. He's been 
very sweet, and he’s terribly concerned 
and worried about Franny.” 

“Not like some people we know, eh? 
Well, T hate to disillusion you, but I've 
sat by the hour with him and he’s not 
sweet at all. Hes a charm boy and a 
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fake. Incidentally, somebody around 
here’s heen shaving their armpits or 
their goddam legs with my razor. Or 
dropped it. The head’s way out of— 

“Nobody’s touched your razor, 
young man. Why is he a charm boy 
and a fake, may I ask?” 

“Why? Because he is, that’s all. 
Probably because it’s paid off. I can 
tell you one thing, If he’s worried about 
Franny at all, I'll lay odds it’s for the 
crummiest reasons, He's probably wor- 
ried because he minded leaving the god- 
dam football game before it was over— 
worried because he probably showed he 
minded it and he knows Franny’s sharp 
enough to have noticed. I can just pic- 
ture the little bastard getting her into a 
cab and putting her on a train and won- 
dering if he can make it back to the game 
before the half ended.” 

“Oh, it’s impossible to talk to you! 
But absolutely impossible. I don’t know 
why I try, even. You're just like Bud- 
dy. You think everybody does some- 
thing for some peculiar reason. You 
don’t think anybody calls anybody else 
up without having some nasty, selfish 
reason for it.” 

“Exactly—in nine cases out of ten. 
And this Lane pill isn’t the exception, 
you can be sure. Listen, I talked with 

him for twenty deadly goddam minutes 
one night while Franny was getting 
ready to go out, and I say 
he’s a big nothing.” He re- 
flected, arresting his razor 
stroke. “What in hell was 
it he was telling me? Some- 
thing very winning. What 
was it? . . . Oh, yes. Yes. 
He was telling me he used 
to listen to Franny and me 
every week when he was a 
kid—and you know what he 
was doing, the little bastard? 
He was building me up 
at Franny’s expense. For 
absolutely 70 reason except to ingratiate 
himself and show off his hot little Ivy 
League intellect.” Zooey put out his 
tongue and gave a subdued, modified 
Bronx cheer. “Phooey,” he said, and 
resumed using his razor. “Phooey, I 
say, on all white-shoe college boys who 
edit their campus literary magazines. 
Give me an honest con man any day.” 

Mrs. Glass directed a long and oddly 
comprehensive look at his profile. “He’s 
a young boy not out of college yet. And 
you make people nervous, young man,” 
she said—most equably, for her. “You 
either take to somebody or you don’t. 
If you do, then you do all the talking 
and nobody can even get a word in 
edgewise. If you don’t like somebody— 
which is most of the time—then you 

  

just sit around like death itself and let 
the person talk themself into a hole. 
ve seen you do it.” 

Zooey turned full around to look at 
his mother. He turned around and 
looked at her, in this instance, in pre- 
cisely the same way that, at one time 
or another, in one year or another, 
all his brothers and sisters (and espe- 
cially his brothers) had turned around 
and looked at her. Not just with 
objective wonder at the rising of a truth, 
fragmentary or not, up through what 
often seemed to be an impenetrable 
mass of prejudices, clichés, and bro- 
mides. But with admiration, affection, 
and, not least, gratitude. And, oddly 
or no, Mrs. Glass invariably took this 
“aribute,” when it came, in beautiful 
stride. She would look back with grace 
and modesty at the son or daughter who 
had given her the look. She now pre- 
sented this gracious and modest coun- 
tenance to Zooey. “You do,” she said, 
without accusation in her voice. “Nei- 
ther you nor Buddy know how to talk 
to people you don’t like,” She thought 
it over. “Don’t love, really,” she 
amended. And Zooey continued to 
stand gazing at her, not shaving. “It’s 
not right,” she said—gravely, sadly. 
“You're getting so much like Buddy 
used to be when he was your age. Even 
your father’s noticed it. If you don’t 

like somebody in two min- 
utes, you’re done with them 
forever.” Mrs. Glass looked 
over, abstractedly, at the blue 
bathmat, across the tiled 

floor. Zooey stood as still 
as possible, in order not to 
break her mood. “You can’t 
live in the world with such 
strong likes and dislikes,” 
Mors. Glass said to the bath- 
mat, then turned again to- 
ward Zooey and gave him 
a long look, with very little, 

if any, morality in it. “Regardless 
of what you may think, young man,” 
she said, 

Zooey looked back at her steadily, 
then smiled and faced around to exam- 
ine his beard in the mirror. Mrs. Glass, 
watching him, sighed. She bent and put 
out her cigarette against the inside of 
the metal wastebasket. She lit a fresh 
cigarette almost at once, and said, as 
pointedly as she was able, “Anyway, 
your sister says he’s a brilliant boy. 
Lane.” 

“That’s just sex talking, buddy,” 
Zooey said. “I know that voice. Oh, 
do I know that voice!” The last trace 
of lather had been shaved away from his 
face and throat. He felt his throat criti- 
cally with one hand, then picked up his
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shaving brush and began to re-lather 
strategic parts of his face. “All right, 
what does Lane have to say on the 
phone?” he asked. “According to Lane, 
what’s behind Franny’s troubles?” 

Mrs. Glass sat slightly and avidly for- 
ward, and said, “Well, Lane says it all 
has to do—this whole entire thing— 
with that little book she’s got with her 
all the time. You know. That little 
book she kept reading all yesterday and 
dragging with her everywhere she—? 

“I know that little book. Go on.” 
“Well, he says, Lane says, it’s a ter- 

ribly religious little book—fanatical and 
all like that—and that she got it out of 
the library at college and now she thinks 
maybe she’s—" Mrs. Glass broke off. 
Zooey had turned toward her with 
somewhat menacing alertness. “What's 
the matter?” she asked. 

“He said she got it where?” 
“Out of the library. At college. 

Why?” 
Zooey shook his head, and turned 

back to the washbowl. He put down his 
shaving brush and opened the medicine 
cabinet. 

“What's the matter?” Mrs. Glass 
demanded. “Whats the matter with 
that? Why such a look, young man?” 

Zooey didn’t reply till he had opened 
a new package of razor blades. Then, 
dismantling his razor, he said, “You're 
so stupid, Bessie.” He ejected the blade 
from his razor. 

“Why am I so stupid? Incidentally, 
you just put a new razor blade in yester- 
day.” 

Zoocy, his face expressionless, locked 
a new blade into his razor and began 
his second-time-over shave. . 

“T asked you a question, young man. 
Why am I so stupid? Didn't she get 
that little book out of her college library, 
or what?” 5 

“No, she didn’t, Bessie,” Zooey said, 
shaving. “That little book is called “The 
Pilgrim Continues His Way,” and it’s 
a sequel to another little book, called 
“The Way of a Pilgrim,’ which she’s 
also dragging around with her, and she 
got both books out of Seymour and 
Buddy’s old room, where they’ve been 
sitting on Seymour's desk for as long 
as T can remember. Jesus God al- 
mighty.” 

“Well, don’t get abusive about it! Is 
is so terrible to think she might have 
gotten them out of her college library 
and simply brought them— 

“Yes! Its terrible. Its terrible when 
both books have been sitting on Sey- 
mour’s goddam desk for years. It’s de- 
pressing.” 

An unexpected, a singularly non- 
combatant, note came into Mrs. Glass’s
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voice. “I don’t go in that room if I can 
help it, and you know it,” she said. “I 
don’t look at Seymour’s old— at his 
things.” 

Zoey said, quickly, “All right, Pm 
sorry.” Without looking at her, and al- 
though he hadn’t quite finished his sec- 
ond-time-over shave, he pulled the 
face towel down from his shoulders and 
wiped the remaining lather off his 
face. “Let’s just drop this for a while,” 
he said, and tossed the face towel over 
onto the radiator; it landed on the title 
page of the Rick-Tina manuscript. He 
unscrewed his razor and held it under 
the cold-water tap. 

His apology had been genuine, and 
Mis. Glass knew it, but evidently she 
couldn’t resist taking advantage of it, 
perhaps because of its rarity. “You're 
not kind,” she said, watching him rinse 
his razor. “You're not kind at all, Zoo- 
ev. You're old enough to at least try for 
some kind of kindness when you're fecl- 
ing mean. Buddy, at least, when he’s 
fecling— She simultaneously took in 
her breath and gave a great start as 
Zooey’s razor, new blade and all, slam- 
banged down into the metal waste- 
basket. 

Quite probably Zovey hadn’t intend- 
ed to send his razor crashing into the 
wastebasket but had merely brought his 
left hand down with such suddenness 
and violence that the razor got away 
from him. In any case, it was certain 
that he hadn’t intended to strike and 
hurt his wrist on the side of the wash- 
bowl. “Buddy, Buddy, Buddy,” he 
said. “Seymour, Seymour, Seymour.” 
He had turned toward his mother, 

whom the crash of the razor had 
startled and alarmed but not really 
frightened. “I’m so sick of their names 
I could cut my throat.” His face was 
pale but very nearly expressionless. 
“This whole goddam house stinks of 
ghosts. 1 don’t mind so much being 
haunted by a dead ghost, but T resent 
like hell being haunted by a half-dead 
one. I wish to God Buddy’d make up his 
mind. He docs everything else Sey- 
mour ever did—or tries to. Why the 
hell doesn’t he kill himself and be done 
with it?” 

Mrs. Glass blinked her eyes, just 
once, and Zooey instantly looked away 
from her face. He bent over and fished 
his razor out of the wastebasket. 
“Were freaks, the two of us, Franny 
and I,” he announced, standing up. 
“Im a twenty-five-year-old freak and 
she’s a twenty-ycar-old freak, and both 
those bastards are responsible.” He 
put his razor on the edge of the wash- 
bowl, but it slid obstreperously down in- 
to the bowl. He quickly picked it out,   
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and this time kept it in the grasp of his 
fingers. “The symptoms are a little 
more delayed in Franny’s case than 
mine, but she’s a freak, too, and don’t 
you forget it. I swear to you, I could 
murder them both without even batting 
an eyelash. The great teachers. The 
great emancipators. My God. TI can’t 
even sit down to lunch with a man any 
more and hold up my end of a decent 
conversation. I either get so bored or so 
goddam preachy that if the son of a bitch 
had any sense, he’d break his chair over 
my head.” He suddenly opened the 
medicine cabinet. He stared rather 
vacuously into it for a few seconds, as 
though he had forgotten why he opened 
it, then put his undried razor in its place 
on one of the shelves. 

Mrs. Glass sat very still, watching 
him, her cigarette burning low be- 
tween her fingers. She watched him put 
the cap on the tube of shaving lather. 
He had some difficulty finding the 
thread. 

“Not that anybody’s interested, but 
I can’t even sit down to a goddam meal, 
to this day, without first saying the 
Four Great Vows under my breath, 
and Dll lay any odds you want Franny 
can’t, either. They drilled us with such 
goddam— 

“The four great what?” Mrs. Glass 
interrupted, but cautiously. 

Zooey put a hand on cach side of 
the washbowl and leaned his chest for- 
ward a trifle, his eyes on the general 
background of enamel. For all his 
slightness of body, he looked at that mo- 
ment ready and able to push the wash- 
bowl straight through the floor. “The 
Four Great Vows,” he said, and, with 

rancor, closed his eyes. ‘However in- 
numerable beings are, I vow to save 
them; however inexhaustible the pas- 
sions are, I vow to extinguish them; 
however immeasurable the Dharmas 

are, I vow to master them; however in- 
comparable the Buddha-truth is, I vow 
to attain it.” Yay, team. I know I can do 
it. Just put me in, coach.” His eyes 
stayed closed. “My God, ve been 
mumbling that under my breath three 
meals a day every day of my life since 
I was ten. I can’t cat unless I say it. T 
tried skipping it once when I was hav- 
ing a lunch with LeSage. I gagged on a 
goddam cherrystone clam, doing it.” 
He opened his eyes, frowned, but kept 
his peculiar stance. “How ’bout get- 
ting out of here, now, Bessie?” he 
said. “I mean it. Lemme finish my 
goddam ablutions in peace, please.” His 
eyes closed again, and he appeared ready 
to have another try at pushing the wash- 
bowl through the floor. Even though his 
head was slightly down, a considerable
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amount of blood had flowed out of his 
face. 

“I wish you'd get married,” Mrs. 
Glass said, abruptly, wistfully. 

Everyone in the Glass family—Zoo- 
ey certainly not least—was familiar 
with this sort of non sequitur from 
Mors. Glass. It bloomed best, most sub- 
Timely, in the middle of an emotional 
flareup of just this kind. This time, it 
caught Zooey very much off guard, 
however. He gave an explosive sound, 
mostly through the nose, of either laugh- 
ter or the opposite of laughter. Mrs. 
Glass quickly and anxiously leaned for- 
ward to see which it was. It was laugh- 
ter, more or less, and she sat back, 
relieved. “Well, I do,” 
she insisted. “Why don’t 
you?” 

Relaxing his stance, 
Zooey took a folded linen 
handkerchief from his hip 
pocket, flipped it open, then 
used it to blow his nose 
once, twice, three times. 

He put away the handker- 
chief, saying, “T like to ride in trains too 
much. You never get to sit next to the 
window any more when you're mar- 
ried.” 

“That’s no reason!” 

“It’s a perfect reason. Go away, Bes- 

sie. Leave me in peace in here. Why 
don’t you go for a nice elevator ride? 
You're going to burn your fingers, in- 
cidentally, if you don’t put out that 
goddam cigarette.” 

Mrs. Glass put out her cigarette 
against the inside of the wastebasket 
again. She then sat quietly for a little 
interval, without reaching for her ciga- 
rette pack and matches. She watched 
Zooey take down a comb and re-part his 

hair. “You could use a haircut, young 
man,” she said. “You're getting to look 
like one of these crazy Hungarians or 
something getting out of a swimming 
pool.” 

Zooey perceptibly smiled, went on 
for a few seconds with his combing, 
then suddenly turned. He wagged his 
comb briefly at his mother. “One other 
thing. Before I forget. And listen to 
me, now, Bessie,” he said. “If you get 
any more ideas, like last night, of phon- 
ing Philly Byrnes’ goddam psychoan- 
alyst for Franny, just do one thing— 
that’s all T ask. Just think of what 
analysis did for Seymour.” He paused 
for emphasis. “Hear me? Will you do 
that?” 

Mrs. Glass immediately gave her 
hairnet an unnecessary adjustment, then 
took out her cigarettes and matches, but 
she merely kept them for a moment in 
her hand. “For your information,” she 
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said, “I didn’t say I was going to phone 
Philly Byrnes’ psychoanalyst, I said 
was thinking about it. In the first place, 
he isn’t just an ordinary psychoanalyst. 
He happens to be a very devout Cath- 
olic psychoanalyst, and T thought it 
might be better than sitting around and 
watching that child—" 

“Bessic, I'm warning you, now, 
God damn it. I don’t care if he’s a 
very devout Buddhist veterinarian. If 
you call in some—" 

“There's no need for sarcasm, young 
man. DPve known Philly Byrnes since 
he was a tiny little boy. Your father and 
1 played on the same ill with his parents 
for years. And T happen to know for a 

fact that going to a psy- 
choanalyst has made an 
absolutely new and lovely 
person out of that boy. I 
was talking to his—" 

Zooey slammed his 
comb into the medicine 
cabinet, then impatiently 
flipped the cabinet door 
shut. “Oh, you're so stu- 

pid, Bessie,” he said. “Philly Byrnes. 
Philly Byrnes is a poor little impotent 
sweaty guy past forty who's been sleep- 
ing for years with a rosary and a copy of 
Variety under his pillow. We're talking 
about two things as different as day and 
night. Now, listen to me, Bessie.” 
Zooey turned full toward his mother 
and looked at her carefully, the flat of 
one hand on the enamel, as if for sup- 
port. “You listening to me?” 

Mrs. Glass finished lighting a fresh 
cigarette before she committed herself. 
Then, exhaling smoke and brushing 
off imaginary tobacco flakes from her - 
lap, she said grimly, “I'm listening to 
you.” 

“All right. Pm very serious, now. 
If you— Listen to me, now. If you 
can’t, or won’t, think of Seymour, then 
you go right ahead and call in some 
ignorant psychoanalyst. You just do 
that. You just call in some analyst who's 
experienced in adjusting people to the 
joys of television, and Life magazine 
every Wednesday, and European 
travel, and the H-Bomb, and Presiden- 
tial elections, and the front page of the 
Times, and the responsibilities of the 
Westport and Oyster Bay Parent- 
Teacher Association, and God knows 
what else that’s gloriously normal— 
you just do that, and T swear to you, 
in not more than a year Franny’ll either 
be in a nut ward or she’ll be wandering 
off into some goddam desert with a 
burning cross in her hands.” 

Mrs. Glass brushed off a few more 
imaginary tobacco flakes. “All right, 
all right—don’t get so upser,” she
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said. “For goodness’ sake. Nohody’s 
called anybody.” 

Zooey yanked open the door of the 
medicine cabinet, stared inside, then 
took down a nail file and closed the 
door. He picked up the cigarette he had 
posted on the edge of the frosted-glass 
ledge and dragged on it, but it was 
dead. His mother said, “Here,” and 
handed him her pack of king-size cig- 
arettes and her match folder. 

Zooey took a cigarette out of the pack 
and got as far as putting it between his 
lips and striking a match, but the pres- 
sure of thoughts made the actual light- 
ing of the cigarette unfeasible, and he 
blew out the match and took the ciga- 
rette down from his mouth. He gave 
a little, impatient headshake. “I don’t 
know,” he said. “It seems to me there 
must be a psychoanalyst holed up some= 
where in town who'd be good for Fran- 
ny—I thought about that last night.” 
He grimaced slightly. “But I don’t hap- 
pen to know of any. For a psychoanalyst 
to be any good with Franny at all, he’d 
have to be a pretty peculiar type. I don’t 
know. He'd have to believe that it was 
through the grace of God that he'd 
been inspired to study psychoanalysis in 
the first place. He'd have to believe that 
it was through the grace of God that he 
wasn’t run over by a goddam truck be- 
fore he ever even got his license to prac- 
tice. He’d have to believe that it’s 
through the grace of God that he has 
the native intelligence to be able to help 
his goddam patients at all. I don’t know 
any good analysts who think along those 
lines. But that’s the only kind of psycho- 
analyst who might be able to do Franny 
any good at all. If she got somebody ter- 
ribly Freudian, or terribly eclectic, or 
just terribly run-of-the-mill—some- 
body who didn’t even have any crazy, 
mysterious gratitude for his insight and 
intelligence—she’d come out of analysis 
in even worse shape than Seymour did. 
It worried hell out of me, thinking 
about it. Let’s just shut up about it, if 
you don’t mind.” He took time to get 
his cigarette lighted. Then, exhaling 
smoke, he put the cigarette up on the 
frosted-glass ledge where the old, dead 
cigarette was, and assumed a slightly 
more relaxed stance. He began to run 
the nail file under his fingernails— 
which were already perfectly clean. “If 
you don’t yak at me,” he said, after a 
pause, “Dll tell you what those two little 
books are about that Franny’s got with 
her. Are you interested, or not? If 
you're not interested, I don’t feel 
like—" 

“Yes, Pm interested! Of course I'm 
interested! What do you think P’m— 

“All right, just don’t yak at me for a 
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minute, then,” Zooey said, and rested 
the small of his back against the edge 
of the washbowl. He went on using the 
nail file. “Both books are about a Rus- 
sian peasant, around the turn of the 
century,” he said, in what was, for his 
implacably matter-of-fact voice, a 
rather narrative tone. “He’s a very sim- 
ple, very sweet litle guy with a with- 
cred arm. Which, of course, makes him 
a natural for Franny, with that god- 
dam Bide-a-Wee Home heart of hers.” 
He pivoted around, picked up his ciga- 
rette from the frosted-glass ledge, 
dragged on it, then began to file his 
nails. “In the beginning, the little 
peasant tells you, he had a wife and 

a farm. But he had a looney brother 
who burned down the farm—and 
then, later, I think, the wife just died. 
Anyway, he starts on lis pilgrimage. 
And he has a problem. He’s been read- 
ing the Bible all his life, and he wants 
to know what it means when it says, in 
‘Thessalonians, ‘Pray without ceasing.” 
That one line keeps haunting him.” 
Zooey reached for his cigarette again, 
dragged on it, and then said, “Therc’s 
another, similar line in Timothy—T 
will therefore that men pray every- 
where.” And Christ himself, as a matter 
of fact, says, ‘Men ought always to pray 
and not to faint.” ” Zooey used his nail 
file in silence for a moment, his face 
singularly dour in expression. “So, any- 
way, he begins his pilgrimage to find a 
teacher,” he said. “Someone who can 
teach him how to pray incessantly, and 
why. He walks and he walks and he 
walks, from one church and shrine to 
another, talking to this priest and that. 
Till finally he meets a simple old monk 
who apparently knows what it’s all 
about. The old monk tells him that the 
one prayer acceptable to God at all 
times, and “desired” by God, is the Jesus 
Prayer—Lord Jesus Christ, have 
mercy on me.” Actually, the whole 
prayer is ‘Lord Jesus Christ, have 
mercy on me, a miserable sinner,’ but 
none of the adepts in either of the Pil- 
grim books put any emphasis—thank 
God—on the miserable-sinner part. 
Anyway, the old monk explains to him 
what will happen if the prayer is said 
incessantly. He gives him some practice 
sessions with it and sends him home. 
And—to make a long story short— 
after a while the little pilgrim becomes 
proficient with the prayer. He masters 
it. He’s overjoyed with his new spiritual 
life, and he goes on hiking all over Rus- 
sia—through dense forests, through 

towns, villages, and so on—saying his 
prayer as he goes along and telling 
everyone he happens to meet how to 
say it, too.” Zooey looked up, brusquely,
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at his mother. “You listening to this? 
You fat old Druid?” he inquired. “Or 
are you just staring at my gorgeous 
face?” 

Mrs. Glass, bristling, said, “Cer- 
tainly Pm listening!” 

“All right—I don’t want any party 
poops around here.” Zooey gave a great 
guffaw, then took a drag on his ciga- 
rette. He kept the cigarette stationed be- 
tween his fingers and went on using the 
nail file. “The first of the two little 

books, “The Way of a Pilgrim,’ > he 
said, “has mostly to do with the adven- 
tures the little pilgrim has on the road. 
Whom he meets, what he says to them, 
what they say to him— He meets some 
goddam nice people, incidentally. The 
sequel, “The Pilgrim Continues His 
Way,” 1s mostly a dissertation in dia- 
logue form on the whys and wherefores 
of the Jesus Prayer. The pilgrim, a 
professor, a monk, and some sort of 
hermit all meet and hash over things. 
And that’s all there is to it, really.” 
Zooey glanced up, very briefly, at his 
mother, then switched the nail file over 
to his left hand. “The aim of both lit- 
tle books, if you're interested,” he said, 
“Ss supposedly to wake everybody up to 

| the need and benefits of saying the 
Jesus Prayer incessantly. First under 
the supervision of a qualified teacher— 
a sort of Christian guru—and then, 
after the person’s mastered it to some 
extent, he’s supposed to go on with it 
on his own. And the main idea is that 
it’s not supposed to be just for pious 
bastards and breast-beaters. You can be 
busy robbing the goddam poor box, but 
you're to say the prayer while you rob 
it. Enlightenment’s supposed to come 
with the prayer, not before it.” Zooey 
frowned, but academically. “The idea, 
really, is that sooner or later, completely 
on its own, the prayer moves from the 
lips and the head down to a center in 
the heart and becomes an automatic 
function in the person, right along with 
the heartbeat. And then, after a time, 
once the prayer is automatic in the heart, 
the person is supposed to enter into the 
so-called reality of things. The subject 
doesn’t really come up in either of the 
books, but, in Eastern terms, there are 
seven subtle centers in the body, called 
chakras, and the one most closely con- 
nected with the heart is called anahata, 
which is supposed to be sensitive and 
powerful as hell, and when it’s activated, 
it, in turn, activates another of these cen- 
ters, between the eyebrows, called 
ajna—iCs the pineal gland, really, 
or, rather, an aura around the pineal 
gland—and then, bingo, there’s an 
opening of what mystics call the ‘third 
eye.” It’s nothing new, for God’s sake.
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It didn’t just start with the little pil- 
grim’s crowd, I mean. In India, for A PERFECT MATCH... 
God knows how many centuries, it's 
been known as japar. Japam is just the 
repetition of any of the human names of i 
God. Or the names of his incarna- 
tions—his avatars, if you want to get 
technical. The idea being that if you 
call out the name long enough and regu- 
larly enough and literally from the 
heart, sooner or later you'll get an an- 
swer. Not exactly an answer. A re- 
sponse.” Zooey suddenly turned 
around, opened the medicine cabinet, 
replaced his nail file, and took down a 
remarkably stubby-looking orange stick. 
“Who's been eating my orange stick?” 
he said. With his wrist, he briefly blotted 
his perspiring upper lip, and then he 
began to use the orange stick to push 
back his cuticles. 

Mrs. Glass took a deep drag on her 
cigarette, watching him, then crossed 
her legs and asked, demanded, “Is that 
what Franny’s supposed to be doing? I 
mean is that what she’s doing and all?” 

“So I gather. Don’t ask me, ask Aer.” 
There was a short pause, and a dubi- 

ous one. Then Mrs. Glass abruptly and 
rather pluckily asked, “How long do 
you have to do it?” 

Zooey’s face lit up with pleasure. He 
turned to her. “How long?” he said. 
“Oh, not long. Till the painters want 
to get in your room. Then a procession 
of saints and bodhisattvas march in, car- 
rying bowls of chicken broth. The Hall 
Johnson Choir starts up in the hack- 
ground, and the cameras move in on a 
nice old gentleman in a loincloth stand- 
ing against a background of mountains 
and blue skies and white clouds, and a 
look of peace comes over every- 
body’s—" 

“All right, just stop that,” Mrs. Glass 
said. 

“Well, Jesus. Pm only trying to 
help. Mercy. I don’t want you to go 
away with the impression that there’re 
any—you know—any inconveniences 
involved in the religious life. I mean a i ! 
lot of people don’t take it up just be- | bor of Sondledicks...... $1475 
cause they think it’s going to involve a Pair complete candelabra $49.75 
certain amount of nasty application and 
perseverance—you know what I 
mean” It was clear that the speaker, 
with patent relish, was now reaching the 
high point of his address. He wagged his 
orange stick solemnly at his mother. 
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Pierson tells us very clearly how when 
he was twenty-one years of age he start- 
ed putting aside a little time cach day— 
two minutes in the morning and two 
minutes at night, if I remember cor- 
rectly—and at the end of the first year, 
just by these little informal visits with 
God, he increased his annual income 
seventy-four per cent. T believe I have 

“lan extra copy, and if youll be good 
enough—’ 

“Oh, you're impossible,” Mrs. Glass 
said. But vaguely. Her eyes had again 
sought out her old friend the blue bath- 
mat, across the room. She sat staring at 
it while Zoocy—grinning but perspir- 
ing freely at his upper lip—went on 
using his orange stick. At length, Mrs. 

| Glass heaved one of her premium sighs 
and returned her attention to Zooey, 
who, pushing at his cuticles, had pivoted 
a half turn toward the morning day- 
light. As she took in the lines 
and planes of his uncommon- 
ly spare unclothed back, her 
gaze gradually de-abstracted. 
In a matter of only a few 
seconds, in fact, her eyes ap- 
peared to jettison everything 
that was dark and heavy and 
to glow with fan-club appreciation. 
“You're getting so broad and lovely,” 
she said, aloud, and reached out to touch 
the small of his back. “I was afraid all 
those crazy bar-bell exercises would do 
some—"" 

“Don’t, willya?” Zooey said, quite 
sharply, recoiling. 

“Don’t what?” 
Zooey pulled open the medicine-cab- 

inet door and put the orange stick back 
in its niche. “Just don’t, that’s all. Don’t 
admire my goddam back,” he said, and 
closed the cabinet. He picked off a pair 
of black silk socks that were hanging 
on the towel bar and carried them over 
to the radiator. He sat down on the 
radiator, despite the heat—or because 
of it—and began to put on his socks. 

Mrs. Glass gave a rather delayed 
snort. “Don’t admire your back—I love 
that!” she said. But she was insulted, 
and a trifle hurt. She watched him put 
on his socks, with a mixed expression of 
injury and the ungovernable interest 
of someone who has been examining 
laundered socks for holes for a great 
many years. Then, suddenly, with one 
of her most audible sighs, she stood up 
and, grim and duty-bound, moved into 
the washstand area Zooey had vacated. 
Her first, blatantly martyred chore was 
to turn on the cold-water tap. “I wish 
you'd learn to put the caps back on 
things properly when you're finished 
using them,” she said in a tone she fully 
meant to sound captious.   

From the radiator, where he was 
attaching supporters to his socks, Zooey 
glanced up at her. “I wish you'd 
learn to leave the goddam party when 
it’s over,” he said. “I mean it, now, 
Bessie. I'd like ahout one minute of 
solitude in here—rude as it may sound. 
In the first place, Pm in a hurry. 1 
have to be at LeSage’s office at two- 
thirty, and I’d lke to get a couple of 
things done downtown first. Let’s go, 
now—do you mind?” 

Mrs. Glass turned from her char du- 
ties to look at him and to ask a question 
of the kind that, over the years, had irri- 
tated every one of her children: “Youre 
going to have some lunch before you go, 
aren’t you?” 

“Pll get a bite downtown. . . . Where 
the hell’s my other shoe?” 

Ms. Glass stared at him, deliberately. 
“Are you or aren’t you going to speak 

to your sister before you leave 
here?” she demanded. 

“I don’t know, Bessie,” 
Zooey answered, after a per- 
ceptible hesitation. “Just stop 
asking me that, please. If I 
had something really hot to 
say to her this morning, I 

would. Just stop asking me.” One 
shoe on and tied, the other shoe miss- 
ing, he suddenly got down on his hands 
and knees and passed a hand back and 
forth under the radiator. “Ah. There 
you are, you little bastard,” he said. A 
small bathroom scale stood beside the 
radiator. He sat down on it, missing 
shoe in hand. 

Mrs. Glass watched him pull it on. 
She didn’t stay for the tying of the lace, 
however. Instead, she left the room. But’ 
slowly. Moving with a certain unchar- 
acteristic heaviness—a drag, actually— 
that distracted Zooey. He looked up and 
over at her with considerable attention. 
“I just don’t know any more what's 
happened to all you children,” Mrs. 
Glass said vaguely, without turning 
around. She stopped at one of the towel 
bars and straightened a washcloth. “In 
the old radio days, when you were all 
little and all, you all used to be so— 
smart and happy and— just lovely. 
Morning, noon, and night.” She bent 
over and picked up from the tiled floor 
what appeared to be along, mysteriously 
blondish human hair. She made a slight 
detour with it over to the wastebasket, 
saying, “I don’t know what good it is to 
know so much and be smart as whips 
and all if it doesn’t make you happy.” 
Her back was toward Zooey as she 
moved again toward the door. “At 
least,” she said, “you all used to be so 
sweet and loving to each other it was 
a joy to sce.” She opened the door,
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shaking her head. “Just a joy,” she said 
firmly, and closed the door behind her. 

Zooey, looking over at the closed 
door, inhaled deeply and exhaled slow- 
ly. “Some exit lines you give yourself, 
buddy!” he called after her—but only 
when he must have been sure that his 
voice wouldn’t really reach her down 
the hall. 

HE Glasses’ living room was about 
as unready to have its walls re- 

painted as a room can be. Franny Glass 
lay asleep on the couch, with an afghan 
over her; the “wall-to-wall” carpet had 
been neither taken up nor folded in at 
the borders; and the furniture—seem- 
ingly, a small warchouse of it—was in 
its usual static-dynamic distribution. 
The room was not impressively large, 
even by Manhattan apartment-house 
standards, but its accumulated furnish- 
ings might have lent a snug appearance 
to a banquet hall in Valhalla. There 
was a Steinway grand piano (invariably 
kept open), three radios (a 1927 Fresh- 
man, a 1932 Stromberg-Carlson, and a 
1941 R.C.A.), a twenty-one-inch- 
screen television set, four table-model 
phonographs (including a 1920 Vic- 
trola, with its speaker still mounted in- 
tact, topside), cigarette and magazine 
tables galore, a regulation-size ping- 
pong table (mercifully collapsed and 
stored behind the piano), four comfort- 
able chairs, eight uncomfortable chairs, 
a twelve-gallon tropical-fish tank (filled 
to capacity, in every sensc of the word, 
and illuminated by two forty-watt 
bulbs), a love seat, the couch Franny 
was occupying, two empty bird cages, a 
cherrywood writing table, and an as 
sortment of floor lamps, table lamps, 
and “bridge” lamps that sprang up all 
over the congested inscape like sumac. 
A cordon of waist-high bookcases lined 
three walls, their shelves cram-jammed 
and literally sagging with books—chil- 
dren’s books, textbooks, second-hand 
books, Book Club books, plus an even 
more heterogeneous overflow from less 
communal “annexes” of the apartment. 
(“Dracula” now stood next to “Ele- 
mentary Pali,” “The Boy Allies at the 
Somme” stood next to “Bolts of Melo- 
dy,” “The Scarab Murder Case” and 
“The Idiot” were together, “Nancy 
Drew and the Hidden Staircase” lay 
on top of “Fear and Trembling”) 
Even if a resolute and unusually stout- 
hearted team of painters had been able 
to deal with the bookcases, the walls 
themselves, directly behind them, might 
well have made any self-respecting 
artisan turn in his union card. From 
the top of the bookcases to within less 
than a foot of the ceiling, the plaster—
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a blistery Wedgwood blue, where visi- 
ble—was almost completely covered 
with what may very loosely be called 
“hangings,” meaning a collection of 
framed photographs, yellowing per- 
sonal and Presidential correspondence, 
bronze and silver plaques, and a sprawl- 
ing miscellany of vaguely citational- 
looking documents and trophylike ob- 
jects of various shapes and sizes, all 
attesting, one way or another, to the 
redoubtable fact that from 1927 
through most of 1943 the network 
radio program called “It’s a Wise 
Child” had very rarely gone on the air 
without one (and, more often, two) of 
the seven Glass children among its pan- 
elists. (Buddy Glass, who, at thirty-six, 
was the program’s oldest living ex- 
panelist, not infrequently referred to 
the walls of his parents’ apartment as 
being a kind of visual hymn to com- 
mercial American childhood and early 
puberty. He often expressed regret that 
his visits in from the country were so 
few and far between, and pointed out, 
usually at enormous length, how much 
luckier his brothers and sisters were, 
most of whom still lived in or around 
New York City.) The decoration 
scheme for the walls was, in fact, the 
brain child—with Mrs. Glass’s unre- 
served spiritual sanction and everlast- 
ingly withheld formal consent—of 
Mr. Les Glass, the children’s father, a 
former international vaudevillian and, 
no doubt, an inveterate and wistful ad- 
mirer of the wall décor at Sardi’s the- 
atrical restaurant. Mr. Glass’s perhaps 
most inspired coup as a decorator was 
manifest just behind and above the 
couch where young Franny Glass was 
now sleeping. There, in almost in- 
cestuously close juxtaposition, seven 
scrapbooks of newspaper and magazine 
clippings had been bracketed, at the 
bindings, directly into the plaster. Year 
after year, plainly, all seven scrapbooks 
stood ready to be perused or pored over 
by old close friends of the family and 
casual visitors alike, as well as, pre- 
sumably, the odd part-time cleaning 
woman. 

Just mentionably, Mrs. Glass had 
managed earlier that morning to make 
two token gestures on behalf of the ar- 
riving painters. The room could be en- 
tered through either the hall or the din- 
ing room, and at each of these entrances 
there were glass-paned double doors. 
Directly after breakfast, Mrs. Glass had 
stripped the doors of their pleated sik 
curtains. And later, at an opportune 
moment, when Franny was pretending 
to sample a cup of chicken broth, Mrs. 
Glass had climbed up on the window 
seats with the agility of a mountain 
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nanny goat and stripped all three of the 
sash windows of their heavy damask || 
curtains. 

‘The room had a single, a southern, 
exposure. A four-story private school 
for girls stood directly across the side 
street—a stolid and rather aloofly anon- 
ymous-looking building that rarely 
came alive till about three-thirty. in the 
afternoon, when public-school children 
from Third and Second Avenues came 
to play jacks or stoopball on its stone 
steps. The Glasses had a fifth-story 
apartment, a story higher than the 
school building, and at this hour the sun 
was shining over the school roof and 
through the Glasses’ naked living-room 

  

windows. Sunshine was very unkind to | | 
the room. Not only were the furnishings | | 
old, intrinsically unlovely, and clotted 
with memory and sentiment but the 
room itself in past years had served as 
the arena for countless hockey and foot- 
ball (tackle as well as “touch”) games, 
and there was scarcely aleg on any piece 
of furniture that wasn’t badly nicked or 
marred. There were scars much nearer 
to eye level, too, from a rather awesome 
variety of airborne objects—beanbags, 
baseballs, marbles, skate keys, soap eras- 
ers, and even, on one well-marked occa- 
sion in the early nineteen-thirties, a fly- 
ing headless porcelain doll. Sunshine, 
however, was perhaps most particularly 
unkind to the carpet. It had originally 
been a port-red color—and by lamp- 
light, at least, still was—but it now 
featured a number of rather pancreas- 
shaped faded spots, unsentimental me- 
mentos, all, of a serics of household pets. 
‘The sun at this hour shone as far, as 
deep, as mercilessly into the room as the 
television set, striking it squarely in its 
unblinking cyclopean eye. 

Mrs. Glass, who did some of her most 
inspired, most perpendicular thinking on 
the threshold of linen closets, had 
bedded down her youngest child on the 
couch between pink percale sheets, and 
covered her with a pale-blue cashmere 
afghan. Franny now lay sleeping on her 
left side, facing into the back of the 
couch and the wall, her chin just graz- 
ing one of the several toss pillows all 
around her. Her mouth was closed, but 
only just. Her right hand, however, on 
the coverlet, was not merely closed but 
shut tight; the fingers were clenched, 

the thumb tucked in—it was as though, 
at twenty, she had checked back into the 
mute, fisty defenses of the nursery. And 
here at the couch, it should be men- 
tioned, the sun, for all its ungraciousness 
to the rest of the room, was behaving 
beautifully. It shone full on Franny’s 
hair, which was jet-black and very 
prettily cut, and had been washed three         
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times in as many days. Sunshine, in fact, 
bathed the entire afghan, and the play 
of warm, brilliant light in the pale- 
blue wool was in itself well worth 
beholding. 

Zooey, almost direct from the bath- 
room, with a lighted cigar in his mouth, 
stood for quite a while at the foot of || 
the couch, at first busy tucking in the 
ends of a white shirt he had put on, |. 
then buttoning his cuffs, and then 
merely standing and looking. He wore 
a frown behind his cigar, as though the 
stunning lighting effects had been 
“created” by a stage director whose taste 
he considered more or less suspect. De- 
spite the extraordinary fineness of his 
features, and his age, and his general 
stature—clothed, he could easily have 
passed for a young, underweight dan- 
seur—the cigar was not markedly un- 
becoming to him. For one reason, he 
was not really short-nosed. For an- 
other, cigars, with Zooey, were not in 
any patent way a young man’s affec- | 
tation. He had been smoking them 
since he was sixteen, and regularly, as 
many as a dozen a day— expensive 
panatelas, for the most part—since he 
was eighteen. 

A Vermont-marble coffee table, rec- 
tangular and quite long, stood parallel 
and very close to the couch. Zooey 
abruptly went over tot. He moved an 
ashtray, a silver cigarette box, and a 
copy of Harper’s Bazaar out of the way, 
then directly sat down in the narrow 
space on the cold marble surface, fac- 
ing—almost hovering over—Franny’s || 
head and shoulders. He looked briefly 
at the clenched hand on the blue af- 
ghan, then, quite gently, with his cigar 
in his hand, took hold of Franny’s 
shoulder. “Franny,” he said. “Frances. = 
Lets go, buddy. Lets not fritter away new note mn 

p 2, . . oe i of the day here. . .. Let’s decorating fabrics   
Franny awakened with a start—a ; by 

jolt, really, as though the couch had 
just gone over a bad bump. She raised 
up on one arm, and said, “Whew.” She 
squinted at the morning sunlight. 
“Why’s it so sunny?” She only partly 
took in Zooey’s presence. “Why's it so These authentic Paisley patterns...so vibrant 
sunny?” she repeated. in color, so exotic in design, open new vistas 

Zooey observed her rather narrowly. for imaginative decorating. All are screen 

“I bring the sun wherever I go, buddy,” printed and vat dyed (colorfast) with a wide 
he said. choice of textures for draperies, slipcovering 

Franny, still squinting, stared at him. and upholstery. 
“Why'd you wake me up?” she asked. || Available through your interior decorator 
She was still too heavy with sleep to and decorating departments of fine stores. 
sound really fractious, but it was ap- . 
parent that she felt there was some kind 
of injustice in the air. 

“Well . . . it’s like this. Brother An- 
selmo and I have been offered a new 
parish. In Labrador, see. And we won- 
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IKE you wonder 

what she’s got that 

you haven’t got. .. 

dered if you'd give us your blessing 
before we—"" 

“Whew!” Franny said again, and 
put her hand on top of her head. Her 
hair, cut fashionably short, had survived 
slecp very well indeed. She wore it— 
most fortunately for the viewer—parted 
in the middle. “Oh, I had the most hor- 
rible dream,” she said. She sat up a bit 
and, with one hand, closed the lapels of 
her dressing gown. It was a tailored tie- 
silk dressing gown, beige, with a pretty 
pattern of minute pink tea roses. 

“Go ahead,” Zooey said, dragging on 
his cigar. “Pll interpret for you.” 

She shuddered. “It was just horrible. 
So spidery. I've never had such a spidery 
nightmare in my entire life.” 

“Spiders, ch? That's very interesting. 
Very significant. I had a very interesting 
case in Zurich, some years back—a 
young person very much like yourself, 

BE | 25 a matter of fact—” 

Cologne (double-strength, of course) : 
$2.75 $5 $9 (prices plus tax)     

“Be quiet a second, or T’ll forget it,” 
Franny said. She stared avidly into 
space, as nightmare-recallers do. There 
were half circles under her eyes, and 
other, subtler signs that mark an acutely 
troubled young girl, but nonetheless no 
one could have missed seeing that she 
was a first-class beauty. Her skin was 
lovely, and her features were delicate 
and most distinctive. Her eyes were 
very nearly the same quite astonishing 
shade of blue as Zooey’s, but were sct 
farther apart, as a sister’s eyes no doubt 
should be—and they were not, so to 
speak, a day’s work to look into, as 
Zooey’s were. Some four years earlier, 
at her graduation from boarding school, 
her brother Buddy had morbidly proph- 
esied to himself, as she grinned at him 
from the graduates’ platform, that she 
would in all probability one day marry 
a man with a hacking cough. So there 
was that in her face, too. “Oh, God, I 
remember it now!” she said. “It was 
just hideous. I was at a swimming pool 
somewhere, and a whole bunch of peo- 
ple kept making me dive for a can of 
Medaglia d’Oro coffee that was on the 
bottom. Every time I’d come up, they’d 
make me go down again. T was crying, 
and I kept saying to everybody, ‘You 
have your bathing suits on. Why don’t 
you do a little diving, too?,’ but they’d 
all just laugh and make these terribly 
snide little remarks, and down I'd go 
again.” She gave another shudder. 
“These two girls that are in my dorm 
were there. Stephanie Logan, and a girl 
I hardly even Anow—somebody, as a 
matter of fact, I always felt terribly 
sorry for, because she had such an awful 
name. Sharmon Sherman. They both 
had a big oar, and they kept trying 
to hit me with it every time I'd sur- 
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face.” Franny put her hands over her 
eyes briefly. “Whew!” She shook her 
head. She reflected. “The only person 
that made any sense in the dream was 
Professor Tupper. I mean he was the 
only person that was therc that I know 
really detests me.” 

“Detests you, eh? Very interesting.” 
Zooey’s cigar was in his mouth. He re- 
volved it slowly between his fingers, like 
a dream-interpreter who isn’t getting all 
the facts in the case. He looked very 
contented. “Why does he detest you?” 
he asked. “Without absolute frankness, 
you realize, my hands are— 

“He detests me because I'm in this 
crazy Religion seminar he conducts, and 
I can never bring myself to smile back 
at him when he’s being charming and 
Oxfordish. He’s on lend-lease or some- 
thing from Oxford, and he’s just a ter- 
ribly sad old self-satisfied phony with 
wild and woolly white hair. I think he 
goes into the men’s room and musses it 
up before he comes to class—I honestly 
do. He has no enthusiasm whatever for 
his subject. Ego, yes. Enthusiasm, no. 
Which would be all right—I mean it 

wouldn’t be anything exactly strange— 
but he keeps dropping idiotic hints that 
he’s a Realized Man himself and we 
should be pretty happy kids to have him 
in this country.” Franny grimaced. 
“The only thing he does with any zing, 
when he isn’t bragging, is correct some- 
body when they say something’s San- 
skrit when it’s really Pali. He just ows 
I can’t stand him! You should see the 
faces T make at him when he isn’t look- 
ing.” 

“What was he doing at the pool?” 
“That's exactly it! Nothing! Abso- 

lutely nothing! He was just standing 
around smiling and watching. He was 
the worst one there.” 

Zooey, looking at her through his 
cigar smoke, said dispassionately, “You 
look like hell. You know that?” 

Franny stared at him. “You could 
have sat there all morning without say- 
ing that,” she said. She added, with 
meaning, “Just don’t start in on me 
again, bright and carly in the morning, 
Zooey, please. I mean it, now.” 

“Nobody’s starting in on you, bud- 
dy,” Zooey said, in the same dispassion- 
ate tone. “You just happen to look like 
hell, that’s all. Why don’t you eat some- 
thing? Bessic says she’s got some chicken 
soup out there she’s— 

“If anybody else mentions chicken 
soup to me just once more—>" 

Zooey’s attention, however, had 
been diverted. He was looking down at 
the sun-bathed afghan where it covered 
Franny’s calves and ankles. “Who's 
that?” he said. “Bloomberg?” He put   
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out a finger and gently poked a rather 
large and oddly mobile-looking bulge 
under the afghan. “Bloomberg? That 
you?” 

The bulge stirred. Franny had her 
eye on it now, too. “I can’t get rid of 
him,” she said. “He’s suddenly become 
absolutely ad about me.” 

Under the stimulus of Zooey’s inves- 
tigating finger, Bloomberg abruptly 
stretched, then began to tunnel slowly 
up toward the open country of Franny’s 
lap. The instant his unprepossessing 
head emerged into daylight, sunlight, 
Franny took him under the shoulders 
and lifted him up into intimate greeting 
distance. “Good morning, Bloomberg 
dear!” she said, and kissed him fer- 
vently between the eyes. He blinked 
with aversion. “Good morning, old fat 
smelly cat. Good morning, good morn- 
ing, good morning!” She gave him kiss 
after kiss, but no reciprocal waves of af- 
fection rose from him. He made an 
inept and rather violent attempt to cross 
over to Franny’s collarbone. He was a 
very large mottled-gray “altered” tom- 
cat. “Isn’t he being affectionate?” 
Franny marvelled. “Tve never seen 
him so affectionate.” She looked at 
Zooey, possibly for corroboration, but 
Zooey’s expression, behind his cigar, 
was noncommittal. “Pet him, Zooey! 
Look how sweet he looks. Pet him.” 

Zooey put out a hand 
and stroked Bloomberg’s 
arched back, once, twice, 
then quit, and got up from 
the coffee table and mean- 
dered across the room to 
the piano. It stood, in pro- 
file, wide open, in all its 
black, Steinway enormity, 
opposite the couch, its 
bench almost directly 
across from Franny. Zooey 
sat down on the bench, 
tentatively, then looked with very 
apparent interest at the sheet music on 
the stand. 

“He’s so full of fleas it isn’t even 
funny,” Franny said. She grappled 
briefly with Bloomberg, trying to coerce 
him into a docile lap-cat’s repose. “I 
found fourteen fleas on him last night. 
Just on one side.” She gave Bloom- 
berg’s hips a mighty, downward push, 
then looked over at Zooey. “How was 
the script, anyway?” she asked. “Did it 
come last night finally, or what?” 

Zooey didn’t answer her. “My 
God,” he said, still looking at the sheet 
music on the stand. “Who took this 
out?” The sheet music was entitled 
“You Needn’t Be So Mean, Baby.” It 
was about forty years old. A sepia re- 
production of a photograph of Mr. and 

  

Mrs. Glass was featured on the cover. 
Mr. Glass was wearing a top hat and 
tails, and so was Mrs. Glass. They 
were smiling rather brilliantly at the 
camera, both of them leaning forward 
on their evening canes, feet wide apart. 

“What is it?” Franny asked. “I 
can’t see.” 

“Bessie and Les. ‘You Needn’t Be 
So Mean, Baby.’ ” 

“Oh.” Franny giggled. “Les was 
Reminiscing last night. For my benefit. 
He thinks I have a stomach-ache. He 
took out every single sheet of music in 
the whole bench.” 

“T’d be interested to know just how 
in hell we ever landed in this goddam 
jungle, all the way from “You Needn’t 
Be So Mean, Baby.” You figure it out.” 

“I can’t. Dve tried,” Franny said. 
“How was the script? Did it come? 
You said Whosis—Mr. LeSage or 
whatever his name is—was going to 
drop it off with the doorman before 
heer” 

“Tt came, it came,” Zooey said. “I 
don’t care to discuss it.” He put his 
cigar in his mouth, and, with his right 
hand, up in the treble keys, he began to 
play, in octaves, the melody of a song 
called “The Kinkajou,” which, some- 
what notably, had shifted into and os- 
tensibly out of popularity before he was 
born. “Not only # came,” he said, 

“but Dick Hess called up 
here about one o’clock 
last night—just after our 
little fracas—and asked 
me to meet him for a 
drink, the bastard. Ar the 

San Remo, yet. He's dis- 
covering the Village. God - 
almighty!” 

“Don’t bang the piano 
keys,” Franny said, watch- 
ing him. “ll be your di- 
rector if you're going to sit 

there. That’s my first direction. Don’t 
bang the piano keys.” 

“First of all, he knows I don’t drink. 
Second, he knows I was born in New 
York and that if there’s one thing [ 
can’t stand it’s azmosphere. Third, he 
knows I live about seventy goddam 
blocks from the Village. And fourth, [ 
told him three times I was in my 
pajamas and slippers.” 

“Don’t bang the keys,” Franny di- 
rected, petting Bloomberg. 

“But 70, it couldn’t wait. He had to 
see me right away. Very important. No 
kidding, now. Be a good guy for once 
in your life and hop in a cab and mon 
down.” 

“Did you? Don’t bang the lid down, 
either. That’s my second—" 

“Yes, certainly I did! I have no
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‘Western Union offices in 

principal cities of the world.   

goddam will power!” Zooey said. He 
closed the keyboard lid, impatiently but 
without banging it. “The trouble with 
me is, I don’t trust any out-of-towners 
in New York. Idon’t care how the hell 
long they’ve been here. I'm always 
afraid they’re going to get run over, or 
beaten up, while they’re busy discover- 
ing some little Armenian restaurant on 
Second Avenue. Or some damn thing.” 
Morosely, he blew a stream of cigar 
smoke over the top of “You Needn’t 
Be So Mean, Baby.” “So, anyway, I 
went down there,” he said. “And there 
was old Dick. So down, so blue, so full 
of important news that couldn’t wait 
till this afternoon. Sitting at a table in 
blue jeans and a gruesome sports jacket. 
The Des Moines expatriate in New 
York. I could’ve killed him, I swear to 
God. What a night. I sat there for 
two solid hours while he told me what a 

superior son of a bitch T am, and what 
a family of psychotics and psychopathic 
prodigies T come from. Then, when 
he’s all through analyzing me—and 
Buddy, and Seymour, both of whom 
he’s never met—and when he’s reached 
some sort of impasse in his mind whether 
he’s going to be a sort of two-fisted 

| Colette or a sort of short Thomas Wolfe 
for the rest of the evening, suddenly he 
pulls out this gorgeous monogrammed 
attaché case from under the table and 
shoves a new, hour-long script under 
my arm.” He made a pass at the air 
with one hand, as if to dismiss the sub- 

{ ject. But he got up from the piano bench 
too restively for it to have been a real 
gesture of dismissal. His cigar was in his 
mouth, his handswerein his hip pockets. 
“For years I've been listening to Buddy 
sound off on the subject of actors,” he 
said. “My God, what an earful I could 
give him on the subject of Writers I’ve 
Known.” He stood abstracted for a 
moment, then became aimlessly mobile. 
He stopped at the 1920 Victrola, looked 
at it blankly, and barked, twice, for his 
own amusement, into its megaphone 
speaker. Franny, watching him, gig- 
gled, but he frowned, and moved on. At 
the tropical-fish tank, which was 
mounted on top of the 1927 Freshman 
radio, he abruptly stooped, taking his 
cigar out of his mouth. He peered into 
the tank with unmistakable interest. 
“All my black mollies are dying off,” 
he said. He reached, automatically, for 
the container of fish food beside the 
tank. 

“Bessie fed them this morning,” 
Franny cautioned him. She was still 
stroking Bloomberg, still succoring him, 

forcibly, into the subtle and difficult 
world outside warm afghans. 

“They laok starved,” Zooey said, but 
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withdrew his hand from the fish food. 
“This guy has a very drawn look.” He 
tapped the glass with his fingernail. 
“What you need is some chicken soup, 
buddy.” 

“Zooey,” Franny said, to get his at- 
tention. “How does it stand now? You 
have two new scripts. What's the one 
LeSage dropped by in the cab?” 

Zooey went on peering in at the fish 
for a moment. Then, on a sudden 
but apparently pressing impulse, he 
stretched out supine on the carpet. “In 
the one LeSage sent over,” he said, 
crossing his fect, “I'm supposed to be 
Rick Chalmers in, T swear to God, a 
1928 drawing-room comedy straight 
out of French’s catalogue. The only 
difference is that it’s brought gloriously 
up to date with a lot of jargon about 
complexes and repressions and sublima- 
tions that the writer brought home from 
his analysts.” 

Franny looked at what she could see 
of him. Only his soles and heels were 
visible from where she sat. “Well, 
what about Dick’s thing?” she asked. 
“Have you read it yet?” 

“In Dick’s thing, I can be Bernie, a 
sensitive young subway guard, in the 
most courageous goddam offbeat tele- 
vision opus you ever read.” 

“You mean it? Is it really good?” 
“I didn’t say good, 1 said courageous. 

Let’s keep on our toes here, buddy. The 
morning after it’s produced, every- 
body in the building’ll go around slam- 
ming each other on the back in an orgy 
of mutual appreciation. LeSage. Hess. 
Pomeroy. The sponsors. The whole 
courageous bunch. It'll all start this 
afternoon. If it hasn’t already. Hess'll 
go into LeSage’s office and say to him, 
Mr. LeSage, sir, I've got a new script 
about a sensitive young subway guard 
that just stinks of courage and integrity. 
And I know, sir, that next to scripts 
that are Tender and Poignant, you love 
scripts that have Courage and Integrity. 
This one, sir, as I say, stinks of both. 
It’s full of melting-pot types. It’s senti- 
mental. It’s violent in the right places. 
And just when the sensitive subway 
guard’s problems are getting the best of 
him, destroying his faith in Mankind 
and the Little People, his nine-year-old 
niece comes home from school and gives 
him some nice, pat chauvinistic philoso- 
phy handed down to us through poster- 
ity and P.S. 564 all the way from An- 
drew Jackson's backwoods wife. It 
can’t miss, sir! It’s down-to-earth, it’s 
simple, it’s untrue, and it’s familiar 
enough and trivial enough to be under- 
stood and loved by our greedy, nervous, 
illiterate sponsors.’ ” Zooey abruptly 
raised himself up to a sitting position. “T   
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just took a bath, and I’m sweating like 
2 pig,” he commented. He got to his 
feet, and, doing so, glanced briefly, and 
as if against his better judgment, at 
Franny. He started to look away but, 
instead, looked at her more closely. 
She had her head down, and her 
eyes on Bloomberg, in her lap, whom 
she had continued to stroke. But there 
was a change. “Ah,” Zooey said, and 
came closer to the couch, apparently 
looking for trouble. “Madam’s lips are 
moving. The Prayer is rising.” Franny 
didn’t look up. “What the hell are you 
doing?” he asked. “Taking refuge 
from my un-Christian attitude to the 
popular arts?” 

Franny looked up then, and shook 
her head, blinking. She smiled at him. 
Her lips had, in fact, been moving, and 
were moving now. 

“Just don’t smile at me, please,” 
Zooey said, evenly, and walked out 
of the vicinity. “Seymour was al- 
ways doing that to me. This goddam 
house is lousy with smilers.” At one of 
the bookcases, he gave a misaligned 
book an orderly little push with his 
thumb, then passed on. He went over 
to the middle window in the room, 
which was separated by a window seat 
from the cherrywood table where Mrs. 
Glass paid bills and wrote letters. He 
stood looking out of it, his back to Fran- 
ny, his hands in his hip pockets again, 
his cigar in his mouth. “Did you know 
I may go to France this summer to 
make a picture?” he asked, irritably. 
“Did I tell you?” 

Franny looked over at his back with 
interest. “No, you didn’t!” she said. 
“Are you serious? What picture?” 

Zooey, looking out over the macad- 
amized school roof across the street, 
said, “Oh, it’s a long story. Some 
French joker’s over here, and he heard 
the album I did with Philippe. I had 
lunch with him one day a couple of 
weeks ago. A real schnorrer, but sort 
of likable, and apparently he’s hot over 
there right now.” He put one foot up 
on the window seat. “Nothing’s fi- 
nal—nothing’s ever final with these 
guys—but I think Ive got him half 
snowed into the idea of making a picture 
out of that Lenormand novel. The one 
T sent you.” 

“Yes! Oh, that’s exciting, Zooey. If 
you go, when do you think youd go?” 

“It is not exciting. That's exactly the 
point. I'd enjoy doing it, yes. God, yes. 
But T’d hate like hell to leave New 
York. If you must know, I hate any 
kind of so-called creative type who gets 
on any kind of ship. 1 don’t give a god- 
dam what his reasons are. 1 was born 
here. I went to school here. I've been   
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run over here—twice, and on the same 
damn street. T have no business acting 
in Europe, for God’s sake.” 

Franny gazed thoughtfully at his 
white broadcloth back. Her lips, how- 
ever, were still silently forming words. 
“Why do you go, then?” she asked. “Tf 
you feel that way.” 

“Why do I go?” Zooey said, without 
looking around. “I go mostly because 
Pm tired as hell of getting up furious in 
the morning and going to bed furious 
at mght. I go because I'sit in judgment 
on every poor, ulcerous bastard I know. 
Which in itself doesn’t bother me too 
much. At least, I judge straight from 
the colon when I judge, and I know 
that PII pay like hell for any judgment 
I mete out, sooner or later, one way or 
another. That doesn’t bother me so 
much. But there’s something— Jesus 
God—there’s something I do to people’s 
morale downtown that I can’t stand to 
watch much longer. I can tell you ex- 
actly what I do. I make everybody fecl 
that he doesn’t really want to do any 
good work but that he just wants to get 
work done that will be thought good by 
everyone he knows—the critics, the 
sponsors, the public, even his children’s 
schoolteacher. That’s what I do. That’s 
the worst I do.” He frowned in the 
direction of the school roof, then, with 
his fingertips, pressed some perspiration 
away from his forchead. He turned, 
abruptly, toward Franny when he 
heard her say something. “What?” he 
said. “I can’t hear you.” 

“Nothing. I said ‘Oh, God.” ” 
“Why ‘Oh, God’?” Zooey asked, 

impatiently. 
“Noth-ing. Don’t jump on me, 

please. I was only thinking, that’s all. 
I just wish you could've seen me on 
Saturday. You talk about undermining 
people’s morale! I absolutely ruined 
Lane’s whole day. I not only passed 
out on him every hour on the hour but 
here I'd gone all the way up there for 
a nice, friendly, normal, cocktaily, sup- 
poscdly fappy football game, and ab- 
solutely everything he said I either 
jumped on or contradicted or—I 
don’t know—just spoiled.” Franny 
shook her head. She was still stroking 
Bloomberg, but absently. The piano 
appeared to be her focal point. “I sim- 
ply could not keep a single opinion to 
myself,” she said. “It was just horrible. 
Almost from the very second he met me 
at the station, I started picking and 
picking and picking at all his opinions 
and values and— just everything. But 
everything. He'd written some per- 
fectly harmless test-tubey paper on 
Flaubert that he was so proud of and 
wanted me to read, and it just sounded   
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to me so strictly English Department 
and patronizing and campusy that all T 
did was—" She broke off. She shook 
her head again, and Zooey, still half- 
pivoted in her direction, narrowed his 
eyes at her. She was looking even paler, 
more post-operative, as it were, than 
she had on waking. “It’s a wonder 
he didn’t shoot me,” she said. “I'd 
have absolutely congratulated him if he 
had.” 

“You told me that bit last night. I 
don’t want any unfresh reminiscences 
this morning, buddy,” Zoocy said, and 
resumed looking out of the window. 
“In the first place, you're way off when 
you start railing at things and people in- 
stead of at yourself. We both arc. Ido 
the same goddam thing about televi- 
sion—DP’m aware of that. But it’s 
wrong. It’s us. 1 keep telling you that. 
Why are you so damned dense about 

“I'm not so damned dense about it, 
but you keep—" 

“It’s us,” Zooey repeated, overriding 
her. “We're freaks, that’s all. Those 
two bastards got us nice and early and 
made us into freaks with freakish stand- 

ards, that’s all. We're the Tattooed 
Lady, and we're never going to have a 
minute’s peace, the rest of our lives, till 
everybody else is tattooed, too.” More 
than a trifle grimly, he brought his 
cigar to his mouth and dragged on it, 
but it had gone out. “On top of cvery- 
thing else,” he said immediately, “we’ve 
got ‘Wise Child’ complexes. We've 
never really got off the goddam air. 
Not one of us. We don’t talk, we hold 

forth. We don’t converse, we expound. 
At least I do. The minute Pm in a 
room with somebody who has the usual 
number of ears, I either turn into a 

goddam seer or a human hatpin. The 
Prince of Bores. Last night, for in- 
stance. Down at the San Remo. I kept 
praying that Hess wouldn’t tell me the 
plot of his new script. I knew damn 
well he had one. I knew damn well I 
wasn’t going to get out of the place 
without a new script to take home. But 
I kept praying he’d spare me from an 
oral preview. He's not stupid. He 
knows it’s impossible for me to keep my 
mouth shut.” Zooey suddenly, sharply, 
turned around, without taking his foot 
off the window seat, and picked up, 
snatched up, a match folder that was 
on his mother’s writing table. He turned 
back to the window and the view of 
the school roof and put his cigar into 
his mouth again—but at once took it 
out. “Damn him, anyway,” he said. 
“Hes so stupid it breaks your heart. 
He's like everybody else in television. 
And Hollywood. And Broadway. He 
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thinks everything sentimental is fender, 
everything brutal is a slice of realism, 
and everything that runs into physical 
violence is a legitimate climax to some- 
thing that isn’t even—" 

“Did you tell him that?” 
“Certainly I told him that! T just 

got through telling you I can’t keep my 
mouth shut. Certainly I told him that! 
I left him sitting there wishing he was 
dead. Or one of us was dead—I hope 
to hell it was me. Anyway, it was a 
true San Remo exit.” Zooey took down 
his foot from the window seat. He 
turned around, looking both tense and 
agitated, and pulled out the straight 
chair at his mother’s writing table and 
sat down. He relit his cigar, then 
hunched forward, restively, both arms 
on the cherrywood surface. An object 
his mother used as a paper= 
weight stood beside the 
inkwell: a small glass 
sphere, on a black plastic 
pedestal, containing a 
snowman wearing a stove- 
pipe hat. Zooey picked it 
up, gave it a shake, and 
sat apparently watching 
the snowflakes swirl. 

Franny, looking at him, 
now had a hand visored 
over her eyes. Zooey was sitting in the 
main shaft of sunlight in the room. She 
might have altered her position on the 
couch, if she meant to go on looking at 
him, but that would have disturbed 
Bloomberg, in her lap, who appeared to 
be asleep. “Do you really have an 
ulcer?” she asked suddenly. “Mother 
said you have an ulcer.” 

“Yes, T have an ulcer, for Chris- 
sake. This is Kaliyuga, buddy, the Iron 
Age. Anybody over sixteen without 
an ulcers a goddam spy.” He gave 
the snowman another, more vigorous 
shake. “The funny part is,” he said, “I 
like Hess. Or at least I like him when 
he’s not shoving his artistic poverty 
down my throat. At least he wears 
horrible neckties and funny padded suits 
in the middle of that frightened, super- 
conservative, super-conforming mad- 
house. And T like his conceit. He’s so 
conceited he’s actually humble, the 
crazy bastard. 1 mean he obviously 
thinks television’s good enough to de- 
serve him and his big, bogus-coura- 
geous, ‘offbeat’ talent—which is a 
crazy kind of humility, if you feel like 
thinking about it.” He stared at the 
glass ball till the snowstorm had abated 
somewhat. “In a way, I sort of like 
LeSage, too. Everything he owns is 
the best—his overcoat, his two-cabin 

cruiser, his son’s grades at Harvard, his 
electric razor, everything. He took me 

ry     

home to dinner once and stopped me in 
the driveway to ask me if I remem- 
bered ‘the late Carole Lombard, in the 
movies.” He warned me I'd get a shock 
when I met his wife, she was such a 
dead ringer for Carole Lombard. I 
suppose I'll like him for that till T die. 
His wife turned out to be a really 
tired, bosomy, Persian-looking blonde.” 
Zooey looked around abruptly at Fran- 
ny, who had said something. “What?” 
he asked. 

“Yes!” Franny repeated—pale, but 
beaming, and apparently fated, too, to 
like Mr. LeSage till death. 

Zooey smoked his cigar in silence for 
a moment. “What gets me so down 
about Dick Hess,” he said, “what makes 
me so sad, or furious, or whatever the 
hell T am, is that the first script he did for 

LeSage was pretty good. 
It was almost good, in 
fact. It was the first one 
we did on film—I don’t 
think you saw it, you were 
at school or something. 1 
played a young farmer in 
it who lives all alone with 
his father. The boy has a 
notion that he hates farm- 
ing, and he and his father 
have always had a terrible 

time making a living, so when the 
father dies, he sells all the cattle and 
makes big plans to go to the big city to 
make a living.” Zooey picked up the 
snowman again but didn’t give it a 
shake—merely turned it around, by the 
pedestal. “It had some nice bits,” he 
said. “After I sell all the cows, I keep 
going out to the pasture to look for 
them. And when I go for a farewell 
walk with my girl, right before I leave 
for the big city, I keep steering her over 
toward the empty pasture. Then, when 
I get to the big city and get a job, I 
spend all my spare time hanging around 
the stockyards. Finally, in heavy traffic 
on the main street in the big city, a car 
makes a left turn and changes into 
a cow. I run after it, just as the 
hight changes, and get run over— 
stampeded.” He gave the snowman a 
shake. “It probably wasn’t anything you 
couldn’t watch while you were cutting 
your toenails, but at least you didn’t feel 
like stinking home from the studio after 
rehearsals. Tt was fresh enough, at 
least, and it was his own, it wasn’t 
part of a hackneyed trend in scripts. I 
wish to hell he'd go home and fill up 
again. 1 wish to hell everybody’d go 
home. I'm sick to death of being the 
heavy in everybody’s life. God, you 
should see Hess and LeSage when 
they’re talking about a new show. Or 
a new anything. They’re as happy as 
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pigs till T show up. T feel like those 
dismal bastards Seymour’s beloved 
Chuang-tzu warned everybody against. 
“Beware when the so-called sagely men 
come limping into sight” ” He sat 
still, watching the snowflakes swirl. “I 
could happily lie down and die some- 
times,” he said. 

Franny at that moment was gazing 
at a sunlit faded spot in the carpet 
over near the piano, her lips very dis- 
cernibly moving. “This is all so funny, 
you can’t imagine,” she said, with the 
faintest tremor in her voice, and Zooey 
looked over at her. Her paleness was 
emphasized by the fact that she was 
wearing no lipstick at all. “Every- 
thing you're saying brings back ev- 
erything I was trying to say to Lane 
on Saturday, when he started digging 
at me. Right in the middle of Mar- 
tinis and snails and things. I mean 
we’re not bothered by exactly the same 
things, but by the same kind of things, 
I think, and for the same reasons. At 
least, it sounds that way.” Bloomberg 
just then stood up in her lap and, more 
like a dog than a cat, began to circle 
around to find a sleeping position he 
liked better. Franny absently, yet like a 
guide, placed her hands gently on his 
back, and went on speaking. “T actually 
reached a point where I said to myself, 
right out loud, like a lunatic, If I hear | 
just one more picky, cavilling, uncon- 
structive word out of you, Franny 
Glass, you and I are finished—but 

| finished. And for a while I wasn’t too 
bad. For about a whole month, at least, 
whenever anybody said anything that 
sounded campusy and phony, or that 
smelled to high heaven of ego or some- 
thing like that, T at least kept quiet 
about it. I went to the movies or I 
stayed in the library all hours or I start- 
ed writing papers like mad on Restora- 
tion Comedy and stuff like that—but 
at least I had the pleasure of not hear- 
ing my own voice for a while.” She 
shook her head. “Then, one morning— 
bang, bang, I started up again. I 
didn’t sleep all night, for some reason, 
and I had an eight-o’clock in French 
Lit, so finally I just got up and got 
dressed and made some coffee and then 
walked around the campus. What I 
wanted to do was just go for a terribly 
long ride on my bike, but I was afraid 
everybody’d hear me taking my bike 
out of the stand—something always 
falls—so I just went into the Lit build- 
ing and sat. I sat and sat, and finally 
I got up and started writing things 
from Epictetus all over the blackboard. 
T filled the whole front blackboard—I 
didn’t even know I’d remembered so 
much of him. I erased it—thank 
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God! —before people started coming 
in. But it was a childish thing to do 
anyway—LEpictetus would have abso- 
lutely hated me for doing it—but ...” 
Franny hesitated. “I don’t know. I 
think T just wanted to see the name of 
somebody nice up on a blackboard. 
Anyway, that started me up again. I 
picked all day. I picked on Professor 
Fallon. I picked on Lane when I 
talked to him on the phone. T picked on 
Professor Tupper. It got worse and 
worse. I even started picking on my 
roommate. Oh, God, poor Bev! I 
started catching her looking at me as if 
she hoped I’d decide to move out of the 
room and let somebody halfway pleas- 
ant and normal move in and give her 
alittle peace. It was just terrible! And 
the worst part was, I knew what a bore 
1 was being, T Anew how I was depress 
ing people, or even hurting their feel 
ings—but I just couldn’t stop! I just 
could not stop picking.” Looking more 
than a little distrait, she paused just 
long enough to push downward on 
Bloomberg’s roving hindquarters. “It 
was the worst of all in class, though,” 
she said with decision. “That was the 
worst. What happened was, I got the 
idea in my head—and I could rot get it 
out—that college was just one more 
dopey, inane place in the world dedi- 
cated to piling up treasure on earth and 
everything. I mean treasure is reasure, 
for heaven’s sake. What's the differ- 
ence whether the treasure is money, or 
property, or even culture, or even just 
plain knowledge? It all seemed like ex- 
actly the same thing to me, if you take 
off the wrapping—and it still does! 
Sometimes I think that Anowledge— 
when it’s knowledge for knowledge’s 
sake, anyway—is the worst of all. ‘The 
least excusable, certainly.” Nervously, 
and without any real need whatever, 
Franny pushed back her hair with one 
hand. “I don’t think it would have all 
got me quite so down if just once in a 
while—just once in a while—there was 
at least some polite little perfunctory 
implication that knowledge should lead 
to wisdom, and that if it doesn’t, it’s 
just a disgusting waste of time! But 
there never is! You never even hear 
any hints dropped on a campus that 
wisdom is supposed to be the goal of 
knowledge. You hardly ever even hear 
the word ‘wisdom’ mentioned! Do 
you want to hear something funny? 
Do you want to hear something really 
funny? In almost four years of col- 
lege—and this is the absolute truzh— 
in almost four years of college, the only 
time T can remember ever even hearing 
the expression ‘wise man’ being used 
was in my freshman year, in Political   
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Science! And you know how it was 
used? Tt was used in reference to some 
nice old poopy elder statesman who'd 
made a fortune in the stock market and 
then gone to Washington to be an ad- 
viser to President Roosevelt. Homest- 
ly, now! Four years of college, almost! 
Pm not saying that happens to every- 
body, but I just get so upset when I 
think about it I could die.” She broke 
off, and apparently became rededicated 
to serving Bloomberg’s interests. Her 
lips now had very little more color in 
them than her face. They were also, 
very faintly, chapped. 

Zoocy’s eyes were on her, and had 
been. “I want to ask you something, 
Franny,” he said abruptly. He turned 
back to the writing-table surface again, 
frowned, and gave the snowman a 
shake. “What do you think you're do- 
ing with the Jesus Prayer?” he asked. 
“This is what I was trying to get at 
last night. Before you told me to go 
chase myself. You talk about piling up 
treasure—money, property, culture, 
knowledge, and so on and so on. In 
going ahead with the Jesus Prayer 
just let me finish, now, please—in go- 
ing ahead with the Jesus Prayer, aren’t 
you trying to lay up some kind of treas- 
ure? Something that’s every goddam 
bit as negotiable as all those other, more 
material things! Or does the fact that 
it’s a prayer make all the difference? I 
mean by that, is there all the difference 
in the world, for you, in which side 
somebody lays up his treasure—this side, 
or the other? The one where thieves 
can’t break in, et cetera? Is that what 
makes the difference? Wait a second, 
now—ijust wait'll Pm finished, please.” 
He sat for a few seconds watching the 
little blizzard in the glass sphere. Then: 
“There’s something about the way 
you're going at this prayer that gives 
me the woillies, if you want to know the 
truth. You think I'm out to stop you 
from saying it. I don’t know whether 
Tam or not—that’s a goddam debatable 
point—but I would like you to clear up 
for me just what the hell your motives 
are for saying it.” He hesitated, but 
not long enough to give Franny a 
chance to cut in on him. “As a matter 
of simple logic, there’s no difference at 
all, that I can see, between the man 
whos greedy for material treasure—or 
even intellectual treasure—and the man 
whos greedy for spiritual treasure. As 
you say, treasure’s treasure, God damn 
it, and it seems to me that ninety per 
cent of all the world-hating saints in 
history were just as acquisitive and un- 
attractive, basically, as the rest of us 
are.” 

Franny said, as icily as she could with 
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a faint tremor in her voice, “May I in- 
terrupt now, Zooey?” 

Zooey let go the snowman and 
picked up a pencil to play with. “Yes, 
yes. Interrupt,” he said. 

“I know all you're saying. You're 
not telling me one thing I haven't 
thought of by myself. You're saying T 
want something from the Jesus 
Prayer—which makes me just as ac- 
quisitive, in your word, really, as some- 
body who wants a sable coat, or to be 
famous, or to be dripping with some 
kind of crazy prestige. I know all that! 
My gosh, what kind of an imbecile do 
you think I am?” The tremor in her 
voice amounted now almost to an im- 
pediment. 

“All right, take it easy, take it easy.” 
“I can’t take it easy! You make me 

so mad! What do you think I'm doing 
here in this crazy room—losing weight 
like mad, worrying Bessie and Les abso- 
lutely silly, upsetting the house, and ev- 
erything? Don’t you think T have sense 
enough to worry about my motives for 
saying the prayer? That's exactly what's 
bothering me so. Just because I'm 
choosy about what I want—in this 
case, enlightenment, or peace, instead 
of money or prestige or fame or any of 
those things—doesn’t mean I’m not as 
egotistical and self-secking as everybody 
else. If anything, I’m more so! I don’t 
need the famous Zachary Glass to tell 
me that!” Here there was a marked 
break in her voice, and she began to 
be very attentive to Bloomberg again. 
Tears, presumably, were imminent, if 
not already on the way. 

Over at the writing table, Zooey, 
pressing down heavily with his pencil, 
was filling in the “0”s on the advertise- 
ment side of a small blotter. He kept 
this up for a little interval, then flipped 
the pencil toward the inkwell. He 
picked up his cigar from the lip of the 
copper ashtray where he had placed it. 
It was now only about two inches in 
length but was still burning. He took a 
deep drag on it, as if it were a kind of 
respirator in an otherwise oxygenless 
world. Then, almost forcibly, he looked 
over at Franny again. “Do you want 
me to try to get Buddy on the phone for 
you tonight?” he asked. “I think you 
should talk to sormebody—I’n no damn 
good for this.” He waited, looking at 
her steadily. “Franny. What about it?” 

Franny’s head was bowed. She ap- 
peared to be searching for fleas in 
Bloomberg's coat, her fingers very busy 
indeed turning back tufts of fur. She 
was in fact crying now, but in a very 
local sort of way, as it were; there were 
tears but no sounds. Zooey watched her 
for a full minute or so, then said, not 
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precisely kindly, but without importun- 
ing, “Franny. What about it? Shall I 
try to get Buddy on the phone?” 

She shook her head, without raising 
it. She went on searching for fleas. 
Then, after an interval, she did reply 
to Zooey’s question, but not very 
audibly. 

“What?” Zaoey asked. 
Franny repeated her statement. “T 

want to talk to Seymour,” she said. 
Zooey went on looking at her for a 

moment, his face essentially expression- 
less—discounting a line of perspiration 
on his rather long and singularly Irish 
upper lip. Then, with characteristic 
abruptness, he turned back and resumed 
filling in “0”s. But he put down the pen- 
cil almost immediately. He got up from 
the writing table—rather slowly, for 
him—and, taking his cigar stub with 
him, reassumed his one-foot-up stance 
at the window seat. A taller, longer- 
legged man—any one of his brothers, 
for example—might have put his foot 
up, might have made the stretch, with 
greater case. But once Zooey’s foot was 
up, he gave the impression of sustaining 
a dancer’s position. 

At first piecemeal, then point-blank, 
he let his attention be drawn to a little 
scene that was being acted out sublime- 
ly, unhampered by writers and directors 
and producers, five stories below the 
window and across the street. A fair- 
sized maple tree stood in front of the girls’ 
private school—one of four or five trees 
on that fortunate side 
of the strect—and at 
the moment a child of 
seven or cight, female, 
was hiding behind 
She was wearing a 
navy-blue reefer and a 
tam that was very near- 

ly the same shade of red 
as the blanket on the 
bed in van Gogh's room at Arles. Her 
tam did, in fact, from Zooey’s vantage 
point, appear not unlike a dab of paint. 
Some fifteen fect away from the child, 
her dog—a young dachshund, wearing 
a green leather collar and leash—was 
sniffing to find her, scurrying in frantic 
circles, his leash dragging behind him. 
The anguish of separation was scarcely 
bearable for him, and when at last he 
picked up his mistress’s scent, it wasn’t 
a second too soon. The joy of reunion, 
for both, was immense. The dachshund 
gave a little yelp, then cringed forward, 
shimmying with ecstasy, til his mistress, 
shouting something at him, stepped 
hurriedly over the wire guard surround- 
ing the tree and picked him up. She said 
2 number of words of praise to him, 
in the private argot of the game, then 

  

put him down and picked up his leash, 
and the two walked gaily west, toward 
Fifth Avenue and the Park and out of 
Zoocy’s sight. Zoocy reflexively put his 
hand on a crosspiece between panes of 
glass, as if he had a mind to raise the 
window and lean out of it to watch the 
two disappear. It was his cigar hand, 
however, and he hesitated a second too 
long. He dragged on his cigar. “God 
damn it,” he said, “there arc nice things 
in the world—and I mean ce things. 
Were all such morons to get so side- 
tracked. Always, always, always refer- 
ring every goddam thing that happens 
right back to our lousy little egos.” Be- 
hind him, just then, Franny blew her 
nose with guileless abandon; the report 
was considerably louder than might 
have been expected from so fine and 
delicate-appearing an organ. Zooey 
turned around to look at her, some- 

what censoriously. 
Franny, busy with several folds of 

Kleenex, looked at him. “Well, Pm 
sorry,” she said. “Can’t I blow my 
nose?” 

“You finished?” 
“Yes, Pm finished! My gosh, what 

a family. You take your life in your 
hands if you just blow your nose.” 

Zooey turned back to the window. 
He smoked bricfly, his cyes following a 
pattern of concrete blocks in the school 
building. “Buddy once said something 
reasonably sensible to me a couple of 
years ago,” he said. “If I can remember 

what it was.” He hesi- 
tated. And Franny, 
though still busy with 
her Kleenex, looked 
over at him. When 
Zooey appeared to have 
difficulty in remember- 
ing something, his hesi- 
tation invariably inter- 
ested all his brothers 

and sisters, and even held some enter- 
tainment value for them. His hesitations 
were almost always specious. Most of 
the time, they were direct carry-overs 
from the five undoubtedly formative 
years he had spent as a regular pancl- 
ist on “It’s a Wise Child,” when, 
rather than scem to flaunt his some- 
what preposterous ability to quote, in- 
stantancously and, usually, verbatim, 
almost anything he had ever read, or 
even listened to, with genuine interest, 
he cultivated a habit of furrowing 
his brow and appearing to stall for 
time, the way the other children on the 
program did. His brow was furrowed 
now, but he spoke up rather more quick- 
ly than was customary under the cir- 
cumstances, as though he sensed that 
Franny, his old co-panelist, had caught 
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him at it. “He said that a man should 
be able to lie at the bottom of a hill with 
his throat cut, slowly bleeding to death, 
and if a pretty girl or an old woman 
should pass by with a beautiful jug 
balanced perfectly on the top of her 
head, he should be able to raise himself 
up on one arm and sce the jug safely 
over the top of the hill.” He thought 
this over, then gave a mild snort. “I'd 
like to see him do it, the bastard.” He 

took a drag on his cigar. “Everybody 
in this family gets his goddam religion 
in a different package,” he commented, 
with a notable absence of awe in his 
tone. “Walt was a hot one. Walt 
and Boo Boo had the hottest religious 
philosophics in the family.” He dragged 
on his cigar, as if to offset being 
amused when he didn’t care to be. 
“Walt once told Waker that everybody 
in the family must have piled up one 
helluva lot of bad karma in his past 
incarnations. He had a theory, Walt, 
that the religious life, and all the agony 
that goes with it, is just something God 
sicks on people who have the gall to ac- 
cuse Him of having created an ugly 
world.” 

A titter of audience appreciation came 
from the couch. “I never heard that,” 
Franny said. “What's Boo Boo’s reli- 
gious philosophy? I didn’t think she had 
any.” 

Zooey said nothing for a moment, 
and then: “Boo Boo’s? Boo Boo’s con- 
vinced Mr. Ashe made the world. She 
got it from Kilvert’s ‘Diary. The 
schoolchildren in Kilvert’s parish were 
asked who made the world, and one of 
the kids answered, ‘Mr. Ashe.” 

Franny was delighted, and audibly 
so. Zoocy turned and looked at her, 
and—unpredictable young man—made 
a very dour face, as though he had 
suddenly eschewed any and all forms of 
levity. He took down his foot from the 
window seat, parked his cigar end in 
the copper ashtray on the writing table, 
and came away from the window. He 
moved across the room slowly, hands 
in his hip pockets, but not without some 
direction in his mind. “I should get the 
hell out of here. Pve got a lunch date,” 
he said, and immediately stooped to 
make a leisurely and proprietary exam- 
ination of the interior of the fish tank. 
He tapped on the glass with his finger 
nail, importunately. “I turn my back 
for five minutes and everybody lets my 
black mollies die off. I should’ve taken 
them to college with me. I knew that.” 

“Oh, Zooey. You've been saying that 
for five years. Why don’t you go buy 
some new ones?” 

He went on tapping on the glass. 
“All you college snips are the same. 
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Hard as nails. These weren't just any 
black mollics, buddy. We were very 
close.” So saying, he stretched out on 
his back on the carpet again, his slight 
torso fitting in rather tightly between 
the 1932 Stromberg-Carlson table radio 
and an overfilled maple magazine stand. 
Again only the soles and heels of his 
brogues were visible to Franny. How- 
ever, no sooner was he stretched out 
than he sat bolt upright, his head and 
shoulders suddenly propelled into view, 
with somewhat the macabre-comic ef- 
fect of a corpse falling out of a closet. 
“Prayer’s still going, eh?” he said. Then 
he dropped back out of sight again. He 
was still for a moment. Then, in an 
almost unintelligibly thick Mayfair ac- 
cent: “Id rather like a word with you, 
Miss Glass, if you’ve a moment.” The 
response to this, over at the couch, was a 
distinctly ominous silence. “Say your 
prayer if you want to, or play with 
Bloomberg, or feel free to smoke, but 
give me five minutes of uninterrupted 
silence, buddy. And, if possible, #0 tears 
atall. O.K.? You hear me?” 

Franny didn’t answer straightway. 
She brought her legs in closer to her, 
under the afghan. And gathered in the 
sleeping Bloomberg somewhat closer 
to her, too. “I hear you,” she said, and 
drew her legs in still closer to her, as 
a fortress draws up its bridge before 
the siege. She hesitated, then spoke up 
again. “You can say anything you want 
if you don’t get abusive about it. I just 
don’t feel like a workout this morning. 
I mean it.” 

“No workouts, no workouts, buddy. 
And if there’s one thing I never am, it’s 
abusive.” The speaker’s hands were 
folded benignly on his chest. “Oh, a 
little brisk sometimes, yes, when the 
situation warrants. Abusive, never. Per- 
sonally, P’ve always found that you can 
catch more flies with—" 

“I mean it, now, Zooey,” Franny 
said, more or less addressing his brogues. 
“And I wish youd sit up, incidentally. 
Every time all hell breaks loose around 
here, it seems very funny to me that it 
always comes from that spot right where 
you're lying. And you're always the 
one that’s there. C’mon, now. Just 
please sit up.” 

Zooey closed his eyes. “Fortunately, 
I know you don’t mean that. Not deep 
down. We both know, deep in our 
hearts, that this is the only piece of 
hallowed ground in this whole goddam 
haunted house. This happens to be 
where I used to keep my rabbits. And 
they were saints, both of them. As a 
matter of fact, they were the only celi- 
bate rabbits in the—" 

“Oh, shut up!” Franny said, nerv-   
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ously. “Just start, if you're going to. 
AIL T ask is that you at least try to be 
a little bit zactful, the way I'm feeling 
right now—that’s all. You are without 
a doubt the most tactless person I've 
ever known in my life.” 

“Tactless! Never. Outspoken, yes. 
High-spirited, yes. Mettlesome. San- 
guine, perhaps, to a fault. But no one 
has ever—> 

“I said tactless!” Franny overrode 
him. With considerable heat, yet 
trying not to be amused. “Just get 
sick sometime and go visit yourself, 
and you'll find out how tactless you are! 
You're the most impossible person to 
have around when somebody’s not feel- 
ing up to par that I’ve ever known in my 
life. If somebody just has a cold, even, 
you know what you do? You give them 
a dirty look every time you see them. 
You're absolutely the most unsym- 
pathetic person Ive ever known. You 
are!” 

“All right, all right, all right,” 
Zooey said, with his cys still closed. 
“Nobody’s perfect, buddy.” Effort- 
lessly, by softening and thinning his 
voice, rather than by raising it to a 
falsetto, he gave what was to Franny 
a familiar and always realistic imitation 
of their mother passing along a few 
cautionary words: “We say many things 
in heat, young lady, that we don’t really 
mean and are very sorry for the next 
day.” Then, instantly, he frowned, 
opened his eyes, and stared for several 
seconds at the ceiling. “Firstly,” he 
said, “I think you think I have inten- 
tions of trying to take your prayer away 
from you or something. I don’t. I do 
not. You can lie on that couch recit- 
ing the preamble to the Constizution for 
the rest of your life, as far as I'm con- 
cerned, but what I ar trying—> 

“That’s a beautiful start. Just beau- 
tiful.” 

“Beg pardon?” 
“Oh, shut up. Just go on, go on.” 
“What I started to say, I have noth- 

ing against the prayer at all. No matter 
what you think. You're not the first 
one who ever thought of saying it, 
you know. I once went to every Army 
& Navy store in New York looking 
for a nice, pilgrim-type rucksack. I was 
going to fill it with bread crumbs and 
start walking all over the goddam coun- 
try. Saying the prayer. Spreading the 
Word.” The whole business.” Zooey 
hesitated. “And I don’t just mention it, 
for God’s sake, to show you I was once 
an Emotional Young Person Just Like 
Yourself.” 

“Why do you mention it, then?” 
“Why do I mention it? I mention 

it because I have a couple of things I 
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want to say to you, and it’s just possible 
Pm not qualified to say them. On the 
ground that I once had a strong desire 
to say the prayer myself but didn’t. For 
all T know, I may be a little jealous of 
your having a go at it. It’s very possible, 
in fact. In the first place, I’m a ham. 
It may very well be that I hate like hell 
to play Martha to somebody else’s Mary. 
Who the hell knows?” 

Franny didn’t choose to reply. But 
she drew Bloomberg slightly closer to 
her and gave him an odd, ambiguous 
little hug. Then she looked over in her 
brother’s direction, and said, “You're a 
brownie. Did you know that?” 

“Just hold the compliments, buddy— 
you may live to retract them. I’m still 
going to tell you what I don’t like about 
the way you're going at this business. 
Qualified or not.” Here Zooey stared 
blankly at the plaster ceiling for a mat- 
ter of ten seconds or so, then closed his 
eyes again. “Firstly,” he said, “I don’t 
like this Camille routine. And don’t 
interrupt me, now. I know you're 
legitimately falling apart, and all that. 
And I don’t think it’s an act—I don’t 
mean that. And I don’t think it’s a sub- 
conscious plea for sympathy. Or any of 
that business. But I still say I don’t like 
it. It’s rough on Bessie, it’s rough on 
Les—and if you don’t know it yet, 
you're beginning to give off a little stink 
of piousness. God damn it, there isn’t 

any prayer in any religion in the world 
that justifies piousness. I’m not saying 
you are pious—so just sit still—but I am 
Saying all this hysteria business is un- 
attractive as hell.” 

“Are you finished?” Franny said, 
sitting very notably forward, The 
tremor had returned to her voice. 

“All right, Franny. C'mon, now. 
You said you'd hear me out. Pve said 
the worst, I think. Pm just trying to 
tell you—I'm not #rying, I'm telling 
you—that this just is not fair to Bessie 
and Les. It’s terrible for them—and you 
know it. Did you know, God damn it, 
that Les was all for bringing a tan- 
gerine in to you last night before he went 
to bed? My God. Even Bessie can’t 
stand stories with tangerines in them. 
And God knows I can’t. If you're going 
to go on with this breakdown business, 

T wish to hell you'd go back to college 
to have it. Where you're not the baby 
of the family. And where, God knows, 
nobody’ll have any urges to bring you 
any tangerines. And where you don’t 
keep your goddam zap shoes in the 
closet.” 

Franny, at this point, reached rather 

blindly, but soundlessly, for the box of 
Kleenex on the marble coffee table. 

Zooey was now gazing abstractedly 
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at an old root-beer stain on the ceiling 
plaster, which he himself had made 
nineteen or twenty years carlier, with 
a water pistol. “The next thing that 
bothers me,” he said, “isn’t pretty, 
either. But I'm almost finished, so 
hang on a second if you can. What I 
don’t like at all is this little hairshirty 
private life of a martyr you're living 
back at college—this little snotty cru- 
sade you think youre leading against 
everybody. And I don’t mean what you 
may think I mean, so try not to inter- 
rupt for a second. I take it that mostly 
youre gunning against the system of 
higher education. Don’t spring at me, 
now—for the most part, I agree with 
you. But I hate the kind of blanket at- 
tack you're making on it. I agree with 
you about ninety-eight per cent on the 
issue. But the other two per cent scares 
me half to death. I had one professor 
when I was in college—just one, Tll 
grant you, but he was a big, big one— 
who just doesn’t fit in with anything 
you've been talking about. He wasn’t 
Epictetus. But he was no egomaniac, he 
was no faculty charm boy. He was a 
great and modest scholar. And what's 
more, I don’t think I ever heard him 
say anything, either in or out of a class- 
room, that didn’t scem to me to have a 
little bit of real wisdom in it—and some- 
times a lot of it. What'll happen to him 
when you start your revolution? I can’t 
bear to think about it—let’s change the 
goddam subject. These other people 
you’ve been ranting about arc something 
else again. This Professor Tupper. And 
those other two goons you were telling 
me about last night—Manlius, and the 
other onc. Ive had them by the dozens, 
and so has everybody else, and T agree 
they’re not harmless. They’re lethal as 
hell, as a matter of fact. God almighty. 
They make everything they touch turn 
absolutely academic and useless. Or— 
worse—cultish. To my mind, theyre 
mostly to blame for the mob of ignorant 
oafs with diplomas that are turned loose 
on the country every June.” Here Zooey, 
still looking at the ceiling, simultancous- 
ly grimaced and shook his head. “But 
what I don’t like—and what I don’t 
think either Seymour or Buddy would 
like, either, as a matter of fact—is the 
way you talk about all these people. I 
mean you don’t just despise what they 
represent—you despise them. It’s too 
damn personal, Franny. I mean it. You 
get a real little homicidal glint in your 
eye when you talk about this Tupper, 
for instance. All this business about his 
going into the men’s room to muss 
his hair before he comes in to class. All 
that. He probably does—it goes with 
everything else you've told me about 
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him. Tm not saying it doesn’t. But it’s 
none of your business, buddy, what he 
does with his hair. It would be all right, 
in a way, if you thought his personal 
affectations were sort of funny. Or if 
you felt a tiny bit sorry for him for 
being insecure enough to give himself 
a little pathetic goddam glamour. But 
when you tell me about it—and I’m not 
fooling, now—you tell me about it as 
though his hair was a goddam personal 
enemy of yours. That is not right—and 
you know it. If you're going to go to 
war against the System, just do your 
shooting like a nice, intelligent girl—be- 
cause the enemy’s there, and not be- 
cause you don’t like his hairdo 
or his goddam necktie.” 

A silence followed for a 
minute or so. It was broken 
only by the sound of Franny 
blowing her nose—an aban- 
doned, protracted, “congested” blow, 
suggestive of a patient with a four-day- 
old head cold. 

“It’s exactly like this damned ulcer I 
picked up. Do you know why I have 
it? Or at least nine-tenths of the reason 
T have it? Because when I’m not think- 
ing properly, I let my feelings about 
television and everything else get per- 
sonal. I do exactly the same thing you 
do, and ’m old enough to know bet- 
ter.” Zooey paused. His gaze fixed 
on the root-beer spot, he took a deep 
breath, through his nose. His fingers 
were stil laced across his chest. “This 
last thing,” he said abruptly, “will prob- 
ably cause an explosion. But I can’t help 
it. It’s the most important thing of all.” 
He appeared to consult the ceiling plas- 
ter briefly, then closed his eyes. “T don’t 
know if you remember, but I remember 
a time around here, buddy, when you 
were going through a litte apostasy 
from the New Testament that could be 
heard for miles around. Everybody was 
in the goddam Army at the time, and I 
was the one that got his ear bent. But 
do you remember? Do you remember 
it at all?” 

“I was all of ten years old!” Franny 
said—nasally, rather dangerously. 

“I know how old you were. I know 
very well how old you were. C'mon, 
now. Pm not bringing this up with the 
idea of throwing anything back in your 
teeth—my God. I'm bringing this up 
for a good reason. I'm bringing it up 
because I don’t think you understood 
Jesus when you were a child and I 
don’t think you understand him now. I 
think you've got him confused in your 
mind with about five or ten other reli- 
gious personages, and I don’t sce how 
you can go ahead with the Jesus Prayer 
tll you know who's who and what's 

what. Do you remember at all what 
started off that little apostasy? . . . Fran- 
ny? Do you remember, or don’t you?” 

He didn’t get an answer. Only the 
sound of a nose being rather violently 
blown. 

“Well, T do, it happens. Matthew, 
Chapter Six. I remember it very clear- 
ly, buddy. I even remember where T 
was. I was back in my room putting 
some friction tape on my goddam 
hockey stick, and you banged in—all in 
an uproar, with the Bible wide open. 
You didn’t like Jesus any more, and 
you wanted to know if you could call 
Seymour at his Army camp and tell 

him all about it. And you 
know why you didn’t like 

  Jesus any more? Tl tell 
RT you. Because, one, you didn’t 

approve of his going into the 
synagogue and throwing all 

the tables and idols all over the place. 
That was very rude, very Unnecessary. 
You were sure that Solomon or some- 
body wouldn’t have done anything like 
that. And the other thing you disap- 
proved of—the thing you had the Bible 
open to—was the lines ‘Behold the 
fowls of the air: for they sow not, nei- 
ther do they reap, nor gather into barns; 
yet your heavenly Father feedeth them.” 
That was all right. That was lovely. 
That you approved of. But, when Jesus 
says in the same breath, ‘Are ye not 
much better than they?’—ah, that’s 
where little Franny gets off. That's 
where little Franny quits the Bible cold 
and goes straight to Buddha, who 
doesn’t discriminate against all those 
nice fowls of the air. All those sweet, 
lovely chickens and geese that we used 
to keep up at the Lake. And don’t tell 
me again that you were ten years old. 
Your age has nothing to do with what 
Pm talking about. There are no big 
changes between ten and twenty—or 
ten and cighty, for that marter. You still 
can’t love a Jesus as much as youd like 
to who did and said a couple of things 
he was at least reported to have said or 
done—and you know it. You're consti- 
tutionally unable to love or understand 
any son of God who throws tables 
around. And youre constitutionally un- 
able to love or understand any son of 
God who says a human being, any hu- 
man being—even a Professor Tup- 
per—is more valuable to God than any 
soft, helpless Easter chick.” 

Franny was now facing directly into 
the sound of Zooey’s voice, sitting bolt 
upright, a wad of Kleenex clenched in 
one hand. Bloomberg was no longer in 
her lap. “I suppose you can,” she said, 
shrilling. 

“It’s beside the point whether 7 can 
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or not. But, yes, as a matter of fact, I 
can. I don’t feel like going into it, but |, 
at least I’ve never tried, consciously or 
otherwise, to turn Jesus into St. Francis 
of Assisi to make him more ‘lovable’ — 
which is exactly what nincty-cight per 
cent of the Christian world has always 
insisted on doing. Not that it’s to my 
credit. T don’t happen to be attracted to 
the St. Francis of Assisi type. But you 
are. And, in my opinion, that’s one of 
the reasons why you're having this little 
nervous breakdown. And especially the 
reason why you’re having it at home. 
This place is made to order for you. The 
service is good, and there’s plenty of hot 
and cold running ghosts. What could 

{| be more convenient? You can say your 
prayer here and roll Jesus and St. Fran- 

{| cis and Seymour and Heidi’s grand- 
father all in one.” Zooey’s voice stopped, 
very briefly. “Can’t you see that? Can’t 
you sec how unclearly, how sloppily, 
youre looking at things? My God, 
there’s absolutely nothing tenth-rate 
about you, and yet you're up to your 
neck at this minute in tenth-rate think- 
ing. Not only is the way you're going 
at your prayer tenth-rate religion but, 
whether you know it or not, you're hav- 
ing a tenth-rate nervous breakdown. 
T’ve seen a couple of real breakdowns, 
and the people who had them didn’t]. 
bother to pick and choose the place 
they—" 

“Just stop it, Zooey! Just stop it!” 
Franny said, sobbing. 

“Iwill, in a minute, in just a minute. 
Why are you breaking down, inciden- 
tally? I mean if you're able to go into a 
collapse with all your might, why can’t 
you use the same energy to stay well 
and busy? All right, so Pm being un- 
reasonable. I’m being very unreasonable 
now. But, my God, how you try what 
little patience I was born with! You take 
a look around your college campus, and 
the world, and politics, and one season 
of summer stock, and you listen to the 
conversation of a bunch of nitwit college 
students, and you decide that every- 
thing’s ego, ego, ego, and the only intel- 
ligent thing for a girl to do is to lie 
around and shave her head and say the 
Jesus Prayer and beg God for a little 
mystical experience that'll make her nice 
and happy.” 

Franny shricked, “Will you shut up, 
please?” 

“In just a second, in just a second. 
You keep talking about ego. My God, 
it would take Christ himself to decide 
what's ego and what isn’t. This is God’s 
universe, buddy, not yours, and he 
has the final say about what’s ego and 
what isn’t. What about your beloved 
Epictetus? Or your beloved Emily 
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Dickinson? You want your Emily, 
every time she has an urge to write a 
poem, to just sit down and say a prayer 
till her nasty, egotistical urge goes 
away? No, of course you don’t! But 
you'd like your friend Professor Tup- 
per’s ego taken away from him. That’s 
different. And maybe it is. Maybe it is. 
But don’t go screaming about egos in 
general. In my opinion, if you really 
want to know, half the nastiness in the 

world is stirred up by people who aren’t 
using their true egos. Take your Pro- 
fessor Tupper. From what you say 
about him, anyway, I'd lay almost any 
odds that this thing he’s using, the thing 
you think is his ego, isn’t his cgo at all 
but some other, much dirtier, much less 
basic faculty. My God, yowve been 
around schools long enough to know 
thescore. Scratch an incompetent school 
teacher—or, for that matter, college 
professor—and half the time you find a 
displaced first-class automobile mechan- 
ic or a goddam stonemason. Take 
LeSage, for instance—my friend, my 
employer, my Rose of Madison Avenue. 
You think it was his ego that got him 
into television? Like hell it was! He has 

no ego any more—if ever he had one. 
He's split it up into hobbies. He has at 
least three hobbies that I know of—and 
they all have to do with a big, ten-thou- 
sand-dollar workroom in his basement, 
full of power tools and vises and God 
knows what else. Nobody who's really 
using his ego, his real ego, has any ime 
for any goddam hobbies.” Zooey sud- 
denly broke off. He was still lying with 
his eyes closed and his fingers laced, 
quite tightly, across his chest, his shirt- 
front. But he now ground his face into a 
deliberately pained expression—a form, 
apparently, of self-criticism. “Hobbies,” 
he said. “How did I get off onto 
hobbies?” He lay still for a moment. 

Franny’s sobs, no more than partly 
muffled by a satin pillow, made the only 
sound in the room. Bloomberg was now 
sitting under the piano, on an island of 
sunshine, rather picturesquely washing 
his face. 

“Always the heavy,” Zooey said, a 
trifle too matter-of-factly. “No matter 
what I say, I sound as though I'm un- 
dermining your Jesus Prayer. And Pm 
not, God damn it. All T am is against 
why and how and where you're using 
it. ’d like to be convinced—Id love 
to be convinced—that you’re not using 
it as a substitute for doing whatever the 
hell your duty is in life, or just your 
daily duty. Worse than that, though, 
I can’t see—1 swear to God I can’t— 
how you can pray to a Jesus you don’t 
even understand. And what's really in- 
excusable, considering that you've been 
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funnel-fed on just about the same 
amount of religious philosophy that T 
have—what’s really inexcusable is that 
you don’t try to understand him. 
There'd be some excuse for it if 
you were cither a very simple person, 
like the pilgrim, or a very goddam des- 
perate person—but you're not simple, 
buddy, and you’re not that damned 
desperate.” Just then, for the first 

time since he had lain down, Zooey, 
with his eyes still shut, compressed his 
lips—very much, as a matter of paren- 
thetical fact, in the habitual style of his 

mother. “God almighty, Franny,” he 
said. “If you're going to say the Jesus 
Prayer, at least say it to Jesus, and not 
to St. Francis and Seymour and Heid’s 
grandfather all wrapped up in one. 
Keep him in mind if you say it, and 
him only, and him as he was and not 
as youd like him to have been. You 
don’t face any facts. This same damned 
attitude of not facing facts is what 
got you into this messy state of mind 
in the first place, and it can’t possibly 
get you out of it.” 

Zoocy abruptly placed his hands over 
his now quite damp face, left them 
there for an instant, then removed 
them. He refolded them. His voice 
picked up again, almost perfectly con- 
versational in tone. “The part that 
stumps me, really stumps me, is that T 
can’t see why anybody—unless he was 
a child, or an angel, or a lucky simpleton 
like the pilgrim—would even want to 
say the prayer to a Jesus who was the 
least bit different from the way he looks 
and sounds in the New Testament. My 
God! He’s only the most intelligent 
man in the Bible, that’s alll Who isn’t 
he head and shoulders over? Who? 
Both Testaments are full of pundits, 
prophets, disciples, favorite sons, Solo- 
mons, Isaiahs, Davids, Pauls—but, my 
God, who besides Jesus really knew 
which end was up? Nobody. Not 
Moses. Don’t tell me Moses. He was 
a nice man, and he kept in beautiful 
touch with his God, and all that—but 
that’s exactly the point. He had to keep 
in touch. Jesus realized there is no 
separation from God.” Zooey here 
clapped his hands together—only once, 
and not loud, and very probably in spite 
of himself. His hands were refolded 
across his chest almost, as it were, be- 
fore the clap was out. “Oh, my God, 
what a mind!” he said. “Who else, for 
example, would have kept his mouth 
shut when Pilate asked for an explana- 
tion? Not Solomon. Don’t say Solo- 
mon. Solomon would have had a few 
pithy words for the occasion. I'm not 
sure Socrates wouldn’t have, for that 

matter. Crito, or somebody, would 
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have managed to pull him aside just 
long enough to get a couple of well- 
chosen words for the record. But 
most of all, above everything else, who 
in the Bible besides Jesus knew— 
knew—that we're carrying the King- 
dom of Heaven around with us, inside, 
where were all too goddam stupid and 
sentimental and unimaginative to look? 
You have to be a son of God to know 
that kind of stuff. Why don’t you 
think of these things? I mean it, Fran- 
ny, I’m being serious. When you don’t 
sce Jesus for exactly what he was, you 
miss the whole point of the Jesus Prayer. 
If you don’t understand Jesus, you 
can’t understand his prayer—you don’t 
get the prayer at all, you just get some 
kind of organized cant. Jesus was a 
supreme adept, by God, on a terribly 
important mission. This was no St. 
Francis, with enough time to knock out 
a few canticles, or to preach to the |} 
birds, or to do any of the other endear- 
ing things so close to Franny Glass’s 
heart. Pm being serious now, God 
damn it. How can you miss seeing 
that? If God had wanted somebody 
with St. Francis’s consistently winning 
personality for the job in the New 
Testament, he’d’ve picked him, you 
can be sure. As it was, he picked the 
best, the smartest, the most loving, the 
least sentimental, the most unimitative 

master he could possibly have picked. 
And when you miss seeing that, I swear 
to you, you're missing the whole point 
of the Jesus Prayer. The Jesus Prayer 
has one aim, and one aim only. To en- 
dow the person who says it with Christ- 
Consciousness. Not to set up some little 
cozy, holier-than-thou trysting place 
with some sticky, adorable divine 
personage who'll take you in his arms 
and relieve you of all your duties and 
make all your nasty Weltschmerzen 
and Professor Tuppers go away and 
never come back. And by God, if you 
have intelligence enough to see that— 
and you do—and yet you refuse to see 
it, then you're misusing the prayer, 
you're using it to ask for a world full 
of dolls and saints and no Professor 
Tuppers.” He suddenly sat up, shot 
forward, with an almost calisthenic- 
like swiftness, to look at Franny. His 
shirt was, in the familiar phrase, wring- 
ing wet. “If Jesus had intended the 
prayer to be used for—" 

Zouey broke off. He stared over at 
Franny’s prostrate, face-down position 
on the couch, and heard, probably for 
the first time, the only partly stifled 
sounds of anguish coming from her. In 
an instant, he turned pale—pale with 
anxiety for Franny’s condition, and 
pale, presumably, because failure had 
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suddenly filled the room with its in- 
variably sickening smell. The color of 
his pallor, however, was a curiously 
basic white—unmixed, that is, with the 
greens and yellows of guilt or abject 
contrition. It was very like the standard 
bloodlessness in the face of a small boy 
who loves animals to distraction, all 

animals, and who has just scen his fa- 
vorite, bunny-loving sister’s expression 
as she opened the box containing his 
birthday present to her—a freshly 
caught young cobra, with a red ribbon 
tied in “an awkward bow around it 
neck. 

He stared at Franny for a full min- 
ute, then got to his feet, with a little, 
uncharacteristically awkward move- 
ment of imbalance. He went, very 
slowly, over to his mother’s writing 
table, on the other side of the room. 
And it was clear, on arrival, that he had 
no idea why he’d gone over to it. He 
seemed unfamiliar with the things on 
the table surface—the blotter with his 
filled-in “0s, the ashtray with his cigar 
end in it—and he turned around and 
looked at Franny again. Her sobbing 
had let up a bit, or seemed to have, but 
her body was in the same wretched, 
prostrate, face-down position. One arm 
was bent under her, caught under her, 
in a way that must have been acutely 
uncomfortable, if not rather painful. 
Zooey looked away from her, and then, 
not unbravely, back at her. He wiped 
his brow briefly with the palm of his 
hand, put the hand into his hip pocket 
to dry it, and said, “Pm sorry, Fran- 
ny. Pm very sorry.” But this formal 
apology only reactivated, reamplified, 
Franny’s sobbing. He looked at her, 
fixedly, for another fifteen or twenty 
seconds. Then he left the room, via 
the hall, closing the doors behind him. 

HE fresh-paint smell was now 
quite strong just outside the living 

room. The hall itself had not yet been 
painted, but newspapers had been 
strewn the entire length of the hard- 
wood floor, and Zooey’s first step—an 
indecisive, almost dazed one—left the 
imprint of his rubber heel on a sports- 
section photograph of Stan Musial hold- 
ing up a fourteen-inch brook trout. On 
his fifth or sixth step, he barely missed 
colliding with his mother, who had just 
come out of her bedroom. “I thought 
you'd gone!” she said. She was carry- 
ing two laundered and folded cotton 
bedspreads. “I thought I heard the 
front—" She broke off to take in 
Zooey’s general appearance. “What is 
that? Prespiration?” she asked. With- 
out waiting for a reply, she took Zooey 
by the arm and led him—almost swept 
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him, as if he were as light as a broom— 
into the daylight coming out of her 
freshly painted bedroom. “It is prespira- 
tion.” Her tone couldn’t have held 
more wonder and censure if Zooey’s 
pores had been exuding crude oil. 
“What in the world have you been 
doing? You just had a bath. What 
have you been doing?” 

“I’m late now, Fatty. C'mon. One 
side,” Zooey said. A Philadelphia high- 
boy had been moved out into the hall, 
and, together with Mrs. Glass’s person, 
it blocked Zooey’s passage. “Who put 
this monstrosity out here?” he said, 

glancing at it. 
“Why are you perspiring like that?” 

Mrs. Glass demanded, staring first at 
the shirt, then at him. “Did you talk 
to Franny? Where’ve you just been? 
The living room?” 

“Yes, yes, the living room. And if 
1 were you, incidentally, I'd go look in 
there for a second. She’s crying. Or 
was when I left.” He tapped his moth- 
er on the shoulder. “C’mon, now. I 
mean it. Get out of the—" 

“She’s crying? Again? Why? What 
happened?” 

“I don’t know, for Chrissake—I hid 
her Pooh books. Come or, Bessie, step 
aside, please. I'm in a hurry.” 

Mrs. Glass, still staring at him, let 
him pass. Then, almost at once, she 
made for the living room, at a clip that 
scarcely gave her leave to call back over 
her shoulder, “Change that shirt, young 
man!” 

If Zooey heard this, he gave no sign. 
At the far end of the hall, he went into 
the bedroom he had once shared with 
his twin brothers, which now, in 1955, 
was his alone. But he stayed in his room 
for not more than two minutes. When 
he came out, he had on the same sweaty 
shirt. There was, however, a slight but 
fairly distinct change in his appearance. 
He had acquired a cigar, and lighted it. 
And for some reason he had an un- 
folded white handkerchief draped over 
his head, possibly to ward off rain, or 
hail, or brimstone. 

He went directly across the hall and 
into the room his two eldest brothers 
had shared. 

This was the first time in almost 
seven years that Zooey had, in the 
ready-made dramatic om, “set foot” 
in Seymour’s and Buddy’s old room. 
Discounting a totally negligible inci- 
dent a couple of years earlier, when he 
had methodically dragged the entire 
apartment for a mislaid or “stolen” 
tennis-racket press. 

He closed the door behind him as 
tightly as possible, and with an expres- 
sion implying that the absence of a key 
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in the lock met with his disapproval. 
He gave the room itself scarcely a 
glance, once he was inside it. Instead, 
he turned around and deliberately faced 
a sheet of what had once been snow- 
white beaverboard that was nailed un- 
compromisingly to the back of the door. 
It was a mammoth specimen, very 
nearly as long and as wide as the door 
itself. One could have believed that its 
whiteness, smoothness, and expanse had 
at one time cried out rather plaintively 
for India ink and block lettering. Cer- 
tainly not in vain, if so. Every inch of 
visible surface of the board had been 
decorated, with four somewhat gor- 
geous-looking columns of quotations 
from a variety of the world’s literatures. 
The lettering was minute, but jet-black 
and passionately legible, if just a trifle 
fancy in spots, and without blots or |! 
erasures. The workmanship was no less 
fastidious even at the bottom of the 
board, near the doorsill, where the two 
penmen, each in his turn, had obvious 
ly lain on their stomachs. No attempt 
whatever had been made to assign quo- 
tations or authors to categorics or 
groups of any kind. So that to read 
the quotations from top to bottom, col- 
umn by column, was rather like walk- 
ing through an emergency station set 
up in a flood area, where, for example, 
Pascal had been unribaldly bedded 
down with Emily Dickinson, and 
where, so to speak, Baudclairc’s and 
Thomas a Kempis’s toothbrushes were 
hanging side by side. 

Zooey, standing in just close enough, 
read the top entry in the left-hand col- 
umn, then went on reading downward. 
From his expression, or lack of it, he 
might have been killing time on a rail 
way platform reading a billboard ad- 
vertisement for Dr. Scholls foot pads. 

You have the right to work, but for the 
work’s sake only. You have no right to 
the fruits of work. Desire for the fruits 
of work must never be your motive in 
working. Never give way to laziness, 
either. 

Perform every action with your heart 
fixed on the Supreme Lord. Renounce at- 
tachment to the fruits. Be even-tempered 
[underlined by one of the calligraphers] in 
success and failure; for it is this evenness 
of temper which is meant by yoga. 

‘Work done with anxiety about results 
is far inferior to work done without such 
anxiety, in the calm of self-surrender. Seek 
refuge in the knowledge of Brahman. 
They who work selfishly for results are 
miserable. —“Bhagavad Gita.” 

It loved to happen—Marcus Aurelius. 

O snail 
Climb Mount Fuji, 

But slowly, slowly! —Issa. 

Concerning the Gods, there are those 
who deny the very existence of the God-   

Most people 

prefer a 

POWER PRODUCTS 
| engine on 

their mower! 

POWER PRODUCTS 

CORPORATION 

  

GRAFTON ~ WISCONSIN 

  

  

ONDON 
OUSE 

MICHIGAN & WACKER 

Man cannot live by steak 
alone . .. even our own! So 
make a date tonight with 

Dorothy 
Donegan 

AND HER EXCITING TRIO 
no cover, minimum or amusement tax       HOTE Eh 

THE MOST 
DISTINGUISHED HOTEL       AV. JUAREZ 52 MEXICO, CITY



£4 ha 

Pied ent peifect/-on Piothers Day or any special occasion—Libbey’s 
beautiful new Provincial Rose glasses. The whole family can enjoy these sparkling beauties every 
day—each has Libbey’s exclusive chip-defiant rim.* In 5 sizes—only about $3.95 for 8-of-a-kind 

sets. (Syracuse “Bridal Rose” china; “Damask Rose” in Heirloom Sterling)   
     

          

4 —Libbey’s exciting Aqua Tempo. A truly “spec- 
Fd tacular” gift—and only about $2.00 for 8-of-a- 

= ints kind. In fact, all Libbey glass costs so little it’s 
y : “Sofedoe” fun to own 2 or 3 sets. (Iroquois Impromptu 

ibbey will replace 2 tional “Sc le: 
Gite striking Staccato glasses. So eg RR 
handsomely accented in turquoise and 22K South, West and 
gold—who would guess the 10-0z. and 14- Canada. 

oz. sizes cost only about $3.95 for 8-of-a- LIBBEY SAFEDGE GLASSWARE 

kind? Pilsners about $5.95. (Iroquois 
Casual china; International Stainless) AN oO PRODUCT 

   

Owens-Irrivors 
GENERAL OFFICES - TOLEDO 1, OHIO



  

  
Hamiltonian Bermuda Shirts of cool Dan River cotton... 

FIRST SUMMER MESH THAT 
WON'T WILT, 

Fabulous new twist! Those clever Italians showed us 
how to twist gossamer fibres so tight, they can’t sag! 
This 8-ply mesh by Dan River is open, breezy—yet wash- 
ings won't weaken it, all-day humidity won't wilt it. “Ice 

oes w SOS re,    oS 
$ 

i 

  

WON'T SAG! 
cubes of color” from large patterns to small. ..left to 
right: Hamiltonians III, II, T and IV. Collars: button- 
down or regular. All $5.95; long sleeve, $6.95. Wash and 
wear Sultana Slack of Doncron (Dacron-cotton) $18.95. 

 



head; others say that it exists, but neither 
bestirs nor concerns itself nor has fore- 
thought for anything. A third party at- 
tribute to it existence and forethought, but 
only for great and heavenly matters, not 
for anything that is on earth. A fourth 
party admit things on earth as well as in 
heaven, but only in general, and not with 
respect to each individual. A fifth, of whom 
were Ulysses and Socrates, are those that 
cry:— 

“I move not without Thy knowledge!” 
—Epictetus. 

The love interest and climax would 
come when a man and a lady, both stran- 
gers, got to talking together on the train 
going back east. 

“Well,” said Mrs, Croot, for it was she, 
“what did you think of the Canyon ?”* 

“Some cave,” replied her escort. 
“What a funny way to put it!” replied 

Mrs. Croot. “And now play me some- 
thing.” 
—Ring Lardner (“How to Write Short 
Stories”). 

God instructs the heart, not by ideas 
but by pains and contradictions. 

—De Caussade. 

“Papa!” shrieked Kitty, and shut his 
mouth with her hands. 

“Well, I won't..." he said. “I'm very, 
very pleased. . . . Oh, whata fool Lam. ...” 

He embraced Kitty, kissed her face, her 
hand, her face again, and made the sign of 
the cross over her. 

And there came over Levin a new feel- 
ing of love for this man, till then so little 
known to him, when he saw how slowly 
and tenderly Kitty kissed his muscular 
hand. —"Anna Karenina.” 

“Sir, we ought to teach the people that 
they are doing wrong in worshipping the 
images and pictures in the temple.” 

Ramakrishna: “That's the way with you 
Calcutta people: you want to teach and 
preach. You want to give millions when 
you are beggars yourselves....Do you 
think God does not know that he is being 
worshipped in the images and pictures? If 
a worshipper should make a mistake, do 
you not think God will know his intent?” 

—“The Gospel of Sri Ramakrishna.” 

“Don’t you want to join us?” I was re- 
cently asked by an acquaintance when he 
ran across me alone after midnight in a 
coffeehouse that was already almost de- 
serted. “No, I don’t,” I said. —Kafka. 

The happiness of being with people. 
—Kafka. 

St. Francis de Sales’ prayer: “Yes, 
Father! Yes, and always, Yes!” 

Zui-Gan called out to himself every 
day, “Master.” 

Then he answered himself, “Yes, sir.” 
And then he added, “Become sober.” 
Again he answered, “Yes, sir.” 
“And after that,” he continued, “do not 

be deceived by others.” 
“Yes, sir; yes, sir,” he replied. 

—Mu-Mon-Kwan. 

‘The lettering on the beaverboard be- 
ing as small as it was, this last entry 
appeared well in the upper fifth of its 
column, and Zooey could have gone on 
reading for another five minutes or so, 
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staying in the same column, without 
having to bend his knees. He didn’t 
choose to. He turned around, not ab- 
ruptly, and walked over and sat down 
at his brother Seymour’s desk—pulling 
out the little straight chair as though it 
were something he did every day. He 
placed his cigar on the right-hand edge 
of the desk, burning end out, leaned 
forward on his elbows, and covered his 

face with his hands. 
Behind him and at his left, two cur- 

tained windows, with their blinds half 
drawn, faced into a court—an un- 
picturesque brick-and-concrete valley 
through which cleaning women and 
grocery boys passed grayly at all hours 
of the day. The room itself was what 
might be called the third master bed- 
room of the apartment, and was, by 
more or less traditional Manhattan 
apartment-house standards, both un- 
sunny and unlarge. The two eldest 
Glass boys, Seymour and Buddy, had 
moved into it in 1929, at the respective 
ages of twelve and ten, and had vacated 
it when they were twenty-three and 
twenty-one. Most of the furniture be- 
longed to a maplewood “set”: two day 
beds, a night table, two boyishly small, 
knee-cramping desks, two chiffoniers, 
two semi-easy chairs. Three domestic 
Oriental scatter rugs, extremely worn, 
were on the floor. The rest, with very 

little exaggeration, was books. Meant- 
to-be-picked-up books. Permanently- 
left-behind books. Uncertain-what-to- 

do-with books. But books, books. Tall 
cases lined three walls of the room, 
filled to and beyond capacity. The over- 
flow had been piled in stacks on the 
floor. There was little space left for 
walking, and none whatever for pac- 
ing. A stranger with a flair for cock- 
tail-party descriptive prose might have 
commented that the room, at a quick 
glance, looked as if it had once been 
tenanted by two struggling twelve- 
year-old lawyers or researchists. And, 
in fact, unless one chose to make a fairly 
thoughtful survey of the reading matter 
extant, there were few, if any, certain 
indications that the former occupants 
had both reached voting age within the 
predominantly juvenile dimensions of 
the room. True, there was a phone— 

the controversial private phone—on 
Buddy’s desk. And there were a num- 
ver of cigarette burns on both desks. But 
other, more emphatic signs of adult- 
hood—stud or cuff-button boxes, wall 

pictures, the telling odds and ends that 
collect on chiffonier tops—had been re- 

moved from the room in 1940, when 
the two young men “branched out” 
and took an apartment of their own.   With his face in his hands and his 
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handkerchief headgear drooping low 
over his brow, Zooey sat at Seymour’s 
old desk, inert, but not asleep, for a 
good twenty minutes. Then, almost in 

one movement, he removed the sup- 
port for his face, picked up his cigar, 
stowed it in his mouth, opened the left- 
hand bottom drawer of the desk, and 
took out, using both hands, a seven- or 
cight-inch-thick stack of what appeared 
to be—and were—shirt cardboards. 
He placed the stack before him on 
the desk and began to turn the cards 
over, two or three at a time. His hand 
stayed only once, really, and then quite 
briefly. 

‘The cardboard that he stopped at had 
been written on in February, 1938. 
‘The handwriting, in blue-lead pencil, 
was his brother Seymour’s: 

My twenty-first birthday. Presents, 
presents, presents. Zooey and the baby, as 
usual, shopped lower Broadway. They 
gave me a fine supply of itching powder 
and a box of three stink bombs. I'm to drop 
the bombs in the elevator at Columbia or 
“someplace very crowded” as soon as I get 
a good chance. 

Several acts of vaudeville tonight for my 
entertainment. Les and Bessie did a lovely 
soft-shoe on sand swiped by Boo Boo from 
the urn in the lobby. When they were fin- 
ished, B. and Boo Boo did a pretty funny 
imitation of them. Les nearly in tears. The 
baby sang “Abdul Abulbul Amir.” Z. 
did the Will Mahoney exit Les taught 
him, ran smack into the bookcase, and was 
furious. The twins did B.’s and my old 
Buck & Bubbles imitation. But to perfec- 
tion. Marvellous. In the middle of it, the 
doorman called up on the housephone and 
asked if anybody was dancing up there. A 
Mr. Seligman, on the fourth— 

There Zooey quit reading. He gave 
the stack of cardboards a solid-sounding 
double tap on the desk surface, as one 
taps a deck of cards, then dropped the 
stack back into the bottom drawer and 
closed the drawer. 

Once again he leaned forward on his 
clbows and buried his face in his hands. 
“This time he sat motionless for almost 
a half hour. 

When he moved again, it was as 
though marionette strings had heen at- 
tached to him and given an overzealous 
yank. He appeared to be given just 
enough time to pick up his cigar before 
another jerk of the invisible strings 
swung him over to the chair at the sec- 
ond desk in the room—Buddy’s desk— 
where the phone was. 

In this new seating arrangement, the 
first thing he did was to pull his shirt 
ends out of his trousers. He unbuttoned 
the shirt completely, as if the journey of 
three steps had taken him into an oddly 
tropical zone. Next, he took his cigar 
out of his mouth, but transferred it to 
his left hand and kept it there. With his 

3 HOURS FROM NEW YORK 
AND PHILADELPHIA 

New York Reservation Office: 
30 Rockefeller Plaza, Clrcle 5-5620 

Magnificent 6000 acre resort with 
every facility for rest and relaxa- 
tion. 300 fireproof rooms. Excellent 
meals. Seasonal sports include golf, 
tennis, riding, swimming, fishing, 
lawn bowling. Friendly atmosphere. 
Movies, concerts, bridge, dancing 
and other interesting entertainment. 

127 

   

    

   

                  
      

     

  

Truly worth the extra cost . . . Now with 
this new, wonderfully mild luxury pipe to- 
bacco you can enjoy the rich taste of natural 
tobaccos blended without aromatics. Enjoy 
this skillful blend of the finest White Bur-   INTRODUCING EDGEWORTH 

NATURAL TOBACCO AROMA...MILD ENOUGH TO INHALE 

   

    

   

  

   

  

   

For the man 

who is 

never quite 

satisfied 

with less than 

the best! 

n Exclusive *Mylor" pouch 

leys, Golden Flake and rare red Virginia cut 
Cavendish. So delightfully mild—even ciga- 
rette smokers enjoy the change to this new 
experience in pipe smoking. Executive Mix- 
ture is on sale at fine tobacconists. 

LARUS & BROTHER CO., INC., RICHMOND, VIRGINIA “The Makers of Edgeworth”



128 

Ca
na
da
, 

Van
cou

ver
 

B.C
. 

    

    

l
e
a
p
.
.
.
l
o
o
k
 

at
 

Arm
ore

d 
by 

B.F.
 G

ood
ric

h 
XK

ro
se

ad
 

iis
gag

e 
cov

eri
ng 

5
 2

 
>
 

Kn
ow
 
th
e 

tr
av

el
 a

ns
we
rs
. 

Wr
it
e 

for
 *

Ti
ps
 

on 
Tr
ip
s"
 i

ll
us
tr
at
ed
 
bo
ok
le
t 

> 
S
k
y
w
a
y
,
2
0
 

Wa
ll

 S
t.,

 S
e
a
t
t
l
e
 

1, 
Wa

s]
 

  

       L
U
G
G
A
G
E
 
C
O
V
E
R
I
N
G
 

BF
Go

od
ri

ch
 

    
       Ko

ro
se
al
 

ma
nu
fa
ct
ur
ed
 

by
 

B. 
F. 

Go
od

ri
ch

 
In
du
st
ri
al
 

Pr
od
uc
ts
 

Co
mp

an
y,

 
Ma

ri
et
ta
, 

Oh
io
. 

* 

Ze SE. 2zz SSE E25 " g2a. 
Swe a es Et ES2 
==» EES ES ia 
EE 
S=E=2 STaE   

right hand he took his handkerchief 
off his head and laid it beside the 
phone, in what was very implicitly a 
“ready position.” He then picked up 
the phone without any perceptible hesi- 
tation and dialled a local number. A 
very local number indeed. When he 
had finished dialling, he picked up his 
handkerchief from the desk and put 
it over the mouthpiece, quite loosely and 
mounted rather high. He took a deepish 
breath, and waited. He might have 
lighted his cigar, which had gone out, 
but he didn’t. 

AgouT a minute and a half earlier, 
Franny, on a distinctly quavering 

note, had just declined her mother’s 
fourth offer within fifteen minutes to 
bring in a cup of “nice, hot chicken 
broth.” Mrs. Glass had made this last 
offer on her feet—in fact, halfway out 
of the living room, in the direction of 
the kitchen, looking rather grim with 
optimism. But the reintroduced quaver 
in Franny’s voice had sent her quickly 
back to her chair. 

Mrs. Glass chair was, of course, on 
Franny’s side of the living room. And 
most vigilantly so. Some fifteen minutes 
earlier, when Franny had been reha- 
bilitated enough to sit up and look 
around for her comb, Mrs. Glass had 
brought over the straight chair from 
the writing table and placed it squarely 
up against the coffee table. The site 
was excellent for Franny-observing, and 
also placed the observer within easy 
reach of an ashtray on the marble sur~ 
face. 

Re-scated, Mrs. Glass sighed, as 
she always sighed, in any situation, 
when cups of chicken broth were 
declined. But she had, so to speak, been 
cruising in a patrol boat down and 
up her children’s alimentary canals 
for so many years that the sigh was 
in no sense a real signal of defeat, 
and she said, almost immediately, “I 
don’t sce how you expect to get your 
strength and all back if you don’t 
take something nourishing ‘into your 
system. Pm sorry, but T don’t. You've 
had exactly—” 

“Mother—now, please. I’ve asked 
you twenty times. Will you please stop 
mentioning chicken broth to me? It 
nauseates me just to—"" Franny broke 
off, and listened. “Ts that our phone?” 
she said. 

Mis. Glass was already up from her 
chair. Her lips had tightened a bit. The 

ring of a telephone, any telephone, any- 
where, invariably caused Mrs. Glass’s 
Tips to tighten a bit. “T’ll be right back,” 
she said, and left the room. She was 
chinking more audibly than usual, as 
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if a box of assorted household nails 
had come apart in one of her kimono 
pockets. 

She was gone about five minutes. 
When she returned, she had the par- 
ticular facial expression that her eldest 
daughter, Boo Boo, had once described 
as meaning one of only two things: that 
she had just talked with one of her sons 
on the telephone or that she had just 
had a report, on the best authority, that 
the bowels of every single human being 
in the world were scheduled to move 
with perfect hygienic regularity for a 
period of one full week. “That’s Buddy 
on the phone,” she announced as she 
came into the room. From a habit of 
several years’ standing, she suppressed 
any small token of pleasure that might 
have slipped into her voice. 

Franny’s visible reaction to this news 
was considerably less than enthusiastic. 
She looked, in fact, nervous. “Where’s 
he phoning from?” she said. 

“I didn’t even ask him. He sounds 
as though he has a horrible cold.” Mrs. 
Glass didn’t sit down. She hovered. 
“Hurry up, now, young lady. He wants 
to talk to you.” 

“Did he say so?” 
“Certainly he said so! Hurry up, 

now. . . . Put your slippers on.” 
Franny let herself out of the pink 

sheets and the pale-blue afghan. She 
sat, pale and obviously stalling, on the 
couch edge, looking up at her mother. 
Her feet fished around for her slippers. 
“What'd you tell him?” she asked nerv- 
ously. 

“Just kindly go to the phone, please, 
young lady,” Mis. Glass said evasive 
ly. “Just hurry a little, for goodness 
sake.” 

“I suppose you told him I’m at death’s 
door or something,” Franny said. There 
was no reply to this. She stood up 
from the couch, not so fragilely as a 
post-operative convalescent might have 
but with just a trace of timidity and 
caution, as if she expected, and perhaps 
rather hoped, to feel a trifle dizzy. She 
worked her feet more securely into her 
slippers, then came out from behind 
the coffee table gravely, untying and 
retying the belt of her dressing gown. 
A year or so earlier, in an unwarrantably 
self-deprecating paragraph of a letter to 
her brother Buddy, she had referred to 
her own figure as ““irreproachably 
Americanese.” Watching her, Mrs. 
Glass, who happened to be a great judge 
of young girls’ figures and young girls’ 
walks, once again, in licu of a smile, 
tightened her lips a bit. The instant, 
however, that Franny was out of sight, 
she turned her attention to the couch. 
Clearly, from her look, there were not 
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many things in the world she disliked 
more than a couch, a good eiderdown 
couch, that had been made up for slecp- 
ing purposes. She went around into the 
aisle made by the coffee table and began 
to give all the pillows in sight a therapeu- 
tic beating up. 

Franny, in transit, ignored the tele- 
phone in the hall. She evidently pre- 
ferred to take the longish walk down 
the hall to her parents bedroom, 
where the more popular phone in the 
apartment was located. Although there 
was nothing markedly peculiar about 
her gait as she moved through the hall — 
she neither dallied nor quite hurried— 
she was nonetheless very peculiarly 
transformed as she moved. She ap- 
peared, vividly, to grow younger with 
each step. Possibly long halls, plus the 
aftereffects of tears, plus the ring of 
2 telephone, plus the smell of fresh paint, 
plus newspapers underfoot— possibly 
the sum of all these things was equal, for 
her, to a new doll carriage. In any case. 
by the time she reached her parents’ bed- 
room door her handsome tailored tie- 
silk dressing gown—the emblem, per- 

haps, of all that is dormitorially chic 
and fatale—looked as if it had been 
changed into a small child’s woollen 
bathrobe. 

Mr. and Mrs. Glass’s bedroom 
reeked, and even smarted, of freshly 
painted walls. The furniture had been 

herded into the middle of the room and 

covered with canvas—old, paint-flecked, 

organic-looking canvas. The beds, too, 
had been drawn in from the wall, but 

they had been covered with cotton bed- 
spreads Mrs. Glass herself had provided. 
The phone was now on the pillow of 
Mr. Glass’s bed. Evidently Mrs. Glass, 
too, had preferred it to the less private 

extension in the hall. The handpicce lay 
detached from its catch, waiting for 
Franny. It looked almost as dependent 
2s a human being for some acknowl- 
edgment of its existence. To get to it, 

to redeem it, Franny had to shuffle 
across the floor through a quantity of 
newspapers and sidestep an empty paint 
bucket. When she did reach it, she 

didn’t pick it up but merely sat down 

beside it on the bed, looked at it, looked 

away from it, and pushed back her hair. 
‘The night table that ordinarily stood 
alongside the bed had been moved close 
enough to it so that Franny could reach 
it without quite standing up. She put her 

hand under a particularly soiled-looking 
piece of canvas covering it and passed 
the hand back and forth till she found 
what she was looking for—a porcelain 
cigarette box and a box of matches in a 
copper holder. She lit a cigarette, then 
gave the phone another, long, exceed- 
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ingly worried look. With the exception 
of her late brother Seymour, it should 
be noted, all her brothers had overly 
vibrant, not to say sinewy, voices on the 
telephone. At this hour, it was very pos- 
sible that Franny felt deeply hesitant 
about taking a chance on just the timbre, 
let alone the verbal content, of any of 
her brothers’ voices on the phone. 
However, she puffed nervously on 
her cigarette and, rather bravely, picked 
up the phone. “Hello. Buddy?” she 
said. 

“Hello, sweetheart. How are you— 
are you all right?” 

“Pm fine. How are you? You sound 
as though you have a cold.” Then, when 
there was no immediate response: “I 
suppose Bessie’s been briefing you by the 
hour.” 

“Well —after a fashion. Yes and no. 
You know. Are you all right, sweet- 
heart?” 

“Pm fine. You sound funny, though, 
Either you have a terrible cold or this is 
a terrible connection. Where are you, 
anyway?” 

“Where am I? I’m right in my ele- 
ment, Flopsy. I’m in a little haunted 
house down the road. Never mind. Just 
talk to me.” 

Franny unplacidly crossed her legs. 
“I don’t know exactly what you'd like 
to talk about,” she said. “What all’d 
Bessie tell you, I mean?” 

There was a most characteristically 
Buddylike pause at the other end. It 
was exactly the kind of pause—ijust a 
trifle rich with seniority of years—that 
had often tried the patience of both 
Franny and the virtuoso at the other 
end of the phone when they were small 
children. “Well, Pm not terribly sure 
what all she told me, sweetheart. Past 
a certain point, it’s a little rude to go on 
listening to Bessie on the phone. T heard 
about the cheeseburger diet, you can be 
sure. And, of course, the Pilgrim books. 
Then I think I just sat with the phone 
at my ear, not really listening. You | 
know.” 

“Oh,” Franny said. She switched 
her cigarette over to her telephone 
hand and, with her free hand, reached 
again under the canvas cover on the 
night table and found a tiny ceramic 
ashtray, which she placed beside her on 
the bed. “You sound funny,” she said. 
“Do you have a cold, or what?” 

“TI feel wonderful, sweetheart. I’m 
sitting here talking to you and I feel 
wonderful. I¢s a joy to hear your voice. 
I can’t tell you.” 

Franny once again pushed back her 
hair with one hand. She didn’t say any- 
thing. 

“Flopsy? Can you think of anything 
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Bessie may have missed? You feel like 
talking at all?” 

With her fingers, Franny slightly 
altered the position of the tiny ashtray 
beside her on the bed. “Well, I'm a 
little talked out. To be honest with 
you,” she said, “Zoacy’s been at me all 
morning.” 

“Zooey? How is he?” 
“How is he? He's fine. He's just 

tiptop. I could just murder him, that’s 
all.” 

“Murder him? Why? Why, sweet- 
heart? Why could you murder our 
Zooey?” 

“Thy? Because T just could, that’s 
all! He’s completely destructive. Ive 
never met anyone so completely de- 
structive in my life! IPs just so unsec- 
essary! One minute he launches this all- 
out attack on the Jesus Prayer—which 
I happen to be interested in—making 
you think you're some kind of neurotic 
nitwit for even being interested in it. 
And about two minutes later he starts 
raving to you about how Jesus is the 
only person in the world he’s ever 
had any respect for—such a marvellous 
mind, and all that. He’s just so erratic. 
I mean he goes around and around in 
such horrible circles.” 

“Tell about it. Tell about the hor- 
rible circles.” 

Here Franny made the mistake of 
giving a litde exhalation of impa- 
tience—she had just inhaled cigarette 
smoke. She coughed. “Tell about it! 
It would just take me all day, that’s 
all!” She put a hand to her throat, and 
waited for the wrong-passage discom- 
fort to pass. “He’s just a monster,” she 
said. “He is! Not really a monster 
but— I don’t know. He's so bitter 
about things. He’s bitter about religion. 
He's bitter about television. He’s bitter 
                                        
ing you both made freaks out of us. / 
don’t know. He jumps from one— 

“Why freaks? I know he thinks 
that. Or thinks he thinks it. But did he 
say why? What's his definition of a 
freak? He say, sweetheart?” 

Just here, Franny, in apparent de- 
spair at the naiveté of the question, 
struck her forehead with her hand. 
Something she very probably hadn’t 
done in five or six years—when, for ex- 
ample, halfway home on the Lexington 
Avenue bus, she discovered she had left 
her scarf back at the movies. “What's 
his. definition?” she said. “He has about 
forty definitions for everything! If I 
sound slightly unhinged, that’s the 
reason why. One minute—like last 

night—he says we’re freaks because we 
were brought up to have only one set 
of standards. Ten minutes later he says 
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he’s a freak because he never wants to 
meet anybody for a drink. The only 
time—" 

“Never wants to what?” 
“Meet anybody for a drink. Oh, he 

had to go out last night and meet this 
television writer for a drink downtown, 
in the Village and all. That's what 
started it. He says the only people he 
ever really wants to meet for a drink 
somewhere are all either dead or un- 
available. He says he never even wants 
to have lunch with anybody, even, un- 
less he thinks there’s a good chance it’s 
going to turn out to be Jesus, the per- 
son—or the Buddha, or Hui-neng, or 
Shankaracharya, or somebody like that. 
You know.” Franny suddenly put out 
her cigarette in the tiny ashtray—with 
some awkwardness, not having her sec- 
ond hand free to brace the ashtray. 
“You know what else he said to me?” 
she said. “You know what he swore up 
and down to me? He told me last night 
he once had a glass of ginger ale with 
Jesus in the kitchen when he was eight 
years old. Are you listening?” 

“Pm listening, I'm listening... 
sweetheart.” 

“He said he was—this is exactly what 
he said—he said he was sitting at the 
table in the kitchen, all by himself, 
drinking a glass of ginger ale and eating 
saltines and reading ‘Dombey and Son,’ 
and all of a sudden Jesus sat down in the 
other chair and asked if he could have 
a small glass of ginger ale. A small 
glass, mind you—that's exactly what he 
said. I mean he says things like that, 
and yet he thinks he’s perfectly qualified 
to give me a lot of advice and stuff! 
That's what makes me so mad! I could 
just spit! I could! Is like being in a 
lunatic asylum and having another pa- 
tient all dressed up as a doctor come over 
to you and start taking your pulse or 
something. . . . It’s just awful. He talks 
and talks and talks. And if he isn’t 
talking, he’s smoking his smelly cigars 
all over the house. I’m so sick of the 
smell of cigar smoke I could just roll 
over and die.” 

“The cigars are ballast, sweetheart. 
Sheer ballast. If he didn’t have a cigar 
to hold on to, his feet would leave the 
ground. We'd never see our Zooey 
again.” 

There were several experienced ver- 
bal stunt pilots in the Glass family, but 
this last little remark perhaps Zooey 
alone was codrdinated well enough to 
bring in safely over a telephone. Or so 
this narrator suggests. And Franny may 
have felt so, too. In any case, she sud- 
denly knew that it was Zooey at the 
other end of the phone. She got up, 
slowly, from the edge of the bed. “All     
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right, Zooey,” she said. “All right.” 
Not quite immediately: “Beg par- 

don?” 
“T said, all right, Zooey.” 
“Zooey? What is this? . . . Franny? 

You there?” 
“Pm here. Just stop it now, please. 

T know it’s you.” 
“What in the world are you talking 

about, sweetheart? What is this? 
Who's this Zooey?” 

“Zooey Glass,” Franny said. “Just 
stop it now, please. You're not being 
funny. As it happens, Pm just barely 
getting back to feeling halfway—" 

“Grass, did you say? Zooey Grass? 
Norwegian chap? Sort of a heavyset, 
blond, ath— 

“All right, Zooey. Just stop, please. 
Enough’s enough. Youre not fun- 
ny....In case you're interested, Pm 
feeling absolutely lousy. So if theres 
anything special you have to say to me, 
please hurry up and say it and leave me 
alone.” 
was oddly veered away from, as if the 
stress on it hadn’t been fully intended. 

There was a peculiar silence at the 
other end of the phone. And a peculiar 
reaction to it from Franny. She was 
disturbed by it. She sat down again on 
the edge of her father’s bed. “I'm not 
going to hang up on you or anything,” 
she said. “But P’m—TI don’t know— 
Pm tired, Zooey. I’m just exhausted, 
frankly.” She listened. But there was 
no response. She crossed her legs. “You 
can go on like this all day, but I can’t,” 
she said. “All I am is on the receiving 
end. It isn’t terribly pleasant, you know. 
You think everybody’s made of iron or 
something.” She listened. She started 
to speak up again but stopped when 
she heard the sound of a voice being 
cleared. 

“I don’t think everybody’s made of 
iron, buddy.” 

“This abjectly simple sentence seemed 
to disturb Franny rather more than a 
continued silence would have. She 
quickly reached over and picked a cig- 
arette out of the porcelain box, but 
didn’t prepare to light it. “Well, youd 
think you did,” she said. She listened. 
She waited. “I mean, did you call for 
any special reason?” she said abruptly. 
“I mean, did you have any special rea- 
son for calling me?” 

“No special reason, buddy, no spe- 
cial reason.” 

Franny waited. Then the other end 
spoke up again. 

“I suppose I more or less called to 
tell you to go on with your Jesus 
Prayer if you want to. I mean that’s 
your business. That's your business. 
It’s a goddam nice prayer, and don’t 

This last, emphasized word | 
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let anybody tell you anything dif- 
ferent.” 

“I know,” Franny said. Very nerv- 
ously, she reached for the box of 
matches. 

“I don’t think T ever really meant 
to try to stop you from saying it. Atleast, 
I don’t think I did. I don’t know. I don’t 
know what the hell was going on in 
my mind. There’s one thing I do know 
for sure, though. I have no goddam 
authority to be speaking up like a seer 
the way I have been. We've had enough 
goddam seers in this family. That part 
bothers me. That part scares me a little 
bit.” 

Franny took advantage of the slight 
pause that followed to straighten her 
back a trifle, as though, for some rea- 
son, good posture, or better posture, 
might come in handy at any moment. 

“It scares me alittle bit, but it doesn’t 
petrify me. Let’s get that straight. It 
doesn’t petrify me. Because you forget 
one thing, buddy. When you first felt 
the urge, the call, to say the prayer, 
you didn’t immediately start searching 
the four corners of the world for a mas- 
ter. You came home. You not only 
came home but you went into a god- 
dam collapse. So if you look at it in a 
certain way, by rights you're only en- 
titled to the low-grade spiritual counsel 
we're able to give you around here, and 
no more. At least you know there won’t 
be any goddam ulterior motives in this 
madhouse. Whatever we are, we're not 
fishy, buddy.” 

Franny suddenly tried with one hand 
alone to get a light for her cigarette. 
She opened the matchbox compart- 
ment successfully, but one inept scratch 
of a match sent the box to the floor. 
She bent quickly and picked up the 
box, and let the spilled matches lic. 

“Pll tell you one thing, Franny. One 
thing I know. And don’t get upset. It 
isn’t anything bad. But if it’s the re- 
ligious life you want, you ought to | 
know right now that you're missing out 
on every single goddam religious action 
that’s going on around this house. You 
don’t even have sense enough to drink 
when somebody brings you a cup of 
consecrated chicken soup—which is the 
only kind of chicken soup Bessie ever 
brings to anybody around this mad- 
house. So just tell me, just tell me, 
buddy. Even if you went out and 
searched the whole world for a mas- 
ter—some guru, some holy man—to 
tell you how to say your Jesus Prayer 
properly, what good would it do you? 
How in hell arc you going to recognize 
a legitimate holy man when you see 
one if you don’t even know a cup of 
consecrated chicken soup when it’s right 
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in front of your nose? Can you tell me 
that?” 

Franny was now sitting up rather 
abnormally straight. 

“Pm just asking you. I’m not try- 
ing to upset you. Am I upsetting you?” 

Franny answered, but her answer 
evidently didn’t carry. 

“What? I can’t hear you.” 
“I said no. Where are you calling 

from? Where are you now?” 
“Oh, what the hell’s the difference 

where Iam? Pierre, South Dakota, for 
God’s sake. Listen to me, Franny— 
I'm sorry, don’t get riled. But listen 
to me. I have just one or two very 
small things more, and then Pll quit, 
T promise you that. But did you know, 
just by the way, that Buddy and I drove 
up to see you in stock last summer? Did 
you know we saw you in ‘Playboy of 
the Western World® one night? One 
god-awful kot night, I can tell you that. 
But did you know we were there?” 

An answer seemed to be called for. 
Franny stood up, then immediately sat 
down. She placed the ashtray slightly 
away from her, as if it were very much 
in her way. “No, I didn’t,” she said. 
“Nobody said one single— No, I 
didn’t.” 

“Well, we were. We were. 
Tl tell you, buddy. You were 
And when T say good, I mean good. 
You held that goddam mess wp. Even 
all those sunburned lobsters in the audi- 
ence knew it. And now I hear you're 
finished with the theatre forever—I 
hear things, I hear things. And I re- 
member the spiel you came back with 
when the season was over. Oh, you 
irritate. me, Franny! T’'m sorry, you 
do. You've made the great startling 
goddam discovery that the acting pro- 
fession’s loaded with mercenaries and 
butchers. As 1 remember, you even 
looked like somebody who'd just been 
shattered because all the ushers hadn’t 
been geniuses. What's the matter with 
you, buddy? Where are your brains? 
If you’ve had a freakish education, at 

And 
good. 

5] least use it, use it. You can say the Jesus 
Prayer from now till doomsday, but if 
you don’t realize that the only thing 
that counts in the religious life is detach 
ment, T don’t see how you'll ever even 
move an inch. Detachment, buddy, and 
only detachment. Desirelessness. ‘Cessa- 
tion from all hankerings.” It’s this busi- 
ness of desiring, if you want to know 
the goddam truth, that makes an actor 

in the first place. Why’re you making 
me tell you things you already know? 
Somewhere along the line—in one 
damn incarnation or another, if you 

like—you not only had a hankering to 
be an actor or an actress but to be a 
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good one. You're stuck with it now. 
You can’t just walk out on the results 
of your own hankerings. Cause and ef- 
fect, buddy, cause and effect. The only 
thing you can do now, the only relig- 
ious thing you can do, is act. Act for 
God, if you want to—be God’s actress, 
if you want to. What could be prettier? 
You can at least try to, if you want to— 
there’s nothing wrong in #rying.” There 
was a slight pause. “You'd better get 
busy, though, buddy. The goddam 
sands run out on you every time you 
turn around. I know what I’m talking 
about. You're lucky if you get time to 
sneeze in this goddam phenomenal 
world.” There was another, slighter 
pause. “I used to worry about that. I 
don’t worry about it very much any 
more. At least I'm still in love with 
Yorick’s skull. At least I always have 
time enough to stay in love with Yor- 
ick’s skull. I want an honorable goddam 

skull when I’m dead, buddy. I hanker 
after an honorable goddam skull like 
Yorick’s. And so do you, Franny 
Glass. So do you, so do you. . . . Ah, 
God, what's the use of talking? You had 
the exact same goddam freakish up- 
bringing I did, and if you don’t know 
by this time what kind of skull you want 
when you're dead, and what you have 
to do to earn it— I mean if you don’t 
at least know by this time that if youre 
an actress you're supposed to act, then 
whats the use of talking?” 

Franny was now sitting with the flat 
of her free hand pressed against the side 
of her face, like someone with an excru- 
ciating toothache. 

“One other thing. And that’s all. 
I promise you. But the thing is, you 
raved and you bitched when you came 
home about the stupidity of audiences. 
The goddam ‘unskilled laughter’ com- 
ing from the fifth row. And that’s right, 
that’s right—God knows it’s depressing. 
Pm not saying it isn’t. But that’s none 
of your business, really. That’s none of 
your business, Franny. An artist’s only 
concern is to shoot for some kind of 
perfection, and on his own terms, not 
anyone else’s. You have no right to 
think about those things, I swear to you. 
Not in any real sense, anyway. You 
know what I mean?” 

‘There was a silence. Both saw it 
through without any seeming impa- 
tience or awkwardness. Franny still ap- 
peared to have some considerable pain 
on one side of her face, and continued 
to keep her hand on it, but her expres- 
sion was markedly uncomplaining. 

‘The voice at the other end came 
through again. “I remember about the 
fifth time I ever went on ‘Wise Child.” I 
subbed for Walt a few times when he 

  

  

  

Natural shoulder suits that 

wash and dey automatically 

Dacron*, 259, viscose 
rayon and 109, mohair can 
be washed and dried by 
machine—comes out, 
minutes later, freshly 
creased, needing only 
occasional ironing. Haspel 
has tailored it in a 
lightweight, tropical weave, 
natural shoulder model. 
Gray, tan or navy, 59.50 

Men's Store, Street Floor 

"Rn 

A remarkable blend of 65% f= % 

Also at 
New Rochelle, 
Fresh Meadows, 
Stamford 

Bloomingdale's - Lexington at 59th, N.Y. 22, N.Y. -       
  

  

  A fine watch... whether his or hers... de- 
serves no less than the finest in watchbands » 
... Komfit. Flexible from tip to tip. . . thin as J 
a dime but durable as time . . . Komfit adjusts 
to fit any wrist. Available at fine jewelers from Co 
$6.50 to $18.95, incl. Fed. tax. Komfit for 
men in all 14 Kt. gold, $145. 

=, ; or Quality Climate Note: Komfit's exclusive stainless steel lin- News for Dally 
ingis cool, comfortable, impervious to perspiration.  



Natural Shoulder Trousers 
and Walking Shorts® 

  

Our unique gentleman's trouser of 
superb Cheops cotton poplin, skill- 
fully woven of fine puma yarns and 
characterized by its exceptional com- 
fort, its attractive appearance. In a 
choice of notably correct styles, one 
detailed with slim, unlined back 
strap. another with slim gingham- 
lined back pocket flap. In natural, 
olive. black. 

    

   

    

    

red. pewter, navy About $16, 
at these fine stores 

pout start ire 
ut Po " Comotlyes gh 

So Bais Gren 10 i Baiadons Akins s i Canielet Bros. 
2 Sheraton Hen’ 

& a 
A i 

armel calle ward Bri 

or write 
CORBIN, Ltd, 73 Fifth Ave, N.Y.C. 

    

    

nvcrsity Shop 
futher s   

  

  

PAR MA 
Otallian Provincial) 

Aon ome Goparmant Wr bet. 
UNION - NATIONAL. INC. | 

JAMESTOWN. N.v.   

was in a cast—remember when he was 
in that cast? Anyway, I started bitching 
one night before the broadcast. Sey- 
mour’d told me to shine my shoes just as 
I was going out the door with Waker. I 
was furious. The studio audience were 
all morons, the announcer was a moron, 
the sponsors were morons, and I just 
damn well wasn’t going to shine my 
shoes for them, I told Seymour. I said 
they couldn’t sec them anyway, where 
we sat. He said to shine them anyway. 
He said to shine them for the Fat Lady. 
I didn’t know what the hell he was 
talking about, but he had a very Sey- 
mour look on his face, and so I did it. 
He never did tell me who the Fat Lady 
was, but I shined my shoes for the Fat 
Lady every time I ever went on the 
air again—all the years you and T were 
on the program together, if you remem- 
ber. I don’t think I missed more than 
just a couple of times. This terribly 
clear, clear picture of the Fat Lady 
formed in my mind. I had her sitting 
on this porch all day, swatting flies, 
with her radio going full-blast from 
morning till night. T figured the heat 
was terrible, and she probably had can- 
cer, and— 1 don’t know. Anyway, it 
seemed goddam clear why Seymour 
wanted me to shine my shoes when I 
went on the air. It made sense.” 

Franny was standing. She had taken 
her hand away from her face to hold 
the phone with two hands. “He told 
me, too,” she said into the phone. “He 
told me to be funny for the Fat Lady, 
once.” She released one hand from the 
phone and placed it, very briefly, on 
the crown of her head, then went 
back to holding the phone with both 
hands. “I didn’t ever picture her on a 
porch, but with very—you know— 
very thick legs, very veiny. I had her 
in an awful wicker chair. She had 
cancer, foo, though, and she had the 
radio going full-blast all day! Mine 
did, too!” 

“Yes. Yes. Yes. All right. Let me 
tell you something now, buddy... . 
Are you listening?” 

Franny, looking extremely tense, 
nodded. 

“I don’t care where an actor acts. It 
can be in summer stock, it can be over 
a radio, it can be over television, it can 
bein a goddam Broadway theatre, com- 
plete with the most fashionable, most 
well-fed, most sunburned-looking audi- 
ence you can imagine. But Pll tell you a 
terrible secret— Are you listening to 
me? There isn’t anyone out there who 
isn’t Seymour’s Fat Lady. That in- 
cludes your Professor Tupper, buddy. 
And all his goddam cousins by the 
dozens. There isn’t anyone anywhere 
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that isn’t Seymour’s Fat Lady. Don’t 
you know that? Don’t you know that 
goddam secret yer? And don’t you 
know—listen to me, now—don’t you 
know who that Fat Lady really is? . .. 
Ah, buddy. Ah, buddy. Tt’s Christ Him- 
self. Christ Himself, buddy.” 

For joy, apparently, it was all Franny 
could do to hold the phone, even with 
both hands. 

For a fullish half minute or so, there 
were no other words, no further speech. 
Then: “T can’t talk any more, buddy.” 
The sound of a phone being replaced 
in its catch followed. 

Franny took in her breath slightly 
but continued to hold the phone to her 
ear. A dial tone, of course, followed 
the formal break in the connection. She 
appeared to find it extraordinarily beau- 
tiful to listen to, rather as if it were the 
best possible substitute for the primordial 
silence itself. But she scemed to know, 
too, when to stop listening to it, as if 

all of what little or much wisdom there 
is in the world were suddenly hers. 
When she had replaced the phone, she 
seemed to know just what to do next, 
too. She cleared away the smoking 
things, then drew back the cotton bed- 
spread from the bed she had been sitting 
on, took off her slippers, and got into 
the bed. For some minutes, before she 
fell into a deep, dreamless sleep, she just 
lay quiet, smiling at the ceiling. 

—J. D. SaLiNGER 

Mayor Daley said construction of a 
major hotel in the Loop area is being con- 
sidered by representatives of big hotel in- 
terests. 

The representatives, whom the mayor 
declined to identify, now are surveying 
possible sties, he said—Chicago Sun- 
Times. 

Maybe they asked not to be identified. 

The text of this book was set on the 
Linotype in eleven-point Electra, a type 
with a contemporary flavor, well suited to 
a book on techniques as modern as those 
of public relations. . .. The paper used is 
Warren's Olde Style—Publisher’s note in 
“The Engineering of Consent,” edited by 
Edward L. Bernays. 

‘What a shame! 

BLOCK THAT METAPHOR! 

[From Time] 

The Hauges got off to a flying start 
with the whirlwind of inflation that swept 
the Japanese yen from 15 all the way to 
360 to the dollar. At the same time the 
Hauges were reaping a paper harvest of 
yen, Japanese families, hit with postwar 
taxes, were living an “onionskin existence,” 
peeling off long treasured art works to 
stay afloat. 
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Bx the fact that George ITT 
was by then hopelessly insane 
and Wellington was driving Na- 

poleon from Waterloo to St. Helena, T 
knew very little about the history of 
England between 1814 and 1819 until 
I saw “The First Gentleman,” by Nor- 
man Ginsbury, last week at the Belasco. 
My information now is a good deal full- 
er, though how accurate it is IT wouldn’t 
care to say. The period, it seems, was 
one of curiously mingled burlesque and 
tragedy, at least as far as the ruling 
classes were concerned. The Regent, 
subsequently to reign for ten years as 
King George IV, was a gross and dis- 
solute clown, addicted about equally to 
port and to fancy women, and heartily 
detested by his subjects, who were in the 
habit of pelting him with vegetables; 
his mother, the Queen, was also a cari- 
cature, speaking with the accent of 
a Dutch comedian, and eating and 
dressing with terrible abandon; his un- 
happy wife was an alcoholic 
with a weakness for handsome 
footmen; his three sisters were 
outrageously plain girls, and ap- 
parently feeble-minded as well; 
and his mistress, Lady Conyng- 
ham, was an unappetizing trol- 
lop, who divided her time be- 
tween sitting on his lap and steal- 
ing his furniture and paintings. 
In contrast to these grotesques, 
his daughter, the Princess Char- 
lotte, was a spirited and beautiful 
girl, who declined to marry the 
highly eligible Prince of Orange, 
on the ground that he was an 
effeminate imbecile, preferring 
the penniless Prince Leopold of 
Saxe-Coburg, who didn’t appear 
to be much of an improvement, 
though I doubt if this irony was 
intentional. In any case, in spite 
of her father, who had a low 
opinion of love as compared to 
money, she married Leopold, 
and presently she died in giving 
birth to a stillborn child. The 
play ends with the Regent, 
abundantly rouged and agoniz- 
ingly corseted, setting out to at- 
tend the christening of his niece 
Victoria, who, of course, was 
ultimately to ascend the throne, 

and who, I feel, would have 

been only very dimly amused by Mr. 
Ginsbury’s conception of her forebears. 

I wasn’t, Pm afraid, especially happy 
myself with “The First Gentleman.” It 
seems established that the members of 
the House of Hanover, preceding Vic- 
toria, were thick-witted Teutonic boors, 
but the vulgarity and stupidity that Mr. 
Ginsbury has imagined for them have 
Jess the quality of comedy than of primi- 
tive bedroom farce, and farce, more- 
over, that is played slowly and dog- 
gedly, a process that simultaneously un- 
derlines its tastelessness and almost 
fatally diminishes its wit. There are 
some reasonably funny moments in the 
play, based principally on the startling 
incongruity between the Regent's ex- 
alted position and splendid raiment and 
his monstrously untidy physique and 
Falstaffian behavior, but the comeds on 
the whole is not distinguished. Its fee- 
bleness also has the effect of making the 
transitions to the more melancholy por- 

  

tions of the entertainment practically 
impossible. The alternation, in fact, of 
scenes of broad-beamed humor and 
scenes of serious pathetic intention man- 
ages substantially to demolish them 
both, so that the comedy becomes rather 

cold-blooded, in addition to its other 

faults, and the tragedy somehow vague- 
ly facetious. 

As the Regent, Walter Slezak makes 
the most of his intractable shape, look- 
ing odder and odder as the evening 
progresses and his costumes get increas- 
ingly bizarre. In many ways, he is 
a fascinating spectacle, and his per- 
formance, though perhaps a little more 
deliberately eccentric than it might have 
been, is obviously accomplished. The 
other players include Tsobel Elsom, as his 
consort; Inga Swenson, as the doomed 
Princess; Peter Donat, as her Prince; 
Maud Scheerer, as the old Queen; 
Helen Burns, as Lady Conyngham; 
and Wesley Addy, Clarence Derwent, 
Guy Spaull, and Le Roi Operti, as 
assorted hangers-on at that most pe- 
culiar court. If the mood of the play 
appears to escape all of them from time 

to time, I question whether they are 
much to blame. Tyrone Guthrie, who 
has been accustomed to far more ame- 

nable scripts, directed with considerable 
ingenuity, and the sets and costumes, by 
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Ralph Alswang and Motley, respec- 
tively, are always interesting and often 
wonderfully repulsive. 

ATR letting Don Marquis have 
it a couple of weeks ago, in a mu- 

sical version of his “Archy and Mehit- 
abel” columns, the New York theatre 
has gone to work on Mark Twain, an- 
other American humorist who has the 
good fortune not to be around any more. 
“This operation, which took place at the 
Phoenix and is also musical, is called 
“Livin’ the Life; it derives mainly from 
“The Adventures of Tom Sawyer;” 
and it makes the crime committed 
against Mr. Marquis seem little worse 
than a misdemeanor. Traces of the 
Twain stories have survived, and the 
characters, for the most part, bear f: 
miliar names, but essentially “Li 
the Life” is the work of later and far 
more sinister imaginations. While the 
changes that have been effected to make 
the musty old book acceptable on the 
modern stage are too numerous and 
drastic to go into very thoroughly here, 
admirers of the lovely past will possibly 
be interested to know that Muff Potter, 
whom they may remember as a gentle 
and foolish old drunkard, has been 

transformed into a crack Mississippi 
pilot who has taken to drink as the re- 

sult of a steamboat explosion that killed 
a hundred and forty people; that he is 
in love with Aunt Polly, now a shapely 
spinster with an alarmingly coquettish 
disposition; that he redeems himself by 
disposing of Injun Joe in singlehanded 
combat in the cave; and that Jim, once 
unhappily a slave, has been promoted to 
chief stoker on the Lalla Rookh, the 

fastest and finest vessel on the river. 

Tom and Huck, a couple of gum- 
chewing six-footers, adhere a bit more 
closely to the original specifications, de- 
livering, in fact, quite a few passages 
taken almost verbatim from the novel, 

but there is still rather less about them 
to suggest Hannibal, Missouri, in 1850 
than Whelan’s Drugstore, New York, 
in 1957. Altogether, “Livin’ the Life” 
struck me as perhaps the most damaging 
attack ever made on a minor classic, 
and I urge you heartily to stay away 
from it. 

For your superfluousinformation, the 
book was knocked out—a phrase that 
can be taken in various ways—by Dale 
Wasserman and Bruce Geller; the mu- 
sic and lyrics, which are probably all 
right, though my indignation was such 
that I mistrust my judgment, were 
provided by Jack Urbont and Mr. 
Geller, respectively; the dances, in- 
cluding a delirium’ sequence of almost 
unparalleled idiocy, were staged by 

   

  
  

MAY 4,1957 

  

       
English Pewter Tankard 

Plummer’s own Tankard from a famous 
English pewterer, with sealed-in glass 
bottom that dates back to early Eng- 
land when it was safer to watch your 
friends while drinking. Practically de- 
signed to hold a generous 16 ounces. 
Gleaming bright lustre takes engrav- 
ing beautifully. Perfect for Dad; also a fine 
usher’s gift or graduation present. 

Each $8.75 or six for $50.00. 

2 

Mail Orders Filled 

Phupmer 
734 Fifth Ave. at 57th St, N.Y.C.       
  

For literature, KLING Photo Corp. 
257 Fourth Ave., N.Y. 10 
  

of all Cartan clients 
are ‘‘repeat’’ customers 

See your Travel Agent 

(oF. V ar.) 
TOURS since 1399 
U.S.A. + Mexico » Canada 
Hawaii « Europe « Caribbean 

     

      
      

CARTAN TRAVEL BUREAU, Inc., Chicago 2 
  

  

What's New from the Old World? 
Come in and see! We have all manner of 
charming treasures, from prized antiques 
to wonderfully inexpensive little baubles— 
gifts to go travelling, stay home, adorn you 
or delight a friend! If you can't shop in per- 
son... our free catalog is yours by writing: 
HOUSE OF EUROPEAN SPECIALTIES 

29 West 57th Street, New York 19, N. Y. 
 



THE NEW YORKER 

John Butler; and the sets and costumes, 
both profuse in anachronism, were de- 
signed by William and Jean Eckart 
and Alvin Colt, in that order. The 

cast, directed by David Alexander, in- 
cludes Stephen Elliott, as Muff Potter; 
Alice Ghostley, as Aunt Polly; James 
Mitchell, as Injun Joe; Timmy Ever- 
ett, as Tom; Richard Ide, as Huck; 
Lee Charles, as Jim; Patsy Bruder, as 
Becky Thatcher; and Lee Becker, as 
Amy Lawrence, a sort of all-purpose 
soubrette. Judging them solely by their 
behavior in this production, I doubt if 
they are the most gifted actors in the 
world. —Worcorrt GiBes 

You're single, young, have a steady job 
which pays you enough to live comtortably 
and still save $40 a month. You have been 
putting $18.75 into a U.S. savings bond 
every month and the balance from time 
to time in your account at the corner bank. 

Your family doesn’t need your financial 
help, you're due for a raise and will be 
able to save more—and so you're wonder- 
ing whether just keeping your savings in 
cash and U.S. bonds is a wise program 
for you. 

You have been given the chance to talk 
privately with Winthrop Smith, directing 
partner of Merrill Lynch, Pierce, Fenner 
& Beane. the giant stock firm which alone 
accounts for more than 12 per cent of the 
trading on the New York Stock Exchange, 
and you're asking questions. 

You: What should I do now? 
Swirr: Continue buying your savings 

bonds until your emergency nestegg in 
cash and bonds equals six months’ income. 
You'll reach that figure soon and at that 
point, there’s absolutely no reason why 
you should not begin creating a portfolio 
of good stocks that will grow in value over 
the years. I strongly advise you to do so. 

You: What about putting my money in 
life insurance? 

SmitH: Young man, you certainly 
should do this as soon as you marry. Now, 
though, you need not emphasize life in- 
surance. Incidentally, if a single woman 
in your setup were sitting in your chair 
now, I'd say she could ignore this life 
insurance aspect altogether. . 

You: What stocks might 1 properly 
consider? 

Smite: Well, the top favorites of the 
56,000 M. 1. P. accounts now in force are 
General Electric, General Motors, Dow 
Chemical, Standard Oil of New Jersey 
and Sperry-Rand. 

You: But what if the stock market goes 
into a tailspin? 

Smith: For you, it would be a good 
thing if stock prices did go down because 
you'd be able to buy more shares for your 
money. I believe any time is the right time 
to buy, assuming you buy good stocks. 
And if you accumulate a big profit, don't 
be tempted to take it. You're not specu- 
lating young man. You're building for the 
long-term. 

‘ToMORROW: “YOU'RE 
STOCKS AND WORRIED . . .” 
ter in the Post. 
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THE RACE 
TRACK 

Here We Go Again 

LTHOUGH 
they say that 

picking the = Ken- 
E tucky Derby gets 

harder every year, I 
think the one this 

= weekend looks easy. 
i Of course, jump- 
§ ing to conclusions 

can be a most un- 
happy experience (practically nothing 
makes you look more foolish than tip- 
ping a loser), but it’s better to express 
an opinion than to lack the courage to, 
so I will submit straight off that Calu- 
met Farm’s Gen. Duke is more likely 
to win the classic than anybody else. 
He had excellent form in Florida last 
winter, and although he has never run 
a mile and a quarter, the resolute way 
he galloped down there indicates that he 
can tackle the distance successfully. 
He has a sound pedigree (his sire, Bull 
Lea, got a couple of Derby winners— 
Citation and Hill Gail—for Calumet), 
he has ideal conformation, and he has 
an air of aristocracy. Indeed, all the 
horsemen I’ve talked to about him say, 
a little enviously, that he’s the best colt 
Calumet has had since Citation. Not 
only is he in faultless condition for the 
big event but he will have a bit of help 
from his stablemate Iron Liege, a fast 
runner who will try to annihilate the 
carly opposition. Then Gen. Duke is 
expected to polish off what is left. T 
have a notion that he could do the trick 
alone, for he has the speed to go to the 
front at the start as well as the stamina 
to come from behind in the stretch. 
You don’t have to read tea leaves to 
pick a horse like that. 

I suppose there won’t be more than 
ten starters in the Derby, and you 
can dismiss half of those right off be- 
cause their form isn’t up to it. As for 
the others, the Wheatley Stable’s Bold 
Ruler, being the winner of the Wood 
Memorial, will have many supporters. 
He’s a fast colt, and a game one, and 
if it were certain that he is as good at 
a mile and a quarter as he is at a mile 
and a furlong, Td say he might bring 
off a great triumph for Jim Fitzsim- 
mons, his cighty-two-year-old trainer. 
But everything about Bold Ruler sug- 
gests to me that he is not a stayer. Nor 
is he the sort that can stand much strain 
and stress, and we know that he had 

a hard race in the Wood and that the       
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train ride to Louisville takes the tuck 
out of any horse. All things consid- 
cred, that last furlong at Churchill 
Downs is going to be a very long one 
for Bold Ruler. In my book, Gallant 
Man, a British-bred colt owned by 
Ralph Lowe, who is a Texan and a 
newcomer to racing, is the chief danger 
to Calumet hopes. Before the Wood, 
in which Bold Ruler beat him by a nod, 
he had never gone farther than seven 
furlongs. Besides, he wasn’t wound up 
to concert pitch, so you can expect a big 
improvement in his condition. 

So much for what I think. Travel- 
lers returning from Keeneland last 
week had a fanatical gleam in their 
cyes when they discussed the chances 
of Travis Kerr’s Round Table, who 
ran so fast in the Blue Grass Stakes 
at Lexington on Thursday. As you 
must have heard, he did the mile and 
a furlong in 1:47 and won gallop- 
ing, by half a dozen lengths. To be sure, 
the other starters were no more than 
ordinary, but what impressed every- 
body was that Round Table lowered 
the track record by a second and three- 
fifths. Perhaps you remember the to- 
do around Lexington back in 1948 
after Coaltown won the Blue Grass 
in 1:49. That night, most of the 
horsemen who saw the performance 
offered even money that Coaltown 
would beat Citation to blazes in the 
Derby. Well, he didn’t, and the few 
wdacious takers of the bets got the 
longest odds anyone got on Citation 
all season. 

    

OME of the better older horses were 
out at Jamaica last week, and they 

made a good show of the Excelsior 
Handicap. As almost everyone ex- 
pected, Mrs. Edward E. Robbins’ Mid- 
afternoon won it. Certainly, he was 
much the best. Away slowly, and run- 
ning seventh (there were nine starters) 
for three-quarters of the mile and a six- 
teenth, he went around the leaders on 
the stretch turn and beat Beam Rider 
by nearly a length, with Pylades third. 
It was Midafternoon’s second victory 
in six days. His next start, I fancy, will 
be in the Grey Lag Handicap a weck 
from Saturday. 

EicH-Ho. Colonel Martingale is 
H off for Kentucky in the morn- 
ing. —Aupax Minor 

Le 

Ant-TV drug is being used 
on mental patients. Page 86 
—The Times News Summary & 
Index. 
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lade. This is a jelly preserve with a 
flavor most subtle, a clarity of texture 
quite distinctive. See it glow as you 

hold the jar up to the light. Try its 
piquant taste, as the Scots do, on 

buttered bread or toast. The discovery 
will delight you. 
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ANNALS OF MEDICINE 
THE MOST DELICATE THING IN THE WORLD 

E had just sat down—Harold 
Cousminer and T—in his gritty 
litle first-floor office at the 

New York City Health Department, 
in lower Manhattan, when the tele- 
phone on his desk gave a shattering peal. 
Cousminer raised his eyebrows. “Well, 
here we go,” he said. “But that’s the 
way it generally is on Saturday night. 
Don’t ask me why.” He plucked the 
receiver from its cradle, and cleared his 
throat. 

“Poison Control,” he said. There 
was a pause. “Oh?” He reached for 
a pencil, glanced at his watch, and 
scribbled something on a pad of paper. 
“Well, IT think you ought to have a 
gastric lavage done.” He listened pa- 
tiently, and nodded. “I understand, 
Doctor. And I agree. It’s fortunate he 
vomited. Very fortunate. But to be on 
the safe side . . . You're dealing with the 
carbolic family, you know. That’s the 
toxic agent there.” He listened again. 
“O.K. Hold on a minute. I'll see what 
I can find.” Cousminer swung around 
to a table at his elbow. It held a metal 
filing cabinet, two black leather satchels 
of the sort carried by doctors, a large 
cardboard box labelled “Calcium Glu- 

“Hi there, boys and girls, mommies and 
daddies, aunts and uncles, grandmas and grandpas . . 

conate for Black Widow Spiders,” and 
a row of medical texts. He felt along 
the row of books, pulled out one called 
“The Symptoms and Treatment of 
Acute Poisoning,” and spread it open on 
the desk. After a moment, he picked up 
the receiver. “Hello? Well, here’s the 
procedure—take down what you want 
of it. Gastric lavage as soon as possible. 
The choice is vegetable oil or a ten-per- 
cent solution of alcohol. Followed by 
lavage with water. Followed by de- 
mulcents such as egg albumen, egg yolk, 
milk, or gruel. No specific antidote. 
Further treatment is symptomatic and 
supportive. Good results have been re- 
ported from the intravenous injection 
of five-per-cent glucose in saline.” 
Cousminer closed the book. “I guess that 
about does it,” he said. “Not at all, 
Doctor. Glad to be of help.” 

“What was that?” I asked. 
Cousminer shrugged. “Nothing very 

unusual.” He leaned back in his chair. 
“An interne up at Roosevelt Hospital 
with a problem on his hands. He’s got 
a five-year-old boy in there whose 
mother fed him a teaspoonful of CN 
disinfectant an hour or so ago. I told 
him what he was up against. CN is large- 

  

ly phenol—carbolic acid. And how to 
handle it, asyou heard. Thats what I'm 
here for—to answer questions like that. 
Primarily, anyway. A night emergency 
inspector also has other duties. I take 
complaints from the public on coal gas, 
carbon monoxide, and contaminated 
food, and when necessary I go out and 
investigate the situation. It all comes un- 
der the general heading of poison. But 
that kind of trouble accounts for only a 
fraction of our calls. Most of the trou- 
ble I hear about comes from toxic drugs 
and household chemicals. Everybody's 
house is full of both—especially the lat- 
ter. Detergents, for example. There 
must be a hundred of them on the mar- 
ket. And deodorants, insecticides, stain 
removers, laundry bleaches, paints, 
mouthwashes, shoe polish. All plainly 
labelled with a big brand name and full 
instructions on how to use. But you 
very seldom see anything about in- 
gredients—toxic or otherwise.” 

“Isn’t there any legislation covering 
that?” I asked. “Something like the 
Pure Food and Drug Act?” 

“Apparently not,” Cousminer said. 
“I understand the American Medical 
Association has appointed a committee 

to work for a law, but 
those things take time. 
There’s always a certain 
amount of resistance. 
Meanwhile, to put the 
matter gently, things are 
sometimes rather awk- 
ward for a doctor when 
he gets an emergency call. 
It can turn what might be 
only a minor misfortune 
into a real calamity. It of- 
ten did until a few years 
ago. The idea of a clear- 
ing house where doctors 
and hospitals could get in- 
formation about ingredi- 
ents originated in Chi- 
cago. They established the 
first Poison Control Cen- 
ter there in 1953, and al- 
most every large city in 
the United States and 
Canada has one now. Qur 
Center opened in the 
spring of 1955. The re- 
sults, I’m told, have been 
very satisfactory. Not that 
theres been any decline 
in drug and household- 
chemical poisoning. The 
average for the country is



still over a hundred and fifty thousand 
cases a year. But there has been a drop 
in deaths—from upward of fifteen hun- 
dred a year to around a thousand. The 
reason is that the doctors don’t have to 
work blind any more. They don’t have 
to guess at the nature of the toxic sub- 
stance in the box or bottle with the fancy 
label. All they have to do is step to the 
telephone. They know that we will 
probably have the answer. If the prod- 
uct in question is well established, the 
chances are it’s fully discussed in one of 
the standard toxicological texts, and 
we've got them all—the best, the latest. 

‘We also have a laboratory upstairs that 
keeps abreast. When something new 
appears on the market, our chemists 

break it down, and the analysis goes into 
that filing cabinet over there. They 
keep an eye on the old products, too— 
the manufacturers change their for- 
mulas from time to time. So, one way 
or another, we can generally rise to 
the occasion. Not that we've never been 
stumped. We are—every now and 
then. But that’s to be expected. You 
can’t have a file on everything that 
might possibly find its way into some- 
body’s stomach. I'm talking about ac- 
cidental poisoning, of course. People 
don’t often try to kill themselves by eat- 
ing a can of Kiwi. We only hear two 
stories here. One is ignorance—not 
realizing the danger of leaving drugs or 
chemicals around where children can 
get at them. The other is carelessness. 
Like the case of that boy up at Roose- 
velt. His mother is one of the many who 
seem to live in a trance. She didn’t no- 
tice that she was giving him CN. She 
thought 1t was his cough medicine.” 

“That isn’t unusual?” T inquired. 
“Oh, they’re all unusual,” Cous- 

miner said. “It’s a matter of more or 
less. CN seems to turn up a little more 
often than most. It ranks pretty close 
to Clorox, Zonite, and the pine de- 
odorants. In the drug field, the chief 
offenders are the barbiturates and, of 
course, aspirin. But none of them hap- 

pens every day. Or even every month. 
The only thing you can expect on this 
job is the unexpected. That’s one thing 
I like about it. It keeps you on your 
toes. Ifit weren’t for the unpredictable, 
this job would be hard to take—for me, 
anyway. The time would hang too 
heavy. We have a peculiar setup here, 
you know. It hasn’t much in common 
with the average night-shift routine. 
There arc five of us night inspectors, 
and we take our tours of duty in rota- 
tion. We work a night, lay off for four, 
and then come on again. But the tours 
we work are really tours. We start at 
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wien Ra oJuy 
noted novelist, sits down 
to block out his newest 
best-seller he constructs 
plots as unusual and in- 
teresting as the itineraries 
prepared for his travels 
abroad. Those, of course, | 

are written by i 

THE HOUSE OF TRAVEL |     

5 p.M., when the rest of the Depart- 

ment goes home, and we stay with it 
until nine o’clock the next morning, 
when the day men in the various cate- 
gories we combine—Environmental 
Sanitation, Food and Drugs, and the 
rest—take over. If that sounds strenu- 
ous, believe me, it is. Sixteen hours is 

a long time, especially at night, and 
in a godforsaken part of town like this. 
It’s endless. It’s also lonely—lonely as 
hell—although that doesn’t bother me 
as much as it seems to bother some of 
the others. I've got a few resources. In 
fact, the hours are mainly why T took 
the job. This isn’t my career—Ive 
made other plans. Which means I have 
to have my days and most of my eve- 
nings free. I'm thirty-two years old, 
T'm married, and D’ve got two children, 
but the war gave me a late start in life, 
and Pm sill going to school” He 
smiled. “Graduate school at N.Y.U. 
Dve got a Master's degree in science 
from there, and in another two years 
Pll have my Ph.D. My field is geolo- 
gy—paleontology, to be exact. T also 
teach a little—T have a couple of classes 
at N.Y.U. and one at Cooper Union— 
but not quite enough to keep me afloat. 
I nced a job, and this one perfectly fits 
the need. It makes the whole thing 
possible.” 

“T supposed you were a dctor,” T 
said. “T thought you’d have to be.” 

“The Department thinks otherwise,” 
Cousminer said. “So does Jerome 
Trichter. He’s the assistant commission 
er who set the night-inspector service 
up and keeps it going. As a matter of 
fact, we don’t need doctors on this night 
job. We're not here to prescribe to the 
general public. Our information is 
strictly for doctors and hospitals—"" 

HE telephone cut Cousminer 
short. He sat up with a jerk, took 

a deep breath, and reached for the re- 
ceiver. “Poison Control,” he said, and 
paused. “I see—yes. About what time 
was that?” For 2 long moment, he was 
silent. He sat absorbed, gazing blindly 
at the wall, occasionally nodding. Then, 
abruptly, he said, “Oh, definitely. Very 
bad. Especially in a child that young. 
T’d say you ought to do a gastric lavage 
at once. Butlet me take a look.” Open- 
ing the book he had consulted before, 
he found what he wanted, and frowned. 
He turned again to the telephone, and 
said, “Sorry—I was wrong. Standard 
procedure is Universal Antidote to 
start. Five or six heaping teaspoons sus- 
pended in a glass of water. Then lavage, 
with three hundred cc.s of potassium 
permanganate. Or an emetic—the 
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whiskey that is America’s most 
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choice is mustard or salt—to be re- 
peated until vomiting occurs. Also, three 
heaping teaspoons of magnesium sul- 
phate may be left in the stomach as a 
saline purgative. Acidos . It 
may be relicved by injecting sodium 
r-lactate solution intravenously until the 
carbon-dioxide combining power is re- 
stored, or until urine is alkaline to 
phenolsulphonephthalein or to litmus 
paper. Intravenous normal saline may be 
sufficient to combat mild acidosis. But I 
hardly think that applies in this—” He 
nodded. “Thats right. . . . Of course— 
any time. . . . Absolutely. Goodbye.” 

Cousminer pushed the telephone 
away. His eyes had a distant look. It 
was a moment before he relaxed again 
in his chair. 

“That sounded serious,” I said. 
“Itis,” Cousminer said. “Very much 

50. A case of methyl-salicylate poisoning 
in an eight-month-old girl. Oil of win- 
tergreen, they call it on the market. 
It’s used as a rub for muscular aches and 
pains. Her parents just brought her into 
St. John’s Hospital, in Brooklyn, which 
was sensible, but a litde late. It hap- 
pened about an hour and a half ago.” 
He glanced at his note pad. “Around 
cight, the hospital said. How it happened 
isn’t clear—except that the mother ac- 
cidentally fed her a tablespoonful of the 
stuff. A tablespoon averages about fif- 
teen ccs. And six ces is the minimum 
fatal dose for children.” 

“You recommended something 
called Universal Antidote,” I said. 
“What is that?” 

“The book recommended it,” Cous- 
miner said. “I just passed it on. Al 
though I must say I’m pretty well ac- 
quainted with it. Universal Antidote 
isn’t actually universal, but it takes in 
a lot of territory. It’s generally useful 
as a counteractive to most drugs and 
household chemicals. Depending on the 
poison, it either neutralizes the toxic 
agent or alters it in some way that stops 
or slows up its absorption until it can be 
eliminated. That's why it’s usually fol- 
lowed by lavage or an emetic. The re- 
markable thing about it seems to be its 
simplicity. All it is is two parts of acti- 
vated charcoal and one part each of 
magnesium oxide and tannic acid.” The 
telephone rang again. Cousminer came 
briskly erect. “I’ve often wondered who 
thought it up,” he added, and, turning, 
caught the receiver to his ear. 

“Poison Control,” he said. “Yes?” 
A look of incredulity crossed his face. 
“Pm sorry, but where did you say—" 
He broke off and listened. His expres- 
sion cleared. “I see. Yes, of course.” 
‘There was a longer pause. “Well, 
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frankly, no. It isn’t one of the big 
brands. But unless the label says dif- 
ferent, it’s probably acetone. Hold on, 
and Pll make a check.” Cousminer 
opened “The Symptoms and Treat- 
ment of Acute Poisoning,” but after a 
glance at the index he pushed it aside 
and stood up. He moved along the table 
to the filing cabinet and slid out a nar- 
row drawer. I caught a glimpse of a file 
of dog-cared cards, and then his shoul- 
ders blocked my view. He gave a grunt 
of triumph or surprise. The drawer 
slammed shut, and he returned to his 
desk and the telephone. “Hello? Well, 
that’s the problem—acetone. Do you 
want the treatment? . . . That's right. 
An emetic—sodium chloride is pre- 
ferred—or lavage. In either case, fol- 
Towed by stimulants to combat collapse. 
The choice is strong coffee, caffeine 
with sodium benzoate, or aromatic 
spirits of ammonia. If necessary, trans- 
fusion of whole blood. O.K.?” He shook 
his head. “Not at all. That’s what we’re 
here for.” 

Cousminer hung up. “Very odd,” he 
said, and sat back, smiling. “Not the 
case, particularly. A six-year-old boy 
got hold of his mother’s nail-polish 
remover. Fortunately, the bottle was 
practically empty, so he didn’t get too 
much. Why he did it, I can’t imagine. 

Six is a little old for that kind of foolish- 
ness. But what got me was the hospital. 
They took him to Lying-In. I'm sur- 
prised the staff up there had even heard 
of us.” He smiled again, and then gave 
a sudden laugh. “That reminds me of a 
call T had one night last fall. No con- 
nection with Lying-In, of course, but 
also on the odd side. It was a woman— 
a nurse, from the sound of her voice. 
You can usually tell by that air of com- 
mand. Was this the New York City 
Department of Health? I told her it 
was. The Poison Control Center? Yes. 
Were we open twenty-four hours a 
day, seven days a week? Yes. And the 
telephone number—was Worth 4-3800 
correct? Yes. Then she thanked me 
very kindly, and started to hang up. I 
stopped her. What was this all about? 
Oh, just a routine check, she said, to 
make sure their information was correct 
and up to date. Well, might 1 ask 
who was calling? Why, certainly. She 
thought she had told me. This was the 
Something-or-Other Sanitarium, in 
Something City, California. Apparent- 
ly, they keep a list of the leading Poison 
Control Centers all over the country.” 

HEAVY door slammed in the 
distance, and the sound of foot- 

steps echoed down the corridor. Cous- 
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miner looked at his watch. “Coffee 
break,” he said, and jumped to his feet. 
“Be back in a minute.” He vanished 
through the door. I gazed after him 
into the shadowy hall, and waited. The 
lonely clamor of silence settled over the 
room. I could hear the moan of the 
wind in the court beyond the window. 
The table stretched and creaked, the 
wall behind me tapped, a paper stirred 
in the wastebasket under the desk. 
Overhead, the light gave a pulsating 
tick and seemed for 2 moment to dim. 
‘The room began to have a subterranean 
feel. 

Cousminer reappeared with a lumpy 
paper bag. He put it on the desk, extract- 
ed two cardboard containers of coffee, 
and handed one to me. “Kindness of 
the night watchman,” he said, dropping 
into his chair. “He remembers me when 
he goes out to lunch, and later on, when 
my time comes, I do the same for him. 
He answers the phone whenever Pm 
called out, and takes messages. Or gets 
someone to cover for me if a problem 
turns up. Hes the one who let you in 
tonight. So he knew I had company and 
brought two coffees.” 

“Very nice,” I said. 
“It helps,” Cousminer said, and took 

a long swallow. He set the container 
on the desk. “T don’t suppose you've 
got a cigarette?” T had, and held out 
the pack. Then T took one myself. “I 
quit smoking a couple of months ago,” 
he said. “It gave me something to 
wrestle with. But now Ive had my 
fun. 1 think Ill go back again.” 

The telephone rang. Cousminer 
dropped his cigarette in an ashtray and 
extended a hand. “Poison Control,” he 
said. “Yes, this is the Health Depart- 
ment.” He recovered his cigarette. 
“They prepared food without a per- 
mit—was that it? . .. Oh. ... Oh, I 
see. Well, ll tell you what. Call back 
on Monday morning and ask for the 
Bureau of Food and Drugs. That’s the 
best place to file this sort of complaint.” 
He hung up with a tolerant snort. 

“What was that about?” I asked. 
“Pizza pie,” Cousminer said. “A 

member of the lunatic fringe wants us to 
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Central. 247 Park Ave. PLaza s-8100.       

close down a lunchroom somewhere out 
in Queens because they keep their pizzas 
in the refrigerator and heat them up 
on order. He’s got some notion about 
frozen food. Thinks it’s contrary to 
nature, I gathered. We get a good many 
calls like that. Outraged cranks. Drunks 
with a grudge. And just plain nuts. 
People who wake up and smell carbon 
monoxide—which, of course, is com- 
pletely odorless, as well as colorless 
and tasteless. People who complain 
that the janitor has siphoned all the air 
out of their room. People who think 
their neighbors are trying to asphyxiate 
them with poisonous incense. They'd 
almost be funny if they werent so 
sad.” 

Cousminer stubbed out his cigarette 
and sat back with his coffee. “I remem- 
ber one call T got about a year ago,” 
he said. “Pll never forgetit. A woman 
over in Brooklyn. Said her apartment 
was full of fumes. She’d been smell- 
ing them all evening—this was around 
2 a.m.—and they were getting stronger 
and stronger. It was all she could 
do to breathe. I asked her to de- 
scribe the odor, but it scemed she 
couldn’t. Nobody could, she said. Tt was 
indescribable—oh, too revolting for 
words. Well, T wasn’t much impressed 
by that. Tt had a fairly fishy sound. On 
the other hand, she was obviously sober. 
No more excited than you'd reasonably 
expect. Gave me her name and address 
in a very businesslike way. So I said 
O.K., Id be right out. You can’t take 
chances on anything involving gases or 
fumes. You have to go and see. Which 
I did. It was a run-down building in a 
run-down neighborhood—a Chinese 
laundry on the first floor, a roaring 
saloon across the street, and a used-car 
lot on the corner. A perfect environ- 
ment for trouble. And when I got up- 
stairs and she opened the door, I was 
sure of it. She was just as sensible-look- 
ing as she sounded. I put her down for 
a retired schoolteacher—around sixty- 
five, and as neat as a pin. So was her 
apartment. I went through it room by 
room. No odors, not a sign of gas— 
nothing. T don’t mean I just thought 
so. I knew it for a fact. We don’t guess 
or estimate on a gas investigation. W 
use instruments. Our equipment in- 
cludes an explosimeter, to see whether 
the gas content of the air is near the ex- 
ploding point; a manometer, for meas- 
uring gas pressure; and a CO meter, 
which will detect even the faintest 
concentration of carbon monoxide. 
Along with various tools. They’re all 
in that satchel over there on the ta- 
ble—the fat one. The other bag is Food 
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and Drugs paraphernalia. Bottles and 
cartons for samples. Embargo forms. 
Et cetera. Well, it took me about an 
hour. I even went down in the cellar 
and poked around the furnace. She had 
me that convinced. But finally I was 
satisfied, and I told her so. She gave me 
alook that curled my hair. Did I mean 
to say I still couldn’t smell the fumes? 
That’s when I first saw the light. I 
didn’t say no. Instead, I asked where 
they seemed to be coming from. No an- 
swer. Just another look. Then she took 
me by the arm and marched me over to 
the front window and pointed across 
the street—at the saloon. Now could 
smell it? I obliged her by sniffing, but 
that wasn’t enough. I had to say some- 
thing. I asked her what it was she 
smelled. “The odor of rotting souls,’ 
she said.” 

Coe drank off the last of his 
coffee. He crushed the empty con- 

tainer and pitched it into the wastebas- 
ket. “Maybe she did,” he said. 

“I wouldn’t know,” I said. 
“No,” he said. “Neither would I. 

Tve got a speculative turn of mind. At 
least, I like to use my head. But not in 
that direction. I suppose that’s why I'm 
a paleontologist, and a night inspector. 
‘The problems that interest me—and 
the kind I usually get—are a little more 
down to earth. T don’t care how tricky 
they are. All T ask is that when you 
finally put two and two together, the 
answer turns out to be four. Not x. 
Dve had some tricky ones, too. I re- 
member one not long ago that gave 
me a certain amount of mental exer- 
cise. As a matter of fact, I can think 
of two. The first was another Brook- 
Iyn case, and it also involved a saloon. 
That's where the story began. The 
scene had changed, however, by the 
time I came into the picture. My in- 
troduction was a telephone call from 
King’s County Hospital—a doctor in 
the emergency room, with the usual 
request for help. Only it wasn’t exact- 
ly usual. It was a case of vegetable 
poisoning. The victim was a Puerto 
Rican, a man about thirty, and the his- 
tory he gave the doctor was this. He 
had dropped into a bar on his way home 
from work. After a couple of drinks, 
he got to talking with the bartender, 
and somehow the conversation got 
around to a big decorative plant in the 
window. It had been there for years, 
the bartender said, but he had never 
known what it was. The Puerto Rican 
said it looked like sugar cane. Another 
drink and he was certain. To prove 
his point, he broke off a piece of the 
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| possibility I could think of at the mo- 

    

stalk and started chewing it the way 
they did when he was a boy back home. 

i| The next thing he knew, his mouth was 
|| on fire. Then his throat. He had nev- 

er felt such pain. Then his face began 
to swell, and he realized what had hap- 
pened—he’d been poisoned. So he 
headed for the nearest hospital. By the 

.{ time the doctor saw him, his face was 
so swollen he was hardly able to talk. 
Examination showed a violent inflam~ 
mation throughout the mucous mem- 
brane of the mouth, tongue, and 
throat, and he was very obviously in 
agony. He was also, it seemed quite 
clear to the doctor, in very serious trou- 
ble. But what kind of trouble? What 
was the plant? What was its toxic 
principle? And what, if any, was the 
antidote or treatment? 

“I told the doctor I'd see what I 
could do, and call him back. Not, how- 
ever, with much enthusiasm. It looked 
hopeless. To be frank, I didn’t even 
know how to begin. There wasn’t 
much point in searching the files or try- 
ing one of the texts we have on poison 
ous plants. You can’t look somethin, 
up unless you know its name. The onl 

ment was Harry Raybin. Raybin is 
technical director of the Center, and 
one of the men we can call on for help 
in an emergency. Another, of course, 
is Mr. Trichter, but his field is pri- 
marily environmental sanitation. So I 
put in a call for Raybin, and got him |, 
at his home. That's all, though. He 
was as stumped as I was. Which left 
me with a choice between Trichter and 
a needle-in-the-haystack hunt through 
Muenscher’s ‘Poisonous Plants” But 
before I could make up my mind, one of 
those nice things happened. I had an 
i I called the Bronx 
Botanical Garden. It was after hours 
and the office was closed, but eventually 
somebody answered. A watchman, and 
very obliging. When I hung up, I 
had the names and telephone numbers 
of all their top botanists. As it turned 
out, one was enough. Or perhaps I 
simply picked the right man first. Any- 
way, I told him the story and he told 
me the answer. It was as simple as 
that, and almost as quick. It sounded, 
he said, like Dieffenbachia seguine. 
Sometimes known as dumb cane, and 
indigenous to tropical America. In fact, 
it couldn’t be anything else. Moreover, 
he added, T could rest assured that there 
was nothing to worry about. Dieffen- 
bachia was not a poisonous plant. It took 
me a minute to absorb that piece of in- 
formation. Then I reminded him that, 
after all, the man was in the hospital. In 
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a great deal of pain. Swollen up like a Mi K > d om for a nut [4 Sk 
pumpkin. Only just able to speak. No Y mg . 
doubt, he said, but that was not the ” ; 
result of chemical damage. Tt was pure- p 
ly mechanical, and essentially harmless. 
One of the characteristics of Dieffen- 
bachia was its secretion of very sharp 
crystals of calcium oxalate. And one of 
the consequences of chewing the plant 
was temporary loss of voice. That's 
why it was called dumb cane.” 

  

oUSMINER smiled a flecting smile. T 
had left my cigarettes on the desk, 

and he helped himself to one. “The 
other case I mentioned was less exotic,” 
he said. “And quite a bit grimmer. It *Royal Brazils® of course. 
started, for me, with a police report. Five regal, plump brazils in a cloak of 
‘That was one evening last January. rich milk chocolate. 
Td just come on duty when they Wherever candy bars are sold. 
phoned it in. A couple of hours before, 
the superintendent of a tenement over 
on East Broadway had found one of 
his tenants—a bachelor around thirty- / 
five or forty—dead in bed. ve for- 
gotten how he made the discovery, but 
that part isn’t important. He did, and 
called the police, and they came up, and 
one Jook was all they needed. No ques- 
tion about the cause of death. The man 
was sprawled on his back in a very un- 
tidy tangle of bedclothes, and his face 
was cherry-red. A classic picture of 
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  carbon monoxide. The medical exam-   
iner placed the time of death at about 
7 AM., and said there was good rea- 
son to believe that the man was an alco- 
holic, or at least a heavy drinker. Well, SUBSCRIPTION BLANK 
those were the facts, except for one 
thing. It wasn’t suicide. There were no 
gas outlets open. That made it an ac- 
cident, and a case for us. So I got my 
bag of tools and went over to East 
Broadway. It turned out to be a three- THE NEW YORKER 
story building of cold-water railroad 
flats, built about 1910, and in fair re- 25 WEST 43RD STREET, NEW YORK CITY 36, N. Y. 

pair. The dead man’s apartment was ody . 
top floor rear, but my first stop was the Please enter my subscription to your magazine for 
super’s—on the floor below—for the 1 YEAR; [2 YEARS. My remittance is enclosed. 
keys and anything else that might be 

useful. He told me the man had lived U.S. and Possessions 1 year—$7.00; 2 years—$12.00 
there for years, originally with his par- Canada, Latin America 
ents. They were both dead now. His iil 1 year— 8.00; 2 years— 14:00 
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out, and only rolled in to sleep. The zone numbers for both addresses. 

apartment confirmed that much. Tt was 
the usual three-room layout, with the 

  

          

  Kitchen in the middle, and a lot of|| “ME 
gas equipment—refrigerator, kitchen 
range, and two or three space heaters. ADDRESS, 
  But, as the police had found, they were 

all turned off or out of use. The re- 
frigerator was even disconnected. How- | | 

(Please include postal sone number)       
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ever, none of the things were in very 
good shape. For all I knew, they were 
leaking at every joint. I unloaded and 
went to work. I spent an hour or more 
on the fittings alone. Then I covered 
every inch of the place with the CO 
meter. But no soap. I didn’t find any- 
thing that might even hint at trouble. 
The apartment was safe, and, that be- 

ing the case, my job was donc. 
“This was around scven-thirty. 1 

remember looking at my watch when 
I finished packing my bag. Then, all of 
a sudden, T smelled smoke—coal smoke 
It came from the kitchen, and by the 
time I got there, it was already good 
and thick—too thick for comfort. The 
source was plain enough. It was secping 
out of an unused stovepipe vent that 
was capped with an old pie tin on the 
wall above the gas range. But why? 
How come the smoke wasn’t going on 
up the flue? I opened a window to clear 
the air, and decided I’d better find out. 
There was a ladder at the end of the hall 
that led through a hatch to the roof. 
I climbed up and out, and went over to 
the chimney. It was letting off smoke, 
but not much—just a little wisp. I 
flashed my light down the flue, and you 
never saw such a rat’s nest. Sticks, old 
rags—all kinds of trash. I don’t know 
who did it—kids, probably—but it was 
a very thorough job and, from the look 
of the junk, one that had been going 
on for quite some time. Well, that ex- 
plained the smoke in the dead man’s 
kitchen, and maybe a whole lot more. 
Coal smoke 1s an excellent source of 
carbon monoxide. At any rate, I had 
to locate the fire, if only to put it out. 
The super’s apartment seemed the place 
to start. One reason, of course, was its 
location, directly below the dead man’s 
rooms. But I really think the super’s 
help was all I had in mind at first. Until 
he opened the door. Then I caught a 
whiff of burning coal. I followed my 
nose to the kitchen, and there it was— 

a potbellied stove, going to beat the 
band. The rest, after I'd put out the 
fire, took about three minutes. I learned 
that the super only used the stove to 
take the chill off his flat. His usual time 
was now, in the early evening. But 
sometimes he used it for an hour or two 
in the carly morning. That morning, 
he recalled, had been one of those times. 
T didn’t need any more, When I added 
that to what I already knew about the 
dead man’s habits, the picture was in 

focus. The tenant came home and fell 

into bed. Let’s say around midnight or 
so. A few hours later, the place began 
to fill with smoke, but he was too drunk 

to wake up, and slept right through to 
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travel agent, or call United. 

0-day roundiirip excursion fare, Monday-Thursday, New York California Fares plus 1055 tax, which does nol apply on overwater portion of your trip.  



eternity.” Cousminer shrugged. “That's 
my theory, anyway.” 

“It sounds very reasonable to me,” 

I said. 
“It fits the facts,” Cousminer said. 

“I’ve also got another theory. Or may- 
be suspicion would be a better word. 
On the way back here, I got to thinking 
about the dead man’s parents. T won- 
dered if there might be some connection 
between their deaths and his. Particu- 
larly his mother. Tt was simply curi- 
osity, but I wanted to know. Several 
days later, I dropped in at the Bureau of 
Records and Statistics here in the Health 
Department and had a look at their 
death certificates. They made rather 
interesting reading. 1 don’t mean I 
found any proof—none whatever. But 
the cause of death in both was something 
that could have been brought about by a 
dose of carbon monoxide.” 

HE telephone rang. Cousminer 
discarded his cigarette and took 

up the receiver. “Poison Control,” he 
said. “That’s right.” He listened, and 
frowned. “Pm afraid T don’t follow 
you. . . . Yes, I got that—it’s spelled 
D-e-1 up to where the label’s torn. But 
what’s it supposed to be used for? There 
must be some hint on the bottle. I 
mean—" He nodded attentively. “I 
see. Clear as mud. However—hold on 
while T check our file.” He rose and 
went over to the cabinet and pulled out 
a drawer. After a moment, he slammed 
it shut, and walked thoughtfully back 
to the phone. “Sorry,” he said. “We've 
got nothing of that description in the 
files. Must be something very new. But, 
judging from what you say, it’s almost 
Certainly a solvent. Which would proba- 
bly make it benzine or one of the chlo- 
rinated hydrocarbons. . . . Oh? It does, 
ch? Well, if it smells like benzine . . .” 

Dear sir 

He reached for “The Symptoms and 
‘Treatment of Acute Poisoning” and 
heaved it open. “O.K. The thing to do 
is empty the stomach by lavage. Saline 
solution. And that’s it. Not much else 
you can do in the way of emergency 
treatment. . . . Yes, I hope so, too. Good 

night.” 
Cousminer sat for a moment gazing 

at his notes. Then he shook himself and 
slumped back in his chair. “Well, that’s 
one way to build up the file,” he said. 
“TI can think of better ones, though.” 

“What happened?” T asked. 
“A two-year-old out in Manhasset 

got hold of what sounds like some sort of 
benzine preparation,” he said. “I gather 
it’s used for cleaning radio parts—‘to 
restore volume control and contact’ is 
the way the label puts it. That’s about 
all T know, except that she just arrived 
at the North Shore Hospital, and her 
chances are pretty slim. Nonexistent, T 
should imagine. According to the doc- 
tor, she swallowed about two ounces of 
the stuff.” = 

“Oh,” I said. 
Cousminer gave me a curious look. 

“Yes,” he said. “Very sad.” He hesitat- 
ed. “That’s the standard reaction, isn’t 
it? But somehow I’ve never felt that 
way. I don’t mean that I’m hardheart- 
ed. Or hardboiled—like a Bellevue in- 
terne. And Pm certainly notindifferent. 
It’s just that my viewpoint is a little out 
of the ordinary. I told you I was in the 
war. I was a gunner on a B-24, and I 
flew thirty-five missions. That experi- 
ence was part of it. The rest is what I’ve 
seen on this job, and what Ive learned 
as a paleontologist. Most people take life 
for granted. My feeling is that it’s not 
that dependable. In fact, it’s the most 
delicate thing in the world. It’s a mira- 
cle. And one false step and it’s over.” 

—BErTON ROUECHE 

  

  

We present our compliments and respectfully beg to inform you that a w- 
onderful supper club, with Fine international cocktail lounge and chinese cuisin, 

will be satisfied by, which ladies and gentlemen have been loocked for, has born 
here located at Otemachi that is the nearest and the guietest spot from the 
bustling where be able to escape from so much crazy noise. 
Everything that you. will be desired, 
Excellent accommodation by which ordered specialy, 
noblely and spusb atmosphere, 
for it Excellent service, 
Featuring three top music bands which are well known, 
Delicious chinese foods, 
are cocked by the cocks through the best experience. 
Uuique elegant drinks. 
with their sincerity, by fhe Bartenders who have a long expereince. 
you are engaged to be satisfy here in the your esteemed expecting. 
Enjoy a truly festive evening here in rich. 
We shall be appreciate if you give us the honor of your esteemed colling here 
when you agreeable and taste all these. 

Yorus Very sincerely 
—Communication from a Tokyo supper club. 

We agreeable, but we are cocked. 
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High Fidelity 
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IN TELEVISION, TOO... 
Twin speakers and big 262 sq. in. 
picture give you fine furniture TV that 
looks alive, sounds alive, in the Tele- 
rama. Other Magnavox quality TV 
from only $139.90 (VHF). 

The Magnavox Company 
Fort Wayne, Indiana 
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and amusement 
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the superb Embassy 
Club & Knight Box. 
International cuisine. 

le Ambassador | 
PARK AVE. at 51st ST. 

R. K. Christenberry 
President  
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MISSILE SYSTEMS 

po ENGINEERS 
AND PHYSICISTS 

Activities of a most significant 

nature have created new 
positions in virtually every field 
of engineering and science 

related to the development of 
successful missile systems. 

Positions are open on all levels 

in the Palo Alto, Sunnyvale 

and Van Nuys Engineering and 

Research Centers. Inquiries 

are invited from those possessing 
exceptional ability. 

Stood 
research and engineering staff 

LOCKHEED AIRCRAFT CORPORATION 

PALO ALTO + SUNNYVALE + VAN NUYS 

CALIFORNIA     
  

The New-York 
Historical Society's 

DICTIONARY OF ARTISTS 
IN AMERICA 

1564-1860 
By George C. Grace 

‘and David H. Wallace 
More than 10,000 painters, 
sculptors, drafismen, engrav. 

ithographers, amateur 
hers, wax modelers, fig. urchead-carvers, cameo-cut- 

ters, seal.cutters, silhotette- 
cutters, and medalists. 

$15.00 
at your bookseller or direct from 

YALE 

    
    

  

UNIVERSITY PRESS 
NEW HAVEN, CONNECTICUT 
  

d satad dressings 

end for trial gift box of one pini each 
(Slaw, French, Italian) prepaid only $2.85 

larzetti’s 16 £. Broad, Columbus, O. 
One of America® 

When in Columbus, en 
Open a personal Morzefti account — if you. hav 
a regular credit card, you can charge with us. 
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THE CURRENT 
CINEMA 

Boil Those Mason Jars 

pre cy READ bom 
lism, the occa- 

sional scourge of 
those who feed upon 
canned goods, is the 
villain of the piece 

called, with almost 
unparalleled vapidi- 
ty, “If All the Guys 

in the World.” (The old song called 
“If You Were the Only Gir in the 
World” kept running through my head 
while I was watching the movie, and I 
can assure you that it was absolutely the 
wrong kind of background music.) The 
thing is a French film directed by Chris- 
tian-Jaque (“Fanfan the Tulip”) and 
written by him and H.-G. Clouzot 
(“Diabolique”), and it has to do with 
a crew of fishermen in the North Sea 
who suddenly begin flopping around the 
decks of their trawler in the manner of 
gasping codfish. The master of the 
trawler is naturally perturbed by this 
conduct and lets go with a short-wave 
radio message outlining the plight of his 
stricken tars. Although the trawler is 
fairly close to Oslo at the time, our 
man’s signal is first picked up in Togo- 
land, Africa. This scemed strange to 
me, but since my interest in the tech- 
nical side of radio ended abruptly when 
tubes were substituted for cat’s whiskers 
and crystals, T am in no position to ques- 
tion such gadding about over the air- 
waves. Anyway, once Togoland has re- 
ceived the bad news, a doctor is whisked 
out of the bush who proceeds to tell the 
trawler men what is ailing them. Botu- 
lism, and no mistake about it, he says, 
and gives a gloomy prognosis: If the vic- 
tims don’t get hold of an antitoxin, they 
are all gone goslings. How, then, are 
we to save the poor chapsi Well, M. 
Christian-Jaque and M. Clouzot would 
have us believe that the solution of such 
a dilemma can be effected handily by a 
group of dedicated radio amateurs. 
(The term for them in this country is 
“hams.”) In any event, our Togoland 
ham instantly alerts an electronic pen 
pal in Paris, who speeds to the Pasteur 
Institute for some revivifying serum 
and puts it on a Berlin-bound plane. 
Eventually, the stuff gets to Norway, 
after which it is dropped from the air 
on the benighted gang aboard the 
trawler. 

Radio hams abound in this picture, 

  

    

  

  and every now and then one or an- 
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BEAUTY FOR 
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With Ramuc® pool enamel. Gleaming, 
tile-like finish. America’s No. 1 swim- 
ming pool enamel — proved in over 
17,000 pools! Won’t powder, blister or 
flake; fade-resistant. 12 pastel colors. 
Send today, with dime for handling, 
for32-page*“Pool Painting Handbook.” 
Includes tips on how to fix cracks, 
pool upkeep. When writing, give pool’s 
dimensions and type of paint used. 

< 
NEW YORK'S MOST EXCLUSIVE 

HOTEL RESIDENCE FOR 
YOUNG WOMEN 

le er 

If you are seeking a career in New York, you 
will appreciate The Barbizon Music studios. 
Social activities. Sun deck. swimming pool, 
radios. Coffee shop. From $4.00 daily. Weekly 
on application. Write for booklet. NYs4 
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Our own unique method of cleamng. hand-press- ing and rolling edges: restores original beauty. 
WIDE TIES NARROWED 

to the smart slim shapes, of width You prefer. SATISTACTION GUARANTEED 
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other of them whips up some kind of 
suspense, as time rolls by. While this is, 
of course, a fairly ordinary movie for 
the likes of M. Christian-Jaque and M. 
Clouzot, it is not a complete loss, and 
the cast, which includes André Valmy, 
J. L. Trintignant, Mimo" Billi, and 
Bernard Dheran, goes about its work 
with a will. 

oe Buster KEATON STORY” 
once again demonstrates that the 

clown’s lot, like the policeman’s, is sel- 
dom a happy one. The plot, such as it is, 
shows how Mr. Keaton, a hell of a 
comic in silent movies, went downhill 
after the Warner Brothers rumpled the 
silver screen with sound. This would be 
a hopelessly dismal variation on old 
Pagliacci if it weren’t for some spry 
turns by Donald O’Connor, who rep- 
resents Mr. Keaton in this allegedly 
biographical go-around. 

<8 ANA” is a version of the Emile 
Zola story that bears little or no 

resemblance to the Old Master’s novel. 
Having divorced itself from its source, | 
it ambles about rather foolishly, but T 
must say that Martine Carol makes an 
appetizing Nana, and Charles Boyer is 
helpful all along the line 

—Joun McCarTEN 

CONGRATULATIONS, 
COMMISER A TIONS, 
AND SO FORTH 

(On reading in an advertisement that 
“Twilight for the Gods” is a Literary 
Guild Selection and was written by Ernest 
Gann, “the author of ‘The High and the 
Mighty,’ etc.”) 

All hal, etc., Ernest Gann, 
A most unsung, etc., man, 

Who spends his minutes, hours, ctc., 
Whiting belles, etc., lettres. 
Biographers have this to go on: 
That he was born, grew up, and so on, 
Then had his works, with one fell thud, 
Selected, and etc.’d. 

—RicHARD LEMON 

As the sun continues to expand it will 
brighten and will drive the earth’s tem- 
perature above the boiling point of water, 
then to the melting point of lead. until 
finally, at the sun’s greatest brightness, the 
earth’s temperature will reach more than 
800 degrees centigrade. Life will have 
ceased, the oceans will have boiled away 
and conditions will be miserable—From 
a California Institute of Technology pam- 
phlet. 

Tf you like boating, it’s a poor out- 
look. 

    

hb 
nesowwalions: 

Address Mr. Winston McCrea, Manager, Sun Valley, 
Idaho (or phone Sun Volley 3311), or Union Pacific 
Railroad, Room 2391, Omaha 2, Nebr.,or see your 
focal travel agent. 
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IDAHO 

Returning guests say it's like coming home again. 
The personal attention from our own people . .. the warm, 

friendly greetings from fellow guests . . . even the 
cheery way in which the surrounding mountains seem 

to beckon, all add up to a big, wide-open, western 
welcome. Pay us a visit this summer and you'll 

know what we mean. ? 

  

OWNED AND OPERATED BY 
UNION PACIFIC RAILROAD 

  

R
O
M
W
E
B
E
 

  

305 East 63rd Street 
New York 21, N.Y. 

Traditional Catalogue Available 

Showrooms: Chicago Cleveland Dallas ® Detroit 
Los Angeles o St. Louis e Batesville, Indiana 

    | food 

really tastes 

better with : 

RUFFINO 
Ttaly’s Prize 

CHIANTI 

Schieffelin & Co., N.Y. 

  

     

    
FN 

A HARPER NOVEL OF SUSPENSE 

Atall 
book- 
stores 
$2.95 

       You'll know 

   
      

how rough it is 
being a police spy 
when you read 

MAURICE PROCTER’S 
LO 

~PUB 
CRAWLER 

HARPER NOVEL OF SUSPENS! 

        

         A
S
N
I
d
S
N
S
 

30
 
T
I
A
O
N
 
HI
dU
V!
 

 



164 

  

   

   “Illuminates history.” 
—N. Y. TIMES 

“Packed with thrills.” 
—CLEVELAND PRESS 

   
   

    

     

By the author of A Night to Remember 

WALTER LORD 
llustrated with 32 pages of photographs 

At all bookstores + $3.95 « HOLT    

  

  

  

How seven children 
in search of a 
father became 

“a crying 2) 
scandal that’s i) = 

a hearty laughing 
matter.” 

We Are Seven 
By UNA TROY 
Sketches by Vasiliu 

A delightful gift. $3.50 

—Chicago Tribune 
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NANCY HALE’ 

Heaven 
AND 

y They’re delicious, 
appealing and irre- 
sistibly funny, the 
neurotic ladies of 
Hardpan Farm— 

$3.75 
At all bookstores 
SCRIBNERS     
    

    

MUSICAL 
EVENTS 

Tawo Salutes 

AZ ALONSO, it 
seems to me, is 

arriving at a point in 
her career where she 
can be regarded as 
one of the supreme 
ballerinas of our era. 
I have seen her 
dance “Giselle” sev- 
eral times in the past, 

but never with quite the eloquence, pu- 
rity of movement, and spectacularity of 
technique that she exhibited last week 
on the opening night of the Ballet 
Russe de Monte Carlo’s current en- 
gagement at the Metropolitan Opera 
House. The warmth and animal vital- 
ity she has always possessed were still 
conspicuous, but to these qualities have 
now been added the ethereal grace, 
the combination of power and precision 
with absolute ease, and the suggestion 
of limitless resources that can give 
ballet the significance of a great art. 
I am not learned enough in chorco- 
graphic terminology to identify the 
feats of virtuosity—some of them, I be- 
lieve, I was seeing for the first time— 
with which she embellished the usual 
routine of the role, but they were glit- 
tering feats indeed, and contributed an 
intensely exciting fillip to a dramatic 
portrayal that was always vigorously 
emotional and stirringly poetic. More- 
over, for all Miss Alonso’s obvious 
training in the mechanics of her art, she 
seemed to toss them off as if they were 
a product of natural exuberance, 
rather than of painstaking craftsman- 
ship. Igor Youskevitch, one of the few 
really distinguished male dancers of our 
time, danced opposite her, and the re- 
sult, despite some fairly ordinary scen- 
ery and some distinctly mediocre work 
on the part of the orchestra and the 
corps de ballet, was one of the most 
memorable  “Giselles” I have ever 
witnessed. 

I cannot say as much for the other 
items in the repertoire that were ex- 
hibited that night and the next. After 
“Giselle” came the “Pas de Deux 
Classique,” undertaken by Nina Novak 
and Alan Howard, two young dancers 
whose evident physical talents have not 
yet received the polish that this essay 
in elegant athletics requires. The en- 
suing revival of Massine’s “Gaité Pari- 
sienne” was remarkable chiefly for the 
comeback of the veteran ballerina Alex-   
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Exhilarating living... . 
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GUIDE TO EUROPE 

ABOARD AND ABROAD 

   in comfort, save neney: h the 
most complete, up-to-date, handy 
guide to Europe! Over 100 line illus. 
— Weather conditions, wardrobe 
chart — 5 tour maps in the text — 
15 page Full Color Atlas — 672 
pages — pocket size. At your Lo% 
store or order today. $4. 
LIPPINCOTT CO.,       
  

The Dead Sea Scrolls 
BY JOHN M. ALLEGRO 

One of the specialists busy deciphering the 
Process and the nature 

~The tale reads 
Atlantic 

CRITERION BOOKS, INC. 

scrolls describes 1 
and origins of the texts 
like an Ambler thriller, 
Ios. $4.00
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andra Danilova, who in her time, of 
course, has been one of the most in- 
gratiating of all innately gifted dancers, 
and who proved that she still has some- 
thing of her old ebullience, as well as 
the most beautiful pair of legs that most 
balletomanes can remember. 

The second night started off with 
an altogether routine performance of 
“Swan Lake,” which even Miss Alonso 
and Mr. Youskevitch were unable to 
redeem from an atmosphere of dreari- 
ness imposed by tasteless costumes and 
generally dragged and oversentimen- 
talized tempos. The main event of this 
program was a new ballet called “La 
Dame ala Licorne,” which is based on a 
rather charming fairy tale by Jean Coc- 
teau about a virgin, a herd of unicorns, 
and a man on horseback. I am afraid 
that what charm the ballet itself might 
have had got lost in a mass of tediously 
protracted and not very imaginative 
choreography, provided by Heinz 
Rosen. 

  

AF HAWTHORNE, ayoung Amer- 
ican conductor ‘who ordinarily of- 

ficiates as maestro of the Toledo Sym- 
phony, and whose work is new to me, 
appeared at the head of the National 
Orchestral Association one evening last 
week in Carnegie Hall and made a con- 
siderable impression, both through his 
competence as an orchestral drillmaster | 
and through his taste and discrimina- 
tion as an artist. A model of interesting 
juxtaposition, his program included 
Mozart's not often heard Symphony 
No. 34 in C Major (K. 338) and 
Hindemith’s “Nobilissima Visione,” one 5 i 
of that contemporary master’s most 
powerful and engrossing works. The 
performances given these compositions 
showed that Mr. Hawthorne stands 
well up among the growing number of 
excellent American technicians in his 
field—a conductor capable of present- 
ing more than one type of music with 
sympathy and insight, and also capable 
of making even a non-professional or- 
chestra play with exemplary finish and 
vigor. I found his interpretations up to 
the highest standards of scrupulousness 
and musical sensitivity, and I look for- 
ward with pleasure to such future visits 
as he may make to our local concert 
halls. —WINTHROP SARGEANT 

WiLL Person Wo picked up pair of 
beige fur lined gloves in Paramount Thea- 
ter this morning during “Ten Command- 
ments” performance please call UN 5- 
5617—New Haven Register. 

And next time watch the picture! 

    
    

     

  

     

Know any YALE MEN? 

HARVARD BOYS? PRINCETON——? 

SMITH GIRLS? VASSAR MAIDENS? 

Ever wonder how they got that way? 

Try pages 98-105 (After the children are safe in bed) 

176-7 (WARNING! Avoid when hung-over) 

156-8 (Not on a Blue Monday) \yi 
or for that matter just about any page of > 

EIS BLYING 
THROUGH AIR A 

the zany, annihilating new novel about Ivy Leaguers 
at play by ROSWELL G. HAM, Jr. 

SHIRLEY JACKSON, author of Raising Demons, calls it “fascinating 
and appalling.” 

VERN SNEIDER, author of The Teahouse of the August Moon, adds: 
“I got a terrific bang out of it, enjoyed every minute of it and was 
sorry to see it end.” You will be, too. 

$3.95 at all bookstores * G. P. PUTNAM’S SONS 
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-==the new, space-saving 

HOWE Folding Tray-Table! 
Just touch the release points and this 
Superlative tray tums into a sturdy- 
legged table. Beautifully styled, prac- 
tical, folds to 3” for easy storing! Enjoy 
it yourself or give it as a gift. Hardwood 
throughout. Brass plated molding gal- 
lery and handles. 18”x 24"; stands 1975" 
high. Choice of 4 tops: 
Black Plywood with black legs. Resists alco- 
hol and heat $24.95 
Black or White Formica with 
Mahogany-grained Formica wi ogany- 
finished legs. Alcoholproof, heatproof, $29.95 

¢ of better stores. trated folder showing HOWE 
N Jit folds —ask HOWE! Folding Tables for the home. 

HOWE FOLDING FURNITURE, INC., One Park Ave., New York 16, N.Y. 
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VANCE RANDOLPH brings you 
still more of his delicious Ozark folk 
tales . . . better even than The Devil’s 
Pretty Daughter and Who Blowed Up 
the Church House? Don't miss — 

The Talking 
Turtle} 
AND OTHER - 7 
OZARK FOLK TALES 

Tlustrated. $4.00 at bookstores 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY PRESS 

New York 27 

“An irresistible novel.” 
— NEWSWEEK 

John 
Cheever’s 
THE WAPSHOT 
CHRONICLE 

At all bookstores « $3.50 

   
     

   
om 
hen 

HARPER       
 



166 

The man who 

reads dictionaries 

    ©Philippe Halsman Photo 

JAMES THURBER, one of America’s 
great stylists, whose most recent book 

is Fables For Our Time, says: 

“PT seEmto have collected dictionaries, 

from Cassell’s Latin to the thirteen 
volumes of the O.E.D., but none has 

a more special value than Webster's 
New World Dictionary, College Edi- 
tion. It is an important contribution 
to the American language. I keep try- 
ing to catch mistakes or omissions in 
its coverage of our slang, and almost 
invariably fail. The other day I looked 
for a certain definition of ‘bug. It 
was there, concise and correct, ‘a de- 

fect, as in a machine.” 

The name Webster alone on a dictionary 
is not enough to guarantee excellence 

of this kind. Visit your bookseller 
and ask fo see — 

WEBSTER’S 
NEW [WORLD 
DICTIONARY 

  

      

   
  

"J 142,000 
entries 

1,760 pages 
in various 
bindings, 

from $5.75 
THE WORLD PUBLISHING COMPANY   

BOOKS 
BRIEFLY NOTED 

FICTION 

Love ME Lrrrig, by Amanda Vail 
(McGraw-Hill). A really well- 
written, lighthearted novel about the 
determined attempts of an Ameri- 
can girl of fifteen to lose her inno- 
cence before the end of her summer 
holiday. The girl, Emily, who tells 
her story herself, is so extremely for- 
tunate that she has 
the dazzling unreal 
ity of some famous 
jewel—the Hope 
diamond, perhaps— 
but, like the dia- 

mond, she is perfect 
ly real. Moreover, 
she is rich, pretty, intelligent, entirely 
aware of her own powers, kind with- 
in her limits, and fond of her parents, 
as they are fond of her. The scene 
is, variously, an elegant New York 
apartment, an elegant boarding 
school for girls, and a beach cottage 
that is not thoroughly described but 
is probably elegant, too. 

Miri, by Peter Sourian (Pantheon). 
Mr. Sourian, a talented young 
writer who deals with sex openly but 
with a natural discretion that is more 
convincing than any amount of anx- 
ious detail would be, tells about a 
three-cornered love affair involving 
Miri, an orphan of the war in Greece; 
her cousin Lexy, a Greek-American 
boy; and Josh, Lexy’s roommate. 
The setting shifts between the large 
house above New York City where 
Lexy’s wealthy family lives and the 
Boston college attended by the three 
young people. 

Tue Frying Fox, by Mary McMin- 
nies (Harcourt, Brace). Everyone 
and everything seems very unpleas- 
ant and very real—suffocatingly real 
and close—in this story of mean mo- 
tives and general disorder in a small 
British colony in a remote Malayan 
outpost of the Empire. 

GENERAL 

A StUpENT’s Diary: BubaPEST, Oc- 
ToBER 16-NovEMBER 1, 1956, by 
Laszlo Beke, edited and translated 
by Leon Kossar and Ralph M. Zol- 
tan (Viking). This short narrative 
is the first report on the Hungarian 
revolt to have come to us from a par- 
ticipant. The author (who, with his 
wife, recently found sanctuary in 
Canada) was a leader in the Buda- 

  

pest student group whose impulsive 
resignation from the Communist 
Youth Organization set in motion 
the series of demonstrations and 
counterdemonstrations that erupted 
into open revolution and the almost 
gleeful slaughter by the Red Army 
and its local minions of many thou- 
sands of men, women, and children. 
Beke, as he chooses to call himself 

here, had the privilege 
of working with the 
rebel leader Kovacs, of 
waiting on the lifeless 
puppet Nagy, and of 
secing Cardinal Mind- 
szenty on his trium- 
phant release from pris- 

on. His story, though artlessly told 
at a pell-mell clip, is enormously 
affecting. Illustrated with drawings 
by the author. 

Son oF TALLEYRAND, by Francoise de 
Bernardy (Putnam). A biography 
of Auguste Charles Joseph, Comte 
de Flahaut de la Billarderie. Flahaut, 
who was born in Paris in 1785, was 
a natural son of Talleyrand, and he 
himself had a natural son, by Hor- 
tense, Queen of Holland, who be- 
came the Duc de Morny and was 
recognized by Louis Napoleon as 
his half brother. One of the first of 
Napoleon’s dashing young generals, 
Flahaut galloped all over Europe, 
fighting the wars of the Empire, and 
rode knee to knee with Napoleon 
away from the Battle of Waterloo, 
often propping up the exhausted Em- 
peror in his saddle. Between Water- 
loo and the Battle of Sedan—fought 
in 1870, the year he dicd—Flahaut, 
whose strong point was charm and 
whose chief interest was lovely wom- 
en, served as a diplomat in the suc- 
cessive governments of France. His 
life story is of no great historical con- 
sequence, but it gives us a vivid 
glimpse into a romantic time. The 
book is translated by Lucy Norton, 
who may know French but whose 
grasp of English syntax is shaky. Il- 
lustrations. 

At WHATEVER Cost: THE STORY OF 
THE Dieppe Ram, by R. W. 
Thompson ~~ (Coward-McCann). 
The dawn thrust at Dieppe on Au- 
gust 19, 1942, in which more than 
two-thirds of some six thousand Al- 
lied troops were killed or captured, 
has been described by Winston 
Churchill as “a costly but not un-



fruitful Reconnaissance in force” 

and as a vital preliminary to the 
Normandy invasion. Others, less in- 
timately (as well as less delicately) 
associated with the operation, have 
insisted that it was, at best, a cata- 

strophic bungle. Mr. Thompson, a 
British journalist and a former 
Army captain, inclines toward Sir 
Winston's view, but he does not 
press the point. His concern here 
is to reconstruct the raid in mi- 
nute and graphic detail —to show 
us the embarkation of the force, its 
stealthy passage across the Channel, 

the violent assault on a dozen beach- 
heads, the all but impregnable Ger- 
man defenses, the hundreds slaugh- 
tered in the surf before they could 
fire a shot, the many acts of suicid- 
al heroism, the nightmare with- 
drawal—and he has done so with a 
thoroughness that could hardly be 
more total, or more bloodcurdling. 
End-paper maps, diagrams, and sta- 
tistical appendices. 

EncList PeoPLE IN THE EilGHT- 
£ENTH CENTURY, by Dorothy Mar- 
shall (Longmans). The author calls 
this social history a “background 
book,” but it very much warrants 
reading on its own, for she re-creates 
her chosen century in all its gusto and 
contrasts. And quite a century it was. 
The Thames ran through London 
like a sewer, carrying away the de- 
composing refuse of the thriving in- 
dustries on its banks; at Eton boys 
were taught to change their linen 
twice a week, while at Brighton their 
parents explored the risky delights of 
sea bathing; and when the starving 

poor rioted, their ringleaders were 

hanged. Richly illustrated with con- 
temporary paintings and prints. 

   

VERSE 

Porms, by Marcia Nardi (Allan Swal- 
low, Denver). Miss Nardi’s talent is 
inseparable from her emotional 
cast—from her temperament, to use 
an old-fashioned term. She reacts to 
experience so directly that everything 
she says can be recognized as genuine 
and genuinely felt, and she faces up 
to the sterner facts of nature and 
society. She often seems to be not so 
much writing poems as having them 
write her, This is a dangerous proc- 
ess, especially for a woman, but Miss 
Nardi, in nearly every one of her 
twenty-three lyrics, proves herself to 
be someone who should be written. 

SELECTED WRITINGS OF JULES La- 
FORGUE, edited and translated by 

William Jay Smith (Grove). The 
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fetid of 

pl 
— MINNEAPOLIS TRIBUNE 

  

By BOSLEY CROWTHER 
The N.Y. Times Film Critic 

“Meaty. Blood as well as gold flows through the 
facts-packed account. The bloodied heads along 
the way were many . . . As befits a Times man, 

the author descends to no scandal for its own 

sake but where it illumines the environment 
he turns on the lights.” 

— ROBERT J. LANDRY, Variety 

“A top-drawer job of the MGMpire.” 
— WALTER WINCHELL 

2nd large printing. $5.00 
At your bookstore 

E. P. DUTTON & CO. * NEW YORK 10 

    
   
   

    

   

    

     

  

   

      

Illustrated 

© Arnold Newman 
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AND: 
The hysterical real-life adventures, 

on three continents, of Broadway's daffiest comedian 

and his equally zany (but beautiful) spouse — 

Mr. & Mrs. JOEY ADAMS 
Now af your bookstore, $3.95. CROWN PUBLISHERS 

  

    
  

one of America’s most gifted 

writers — has fashioned her 

most irresistible children’s 

  

   

  

LAKE 
$3.00 of all booksellers 

Ages 8-12 
| Z HARCOURT. BRACE & COMPANY 

A complete book service, 
THE SCRIBNER BOOK 
597 Fifth Ave. at 48th St.,    
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[HE 
SHRINKING 

DOLLAR 
The best things in life are free, ac- 
cording to an old saw. But the 
necessities and luxuries of life 
aren't free, as anyone knows who 
is trying to run a household on a 
budget in these inflationary days. 

‘What can you do about it? Stem 
the tide of inflation single-handed? 

Stop spending your hard-earned 
cash for food, clothing and shel- 
ter? Retire to a desert island and 
live on coconuts and dates? Well, 
hardly. About all you can do is 
reconcile yourself to the ever-in- 
creasing prices that go with an ex- 
panding economy. 

But you can try to protect the pur- 
chasing power of any money you 
are putting away for the future. 
How? By investing in good quality 
stocks that give promise of increas- 
ing in value as our economy ex- 
pands. More than 8,500,000 Amer- 

icans are investors. Why not you? 

MERRILL LYNCH, 
PIERCE, 

FENNER & BEANE 
Members New York Stock Exchange 
and all other Principal Exchanges 

70 Pine Street, New York 5, N. Y. 

Offices in 108 Cities         

life, work, and character of the 
French poet who did so much to 
further poetry’s breakthrough into 
modern forms and attitudes has re- 
ceived comparatively little attention 
in English since Arthur Symons’ 
first translations, in the late nineties. 
Mr. Smith has succeeded, as many 
translators have not, in maintaining 
the sense of speed and freshness that 
is so evident in the originals, and he 
comments intelligently on each period 
of the poet’s short career. (Laforgue 
died in 1887, at the age of twenty- 
seven.) The second part of the vol- 
ume contains selections from the 
“Moralités Légendaires,” the art 
and literary criticism, and the corre- 
spondence, as well as scattered 
sketches and impressions. Several 
hitherto unpublished Laforgue draw- 
ings are included, and there are a 
chronology and a bibliography. 

One HunDRED PoEMs FROM THE 
CHINESE, translated, with an intro- 
duction, by Kenneth Rexroth (New 
Directions). Rexroth has examined 
the Chinese originals as well as vari- 
ous renderings in several languages 
with a scholarly and a literary inter- 
est. Asa result, his own versions are 
simple, direct, and moving, with 
emphasis upon a colloquial turn of 
phrase. He has studied Tu Fu 
(T’ang dynasty) for many years; the 
poets of the Sung dynasty, also in- 
cluded, have occupied his attention 
for a shorter time. The volume has 
the same handsome format as Rex- 
roth’s recently published “One Hun- 
dred Poems from the Japanese.” 
Notes, biographical and explanatory, 
and a valuable selective bibliography 
of earlier translations from the wide 
field of Chinese poetry into English, 
French, Italian, and German. 

Front Cover—A radiant spring morn- 
ing in Hancock, New Hampshire, This 
tree-lined village street, charmingly un- 
aware of the passage of time, is one of 
the most perfect in New England. The 
old brick building in the foreground shel- 
ters the local historical society.—The New 
England Calendar, 1957. 

A sort of headquarters for the un- 
awareness of the passage of time. 

Officials are reported anxious to have 
Nasser’s proposal—after changes are 
made to protect Westchester users—reg- 
istered in such a way as to give it an 
international character binding on all na- 
tions who ratify it—Ossining Citizen- 
Register. 

I¢’s because there’s so much money in 
Westchester.   
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100 MUCH 
700 SOON 
AN AUTOBIOGRAPHY BY 

DIANA BARRYMORE 
and GEROLD FRANK 
co-author of I'll Cry Tomorrow 

lllustrated with photos « $3.95 
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THE Weddings and Graduations 

  

      
WYNDHAM 

LEWIS 
A portrait of the ARTIST 

as the ENEMY 
by Geoffrey Wagner 

Yall ° 5 

  

  

call for THOUGHTFUL gifts 

COLUMBIA ENCYCLOPEDIA 
With 96-page SUPPLEMENT OF ILLUSTRATIONS 
and Record of Events 1950-56 bound-in, 2307 pages, 
$35.00. Supplement alone, $5.00 At all bookstores 

  

  

mmm COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY PRESS mummy 
     

      

   The mating season 
In the spring a gourmets 
fancy leads him 
to asparagus with 

    

Your grocer should have 
Hayden's Hollandaise, College Point 56, N.Y. 

MAY 4, 1957 

 



BLUE JAY SLOOP BY MC KEAN. MAMARONECK. N. ¥. - ME BY KNIZE, 8. V- 

bene a4 boot dhol tts! 
Always refreshing - never filling 

It’s brewed as beer should be brewed—the longer, 

r, natural wa ult is Rheingold’s 
a Dryness—never bitter, never sweet— 

aste no other beer can duplicate.  
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of your Grace Line Cruise as you meet new friends . 
summer sun... dance under the stars. You'll enjoy wonderful meals. deck sports...movies 
..and a kin outdoor, tiled swimming pool. Every room is outside, each with private bath 

The “Santa Rosa” or “Santa Paula” sails from New York every Friday on a 
12-Day Cruise visiting Aruba and Curacao in the Netherlands West Indics and 

La Guaira, Caracas and Cartagena in South America. Modern cas TH A 

“Santas” also sail weekly from New York on Casual Cruises of approximately 18 days 
UU For colorfully illustrated literature see your Travel Agent. 

GRACE LINE 
Dept. NY-5, 3 Hanover Square, Ni k4, N.Y. 

Take advantage of Reduced Season Fares April Z1-June 20 Regular, frequent American flag passenger and freight services between the Americas  


